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  Psalm 34:18




  The Lord is close to the brokenhearted;
he rescues those whose spirits are crushed.
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  DEDICATION




  I dedicate this book in memory of my eldest and dearly loved son, Jorge Roberto. I wish life would have been so very different for both of us. We would have never conceived it would have unfolded the way it did. If only I could have stopped his pain, internal struggles, and the tragic events that he experienced. Oh, how I dream of going back and rescuing him from it all. I know there is nothing I can rescue him from at this point as God Himself has rescued him from his pain. I am greatly relieved, knowing that he no longer has need of anything! Yet my heart cries out. It cries out—




  Forgive me my son for failing you. I will treasure you in my heart and in my memories forever. You changed my life in every way my son. I will never forget you!




  As I review the pages of your life’s story, I’m convinced that your death wasn’t a loss nor was it in vain. On the contrary, your life has left us strengthened with a message of faith, hope and love. You changed our lives immeasurably, forever in so many ways. Your amazing ability to forgive so many of those who harmed you and your unwavering love towards us will never be forgotten. Your smile, oh that smile, which could light up the night’s sky. Your mere presence would bring us happiness the moment you would come near. You also showed us the consequences of taking wrong paths. We have learned from your mistakes and from the erroneous things you did.




  Through the story of your life, we saw the enlightened path that God creates for each of us to follow. We have learned from your constant battles. We saw the consequences of trying to live a life without Christ, in contrast we experienced the glorious results of one’s life where Jesus becomes Lord to reign supreme. First hand we saw the goodness of God and the reality that Jesus Christ is the only answer to life’s problems.




  My son, your life was like a blink of an eye compared to all of eternity. The struggles you faced and the lessons you learned are so common to many in this world and are now your gift to us because they were not in vain. Though it wasn’t your intent, your life taught us so much in such a short time. It instructed us to stay away from evil and sin of every shape and form because it will only bring destruction, pain, suffering, loss, and death.




  It is my honor and my gift to you, my son, to tell you that your life was not wasted. Your life was meaningful, relevant and fervently reminds us of the important things in life; things like family, unity, love, faith, and the importance of saying “no.” We are reminded to keep our hearts filled with forgiveness; to remain alert, to walk circumspectly, leaving nothing for the enemy to steal from us. We know now to give our all to Christ Jesus, the only One who loves us and was willing to give His life to save us from eternal damnation. He gives us His Spirit, peace, power, strength, and wisdom so we can live without regret and to die without fear. Thank you, Jorge. “Tu mamá te ama.” (Your mother loves you).




  
Chapter One


  HE’S GONE





   




  “He’s gone! He’s gone! Jorge is gone! He went to Heaven!” exclaimed the frantic caller late one Friday afternoon in March 2011. Suddenly, everything else faded away into a blur. I could not fully comprehend what I had just heard, yet somehow I knew what it meant. My heart suddenly gripped with the most excruciating and unspeakable pain, as though a knife had fiercely stabbed my heart. The pain, so pulsating and severe; I was unable to function, nearly catatonic for the next three days.




  A Week Before




  I was making final preparations for a surgical procedure I was to have at the hospital when I learned that my husband (George) and my son (Jorge) had experienced a disagreement over something. I was not fully aware of the nature of the disagreement, though I knew it was such that they were refusing to speak with one another. Immediately, I recognized that the disagreement between them was orchestrated by the master of division and destruction, Satan, the enemy of all mankind. I asked two of my closest friends and spiritual warriors to join me in a time of powerful prayer. I prayed—




  


  “I thank you Heavenly Father for the blood of your only Son Jesus Christ, who has redeemed us and given us access to you. By the power of your Holy Spirit, I proclaim to darkness, demons, principalities and dominions in the highest places, “NO MORE!” You have no authority to disrupt my life or the life of my son Jorge and my family this way. We are sons and daughters of God Almighty and the blood of Jesus covers us. I command you to back off! Back off! I say again, back off! You have no right! I say to you at this moment RELEASE MY FAMILY and MY SON! You cannot trespass on what has already been purchased by the Blood of Christ Jesus. He paid the price for our freedom and by virtue of what He did on the cross gives us peace. I will not allow you to destroy and disrupt my family. I am a child of God, and I am in Him (Jesus) and He (Jesus) is in me. You are not allowed to destroy my family. In the Name of Jesus, I have authority over you, and I command you to stop all lies, divisions and dissensions right now in my Lord Jesus Christ. You have no authority over our lives, Jorge belongs to God because of His covenant with me and is covered by the Blood of Jesus. I command you to leave now!” (This prayer was based on the following Scriptures: Mark 16:17; John 12-13; Ephesians 1:17-22, 6:10-17; and Hebrews 10:19-21.)




