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			What Readers are Saying


			“I met Jessie Boone on March 16, 2009, in the Trauma Room at St. Mary’s Hospital in Grand Junction, CO, when she presented with a devastating head injury from an accident while on a church youth vacation at a local ski resort. As her pediatric trauma surgeon and surgical critical care specialist, I cared for Jessie for the next 40 days as she journeyed through the wilderness of her acute injury and care in Grand Junction before being transferred to a hospital back home in Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.


			Soon after I met Jessie, I met Lisa and Bill Boone. I came to know Lisa as a fierce vocal advocate for her daughter and Bill as a quiet pillar of strength. With the magnitude of her injury, the odds were against Jessie surviving at all or with any meaningful brain function. Yet she did, with God’s love and grace, along with many appointed helpers along the way—her Christian village.


			In Severed Sacredness, Lisa chronicles Jessie’s long and difficult journey to the miracle she is today, noting the many times God made His presence known when most needed. This book would be especially helpful for those with a family member undergoing a health crisis—there is hope, even in the most dire circumstances. ‘With God, all things are possible.’ (Matthew 19:26)”


			Charles W. Breaux, Jr., MD, FACS


			“Severed Sacredness is a deeply heart-rending story,  beautifully told by a mother, about the devastating skiing accident which shattered her young daughter’s dreams. But far beyond that, it is an experience of love and miracle and grit and faith. Jessie Boone is an  exquisite young woman who has far exceeded the overwhelming circumstances life handed her. What emerges through Jessie’s gentle, glowing presence is a powerful encounter with love itself. Extremely moving.”


			Paula D’Arcy, Author of Gift of the Red Bird and Stars at Night


			“For many years, I have thought and said, ‘If we really knew how much we were loved by God, we would fall to our knees in tears.’ This book will bring anyone who reads it to their knees in tears. It is beautiful. Lisa’s way with words has a way of bringing the reader (me) to that place. I was there with her with the anxiety, the fears, the gratitude, the love through the overwhelming signs that God provided at every turn.”  


			Julane Borth, Spiritual Director and Author of  The Shadow Cast and Living in the Layers


			“Severed Sacredness is a wonderful book telling the story of Jessie Boone and her family as they traverse the very rugged landscape of recovery from a severe, life-threatening, head injury. Lisa Boone does an excellent job describing the significant emotional turmoil of loving parents trying to be certain their child receives the very best care and works toward recovery. It is a very stormy and long journey but faith, love, hope, and Lisa’s steely determination to advocate for her daughter overcomes the adversity. It is a hopeful book for families facing similar circumstances, especially when it comes to traversing a very opaque and complicated medical system. It is a good read for those in the medical profession (doctors, nurses, therapists, aides, administrators, etc.) to get a cogent, outside take on what our patients and families encounter and why listening is such an important aspect of care. Finally, it is a beautiful testimony as to how many people (some who never knew or met Jessie) came together, going well beyond what one would expect over the years, to help Jessie and her family rejoin their community.”


			Timothy B Mapstone, MD, Professor Emeritus Department of Neurological Surgery University of Oklahoma Health Sciences Center


			“There are moments when we know for certain that the book we’re reading is changing us. This is one of those books. Boone takes the reader on a journey through a powerful true story of tragedy, trauma, grief, pain, faith, inspiration, hope, healing, and new life. For those who have gone through (or are going through) something traumatic, it points to the places where hope peeks through, providing a pathway toward courage to face tomorrow. For those who are part of a support system, it provides guidance on how to be fully present to people in their pain. Regardless of where you are in your spiritual journey, it heralds those precious messages of hope and love that God provides. Every tree needs nutrients and water, whether it’s a sapling just getting started or a mature tree that’s already a towering source of shade. In the pages of Severed Sacredness, there are nutrients and water that will help the reader grow.” 


			Rev. Tim Travers, United Methodist Pastor since 1993  Author of Driven


			“What an incredible story. It is truly amazing and so beautifully written. I highly recommend it for anyone  suffering loss. I cried, shook my head in disbelief of all the things that occurred during the years, laughed at special moments, and saw God’s hand throughout the story. This story will help many and provide the encouragement they need to continue moving forward and to stay present in each moment.”


			Yvonne M Morgan, Award-winning Author and Blogger


			“It’s a moving narrative of deep strength, resilience, fidelity, commitment, courage, and so much more. And I love that she owned her part in that along with so many supportive people around her. Imagining what this ongoing adventure has been for Jessie is beyond mind-boggling.”


			Anne M Luther, Adult Spiritual Renewal & Empowerment


			“This story captures your heart from the beginning and transforms it by the end. It is both riveting and heartbreaking at the same time. You will be transported through a harrowing journey of grief, loss, redemption and above all Love. Severed Sacredness is for anyone searching for hope and faith during life’s most difficult trials.”


			Kara McDaniel, OTR


			“This is a story of hope. When the unimaginable happened to young Jessie Boone, the foundation of her family’s faith held firm. Every miraculous step of their horrific journey was held together by our compassionate God. Lisa’s beautiful writing and truthful telling offers encouragement to everyone.”


			Jane Jayroe Gamble, Writer, Founder of Esther Women  Former Miss America


			“Lisa has written a powerful story. It speaks to everyone who has experienced this type of horrific tragedy with a loved one, but especially one’s child. Those of us who are traveling this lifelong journey will nod our head throughout this read and say, ‘Yes, yes. I know how this feels.’ We are all connected through Christ within her path. This book will be a recommendation to every TBI caregiver Brainxcite serves. Our stories are hard to read and even harder to write. To Lisa Boone … ‘Well done, my sister.’”


			Linda Tracy, Mom of TBI Founder of Brainxcite.com
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			To God


			I kept my promise to You … 


		


	

		

			Foreword


			by Bobbie Roe, PhD


			The voice of one crying in the wilderness: “Prepare the way of the LORD … ”


			~Isaiah 40:3 (NKJV)~


			Within seconds of reading Lisa’s opening story, you will hear the voice of one crying out in the wilderness and feel the swift undertow of chaos as she and her husband, Bill, are plunged into the terrifying unknown of their daughter’s life-eclipsing brain injury. Despair is paralyzing. Who can “prepare the way of the Lord” in such darkness? Where is the light that will pierce it with hope?


			For many years, Lisa has been professionally prepared for medical trauma and crises. Especially as a hospice and palliative care night nurse, she has often driven into dark, isolated Oklahoma locales to tend the failing bodies of the dying and to comfort their fearful hearts with her own calming peace. But when Jessie’s body was thrust so close to death, nurse Lisa was not prepared. Not at all.


			As you will soon read, she and Bill would suffer excruciating trauma themselves as they fought for their teenaged daughter’s life after Jessie careened into a tree on a ski slope. But even more so, Lisa proclaims how the Lord is the One who prepared the way—the One who was the Light that came into their darkness and the One who ultimately empowered Lisa to write this book with a sure voice of unbridled faith to ignite hope in others. 


			For more than two decades, I have known the sacred rhythms of Lisa’s faith. We have shared spiritual talks, sabbath walks, and monastic retreats, as well as holy play in joyous fellowship with many others. But I was also with her in the Grand Junction hospital as she fell prostrate beneath the chapel altar and cried out to God with wordless groans. In both the best and most horrific of times, she has believed from the unshakable center of her being that the God of the fathomless universe is also the God who loves and holds each of us in the palms of his hands.


