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Welcome to the February 2019 issue of HOPE Magazine 

 

As we approach the four-year anniversary of our publication, 

itôs hard not to be humbled. HOPE Magazine has grown from 

a few local readers to a worldwide publication read in close to 

sixty countries.  

 

This month, we feature an issue that is truly international in 

scope, including contributors from as far away as South Africa 

and Australia. Brain injury is truly global in scope, but 

fortunately, so is brain injury recovery.  

 

Together, as part of a worldwide support network, we lift each 

other higher and we support each other. One brain injury 

survivor at a time, we find the end to the isolation that many 

come to experience. We find hope! 

 

It is my wish that you find something within the pages of this 

monthôs issue that help you along your journey.  

 

 

Peace,  

 

       
      David A. Grant 

        Publisher 
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Skydiving Into a New Life  
By Mariëtte Loubser  

 
 

 

I am Mariëtte Loubser and my story is about miracles. In 2012, I started taking classes toward my 

masterôs degree in Inclusive Education. I was a high-school teacher and decided to do a tandem 

skydive for my twenty-fifth birthday. I found out that I just loved skydiving.  

 

A school teacher by week, I was a skydiver on 

weekends. My first jump was perfect. On my second 

jump, disaster struck. It was February 23, 2013. 

Apparently, or so I am told, I started tumbling when I 

exited the plane. When my parachute opened, the line 

was blocking my parachute from opening completely. 

At the time, I was a student skydiver. They kept 

saying over the radio that I should pull my emergency cord. I was out and just hanging and never 

pulled my emergency cord. There were buildings next to the landing site. I fell on the rubble. 

 

My family and club members waited for the ambulance. After examining me and assisting me, they 

said that I was too weak to be transported by ambulance. I was transported by helicopter to Milpark 

Hospital in Johannesburg, South Africa and arrived at 12:00 PM.  

 

I broke many bones in my back including C1, T4, L4, L5, S2. I broke both my hips - the left one in 

two places, pelvis, coccyx, and tibia. I broke eight ribs, I tore my lung and sustained a severe 

traumatic brain injury, as well as a diffused injury. Since I was bleeding internally, I was too weak to 

be operated on.  

άL ƴŜǾŜǊ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ 
emergency cord. There were 
buildings next to the landing 
ǎƛǘŜΦ L ŦŜƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊǳōōƭŜΦέ 
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The head of the trauma unit was 

trying to stop the bleeding so that 

they could operate.  

 

At twelve that night he said that I 

was on the verge of dying and that I 

could die because I was too weak. 

However, they needed to operate. I 

was in the operating room for three 

hours. They fixed my lung first, 

then added two plates to my ribs to 

repair them. After three-and-a-half 

weeks, I went to Netcare Auckland 

Park Rehabilitation Centre.  

 

This was to be my home for the next three months. At the rehabilitation hospital, they had to re-teach 

me things that people take for granted as normal daily activities. My mother was there every day. She 

worked with me to improve my brain after I was at physio and occupational-speech therapy. My 

father and brother came to the hospital after work.  

 

I donôt remember ever skydiving, nor did I remember much of my teaching and masterôs program. In 

the beginning, I was angry at God. Why would he allow this to happen to me? My brain didnôt 

register pain, so I didnôt feel any pain in the beginning of my recovery. Later on, I started feeling the 

pain and I drank many painkillers that didnôt actually take the pain away. Besides having pain due to 

my broken bones, I had a blocked tear gland in my right eye, constant dry eye and eye infections. I 

had double vision as well. Since my eye moved a lot, I could not get a prism in my glasses to 

eliminate the double vision.  

 

I am a Type-A person and I started to remember more at the end of 2013. I resumed my masterôs 

program at the end of 2013 and began teaching in 2014, only after doing a trial lesson in 2013. 

Everything was such a struggle. It was like this until I realised that I needed to make the best out of 

the situation.  