  I knew in my spirit that this disagreement was the latest scheme of Satan to destroy our hopes and dreams, tear us down, divide us, and cause us pain. He (Satan) is a liar and deceiver, always finding ways to hurt us and blame the Lord in Heaven for all the pain he has caused. (1 Peter 5:8)




  Later, that evening when I arrived home, I spoke with Jorge and asked him if he was going to come to the hospital and keep my husband company while I was in surgery. He told me he would see me at home when I returned from the hospital. He felt, after their disagreement, it would be better if he allowed some time to pass.




  Early the next morning as I left for the hospital, I still hoped he would reconsider and come with me. He didn’t. After my surgery, I kept my cell phone in hand, waiting for his call. Even in my delirium, I knew he wasn’t there. Suddenly my phone rang. It was Jorge. He asked me how I was doing. I told him that I was in a lot of pain. He told me that he loved me with all his heart. I repeatedly told him how much I loved him. Later that night he sent me a sweet text message that read “Goodnight Mama, I love you.”




  As a new day was breaking so did the excitement of going home. Jorge must have been excited too, because he called me many times that morning, asking me how I was feeling. With each phone call and text message we exchanged, we told each other how much we loved each other. Our excitement didn’t last, however, because the doctor decided to keep me at the hospital for another day.




  When I found out I wasn’t going home as planned, I asked Jorge if he was going to come visit me at the hospital. He told me that he had a terrible sore throat, and he said he needed to go to the doctor first to be sure that he wasn’t contagious. I told him to call me after his doctor’s appointment to tell me what the doctor said, and to see how he was feeling. Later that day he called me and told me that he had strep throat. The doctor advised him not to see me until he had antibiotics in his system for at least three days.




  The next morning I awoke with great anticipation of leaving the hospital. Despite the fact, I was barely able to walk and in a terrible amount of pain, I left the hospital and went home.




  “Finally, home at last!” I proclaimed.




  I spent the next two days in bed in such pain I even dreaded the thought of getting up to walk to the bathroom. Thankfully, my husband had taken the week off from work to care for me. As usual, I was talking to Jorge constantly, and we were, always concerned with how the other was doing, asking incessantly.




  Monday morning came, and I called Jorge around 9:30 a.m. and asked him if he was coming to see me. He told me “No, because…”, and he gave me an excuse. “You promised!” I insisted. In my heart I knew Jorge wanted to come see me, but something more was going on. He felt trapped in his problems, and he was also very conflicted about the words he had exchanged with my husband the day before my surgery. Finally, he told me, “Okay Mom, I am coming right now. I’m on my way, okay?” I was relieved to know I would see my son after what had seemed like many long days.




  He Finally Arrived




  About an hour later, he finally arrived. I was surprised to see him wearing a T-shirt and jogging pants that looked like pajamas. He was disheveled and visibly distressed. No sooner than we said hello and exchanged a hug and kiss, his eyes moved to the kitchen where he spotted the bottle of Hydrocodone I was taking for pain. He told me that the strength prescribed by my doctor was inadequate for the level of pain I was experiencing. According to him, I needed something stronger, and he proceeded to tell me the exact strength I should be taking (10-650 mg). Within a few minutes, he was already calling my doctor’s office and asking for a higher dosage of the prescription, saying that I was requesting due to the pain. I was very upset. I kept telling him to hang-up, but he ignored me and continued talking. Then I heard him give the phone number to his drugstore that was nearest to his home address to pick up the prescription.




  I got very angry with him when he did this; I felt it was disrespectful. In my heart, I knew what he had just done since he had just stopped taking Hydrocodone two weeks prior after a nearly nine-month addiction.