			As Lisa chronicles the hours, days, and years of Jessie’s miraculous journey, she also reveals the love language with which God reassures her of his constant Presence. First, through every season, nature often seems in communion with Lisa’s interior life. As contrasted with the forests of darkness, for instance, diverse trees are sentinels of hope that mark the written landscape of the unfolding story. Secondly, God sends his servants with dispatch. Friends, of course, but also complete strangers—doctors, nurses, therapists, pastors, small children, food-bearers, artists, tree experts, nuns, runners, prayer warriors—all repeatedly show up with what is most needed in any moment. They arrive in timely, miraculous fashion, as surely as the gift-bearing magi landed in Bethlehem at the appointed hour, ostensibly with only their inner compass, a few good camels, and a wise, bright star to guide them.


			All this time, life was teeming around Jessie, but Jessie remained mostly hidden before her speech and other responses to the world were slowly restored. Still, Lisa was adamant that everyone who tended Jessie see her, speak to her, with the faith that Jessie was indeed very, very present and visible. Having walked alongside the Boones, I also am confident that the One who would prepare Jessie’s way out of the wilderness was very, very present, if seemingly invisible. When Jessie was still a young child, I used to joke that she was the Boones’ “household priestess” because her beatific expressions, Jesus words, and praise songs reflected an old soul in a little girl’s coltish body. So when Jessie was hidden in her own dark forest, I trust that she was nevertheless in sanctuary with Jesus. What that sanctuary was like, however, I can only wonder. Was Jesus whispering, “‘Talitha koum … Little girl, get up!’” (Mark 5:41 NLT)? Was Jessie, like Lisa, remembering, believing, following the Way Maker back into the teeming world?


			Severed Sacredness: The Miraculous Journey of Jessie Boone impels us all to ponder the sometimes hidden but always faithful Presence of God in every detail of our daily lives—to dive deeply to the ceaselessly replenishing wellspring of Hope and to resurface, quenched moment to moment, by the gift of living water. “Come, drink, all who are thirsty,” God invites. May Jessie’s story replenish you in both dark wilderness and blazing Light. 


		


	

		

			Introduction


			The Sacred Tree


			Oklahoma City, Oklahoma


			March 16, 2009


			I was enjoying lunch on the sunbaked patio with a friend, sharing how it was my last day of freedom before Jessie arrived home. At fifteen, she was challenging my momma heart with a continual stretching and pushing for more independence, so I was not surprised when she begged me to not come on her youth group’s spring break ski trip as the chaperone nurse. Part of me had wanted to go to protect her and the other part had been eager for a parental break from the constant pushing for more freedom.


			But missing her was harder than the boundary pushing, so I was excited for her to come home and share what she was willing to share about her adventures.


			I could feel the vibrations in my back pocket and answered the call from my son.


			“Hey Justin–”


			But before I could get another word spoken, his voice broke through with a barrage of words, “Mom, there’s been an accident. It’s Jessie. She’s hurt. She’s hurt real bad.”


			I knew my son and his prankish ways, always going the distance to get a reaction.


			“Justin, this isn’t funny. Stop,” I said in my stern mom voice.


			His voice changed to a different rhythm. “Mom, I promise I’m not kidding. She’s hurt and the helicopter is here taking her to a hospital.”


			Is that a helicopter in the background?


			Unconsciously picking up my purse, I found my car keys, hearing the proof needed to know it was real and that I needed to get to her as fast as I could.


			“Son, what happened?”


			Words I knew from my nursing career were striking my ears in a different, disbelieving sort of way. “Skiing accident, head hit tree trunk, ski patrol, intubation, head injury, vomiting, not responding … It’s bad, Momma.” Sobs broke through his words.


			Shock and disbelief overtook my mind as I sorted out how I would traverse the distance of 700 miles in the shortest possible time.


			Will I ever see her alive again? Oh Jessie, Oh God, Oh God, Oh God! Please help my baby!


			Within two hours, my husband, Bill, and I were quickly fastening our seatbelts, awaiting takeoff to Denver with a connection to Grand Junction, Colorado. After several attempts to get an update on her condition, I was finally speaking to the ER physician when the flight attendant’s announcement intruded and interfered with my ability to hear and understand clearly. My body was bent over, one hand over one ear, pressing the phone against my head with the other. Closing my eyes helped me concentrate on what was being said.


			“She needs surgery immediately. She’s suffered an open depressed skull fracture with part of the ski goggles penetrating her right frontal lobe from impact. Do we have your consent for surgery for a debridement to remove the goggle pieces?”


			My terror escalated as I began to “hear” what was being said.


			“Yes, do whatever it takes to save her life.”


			Save her life? Oh God!


			My ears were roaring with confusion, or was that the plane preparing for takeoff?


			There was another voice escalating, but I couldn’t make out the words. My eyes lifted from the floor to see her coming at me making gestures.


			“You have to get off the phone now. The plane is taking off!”


			Being cut off abruptly, like a limb being chain-sawed from its life source, resulted in a painful lash of rage on this poor stewardess, who had no idea that my only connection to my critically-injured daughter was in my hand.


			I need more information. I need someone to tell me she’ll be there when I arrive.


			I’ll Be Your One


			If you have picked up this book, it’s likely because you are dealing with an unimaginable tragedy and wondering if your loved one (and you) will survive it … if someone else has survived it.


			I remember the night I sat frightened and desperate for hope, with my computer open, the screen light breaking through the darkness of the rehab unit in search of a story or book of anyone who had similar injuries to Jessie’s. Was there a story of someone who’d had both sides of their skull removed, a right frontal lobe debrided, with diffuse axonal injury throughout their brain? Was there one person in the world who had such extensive injuries and was able to recover? Could I dare believe there was one person who could help guide and fuel my faith in the foreign land of this devastating traumatic brain injury?


			Show me one. Just one, God, I prayed as I searched.


			But I could find no one. Not one story. After several unsuccessful hours of searching, I began to speak quietly to God, If You choose to let Jessie be the one, to be the hope and light for the someone who is desperately searching for the possibility of a recovery, I will write the story. I will write that story for the one person whose loved one’s future doesn’t seem possible. Let my fingers scribe Your story of Hope to be a LIGHT unto those places that feel hopeless.


			This is that story. Experiencing the depths of anguish, I have walked through the paralyzing fear and inability to take another step. I have held the crushing pain of grief when a beloved is suddenly tragically injured and given little or no hope of survival. And I have witnessed thousands of answers to hundreds of thousands of prayers.


			Answers Before I Needed Them


			As with most stories, the one you are about to read started long before that dreaded call on March 16, 2009. In fact, I can look back and know for certain that I had been more prepared for this moment than most.


			This wasn’t my first encounter with brain injuries or navigating traumatic experiences in a healthcare system. As I entered my sophomore year of nursing school, my older brother’s head went through the windshield of his truck, launching me into the depths of family trauma and researching traumatic brain injuries (TBI’s) as we struggled and searched to find the resources to help him recover from his devastating injuries.


