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Drawn out insanity





January 13, 2005
Accident date: 04/27/03 Time: 1:45pm Location: 680 and Maple East bound exit lane

Chapter 1

If it took a lifetime to discover our own hell is our own mind drawn out through insanity.

We would not live the same or feel as bad. The shock would be absorbed evenly throughout time. We wouldn’t have to rush so often and panic so effortlessly. As Murphy’s Law or just law of gravity, what can go wrong will and what goes up must come down. We as people are thrusted into shock and dismay in a blink of an eye. One day, with hindsight being 20/20, we are happy and on top of the world. To turn the corner and not know yourself anymore. Not knowing up from down or left from right. Lost in a maze made reality from your mind.  You cannot see over the walls and the exit mustn’t exist. All you can do is run until you pass out from exhaustion and awoken moments later to start the cycle all over again. 

Within the span of 21months. With me being 25years old. I have never felt so lost, so stuck so tormented as I do now. My life is in simplicity… routined by severe pain, no sleep, no answers, and no end in sight. Each day a catch 22 is revealed, each moment’s pain much worse than the last…. Can’t remember what it was like to lay down to bed and not be in excruciating pain and dismay. I was soooo happy… Well, I should have been soo happy pre accident, pre pain, and pre insanity. I could work and feel like I was dancing a beautiful ballet. Cause and effect, product of my own hands to life in front of my eyes. That to me is now a luxury torn from my hands. The lights, the sounds, and the fake smile I have to muster, all hurt. Within minutes I am confused, unable to see through the fog in my mind that was formed from the pain. Every sudden noise, sudden movement, or just changes of direction are gut wrenchingly sudden and disorienting. That’s not life, not normal life. We have all had just too much, and the headache is just compiled by the day. But I now look at it in longing.. That would be so nice. Pain just temporary and far between. I can handle that. Hell, I want that… These days I would die; I would shoot myself in my own head pointblank without hesitation just to have that millisecond of no pain. Of just nothing. To feel nothing. Just blackness. No pain. No sounds. Nothing. I would and want to die to have that. Is that normal? Are these sane ramblings of an every day normal girl? 

I resent those whom can work, can wake up the same time each day, to follow a schedule and work normally, maybe not happily, but normally and complain. My reaction isn’t to agree, to form a bond on that natural complaint. I become resentful and angered! How dare you! How can you complain! YOU CAN WORK.  You can do everyday things, and not being in severe pain and disorientation. Be thankful, you ungrateful %*#@. Or, those who can work and choose not to. Choose to let someone else do it for them. Are you satisfied and entertained? Contributions don’t make you fulfilled? And I am the crazy one. I miss feeling like what I am doing matters. I am a cog in this large machine of life. But what contribution do I have to give now? I am 4 or more separate people every day. My lifetime friends and family know that bubbly, outgoing, happy go lucky; take charge on the go girl. That is who I am and have always been to them. They see me and barely recognize that person. Who is she? She doesn’t move, she can’t walk? No, to shopping? How can this be? Why is she always in black? And in bed? She hates being boxed in. Who is this? 

Then there are those who have only known me after the accident. They can’t believe the stories of my normal self. Going to movies at a theatre and not crying in pain? Sitting on a couch not curled into a ball, rocking in utter pain? No never. She can’t walk to that parking spot? That’s got to be 30feet away. No never. Ok, so maybe these aren’t the wildest comparisons, but the most effective metaphors. Little things I can’t do are unbelievable to these people that I once did them. That’s not who they know. 

