
[image: Images]


            
                Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

                

                Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.

            

            
            	CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP

            

            
               Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.

            

    
Advance Praise for Warrior Mom by JJ Virgin

(Previously published as Miracle Mindset)

“So many of us live in fear of something terrible happening to one of our loved ones and wonder if we’d find the strength to survive in the face of tragedy. JJ faced the unimaginable with her son with grace and bravery, and in Miracle Mindset she shows how each of us can tap into our hidden strength when we need it most.”

—Patty Aubery, coauthor of Chicken Soup for the Christian Soul and president of Jack Canfield Companies

“In Miracle Mindset, JJ shares a side of herself that her readers haven’t seen before—vulnerable, brave, and yet wholly relatable. Mothers will see themselves in JJ as she fights for her son’s life, and readers will gain strength from JJ as they watch her do the impossible. This book is about facing your worst nightmare with courage, faith, and forgiveness. JJ Virgin isn’t afraid to tell you the truth about her own hard times and how she got through them.”

—Sara Gottfried, MD, New York Times bestselling author of The Hormone Cure and The Hormone Reset Diet

“What would you do if you weren’t afraid? As someone who has faced numerous adversities in my life, not knowing where I would get the strength or courage to make it through, JJ’s words from Miracle Mindset are the ones I wished someone had said to me. JJ has inspired me to stay strong, take more chances, and show up in my own life. Everyone should read this book!”

—Cynthia Pasquella-Garcia, founder of the Institute of Transformational Nutrition

“Chances are you will experience trauma in your life. There’s good news—you don’t have to be held back by what happened to you. There IS another way. JJ Virgin’s Miracle Mindset is a story of hope, inspiration, and paves a way to turn any trauma into power.”

—Mastin Kipp, life interventionist and bestselling author

“Miracle Mindset is a book about tragedy and triumph, hard work, dedication, and a mother whose lifetime of service helped save her son from certain death. JJ Virgin shows exactly what it takes to step up in the hardest times and come out stronger.”

—Daniel G. Amen, MD, founder of Amen Clinics and coauthor of The Brain Warrior’s Way

“In a time when so much of what we see and read can be discouraging, JJ Virgin is a reminder of the very best we human beings have to offer: honesty, strength, and the willingness to step up and fight for the people we love.”

—Amy Myers, MD, author of New York Times bestsellers The Thyroid Connection and The Autoimmune Solution

“We hear a lot about how the hardships we face in life make us stronger, and JJ Virgin proves this to be true. She teaches us that facing our challenges head-on brings out the best in us.”

—Dean Graziosi, New York Times bestselling author and America’s Success Coach

“An inspiring, moving read that reminds us all what true strength looks like!”

—Lewis Howes, New York Times bestselling author of The School of Greatness

“A remarkable story of resilience and love. What would you do if tragedy struck your family on the very same day your life’s work was set to come to fruition? In Miracle Mindset, JJ Virgin shows us how to grow the courage to overcome anything life brings to your door.”

—Dave Asprey, New York Times bestselling author of The Bulletproof Diet

“Miracle Mindset is riveting and powerful. It is a tale of a mother’s unwillingness to give up on her child. The power of her stance makes the entire universe bend into a wonderful outcome. This book is a must-read with twists and turns that really make us think about life.”

—Pedram Shojai, OMD, founder of Well.org and New York Times bestselling author of The Urban Monk

“So many books tell us to be strong in the face of adversity, but in Miracle Mindset, JJ Virgin shows us how.”

—Darren Hardy, founding publisher and editor (emeritus) of SUCCESS magazine and New York Times bestselling author of The Compound Effect

“JJ faced the unimaginable with her son. She did it with grace and bravery, and in Miracle Mindset she shows how each of us can tap into our hidden strength when we need it most.”