			Then early in my nursing career, I worked in a small community hospital ER, which provided me with widespread opportunities to care for the trauma of others, including the one tragic night when the ambulance brought a small child into the ER with a massive head injury. After hours of heroic measures, the child didn’t survive. Witnessing and attempting to comfort these young parents in the loss of their beloved little one seared into my heart—a horror I would never forget.


			Spending the next several years as an ONC (orthopedic nurse certified) nurse manager in an orthopedic hospital, my focus was providing exceptional health care by implementing the highest standards of orthopedic nursing to assure people would have the best possible outcomes for the quality of their life.


			With the newly built rehabilitation unit within the hospital, I transitioned into a unique opportunity for the position of rehab nurse manager, developing policies and procedures and hiring professionals while supervising the nursing care of this twenty-four-bed unit.


			Surrounded by expert physiatrists and therapists, my experience and knowledge grew each day as I witnessed the brutal pain and life-changing struggles of injured people, and the tiny miracles of recovery and regaining the quality and independence of one’s life.


			After twenty years in orthopedics and rehabilitation, God orchestrated an unexpected job change and altered the course of my life. Becoming a CHPN (Certified Hospice and Palliative Nurse) helped me master evidence-based practices in the education and management of end of life symptoms, with a heavy focus on bringing comfort and peace to the patient and their families.


			I remember the day I walked in to see one of our patients, a momma who had been in a tragic accident and sustained a TBI. She was lying immobile in the electric bed, her body and limbs twisted, unable to speak or move. Above her head, a wall of pictures told her story. Picture after picture of her smile and the love radiating out of her soul to her children and husband brought me to tears for her and her beloved family, knowing they’d all lost the fullness of life they had before “the day they will never forget.” I could not fathom the hell this family had endured.


			My eyes fell upon a handwritten letter taped by her bed. I could only assume her husband had written it. “Hi, my name is Joan. I am a mom of three incredible children and a wife to a wonderful husband. Please treat me as the person I am and not the person you see. Thank you.”


			I took a few steps back, halting in the moment as I beheld such sacred love demanding to infiltrate the darkness of her injury, asking for her to be seen from a much deeper vision found within the folds of one’s heart.


			Prayers began to spontaneously arise from within me to the God of all comfort and peace, beseeching for this beautiful suffering lady and her brokenhearted family. I remember thinking, Lord, how is it possible for anyone to survive and get through this type of pain and tragedy?


			Being a mom of three incredible children and a wife to a wonderful husband myself, I begged, Oh Lord, never this. I just don’t think it would be possible for me to survive or endure this type of unimaginable suffering.


			We Can Survive and Endure


			What I thought would be impossible to survive, I found myself suddenly hurled into—the dark, hell-like abyss of my fiercely independent, wildly active, and love-filled daughter’s massive brain injury. Freefalling out of control, I began to fiercely claw to find some way to regain the orientation of who I was and whose I was.


			It began in the moment.


			Finding each moment helped me to defiantly refuse the zero visibility of the grief of the past and the immobilizing fear of the future. In the moment, I could find God. I could find breath. I could find me.


			In the moment, I found the first Scripture that I hammered the stake into the wall to help anchor me. In the moment, I found the first song that announced hope: “Savior, You can move this mountain.” In the moment, I found the first Carepage entry to share the cries of our desperate hearts, engaging the strength and faith of the hearts of our family, friends, and our living faith community. In the moment, I found the first good, which meant I could find God.


			All of these moments began to breathe into the next moment, slowly weaving a type of netting to help hold me, and us, above the abyss that threatened to swallow us up.


			Writing her story within the hallowed Carepages became a foundational ritual, helping me to see the deeper connections of God within His people, whom I believe He created and blessed to be blessings of healing and help to others.


			The breadth and width of the Carepages became the church we were no longer able to attend. The prayers and hopes of the communities of love communicating within the Carepages were the yeast, slowly expanding our hope and strength into the courage to take the next right step.


			I discovered, in the midst of overwhelming fear, a way to “Be at Peace”—to survive the impossible by living within the moment and never underestimating the power of prayer and the unspeakable gifts of being within a community that helped carry the load of our horrendous grief with their presence and generous support.


			With my eyes focused on the moment, I witnessed a greater Power that is always present, bringing forth provision even before we know we need it or ask for it.


			My prayer is that this book assures you that you are never alone, and help is on the way. That you may have the grace to see beneath the surfaces of your circumstances and find the hidden seeds that are just waiting to burst forward in the moments of your deepest needs.


			Life experiences hold infinite possibilities of survival and recovery.


			As I listened to a speaker, many years before Jessie’s accident, sharing how she had survived the loss of three of her boys within a few years, I could feel the obvious question rising: How is that even possible for one human to absorb the depths of so much pain? I couldn’t take my eyes off this woman who had found the strength to not only survive but to stand and share her story of faith in the hopes of helping others who find themselves in the midst of overwhelming grief and loss. This woman’s experience changed the landscape of my soul, and I not only never forgot the treasures and truths she discovered in the midst of her “dark nights of her soul,” but I clung to the hope and truth that there were treasures within mine.


			Why the Trees?


			As I learned of the details of Jessie’s accident, I felt a glimmer of hope rising when I discovered that one of her friends had carved her name, the date of her accident (3/16/09), and a cross in the bark of the very tree of her death as we knew her. A promise from those crevices within the bark quietly seeped into the crevices of my own shattered heart, whispering John 3:16 (New International Version), mystically intermingling Jessie within those ancient words, “For God so loved (Jessie) that He gave his only begotten Son (whose life changed on a tree) that whosoever believes in Him, shall not die but have everlasting life.”


			It was as if someone had cut her life off at the root, leaving only a remnant. Within the chambers of my heart, I could hear the promises of the Old Testament in Isaiah 11:1 (NIV) vibrating, “A shoot would come up from the stump of Jesse, from the roots, a Branch will bear fruit.” My heart began massaging those words into the hope that Jessie’s stump would have a shoot, and that from her roots, a branch would appear and bear fruit.


			We nourished her stump with everything we had, tending to her hidden roots left below, in great hopes that after the harsh winter of rest and stillness, a shoot would appear. As we tended to hers, others showed up to care and tend to ours, for our own trees were fully exposed to the harsh and bitter elements of her winter.


			Throughout this journey, God used one of my child­hood loves—trees—to speak hope into some of my darkest moments. Sometimes they were live trees that nourished me as I nourished them or fought to save their lives from harsh weather and tragedies. Sometimes they were on canvases found at the exact moment I needed their unspeakable beauty and messages of hope. Sometimes they were dead, using their old branches to say goodbye to the past and prepare me for a rebirth. Wherever they appeared, the gentle presence of the powerful tree would provide an imagery to my heart of how God was working in the hidden unseen places of her recovery and mine. Of how God has always been using trees to guide, comfort, and restore me.


			From the first several months of not knowing if she would survive the brain injury, surgeries, and infections, through the long recovery of the beautiful remnant of that fiercely-independent and sweet-souled fifteen-year-old, through the phase of rebuilding and reclaiming the parts of life that she could, through the hell of life- and limb-threatening attacks, and even through the process of rediscovering ourselves, our marriage, and our lives, God has used trees to comfort and guide me, and I hope the trees will help to guide your journey through this story (and your own) as well.


