
        
            
                
            
        


		
			Advance Praise for No Surrender

			“Patrick Bisher’s story of overcoming adversity as a child and then as a Navy SEAL is inspiring, riveting and informative. Patrick’s story and lessons will inspire everyone and should be read by all. As a retired brigadier general with combat experience in Afghanistan, I was riveted by Patrick’s grit and perseverance and humbled by his never give up attitude. A must read!”

			–Anthony Tata, Brigadier General U.S. Army (Ret.), 
commanded combat units in the 82nd & 101st Airborne and the 
10th Mountain Division, and bestselling author

			 

			“I couldn’t put it down. A memoir that reads like a thriller, and a real-life hero who pushes through unimaginable obstacles. No Surrender is not only an aptly-named book, it’s also a winner.”

			–Grant Blackwood, #1 New York Times bestselling author 
and former Navy Operations Specialist & Pilot Rescue Swimmer

			 

			“It was an honor to be given the first few chapters of Patrick Bisher’s book. Having had the honor to serve with the SEALs myself, I can say that Patrick epitomizes the SEAL Ethos. Unlike the ‘tell-all’ books of late, Patrick Bisher’s inspiring story sends a positive message of how one man can overcome anything through faith and integrity. From crippled boy to Navy SEAL, to injured Team Guy and back again to his unit, Patrick’s story is one of perseverance, tenacity and triumph and how determination and faith can overcome all obstacles. Expertly told with the help of bestselling author Jon Land, I have no doubt this book with be an instant success and will touch and change many lives.”

			–Jeffrey Wilson, former Navy SEAL chief trauma surgeon, 
Naval officer, and award-winning author

			 

			“No Surrender is a true story of perseverance, and overcoming huge obstacles all while keeping a never quit/never give up attitude. The same mental toughness exhibited at age 9, got Patrick through SEAL training as a grown man. As a former SEAL Sniper, I am humbled by this man’s story and it will inspire anyone who reads it.”

			–Dr. Howard Wasdin, former Navy SEAL sniper
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			DEDICATION

			This book is dedicated to my family… To my wife, who keeps me from falling too far down or going too far without my lifeline. You are the one who saved me on this earth, you are the one who keeps me out of trouble when my tongue could whip. I was the wild beast and you are the only one that could bring me back to Christ, and back to what we have now. You are my lighthouse when I am the ship in the storm. I’ll love you forever.

			My kids, you are very special in your own way. Never feel like you have to live a life like mine or follow in my footsteps. Nothing would make me prouder than for you to take the wisdom God has given us through his living word and apply it to your life, and not do what I did! I am always here for you and will always be encouraging for you to reach your dreams and find your path in life. 

			The men who have paid the ultimate sacrifice for this country, and those who continue to answer our nation’s call in this time of divisions within our nation. For my brothers who go to work every day not knowing what will happen next. Your courage to preserve what others have paved for us, and your continued pursuit of defending those who are unable to defend themselves leaves me awestruck. 

			To the brotherhood, thank you for giving me something to belong to and be proud to be a part of. You turned me into a man, and then into a warrior, and then something even more. I will always be in your service and do my best to uphold the oath and the SEAL ethos until my last breath.

			Mom and Dad, there is not a day that goes by that I am not grateful for everything you have sacrificed for me and our whole family. Your life is a testimony of how to live a life as we are commanded. You have always shown me what pure love is. I hope that I can be like you and keep our traditions going for generations.
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			A NOTE FROM PATRICK BISHER

			This isn’t a tall tale or a book where I save the universe and kill all the bad guys. I’m not writing a story about my missions as a Navy SEAL, or to shine the spotlight on me, or lie about what I have done. I have no interest in dishonoring the oath I took when I began the journey to become a Team Guy.

			I’m sharing with you the fact that being counted as down and out, or being picked last in kickball, or told you would never walk again doesn’t mean you have to accept the fate that others choose for you. You can do what I have done and prove others wrong about what’s possible and what can be achieved in the process. You, like me, have the ability within you to overcome all things through what you already have inside you, something that’s more powerful than you have ever imagined. 

