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Chapter 1


The Beginning





The air in the car felt thick as I drove Jason to the hospital, the weight of worry pressing down on me. My heart pounded with every passing second, my mind racing with thoughts of what could be wrong. It had been a long, exhausting 24 hours since we were last here, and nothing had improved. Jason’s fever was still stubbornly high—104 degrees. He could barely breathe, and his strength was slipping away, leaving him fragile and weak. 

“Jason, please sit down. I don’t want you to fall,” I urged as we walked through the hospital doors. My voice was tight with concern, but I kept my calm, pushing past my fear for his sake.

The ER intake person, a young woman with tired eyes, looked up at us as we approached. Her gaze flickered over Jason’s pale face, the beads of sweat clinging to his forehead despite the cold of the waiting room. She must have seen the panic in my eyes.

“Hi, how can I help you?” she asked, her voice warm but professional.

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my voice. “Hi, my son has a 104-degree temperature, and he’s having a really hard time breathing. We were here yesterday, got some fluids, and they sent us home with antibiotics, telling us it was pneumonia. But something’s wrong. I don’t trust it.”

The intake person nodded, her face softening with understanding. She turned to Jason. “Hi, Jason. Can you tell us what’s going on?”

Jason’s voice was weak as he spoke, barely above a whisper. “I have a hard time breathing. I feel really weak, and my temperature is so high.”

I could feel my body tighten with every word he spoke. This wasn’t right. Something more was going on, and I wasn’t going to let them dismiss us again.

I stepped forward, my voice trembling slightly as I added, “We’ve been giving him Tylenol and Motrin every four hours. We’ve tried the lukewarm showers to bring the fever down, but nothing’s working. He’s too weak to get up without my help—he can barely walk. Two weeks ago, we went to urgent care because we thought it was a sinus infection. They gave him antibiotics, but they didn’t help. And then you guys saw him here yesterday. They sent us home again with no answers, and now he can’t breathe. This isn’t right.”

The intake person’s expression shifted to one of concern. She glanced at Jason again, then turned quickly to a nurse who was standing nearby.

“Jason, we’re going to take your vital signs now,” the intake person said as she gently led Jason to a nearby area.

As they began checking his vitals, the urgency in the air was palpable. My pulse was quickening as I hovered nearby, trying not to show how desperate I was feeling. I knew deep down that something was terribly wrong.

The nurse exchanged a few quick words with the intake person, and within moments, I heard her voice crackling through the air. “He needs to be seen by a doctor right away. We need to get him on oxygen.”

I nodded, feeling a wave of relief mixed with dread. Finally, they were taking this seriously.

The nurse led us to a small waiting room, instructing us to sit. “The doctor will be in shortly,” she said, her tone kind but rushed.

We sat in the sterile room, the silence broken only by the sound of Jason’s labored breathing. I could see the exhaustion in his eyes, and it tore at my soul. After a while the door finally opened.

A man in his early forties walked in, his white coat crisp and professional. He smiled reassuringly at Jason, but his eyes were serious.

“Hi, Jason. I’m Dr. Peter Smith,” he said, pulling up a chair. “I understand you were here on the 30th and were sent home with antibiotics. It was mentioned that you might have pneumonia. Can you tell me what else is going on?”

Jason’s voice was barely audible, but he managed to get out, “I can’t breathe well. I can barely stand up.”

Dr. Smith nodded, his brow furrowing as he listened. “Alright,” he said, glancing over at the nurse who had entered with him. “We’re going to put you in a bed for now, give you some fluids, and get you on some oxygen. Let’s get to the bottom of this.”

A rush of relief came over me, though the uncertainty of what was happening still hung heavy in the air. As they began to move Jason toward the bed in the ER, I stayed close by, unwilling to leave his side. I had to trust that they would find out what was really going on.

The fear hadn’t gone away, but the sense of action, the certainty that something was finally being done, helped soothe the panic clawing at my throat. I held Jason’s hand as they hooked him up to the oxygen, and all I could do was wait, praying for answers.

Jason lay motionless in the sterile hospital bed, the faint hum of machines buzzing around him. His pale face reflected the anxiety and discomfort that had settled deep in his bones. They had just inserted an IV into his arm, and though he was terrified of needles, fear had no place in this moment. There was no room for it; they needed the blood, they needed the IV, and his fear was drowned out by the urgency of the situation.

"Mom," he whispered hoarsely, his voice strained. "Can you take a picture of me?"