  I repeatedly told him “No, no, I don’t need anything else, Jorge.” I told him that I was going to call the doctor and cancel the order that he requested. I told him I wasn’t going to pick up that prescription because I didn’t need it. But I was in so much pain that I could barely move around. It was all I could do to stand, so I started to go back to the bed on my own.




  As I started to walk to my bedroom, I could hear him in the kitchen opening drawers. I asked what he was doing, and he said he was looking for a wine bottle opener that he knew I used many times while cooking. In great pain I didn’t pay any attention to what he was doing or saying as I struggled to get in bed to lie down. When I walked into the bedroom, I realized he had two glasses of white wine in his hands, one for him and one for me. He handed me the glass of wine and said, “Take it, Mom, it will make you feel better.” I said, “Jorge you are crazy! How am I going to drink alcohol when I am taking pain pills? Not to mention, why are you drinking this early in the morning?” He put the glass of wine on the table, helped me to get into the bed, and then got into bed with me.




  I will never forget when he put his head on my shoulder and told me “Mom, every cell of my body loves you.” I will hold those words tight for the rest of my life. He also said, “Mom, now I understand; now I can see clearly what the drugs did to me… now I know all the things they took from me.” I felt the pain and regret in his body. Everything within him was shaken by the awareness of this truth which made me utterly sad. My son was a very clean person, but I noticed that he had not taken a bath for days. I remember the smell of his hair as he put his head on my shoulder. It was that waxy smell one gets when they haven’t washed their hair for a while. He began to share with me that he couldn’t bear the pain of knowing that his “Mami” (my grandmother) had died. Though she had died many years before the reality of it all had finally set in. Telling me that even though he was completely off of Hydrocodone for two full weeks, the memory of her was haunting him. He could no longer suppress the memories and pain with drugs, alcohol or pain pills. He was suddenly awakened to the reality that she was “gone” and he couldn’t bear the pain of knowing it. Later in this book you will learn about Jorge’s relationship with his Mami, which was central in his life.




  At that moment, my husband came home. Jorge sat on the edge of the bed and said to me, “I have to talk to George.” He left the bedroom and met my husband at the door as he was coming in. They both went into my husband’s home office and closed the doors. After a few minutes, I managed to get up to join them, but I heard them in deep conversation. I knew that it was good for Jorge to talk to my husband, so I climbed back into bed. Due to the pain medication that I was taking, I fell asleep. I awoke a couple of times, heard George and Jorge still talking, then fell back asleep again. When I fully woke up, I was shocked to realize that 2 ½ hours had passed.




  Eventually, Jorge came to my room and told me that he had to go. I got up and followed him to the front door asking him why he wasn’t going to stay the night like he promised. He told me that he couldn’t, but that he would return the next day as he was going to bring me the bottle of the pain pills he had requested for me. Frankly, I was more concerned that he was leaving than about the pills.




  I said, “Please stay Hijo (Spanish for “son”), stay.” At that moment, we were at the front door of our house, and he was holding his beautiful Yorkshire Terrier, Bella. He said, “I have to go, mom, I have to go. I have to take care of a few things.” He softly kissed my cheek and left. That was the last time I saw my son alive.




  As the day turned into night, I drifted in and out of sleep. The following day was Tuesday, and strangely I did not hear from Jorge. Around 2:00 p.m. , I asked my husband if he had heard from Jorge. He said, yes, that Jorge had told him that he would be coming over. But we didn’t hear from him the rest of the day. My husband, George, found out that Jorge had picked up the Hydrocodone prescription. He was quite troubled by that news. But when he spoke with Jorge, my son told him that he was coming over later that afternoon with the medication. I didn’t feel very good that day, so I did not attempt to call him or text him. We both believed he was coming over later that day.




  Wednesday arrived, and I still felt very sick and was in a great deal of pain. The morning went by quickly as I slept and took my pain medication as prescribed. My husband was in and out of the house, taking care of some important matters as I rested. Around 3:30 p.m. I awoke to the ringing of my cell phone and as I looked, it was Jorge. I answered only to discover that he was in great anguish. He was speaking fast and telling me so many things at the same time that it confused and overwhelmed me.




  I had no idea what was going on as he began to complain incessantly. I became quite upset and begged him to stop. I asked him, “What’s going on Hijo? I said, you must take control of your problems because you are out of control. You have been overwhelming me with great distress since the day before my surgery and you have made this all about you. You have created nothing but chaos at a time when I need to rest and be at peace so I can heal properly.” He then yelled at me saying, “I’m ‘really’ going to kill myself now!” With that, he hung up on me.