			My life is a living testimony that through the most extreme adversity, great things can happen and something of a brotherhood can be found, like the one I found during the rigorous training of BUD/S (Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL), training ground to become a Navy SEAL. You can find something to belong to, and you can find a place that gives you peace even through extreme anguish or racking pain, both physical and mental, as well as emotional.

			My intention is to show that you can be anything you want to be. I want you to see that the struggle to survive is hard, and that to come out on top and reach your dreams is only achievable through a relentless desire to succeed. I know that if you have a dream that’s big enough, the scope of reality and the obstacles in your way will pale by comparison. This is only possible by setting goals both small and large to reach what others see as impossible.

			I want you to see how I’ve found a place where being a part of something really matters. We all feel lost sometimes in so many ways, and I wrote this book to help you find yourself during those times. To help you find what I did when I felt lost, by joining a true brotherhood and building the relationships that changed my life. 

			I want everyone to have what I have, to know what I know. For everyone who reads this book to understand the love and the bond of true friendship. I know there is no greater love than that of a brother who will lay down his life for yours. This brotherhood and bond that I found with the Navy SEALs is so great that it will never be broken by anyone or anything. Not any evil, death, or sin can change that. And I want those of you who feel left out, or believe that there’s no way out, to see that there is a place, and a way, for you to belong.

			I had to be willing to let go of my own personal desires for material success and change the way I thought to truly find what was missing for me. And in the process I became a part of something bigger than myself. I learned to change from the inside out. I needed to drop the old me that was fighting the world, stop being a victim and blaming everyone else for my problems. I had to develop a mindset dominated by positive thinking and learn to focus on the good in order to fight the bad, and win a war that for me was both literal and figurative.

			I want you to know you can do that too, and I want to show you how. Our journeys will be different, but our destinations the same. I learned that life itself is a battlefield long before I fought for this country on an actual one. As you’re about to see, throughout my life, long before I became a SEAL, I’ve had to fight my own battles to survive, including one against a degenerative bone disease as a boy that almost left me permanently disabled. The adversity I’ve faced may be less or more than what you’ve overcome or are in the process of facing now. Either way, I want to share with you the lessons I’ve learned along the way, lessons that have never come easily, in the hope that you’ll find something in my journey that helps you on yours. Consider this my road map to happiness and fulfillment, and hopefully my words will serve as your guide.

			 

			Patrick

		


		
			 

			A hero is no braver than an ordinary man,
but he is brave five minutes longer.

			–Ralph Waldo Emerson

		


		
			PROLOGUE

			Heroes

			Iraq, September 2011

			“Coming in hot! We’re under pursuit!”

			The distress call came in mid-morning from an Army Special Forces ODA (Operational Detachment Alpha, or “A Team”), just after my team had gotten back from the previous day’s mission that had lasted eighteen straight hours. The Special Forces A Team was being chased by a much larger enemy convoy and evasive maneuvers were failing. We were the closest backup to their location a few miles east of us, meaning we might be their only hope. 

			“Let’s go!” said our Officer in Charge (OIC). “Gear up!”

			Only four of us were awake at the time, having just finished breakfast, but there was no time to rally the rest of the team. The four of us got our gear back on, set up our vehicle, and less than five minutes after getting the call we were speeding down the road to save our brothers no matter what it took. 

			There was nothing but sun-washed flat ground on either side of us, the possibility of IEDs planted on the roadside a persistent, looming threat. Not too many days before, a soldier was killed driving over the very spot we were about to pass, something that stuck with me and brought home in a stark way the reality of what we were facing. On this morning we faced another threat in the sandstorms building to the north, threatening to swallow us as we raced to the rescue. 

			I was manning the .50-caliber gun, exposed in the turret beneath finch-like birds circling overhead as if wondering what we were doing there. I could hear the occasional garble crackling over the radio in the cabin below, more contact from the Army Special Forces troops, but the loud surge of air rushing past the exposed turret kept me from hearing any specifics.

			As I caught my first glimpse of the low-slung buildings comprising the city in southern Iraq near the Iranian border to which the Special Forces guys were headed, a nasty smell hit me at the same time. There were three rivers ahead, all of them teeming with raw sewage starting to bake under the building heat of the sun. I stayed ready on the .50, my hands sweating inside my gloves and the gun oil battling the thick, sour stench for control of my nostrils. 