I glanced at him, a flicker of disbelief flashing through me. My son, my brave boy, was asking for a photo as if it was just another ordinary moment. With a shaky hand, I pulled out my phone, snapping the shot as Jason flashed a peace sign, his lips curving into a weak smile. He seemed to believe, in that fragile moment, that maybe it would be all over soon. Maybe a few meds, a little rest, and we'd be heading home.

But as the seconds ticked by, that hope dissolved. The doctor returned, a grim look on his face.

“We don’t trust the results. He’ll need to be admitted,” he said, his voice steady but firm.

The weight of his words hit me like a ton of bricks. My son, in his fragile state, wasn’t going home. Not yet. My heart clenched as I watched Jason’s face fall, his peace sign now a distant memory. The hospital room grew colder, the walls closing in on us.

Hours stretched on. It took an eternity, like time was mocking me. I stood by the bed, my frustration building. Already pneumonia, I thought, staring at Jason as he lay there. Why did this have to happen now? Why couldn't I just take him home, safe and sound?

I paced back and forth, the noise of the ER doors opening and closing only adding to the tension. I could feel my anxiety building, the fear of him getting worse gnawing at me. Ambulance crews hurried past, and I couldn’t help but worry. What if he got sicker just from lying here? What if waiting made it worse?

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, they came. The doctors and nurses, efficient and calm, arrived to move Jason. The sight of them, their quiet professionalism, gave me a tiny sliver of relief. They were taking him to his own room now, away from the chaotic flow of the emergency room, away from the confusion and the worry.

They wheeled him through the hallways, the soft rattle of the bed’s wheels echoing in my ears. It seemed like the first step toward something better, something safer. My boy, finally being admitted into his own room where he could rest, where he could heal.

I followed behind, unable to shake the weight of the fear that still clung to me. But I had hope, too, buried deep within me. This was only the beginning of the road ahead, but at least we were on the path now.

Jason was in his own room, late at night, adjusting multiple pillows on his bed to get comfortable. Unfortunately, he couldn't stand up to urinate, as every time he did, his oxygen levels would drop. The nurse recommended a catheter, as it was too risky for him to stand and lose oxygen. He also had an X-ray done on his lungs. That evening, neither of us got much sleep. I tried to rest on a narrow recliner chair. They asked if I wanted to go home, but I couldn’t even consider it. Visiting hours were restricted, so my husband, Steven, and our son Evan, who is on the autism spectrum, couldn’t visit.

Jason had a nasal cannula in place, but his vital signs remained weak.

The next day, I had hardly any sleep and was filled with worry. How could what I thought was just a sinus infection lead to a hospital stay and a drop in oxygen levels? It didn’t make sense. On January 2nd, a group of doctors entered the room with Dr. Gupta, the head of pulmonology and a large group of other doctors and nurses filled the space. Dr. Gupta held Jason’s X-rays and approached me. I was overwhelmed, having gone days without proper food or rest. As he spoke, the worry I’d been holding in crept up, and I suddenly became lightheaded. Dr. Gupta explained that Jason would need to be moved to the ICU, as his lung capacity was severely compromised. Before I could process this, I fainted.

I was quickly revived with smelling salts, and a doctor called my name to bring me back to consciousness. They suggested I go to the ER, saying I couldn’t help Jason if I wasn’t well. Reluctantly, I agreed, not wanting to leave his side, but they reassured me he would be transferred safely, and I would see him soon.

In the ER, a series of tests dragged on like they took an eternity. But all I could think about was getting back to Jason. So, I discharged myself and rushed to the ICU.

When I arrived, I was instructed to scrub up and put on a mask, as they suspected COVID at that point. There was a door separating me from Jason’s room, where he had been placed on a larger face mask, one that delivered higher concentrations and rates of oxygen. Steven and Evan had arrived too, and they were also instructed to suit up as a precaution. Walking into the room Jason said hello in a very weak voice. We all were trying to process what had happened. 

Late that night by the end of the visiting hours. Steven suggested that I should go home and get some sleep with Evan. He would update me and sleep on the recliner chair this time. I did not want to leave but I knew we would have a long road ahead of us so it probably would be wise to get some rest. At home I barely slept because all the worries of what this could be went through my mind. Having to think of Evan as well, I tried to stay calm. For Evan, it was incredibly difficult to process his brother being in the hospital, especially with his autism. The unfamiliar environment, the uncertainty, and the lack of routine all made it overwhelming for him to understand and cope with the situation. 

