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Welcome to the April 2018 issue of HOPE Magazine! 
 
 
A recent comment on Facebook caught my attention and 
brought a smile to my face. When a reference was made to 
HOPE Magazine, the reply was just wonderful. 
 
ñI love that magazine!ô 
 
Over the last several years, we have quietly and steadily made 
inroads to the brain injury community worldwide. From 
individual readers in over forty countries to statewide brain 
injury associations and area agencies, every month, our 
publication lands in the hands of those who need it most. 
 
I am no newbie to brain injury. Now in year eight as a survivor, I 
often wonder what it would have been like if my wife Sarah and 
I had a resource like HOPE Magazine to turn to.  
 
We would have known that we werenôt alone and that there 
were others who shared our fate. 
 
This monthôs issue has remarkable stories of courage and 
survival. If youôve become a regular reader, welcome back. If 
you are a new reader, welcome. You will find hope here.  
 
 
 
Peace, 

 

       
      David A. Grant 
        Publisher 
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Brain Injury Glitches  
By Ali Blaylock  

 

 
 

Just imagine that you have a top-of-the line computer capable of processing complex information, 

linking to multiple sources of existing and new data, and formulating innovative and fresh ideas. One 

day its cord gets tugged and a plug comes undone. It looks 

fine, but after it is hooked back up, there are some "mild 

glitches," according to the troubleshooter.  

 

Computers are expensive and it is only a "mild" problem, so 

you optimistically take it to one of the best computer repair 

shops for evaluation.  

 

They diagnose malfunctions in the wiring and hard drive 

that corrupt, misfile and delete stored data, turn organized 

informational pathways into spaghetti, and randomly apply 

distortion filters to images or audio. Input from external 

sources is frequently garbled, misdirected, and 

misinterpreted. Part of the time, it does almost nothing. But, 

they will try to fix it up as good as new. 

 

After working on it for eight weeks, they inform you that they've done all they can, explaining that a few 

of the glitches appear less severe, some but may be permanent and the load of lost data might never be 

recovered.  

 

 

 

άLƴǇǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ 
external sources is 
frequently 
garbled, 
misdirected, and 
misinterpreted.έ 
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After eight weeks of 

cognitive, speech, and 

physical therapy, the 

glitches, along with 

debilitating headaches 

and confusion, 

persisted.  

 
 

Which option would you choose? 

 

A. Toss it, and buy a new computer 

B.  Keep using the old one, and get used 

to the glitches 

C.  Keep using the old one, and try a 

"DIY" repair to reduce glitches 

 

Did you choose A? Likely and logical, especially 

if you use it a lot. 

 

Did you choose B? Not likely or logical, as it 

defeats the purpose of a computer.  

 

Did you choose C? Highly doubtful, since the 

experts couldn't repair it and most people don't 

know a motherboard from an ironing board. For 

me it was, and remains, the only option. 

 

The computer described above is my brain 

following an automobile accident that left me 

with a "mild" traumatic brain injury. After eight 

weeks of cognitive, speech, and physical therapy, 

the glitches, along with debilitating headaches 

and confusion, persisted.  

 

Despite my limited understanding of the brain, 

much less the damaged brain, some inner part of 

me was pretty sure that just giving up, giving in, 

and accepting the finality of having achieved 

maximum anticipated recovery as stated on my 

paperwork, was simply unacceptable. 

 

So, I didn't just choose option C, I embraced it. I 

still do hours of therapy every single day. I still 

have glitches. It's been six years. 

 

Notice I said "mild" TBI. That is the diagnosis 

that the medical community uses to label this 

widely varying and often disabling condition. Itôs 

one that I view as anything but mild. 
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Like a malfunctioning computer, people with TBI tend to look fine on the outside, often with few 

physical tell-tale signs, and we try to limit circumstances or avoid situations that would make deficits 

more apparent. 

 

Worse, we can't really explain the little horrors we experience several times a day, or the debilitating 

ones that occur several times a month. When we try, it's an exercise in futility, frustration, and most 

often results in a crushingly lonely sadness. 