			Never mind this wasn’t our mission set. My leadership made a call to help others because our help was needed. No ifs, ands, or buts.

			Simple as that.

			What being a hero looks like to others and what it is to actually be a hero are two completely different things, our sensibilities warped by the background music and super-heated action in movies and television. The heroes that I know battle with the pain and the fear of losing their loved ones, of never getting the chance to see their wives again, watch their kids grow up or take their first steps. The heroes I know do everything they can for others without expecting anything in return. The heroes I know would give up their lives for mine, carry me ten miles up a mountain if that’s what it took. I was with my heroes every day, serving beside them and counting on them, just as they counted on me. 

			Being a hero sucks the life right out of you at times, because you stare at evil and evil stares back. You look everything that others are trying desperately to stay away from square in the face. My heroes have lost eyes, legs, and lives, because glory wounds you to the core. What others may see as glorious, I can tell you firsthand it is bittersweet at best, especially when you’re rolling straight into a sandstorm having no idea what awaits you on the other side. 

			But someone has to stand up against this evil. Someone who’s capable of staring evil in its face and confronting it head on. I saw enough of that evil to last a lifetime, and it cost three of my closest friends their lives. Their names were Brendan Looney, Pat Feeks, and Kevin Ebbert, and I think about them every day. Maybe wherever they are now, they think about me too. About their brother who never should’ve made it this far, who’d been told as a nine-year-old boy he’d never walk again, and years later, that his ruined hip needed to be replaced. I miss them now as much as ever and feel privileged I had the opportunity to call them brothers.

			Especially privileged, because I was lucky to have been deployed and lucky to just be walking, when for a large part of my life neither of those outcomes seemed possible. But I wasn’t thinking about that as we raced to the rescue of our Army brothers, any more than I was thinking of the accident that had nearly ended my military career before it even started. 

			I was thinking that I had a job to do and nothing was going to stop me from doing it, as we picked up the pace toward our Army brothers who desperately needed us.

		


		
			 

			THE BOY

		


		
			CHAPTER 1

			Leg Braces 

			Lansing, Michigan; July 1991

			“You’ll never be able to walk again.”

			At first, I didn’t think I heard my new doctor correctly. What nine-year-old boy could possibly imagine getting such news? The doctor was long faced and slightly balding. He seemed to be dulled by what he was saying because of how many people he had seen before me that day. It was late, around six-thirty in the evening. 

			It was the look on the doctor’s face and the way my mother was squeezing my hand that told me I’d heard him right. I looked down at my legs, hating how my own body had betrayed me. Wouldn’t let me play sports, run around, or play with my friends.

			And now even walking was going to be denied to me.

			The doctor told me I had developed a rare hip disease that had destroyed the hip bone and the socket. Back then, there was no sure surgical way to fix what was wrong with me. A normal life was out of the question.

			My mother was working in the ER as a nurse in the same hospital at the time and she’d already gone to a coworker, who was an X-ray technician, to get his read on my films. His face immediately went blank. 

			“Julie, I can’t tell you. I’m not allowed to say a thing. You need to wait to speak with the doctor.”

			So going into that meeting, she had reason to suspect something was very wrong. In fact, given her experience I expect she’d been fearing the truth for some time.

			A few months back she’d noticed I was favoring my left leg and that I was limping badly; I overheard her mentioning it to my dad in a conversation when I was trying to keep up with my older brother on the beach during a trip to Florida. I’d come home from that trip to visit our extended family with severe pain in my left leg. I kept complaining about it to my mom and dad; it hurt so much to move it, that I had to stop going to karate which, given my devotion to my training, was a definite indicator that something was really wrong. Sure enough, after about a month of stretching and waiting for the leg to get better on its own, we went to the pediatrician who referred us to a specialist. 

			“You’ll never be able to walk again.”

			The specialist and surgeon, Dr. Robert N. Hensinger, was warm-hearted, well mannered, and soft spoken. A gentle man out of the University of Michigan who I’d later learn was a true expert in these kind of pediatric orthopedic issues. The one who got the calls no one else wanted to take. He was the one who delivered the bad news around 6:30 that evening and went on to describe to me how my life was about to change forever. The best I could hope for was severely limited mobility, thanks to leg braces that could potentially become a permanent fixture for me if things didn’t improve. 