Jason’s body, weak and trembling, lay on the hospital bed, his chest rising and falling in shallow, ragged breaths. The sounds of machines around him punctuated the silence in a strange rhythm—beep, hiss, beep—like a countdown to something inevitable.

They had turned him prone, shifting his body onto his stomach. The movement was slow and deliberate, as if they were handling fragile porcelain. This position, where his face was pressed into the bed and his chest arched upward, was meant to ease the strain on his lungs, allowing for better oxygenation. But even in this desperate position, there was no improvement. The crackle of his breathing, sharp and strained, echoed in the room— a sound that shattered like glass from the inside out.

Acute Respiratory Distress Syndrome (ARDS). The words had hung in the air, heavy and chilling. His lungs, unable to supply enough oxygen to his body, were giving out. The sensation of drowning without water. A tightness in the chest that stole every breath before it could even fully fill the lungs. The doctors had discussed it in urgent, hushed tones, their voices muffled beneath the sterile noise of beeping monitors.

Jason’s oxygen levels were plummeting, and now, they would need to intubate him—a tube inserted down his throat to take over the work of breathing, to force air into his lungs, even as they continued to fail. Jason, staying brave, asking me if this was going to hurt? With a brave face I said it will be fine they will sedate you so you will not feel anything. Wishing I could take all the discomfort away from him and switch places. A 20-year-old with his whole life ahead of him—why? Why this? Why now? What lesson is there to be learned from this, because I just don’t understand. Being sent out of the room praying that he did not feel anything from this procedure.

After the procedure we were finally allowed to return to his room. The doctors mentioned that they had to administer extra sedation because the other medications did not take as quickly as they should. Jason lay there, still unconscious, unable to speak or respond. But even with the tube in place, his lungs struggled. And soon, the news came: the team at Temecula West was no longer able to help. Jason would need an ECMO machine. What was ECMO?

The hum of the hospital grew louder as the words settled in the room, the quiet disbelief hanging in the air like a fog. The ECMO, short for Extracorporeal Membrane Oxygenation, was a last resort. It wasn’t just life-support, it was an artificial lung system, a machine that would take over the function of his failing organ, pumping oxygen into his blood and removing carbon dioxide. 

But Temecula West didn’t have the facilities for such a machine. And so, the decision was made Jason would need to be transferred to a different hospital that had this equipment. 
Both doctors mentioned they would reach out to other hospitals that accepted our insurance. I couldn’t help but think back to the year before when we didn’t have the best coverage. What happens if you don’t have good insurance—or any insurance at all? Would any hospital even take you then? I prayed someone would have the equipment he needed and be willing to take him in. The doctors had said he would be lucky if they accepted him. The air in the room seemed to press in, thicker now, heavy with the weight of urgency. 

Later that day, the doctors came in with some hopeful news. They said FTHP had agreed to take him, and an ICU room would be available the next day. He would be transferred to FTHP in San Diego on January 4th.

January 4th. The FTHP team had arrived, and with it, a torrent of emotions I couldn’t quite sort through. I tried to steady my breath, but my mind was a whirlwind, spinning with fear, confusion, and uncertainty. I had to remain composed, to hold myself together. Not for me, but for Jason, and for my family. It was so hard not to let the panic show—there was too much at stake.

A doctor approached, his calm demeanor a stark contrast to the storm raging inside me. “Hello, my name is Dr. Wigley,” he said, introducing himself. “As you are probably aware, right now Jason will not survive with the ventilator only. He is dealing with acute respiratory distress syndrome. His lungs are failing.”

I listened intently, nodding as if I could absorb what he was saying, but my mind was racing too loudly to hear. Nevertheless, I tried to focus.

“We’re here to transfer him to FTHP, we will place him on an ECMO machine here at Temecula West,” Dr. Wigley continued. “This machine is a life-support system, a backup to the ventilator, designed to keep oxygen flowing to the heart and lungs. It’s not a cure, but it gives us time to treat him.”

A sharp breath caught in my lungs. ECMO. It sounded so foreign, so technical. My son would be hooked up to a machine, something I couldn’t fully understand. The thought of it both terrified and reassured me. I asked Doctor Wigley if he could explain this to me in more detail. 
This is when he mentioned that the ECMO (extracorporeal membrane oxygenation) machine is a complex life-support system that temporarily takes over the work of the lungs when they can no longer function properly on their own. Setting it up is a highly delicate procedure, performed under general anesthesia to keep the patient still and comfortable.