Oh, they are confused, my longtime family and friends AND my post accident loved ones. No it’s ME! I am confused. Ok, think this through Jennifer, who is this person. Not mommy or boyfriend, but pre accident and post accident. I have to be whom they know and love. Or they wont love me, but it hurts to think that much and to pretend to be happy and content for that 15minute conversation or holiday party. Gosh, Christmas it’s 6pm I have to lay down, all these people talking, and lights at different speeds, Oh they smell of food, ACK! I have to lie down. I will celebrate Christmas next year. And that is not fair, to them, Hell to me even. But my quality of life is ok. So they say! Who are they you ask? Gosh, they know who they are. The organizations, the insurance companies, that man that hit my truck at a terrible time during a bad moment of posture. I can be expected to loose 4 or 5 jobs in 1 year due to pain and constant appointments, rehab, doctors routine, emergencies, panic attacks, not able to open my eyes due to severe stabbing pain, unable to stand without falling, eat without getting sick or even shower. I can be expected to do this day and day out. Keep my head up and remember it will all work out in the end. But, when is the end? Who determines that? Cause right now, I am the one who is going to have to determine that. Why do psychologists say we need to have closure to everything? Wouldn’t that apply here? Don’t I deserve my closure, my life back, or at least to know I will never be me again. Just stuck in limbo. Not that limbo isn’t just it’s own torture, but to be in such pain, to be tortured with knives of stabbing internal pain, constant raw pounding and throbbing headaches. That’s normal! That’s what they say. Ok, maybe not normal but they say to the tune of, turn the other cheek, keep holding on… Again I say, I am going to have to be the one who makes the ending happen. And I am not a surgeon, and I am not a psychiatrist and I am not a genius. But you forget I am the one who feels it. You hear it. You empathize with it. I am the one in it! 

I have a quote from our very great, and constantly helpful Social Security Office. Who from all medical professionals I have been treated by have decided I am deemed disabled due to the pain. And the only thing that will help is possibly this new surgery. Again, I am not a surgeon or own my own hospital let alone my own car. So that option is not available to me. I can’t do this surgery; all though I do beg my boyfriend to please just cut me open and massage my brain, my muscles…. He says in stride, not until you sign a contract dismissing him from liability of my death. But why would my family or I sue him? He would be the one person other than some hardworking and dedicated doctors who know all the situations catch 22s, he is the only one that would do it. He sees the pain and torture every day. NOT our yet again wonderful Social Security Office. And I don’t care about the money for benefits. I just want health insurance. So I can get medical help I need. I get the flu I can die from pneumonia. 21months of immune system hits, kidney takes so many toxins from the medicine I have to take just so I don’t jump out of the window, or find that gun. He, my boyfriend, would have at least gone above our societies 5minute care threshold, He with his own hands, his own reservations aside would have attempted to make the end actual and final. “ We have determine that you condition is not expected to REMAIN severe enough for 12 months in a row to keep you from working.”  “ Medical evidence shows you are treated for continued pain.” “While we find that you are not able to perform work duties at this time, with surgery your condition is expected to improve” To quote Social Security Administration 01/05. 

I don’t want their money for no reason. My surgery is $18,000 dollars each. With minimum of 2 just to get the best chance at the 80% recovery this surgery offers. Not even 100%. I have tried to get it done. We have talked to hospitals, and lawyers with liens, I have tried getting medical coverage, cause of cause can’t work 90+days at a job, you do not have medical insurance, and begging my boyfriend to just try it himself. 

My doctors, the ones who have made me keep holding on. Have tried all possible, chiropractor, acupuncture, pills, shots, tests, tests, more tests, monthly to bi-monthly consultations for attack strategies just to keep me hanging on until I can get this rare surgery, that only 1 doctor in the world can do and does. So that is the string of hope they want me to cling to. After 21months that string becomes very worn and fragile.  I am not Spiderman; I cannot just toss out another string of hope to glide on and on. I am a simple girl with nothing to hold onto, only each day. So what happens when each day is weighed to the last and then averaged? I don’t think I would have a great batting average. Being good and bad days, in 21months I have had an abundance of bad days. Even my greatest of days are interjected with bad moments of pain and anguish.  

So where does this leave someone’s state of mind. What could possibly be expected of someone whose brain has been overwhelmed and over processed with pain and extreme signals of discomfort, dismay, and confusion? It shouldn’t take that long, it’s inhumane. A suffering animal is put to sleep if extreme pain will deplete its quality of life. Don’t I deserve that same respect? Just put me out of my suffering, that’s all. So is that something normal to want?

My life is put on hold. Everything around me stands still or moves below a snails pace due to this event of my life.

