
        
            
                
            
        


		
			
				[image: 236143.jpg] 

			

			
				[image: 236146.jpg] 

			

		


		
			[image: 236175.png] 

		


		

			A POST HILL PRESS BOOK

			 

			The Road Ahead:

			Inspirational Stories of Open Hearts and Minds

			© 2017 by Jane Seymour

			All Rights Reserved

			Represented by Licensing Matters Global, Inc.

			 

			ISBN: 978-1-68261-463-1

			ISBN (eBook): 978-1-68261-464-8

			 

			Cover art by Tricia Principe, triciaprincipedesign.com

			 

			Cover photo by Charles Bush

			 

			Interior Design and Composition by Greg Johnson/Textbook Perfect

			 

			New media reinterpretation of photographs taken by Jane Seymour in Ibizia and Nova Scotia in 2017, exclusively for use in The Road Ahead, utilizing the advanced image processing software “Waterlogue” by Tinrocket, LLC.

			 

			No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the written permission of the author and publisher.

			 

			[image: 236077.png] 

			 

			Post Hill Press

			New York • Nashville

			posthillpress.com

			Published in the United States of America

		


		
			 

			To my loving family who are always there for me. 

			 

			To Cheri, Rachel, Susan, Mark, and my entire support team, thank you all for your loyalty and encouragement.

			 

			To David for all his loving and selfless support.

			 

			To the fans for your endless courage and inspiration.

			 

			To my mother, Mieke, who inspired us all to live 
with an Open Heart.

		


		
			Contents

			Acknowledgments

			Foreword by Kim Campbell

			Introduction

			 

			Part One

			Surviving Illness and Other Challenges

			Follow Your Dreams

			Don’t Take a Single Second for Granted

			Making a Difference with My Difference

			Giving from the Heart Gives to the Soul

			Take the Next Step

			Nothing Will Deter Me

			Making Someone Smile

			Facing Struggles with Grace

			Running to Help Others

			One Path Ends and Another Begins

			Surviving Abuse

			My Heart Is Open to Everyone

			A Lifetime of Self-Healing

			Spreading Awareness and Hope

			There Is Still So Much to Do

			Painting Has Saved My Life

			I Won’t Quit My Fight

			Asking for Help Is a Sign of Strength

			Finish Your Race

			A Community of Support and Information

			Overcoming Chronic Pain

			Stones in a Jar

			The Power of Words

			There Is Still Love in His Smiles

			Becoming Purpose Driven

			Creating Opportunities

			 

			Part Two

			Families Come in Different Shapes and Sizes

			Transforming a Child’s Life and Helping the Family and Community

			Staying in Touch

			Caregiving

			I Am Who I Am Because of My Family

			My Adopted Grandma

			Family of the Heart

			The FIRM Believers Club

			We Hug and We Cry

			Sharing My Life and Open Heart

			Providing a Helping Hand

			Caring for Others

			Helping Others Communicate

			Donating an Organ

			The Grace of a Swan

			Change One Little Thing for the Better

			Never Give Up on Anything

			Love, Forgive, and Move On

			Generosity and Compassion

			Journeying Through an Open Heart in Search of My Words

			 

			Part Three

			Moving Past a Family Crisis

			Be Open and Share Your Story

			Just Keep Putting One Foot in Front of the Other

			Learning the Art of Grieving

			Helping Others Overcome Loss

			The Shared Bond of Bereavement

			Passing on Dad’s Wisdom

			Trying to Save Even One Life

			A Journey of Loss and Restoration

			 

			Part Four

			The Strength of Children and Their Parents

			Exceptional Minds for Exceptional Kids

			Showing Endless Love to My Hero

			A Child’s Smile

			Focus on What Can Be Done

			A Miracle and Blessing

			Celebrate the Little Things

			One Day at a Time

			Unconditional Love

			 

			Part Five

			Faith

			Life Is Too Short

			I Am Here to Help Others

			The Power of Prayer and Positive Thinking

			Lighten Your Own Burden

			A Small Group of Strangers Became Family

			A Cinderella Story

			There’s No Blood Between Us Except the Blood of Jesus

			With God’s Help

			Sisters Through an Orphanage

			Love Is the Best Christmas Present

			God’s Joy

			God Loves Everyone

			 