			No Two Trees or Forests are the Same


			My heart of grief wrote these stories in hopes to connect with the heart of grief of others, no matter how different the details of our injuries, stories, or spiritual beliefs. My hope is that you will find connection within the commonalities of our journeys of tragedy and healing and grasp the opportunity to think outside the confines of the survival mode you find yourself in while navigating this journey.


			Knowing that every injury, recovery, and outcome is as unique as the human experiencing it, I want to encourage you to not focus on the outcomes as much as how God can journey alongside those of us faced with a tragedy that devastates our entire family system and changes our lives forever. My hope is that you’ll see how the power of faith and the compassionate support of others is critical in the survival of hope while traveling the road.


			The truth is that every single brain injury is different. Many in the community of brain injuries have had astounding recoveries with return to a normal life. Many have had heartbreaking outcomes of their loved ones being declared “brain dead” and becoming organ donors. Many have had sufficient recovery where they can function with great support within their families and communities. Many have had minimal recovery with the need of total care in their homes or in long-term care facilities. Whatever your loved one’s prognosis or outcome, I believe there is something in these pages to comfort and guide you through the dark forest you find yourself in.


			Being a nurse and mom of a daughter with a TBI doesn’t qualify me as an expert on brain injuries, but through the witness of this book, you will find I have experienced the depths of grief and fear that comes with a tragic injury of a child, the mountains and valleys of complications arising from her traumatic injuries, and the vast amount of varied encounters with multiple health care systems and staff on the receiving end of health care.


			Please always consult with your team of physicians and experts, as some of what worked for us may or may not benefit your loved one’s particular recovery process.


			Before You Get Started


			I believe God is present to all people suffering and He will send help in all different ways. The question is: Do you have the eyes to see beyond the circumstances to find how He is sending help through love and support in the darkest of times? This life-changing journey has transformed me into a wounded healer who hopes to come alongside you, side by side, to help you find the help and hope that is always present.


			I’m also committed to helping you ask for help. I know when one is so overwhelmed with the circumstances, it is impossible to know what to ask for, or how to ask for help. As you read through this book you will see many of the ways people around us showed up without us asking and literally became God’s saving grace for our hearts, minds, marriage, finances, and so much more.


			So, in addition to sharing my story, I have put together a resource to help those around you—the people who know you’re in pain and in great need, but don’t have a clue what to do to help you. This will give them a variety of practical ways to help you stay healthy and hopeful in every possible way.


			[image: ]


			Before you continue reading, scan this QR code and share the link with at least five people you know who love you and want to help. Include a little note explaining that a woman who has walked a similar journey before suggested you do it. If they are who you think they are, they will be grateful for this resource and will take action to rally the troops around you for the long journey ahead.


			Come Walk with Me in the Trees


			Within these pages are recollections of real stories in the midst of real tragedy, revealing a terrified, desperate mom navigating her devastated heart with her faith and determination to never give up hope even when little hope was given.


			An invitation lies before you to find hope, healing, and powerful strength within the trees of your own dark forest by journeying alongside me in mine, gathering truths and experiences that will reveal a Presence that will never leave you, finding the determination to never, never give up, and witnessing the promise of hope that suddenly shows up when you feel you have none. It’s an invitation to discover how, after a long and dark night, the sun always rises and how after the long winter of cold and darkness, spring will always appear and bring resurrection. When the torrential flooding rains destroy your life’s landscape, the rains will always cease and the sun will appear once again, bringing light and warmth, and maybe even an unexpected rainbow will display its magnificent beauty, renewing and bringing forth the promises of new life from within the tomb of tragedy. 


			The QR codes I’ve included throughout the book will take you on an audiovisual journey of this emergence.


			I believe that with God, suffering, isolation, and chaos will never have the last word—that we are able to suffer because our stories are written within a greater Story, promising it will not end in pain but in joy, not in isolation but in communion.


			A Note about Trees and Time in Dark Forests


			By now, you know that trees are not only sacred to me, they are one of the primary ways God has spoken to me throughout my life and especially throughout Jessie’s journey.


			As you read, you’ll find that each chapter begins with a short excerpt about a particular tree (or set of them) that somehow captures or illustrates the theme of the chapter and the stories in it. Some of these trees made their mark in my heart very early in my life, and some of them appeared along this journey with Jessie.


			You might also notice that as you move through my story, your sense of the flow of time will change. For instance, in Part 1, as I share the experiences of those first forty days, you’ll feel like I’m giving you the daily and sometimes hourly play-by-play. Through Parts 2 and 3, you’ll find that there are bigger stretches of time between events, sometimes weeks or months separating them. And by Part 4, I’ll be catching you up with the big life events that have occurred across bigger spans of months or years.


			The hard truth that I had to digest while writing this book is that I couldn’t tell our entire story. Fifteen years of fears, doubts, challenges, and miracles had to be sifted and distilled into the phases, scenes, and moments that would communicate the deeper message that I received across time.


			God is with us … in every dark forest … and the present moment is all we have.


			When we walk through a dark forest of tragedy, our sense of time becomes strangely distorted. It’s hard to remember what day we’re on, how long it’s been since we ate or slept, and so on. It’s easy to lose ourselves in reflections or regrets of the past, and it’s even easier to lose ourselves in the unknown uncertainties and anxieties of the future.


			But God is here … right where you are in your dark forest.


			So, take your time and don’t worry about your sense of it. Be present for what’s here for you in each moment. And trust that you will be guided through and out in His good time.
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			Part 1


			Severed at the Root


			–


			40 Days in Acute Crisis


		


	

		

			Chapter 1


			The Wisteria Tree


			Abundance


			The truth of abundance dances in my mind when I think of the large panicles of the wisteria tree’s vigorously blooming blue flowers. Aggressively growing, these vines reach up to thirty feet, working their way into any nook or cranny and living over one hundred years. It is not unusual to see me pause in the middle of a neighborhood street to witness the magnificent “fontality” of grace flowing from a wisteria’s branches. These sacred blooms command a reverence overwhelming the senses to stop, creating an experience of the holy in the ordinary moments of the day. Their fragrance and colorful displays have painted memories throughout the pages of my life.


			One of my spiritual mothers, Sister Benedicta, once shared her story of the wisteria within the monastery grounds. For the first couple of years she lived there, it looked dead, yet she would never abandon the hope for its “life with us yet.” One spring, it began to grow, to slowly expand and upon returning from her own sister’s funeral with such a heavy heart, she was greeted with these cascading waterfalls of purple blooms. She called it the “fontality” of the wisteria and said it reminded her of the Fount of Baptism, the wellspring of Christ’s living water, and the gift of eternal life. This backyard fontality resurrection signified the ceaseless overflow of God’s love in every season, even the ones that feel and look barren and dead.


			Descent and Determination


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO March 16, 2009


			Nothing prepares you for the moment you step into a Neuro ICU and see your loved one lying there.


			She was unrecognizable. Motionless. Head wrapped with bandages. Tubes coming out. Attached to machines making sounds that weren’t comforting. Both eyes swollen shut. An endotracheal tube, protruding out of her mouth, connecting her to the machine’s breath of life.


			And then I saw her hand.


			It’s Jessie’s hand.


			I reached down and took her pale, lifeless hand to my cheek and closed my eyes. I would recognize her nail-bitten hand anywhere.