			His words were like a dagger to my heart, my childhood seeming to end in that precise moment. The room felt cold and the scent of alcohol suddenly seemed stronger. The stale smells of the hospital started to creep their way into my skin and seemed to push me down even deeper into my chair. Prepared for this conversation, the doctor brought out the leg braces, comprised of metal, plastic, and Velcro, that I’d have to wear if I wanted any semblance of life at all.

			Which to a nine-year-old boy didn’t seem like much of one.

			The doctor said there was no guarantee the leg braces would work, but we could hope for the best. Then he pulled out a pair of crutches and told me I’d be using them as well. I couldn’t put any pressure on my left leg at all; that meant no walking, jumping, or even sitting the way I used to. I’d have to use my right leg for everything. 

			Yeah, right, I thought, with typically youthful indignation and denial. Sure.

			I’d walked in here on my own and I’d walk myself right out the same way to show him how wrong he was. But I remained seated. The doctor said the only time I would be out of the leg braces was for the physical therapy sessions I’d need to keep my muscles from developing atrophy. My left leg had already weakened and looked puny in comparison to my right. The difference seemed even more striking in that moment.

			“How about we give these a try?”

			Without waiting for me to respond, Doctor Hensinger strapped the leg braces to both my legs and my waist, making them a part of me for the first time. He backed up from the chair and told me to stand up. 

			I tried to rise, but the braces held my legs at an awkward angle, keeping them spread apart. I felt as if I were riding a horse. 

			The crutches came next.

			The doctor handed them over and showed me how to walk using them with my legs kept wide, thanks to the braces that felt like somebody had wrapped me in sheet metal. It was hard to walk, move, sit, stand, sleep—everything. Especially going up stairs. Stairs were the hardest. 

			I ended up practicing at home until I found the knack and got it right. It took a long time, but I felt like I’d really accomplished something. Call it a small victory, the best I could hope for at that point. 

			Then I began to develop painful blisters around my waist because of the straps. Underneath my arms, too, thanks to all the pressure on the crutches. At my next appointment, the doctor explained it was normal. 

			Normal? For who? 

			In time, he explained, blisters would come and eventually it would turn to callus. It would just take a while. 

			Funny how it didn’t take long at all for people, especially other kids, to start staring at me. Every time I went to school or to the store or attending my older brother’s sporting events, people were always staring. Whispering and shaking their heads. They’d look at me like I was a leper or somebody with something contagious that they didn’t want to catch. And lots of times the people who didn’t stare or shake their heads would come up and talk to me very slowly or loudly, as if I didn’t know or understand what they were talking about. Mentally disabled too, I guess they thought.

			“Mommy, look at that boy.”

			“Don’t stare.”

			“But what’s wrong with him?”

			“Shhhhhhhhhhhhh…”

			Typical of the conversations I overheard and never got used to. The words and the stares stuck with me, burned into my brain. They hurt so much, making it impossible for me to fully adapt to my plight. Because no matter how good I’d gotten at getting around on the crutches, or growing used to the leg braces, those words and stares served as a constant reminder that I wasn’t normal and might never be again. 

			I wanted to turn and yell at them that I was normal. But then I’d look down at my legs and realize I wasn’t. I shouldn’t have blamed them, might’ve behaved the same way if it was some other kid in leg braces instead of me. I can’t tell you how much I wanted to rip those braces off and fling them as far as I could by the straps. And whenever I went out in public, my feelings ended up hurting more than my legs. But that was okay because those who shunned me didn’t realize how strong I was becoming. All those times somebody looked at me funny, or pointed, or whispered, I got stronger because I got angry. And being angry made me, more than anything else, want to prove that I was normal. I desperately didn’t want to be disabled anymore, but as long as I was I’d never let it or them get the better of me. I pushed past the pain I was enduring and refused to let it show. Fueled myself with a burning desire not to be disabled anymore. That’s the great thing about being a kid: you still believe in miracles.

			But not for long.