To begin, we will place two large catheters into the Jason's body to connect them to the ECMO machine. One of these catheters is inserted into a large artery, typically through a small incision in the groin. The artery is responsible for carrying oxygen-rich blood throughout the body, and by accessing it, the team can draw blood out of the body and send it to the ECMO machine.

This is where magic happens. The ECMO machine acts as an artificial lung. As blood flows through the system, it passes through a membrane oxygenator that adds oxygen and removes carbon dioxide, just like healthy lungs would. This oxygenated blood is then returned to the body, but not back into the same artery. Instead, it is sent back into a large vein, often in the groin as well, or sometimes in the neck, depending on Jason’s needs. This ensures that the blood circulates through the body and provides vital oxygen to the organs while the lungs rest and heal.

The process is highly specialized, and once the ECMO machine is in place, Jason is closely monitored, as it can be lifesaving but also requires constant adjustments. It’s designed to give Jason’s lungs a chance to recover from serious conditions like severe respiratory failure, but it’s never a permanent solution. While the body rests, doctors work tirelessly to address the underlying cause of the failure.

 “There’s no room for doctors or nurses in the ambulance because the ECMO machine takes up so much space,” Dr. Wigley said, sensing my next concern before it left my lips. “However, we will be following the ambulance to FTHP, if anything happens on the way, we can pull over and stabilize him.”

I blinked, trying to process the words, trying to steady myself. Jason, my baby, my son, would be transferred—alone. No doctors or nurses by his side, just a team in a car behind him. The ride would take over an hour or longer if there was traffic.

I opened my mouth to speak, but the words caught. “So, I can’t go with him?” I asked the question slipping out before I could stop it.

“No, there’s no space,” Dr. Wigley replied gently. “We are restarting the procedure right away. We’ll make sure he’s stable before we transfer him.”

It didn’t seem real. How could I not be there? How could I let him go, alone?

They moved Jason to a room, and I followed, clutching onto what little strength I had left. As I stood by his side, I whispered softly, "Everything will be okay. They’re here to help.” But Jason was heavily sedated, his eyes unfocused, and I wasn’t sure if my words reached him. He had been through so much already.

“I love you, buddy,” I added, pressing a kiss to his forehead. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

The doctor reassured me that he was in good hands, that Dr. Palley, a specialist who had done these many times before, would be overseeing everything. With a gentle nod, he added that they would call us when the procedure was done, and we could wait in the designated waiting room.

As I walked into the sterile waiting area, I couldn’t hold it back anymore. Tears blurred my vision, and the weight of everything crashed down on me. How had we gotten here? What started as what we thought was a simple sinus infection had turned into a battle for Jason’s life. My son, who had fought so hard to survive his premature birth, who had defied the odds when he weighed only 2 pounds 11 ounces, was now fighting again. And this time, I couldn’t be there to hold his hand.

I looked around the room, seeing other families lost in their own grief, their own fear. We weren’t the only ones waiting for a miracle. I thought about my family, about how I had always prayed in my own quiet way, but never with the full conviction of a regular churchgoer. Yet here, in this sterile waiting room with my heart breaking in pieces, I found myself drawn to the hospital chapel. What did I have to lose? My faith had always been something I held inside, something I didn’t share. But at that moment, I needed it.

We stepped into the chapel, and the quiet peace was a balm on my soul. I whispered my prayers, hoping that whatever force was out there would hear me. After a few moments, we returned to the waiting room, the silence of our prayers still hanging in the air, as if we’d done everything we could. All we could do now was wait.

An eternity seemed to pass before the doctor finally came back. My chest skipped a beat, the rush of emotions threatening to overwhelm me once more.

“We had to sedate Jason a bit more,” he said. “He was still too aware of what was happening. But the procedure went well, and we’re just waiting for the ambulance to arrive.”

And then, unexpectedly, a priest appeared. Seeing him standing there blurred the line between dream and reality. He asked if we’d like to pray together. I had never prayed with a priest before, but in that moment, it felt right. So, we did. In that small, quiet moment, there was a strange sense of comfort, like a weight being lifted, even if just for a second.

Finally, the ambulance staff arrived, who drove a special transport vehicle designed for situations just like this. The stretcher bed was large, and it was clear that everything about this was designed to keep Jason stable, no matter what.