 

An article by Mike Strand in the 

November 2018 issue of HOPE Magazine 

puts it into words nicely:  

 

"Stephen Spender has put into words what 

it takes to succeed with peace and 

confidence while living with brain injury. I 

found it all too easy to bring myself down 

with unrealistic expectations. Trying to be 

the person I was before my brain injury 

was the chief unrealistic expectation that I 

had.ò  
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Things didnôt change for me until I adopted a better 

attitude. It wasnôt until I let go of trying to be who I was, 

that I began trying to be who I could be. 

 

Thus, I decided to make the best of this unfortunate 

situation. I started joining many TBI groups on Facebook 

and Pinterest. I read books regarding brain injuries and got 

tips on how to cope with the situation. I also realized that 

no matter how much my accident and the after-effects 

frustrate me, there are people who have it worse.  

 

What has helped me to cope is drinking lots of water to keep my brain hydrated. I read that seaweed 

helps brain injury. Now, I am drinking kelp tablets. I also read that essential oils help with brain fog 

and help in having a clear mind. I diffuse different oils to help me. There are days when I am going to 

have a day that I canôt work due to headaches, aphasia or ongoing neuro-fatigue.  

 

On these bad brain days I try to rest, but it is frustrating when I know I have work to do. What has 

helped me with this is to work ahead so that when I have these days, I donôt have to worry about the 

work I need to do. I also write down everything as I have a poor memory. I put reminders on my 

phone to help with my memory. 

 

Friends leave after brain injury. You see the true colors of people that say they care, love you and are 

your friends. My family and God have given me strength to carry on with each day. I finished my 

masterôs degree program in 2015. I wanted to give up many times, but my mother and father did not 

allow me to give up. I graduated in 2016. 

 

I am Mariëtte Loubser from Johannesburg, South Africa and this is my story.  

 

 

Meet Mariëtte Loubser  

 
 

 

Mari±tte writesé 

 

ñI am Mari±tte Loubser from Johannesburg South Africa. Currently I 

am thirty-one years old, but when I had my accident, I was only twenty-

five years old. I am currently a high school teacher. I finished my 

masterôs degree in 2015. I wanted to give up many times, but my 

mother and father did not allow me to give up. I graduated in 2016.ò 

 

 

 

 

άL ŀƭǎƻ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ 
matter how much my 
accident and the after-
effects frustrate me, 
there are people who 
ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǎŜΦέ 
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Eight Years Out  
By Jim Martin  
 

 

As I write this, it is eight years to the day when a good friend (who had a key to my home) found me 

unconscious at the bottom of a staircase. I suffered a traumatic brain injury and have no memory of 

the accident, nor the several weeks and months which followed. Recently, I obtained medical records 

from the three facilities in which I was admitted 

and treated following the accident. To say the 

least, reading these records gave me a new 

perspective on the significance of my injuries 

and, more importantly, how fortunate I was to 

survive. 

For example, for the past eight years I was under 

the impression that I had been unconscious for 

approximately twenty hours. Yet, the initial 

hospitalization reports that I had been ñdownò for up to forty-eight hours. Despite having suffered 

facial bone fractures, significant blood loss, and a crush/compartment syndrome injury to my left 

hand which led to rhabdomyolysis and acute kidney failure (breakdown of dead muscle proteins 

causing my kidneys to shut down), the TBI resulted in the most significant impairment. 

Since I do not recall the initial or specialty hospitalizations, I recently asked those close to me to 

describe their visits during that time period. There were some funny stories, and some which were 

downright scary. For example, apparently, I insisted that Paul McCartney was in the building (one of 

the hospitals) and performed for the patients every Thursday! Where that came from, I have no idea. 

Apparently, Iôm told, I had no sense of modesty and was quite disinhibited, as well as being unaware  

ά{ƛƴŎŜ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ 
or specialty hospitalizations, I 
recently asked those close to 
me to describe their visits 
during ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǇŜǊƛƻŘΦέ 
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of my physical limitations. Much more 

problematic, several have told me that they were 

not sure if I would return - ouch, that hurt, but 

Iôm sure I frightened them even more. 

After being discharged from a fantastic 

rehabilitation hospital, for three months I lived 

in a foster care home which specialized in brain 

injuries. Even more frightening for me, is that 

after recovering physically, I thought I was 

ready to return home by myself and to my 

profession of thirty years, a successful trial 

lawyer.  