			 

			After fourteen months of being on the crutches and in my leg braces, I went back for my regular three-month checkup. The doctor told me my condition was still worsening and the long-term prognosis was even more dire. Surgery was the only option now.

			“Will I get cured?” I asked him.

			“There are no guarantees. And it’s risky.”

			“Risky?” I asked, swallowing hard.

			“It’s an experimental procedure,” my mother explained.

			I remember the phrase “subpar success rate.” Maybe my mother mentioned it. More likely I overheard it the same way I overheard people whispering when I hobbled past them on my crutches.

			“We’ll think about it,” my mother said to the doctor, supporting me as always. Figuratively and literally.

			There wasn’t much to think about. I didn’t want to be stuck in leg braces for the rest of my life, and this might be the only chance I’d ever get to shed them. Even if that meant the very real risk of ending up bedridden or wheelchair-bound for the rest of my life.

			“I want to do the surgery,” I told my parents. 

			A few weeks later, in November of 1992, I checked into the hospital to have the operation. It was the first time I was ever anesthetized and I remember how blissful everything felt for those few moments before I surrendered my precarious hold on consciousness. It was like the happy dreams in which I could still walk without braces and crutches. Or pain. I could run again and be a normal kid playing with my friends, instead of a disabled boy looking out the window at other boys my age cruising by on the bicycles I had taken for granted, just like I’d taken everything for granted.

			I woke up after the surgery in the recovery room with no idea where I was. Like a dream again, only a bad one accompanied by pangs of nausea. I looked around but it was so dark. I saw something that looked like a sheet, a drape hanging from the ceiling all the way around my bed. The only opening I noticed was on the left side of my bed to a window that provided a sliver of light to cut through the darkness. I tried to sit up but I was stuck. My legs, my torso, seemed cemented to the bed. 

			I’m paralyzed, I thought and felt a surge of fear that woke me up a little more, and that’s when I remembered I was in the hospital. I listened to the steady beep of the machine with the cold fluid from the IV hooked to my arm. I braced myself with my arms to prop my head up. I ran my hands down over the cold roughness that surrounded my legs and chest and suddenly I remembered. 

			I was waking from hip surgery, and the heaviness I felt was due to a cast that covered my entire left leg up just past the hip, stopping about even with my stomach. So heavy it felt like the whole bed was going to crash through the floor from the weight. I started to sweat, cold beads that began to drip over my body, making my skin feel moist and clammy. I turned my head all the way over past the window and saw my mom sitting in a chair at my bedside. She looked like she was sleeping, but as soon as I made a sound, her eyes burst open. 

			“How long was I out for?” I asked, my voice dry and cracking. 

			“Six and a half hours. You’re in the ICU, and you’re going to be here awhile until they know you’ll be okay.”

			“How long is that?”

			My mother shrugged. 

			The nausea from the anesthesia replaced the terror of being unable to move. I was throwing up every ten minutes for hours. The vomit turned into nothing but neon yellow acid and it burned all the way from my stomach to my mouth. Because I couldn’t sit up, my mom and I developed a code phrase to alert her when the next wave was coming. I’d manage to moan, “Oh, no,” so she could quickly grab a trash bin and spare me the misery of vomiting on myself. I just turned my head and the warmth flowed over my cheek like lava.

			The nausea lasted for a day or so, abating finally around the same time the doctor came back in to see us. We had no idea what to expect. I was so nervous, I was shaking. Was he going to tell me I’d be spending the rest of my life in a wheelchair? He didn’t actually say much at all, just that I was now stable enough to go home. He explained that since I was in the full-body cast, an ambulance was the best option to get me there. 

			I’ll never forget the look on my mother’s face. It was a combination of terror and anxiety all squeezed into her eyes and brows. I knew an ambulance was out of the question, because we couldn’t afford that type of luxury. So I told my mother that I didn’t need the ambulance. She could take me home in a wheelbarrow, if it meant getting out of the hospital. 

			“I think we can do better than that,” she said, managing a smile.

			“Maybe an Amish buggy, Mom.”