When they wheeled him out of the room, I was surprised to see him still halfway propped up. His eyes, though glazed, met mine. “Bye, Mom,” he waved. “Love you.”

“Love you too, buddy,” I whispered, blinking away the tears. "Everything will be okay. We’ll meet you at FTHP”

As they wheeled him down the hall, I looked over at Evan. His face was a mixture of confusion and fear. He didn’t know how to process this, and neither did I. I had to stay strong for him, for all of us.

“Let’s head to San Diego,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “We’ll be near the hospital, and we can get something to eat there. I just want to be close.”

We climbed into the car, the long road ahead of us feeling both impossibly distant and incredibly short at the same time. All I could think was that we had to stay strong, for Jason. He was still fighting, and we would fight with him.

 



























  
  

Chapter 2


Jason's Story




Jason’s story begins on September 12, 2003—a day etched in my heart forever. You see, he wasn’t supposed to arrive that early. I was only 28 weeks pregnant when the contractions came like a storm and I couldn’t stop them. I had preeclampsia, but not the kind most people expect. My blood pressure wasn’t high—it was dangerously low. They called it HELP syndrome- a condition so severe it felt like a quiet thief in the night, stealing safety without sound. I remember the doctors faces as they spoke to me before the emergency cesarean- calm, professional, but their eyes gave them away. They told me things no mother should ever have to hear. That there were no promises. That the baby and I might not make it and all the things that could happen. They gave me no guarantees, only silence and statistics. This could be the beginning of everything… or the end. They put me completely under, not knowing if my child and I would ever wake up. My husband wasn’t allowed in the room. I remember the quiet before the sleep, the fear wrapped around my ribs like a belt pulled tight. Lying there, swallowed by fluorescent lights and antiseptic air. I whispered in my heart, please. Just let him live. Just let us wake up. When I opened my eyes, I was still here. And so was Jason. Jason had arrived 12 weeks early; he weighed 2 pounds and 11oz, tiny but fierce. I couldn’t even hold him; he was rushed to the NICU, where wires and monitors became his first cradle. My heart ached, but I whispered to myself over and over, as long as he makes it. 

I stood beside him, aching to scoop him up, to press him against my chest. Finally, that day came they called it skin to skin. We were finally reunited by touch. We watched him grow in that little incubator under radiant warmers, fighting for every breath. Jason fought. Day by day, ounce by ounce, he grew stronger. Twelve weeks later, almost to the day of his original due date, we brought him home. Not just a baby anymore-but a warrior in a onesie.

From the moment he could walk, Jason was full of joy, imagination, and heart. He was the kind of child who made life sparkle and find magic in the most ordinary things. A cardboard box became a spaceship. A living room cushion, a mountain to conquer. He loved Transformers with a passion that only deepened over the years. Every Halloween he would be a different Transformer. He didn't just wear costumes. He became them. Sharing all the Halloween candy with his brother Evan, as they dumped their candy into a pile proudly calling it "the haul."

At 14, he started his own YouTube channel, pouring his theories and creativity into videos he made all by himself. He poured himself into it, writing, editing, voicing, imagining. Slowly but surely, that channel grew into something remarkable—290,000 subscribers and counting. With people watching, cheering and listening. But none of that changed him. Behind the screen, he was still our Jason. The class clown. The friend who included everyone. The big brother who called Evan “Tiny Tim,” even when Evan shot up taller and teased him back. I remember in high school he had to do a play one of them he did was the West Side Story and another one was created by the students. Although he liked to be behind the scenes, he could have been a great actor as well, He is funny and passionate in all that he puts his mind to.

Our memories are stitched together in little rituals: sharing satay at the Thai restaurant (with extra peanut sauce for me), Jason insisting mom’s cooking was still the best. When I grew up in The Netherlands, our Dutch tradition was meat fondue with Christmas. Steven's mom's dad owned a restaurant. His mom remembered all the delicious food recipes, such as, a scrumptious potato salad and dressing. Steven and I decided to merge both foods with the meat being filet mignon, chicken breast cut up, and of course, the best potato salad and dressing. I call it the best of both worlds: The Netherlands and America. We make this food for Thanksgiving and Christmas. Jason always wants it for his birthday as well. 

He loves hanging out with Steven, listening to stories about movie scripts and late-night dreams. He adored our dogs, sneaking them treats when he thought I wasn’t looking.