I did not appreciate that I had a significant 

memory impairment, especially for new 

information, along with an inability to track 

conversations in groups of people. I received 

opinions from a treating neuropsychologist and 

physiatrist that I risked committing malpractice 

by trying to return to my profession. That was 

devastating. Then, the insurance company 

which was providing long-term benefits 

required I apply for Social Security Disability. I 

was lost. Dumbfounded. But, at the risk of 

losing the benefits, I applied, and on the initial 

application, it was accepted. And once my 

career was not available to me, so too, were 

many of what I thought were my good friends. 

Of course, they had their families, careers and 

recreational activities which they continued to 

enjoy, as they should, but it left me to isolate. 

Adding to my apathy was attempting to explain 

to new acquaintances why I was no longer 

practicing law, given my memory impairment, 

which was met with increasingly frequent 

comments such as ñWell, youôre sixty-ish, of 

course your memory isnôt what it used to be...ò 

Consequently, despite realizing that it was not 

healthy, I withdrew. 

As more and more time has elapsed since 

experiencing my TBI and with the benefit of 

hindsight, I now realize that I struggled 

significantly during the first few years, to the 

point that I now believe that my overall 

recovery would have benefited by remaining at 

the foster care home for several more months.  

It wasnôt as though I could not function, alone 

as it were, but realistically I was somewhat 

emotionally incapable of grasping the 

significant changes in my life. I looked normal, 

I spoke well, I understood what was being said 

and what I read (although retaining that 

information was a vastly different matter). 

I could no longer, realistically, define myself as 

a trial lawyer. I now see, again with the benefit 

of hindsight, that my life had become rather 

one-dimensional, which is never healthy. 

 

https://www.facebook.com/tbihopeandinspiration/
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òI have been informed 

that in addition to 

being at risk for 

developing 

Alzheimerõs, I am also 

at greater risk of 

developing 

Parkinsonõs and 

epilepsy.ó 

 

More recently, upon my questioning of the 

treating neuropsychologist and a subsequent 

consultation with a neurologist, I have been 

informed that in addition to being at risk for 

developing Alzheimerôs, I am also at 

greater risk of developing Parkinsonôs and 

epilepsy.  

As I confront these potential challenges, I 

have hope for the future that I will 

somehow be useful for the benefit of 

someone or something. What that may be, I 

do not yet know, but hope sustains me. 

As I have previously written, the concept of 

hope is not easily defined for me. 

Dictionary definitions do not seem to 

suffice. Rather, the emotion which 

accompanies a sense of hope emanates from 

my heart, not my brain.  

I realize that suggesting that I ñthinkò with 

my heart may sound a bit crazy, but the 

more I learn from the research being 

performed by the HeartMath Institute, the 

more I believe that there is a significant 

connection between the head and heart.  

And, I now consider the past eight years a 

transition. Sure, there were many 

significant changes, physical, professional, 

and personal, but the ability to keep moving 

forward is only possible with a sincere 

belief that hope, manifested through my 

heart, will lead me through this transition, 

the destination yet unknown. 

Throughout my recovery, I have been 

drawn to the writings of Richard Rohr. 

Relatively recently, he posted comments 

and a quote attributed to Rabbi Harold 

Kushner which are extremely important for 

me. 
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ñThe greatest task for any person (brain injury or otherwise - my comment) is to find meaning in his 

or her life. Frankl saw three possible sources for meaning: in work (doing something significant), in 

love (caring for another person), and in courage during difficult times. Suffering in and of itself is 

meaningless; we give our suffering meaning by the way in which we respond to it.ò 

Forces beyond your control can take away everything you possess except one thing: your freedom to 

choose how you will respond to the situation. You cannot control what happens to you in life, but you 

can always control what you will feel and do about what happens to you. This magazine, HOPE, has 

provided a venue for me to express the thoughts and feelings which have resulted throughout my 

recovery. For that, I am thankful. 

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.  