—Hal Elrod, #1 bestselling author of The Miracle Morning

“JJ Virgin is the most courageous person I know, and her courage is contagious. No matter what challenges you’re facing, JJ’s amazing story will inspire you to stay strong and hopeful—and her ‘miracle mindset’ will empower you to live a better, braver life.”

—Dr. Kellyann Petrucci, New York Times bestselling author of Dr Kellyann’s Bone Broth Diet and DrKellyann.com, and host of the public television special 21 Days to a Slimmer, Younger You

“Miracle Mindset is a story of tragedy and triumph and the road map for each one of us to follow in our own journey through tough times to a stronger and greater place in life and in ourselves. This is a book you not only read, this is book you live. You will so grateful for the gifts in this book that you will want to come back again and again.”

—Mary Morrissey, world-renowned life coach, motivational speaker, spiritual author, and founder of the Life Mastery Institute

“Anything with JJ Virgin’s name on it has my vote. She has changed the way I think of food, eating, and nutrition, and her ideas have added years to my life. But with this book, JJ reveals a whole new side of herself, and the story and lessons of the battles she went through to save a son’s life and juggle a formidable career is filled with beautiful, empowering lessons for every person on the planet who has at anytime felt like giving up amidst tragedy, or been unable to imagine how they could succeed despite overwhelming odds. This book will show you just how powerful love can be.”

—Vishen Lakhiani, New York Times bestselling author The Code of the Extraordinary Mind and CEO of MindValley

“I couldn’t put Miracle Mindset down. I was completely transfixed by JJ’s story and desperate to learn if she could possibly defy the odds in the face of seemingly insurmountable obstacles. When I finally closed the book I felt a tidal wave of relief wash over me—not just for JJ, but also for all of us who face our own challenges in life. Now whenever I am overwhelmed or scared, I find myself thinking, ‘If JJ can do it, so can I.’ ”

—Janet Bray Attwood, New York Times bestselling author of The Passion Test and Your Hidden Riches
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TO BRYCE AND GRANT: you are my miracles.


The women whom I love and admire for their strength and grace did not get that way because [things] worked out. They got that way because [things] went wrong, and they handled it. They handled it in a thousand different ways on a thousand different days, but they handled it. Those women are my superheroes.

—ELIZABETH GILBERT



INTRODUCTION


The Best Worst Year

On September 10, 2012, my sixteen-year-old son Grant was struck down by a hit-and-run driver while he was out walking, and was left for dead in the street.

I would have given anything in that moment to trade places with my son. I can close my eyes and still be standing there in the ICU, holding Grant’s hand while he was in a coma, awaiting the surgery we were told he wouldn’t survive, listening to the machines that were keeping him alive. He had a tube coming out of his head to manage the pressure from multiple brain bleeds, another out of his neck for his central line, and one from the wrist that wasn’t bandaged. He had a torn aorta (which kills 90 percent of people immediately, by the way) and thirteen fractures, plus severe road rash. The entire right side of his body was basically skinned raw. I know I don’t have to tell you what it feels like to see someone you love helpless like that. There is nothing more painful. It is shocking.

His father, John, and I were told he most likely wouldn’t make it through the night and that we should let him go.

We were given no hope. We were told not to airlift him, that he wouldn’t survive the airlift to the only hospital in the area that could possibly save his life.

We airlifted him.

We were told he wouldn’t survive the surgery to repair his aorta.

He survived it.

We were told he would never wake up.

He woke up.

We were told he would never walk again due to the thirteen fractures and especially the crushed heel injury, which the doctors called a “game changer.”

A year later, Grant was playing tennis and working out regularly, and was stronger than ever.

We were told he would never hear out of his right ear again.

He can hear.

We were told that if he ever woke up, he would be so severely brain-damaged that saving his life wouldn’t have been worth it.

Today he is 85 percent back mentally and still improving every day.