We had our adventures one of them was axe throwing. Don’t ask me how me and Jason came up with it, but it came up and we decided to try. There were all kinds of different-sized axes that you had to throw at a target. Now this may sound easier than you think the fact that you need to hold it kind of above your head was a little scary. Just make sure you don’t drop it. All in all, we managed to get all of them in the target on time, laughing our buts off while doing it.  

Me and Jason decided to come up with a pottery class. My clay creation looked like something out of a disaster movie. Jasons? Surprisingly elegant.  Archery was up next, you feel like Robin Hood, I told Jason. This is still one of our favorite things to do as a family. Jason made it look easy. Thrift shopping and bargain hunting is another one. You see, we like to do stuff as a family, but it's also important to do stuff separately with each child. To create that strong bond since no one is the same. Show interest in your child's activities. So, there you have it, each one of our adventures another page in our family’s story.

In 2018, I ran a Women’s Council of Realtors chapter as President. Although it benefited and educated the Realtors in the industry. I had the opportunity to give back and put up charity events. Jason needed volunteering hours, but he was always so eager to help. One of the events was a chili cook-off. Me and Jason both dressed up, decorated the booth and had so much fun. The money ended up going to a ranch for horses that helped kids with disabilities. The other charity event was a military expo that had information and special programs for our veterans. All the money went to retired police and military dogs and to help our veterans. Jason was a big participant in that. Afterwards, we went to Target, got ourselves a hot chocolate and a chocolate croissant, one of our favorite things to do.

When we went on our trip to Palm Springs, Jason suggested we do an Escape room. The one that was most exciting was the bank heist. It had all kinds of clues and lasers that you had to avoid. With Jason being the actor and making it feel like a real bank heist. Afterwards, we sat by the pool of our Airbnb and enjoyed our s'mores by the fire under the stars.

In 2021 Jason got lucky and was invited to play on the game show The Let's Make A Deal show with Wayne Brady. He just turned 18, dressed up as a mad scientist and was picked out of the audience. He had won a car and was so overwhelmed. He was so grateful because Jason had always known nothing in life is just handed to you.

Now in college, studying film, Jason is walking right into the future he’s always dreamed of. His projects feel like short films, clever, emotional, full of soul bursting with creativity and heart.  I decided to go to college since I never had the chance to finish my education due to the fact that I had to support my mom back in the day. So I had to take college algebra. Well it turned out that Jason had to take the same class. I asked if he wanted to be in the same class as me, since I also understand that he may not want that.  But without hesitation he said that would be fun together. You can help me. Yeah, sure it was definitely the other way around since I did not do this in over 20 years. I laughed so hard in that class. We danced in hallways between lectures and turned a dull class into a memory I will treasure forever.

Jason helps me with my real estate content too, editing, explaining tech I can't wrap my head around. Jason did a commercial for Temu and got me a model house to display, but we had to build it… from scratch. Days of tiny furniture assembly. We said to each other Never again. But it turned out amazing. The reward paid off. We laughed about it at the end.

One of his favorite places is Universal Studios, mostly because of the Transformers ride and the endless collectibles. So, when our family from the Netherlands came to visit in December 2023, we planned a trip there. It was December 28, 2023. The drive was filled with excitement, laughter, and music. At the park, we did it all—the rides, the snacks, the joy. But as the sun started to slip away, Jason looped his arms around Steven and Evan. At first, I smiled, thinking he was just being playful. But then he said he felt really tired. I told myself it was just the walking, the long day. Until I saw his face pale and his eyes go dull. My gut twisted. He had just finished antibiotics for what we thought was a sinus infection. We drove home quietly, my heart racing. 

On December 29th, 2023, the house was quiet—too quiet. Jason was curled up in bed, his energy almost gone. I sat on the edge of the mattress, holding his hand gently, trying not to let the worry show on my face. I handed him a glass of water mixed with Pedialyte, hoping the extra electrolytes would help give his body the boost it clearly needed. He took small sips, his eyes heavy and tired. I asked him gently if he thought it was time to go to the ER, but he shook his head and said he did not want to get poked with any needles. He didn’t want to go—not yet. Maybe he didn’t want to scare me. Maybe he just hoped that, like so many other times before, it would pass.
Instead, I reached for the little jar of Vicks and rubbed it on his chest, just like I used to when he was small and had a cold. The menthol filled the room, and for a moment, it felt comforting—familiar. I hoped it would help him breathe easier, even just a little. I tucked the blanket around him, told him to rest, that sleep would help heal. I kept checking on him throughout the day, listening to his breathing, watching his color, trying not to imagine the worst. I told myself this was just a stubborn virus, that with fluids, rest, and care, he’d be back to himself soon. But deep down, something didn’t feel right. There was a heaviness in the air—a quiet tension I couldn't shake. 

