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Welcome to the August 2018 issue of HOPE Magazine! 

 

Over the years since we have been publishing HOPE Magazine, there 

have been many stories that have caused our readership to reach out to 

us, appreciative that a story has helped them.  

 

In this monthôs issue, we are sharing a few of those inspirational 

stories.  

 

Every story has value. Every story has the ability to help others. 

Stories are as unique as the individual ï no two are alike. 

 

It is our hope that you find something in this monthôs issue that helps 

you in your own journey. And if you are able, you can then use that 

experience to help someone else.  

 

In this same light, we are always looking for survivors and those who 

love them, to share their stories with others through HOPE Magazine. 

Head over to www.HopeAfterBrainInjury.com and click on the 

Submit Your Story tab for more information.   

 

 

Peace, 

 

       
      David A. Grant 

        Publisher 
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Memory  
By Jennifer White  

 

 
As I enter my 16th year as a survivor of a massive acquired brain injury at 36 years old, I continue to 

struggle to remember the things that once came easily to me. Ask me what those things are and I might 

say, ñI cannot remember.ò Thankfully, most of the chilling details of my three surgeries, 10 days in ICU, 

a couple of weeks in the hospital and a six-month rehabilitation stay have left little memories.  

 

Simply, I have forgotten many of the details of having the 

massive stroke that threw me into early retirement and 

changed my life forever. But, as I have lived since the ABI, 

I have had many memories that I will never forget, like the 

lif e and death of my mother, the day I fell down a flight of 

stairs as I foolishly tried to navigate the stairs while I used 

crutches to steady myself after breaking my femur, and the 

day I realized that all of the friends that I had prior to the 

ABI have moved on to get married, have children, become 

grandparents and see their children get married and have 

their first grandchild. I had to face the fact that I would never have children from an injury I never expected 

to happen to me.  

 

One day I was managing my life, albeit working way too much, but going to work making everyday 

decisions that everyone has to make. I thought about my career, my husband, and my future. How many 

children would I have and when would I start having them? I also thought about social security, retirement,  

άL ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ 
the details of having the 
massive stroke that threw 
me into early retirement 
and changed my life 
ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦέ 
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aging, etc. Although I still think about social 

security, retirement, and aging, I have, over 

the years, accepted my life with no children. 

My former friends are no longer friends who 

I speak with often, but memories from my 

past.  

 

When I was in therapy and asked the doctors 

why I could not remember certain things they 

would tell me ñyou will remember the things 

you want to remember.ò They were right. I 

wanted to remember that I love my husband, 

my sister is my best friend, my brother is 

smart and can be really funny, and I have a 

good life in spite of the pain I have felt in my 

past.  

 

The reality is that I had little control of my 

future other than trying to be a good person, 

doing healthy, not self-destructing things, and 

fighting for the things I believe in. When I 

was sick I had to rely on other people to help 

me. I let them help me, and it felt liberating to 

accept help from people who so unselfishly 

offered it. 

 

When I struggled with memory, I designed a 

cardboard box and wrote the words ñmemory 

boxò on the top of the box. After forgetting 

where I put the box almost every time I 

needed it, I decided that it was an idea that I 

should keep as an idea only. This is where I 

think many of my ideas should stay.  

 

Now I practice sequencing a lot since this has 

been a big challenge for me. What goes first, 

second, etc. What time is it? For example, 

8:10 AM. is earlier than 8:30 AM., but later 

than 7:30 AM. When I practice sequencing, it 

makes me feel like I am being proactive in my 

recovery. 

 

 

 

 

 
 

ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
control of my future other than 

trying to be a good person, 
doing healthy, not self-

destructing things, and fighting 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴΦέ 
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Of course, after the ABI I felt defeated and felt sorry for myself. I constantly tried to find the answer to 

the question ñwhy me?ò After never getting an answer, I finally resolved the question in my head with 

ñbad things happen to good peopleò and an additional question emerged. The question was ñhow do you 

want to live your life today?ò I ask myself that question every morning. 

 

 

 

Meet Jennifer White 
 

Jennifer White is an acquired brain injury survivor from St. 

Louis, Missouri. When sheôs not writing about her life as a 

survivor, she enjoys spending time with her family and of 

course, quilting. 

 

 

 

 

 

  
 

 

 

Walking with a friend in the dark is better 

than walking alone in the light.  ð Helen Keller  
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Haleyõs Journey 
By Haley Anderson  
 

 

 

 

The past two years of my life have been a rollercoaster. I sustained a Traumatic Brain Injury during my 

junior year of high school while on a ride in Disneyland.  

 

After my injury, I had trouble walking and talking and had tunnel vision for nearly a year. Both my short-

term and long-term memory were shot. I got intense motion sickness when I rode in the car for any longer 

than ten minutes and if I turned my head too fast, or even if I stood up too fast. I had a headache all day 

every day for months on end. I was extremely sensitive to light and sound. I put on more than 20 pounds 

due to various medications and inactivity. I had nightmares every night for more than a year, and I also 

suffered from PTSD and post-concussive syndrome. I spent the three months following my injury curled 

up in a ball in my room because I was in so much pain. 