			Darlin’ little girl, Momma is here.


			Not moving from her side, I watched every breath the ventilator pushed into her lungs. Rhythmic and forceful, ordering oxygen to take its place in her body.


			I couldn’t help but think about the last time I’d seen her. She was lugging her big bags to the charter bus, refusing help. It felt like she was leaving for college. When I’d reached for a hug, she’d rolled her eyes and laughed. “Gosh, it’s not like I am going to die!” Then she’d disappeared into a sea of screaming, giggling youth. I’d paused, taking a long deep breath to center my heart to God, and patted the bus like I used to pat her tiny bottom while putting her to sleep.


			God, keep my baby safe and bring her home.


			Little did I know the depth and height of that simple breath prayer.


			The only communication between us during the week had been one text checking in to see how she was doing. Her long fingers had hit the keys quickly: “We just finished taco night and it was amazing. See you in two days!” Silence again. Yet I knew no better place for her to be immersed than in her loving community of youth ministers and best friends.


			I’m so sorry I wasn’t there.


			I shook my head, thinking about the moment I’d discovered that my brother, whom I hadn’t talked to for months, had been there at the hospital hours before I arrived.


			I can’t believe he passed the ski patrol that was triaging his niece.


			He and his family were enjoying their spring break on the same mountain ski resort and, within hours of the accident, had discovered it was Jessie he had seen being airlifted away from the mountain. He’d driven hours to the hospital and comforted Justin and Erin while they waited for us.


			God was already at work, putting them on the same mountain before the accident.


			I sat next to her, a mess of fear, confusion, and wonder.


			Several hours had passed when a nurse entered the dark room with a Ziploc bag.


			“We kept this for you.”


			Confused, I leaned closer to examine it.


			“What is this?”


			Nonchalantly, she offered, “This is her hair. We shaved it off before surgery.”


			Waves of nausea immediately hit me as I stood to my feet.


			“WHAT?”


			Her beautiful blonde hair?


			All I saw was a chaotic mass of darkness—a dried and blackened, blood-matted mess—a glaring prophetic glimpse into the reality of her devastating condition. Earth gave way as I fell to my knees, not knowing what to do with “this.”


			It only took a moment for this momma heart to shriek, OH HELL NO! I refuse to accept any part of this unthinkable offering of death and darkness! Nope! Not today. Not now. Not EVER! RISE UP! my deep within demanded.


			I rose up with my heart and soul set in stone that I would fight for her. I would not accept what the world was offering. My God was so much bigger than any of this. My heart, soul, and mind attuned to God, knowing He would fight this battle with me. Refusing any further thoughts of death, the bag filled with her death and darkness became a tangible declaration as I threw it into the trash to never be seen again.


			“All new life labors out of the very bowels of darkness.”  


			~Julian of Norwich~


			Echoes in Darkness


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO March 18, 2009


			Sitting at her bedside, I felt the echoes of a dark tomb with no signs of life—just a somber melody of unfamiliar rhythmic beeps, hissing, and alarms. She was motionless and surrendered to the assault upon her brain. I too found myself motionless with absolutely no idea what to do.


			“Jessie, can you hear me? Baby, I am so sorry this has happened. Are you hurting? Can you hear me? Mom is right here and I will not leave you.”


			The grief was suffocating. Breathing hurt. Seeing hurt. Hearing hurt.


			No words came. I wanted to ask God for help. I wanted to pray for Jessie as I had so many other times for others. But nothing came. This dark tomb had overtaken me, continuing to disorient and confuse. My silence screamed to a depth I hadn’t known before. I recalled a scripture promising that when we are unable to pray, the Spirit Himself intercedes for us through wordless groans.


			The dark hollow of my bowels vibrated the wordless groans of the chaotic agony, slowly transforming them into a familiar song that began rising ever so quietly up to my heart. Jessie had been singing this song for months. A humming spontaneously appeared until the memorized words began to form on my lips. Tears falling down my cheeks, her hand in mine, my heart holding hers, I closed my eyes and lifted my quivering voice, “Savior, You can move this mountain. My God is mighty to save. He is mighty to save. Forever, Author of salvation. He rose and conquered the grave. Jesus conquered the grave.” Comfort appeared as if to witness the humble prayers of a broken mommy. It was all I could offer.


			God, You can move this mountain if You want to.


			Even if she couldn’t hear me in her physical being, I believed her spirit could hear and joined me in this song of her heart. Each time the words spontaneously arose, I would find the strength to sing a little louder as I desperately reminded myself and God of His strength and ability to move this huge mountain and save her life if He wanted to.


			As I sat and sang, God began to move mountains through her relentless nurse. She had been in and out of Jessie’s room several times over a few hours, voicing concerns about the increasing pressure in Jessie’s brain to the older, experienced neurosurgeon. He answered with the same response every time, “Continue to monitor.”


			Suddenly a different, much younger neurosurgeon appeared at her bedside. He introduced himself as Dr. Witwer and explained that he had taken over for the weekend. Speaking swiftly and confidently, he relayed the conversation he’d just had with our nurse about the increasing intracranial pressure of her brain. His recommendation was to do a craniectomy immediately to attempt to preserve any remaining brain function.


			Any remaining brain function!? What? Oh God, what’s happening?


			Within minutes, we were faced with the unthinkable decision of removing part of her skull. After being assured her pressures were being closely monitored by the much older, wiser-appearing neurosurgeon who had just left for the weekend, this young “hotshot” neurosurgeon insisted on a horrifying solution.


			Unable to make the decision, we turned to our nurse. Her wise and experienced grandmother eyes said it all: “Hurry!”


			The plan was to remove a small window of her left skull to give her brain the room it needed to swell.


			My groaning returned and deepened as I waited with Bill.


			Is this the small window of hope we were told about? What does a small window in her skull look like? What does hope look like in this place? What do we hope for? If we hope for her life and there is no brain function, then there is no life. If there is no brain function, then God giving her eternal life would be the hope. So many unknowns. His ways and thoughts are higher than the heavens to ours, so we will hope that God comes through that window and gives us His miracle. Whatever miracle that is. He knows her, all of her, and He is faithful in all the windows.


			Dr. Witwer suddenly appeared again.


			“Come quickly, so I can show you.”


			We followed him to a computer screen displaying her CT scan, and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It was her brain, over-inflated like a balloon through the side of her skull that had just been removed to relieve the intracranial pressure that would have otherwise stamped out our beautiful daughter’s life.


			“It was much worse than we thought. I ended up removing her entire left side and now I need to remove the right or she won’t survive.”


			She won’t survive? I gasped for breath.


			“We have no time. What do you want me to do?”


			Without hesitation, we both said, “Do it.”


			He turned back to the OR, hesitated, and took one last look at us.


			“I don’t know if I am doing you any favors.”


			Then he was gone.


			The magnitude of that statement was as cold and hard as the wall that held me. Horrified at the thought of both sides of her skull being taken off, I wondered if it was even possible.


			Oh God, what is happening? Never in my years of nursing had I seen or heard of anyone having a skull removed to that extent. I can’t breathe.


			Fear and anguish erupted through tears and groaning as we gravely trudged our way to the only place we knew to go—the chapel.