			Part Six

			From Suffering to a Cause

			Random Acts of Kindness

			Keeping My Daughter’s Dream Alive

			Open to Possibilities, Not Limitations

			The Baby Ring

			Building a Support System for Caregivers

			More Than a Place to Stay—A Community

			The Impossible

			A Bionic Teacher Passionate About STEM

			In Honor of Young Heroes

			 

			Part Seven

			Self-Exploration and Survival

			When You Are Falling, Dive Instead

			Learning a New Language by Listening to the Radio

			The Road to Freedom

			Fostering A Dog Gave Me a Purpose

			Journey to Forgiveness

			 

			The Open Hearts Foundation

			About the Author

		


		
			Acknowledgments

			Paula Allen

			Kim Campbell

			Debra Englander

			Sally Frankenberg

			Annie Gould

			David Green

			Cheri Ingle

			Greg Johnson

			Susan Nagy Luks

			Susan Madore

			Mark Matheny

			Jeff Palmer

			Rachel Woods

			Anthony Ziccardi and our friends 
at Post Hill Press

			To all the dedicated fans who have contributed 
from around the world who continue to inspire me 
by sharing their Open Heart journeys!

		


		
			Foreword 

			I have always thought of myself as being very self-sufficient. When people would ask if they could help me do something, I’d say, “No thanks. I’ve got it.” I felt like I had superhuman energy and that it took less time to do things myself than to explain what I wanted or needed to someone else. I thought I had everything under control and didn’t really need anyone’s help.

			That mentality quickly changed when my husband Glen was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. I found myself becoming overwhelmed, exhausted, isolated, and depressed. I had no idea where the road ahead would lead, what kind of obstacles we might face, how long the journey would be, or if I had the strength to take it. I feared we could lose our friends, our freedom, and our future. I thought it was the end of the road for both of us, but Glen was the exact opposite. 

			Maybe it was the Alzheimer’s that removed his fear and apprehension, but Glen simply seemed to have a pure and almost childlike excitement about living and enjoying life. He had an incredible sense of humor and was able to laugh at himself and find humor in every circumstance. When it came to facing almost any difficulty, he did it with confidence as if it was no big deal. If he saw a speed bump in the road, he would just go around it. I did my best to mirror his optimism because I didn’t want him to be afraid. I knew that if he sensed my fear, it would bring him down with me, so I was determined to be strong for him.

			Glen’s producer, Julian Raymond, approached actress Jane Seymour and her then husband, filmmaker/actor James Keach (Walk the Line), and told them that Glen was getting ready to do a five-week tour to promote his new album after telling the world that he had just been diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. Julian felt that Glen’s courage and musicianship should be recorded for posterity before it was too late, and he implored Jane and James to consider having their company, PCH Films, document the tour. 

			Glen and I were already fans of Keach’s filmmaking after seeing how he treated Johnny Cash’s story with such dignity, respect, and sensitivity. We trusted him to do the same for us. Intrigued with the idea of a “rockumentary” about Glen’s last tour under the shadow of Alzheimer’s disease, James and his partner, Trevor Albert (Groundhog Day), watched every movie they could about Alzheimer’s. Independent of each other, they both came to the same conclusion: they didn’t feel that a movie about Alzheimer’s could reach a wide audience. There was no hope, no cure, and no upside to the story. The subject matter was just too depressing. Despite this, they agreed to meet with us.

			Julian set up a day for us to visit Jane and James at their Malibu estate. I’ve met a lot of celebrities in my lifetime, but for some reason I felt a little nervous to be meeting this power couple. I also felt nervous for Glen, considering that his illness and short-term memory loss made meeting new people a little challenging. 

			As we settled into their living room to chat, Jane reassured Glen and me that opening our hearts and letting people know what we were dealing with would give people permission to ask questions and offer help. 

			While we were talking, Jane’s and James’s teenaged son Johnny walked through the room carrying a guitar. Glen stopped him and said, “Hey, I play guitar. You want me to show you something?” Johnny said, “Sure,” and handed Glen the guitar. Glen shredded an incredible solo as Johnny watched in awe. Glen handed the guitar back to him as if to say, “And that’s how you do it, son.” Johnny took the guitar back as if it had turned to gold through the Midas touch of Glen’s fingers and retreated into his bedroom with a big smile on his face.

			Glen spoke about his desire to educate and raise awareness about Alzheimer’s and the need to find a cure. He was honest, sweet, loving, and very funny. He knew what he was up against and where the disease would ultimately take him, but he was not going to let it rob him of enjoying the present. He wanted to continue living his life, doing what he loved with the people he loved.