On December 30th, 2023, that night, as the moon hung silently in the sky and the world outside seemed still, I made the decision—I was taking you to the ER. I had been watching you all evening, each breath you took sounding a little more labored than the last, your face pale, your body too still for comfort. I kept trying to convince myself it was nothing serious, that rest and fluids would eventually work their magic. But something in my gut—a mother’s instinct that doesn’t need words—told me this wasn’t something we could wait out.
I walked into your room, heart pounding in my chest, trying to keep my voice calm for your sake. “We’re going to the hospital,” I said softly, my hand resting on your shoulder. You looked up at me, exhausted, eyes glassy, and didn’t argue. That silence said more than words ever could. I helped you sit up, wrapped a warm hoodie around you, and guided you to the car. The ride was quiet, the kind of silence that fills every corner of your mind with worry. I kept glancing at you, watching the rise and fall of your chest, hoping it wouldn’t slow down.
My hands were trembling on the steering wheel, but I held it together for you. You needed me to be strong. The whole time, I kept thinking, Please let them tell me it’s nothing. Please let this just be a precaution. But beneath that hope was a whisper of fear I couldn’t quiet. You’d been through so much already—so many battles, so many miracles. And I knew we were stepping into another unknown night, praying for yet another. When we arrived at the hospital, the air felt colder somehow—sterile and humming with the quiet chaos of late-night emergencies. I helped you through the sliding glass doors, your steps slow, your body leaning against mine just slightly, like even standing had become a challenge. They checked you in at the ER right away, your name entered into the system with a sense of urgency I wasn’t sure how to read. Nurses moved quickly, speaking in soft, efficient tones, and within minutes, they were setting up an IV to give you fluids. You looked so tired—your skin pale, your eyes half-closed—my heart ached just watching you.

They ordered a chest X-ray, and I sat there in that too-bright room, trying to be brave. When the results came back, the word pneumonia dropped into the room like a heavy stone. My heart sank. I felt my breath catch as I told the doctor you had already gone through a couple of rounds of antibiotics recently—for a sinus infection. I told them, gently but firmly, that I didn’t believe more antibiotics would make a difference this time. But they reassured me the protocol had to be followed—that if things didn’t improve within five days, we were to come back immediately. I nodded, but inside, I was spiraling. I smiled when you looked at me, but I was worried out of my mind. I didn’t want to show it—not when you needed calm. But deep down, I felt like we were standing on the edge of something bigger than we could see, and all I could do was pray we’d find our way back to solid ground. 

December 31st, 2023 — New Year’s Eve.
It should’ve been a night of sparkle and laughter, a time to celebrate, to count down the final moments of the year and step into the next with hope. But in our home, there were no party hats, no confetti, no noise makers. Just quiet worry and the sound of you breathing heavily beneath the covers. You were still so unwell—too weak to leave your bed, and that alone broke my heart. That wasn’t like you at all. You’ve always been the one bouncing around, cracking jokes, bringing the energy into every room. But that night, you barely spoke, and every time I peeked into your room, I saw the same pale face, the same drained eyes.
We tried everything—cold showers, lukewarm baths, damp cloths on your forehead—anything to bring your 104 temperatures down. And sometimes it seemed to help… but only for a little while. Then the fever would come roaring back like a wave we just couldn’t hold back. The clock kept ticking closer to midnight, the world outside gearing up to welcome a brand new year. But inside, I was watching the hours pass with rising panic. I still had family visiting from the Netherlands, but I had already made arrangements for them to stay with someone else. My focus was on you—only you. And when the ball dropped and fireworks lit up the sky, I didn’t feel celebration. I felt a deep knowing in my gut: This cannot wait any longer.
The antibiotics you’d been given had done nothing. You were still fighting something stronger than rest or medicine could fix at home. You were nauseous now, your body giving more warning signs that it couldn’t keep this up. You said you wanted to go back to the hospital because you said you could not breathe. I looked at you and made the decision then and there. We’re going back to the hospital. I’m not waiting five days. Not one more minute. And just like that, while the world cheered the start of a new year, we stepped into the unknown again—quietly, urgently, with love leading the way.