 

Whether a computer or a brain, it's clear 

that these glitches aren't mild. While TBI 

in general isn't readily understood by the 

majority of people to begin with, an 

adjective like "mild" only serves to 

exacerbate the effects of the condition 

with the misconceptions and misplaced 

expectations it creates. Family, friends 

and total strangers hear the word mild 

and can't see the injury, so some feel free 

to comment, question, or give their 

opinion. "Why can't you work?" "Why 

can't you drive?" "Wow! That was an 

inappropriate thing to say." "I think 

you're faking." "This TBI thing is an 

excuse to shirk your responsibilities." 

"Why are you crying?" "Everybody 

forgets sometimes." "You are still you." 

"You're lucky, it could have really been 

worse." "You look fine to me." "If you'd 

just try harder." What's more, a computer 

cannot feel physical pain or emotional 

anguish - additional gifts from the TBI 

Gods. 

 

My point is that, sticks and stones aside, the word "mild" has the real-world consequences of further 

hurting survivors of brain injuries in ways the medical community has either not considered, or is 

choosing to ignore.  

 

In part, it is a matter of conditioned perception of the word based on the typical meaning and use of the 

adjective. Perception and reality are not always the same thing, but we think they are. People tend to 

react based on perception as if it is reality. For example, if you perceive that the bug flying toward you is 

a wasp, you're going to react as if it is a wasp, by avoiding or swatting at it, even if it's really just a 

beetle. A "good" liar is actually one that is perceived as being truthful. A person driving a new Jaguar is 

perceived as having money. 

 

How is the adjective 'mild' perceived? Mild weather is pleasant. Mild spice isn't very hot. People rarely 

stay home with a mild cold. A mildly amusing joke isn't all that funny. Essentially mild denotes 
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pleasant, no big deal, not having much of an effect, or certainly not something that would inhibit 

essential or routine functions. So, telling someone I have a mild TBI doesn't allude to the number or 

kinds of effects I experience, does it? (See the list of my personal glitches) No, it does not. 

 

It's time to find another label for the challenges we live 

with. At least something that doesn't mean pleasant and 

having little effect. It's not just a misnomer, it's an 

insult that perpetuates faulty perceptions and a lack of 

understanding, empathy, and accommodation, coupled 

with unreasonable expectations and negative character 

judgments.  

 

Believe me, I'm grateful for every modicum of progress 

I've made, but the daily challenge of performing simple 

tasks, formulating a thought or an utterance, or 

recognizing the painfully apparent misconceptions 

someone has about what I'm going through makes the added slap of a term like mild, with all its gentle 

ramifications, an insult to injury. It makes the difficult and ongoing journey even harder. 

 

It's one of the few things about this unasked-for horror that could easily be remedied. These are just 

some of the MILD TBI glitches that I am still working on through frustration, anger, fear, tears, hope, 

and utter stubbornness to reduce, circumnavigate, or learn to accept and accommodate. Feel free to cross 

off the ones you consider to be MILD. 

 

¶ I get vertigo and fall over for no reason 

¶ I can't drive for too many reasons to explain 

¶ I can't go in stores because of the lights and noise 

¶ I often can't eat because I'm nauseated so often, or I don't eat, because I forget to 

¶ Sometimes I have no idea what I am doing from one minute to the next 

¶ I can't cook when I'm alone because I forget I'm cooking (Iôve had a couple close calls with fire) 

¶ I have long-lasting horrible headaches several times a week 

¶ I can't ride in a car without getting sick and panic attacks (Limbic system) 

¶ I can't remember if I've taken my meds or not 

¶ I can't control my body temperature - freezing, hot and sweating 

¶ I can't swallow completely and choke frequently, always congested 

¶ I often can't recall words, or when I can, I can't formulate them with my mouth 

¶ Sometimes my legs still don't respond properly to the walk command-jerky gait! 

¶ I misunderstand what others say, or the intentions of what they've said 

¶ I can't tell when people are joking, or I think they are, when they're not 

¶ Sometimes there are no words at all, or the wrong one comes out - surprise! 

¶ I smell noxious odors that aren't there and smell things that are, long before anyone else 

¶ I can't sleep at night or regulate my circadian rhythm 

¶ Sometimes made-up nonsense words are all I have to communicate with 

Believe me, I'm 
grateful for 
every modicum 
of progress I've 
made. 
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¶ I have super sensitive hearing, but suffer poor discrimination during conversation 

¶ I can't do two things at once, like walk and talk 

¶ I laugh or cry at inappropriate times and without reason - hate that 

¶ My verbal filter is gone - I unintentionally blurt out whatever pops in my head 

¶ I can NEVER satisfactorily explain what I'm really experiencing 

¶ Despite a loving family, I am painfully isolated and feel no one understands 

¶ I feel like the "real me" is in there somewhere, just wandering and lost in a not-so-fun house 

 

Life after brain injury is not easy. Dealing with my day-to-day glitches as best I can has allowed me to 

move forward in my life, not in a way that I ever expected, but in a way that works for me.  