  Soon after that he sent me a text that read, “Delete my number from your phone and George’s phone. Don’t contact me again. Forget about me!” Immediately I called my mom who was like another mother for my son; she had helped me raise him since I was living with my parents when he was born. My mother heard my agony, confusion, and pain. She advised me to turn my cell phone off. She said that I needed to take care of myself, and at this rate, Jorge was going to drive me insane. She said that it was very selfish of him to be causing me such trouble in my condition. She advised me not to call him, which I didn’t.




  Now, when I look back on that day, I see more clearly what was going on. He had been abusing Hydrocodone for nine months and suddenly stopped taking it just two weeks before. I grieve to this day for failing to understand the consequences of suddenly stopping Hydrocodone or other painkillers after taking higher doses than prescribed without proper supervision and treatment.




  Late that night, I drifted in and out of sleep, still heavily medicated due to the pain. I remember seeing the time on my clock—11:57 p.m. I was awake, in a foggy state, half asleep for the next two hours. I seemed to hear voices next to me repeating in unison, “Nothing is impossible for God. Nothing is impossible for God. Nothing is impossible for God.” Finally, I fell asleep sometime after 2:00 a.m.




  The following day was uneventful. I rested, trusting that everything would be okay. My husband did not speak with Jorge that day as he was focused on caring for me. All I did that day was sleep, trying to recover.




  As Friday morning arrived, I sent a text message to my son, asking if he was going to come over and stay for at least a few days through the weekend. I was still uneasy because I hadn’t heard from him in a couple of days. The hours passed, and I did not hear back from him at all that day.




  I had no idea that I would be facing the absolute worst moment of my life in just a few short hours. An emotional earthquake was going to strike with such ferocity that nothing in me could stand. This earthquake would not involve losing material possessions as I endured before in my native country Nicaragua. It wasn’t about losing social and economic status, friends, culture or my home country. No, this earthquake would bring devastation unlike any I had previously experienced.




  Around 3:30 p.m. that afternoon, Jorge’s best friend, called me to ask if I had heard from Jorge. I told him that Jorge got upset with me on Wednesday afternoon and that I hadn’t heard from him since. I tried to assure him that Jorge was probably okay. He was just having one of his typical fits when we disagree. But his friend was concerned that nobody had heard from him for two days, which was quite unusual for a social butterfly like Jorge. He said that everybody had been trying to reach him, but were unable to get any response. He said he was afraid something bad had happened. He asked me if someone had gone to Jorge’s house. I said, “No, I am in bed, and George is taking care of me.” He told me that he had a job interview that afternoon, but he was going to cancel it and go to Jorge’s house to check on him. I didn’t say anything to anyone, but I was fearful.




  Terror Has Come




  One hour later, my phone rang. This time the ring felt inexplicably different. When I answered, I was gripped with fear as I heard Jorge’s friend yell, “He’s gone! He’s gone! Jorge is gone! He went to Heaven!”




  I couldn’t understand anything else he said, between his crying, sobbing and talking. But I did hear him say, “He’s gone! Jorge is gone!” There it was, the earthquake with devastation unlike I had ever known. I had been through physical earthquakes, but nothing could prepare me for this. I couldn’t think. I simply couldn’t process what I was hearing. I didn’t want to hear what he was saying to me.




  I walked as fast I could to my husband’s office in our house. He was there alone. I was trembling so hard, shaking to my core. I handed the phone to him and said “It’s Jorge’s friend (Name Omitted).” I stood there and watched my husband’s face suddenly grow pale. He began to shake his head in shock. “What, are you sure?” he stuttered.




  Filled with every imaginable emotion, I can remember crossing the street, going to my friend’s house. I didn’t even think to put anything on my feet. I remember a gentle breeze softly hitting my face. For a split-second, I felt an unexpected peace in my heart. I sensed that my life moving forward would be forever changed. That moment was very surreal; one I will never forget. I rang and rang my neighbor’s doorbell relentlessly.




  When she opened the door, she said, “Are you okay Jessica? Are you in pain? Where is George? You have no shoes. Where is George? Jessica, what’s going on?”