For weeks while Grant was in a coma, I spent my days at the hospital, working next to his bedside. When this happened, I was about to launch my first big book and was in the middle of expanding my business. As a forty-nine-year-old single mother of two, I couldn’t let work slide while I focused on taking care of Grant. I needed to be able to support my kids now more than ever. The medical bills were already piling up, and I wasn’t going to let not having money stop me from giving my son whatever he needed when he woke up. While there were some people who encouraged me to focus on Grant and forget about work, success had never meant more to my family or to me. Showing up less just wasn’t an option.

Grant’s recovery from the traumatic brain injury has been difficult for our whole family. Grant had to relearn how to talk, how to walk, and how to do everything from tie his shoes to say his name. There was violence and mood swings. More than once his father, John, and I tried to wrestle from him handfuls of pills that he managed to swallow. I have a younger son named Bryce, whose life had suddenly changed as well.

This was the worst time of my life. I had almost lost my son. His life was never going to be the same. I hadn’t had a single day in which I wasn’t at the hospital watching my child fight for his life, seeing it affect my other son, feeling guilty while I was on the road for work, wrestling my son away from fights with nurses, crying in private, praying for something better, and trying to show up every day for the people who were looking to me to help them with their own problems. And I knew that more hard days were still around each corner. This wasn’t behind us yet, and deep down I knew that it never really would be.

But I am the type of person who has to believe that I am going to turn the worst thing that ever could have happened to my son into the best thing that has ever happened to him. And sure enough, there were days of amazing progress that made the months following Grant’s accident into the best ones of my life as well. My son was alive, we were together, and every small step forward gave me so much hope. The first time he squeezed my hand and fluttered his eyelashes. His first words: “I love you.” The smiles. The amazing drawings. The workouts.

As Grant inched his way toward recovery, I began sharing our story with friends, business associates, and even followers on social media, and something amazing happened. One by one, they began telling me how much strength they’d drawn from the image of me working to launch my book from Grant’s bedside in the ICU. People who were going through something similar with a loved one visited my Facebook page to find out what we were doing for Grant. Others who were facing smaller challenges or were simply looking for the courage to push further in their lives and careers used our example to start questioning authority, overcoming their self-doubts, and opening their minds to new possibilities. As a result, their lives had begun to transform.

Over and over, people asked me, “How did you do it?” The truth is, I didn’t know. When Grant was in the hospital, I was operating on pure animal instinct. There was no time for me to stop and ask myself what I was doing or why, and I had no idea that our story could touch so many lives.

It wasn’t until after Grant was back home that I slowly began to make sense of everything that had happened. As I talked to friends and business associates both publicly and in private to process what I’d been through, it struck me that a number of them had experienced trauma in their own lives. It’s no coincidence that many of the people who had gone on to achieve great success had also been through devastating lows. The skills they needed to be successful were the same ones that had helped them persevere through tragedy, and vice versa.

I realized that without even being aware of it, when Grant was in the hospital, I’d been drawing on lessons I’d learned the hard way throughout my entire life. Using the same mindset and techniques that I’d used to face previous challenges, build my own business, and help hundreds of thousands of people lose weight and get healthier, I had not only survived the worst year of my life but had thrived. I was closer to my family than ever and my business was booming. Even better, I realized that I could teach other people those same skills and help them prepare for the best and worst that life has to offer. The lessons from Grant’s accident were bigger than me. They could reach far and wide and have a positive impact on thousands of people. That idea was exciting.

My son made it. We all made it. During what should have been the worst year of my life—watching my teenage son battle to recover from a hit-and-run accident that left him in a coma and then fighting to reclaim his cognition and his life—I had somehow helped my son begin to rebuild his life, helped other people change their lives, and found a new sense of purpose in myself, in my work, and in my relationships with my family.

In the following pages, I’ll share with you the seven lessons I learned during the hardest period of my life, lessons I relied on during the difficult times and that helped me discover and tap into my personal power and purpose. These lessons are universal; they’re not unique to me. Whether you’re trying to lose weight, build a better business, or bring a family member back from the brink of death, these lessons together create a mindset that will make you unstoppable.