 

 

Meet Ali Blaylock  
 

 

An author, artist, and certified sign language 

interpreter, Ali Blaylock is a six year TBI survivor 

as a result of an automobile accident that occurred 

when a driver illegally turned into her path. 
 

She served as lead educational interpreter for the 

Palm Beach County school district, focusing on 

language acquisition and equal access, proposing 

best practices and innovative strategies that are 

still implemented today.  

  

Since 2012, Ali has not been able to work, drive, 

travel more than short distances, and rarely 

ventures out of her home, but is not idle. She 

continues daily self-directed therapy aimed at 

improving cognition, speech, balance, and short-

term memory, and hopes to publish her first fiction 

novel in the very near future. 

 

 

 

Some of us think holding on makes us 

strong; but sometimes it is letting go.  
                                                                                                                             -Hermann Hesse 
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My Healing  
By Debra Gorman  

 
 

I could see the question in her eyesðand in the tilt  of her headðand the wrinkle of her brow. I 

recognized the expression but her question was a silent one. Our chat had led us to this point: Why 

doesn't your faith heal you?  

 

I wish she would come out with it. I would like to 

tell her that I will  most definitely be healed, 

maybe not in this lifetime, but later. My faith tells 

me that the ñinconvenienceò of a brain injury was 

allowed by my Heavenly Father, not because he 

is a cruel ogre in the sky, but because he loves me 

too much to leave me as I was. There is 

something that I can give and something I can 

receive most effectively from this difficult  

experience. Oh, it has been difficult.  I need a 

stronger wordðarduous maybe? Formidable? 

There were times when I thought the weight of it would kill  me.  

 

But since it didnôt, I decided to get down to the business of understanding it a little better, to submit to a 

higher power, one who could heal me if  that was in my best interest. By this time in my life and 

experience, I desire what is in my best interest. I believe he allowed the brain injury in order to shape 

and mold me into someone better than I would otherwise be. 

άThere were times 
when I thought the 
weight of it would 
kill me.έ 
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Itôs not that I donôt still see doctors and hope for 

physical improvement, I do. Itôs just that my 

ultimate well-being does not depend upon 

improvement. I CHOOSE happiness. I CHOOSE 

to be content in my circumstances. My faith 

allows me to do that. 

 

How? Why?  

 

Because I have a long history with God.  

 

Sometimes I examine the inner me and note the 

positive changes that have taken place since my 

brain injury. I am more patient, loving and 

understanding. I realize that Godôs love is bigger 

than I had thought. In the past, I was somewhat 

rigid in my beliefs. I thought I knew God, but I 

didnôt, not really.  

 

God gives me peace and grace as a result of 

trusting him. He is all knowing and all loving. 

My inability to understand everything that occurs 

in this world is my problem, not hisðor hers. 

Actually, God doesnôt need or have a gender. 

 

I havenôt always felt so hopeful. Six years ago, a 

few months after my brain hemorrhage, I hit a 

bottom. I remember having dinner at the kitchen 

table with my husband on a winter night. Outside, 

snow was falling and the wind was whipping it 

into big drifts. My dog sat curled up under my 

chair because thatôs where she was most likely to 

catch the food that fell from my fork as I tried to 

get it from my plate to my mouth. I am not 

naturally right-handed and have really struggled 

to learn to eat and write using my right hand. That 

evening, in the midst of dinner, my head fell onto 

my chest and I sobbed my despair. 

 

My life has included many difficult  blows, but 

never, EVER, had I felt more alone and sad than 

at that moment. I felt doomed. For a time I lost 

hope. How would I go on living? How could I 

bear to live as aé a handicapped person? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Never had I felt  

more  alone  and 

sad than  at  that  

moment.  I felt  

doomed.  For a time  

I lost  hope.  How 

would  I go on 

living?  
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It was a night of anguish, but it was also a turning point. I did not want to live out my remaining time as 

a sad or bitter person. 