			Her face seemed to relax some and she gave me a little smile. I didn’t want her to feel any pain emotionally because of all that had to be done for me now, stuff I used to do for myself. My parents were already doing everything they could for me. They spent thousands of dollars and sacrificed so much to help me. They’d already lost one son to leukemia, something we didn’t talk about much if at all, and everyone was scared. I wanted to make sure they knew I could handle it, that I was stronger than they thought I was.

			That’s when my mother gave our family friend Karen a call and arranged the pickup. Karen had a big, roomy van that I could comfortably ride in, which was good because I was ready to get the heck out of the hospital. Three days was long enough for me to be stuck in one room, although I wasn’t giving much thought at that point to the fact that it could very well turn into an apt description of the rest of my life. 

			When it was time to leave, four people had to lift me out of the bed because the cast was so massive and I couldn’t move in it. They eased me from the bed to a reclined wheelchair. Being rolled outside into the cold, brisk, wintery chill with a hint of snow in the air was a total shock, giving way to a painful ride home. Every bump we hit made me feel as if I had been jabbed by a knife in my leg. 

			It was great to be home, such a relief, but I was still stuck in bed. Same as the hospital, only more familiar. And my parents had to flip me over so I wouldn’t get bedsores on my butt, just like the nurses had done. 

			I couldn’t go to school and I really didn’t want to because the mammoth cast embarrassed me, made me feel like the helpless cripple I’d already been teased about when I had my braces and crutches. I spent my days in the living room, rotating every few hours from my back to my front again so I wouldn’t get bedsores. If I needed help or had to go to the bathroom, my mom gave me an old antique cowbell to ring so that I could call her. 

			One day maybe a month into my recovery I dropped the bell from the bed that had been placed for me in first floor living room, and it landed on a pillow on the floor. Man, I had to poop so badly! So I did what anyone else would try to do: get up enough to reach for the bedpan that was at the end of the bed toward my feet. I managed to slide to the edge of the bed and used my hands and arms to hold myself up using the couch and the bed, just as I would with crutches. But my left foot was fully cast all the way down to my toes and I had no traction, so I slipped and slid past the end of the bed, and the bedpan fell on the floor. 

			Oh boy…

			I looked the other way with anger, only to see the bathroom. A real toilet! If I could make it through the dining room and to the hall I could get there, never having imagined such a simple act would gain such monumental importance. It did, though, because this was something that I hadn’t done in over six weeks. 

			That’s it! I said to myself. I’m going to do this! 

			So I slid and crawled and slithered my way to the bathroom toilet. Twenty-five minutes later I was there, twenty-five minutes to cover all of twenty feet. I felt like the king of the world, rewarded with the best poop I ever had! It was also the best I’d felt in weeks, maybe months, given that it had been so long since I’d accomplished anything of note.

			And that trip across the first floor of my house was a big deal, believe me. We all take the little, most humdrum things for granted until we can’t do them anymore. I was starting to learn the lesson of finding solace in small victories and pleasures, crucial to recovering from such a serious operation or any major setback in life. I was learning that lesson the hard way as a boy instead of a man. And I carried it with me for years, all the way up to and through my training to become a Navy SEAL. 

			Maybe that day crawling and pushing myself across the floor was actually my first day of SEAL training, now that I think of it.

			After I was done, however, I took a look at the distance I traveled and knew I needed to get back in that bed in the living room before my mom got there or else I was going to be in big trouble. After twenty minutes I was totally fatigued. I just lay down on the hardwood floor, hoping to gain back some strength before it was too late. 

			Just then, my mom walked in and saw me on the floor.

			“What’s this? What happened?” she asked, looking more concerned than angry. 

			“I had to go to the bathroom. Don’t get mad.”

			“Did you hurt yourself?”

			“No.”

			“Then I’m not mad. But don’t even think about doing it again,” she said, positioning herself to hoist me back into my customary spot.

			Things went on uneventfully, until one day when my mom was washing my hair with the sink sprayer, because I couldn’t take a shower or get my body cast wet. She leaned me over a little too much to get the shampoo out of my hair, and I slipped back off the wheelchair. My legs went straight up in the air, and she let out a loud scream as my head fell right into our dog’s water dish. She looked at me, worried that I’d been hurt. 

			I just looked at her and said, “Well, at least my hair is washed!” 

			And we both smiled.