			It wasn’t long before Johnny walked through the room again with the same guitar in hand. Once more, Glen said, “Hey, I play guitar. You want me to show you something?” “Sure?” said Johnny, somewhat perplexed, as he handed Glen the guitar for the second time. Glen shredded yet another incredible solo and handed the guitar back to Johnny. Everyone was amazed as Alzheimer’s manifested itself right before their eyes. Glen’s short-term memory was clearly failing, but his musical memory was fully intact.

			After meeting Glen and the rest of our family, James and Jane told us that the way they viewed Alzheimer’s had changed dramatically. They began to imagine a documentary very different from any other film on the topic. Glen’s positive energy, optimism, courage, sense of humor, and determination had inspired them, and they decided they wanted to tell his story. 

			When Glen publicly announced he had Alzheimer’s, we received an outpouring of love and encouragement unlike anything we could have imagined! Every show was completely sold out and offers to do more shows kept pouring in. What started out as a five-week tour turned into almost two years and 151 sold-out performances.  

			Taking care of Glen on the road was very challenging, to say the least. I quickly learned there was no way I could handle everything by myself. When someone would ask if they could help, I opened my heart and said, “Yes!” The more I said yes, the more love I experienced, and the more friends I made. 

			None of us truly knows what lies ahead on the road before us, but I have learned that living with an open heart means you don’t have to walk the road alone. As one of the 15 million caregivers caring for a loved one with dementia, I know how much we need one another’s support, encouragement, and inspiration. 

			The road ahead for me is paved with purpose. I have made it my mission to improve the quality of life for people with dementia and their caregivers by launching CareLiving.org, a website designed to inspire, encourage, and empower caregivers to care for themselves while caring for others. With a host of guest writers, specialists, musicians, doctors, and other caregivers, CareLiving is poised to become the go-to source of hope and progress for caregivers worldwide by raising awareness through social media, events, education, and real-world actions.

			The Road Ahead is a collection of essays by people who have blazed a trail through trials, hurdled over challenges, navigated through treacherous circumstances, and turned adversity into advocacy in order to help others. Their examples shine like a light to make the journey safer and easier for those walking in their footsteps.

			 

			Kim Campbell

			 

			Kim Campbell was the wife of country and pop music star Glen Campbell and founder of CareLiving.org. She and Glen were married for 34 years; he died in August 2017. Their three children—Cal, Shannon, and Ashley—are all musicians following in their father’s footsteps. 
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			Introduction

			Life is full of changes, some expected and many more unexpected. You’re likely to struggle as you adjust to change, especially if it is unexpected and big. Whether it is something mundane, such as starting a new job or a new school, or a more significant event, such as illness, divorce, or even the loss of a loved one, you must find a way to reset. It may take time and there will be days when you want to stay under the covers and hide but eventually, you will get up and start again. 

			Looking back and asking, “why me?” gets tiresome quickly—for you and the people around you. I simply won’t ask this question nor should you! You must let go and get past whatever has happened or is bothering you and instead say, “Now I will do….” Looking at your road ahead is much more empowering than making excuses or hanging onto feelings about something that occurred when you were a child. No one ever said life would be perfect so when things change, you need to be open-minded and open-hearted and embrace the “new” future.

			From my work with the Open Hearts Foundation, in partnership with Kay Jewelers, I have met and spoken with hundreds of people who have overcome difficult situations and, in fact, turned their hardships into ways to help others and make positive changes in the world. Each year the Open Hearts Foundation recognizes achievements in various areas including health, education, arts, and sports, from many, many worthy applicants.

			This book features essays from some people who have been recognized by the Open Hearts Foundation, along with many others who exemplify its message of finding ways to prevail over illness or adversity, not just for themselves, but as a way to support and comfort others. For example, Andrea Rizzo lost her only daughter in a drunk-driving accident, but ended up fulfilling her daughter’s dream by starting a foundation of providing dance therapy to schools and hospitals. Jesse Billauer was a champion surfer until he became paralyzed. Not only did Jesse go on to invent equipment that allows paralyzed people to go surfing, he continues to surf and travels around the world, encouraging others who face physical challenges. Lori Ames gave up her job at a high-powered book publicity company after her son Robert was diagnosed with a brain tumor. She started her own publicity firm to allow her more flexibility during her son’s treatment and now does work for the Children’s Brain Tumor Foundation and The Michael Magro Foundation, two organizations that helped her son in his recovery. Mary Ann Marino was born with spina bifida, endured years of pain and hospitalization, and later had a leg amputated. But she explains, “If I’ve learned one thing above all it’s that reaching out to others, whether for help or to offer your own help, is the only way to begin to answer the question—why me?”