 

During the last two years I have had over two hundred 

medical appointments and have been treated by more than 

twenty medical professionals. I was not able to return to 

school the year of my accident. 

 

When I attempted to return to school the following 

September, I wasnôt sure if I would be able to graduate with 

my class. Fortunately, I had been an honorôs student taking 

college classes and I was a year ahead in both math and science before my injury. Being a year ahead in 

my classes and taking college courses meant that I had extra credits and only needed one class - American 

Government - to graduate. I had an incredible teacher who would meet with me before school, after school, 

and during study hall to help me study and to review my notes. He was always positive and encouraging 

άL ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘŜŀŘŀŎƘŜ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ 
every day for months on 

end. I was extremely 
sensitive to light and 

ǎƻǳƴŘΦέ 
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and he believed in me when I didnôt believe in myself. With his help I completed the year in baby steps 

and with shortened assignments. I donôt know what I would have done without him.  

 

Starting college while recovering from a head injury was a daunting task, and my parents and doctors 

advised me to take it slow. However, being the stubborn, high-achieving perfectionist that I am, I wanted 

to jump in at full speed. We all compromised and decided that I would start the quarter with two classes 

(a two credit Intro to College class and a three credit Career and Life Planning class). I was in denial 

about how bad my condition was and had convinced myself that I would be fine. 

 

What a slap in the face the first week was. 

Everything that I used to do with ease (focusing 

in class, taking notes, keeping up with 

homework, remembering facts, figures, and 

readings from my textbook) was impossible. 

Despite my challenges Iôve managed to do well 

in my classes, receiving Aôs and Bôs. The thing 

that I struggled with the most was the realization 

that everything I had been able to do was 

dramatically altered. Working through that 

realization was one of the hardest things Iôve had 

to do throughout this journey and it took some 

time for me to adjust and to figure out how to 

work around my new challenges. 

 

Working with the disability center at school has 

been incredibly helpful to me. I receive 

accommodations in the classroom (such as 

priority seating in the front of the class), I take 

my tests in a quiet room, and I also receive double 

time on all my tests and quizzes. My success in 

school this year was due to my supportive family 

and friends, working with the disability center, 

and my stubbornness and drive to succeed.  

 

Music is my passion. In high school I played the 

alto saxophone, the B flat clarinet, the bass 

clarinet, and various percussion instruments. I 

was in four bands - Pep, Jazz, Wind Ensemble, 

and the pit orchestra for my high schoolôs musicals. I was first chair (the highest position) and was set up 

to receive multiple music scholarships for college. After my injury I was forced to stop playing because 

playing caused intense headaches that would last for days afterwards. Recently I tried to play my alto sax 

for the first time in almost a year and happily realized that I could play a few notes without an immediate 

headache. Iôm slowly increasing the time I spend playing and Iôm up to five minutes now, which is so 

amazing and is such a big deal to me. Five minutes doesnôt even begin to touch the two hours I would 

spend practicing in high school, but it is progress, and hey, Iôll take it!  
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I have made great progress in the past few months. I got a job, 

recovered from a breakup, finished my first year at community 

college, found new hobbies in rock climbing and hiking, 

returned to rowing after a three-month break, lost the twenty 

pounds I had put on over the last two years. Iôm down to my pre-

concussion weight now, yay!  

 

I started a new medication that helps with daily fatigue which up 

until recently was a HUGE problem for me. Iôm also planning 

on picking up piano lessons again. My nightmares have subsided 

and Iôm sleeping better at night. Iôve been working with a new 

neurologist who has been awesome and this month Iôm supposed 

to start working with the Harborview Medical Center 

Neurological Rehab Program. I am so, so, SO EXCITED for 

that.  

 

Iôm naturally a happy, bubbly person and I lost that part of me 

after the injury. When I looked in the mirror I saw a shell of who I used to be. I looked like me, but I didnôt 

recognize myself. Everything I held dear to meðmy schooling, my music, even my relationshipsð had 

been altered and I didnôt know who I was. I just felt stale and bored inside and smiling and being happy 

and showing emotion took so much effort that it exhausted me. As these changes have occurred Iôm 

noticing that Iôm starting to recognize the girl in the mirror again. I smile all the time and laughing is 

effortless. I sing in the car and laugh at bad puns and stupid jokes. The twinkle in my eyes returned. My 

fiery determination and happy personality came back. I feel like I can take on the world and Iôm just 

HAPPY. 

 

I feel really, truly optimistic for the future and what it holds for me. Right now, my plan is to finish my 

Associateôs Degree at community college and then transfer to WSU to study Neuroscience. After I earn 

my degree Iôd like to transfer to UW for med school to study be a Pediatric Neuropsychologist.  

 

For the first time since my concussion I feel like ME. Others have noticed the changes within me as well. 

As my Dad put it, ñI can see my Haley again." 

 

 

 

 

 

Haley Anderson is a college student currently living in Washington 

State and is four years post-injury. She enjoys hiking, CrossFit, 

painting, rowing, and camping and spending time with family and 

friends. Haley always has a smile on her face and her happy 

personality is infectious. She has faced all the challenges that life has 

thrown at her with grace and dignity and has not let her brain injury 

deter her from her goals. 