  I somehow I managed to blurt out "My Jorge is dead!” She responded, “Oh Jessica, no! Where is George? Let’s go to your house.” Coming to the realization of what I had just said, I lost my ability to speak for the next three days.




  She walked me back home, holding my hand. As we made our way to the front door of the house, George came and met us. His face was indescribably different. My friend asked him, “George, what happened to Jorge?” At that moment, I instinctively hid behind her trying to protect myself from what I knew in my heart. I did not want to hear the words come out of his mouth as I knew they would be true.




  George whispered to her, "He’s dead!” Then she asked him, “Are you sure? Is it true?” George nodded his head. ”Yes,” he said softly.




  I barely remember the events of the next several days, except for a few small snapshots inside my head. I remember everyone making sure I stayed on my medication. They wanted to help me avoid serious complications from the surgery just one week earlier. They were also concerned I might experience a nervous breakdown or even a heart attack, because of the overwhelming emotional and physical pain I was experiencing having lost my dear child.




  At some point, I picked up my cell phone and opened my messages. I realized I had received a text from my son on Wednesday at 11:57 p.m. that read—“Get Bella.” I began to sob uncontrollably as I called out for Bella, the 11-month-old Yorkie that Jorge adored. All I could do was hold Bella in my arms and cry. Jorge had entrusted me with his most precious and only true possession. His text to me was to say, “I trust you Mom,” which I knew in my heart was his way of saying, “Goodbye.”




  My mother and my sister-in-law took the first flight they could catch out of Central America. They arrived in Houston on Sunday, March 13, 2011. Mom couldn’t wait to be with me. I wasn’t the only one losing a son; she was as well. Finally Jorge’s “two moms” could mourn his death together.




  

  
Chapter Two
THE EARLY YEARS





   




  To recall and write about these events is very emotionally difficult for me. I remember how amazing the period was when I lived in my parents’ house. Immediately it brings a smile to my face and happiness to my heart. Sometimes when I remember those days and realize that they are gone forever, it somehow stirs a sense of deep emotional conflict within my soul.




  It’s never easy when the trials and tribulations of life take you through the fire. Yet through the trials and in the fire I am able to more clearly understand the Scripture—




   




  “And we know that all things work together for good to those who love God, to those who are the called according to His purpose” (Romans 8:28 NKJV).




   




  Those early years brought no indication of our suffering and sadness that was to come. Our home, especially with Jorge with us, was a small slice of Heaven on earth. They were truly the best days of my son’s life and ours as a family. The word “family” is easy to pronounce, but sometimes difficult to maintain.




  My objective in writing this chapter and sharing these events is to emphasize how important it is that children are raised and nurtured in a loving God-centered home. My goal is to raise awareness of this vital area of our children’s lives.




  I have met so many people who carry deep emotional wounds, scars, severe pain and a dysfunctional sense of self. As my relationship with the Father God has grown deeper over the last 12 years, I have seen this with greater insight and clarity than any other time in my life. Many of the people I have met and talked to have been deeply wounded as children. It’s shocking to see how much emotional damage comes to a child or teen as a direct result of a lack of love and unity in the family.




  Our amazing God sees the family as something else. It’s a place of belonging, unconditional love, structure, service, safety and security. Sadly, many in our society have strayed far from this godly, loving plan and are reaping tragedy as the unintended consequence.




  My Early Life




  I adored being with my family. I was born in Managua, Nicaragua into a family with a high social status. Our family name was widely recognized, and we were blessed with a good life. But above all, the most important and essential part of our family was love. Love is such a small word to convey the feeling and emotion embodied within it. Sometimes the English language fails to describe what is truly in my heart.




  When I was 17 years old, I married Jorge’s father, also named Jorge. Because of the massive chaos our country was experiencing, many people were marrying very young. The first year we lived in my grandmother Mami’s house. Later we moved to my mother’s house; and afterward to a neighbor’s house who had fled Nicaragua for about six months. After being married for two years, our bliss faded quickly as my husband’s ideas of marriage and family didn’t agree with mine. We were two irresponsible teenagers, which did not help. Marriage is for adults. Shortly after that, I discovered I was pregnant. Meanwhile, my husband and I were separating. Our marriage had no potential because of his extreme irresponsibility.
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