 

It has been six years since my brain hemorrhage and subsequent subdural hematoma, but I have begun to 

be aware and truly grateful that my injuries were not worse. As it was, I narrowly escaped death. I have 

been given the gift of a future and time to do something worthwhile. I donôt know if  I have many more 

future days or few, I just want to use them wisely. I want to make a positive contribution in this world. I 

want to live open-hearted and open-handed. I want eyes that see possibilities instead of barriers. 

 

I remind myself that God said his plan was to give me a future and a hope. That promise offers 

tremendous comfort. 

 

Meet Debra Gorman  
 

Debra Gorman was fifty-six years old when she 

experienced her brain injuries. The first was a 

cavernous angioma, causing her brain to bleed, 

and four months later, a subdural hematoma. She 

later learned that she also had suffered a stroke 

during one of those events. 

 

At the time of the injuries, Debra was just 

becoming established in her new career as a 

Registered Nurse. She had been married only six 

years to her beloved. She had also been very 

active, hiking, backpacking, biking and weight 

training.   

 

She finds a creative outlet in writing. She is able 

to use a keyboard, tapping keys with her non-

dominant forefinger and thumb. She enjoys 

writing for her children and grandchildren and 

has written articles that have been published for 

hospice. Currently, she writes for her blog, 

entitled Graceful Journey and can be found at 

 debralynn48.wordpress.com 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/TBIHopeandInspiration
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Everything Has 

Changed 
By Jim Martin  

 
Since my brain injury, there have been times where I have felt 

vulnerable. For example, I recently attended a Super Bowl party 

at good friendôs home. I arrived early as I had just adopted a new 

dog/puppy (Preston), and my hosts had a 10-year-old Golden 

Retriever, so was hoping to ñfind a friendò for Preston, which I 

did. The other guests arrived, the game began, and eventually I 

became unable to follow the conversation. Just prior to half time, 

I went home and enjoyed the game. 

 

I realize that isolating is not helpful; yet I also know that I need 

to take care of myself. This can be a bit of a quandary in such a 

notorious social setting. That led me to consider the concept of 

vulnerability, something I seldom, if ever, considered prior to my 

brain injury. Now, it smacks me in the face. Vulnerability can 

mean several things to many different people.  

 

Not wanting to think of myself as vulnerable, one of the first 

things which come to mind is weakness. Stated differently, I 

wanted to be useful, but I definitely did not want to be used, and 

that was not my perspective when offering assistance or even 

simply being social.  

 

From a dictionary definition, vulnerability can mean being 

capable of, or susceptible to, being wounded or hurt, physically 

or emotionally, or being open to moral attack, criticism, or 

temptation. But, as I have learned over the past seven years, 

vulnerability can be having courage despite my impairments.  

 

Vulnerability can include asking for help, saying no, standing up 

for myself, respectfully acknowledging that Iôm afraid at times. 

 

That leads me back to seeking balance in my life. I read an article 

a few years ago about balance in the context of riding a horse. It 

had a profound impact. In essence, there are many parallels. For 

example, the horse cannot carry my emotional baggage and still 

perform. Similarly, in spite of my invisible deficits, those around 

me cannot and should not need to suffer my deficits. So, balance 

becomes huge for me. Holding on to past hurts, accidents, 
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grievances, worries and resentments affects no one but me. Iôm becoming more and more comfortable 

which requires me to experience more vulnerability. I suspect many can identify when I say that 

everything has changed. But, with a healthier perspective, itôs not too bad. I can now perceive life from 

my heart as compared to my head. It is a different, very different, life experience, but one that has 

permitted me to embrace all that life has to offer. 

 

Meet Jim Martin  

 

 

After 30 years practicing law as a trial attorney primarily 

representing physicians in medical malpractice litigation, 

Jim is a brain injury survivor whose career ended in 

December, 2010 when he experienced a significant 

traumatic brain injury, and resulting permanent memory 

impairment.  

 

Following an extended period of time learning to accept 

his new reality, he now volunteers with the Alzheimerôs 

Association, where he is a Board member, attends support 

group meetings with Brain Injury Connections NW, is a 

member of Brain Injury Alliance of Oregon, and 

volunteers at a local Portland, Oregon hospital.  

 

To stay connected with the legal community, Jim mentors 

newly admitted lawyers with the Oregon State Bar. 
 
 

 


