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Dedication

This book is dedicated to all my fellow healthcare workers who lost their lives during the global coronavirus pandemic.

Your courage, sacrifice, and unwavering commitment to care will never be forgotten. You gave everything: sometimes at the cost of your own lives, to protect and heal others. May this book honor you.

I had a clear motivation to keep focused on my studies, which is fantastic! Keeping in mind the benefits of passing the Nursing Council Licensure Examination (NCLEX), such as the flexibility to work in travel nursing, per diem roles, or secure a permanent position, can really help maintain your determination. 

Choosing to study during the quieter hours of the night and on my days off likely requires strong time management and discipline. Were there specific study techniques or materials that I found particularly helpful during this time? Sharing those might inspire others in similar situations! My memory, my service, and the light I brought into the world, even in its darkest hours.
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Chapter One: A Calling Begins
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A Childhood Seed

At age five, I first experienced nursing care. I had been admitted to my local hospital, and the details of my illness were lessened by the care of the nurses, who were always kind. Hospitals can be intimidating places for children. I remember the long white corridors that seemed to stretch endlessly, the echo of shoes clicking on polished floors, and the strange mix of smells: antiseptic, rubber gloves, and the faint trace of cooked food wafting from the cafeteria. To me, it was a foreign world, one where adults spoke in hushed voices that I could not understand.

I do clearly remember the feeling of being in a strange place and feeling alone. At five years old, you do not yet have words for anxiety, but you think it all the same. I was small, vulnerable, and uncertain.

And then, the nurses came. The nurses stood for a sense of calm, reassurance, and kindness. They were like a calming presence in the storm. One leaned over and gently brushed my hair back from my forehead as she checked my temperature. Another crouched beside me, so our eyes met, smiling in a way that made the fear shrink just a little. She did not rush. She did not make me feel silly for being afraid. She stayed steady, calm, and present.

It wasn't their uniforms or stethoscopes that moved me; it was how they made me feel. Safe. Seen. Human. At five years old, I couldn't define “nursing.” But I knew this: I wanted to be like them.

A Dream That Never Let Go  

I later wanted to pursue a career in nursing. While other children’s dreams shifted with the seasons, mine remained steady: astronaut, singer, firefighter, teacher. When asked what I wanted to be when I grew up, I did not hesitate: a nurse. It was not a phase or something I stumbled into later in life. It was a seed planted in childhood, watered by memory, and strengthened by time. Nursing was not just an interest. It was a call. By the time I was old enough to choose a career path, there was no question on my mind. My future was set.

A Book for Nurses and Dreamers

If you are reading this, perhaps you’re a nurse yourself. You’re working in your home country, wondering if you have what it takes. You may be balancing personal feelings and professional duties.   Or you are simply curious about what it means to build a life and a career across oceans.

This book is for you.

It is part memoir, part guide, and part love letter to the nursing profession. It’s an honest account of the challenges I faced: the paperwork, the exams, the loneliness of starting over. But it's also about the rewards: the joy of helping families, the richness of cultural diversity, the freedom of finding balance, and the beauty of building a new life under the California sun.

London: Walking Into the Dream

In October 2002, after years of study, I stepped onto a London ward for my very first shift as a newly qualified nurse. My parents were proud as I graduated from South London University with my nursing degree.

I can still feel the mixture of emotions that flooded me that morning. Pride, because I had finally made it. Terror, because suddenly everything I had learned in the classroom had to be applied in real life. Excitement, because I was stepping into the role I had dreamed about since childhood.

The uniform felt stiff, the starched fabric unfamiliar against my skin. My ID badge bounced lightly with each step, a small but powerful reminder that I now belonged here. My hands trembled just slightly as I reached for supplies, and I prayed that no one noticed.

The ward buzzed with activity: monitors beeping, phones ringing, the steady rhythm of nurses walking briskly from room to room. The smell of antiseptic hit me stronger than ever before, a sharp reminder of both sterility and the responsibility that came with it.

I’ll never forget my first patient She was an older woman with silver hair and a frail frame, but her eyes sparkled with life. As I leaned in to check her pulse, my nerves must have shown. She smiled knowingly, patted my wrist, and said softly, “First day, love?”

I nodded, embarrassed, but her kindness disarmed me. That small gesture, her reassurance to me, reminded me of something I have carried ever since: nursing isn’t a one-way street. Yes, we bring care to our patients. However, they often give back to us, grounding us, teaching us, and reminding us of humanity at the heart of our work. During my gynecology rotation, I recall being told on a busy day, if I make it through this day I have the makings of a good nurse.

The Call to Midwifery

Three years later, in 2005, I expanded my practice and became a qualified midwife. If general nursing had shown me the breadth of human vulnerability, midwifery revealed its depth.

There is something sacred about standing beside a woman in labour. It is a space where science and spirit collide, where clinical skill must meet compassion in equal measure.

My strong faith also guided me in my career in nursing and midwifery. Exodus 1:21 NKJV

“And so it was, because the midwives feared God, that he provided households for them.” 

Certain deliveries proceeded efficiently, with a generally relaxed and calm atmosphere prevailing.   Others stretched into endless hours, filled with exhaustion, doubt, and tears. My role wasn’t only to check vitals or manage pain relief, although those tasks were important. My role was to stand in the gap when fear threatened to overwhelm, to whisper encouragement, to remind each woman of the strength she already carried within her.

I remember one young mother vividly. She gripped my hand so tightly I thought my fingers might bruise. During contractions, tearful, she repeatedly whispered, “I can’t do this.”  Her voice broke with fear.

I stayed beside her, breathing with her, whispering back: “You are doing it. Your body was made for this. You are stronger than you know.

When she finally held her baby, she said, “I did it.”

That moment taught me something profound. Nursing and midwifery are not about swooping in as saviors. They are about presence. Sometimes the most powerful thing we can do is stand beside someone until they discover their own strength.

Lessons from London

London itself was a teacher. On any given shift, I cared for patients from every imaginable background: African, Caribbean, Turkish, Greek, South Asian, Middle Eastern, Eastern European. Some spoke fluent English. Others spoke almost none. Some brought traditions influencing their birth and healing practices.
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