I have a wonderful boyfriend whom only met me post accident. So he knows only the me in pain. And still loves me through it all. These insane nights of rocking myself curled into a ball on the bed with an ice pack on my head and a heating pad on my back. Fighting the pain. One other thought in my mind other than the pain is, is this the worse it will be for a while? Am I in jeopardy of not having my strong medicine for emergency pain only if I use it now? The wrong choice can result in many things. I could still be in that extreme pain for couple more days. Not uncommon for me. 4th or 5th day of the same extreme migraine/pain is worse then 2nd or 3rd day. Or may 1 day of pain and migraine but not killingly bad then another extreme hits and takes me out for what another 5days. Then what. I only have so much emergency medicine a month, how can you plan that schedule?

As far as everything else, not working, not socializing, not eating, sleeping or being happy. My wonderful boyfriend makes me want to learn new things with him. Experience life in general together without pain. Learn to play the piano together, cooking classes, ballroom dancing, swing dancing, anything really. Tonight he and his nephew and mother are at a Monster Truck show. I can’t go at all. Noise, people, light and long walking in cold. And their first words are “when you are better we HAVE to go to one” Gosh, I spend every moment deciding if my next move can be made with this pain level. Which then constantly changes and then so does my game plan. 1day I can’t get out of the bed without crying in pain. The next I can get to and from the kitchen a couple times before I am ready to pass out in pain. Great days I can take a shower without having someone listen for me to pass out or fall. And I can get through the whole shower. Rinse conditioner and soap off actually before I feel so terrible pain and sickness that I have to lay down. That’s a great day. 

Leaving the house is a whole other story. I have to have hours notice to get ready in complete silence and darkness and attempt pain reduction with medication, ice packs and heating pad. Then it can go either way, success means I can get out of the house for very short period of time before severity rises again. No matter what coming home means a lot of stairs, well a lot to me post accident, and each movement in the lower back stepping up hurts and within a few stairs my legs shake with intent to give up and give out. Some days I can’t leave the dark and quiet let alone the bed. Tortured by my pain and pounding in my head. Sometimes I can’t even hear anything but the pounding. Not my crying, not my boyfriends worried questions. But a loud or sudden noise, high-pitched sometimes or just the light I see through my eyes even being shut triggers sudden extreme pain increase. And all I can think is How can this get any worse? How can the pain get any more sever? But the enormously long shooting pain it causes is like a dentist drill into my brain. 

I read an article in “People Magazine” that was about a little girl born without pain sensory. JUST pain. She can feel ticklish when tickled, she reacted to emotional pain. But if she scraped her knee or broke a bone, she wouldn’t know. It would be no different. The whole opposite side of the fence for me. Irony comes so slyly. The last lines were something like we just wish she could feel pain. And it put me on the defensive. You wish that on your child? Thought through, yes I know it is a good thing. But I am an adult. I already understand cause and effect. I know not to touch the fire or red-hot oven burner, cause it will burn my skin, cause swelling and skin loss, etc.  I know that I shouldn’t be able to bite through a glass bottle or metal pole, so I don’t try. And yes children learn that, maybe subtly but they do. Myself on the other hand, being in my own pain, not knowing anyone’s else’s pain level or thresh hold, I feel that I have had enough pain in 1year and 9months to last my a good 50years easy. 

I’m not quite sure what this is for. Why I am writing it and have even designed it. Well I know, kinda. Something I would have loved to do, website design, interior design, fashion design, writing a book, or the ability to teach someone what I have learned on my journey to adulthood. But this is just a small chapter in my book of life, or is it? This could be the inevitable state of being. That scares me the worse. What am I suppose to think about future? I see none! I want to yes, and conspire with my boyfriend on children’s names and house architecture and room design. Talk about what we want really to be out of life, me a plethora of things. I can’t decide they all give me passion and all kind of run into each other like 6degrees of separation theory. Him on the other hand really knows what he wants. Photography, photographer, photo editing also to direct, write and produce movies. It’s his undying passion that is evident in his habits and outlooks. That’s all on hold, though.  There’s no where we can start without feeling like it will have to be the back burner at some point. Without feeling like spending effort on things that we may not be able to share later in life. Yes, me the optimist, I see no good in my future post accident. I was on top of the world pre accident and was ready to spread my wings just 2months I had been in Nebraska. First time living permanently out of state, great job I loved the field of. I was ready to start that checklist we all start. My boyfriend again, tries to reassure me of tomorrow’s tomorrow. But I can not see it. Everyone can look into my glass ball and make 3rd party comments, but they are not living, breathing and torture by it every single moment. So they can have an optimistic counsel.