I call this mindset that allows you to show up for life, even when it is hard, and do the work that leads to unbelievable results the Miracle Mindset. My son has it. My clients have it. And I am quite sure I can credit all my successes in life to my own belief that miracles do happen when we show up and do the work. In this book, I hope to give you the ability to discover and nurture the Miracle Mindset in your own life so you can realize life-changing power and purpose.

I have seen the Miracle Mindset manifested in the hundreds of thank-you notes I have received from people around the world who’ve changed their own lives in the face of some of life’s toughest obstacles—depression, unemployment, illness, weight loss, and injuries. And I know that the Miracle Mindset will continue to sustain me when life surprises me with its worst.

I am grateful that my story has a happy, hopeful ending, but this is also a hard story to share. In ways, I am still working through some of the trauma of almost losing my son and watching him work so hard every day to reclaim the life he had barely started. It has taken four years for Grant, Bryce, John, and me to be ready to look back on this experience, and now it is time for me to share what I have taken away from it in the hopes that our story will help you face every obstacle in your life—big and small, life-threatening and life-affirming. I want our struggles and our successes to inspire you and offer the hope and strength you need to face your own.

If you have something that you think is holding you back from your dreams, if you find yourself having the worst day of your life or a bad year, or if you are living through the absolute unthinkable and it feels like no one could possibly believe in you, I hope our story gives you the courage and the inspiration to say, “I am going to make this the Best Worst Year.” The Miracle Mindset could make all the difference.



1

I’m Not as Strong as You Think I Am

Grant was never an easy kid. From the time he was a six-month-old refusing to sleep in his crib, I knew I had my work cut out for me. The pediatrician told me to just leave him alone in his room and let him cry, and eventually he would fall asleep. That may have worked with other babies, but Grant always found a way to escalate the situation, crying louder and louder for up to six hours at a time until I couldn’t take it anymore.

The one thing Grant always loved was being a big brother. Bryce was born when Grant was just one year old. When Grant came to the hospital to meet his new brother for the first time, he suddenly looked so big. Really, he was still just a baby himself. But Grant took one look at Bryce sleeping in his little bassinet and handed him his beloved pacifier as a welcome gift. My heart just about melted.

Once we brought Bryce home, Grant’s challenges became more apparent. Bryce had a calm, easygoing disposition. Instead of escalating things, Bryce always found a way to make life easier for everyone around him. The differences between the two of them were the first sign that Grant needed extra help.

This dynamic continued throughout their childhoods. When they went to preschool, Bryce had no trouble adjusting. He made friends right away, and seemed to enjoy the daily structure and routine. Grant, on the other hand, always reacted badly to authority. He had trouble playing with the other kids and following rules, and it was no surprise to me when my first conference with his kindergarten teacher started with the words “I’m very concerned about Grant.”

The years that followed were tumultuous in every possible way. As I shuttled Grant from one expert to the next, receiving multiple conflicting diagnoses, my husband, John, and I decided to divorce. He is a wonderful father and a good, kind man, but he and I were simply not a good match for each other. Though we were determined to keep our split amicable for the boys’ sake, this unfortunately didn’t always seem possible. We fought over everything from custody of the boys to the house to the proper diagnosis and treatment for Grant.

I tried my hardest to shield the boys from these arguments, but I constantly worried that the conflict was having an impact on them. Maybe I was making the wrong decision by getting a divorce. Perhaps I should have just stayed with their dad for their sakes. When I wasn’t worrying about Grant, who was really putting me through the wringer with his bad behavior, these doubts often kept me up at night.

Of course, there were plenty of good times, too. Grant remained a loyal and proud big brother. He and Bryce were very different, but they connected over their mutual love of nature. We spent many of our weekends at Joshua Tree National Park, and I loved watching Grant teach Bryce about plants and animals as they dug in the ground and explored.