			I didn’t want my mom and dad to know how lousy I felt being cooped up all the time with no company other than the television. I figured they’d been through enough, having already lost one child, and neither complaining nor self-pity was going to help any of us. So whenever they asked how I was feeling, I always said fine and, more to the point, that I was improving even though it seldom felt that way when I couldn’t even move from my chest to my toes.

			I attended school from my bed. My friends brought over my schoolwork so I didn’t fall behind, but they never stayed long. I had an in-home teacher come in to make sure I was doing what I was supposed to. I hated the whole process. It was like doing homework all the time and I felt detached from the world, a prisoner. I began to lose interest in my schoolwork, along with any desire to learn anything. It was like the cast was holding my mind hostage as well, again giving me new appreciation for even more of the things I’d always taken for granted—yes, like school. And being able to play with my friends, or jumping on my bike, and riding to the park or playground. 

			I couldn’t jump anymore, or ride. Or even walk for that matter.

			I only paid attention to the subjects of English and history, because they interested me and even took my mind off my misery. As the weeks passed, I lost interest in those too, and being trapped in a cast, lying on a hospital bed in the living room, consumed all my thoughts. I started counting the days until the cursed thing would come off, then moved to hours and minutes. And, after two more months of being a prisoner in my own body, I went back to the hospital to get my cast off. I imagined them telling me I was healed, could picture the saw cutting through the now rank plaster to free me to live my life again. 

			Well, that didn’t happen. 

			A technician sawed off the cast in two pieces. When it came off, he found a few markers, some pencils, and a couple other things that I had pushed down inside to reach an itch. I took a look at my leg and lost my breath; it looked like a mummy in its sarcophagus. Yellow and crusty and my hairs were long and it looked like all of my muscles had withered away. It didn’t look like a leg, mine or anybody else’s. It looked like it belonged on a corpse.

			The nurses and the physician’s assistant took a washcloth and washed my leg to rid me of the stench that had settled in after so many weeks. I tried to lift my leg to move it up and out of the bottom half of the cast, but found I couldn’t move it at all.

			I was no stranger to pain, of course, but this was different because I’d let myself believe I’d been somehow magically healed. That the surgery, and the cast, had made me whole and normal again. But the pain was so bad I couldn’t stop wincing and grimacing. In that moment, I faced the real and even likely possibility that this was going to be my life. Always in pain, thanks to a leg that would never be anything more than a dead weight. I’d had so many dreams before, all of them replaced by a single dream of being normal again. Right then, even that dream was dashed.

			I’ll never forget that moment. Both of my parents had been able to get off work, filled with the same expectations I was, and now their palpable disappointment matched mine. It couldn’t get any worse. 

			Then the doctor came in and it did.

			 

			“Things didn’t progress as we’d hoped,” he said, surprising none 
of us.

			My parents and I waited for him to go on.

			“You’re going to need to use crutches and put absolutely no weight or pressure on the leg for six more months.”

			“And then what?” I managed to ask, through the thick clog that had formed in my throat.

			“You’re going to be better, fine.”

			“Are you sure this time?”

			“No, but I’m optimistic. We’re going to need to perform a second surgery…”

			Second surgery? Had I heard him right?

			“…in which we transplant some of the bone marrow from your right leg to your left. Our hope is it’ll form a solid bone structure that’s not there now and stop the deterioration process of the femur.”

			Second surgery, I repeated in my mind again, choking back tears.

			“How long?”

			I could tell he wanted to give me something more concrete, more reason for real hope than he was able to. “We won’t know until a few months go by.”

			That was the best he could do.

			 

			What You Can Learn from This…

			
					
1.	The road to success is long and arduous. If I focused on the big picture, I would lose heart and would have my doubts, but if I focused on the small tasks one step at a time, things were manageable. I had to set up short-term goals to reach long-term success.

					
2.	I realized I was different; I was not “normal.” Everyone feels different at some point in time; we are all different. That is what makes us unique.

					
3.	We all know life is not fair, it never will be. Learn to deal with it. Don’t blame others for the circumstances you are in; instead, change your attitude. What are you going to do about it? The old saying goes, “If God gives you lemons…then make lemonade.”
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