So, I see no next chapter. No tomorrow’s tomorrow. Pot at the end of the rainbow, or any of the clichés of hope. 

Have you ever felt alienated? Just wherever you go, home, shopping, doctors office, friends house. You don’t look handicapped, no obvious wounds, injuries or physical damage. Why are you in a wheel chair shopping for food? Why are you holding to the wall for dear life to get into the patient room to see your doctor, why can’t you just go for a walk to the park with us, it’s only couple blocks away. How many times can you remind people and remind them before you are not a person, but just a restriction. Something you have to feel limits with. Nurses walk way to fast for me to follow to whichever room at whatever long hallway we just walked to, but can see I can barely walk. And seem irritated. Or going through the isles and having to maneuver around people who just stare you up and down to see why are you in that wheelchair. Is that really your right, you don’t look handicapped. It goes way further and way more superficial and way deeper. Just depends on the occasion, event and location. So physically I can barely leave the house and now mentally I am beginning to panic too. I snap at my boyfriend “ Are you going to go in and get a wheelchair for me? Are you sure you want me to go with and end up having to go to the ER for a grocery trip” “Do I really really want to be embarrassed in front of my peers, my neighbors as I struggle in pain up the stairs to my apartment. I am 25years old. I should be able to at least stand upright and hold pleasant small talk.

I do not want anything, but to be normal. Go back to my $10/hour jobs, get into some college classes, maybe even piano lessons if I dare to be so outrageous. Just without sever pain. Mild pain fine, headache a week cool, nothing perfect just life in its entirety.  But as it seems to me that’s not meant to be. I can’t see outside this pain, no one could. It is huge, black and red, throbbing, stabbing wall of knives stretching though time, through my brain, through my head, my neck. I can’t see over it, under it, above, below or through it. Why should I be expected to? In the dark, they use night vision goggles, in the smoke they use facemasks and through the cold and through the sand storm they have cloths to protect their faces. How can you see through this pain, the pounding this torturous monster. There is not any special equipment or strategies implemented. Just a string of hope for recovery, eventually. Not more detail no more assurance and no more strings to cling to but that 1! 

CHAPTER 2

04/29/05 2years 2days exactly since the accident…


It’s a catch 22 to the T. No doubt in my mind. I am riddled with thoughts of everything, every moment passed, every painful thought revisited constantly. 1/4th of the year has passed, again. And I am on a roller coaster, figuratively.

I have accomplished a large barrier that has taunted me for quite some time now. I have been found eligible and approved for temporary disability through the State of Nebraska Health and Human Services. Something that I would have never been aware of if not for a wonderful woman whom was assigned my “worker”. As I reiterate that I have been struggling with getting assistance due to the uncertainty of what and when I will be better. But this person reached beyond that barrier of 5minute attention span normally encountered. She went beyond what the files said and what was put a check mark next to. She got to know in-depth details, and feelings. This is rare for me to find. As I again reiterate other that my wonderfully supportive team of doctors whom had given me first hope, that 1 string. A process that routinely takes a couple months to even be considered for eligibility. Within 3days of getting my paperwork back, she has called me and was so excited. She said she was crying for me even when she got the approval back from the State Appeals Board. She understood my long road of twists and turns of torture. She somehow knew or at least had a concept of the idea of what I was going through. And how much the ability to receive medical coverage will change my life. This being a like finally getting a match to light the candle. The 1 string was rewound made stronger again. The possibility of getting this surgery sooner. And everyone has to make sure to say that “The state will expect to be paid back for services related to this accident and lawsuit”, I have NO problem with that. I would give the world, and kinda have, to get out of this pain. I would pay anything for this. And my wonderful worker had given that strength back to me. My doctors, I know are frustrated too. I am sure it hurts them some how to see someone in pain so much and so often. You can’t help becoming bonded in a way. These are the people that hold my sanity with me. They have no tools to strengthen that string. We have exhausted all avenues at their disposal. And the fact that she took it so seriously and to heart, which meant the world to me. She says it’s just protocol. But god sent me to her for that reason alone. That she was meant to help me. And with me being so hesitant with assistance from others, always trying to do it on my own. She kinda just let me focus on what I needed to, getting through each hour, as she took the bull by the horns and fought for what was right. The money. They approved me for monetary assistance she informed me, starting with back pay. Which to me seemed unbelievable. In 2years I haven’t been able to work full time, longer that 2months at a time and to the point of not working at all finally due to the pains increased severity, so I of course had financial problems but they sat on a backburner to the pain and trying to stay alive. If that money hadn’t been there, oddly the same DAY I was approved my vehicle and my boyfriends vehicle were both broken. His first, cause he uses it constantly for work, went in the shop. So he had to drive mine, which has sat for a long time because I cannot drive. And it just stopped running while driving 60mph down the freeway. So that had to be towed and put in the shop. Very close to the amount of back pay was the bill for the repairs. And if not for that financial assistance I would not be able to pay for repairs. We barely survive paycheck to paycheck on my boyfriend’s job. So there was $0 left over. I would not be able to make it to my doctor appointments, medication pickups and etc. I barely leave the house as it is, yes. But when I have to it is for something absolutely needed. I spend days in pain after walking and climbing stairs to get home. So I have to pick those battles carefully. But neither of us could let our car be impounded for not being moved (cause broken down) and we had nowhere to turn. This was something divine. Something I haven’t seen in my drawn out insanity since the surgery was recommended. It was taken care of, someone somewhere knew that I am slowly loosing my mind, and I can not handle extreme situations and stress like that. 