We eventually settled on a diagnosis of bipolar disorder for Grant and stabilized him through a combination of medication, supplements, and nutrition, but we still couldn’t seem to find the right school for him. His outbursts and issues with authority kept getting him expelled. Even worse, he had no friends and took all of his anger and frustration out on Bryce, who responded by locking himself in his room and shutting the rest of us out.

I felt constantly torn in two. When I was at work, I was worrying about the boys and feeling guilty for being away from them. When I was with the boys, I was stressing out about money and feeling guilty for not pushing harder in my career. At the end of the day, I was just feeling guilty, period.

After spending many years working as a trainer and nutritionist, I began developing nutrition protocols with doctors. These protocols not only helped countless patients but also helped Grant. Through food intolerance testing that I conducted in the doctors’ offices, I found that seven foods were often the culprits behind a wide variety of symptoms, including weight gain and mood swings.

Removing these reactive foods from Grant’s diet helped improve his condition even more. Specific foods had a more obvious impact on Grant’s brain than on those of other kids. Whenever he ate one of the wrong foods, especially sugar, an outburst would soon follow. I saw it as a gift that his body was talking to me through his mood swings, and I knew that this information could be life-changing for many people.

Our divorce was at last final, and the lawyers’ fees had left me nearly bankrupt when I met a literary agent who had the idea to sell my book about food intolerance. She shared my vision, and when a publisher bought that book, The Virgin Diet, I knew this was my one chance to get the word out in a big way. I spent my entire advance and then some to create a public television special and hire an amazing business coach who I knew could help me turn the book into a bestseller, ultimately going into an enormous amount of debt to plan a huge launch for the book. No matter what, I wasn’t going to lose this chance.

Even better, Grant was in the best state he’d been in his life. His early teen years were so rocky that we ended up sending him to a residential treatment center in Utah for a year, where he worked on his social skills and learned how to manage his explosive behavior. He came back right before his junior year of high school calmer and more self-sufficient than I’d ever seen him.

For the first time, Grant had his own friends to spend time with instead of just hanging around with Bryce and his group of friends. Grant even had his first girlfriend, a sweet girl named Mackenzie, whom he clearly adored.

To everyone’s surprise (especially my own), John and I were getting along better than we had in many years and were slowly becoming friends. Since I was traveling so much for work, John moved back into the house to help out with the boys, and I was happy to finally be able to provide them with some stability.

Of course, things weren’t perfect. Grant was still hypersensitive and had outbursts from time to time. John and I still argued. But the one area where I really felt I was failing was in my ability to be fully present for the boys. Every day I wrote in my journal, “I need to be more present for my kids.” It was the one goal I hadn’t made any progress toward. When I was working, I couldn’t focus because I was thinking about the boys. When I was with the boys, I was consumed by thoughts of work.

While I made sure to show up for my kids physically, I wasn’t always there mentally. I’d spend their entire soccer games and martial arts classes sending emails from my phone. When Bryce came up to me at the end of a game, I had to quickly read the expression on his face to figure out who’d won.

After Grant started dating Mackenzie, he came into my home office to excitedly tell me all about her. As he was talking, I was distracted by something on my computer. One of my staff members had shipped a case of the wrong supplement to a customer. It wasn’t until after I had rerouted the shipment and sent out a replacement that I realized I had completely tuned Grant out. He stormed off in anger. The sound of his door slamming shut made me wince.

And there it was in my journal each morning: “Be more present for my kids.” For the first time in my life, I did nothing to move forward toward a goal. I knew I needed to do something about it, but I let it slide until it reached the breaking point, as if I were waiting for something to come along and force me to take action.

And then, of course, something did.

•  •  •

Grant had just started his junior year of high school. It was only the second week of school, and he had come home early, claiming that he had a migraine. My rule for the kids was that if they weren’t feeling well enough to be at school, then they weren’t well enough to go out that day. No fun after-school activities or social plans. But that night Grant said he was feeling better and wanted to go to his martial arts class.