 

Jim 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. 
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Ruby Red 

Slippers  
By Loran Zumbrunn   
 
I used to enjoy Colorado to ski 

It was a hobby where I really felt free 

But luck ran dry and I got a bad dose  

I hit my head and spent a week comatose 

  

I suffered a traumatic brain injury 

All my fight went into recovery 

Prognosis was bad, but who gives a cluck ;)  

Beat paralysis with stubbornness and luck 

  

Three and a half months to learn to walk again 

So determined, Iôd climb any mountain 

Support at Craig Hospital for so long 

My family is ridiculously strong 

  

Then here at Madonna I could always feel 

Help everywhere, so my resolve was steel 

I couldnôt drive so I had to ride the bus 

Rather freeze my toes than put up a fuss 

  

Had a project at the Tractor Test Lab 

It seemed to validate all of my rehab 

Recovered for two years with no interfering 

Before I attacked work in engineering 

  

I was convinced this would just be a story 

That I could break out to highlight my glory 

I thought the old me would be back again soon 

Until the hard truth gave me a new tune 

  

At Kawasaki I achieved engineering 

But soon I went from cheering to tearing 

Worked long hours and gave all my energy 

But I couldnôt make up for my poor memory 

  

They let me go and so far that I fell 

Plenty of days I thought I was in hell 

 

I was ashamed of my incapability 

Making ends meet because of disability 

 

I thought disability was pathetic 

Until I needed to call the medic 

I know my reasons are completely legit 

But that doesnôt mean I could stomach it 

 

I thought about committing suicide 

Decided no, mainly for family pride 

That certainly wonôt help with depression 

Passing days just to quell familyôs obsession 

  

Motivational sayings Iôd always receive 

Things will get better, you've got to believe 

I live on my own, so for that I am proud 

At least while in front of a clapping crowd 

  

We all have our own unique journey through s;)it 

My compassion has multiplied because of it 

I wish Iôd have learned lessons with less pain 

But growth regularly comes through severe strain 

  

For me, a support group is nearly a must 

A crowd who understands and I can trust 

Empathyôs great, but understanding is more 

Acknowledging things normal people ignore 

  

Iôve been forced to prematurely retire 

Plus side is, my schedule earns peopleôs ire 

Deliberate effort for my world to recoup 

Iôm still searching for my new social group 

  

After giving up hope to find a new career 

I got one where I can bend the eldersô ear 

Grandparents get how my memory has cracks 

But they see me push to fix where it lacks 

  

I respect each person after my hassle 

No longer looking down from my castle 

A model human because of this drama 

But thatôs only according to my mama 

  

I donôt know where all of the chips will land 

But for now I have somewhere to happily stand 

This could be viewed as a needed shake-up 

But if I could click my heels, I'd love to wake up!  
 

 

Loran Writesé  
 

ñBefore my TBI, in 2014, I was a design engineer. I have written a poem about my 

life that I have shared with my TBI support group and it was received very warmly. 

They pointed out that having a brain injury can feel very lonely because people 

donôt enjoy sharing the dark parts of their stories. I wrote most of my poem when I 

was in a very low place. I am willing, even excited, to share my personal story, 

especially if it can help others realize that they arenôt the only ones feeling down, 

and progress can be made, even when it feels like youôre in a bottomless pit.ò 
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The Brain Injury Trap  
By Jeff Sebell  

 

I get a laugh when I mention to 

somebody that I lost my car in 

the parking lot and they respond 

with, ñOh yeah, I do that all the 

time.ò 

I know they are just trying to be 

cute and funny or to find a way 

to make a connection with me, 

but what these people donôt 

understand is that there is 

nothing cute or funny about a 

brain injured individual having to 

deal with constantly forgetting, 

misplacing or not understanding. 

Iôm sure many, if not all of you, understand exactly what comes with saying, ñI lost my car again,ò 

when you have a brain injury. 

You know about the confusion as you stand in the parking lot trying to remember where you parked, 

unable to figure out why you canôt do something simple like remember where your car is. You know 

how that confusion gets worse, not better, the more you try and figure it out. You know about the 

frustration that comes with forgettingéyet again. You feel that not knowing where your car is parked 

is a reflection of what your life has become and that these type of things, which are just nuisances to 

other people, put you deeper and deeper into the abyss. 

The last straw is that losing your car brings back every fear and frustration youôve ever had, making 

you feel as though you donôt belong on this earth. 

