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This book is dedicated first and foremost to God, whose grace carried me through a darkness I could never have escaped on my own.

To my parents, Bob and Carol Routt, whose love has always been the foundation of my life. Your strength, faith, and unshakable presence carried me when I could no longer carry myself.

To my daughter, my sisters, and to the friends, nurses, doctors, family members, and loved ones who helped me survive, recover, and rebuild — this book is for you.

And to every person who prayed for me, visited me, or stood beside me during my recovery: thank you. You became the hands that helped pull me back into life.

This book exists because you refused to give up on me.
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There are moments in life when everything falls apart, and the only reason you survive is because someone else refuses to let you go. I wouldn’t be here today without the strength, love, and faith of the people who stood beside me during the darkest chapter of my life.

First, I thank God, whose grace carried me through places I could never have escaped on my own.

To my parents, Bob and Carol Routt — thank you for never leaving my side.

Mom, you talked to me every single day while I was in a coma. Your words — “Bobby, show Mama those pretty eyes” — reached me when nothing else could. I heard you, even when no one thought I could. Your love became the bridge that carried me back.

Dad, your presence never wavered. You steadied the room just by being there. When you told me, “Come on, Son... Dad’s right here,” I fought harder. Your strength became my strength.

To my daughter, Cynthia — your voice was one of the first I recognized when I woke up. Hearing you say “Daddy?” grounded me in a way nothing else could. You gave me one of the strongest reasons to fight my way back into this world.

To my brother-in-law, Steve — you were there at the moment everything changed. You found me with my daughter and acted when seconds mattered. Your courage, presence, and quick action helped save my life, and I will never forget that.

To my sister Carrie — you carried our family so my parents could stay by my side day after day. Your sacrifice gave them the freedom to never leave me. Not all heroes wear uniforms; some carry families on their backs.

To my sister Tammy — you flew down from Kentucky to be close to me and to support our family. Your love and devotion gave us strength when we needed it most. Losing you in 2020 broke our hearts, but your spirit lives in every page of this book.

To my friend Jill — you came by almost every day and wrote down everything I said. Even when I drifted in and out, you never treated me like I was gone. Because of you, parts of this story were saved that I might never have remembered.

To my dogs, Dutchess and Princess — my loyal companions. Dutchess tried to wake me when my body had given out. Princess has been my shadow through recovery. Their love carried me in ways words can barely explain.

To the nurses, doctors, therapists, and staff at the VA Hospital — thank you for your patience, dedication, and humanity. You carried me through the impossible and helped teach me how to stand again, both physically and mentally.

To my girlfriend, Erin — your belief in me, especially when I didn’t believe in myself, sustained me. Your love has been part of my healing.

And to my friend Marc, who brought me Outback when I couldn’t stomach another bite of hospital food — it may seem small, but in that moment it was a lifeline. A reminder of normal life, comfort, and friendship when I needed it most.

To everyone who prayed for me, visited me, checked in, or refused to give up on me when I was at my weakest — this book exists because of you. I carry your love forward with deep gratitude.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Table of Contents

[image: ]





	Prologue

	Chapter 1 – Before Everything Went Wrong

	Chapter 2 – The Slow Fall

	Chapter 3 – Pressure from Every Direction

	Chapter 4 – The Breaking Point

	Chapter 5 – The Last 48 Hours

	Chapter 6 – The Moment I Disappeared

	Chapter 7 – Inside the Coma

	Chapter 8 – Waking Up

	Chapter 9 – The Medical Reality

	Chapter 10 – The Left Side That Wouldn’t Move

	Chapter 11 – The First Days of Rehab

	Chapter 12 – The Long Fight to Move Again

	Chapter 13 – The Mental Battle

	Chapter 14 – The Day They Told Me I Might Walk Again

	Chapter 15 – The First Independent Steps

	Chapter 16 – Leaving the Hospital

	Chapter 17 – Returning Home

	Chapter 18 – The New Reality

	Chapter 19 – Rediscovering Purpose

	Chapter 20 – Full Circle

	Epilogue – The Life I Choose Now

	Author’s Note

	About the Author





	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue

[image: ]




There are moments in life that split everything in two —

the life you lived before,

and the life you wake up to afterward.

For me, that moment wasn’t dramatic.

There was no collapse in public, no flashing lights, no last words.

It happened quietly, in a bedroom, on an ordinary day.

My body had been pushed past its limits —

by pain, by pills, by trust in a system that failed me —

and it finally gave out.

I didn’t feel fear.

I didn’t feel anything.

Just darkness.

While I lay there, unmoving, my dog Dutchess tried to wake me —

scratching at my back, crying, refusing to give up on me.

She sensed something was wrong long before anyone else did.

Days passed with no answer from me.

When my mom couldn’t reach me, she sent my daughter and my brother-in-law to check on me.

What they walked into wasn’t a scene any family should ever have to see.

The paramedics arrived and checked my pulse.

Nothing in my wrists.

Nothing in my neck.

I was seconds away from being declared gone.

But a rookie paramedic — a kid barely old enough to shave — refused to give up.

He shocked me again.

And again.

And again.

On the sixth shock, something changed.

A faint flicker.

A heartbeat where there hadn’t been one.

It was enough.

They rushed me out of the house, and I never saw it again.

From there, everything unraveled into a blur — lights, sirens, voices, machines, and silence.

A coma.

Surgeries.

Paralysis.

The fight to live again.

Everything that came after — the hospital rooms, the rehab, the fear, the hope, the slow climb back — began in that one quiet moment when my body gave out, and someone else refused to quit on me.

This is the story of what led to that moment.
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Before Everything Went Wrong

Before the coma, before the surgeries, before the paralysis, before the near-death moments, I lived a life that — at the time — felt normal. Busy. Stressful. Tiring. But normal.

I was forty-seven years old.

Working fifty hours a week in the insurance business.

Carrying the pressure of meeting goals, helping clients, juggling deadlines, and trying to keep everyone happy. Most days felt like I was sprinting from the moment I woke up to the second I crashed into bed.

At home, things weren’t any lighter. Problems I didn’t want to face kept stacking up. Stress lived everywhere — in my body, my house, my mind. I was moving so fast back then that I couldn’t see how close I was getting to the edge.

And the truth is, I was in pain. Real pain.

The kind that never lets up.

The kind that follows you from morning to night.

The kind you eventually stop mentioning because you’re tired of hearing yourself say it.

Years of bowling — leagues, tournaments, endless nights repeating the same motion — had wrecked my back and my knee. But I kept pushing, because that’s what I thought men were supposed to do.

Push through.

Ignore it.

Deal with it.

Pretend it doesn’t hurt.

But pain doesn’t care what you pretend.
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