			Over 700 miles away from our Oklahoma home, family, and friends, Bill and I found ourselves alone, face down on the floor at the foot of the altar, crying and pleading with God to help our daughter. Our salty tears mingled with the tears of others who had gone before us in their own crushing catastrophes, as the sacred walls absorbed and held the anguished groans with ancient strength. After what seemed like hours of pouring out grief and pain like a roaring river, it finally quieted, pooling on the plains of the chapel floor.


			A momma’s prayer found its way through my disoriented soul, Oh God, help her. Help our little girl. She is Yours. You created her and You know all things. Help us, God.


			My face rested on the fibers of the musty carpet as the awareness of the stark silence struck me. I lifted my head to see Bill lying motionless with his back turned to me and said, “We should go back to the waiting room.”


			Neither one of us moved, unable to comprehend the next moment. Yet at some point, we were lifted up and carried into the waiting room. We didn’t know what we were waiting for, but we both knew Who was with us holding the next moment. We just couldn’t have imagined all the ways, or people, through which He was about to show up.


			Glimmers in the Dark


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO March 18, 2009


			Groping in the darkness of unknowing, far from our home and community of support, God brought a village.


			A local pastor came to us in the waiting room during her skull removal surgery and placed food in our hands. He sat with us in the ash heap of our lives, providing provisional prayer and presence. Other pastors would just appear throughout the days, being present with prayers and offers of provisional care.


			Unbeknownst to me, Erin, my daughter-in-law of three months, created a lifeline in an attempt to bridge the distance between us and home. She accessed Carepages, an online journal used for posting updates about a loved one, and used the first email I had sent out to family to make the first entry into Jessie’s Journal. A communication major in college who was wise beyond her years, she knew I would need a means of communication to update our church, family, and friends. She placed her own laptop into my trembling hands and said, “I want you to keep this and use this online journal to keep us updated every day.” Then she showed me how to use it.


			One evening, a quiet earthly angel suddenly appeared with a basket of sustenance. She introduced herself as Diane. Part of the local faith community, she had received a call from her brother-in-law who lived in Oklahoma City and heard about Jessie’s accident. Her kind brown eyes and gentle spirit were breaths of life to me as I felt the sisterhood of our spirits connect.


			Another stranger showed up in our doorway and introduced himself as Dave Bowles. His mom lived in Tennessee and called him after she learned of Jessie’s accident. She told him to find us and help, so he had come bearing a bag full of personal necessities and snacks, insisting he was available to pick up anything we needed.


			We quickly discovered how very uncomfortable and difficult it was to step away from her bedside to “meet” these unknown helpers, as we were in no frame of mind for “visits,” finding no energy or desire to engage with anything outside of the time we had and felt was limited at her bedside. But God knew what our basic needs were and sent the exact help we needed before we even asked.


			As the reality of a massive brain injury and her critical condition began to settle in, it was evident the time had come to fly her other brother, Joe, in from Florida. When he arrived, we circled her bed as a family and prayed with the deepest parts of our hearts, opening our hands of hope to wait upon God’s merciful decision. The night was quiet and dark as we waited together for the arrival of a miracle, which took me back to the night Jessie was born and how we had also waited with incredible love for the arrival of our miracle and were so thankful for the gift of our girl. She had completed our family.


			The week before she left on spring break, she had shared with me how much she loved her life, her friends, her church, and her family. As I sat with her in the darkness, I was so thankful her last memories were being surrounded in incredible love.


			Garments of Protection and Praise


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO March 19, 2009


			Three days into this unimaginable horrific game of “Is she going to survive?” Jessie developed a MRSA infection in her lungs. Being placed in full isolation required isolation gowns and gloves for anyone entering or staying in her room. This enforced precaution protected others from acquiring the infection but it added another layer to the unbearable weight we were already carrying. Continuously wearing the oversized bulky yellow paper gowns with the nitrile blue exam gloves was not only smothering, but time consuming. Each time we left the room for a bathroom break or to get a drink meant a ritual of removing the garb and redonning each time we went back in. I was reeling in the overwhelming question of how I was going to be able to function under such strict restraints.


			A timely answer appeared in the response of a friend in the Carepages, bringing new light to the impossible circumstances we were facing: 
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			My heart leapt at this timely shift in my despairing attitude, as it helped me to find the good in the midst of awfulness. With this new perspective, I eagerly donned that yellow garment of praise, as if wrapping myself up totally with the hope we had in Jesus. It was GOOD to be completely enveloped and reminded of His protection from the harsh storms threatening to destroy all we loved.


			Carvings of Hope


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO March 20, 2009


			“Sis, I am just checking in on how things are going.” My brother’s voice comforted my heart when I picked up the phone and quietly crouched behind the monitors as phones weren’t allowed in the ICU.


			“Oh, Mark, I still can’t believe you were on the same mountain she was and none of us knew. I am just so thankful you were there and able to come to the hospital to be with our kids. Only God. Only God. Jessie is still with us. That’s all we know.”


			“Do you need me to come back to the hospital? Do you need me to bring you anything? What can I do?” he asked.


			“Ugh, who knows? I think you should stay with your family, and I will let you know. Right now, I can only get through this moment.”


			“Well, I wanted to tell you what happened when I got back to the ski resort after leaving the hospital. I overheard a man having a conversation about the skiing accident and decided to introduce myself. He told me his wife, Jenise, a nurse from Texas, had been one of the first to come upon Jessie after her accident. She provided supportive care for her until the ski patrol arrived. I actually got to meet her, and she told me exactly what happened. I also got her phone number in case you would want to connect with her later.”


			I could feel my heart tremble upon hearing and knowing that God had placed a nurse in that exact location in that exact moment to help my daughter.


			“How unbelievable is that? Jenise, an angel of God  …  My gosh, the perfect timing of it all … and certainly another reason she is still with us.”


			“Sis, there is something else.”


			I held my breath as I wasn’t sure I wanted to know.


			“I can’t explain it but I felt drawn to find where her accident occurred. I wanted to try and get a better understanding of what had happened and how exactly she hit the tree. I heard reports that the slopes were slippery that day, causing her to fall and skid down the slope head first, crashing into the trunk of a tree.” He paused and continued with great tenderness, his voice breaking, “Sis, did you know that someone carved her name with the date 3/16/09 and a cross on that very tree?”


			“What? They did what?” My knees were trembling as I lowered myself to the floor.


			“Sis, I just have to tell you this. I felt this deep message of God being spoken as I looked upon that tree with that date etched above where she hit. I heard the promise of Life in John 3:16 (NIV), ‘For God so loved the world, He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believes in Him will have everlasting LIFE.’”


			I closed my eyes and held tightly to his words of life, hoping they would settle deep within the marrow of my dry bones, as I feebly fumbled to grasp the depth of Light that had just pierced the darkness of this moment.


			Jessie’s beloved name, hand-carved in love on a tree, echoed the one that held Christ many years ago, giving her the promise of Eternal Life. Finding footing on that forever promise created a small influx of fresh wind and fresh fire, bringing breath and life to my rattled bones, strengthening me to believe, hope, praise, and to give thanks for the breadth, width, depth, and height of God’s love, far-reaching and knowing no boundaries.