To her I am eternally grateful. 


2days ago was a black day for me. 2year mark to the day of the accident 4/27/03. Depression has taken over my emotions a lot lately. And I have dreamt of dying to get away from the pain. Literally have awoken covered in sweat, severe head pounding and resenting it being just a dream. It scares me to feel that way, and I know it is not good to think. I know what people will say and my boyfriend has said “Don’t think that way, I love you” “Don’t talk like that” and etc. It hurts to know that my feelings hurt someone I love. But as I tell him I know the technicalities of it, but it does not change my Feelings. My own pain is my own prison. You see it outside in, I am inside looking out. My feelings are uncontrollable right now. The strange thing to me is that I haven’t killed myself because of reasons that I understand but wouldn’t expect. I would think being afraid of doing it, actually killing yourself. The idea of never taking another breath, hearing another song, seeing another face would help you not to. But my only reasons in my heart and head are I would disappoint those whom have worked so hard, so diligently and so closely on this with me would be disappointed and hurt by it. And most of all I do not, and this is morbid, I do not want my boyfriend to have to find my lifeless body, or my family. Or even them having to see me that way. I am more worried about what it will do to them. But I am not worried about what I will loose or never see. Maybe that is normal. I have never felt this way so I am no expert. But it seems strange to me. I just asked myself now “Why do you not care about yourself first?” and immediately my heart answers with I’m not worth it. I am no one anymore. I am nothing. I can’t do anything; have any fun with family and friends. I am stuck in bed in pain and far away from people. I do not matter. 2 years of pain has broken me down to being just a broken girl with nothing to offer. Not even a life to join to. 

With this medical coverage they have mental health program coverage also. And my boyfriend and I have talked about it. And I always tell myself I need to seek professional help since this accident. It has messed me up mental as bad. But my first thought is they will just say I am crazy. Just crazy. No way to help the feelings change, help heal the mental hurt. That me wanting to die is normal of a crazy person. I do not need to be locked up in a bright ward, with loud people and things, with utter confusion. They will think I am plain nuts. Rocking on the edge of the bed in pain, screaming and crying. Nothing can soothe it. I don’t need confinement and to be drugged up. I need to be reconciled, made whole again. I need to work it through. 

I know my whole life, I have handled it as easy as it came to me. No problems. I could identify, work out and put closure to the issue. With my own thoughts and philosophies. But this is so different. I can’t rationalize it, I can’t shake it, I can’t get outside it to see it in a different light. I can’t do this one alone. And that is scary for me. No to be able to count on me. The one person you always think you can count on is yourself. I don’t have that luxury. I can’t count on me. I don’t know how many times I have had to say “ do it” to my boyfriend. I can’t make that phone call, or pick out a movie, or what to eat. It hurts to talk and hear, it hurts to much to even watch a movie, and eating is just out of the question. I can’t choose. It doesn’t matter to me because none of it I can do. The concentration isn’t there, the appetite is gone and sitting up holding my neck up to watch a movie hurts. So it’s not worth it. 