			The difficulties faced by the contributors in The Road Ahead include destructive and abusive relationships, serious illnesses, loss of loved ones, and more. As you read these essays, you’ll learn that the authors accomplished far more than they could ever have imagined if their lives hadn’t suddenly changed. When you remain on one path for your whole life, you can’t grow. Many of us are afraid of change but only by facing unexpected challenges and interacting with other people can you continue to grow and experience positive and wonderful adventures.

			My mother was in a Japanese internment camp during World War II and her attitude had a tremendous influence on me. Despite unbelievable suffering and sorrow, she maintained a positive outlook. While in the camp and throughout her life, she tried to assist people who were worse off than she was. She taught me to live in the moment and connect with people and offer to help them.

			Think out of the box. If you care about someone, you can help. You can work to organize a nonprofit. You can write, paint, or create something. You have to learn to express yourself in a way that allows you to be happy in your own skin and also have a purpose. I’m an actress and an artist; I don’t know what your gift is. Think about what you can share with the world that is unique to you. Everything is fluid. The world moves, your health moves, your relationships move; we aren’t meant to be still. You can learn to adapt and use change to your advantage. You can find joy, purpose, compassion, and empathy—the essential emotions of the human experience.

			There is no perfect way to act. You should be authentic. Be the real you. Be your own best! If you try to do your best, you will feel good about yourself. Stop saying, “I could have done better.” Instead, ask what you can learn from this experience to be better in the future. Smile. Do your best. Cheer on others. And just like the open heart symbol of giving and receiving, if you can love and feel good about yourself, then you will love others and in turn, find purpose for your life. 

			I hope you find inspiration in these people and their stories. I know that they have inspired me.

			 

			Jane Seymour
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			Part One

			Surviving Illness 
and Facing Challenges

			None of us knows when we or someone we love will be diagnosed with a major illness or be severely injured in an accident. Life is completely unpredictable and people don’t know how they will cope or adjust when they face the unexpected. It is hard to imagine the “new” journey but these stories share a common theme. They show that accepting and never giving up is the definition of a life well lived. Happiness gained by helping others gives us purpose. Purpose gives up hope and love. Living in the moment and appreciating what we have, indeed counting our blessings is key.
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			Follow Your Dreams

			I was an athletic kid and by the time I was age seventeen, I was a top 100 surfer. I knew I wanted to be a professional surfer and I was looking forward to the future. But everything changed on March 25, 1996. It was a beautiful morning and I went surfing just like I did most mornings. Usually, I went by myself but on this day, I was with friends. A wave knocked me back and I hit a sandbar. I couldn’t get up and I was lying face down in the water. I called my friends for help but they thought I was just goofing around. Finally, when my best friend came over, I told him he had to keep my head out of the water because I was really hurt and I was going to drown.

			I was carried out of the water and a lifeguard put a neck brace on me; I was taken by helicopter to the hospital. The next thing I knew I was strapped into a contraption with tubes in and out of my body. I had a severe spinal cord injury, and I was a quadriplegic.

			It was tough at first. I was used to doing whatever I wanted and traveling around the world. Suddenly, I was dependent on others 24/7. I had a choice: I could stay in my wheelchair and feel sorry for myself. Or I could take a more optimistic view and do what I wanted to do with my life. Initially, I was sad and spent some time wondering why this happened to me. I thought that bad things happen to bad people, not someone like me. But somehow, I knew that I had to slow down and think about my life. I almost dropped out of high school but the principal was very supportive and I graduated with my friends. I still think about where I would be if I were still walking. But I can’t dwell on what I can’t do. I have to focus on what I can do. 

			I knew that I wanted to get back to surfing. It took about three years because I had to find the right equipment and tools, because no one was helping disabled people surf back then. But once I got back into the water, I thought how good I felt and I knew that I wanted to give this feeling to other people. 