			“Brother, I don’t know what to say. I still can’t wrap my head or my heart around the fact you were on the same mountain on the same day. I mean, you can’t make this up. Who could have ever imagined? Only God could have orchestrated such timing. Just knowing you were with her until I could get there was such a gift. I love you so much.”


			“We must use any signposts that exist to help us through the wilderness.”


			~Anne Morrow Lindbergh~


			Battle Wounds and Beacons


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO March 21, 2009


			Being a nurse in the midst of this horrific battle was an incredible advantage in many aspects but torturous in others. Hearing the extent of her brain surgery with facial and skull repairs and the complications she was battling, my experience was invaluable in understanding and communicating with physicians but came at the great cost of knowing “too much,” which increased the overwhelming weight of fear, grief, and despair. In moments like these, watching the ICU nurses provide such extraordinary intensive care to Jessie was comforting, yet gripped me with anguish.


			One such warrior was Sarah from Brazil. Her name, I later learned, meant “woman of high rank” or “woman minister,” and she lived right into it. This beacon of hope moved with immovable expectation and belief. Every move, word, or task—everything she did—intentionally spoke the name of Jesus. She didn’t plead or beg for healing. She commanded it. I unknowingly witnessed a transfiguration the morning she stepped across a dimension and reached across the bed with her anointed hands for Jessie’s bandaged head, lifting it off the pillow ever so gently and speaking directly to Jesus about her brain functioning, healing, protection, and ultimate recovery. Heaven bent low, listening to this woman of high rank speak with such authority as she interceded for Jessie, and I stood in silent awe of the powerful words spoken boldly for her life. Some might say she was just a nurse, but I believed she was appointed by God to help fight this battle at this moment for this little girl on earth. Her kind eyes and words of support were spoken to me with every encounter, “I am so proud of you” or “You are doing such a good job, Mom,” giving me unexpected comfort and hope within the shattered spaces we inhabited.


			Early one morning, she stepped across yet another dimension. This time, it felt like hell itself spoke, “We need to change the bandages on her head.”


			WE? We need to do what? Oh God no, I can’t and won’t do that unthinkable thing.


			Waves of nausea and shortness of breath immediately joined forces with fear and anxiety. Until this moment, the bulky white bandages had shielded me from the full reality of what was unseen. Envisioning her head with no skull, no hair, her scalp held together with roadmaps of suture lines, was inconceivable and seemed unsurvivable.


			“Lisa, you can do this.” She reached for my hand and I turned away. She stepped closer into my shattered space and embraced my whole body as the sobbing crumbled the wall that I had been fighting desperately to hold up. Her gentle, loving eyes reached within me, saying, “You can do this because we will do it together.”


			“I can’t, Sarah. Please don’t. I just can’t do this.”


			No, no! I can’t bear this!


			With no walls left standing, my reality was brutally naked.


			But Love was stronger. Love knew this was the reveal I needed to destroy the fear that held me captive. Seeing Jessie’s head was indeed worse than I could have ever imagined.


			How can someone so precious be so ravaged by life?


			But through God’s mighty hand and Sarah’s immovable faith, this huge mountain of fear fell into the ocean with great tidal waves of relief, helping me begin to see a new vision and move in the direction of embracing the gift of this extreme surgery—the ravaging of her beautiful head was the very reason she was alive that day. She had to go through all of it so her brain could survive and not be further damaged.


			The relief slowly shifted to gratitude, enabling me to lift my voice in praise to God, our Abba, Sustainer, Strength, Healer, Comforter, Peace-giver, Assurance, Truth, and Light in this darkened world. Only God could bring this momma through such fear and grief to the raising of praise in the midst of such traumatic destruction in the life of such a precious child.


			Goodness


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO March 21, 2009


			Every day that she survived was a miracle, and we knew it. Morning rounds at her bedside were dreadful and unyielding as the doctors spoke the reality of the physical realm. Little hope was offered.


			My eyes would close as my ears and brain tried to grapple with the enormity of words being spoken about my petite little girl. Critically injured. A diffused axonal brain injury, debridement of nonviable brain tissue, orbital fractures, and issues with blood clotting causing increased risks of hemorrhage. Albumin level critically low, resulting in fluid shifts within her body, causing her blood pressure to plummet. Critical sodium imbalances threatening more brain swelling. Her lack of spontaneous breathing. MRSA pneumonia threatening her already compromised lung functioning. Non-reactive pupils. Lack of response to painful stimuli.


			The neurosurgeon had informed us her latest CT scan showed her brain still significantly swollen, and the possibility of her requiring a shunt to help manage the fluids in the brain. The thought of a shunt in her brain brought massive waves of nausea, leading me to rise up and fervently demand NO SHUNTS as I cried out to God.


			The list went on and on.


			The immensity of the knowns swam in synchrony with the depth of the unknown extent of her brain injury. There was no way of knowing if she would even wake up. And if she did wake up, would she have any cognition or movement?


			Will she even know me?


			All of this should have destroyed me, but hidden within the mystery of God’s grace, another way was offered unexpectedly—a much more narrow road to travel.


			“Look for the GOOD, Lisa,” was the instruction I heard.


			His grace led me to begin to look for the GOOD. I discovered if I could find the GOOD, I could find God. Being able to find God in the midst of the awful helped me to find the strength and hope I needed to survive.


			Every breath she was given by the ventilator was GOOD. Her CT scan remaining unchanged was GOOD. Her brain pressure being stable was GOOD. Attempting to decrease her sedation to see if she could tolerate it was GOOD because it would help improve her low blood pressure, helping her body to work better. Starting nutrition in her IV line was GOOD because she needed nutrition to heal. Her blood gasses were stable and this was GOOD because her body was getting the needed oxygen. Every issue she had, I was able to find something GOOD in it, enabling me to see beyond the circumstances, to look beneath the obvious, to find gratitude in the smallest improvement or stability. There was a whole lot of GOOD going on in Jessie, and we were giving praise for His mercy and compassion upon her in every moment of every circumstance. For every breath we were taking. For the ways we could see and not see God carrying us through each step.


		


	

		

			Chapter 2


			The Tree of Life


			The Tapestry of Signs


			God planted a life-giving tree in the Garden of Eden to enhance and sustain the physical life of humanity. It reappears in Revelations 22:1-3 where John described, “Then the angel showed me the river of the water of life, as clear as crystal, flowing from the throne of God and of the Lamb down the middle of the great street of the city. On each side of the river stood the tree of life, bearing twelve crops of fruit, yielding its fruit every month. And the leaves of the tree are for the healing of the nations.”


			A tapestry of this Tree of Life has been threaded through my spiritual journey, uplifting my home with its powerful symbolism. It envelopes my dining room wall, declaring its purpose of supporting the physical and spiritual life of mankind.


			For years, every month, sitting in the presence of my spiritual director, a “tree of life” rug has been at my feet where my eyes rest, helping me to mine the depths of my experiences in hopes of deepening my awareness of God’s presence within the leaves of my life. These “leaves,” I believe, God also uses to bring healing to others.


			Healing has been a powerful cry in my heart since becoming a nurse. A Presence overshadows me each time I enter into a patient’s pain, bringing a slower, gentler way of listening and speaking. Compassion and kindness lead the way with empathy, appearing without thought as the river of life flows from the throne for the healing of another.