I was still at work when this happened, but John was at home and told Grant that he couldn’t go to martial arts. Of course Grant got upset, and with Grant, there’s no such thing as a little upset. He begged and pleaded, and when John stayed firm, Grant exploded.

When I got home, John left to go teach a tennis lesson, and Grant immediately turned all his fury on me. “Why are you doing this to me?” he shouted. I was exhausted from a long day at work and knew better than to engage with Grant when he was in this state, so I did my best to stay very calm.

“If your father says you can’t go, then you can’t go,” I told him. John and I had gotten pretty good at co-parenting, especially when it came to our backing up each other’s decisions. But no matter how calm or firm I remained, Grant grew angrier and angrier.

“It’s not fair!” he screamed at the top of his lungs. “NOT FAIR!”

“Grant, it’s okay,” I told him calmly. “You’ll go to martial arts next time.” But nothing would appease him.

“You don’t understand,” he told me. “I’m not as strong as you think I am.” With that, he turned around and walked right out of the house in his bare feet, slamming the door behind him. I took a deep breath to calm myself. No matter how many of these scenes we’d played out over the years, I never really got used to it. They left me with frayed nerves and doubting myself every time.

Maybe I should go after him, I thought. He really was upset. But how many times had I gone after him in similar situations, and what good had it ever done? Maybe the best thing was to let him blow off steam. He was barefoot and didn’t have his phone or his wallet with him, so I knew he couldn’t go too far, probably just to a friend’s house a few blocks away. He finally had friends. I decided to let him be a typical teenager for once and go complain to his friends about his bitchy mom.

I went into the garage and turned my StairMaster on as fast as it would go, needing to blow off some steam of my own. After a few minutes, Bryce came in. As usual, he’d been hiding in his room throughout the whole ugly episode. He looked at me with his good-natured smile. “What a jerk,” he said, and although he was smiling, I could tell there was some pain behind his words. My heart ached for both of my sons. It wasn’t fair that Bryce had been dealing with this his whole life, but I wished he could see that Grant was just as much of a victim of his brain chemistry as the rest of us were.

John came home from his tennis lesson soon after, and he and Bryce headed out to the store. I figured Grant would be home any minute and things would go back to normal, or at least our family’s version of normal. But John and Bryce didn’t get more than a few blocks from home before they saw a huge commotion in the road up ahead. Multiple emergency vehicles and police cars blocked the road, their lights flashing a warning. John pulled his car over as close as he could and lowered his window as a policeman approached.

“Was it a multicar accident?” John asked, but the policeman shook his head.

“No, a pedestrian got hit,” he said. “We already airlifted him.”

John looked at the blood in the road where the body had been. There were no skid marks. Whoever had been hit had been hit hard. “My son was out walking near here,” John said slowly.

“Describe him,” the cop replied.

John took a breath. “About six feet, two hundred pounds,” he began, but the cop interrupted him. The sun was setting by then, and he shined his flashlight into the car to get a better look at Bryce.

“And looks just like him,” the cop said matter-of-factly, pointing to Bryce in the passenger seat.

“Grant got hit by a car,” John said as he and Bryce stormed into the house moments later. “We need to go to the hospital right now.”

I immediately went numb. I felt the urgency, but the full weight of John’s words didn’t sink in. Without a thought, I grabbed my keys, my phone, and my bag with my laptop and work papers in it and walked out the door. Bryce got into the backseat, and I drove to Desert Regional Medical Center in Palm Springs while John immediately got on the phone from the seat next to me. His first call was to the hospital.

“My son was hit by a car and was airlifted to you,” he said. I couldn’t bear not hearing what they were saying on the other end, but it turned out they couldn’t tell him anything over the phone. I tried to stop myself from wondering if that meant the worst possible news. When I heard the word “airlift,” I knew it was serious, but none of this felt real to me yet.