			That was the beginning of Life Rolls On, but I didn’t know that the organization would grow to where it is today. At first, we held one event and that led to more and more events around the country. Now we have about 100 people with various disabilities and 300 volunteers participating at every event. It just grew on its own. We built up a big volunteer base, which makes it a lot easier. We find sponsors to underwrite the events. It’s important to find sponsors that will commit to multi-year sponsorships so that the events will be ongoing. I wouldn’t want to hold a one-time-only event. We can’t grow too fast. We don’t have a huge infrastructure and we need to find the right people who are dedicated to the activities. I’ve given our playbook to people overseas so they can start similar programs. It wouldn’t be fair for them to have to wait for Life Rolls On. Maybe at some point, we’ll partner with them.

			Having an injury like mine is an emotional roller coaster, both for the patient and his or her family. I give speeches and I also talk to newly injured people at rehab hospitals. There are many more opportunities now than when I had my accident twenty-one years ago. I know these patients are lost and scared; if I give them a little bit of hope, that’s great. I am grateful for the people who visited me in the hospital and gave me hope.

			In some ways, the wheelchair makes it easier for me. It is a visible sign of my injury and opens doors because people will ask me how they can help. But there are many people who are suffering whose problems aren’t obvious but they can still use your help. When you volunteer, you’ll meet all sorts of people and these experiences can change your life. 

			The most important message I have for anyone coping with an illness or disability is to follow your own dreams, not those of your friends or parents. You should always have something to look forward to or you’ll always be stuck in the same place. If you follow your heart and your mind, you can accomplish whatever you want. Figure out what you’re passionate about and then everything else will fall in place.

			—Jesse Billauer, World Champion Quadriplegic Surfer and Life Rolls On Founder & Executive Director/CEO, liferollson.org

			 

			Don’t Take a Single Second for Granted

			My name is Krystal and in 2002, at the age of twenty-two, I survived a twenty-six-hour brain surgery at The Ohio State University Hospital. After going through such a challenge, I have learned not to take a single second for granted. I have learned to keep a balance in my life and to inspire others to do the same. I developed my own website to share my story, my affiliation with the American Brain Tumor Association, and to offer support and awareness to others. This year, 2017, will mark fifteen years of being a survivor! 

			—Krystal Patterson

			 

			Making a Difference with My Difference

			Born with a purple port wine stain birthmark that covers half of my face, I’ve always known what it means to stand out. Growing up, I had to quickly get accustomed to people constantly making comments about my appearance and staring my way. My mom often tried to block me from seeing strangers whose gazes lingered longer than they ought to. Yet, at the age of five, when she couldn’t block a stranger’s stare, I remember her telling me, “I know what they’re doing is rude and unkind. But, what if they’re having one of the worst days of their life and you smile at them? Maybe you’ll be the only one to smile at them today, and maybe you’ll make a friend.” Her response in that situation prepared me for a lifetime of people staring and making comments. This moment helped me prepare for many situations that would come in the future.

			Three years ago, someone stole my image on Facebook and turned me into an unkind meme. I was turned into an internet, nameless, spotlight attraction—which went viral to over 30 million people around the world. They say a picture is worth a thousand words, yet thousands of strangers were adding their fictional thousands of words next to my image. There were thousands of comments, and I found myself reading over 30,000 of them. Strangers around the world came together in unison, agreeing that my beauty was nonexistent, and that I’d, “better meet a plastic surgeon soon who can fix that.”

			Processing all that I saw and read, for the first time in my life, I realized how different I must look compared to the majority of society and how misunderstood my condition is. For the first time in my life, I saw myself through the eyes of thousands of strangers, questioning my appearance.

			After this happened, I initially had some incredibly dark days. My confidence was depleted, and for every single day for the last three years, I haven’t forgotten that I look different and I haven’t forgotten my unique appearance. 

			Thankfully, I have had amazing friends who support me. Several weeks after going viral, one friend called me with concern. She knew I was struggling, that I was in a dark place. She knew that my struggle, emotions, and the process of healing mattered and were valid—but she also knew the importance of keeping me accountable, reminding me of who I was in the moments I forgot. Talking on the phone, she reminded me that I had a choice, “At this point you need to decide which Crystal you’re going to be. Are you going to be the ‘overcomer Crystal,’ or the ‘self-pity Crystal?’ Either is fine, and you get to choose. But as a friend, I need to know so I can better support you.” In that moment, my friend couldn’t turn the light on for me, but she did help me remember which wall the light switch was on and that I had the power to change my scenery by the flip of a switch.