I am terrified. Yes, the surgery Is quite scary to me. But I will do anything to get out of this hell. But even scarier to me is the idea that I will never be me again. Or even resemble me. I will not be out of pain. The surgery will help but what if there is only so much it can do. What if there is now permanent damage?! I can’t handle those thoughts. But they surround me. I am usually an optimist, well pre accident I was, but that has died in me. I am the pessimist I did so heckle. And again I can’t get past these clouds of pain and torture. How else am I to feel?

CHAPTER 3

June 6th Surgery! 

June 17, 2005    11days after the 1st Surgery to my left neck and shoulder for Myofacial pain


My 1st surgery was scheduled and done on my birthday. Which was a sign for me while scheduling. As soon as I was approved for medical coverage. I was ready; I had referrals waiting to be given for this surgery to go. It was on my birthday I kept thinking, being born and now again reborn from the agony. That is what I kept mulling over. What if I die? That would be dreadful for family and friends to think of my birthday being my death day also. I never care about be when I talk of dieing. Isn’t that weird? 

So my Mother and Sister drove down from Minnesota to come for my surgery and support my boyfriend and me. It was at 7:45am that Monday my birthday. Everyone kept asking me my birthday at the hospital and each time I would say it they would come back with “And your having surgery?” or “ Did you know that is today?”  Yes I do. I promise I do.

My lawyer had talked to my surgeon about video taping the surgery for some strong case evidence and testimony. And up until right before surgery that was the plan. We all met at the hospital, my lawyer handed off a video camera so they could have a nurse taping while it’s happening. But that came to a halt with some head nurse telling us no and it was again hospital policy. And giving me attitude. I flipped. I don’t have patience or grace anymore. How dare you look at me and give attitude saying “ Well WHO approved it” My surgeon for 1, I snapped. And she continued with attitude and sent 2 people in to tell me exactly what she just got done saying… I lost it there too.. I already heard it and telling me again would not be wise. I have to pay $18K out of my settlement/lawsuit each surgery. Medicaid only pays it temporary. This is my money not just some write off for insurance. That is a lot of money to spend on attitude.

Henceforth they brought my surgeon in and discussed with him what happened, and he apologized. They never have told him no before so he assumed it would be fine and helpful. But instead he had to settle. He used his own camera and took over 25 still shots of the surgery I had.  Ok so surgery. I was freakin out. I can’t handle surgery let alone have to be awake for 90% of it and on NO painkillers. They let my family wish me well and kicked them out; I wasn’t allowed to have ANYONE in the surgery room with me. So they all left for the 3-5hours expected time for this. They get me ready, gown, slippers, and hair cover and etc. wheel me in lying down by the surgery is preformed while I am sitting up with my face rested and secured in a chiropractor table pillow but vertical. They strap in my arms and tell me it is for my safety. Pain triggers reflexes that may harm the efforts. The anesthetist in front of me asking me to breathe as they put me under local anesthetics for the first hour, in order to make the incision and prepare it for the process. Then they slowly wake me up and they make sure I am 100% awake and start looking for the pain. All I can remember is screaming at the top of my lungs quite a few times. I know it was from what was being done to help but it HURT so much. And I have to reach around with a glove on and start pointing to where I feel the accident pain worst, worse, bad and down… It felt like he took a large strip of flesh and just pulled it off and outwards and I felt the pain follow its line. Like taking apart strips of Velcro kind of. I could tell a difference immediately in that spot once he’s done there. And another pain spot screams and I point it out and same thing for 3hours, while I am awake and having to take part in my own surgery to help my own pain… It hurt, but it was so temporary it didn’t matter afterwards. Nothing like the torturous pain I have been in for 2 years.  Afterwards they stitch me up like 20+ stitches from just about ½ inch about my hairline all the way down my spine to middle of my should blades. And send me off home to recuperate. 