			I have never met a soul who wasn’t in need of some kind of healing.


			“Each of us does sit next to a pool of tears.”


			~Trevor Hudson, Befriending Our Tears~


			Streams of Loss and Life


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO


			March 20, 2009


			My pool of tears had become a floodplain.


			My own “beloved tree” had been severed at the root, leaving a chasm where her branches of life had once danced on the wind while serenading all of creation.


			Isaiah 11:1 (New Living Translation) declares, “Out of the stump of David’s family will grow a shoot. Yes, a new Branch bearing fruit from the old root.”


			Could a shoot grow out of her stump? Could she have new branches? Is it possible, God?


			Though our forest was devastated, other trees began to offer their own leaves for her healing. What magnitude was being bestowed, intersecting the sacred Tree of Life with hidden hopes of her sprouting new branches.


			And the river of life flowed.


			Care packages from home began appearing, bringing great comfort, support, and provision in the forms of ChapSticks, lotions, soaps, shampoo, toothbrushes and toothpaste, deodorant, blankets, snacks and candy, books, cards filled with words of love and hope, stamps, and money.


			Boxes and envelopes became leaves of medicine, slowly uniting and banding together to form a canopy of healing light and hope that covered our darkened room. Never had we been recipients of such overwhelming abundance.


			Unceasing prayers for Jessie were surging into this river of love, nourishing the Tree of Life to bring streams of healing throughout the desert we had been driven into.


			In the midst of this river, powerful heart medicine would rise to the top, within my reach, though I was often unaware of the intentional unreleased strength it contained within.


			As I held the “Clinging Cross” (a hand-carved, olive wood cross designed to fit perfectly into the palm of one’s hand to provide comfort and be a tangible reminder of God’s presence), I would read the prayer “Be At Peace” by St. Francis de Sales. 
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			Unspeakable strength was found within these words, sent through the mail by the “mother” of our church. Her powerful gift of love became a tangible infusion to my heart as I read the prayer several times a day, imprinting the power of peace within my spirit. 


			More powerful heart medicine arrived in the form of the devotional book called Streams in the Desert by L.B. Cowman.


			Sitting by Jessie’s bed, I opened the book to glance at the introduction written by Jim Reiman and found deep resonance with his words, “October 25, 1995 is a date I will never forget. I was called out of a business meeting with the terrifying news that my son, Aaron, had just had a massive brain hemorrhage while away at college for only six weeks.”


			I was stunned motionless by what I’d just read. Tracing the words with my finger, “my son, Aaron, massive brain hemorrhage,” my mom heart yearned to know more.


			Did he survive? Is he okay now? What happened?


			I searched to find the answers within the pages of this offertory hope.


			My heart was pierced with an immediate knowing God would use this book as a daily guide through this unspeakable desert, providing streams of sacred words and scriptures to reach into those deep unreachable death valley places, leaving hope, comfort, and strength along the way.


			More leaves, in the form of a large packet of information on traumatic brain injuries surrounded by miscellaneous comfort gifts, came from Evansville, Indiana. Her letter introduced herself as Becky Smith, a stroke/neuro RN coordinator who had been doing some online research on the actress Natasha Richardson’s accident and death when she came across the news of Jessie’s accident.


			Two days after Jessie’s accident, Natasha was taking ski lessons on the bunny slopes at a Montreal resort when she took a tumble and hit the back of her head. She had returned to her hotel unaware of injury, but medics were called after she developed an excruciating headache. She was airlifted to a hospital with a subdural hemorrhage that tragically ended in death, which they suspect was due to the delay of receiving medical attention. It was unthinkable that this beautiful actress had died after seeing the stark differences between the level of their injuries.


			Becky closed by sharing she had never seen such extensive injuries as Jessie’s and would be following her progress, offering any support that could be helpful in her recovery.


			Supported Steps


			St. Mary’s Medical Center | Grand Junction, CO


			March 20, 2009


			Each moment was haunted by the same question, “Will she survive?”


			The unknowing held us vulnerably suspended between hope and grief.


			In a moment of clarity, unable to grasp the enormity of her condition, we knew we needed some serious emotional and physical support. One phone call to dear friends, Bobbie and Tommy, was all that was needed.


			That day in the chapel, Bobbie’s foundation of love and strength was immovable against the immense roaring of my pain. My spiritual mom cradled me in holy silence. Her strength and faith held firm as I emptied from my shattered heart. The small hospital chapel transformed into my wailing wall—a place to release pain and grief to God, rolling it up and tucking it within the deep crevices of love.


			Hoping, just hoping.


			When my sobs subsided, she gently encouraged a moment of fresh air and warm sunshine. As the distance increased from the sanctuary that held my daughter’s life, my struggle to breathe intensified. My legs, wrapped in heaviness and terror, refused. She pointed at gentle noticings of the bird’s song, a tiny pink flower coming out of the crevice, the white pillows fluffed and shadowing the desert mountains in the distance.


			Every time I hesitated, her voice compelled me to take another deep breath and one more step. Being in the midst of such beauty was a stark contrast of the horrific, ugly, and sterile just inside the walls that were towering behind me and within me.


			How can one be in two places at once?


			Step by step, she guided me to breathe and see, to remember and experience the familiar life-giving power of God’s creation, hoping for an infusion to my diminished and darkened soul.


			Desperate to return, I abruptly refused another step.


			“Let’s go back.”


			The tunnel vision intensified as my heart raced in anxious overdrive with the horror of her not being there when I returned.


			Back at her bedside, I gripped the rails attached to her bed, refusing to let go of the closeness that helped to keep my fears caged within the moment.


			As Bobbie and Tommy were preparing to leave for the evening, my appearance must have prompted her inquiry, “What might we do to help you get what you need for your stay?”


			I only NEED one thing.


			“I don’t even know.” My thoughts refused to leave her bedside. “Maybe some shampoo?” 


			Bobbie gently encouraged a trip to a mall close to the hospital to gather a few necessary items, and my heart seized.


			The next day, I sat frozen in the passenger seat, thinking about how this trip would have thrilled Jessie Boone, but seemed an impossible feat to me, given the lingering pain of yesterday’s outdoor plod.


			Bobbie opened the car door, and my body followed her verbal cues. The gravitational pull of overwhelming fear crushed my posture, making it impossible to lift my head. My heart pain pounded my chest. My trembling hand on Bobbie’s shoulder, I let her guide me to the door, catching a glimpse of the large red ball, invoking the memory of my last Target run with Jess.


			Will I ever shop with her again? I wondered as Grace silently accompanied me to one of the clothing stores and found three outfits, and then moved quietly next door to find shampoo and lotion and panties. She navigated my inability to see or hear through the crowded mall full of young people and life.
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Be at peace. Do not look forward in fear to
the changes of life; rather look to them with
full hope as they arise. God, whose very own
you are, will deliver you from out of them. He

has kept you hitherto, and He will lead you

safely through all things; and when you cannot
stand it, God will bury you in His arms. Do not
fear what may happen tomorrow; the same

everlasting Father who cares for you today will
take care of you then and every day. He will
either shield you from suffering, or give you

unfailing strength to bear it. Be at peace, and put

aside all anxious thoughts and imaginations.
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Wear those required gowns as garments of praise and hope, not
of despair.
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