			Yet, while I’ve only been able to see one puzzle piece at time during this journey, I also know that God can see the whole puzzle. There is more than I can see. There is a bigger picture. In that moment, I can use my story to help others. After my friend called me, I created a “God-sized dream board” to help me focus on the big picture of life ahead of me, but also to remember that God had hope and a plan for my future; my story wasn’t over just yet.

			Now I do public speaking in schools, churches, youth groups, and hospitals. I recently spoke to students in Taiwan. I keep busy with my writing; I’ve completed several children’s books. While there hasn’t been a day since going viral when I haven’t forgotten the purple hue on my face, I choose to let this empower me—knowing that I can keep making a difference with my difference.

			As a speaker and writer, I often hear from other people with similar birthmarks. I’ve heard from women who were put in makeup by the age of two by their own mothers, and women who are forced to wear makeup to bed because their husbands don’t want to wake up to “see that.” Many people write to me—birthmark or not—sharing that they wish they had the courage to also share their stories, but that they don’t have a voice. But that’s where they’re wrong. 

			It took me nearly twenty years and my photo going viral to realize I had a voice. But here’s the thing—we have the power to stick up for what is right; we have the power to stick up for others and more importantly, for ourselves.

			We all have a voice, but we often forget that not every voice is the same. What you have to say, however you want to say it, is important. Use your words. Speak them, write them, blog them, YouTube them, put them to a melodious tune. Create that piece of art, shoot that photo series. Whatever way you communicate best—do it. What you have to say is important, and people will listen. Write that book, sing that song. You have a story to tell. 

			—Crystal Hodges, crystalhodges.com

			 

			Giving from the Heart Gives to the Soul

			I have a rare disease called transverse myelitis that has left me bedbound most days. I need a wheelchair to get around but I cannot let this crippling disease stop me from helping others. Each and every day I reach out on several social media sites to assist those in need, whether it is to help a homeless family to find furniture and clothes for their new home or to collect and distribute items for my annual food pantry. Every day of the year I fulfill needs that others have, and I am the owner/administrator of Hometown Heroes, my local charity. Just because my body is slowly becoming paralyzed doesn’t mean I don’t have a purpose, and my purpose is to help others each and every single day, anyway I possibly can. If I can’t find the way, I find the right people who can. Giving from the heart gives to the soul.

			—Anonymous

			 

			Take the Next Step

			Life changed unexpectedly for us on a cold, snowy day in January 1986. Dan, the love of my life and the father of our three children, was hit by an out-of-control car on a snowy canyon road. Suddenly, in an instant, life changed. This wasn’t the, “Oh, I am having a bad day” kind of bump in the road. This was, “My life train just derailed!” leaving in its wake a scene of carnage and pain. The track that I was on ended at that moment and I was forced to create a new path for our life journey. I had to pull the pieces from the wreckage that could be salvaged and move on. I wasn’t even sure what the next few hours would look like, let alone a new life path. Somewhere deep inside, I found the strength to take the next step, and started to assemble a new life track from the figurative pieces of twisted metal and glass shards. 

			Yes, it was painful. There were buckets of tears and a cargo full of fear that slowed me on the path to my new destination, but I knew I had to keep going. Even if I couldn’t see the end result, I had faith that God would take care of me if I continued to press forward. I wanted nothing more than to have Dan wake up from his coma, and walk out of the hospital back to the life that we had known. But that was not to be. God had a different plan for us, a plan that would cause us to stretch and to grow along the way. God knows our abilities more than we know ourselves, and we just needed to move forward, trusting in Him even though the end result was not in sight. I was blessed as I trusted God and watched His miracle unfold. First, Dan opened his eyes, and then he started to perspire and was able to maintain his own body temperature. He was completely paralyzed, but we watched as he started to move the left side of his body, and then the right. Slowly and surely he progressed until he was off life support, able to breathe on his own. After several months, he could even walk with assistance!



OEBPS/Images/part1_fmt.jpg





OEBPS/Images/236146.jpg





OEBPS/Images/236143.jpg





OEBPS/Images/238252.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
Inspirational
Stories of
Open Hearts
& Minds

—

"“JANE SE'

Foreword by Kim Campbell, wife of Glen Campbell






OEBPS/Images/intro_fmt.jpg





OEBPS/Images/236175.png
Inspirational
Stories of
Open Hearts
& Minds

Co=Ee 9

JANE SEYMOUR





OEBPS/Images/236077.png