They have a tube coming out of the incision tapes on my back and over my shoulder pinned to my shirt the tube leads into this little bubble. It is for draining the wound. And they instructed my boyfriend on how to take it out in 48hours. This thing ran from my hairline all the way down, almost as long as the incision itself.  I could feel it from the outside with my hand, I freaked to my boyfriend “Is this the tube going this far?”. 

Well it is now 11days later and I am in PAIN! Still! But NOT as much on the left side anymore. It isn’t as sensitive to touch or movement, still stiff from surgery. But I can feel a physical difference just touching it, the muscle is less like a rock and there is room in there for my tendons and muscles and bones and etc to fit.  Unlike before surgery and unlike the right side of my neck and shoulders, and my back.  There are more surgeries to go. But, each one should bring some relief to its area. I can handle dull or moderate pain the rest of my life, as long as I don’t have to feel this pain anymore. It seems to be worse now that it was before. But that is only because with the relief of one spot the next severe spot starts sending harder and stronger signals to my brain. And because my nervous system is so tightly wound up the signals seems stronger and more painful now. The sickest thing is, in order to get up any stairs I have to almost pull my self up each one 1 at a time with my arms, or crawl up because of my back. Well, surgery on my shoulder and neck made that soooo hard. I gave up a crawled up the stairs, very slowly and painfully. I live 2flights up without an elevator. I just wanted to get into bed and lay down. 

I have had a few problems added like for some reason behind my eye on the right has sooooo much pressure it feels like it is going to push out, very very bad right side migraines. They hurt they left side but NOTHING like the right side now. And I am amazed each day that with all this pain, I can say now At least the left side doesn’t hurt as bad as before. My follow up post surgery is in a few days. Then we will learn what the action plan is to taking over the right sides pain and the backs pain. I still continue to take tons of medications. But since the Medicaid, they pay for most of them. But if it were ALL out of pocket it cost $1100.00 a month in medication to keep me from going completely insane from this.


I have related to music, lyrics such as; Incubus lyrics: “Pins and needles, nice to know you, Goodbye, nice to know you.” Limp Bizkit lyrics in “Be hind blue eyes”. Movie plots and true life stories more than ever before; Like the article on the little girl who felt no pain, or a movie called “It’s my party” which is about someone who wants to die and is going to kill themselves and have let family and friends know and have a goodbye party, not to morn but to say goodbye, and those feelings that idea of being at peace with leaving. I relate to stories of people who just can’t take it anymore, or are in such agony they have gone mad. And I identify with them now. I know how they feel and how they come to be who they are. And recently saw a gentleman on television and he has severe pain and immobility in his right arm. And I look to my boyfriend and he had the same thought. This man could benefit from this surgery I am having. This surgery is meant for his and many many people’s disabilities and mine. And there is only 1 doctor in the WORLD that does this and he practices in Nebraska and Sweden only. Which makes it a very hard resource to come across. I happen to be in the same city and state that he practices in America. And happened to be referred to him by my pain management doctor that is close with him. Which only happened because my initial chiropractor couldn’t help the pain any further and it was only getting worse, so he happened to know this doctor and sent me there. With out that 6 degrees of separation type of process I would not have this option. And I would be deemed Permanently disabled for life. And right now, we (my doctors and I) are trying to stay in temporarily disabled as we try this surgery and rehabilitation process. I refuse to own Permanently Disabled for my future. It can’t be me. I have things I need to do. I am just now 26 as of the day of this 1st surgery and have lost out on the past 2years alone. I can’t loose more time, more years, or sanity. So I keep going. I don’t want to die if I have a chance to live normal. But I think if deemed forever in this hell. Sentenced to life with this torture I refuse to live on. Have children, buy a house, travel more, or climb the top of the corporate ladder. I can’t do these things in this pain. Impossible. So again the idea of limbo I am stuck with. More steps to go, but at least the first few have been completed. Which has come so slow for me, the steps. I guess as a baby learning to walk the first few steps are done but to keep a pace is unlikely. 

What do people live for? If not for the pursuit of the American dream. If not to be achievers and make a difference. What is there that makes you want to go on? That is what pushes me. I have those dreams, those abilities. I just can’t access that now. It is trapped behind a brick wall with no way out. And I guess metaphorically I am hoping these surgeries are the doors to open, the way to get ME back. 
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