“Call your brother,” I said. John comes from a long line of doctors. His brother Herbert is an immunologist, and Herbert’s wife, Joan, is the head of Washington University Hospital’s Neonatal Intensive Care Unit. They both got on the line with John and told him what we could expect and what to look for when we got to the hospital. The road Grant had been walking on had a speed limit of forty miles per hour, so we knew that if he was still alive, we’d most likely be dealing with a traumatic brain injury.

When we got to the emergency room, I expected them to usher us in to see Grant right away, but instead we had to wait, just like everyone else. I sat down with Bryce in the waiting room as John went to talk to the nurses, but no one would tell him anything. We didn’t know if Grant was dead or alive.

I watched the nurses carefully as they spoke to John. Their expressions were blank, but looking closely, I thought I could detect an ounce of pity in their eyes, as if they were thinking, I sure am glad that I’m not you.

“It’s going to be okay,” Bryce said from the seat next to me. I looked down and saw that he was holding my hand. It was surreal to have my fifteen-year-old son console me. “A normal person wouldn’t survive something like this,” he said, “but Grant’s not normal.” A small laugh escaped from my lips as I wiped the tears off my face.

Finally, a gray-haired doctor with concerned eyes came out and introduced himself to us as the head of trauma in the emergency room that night. He ushered the three of us into a small conference room. Once we were inside, I immediately panicked. This was not where I wanted to be.

“What was Grant doing out on the road tonight?” the doctor asked me. I just stared at him in silence, not fully understanding the question.

“He was going to a friend’s house,” John answered for me.

“At what time did he leave the house?” the doctor continued.

“I’m sorry, but why are you asking us these questions?” I finally said. It felt like the doctor was somehow trying to blame John and me for what had happened. “We need to know what’s going on with our son.”

The doctor nodded and looked at me with practiced sympathy in his eyes. “Grant’s injuries are very grave,” he said, and then he began ticking them off one by one. “Fractures in both femurs, in his right tibia and fibula. Crushed heel. Distal radius fracture. Floating knee. Right elbow fracture and humeral head fracture.”

None of this meant anything to me. What were a few broken bones in the grand scheme of things? “But the worst of it is a skull fracture, a brain hemorrhage, and a torn aorta,” the doctor continued. “The neurosurgeon is working to insert a cranial drain now, but the torn aorta kills 90 percent of victims at the scene. The majority of the other 10 percent will die on their way to the hospital.”

The doctor paused and turned to John, as if he couldn’t bear to say this last part to me. “The chances of him making it through the night are very slim.”

“Let me see the scans,” John said brusquely, ignoring everything the doctor had just said. John dialed his brother again and read the scans to him over the phone as I stood there, slowly taking in everything the doctor had just told us.

“So what can we do?” I asked the doctor. “There must be something we can do.”

The doctor shook his head and spoke quietly. “To save his heart, we’d have to insert a stent,” he said. “There are three layers to the aorta, and the inner two have been cut. The outer layer is filling up with blood every time his heart beats,” he explained. “His body can’t sustain this for much longer.”

“Then let’s put in the stent,” I said.

“Unfortunately, that’s not an option in this case,” the doctor answered. “We’d have to open his chest to place the stent, and that would require the use of heparin, a blood thinner.” He gestured to the scans still in John’s hand. “Because of the injuries to Grant’s skull, the heparin would cause his brain to bleed out. We can save his brain or we can save his heart, but we can’t save both,” he summarized.

Just then, John hung up his phone. “Herbert says there are some doctors out there who can do the surgery without a blood thinner,” he said. “We just have to find one who’s willing to take Grant’s case.”

The doctor smiled kindly at him. “Your son wouldn’t survive the airlift to another hospital, I’m afraid,” he told us, “and even if he did, the chance he would survive the surgery is slim, and he would be so brain-damaged that it wouldn’t be worth it.” We were all silent for a moment before he continued: “Unfortunately, I think you have no choice but to let him go.”
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