I almost fell into that God-forsaken trap the other day. 

Luckily for me, as I stood dumbfounded in the busy parking lot, teetering on the brink of the trap 

trying to suck me in, I had one of those rare revelations we sometimes have: you know, a flash of 

light and a single thought that cut through the fog and lit up the sky with clarity. 

For that one great, shining moment, I saw the answer and I understood my life. 
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What was it that clicked? 

In the millisecond just before I fell into the trap, I 

was able to pause and ask myself: What is really 

going on here? Why does it have to be like this? 

It was in that moment that I took control. 

Right then I understood that the ñBrain Injury 

Trapò wasnôt something that happened to me. The 

truth was this: I had brought the trap on myself. 

Yes, me. I didnôt have the parking lot or the cars 

or my brain injury to blame, although that is very 

convenient. The trap was about to spring on me 

because I doubted myself, and the trap was like 

quicksand: the more I struggled and fought back, 

the harder it was to escape. 

The Brain Injury Trap  

In that moment I saw that I needed to do two 

things: 

I needed to come to terms with the idea that due to 

my brain injury, I may sometimes forget where I 

park my car, and thatôs ok. That sort of thing will 

happen from time to time because I donôt have a 

ton of control over how my memory works. 

Secondly, coming to terms with this would help 

me accept ñlil-olô meò and stop me from beating 

myself up. It would also allow me to deal with 

situations constructively instead of using them as a 

reason to get mad at myself. 

I saw that I needed to exercise control over my 

mind. Contrary to what I might think, it really 

wasnôt the ñforgettingò that was the issue. It 

wasnôt the ñforgettingò that made me a bad person. 

I made myself into a bad person by thinking I 

shouldnôt be forgetting and by beating myself up 

and judging myself. 

Making myself into a bad person springs the 

ñBrain Injury Trapò on me. 

 

 

 

òI didnõt have the 

parking lot or the 

cars or my brain 

injury to blame, 

although that is 

very convenient.ó 
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Avoiding the Trap 

So how do I avoid falling into the ñBrain Injury Trap,ò the beat down I give myself, as well as the 

terrible lack of confidence I have, when I feel I can do nothing right? 

We want to avoid the trap and reach the goal of 

having that shining moment of clarity and trust in 

ourselves, like I had the day I lost my car, last as 

long as possible. We must begin the process by 

accepting who we are. That will enable us to think 

objectively about the situation and we can move on 

from there, using our brains in a proactive and 

objective way. 

If I feel the trap coming on, I try to focus on things 

outside of myself. I try to turn myself into a problem solver rather than a problem maker, and the way 

I do this is by thinking about what I am not doing. I find that when I fall into the trap it is usually 

because I become very focused and create new problems by doing things over and over again and 

expecting things to be different; for example, I walk up and down the same aisle in the parking lot 

looking for my car because I think I must have walked by it. 

These are the times I need to think expansively; think outside of myself so I can be more objective 

and not get caught up in doubting myself. Often the solution is very simple and I just have to give 

myself the room to find it. 

 

Meet Jeff Sebell  
 
Jeff is a nationally published author, keynote speaker and 

blogger - writing about Traumatic Brain Injury and the 

impacts of his own TBI which he suffered in 1975 while 

attending Bowdoin College.  

 

His book "Learning to Live with Yourself after Brain 

Injury," was released in August of 2014 by Lash Publishing. 

Jeff is a regular contributor to HOPE Magazine.  

 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 

òWe must begin 

the process by 

accepting who 

we are.ó 
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Caregiving Lessons and 

Confessions  
By Norma Myers  

 

After my son was diagnosed with a severe Traumatic Brain Injury in August 2012, despite the shock, 

I remember hearing Stevenôs healthcare providers repeating the word caregiver, over and over, as if 

they were determined to make me, of all unqualified people, claim the title. From the effects of 

double trauma, my own jarred brain could not grasp the 

reality that they were talking about me changing 

professions. 

I could not understand why they were not checking the 

credentials of qualified professionals to fill this utmost 

important role of taking care of my only surviving son, 

Steven, if he woke up from his coma. I felt an urgency to 

scream that nowhere on my resume indicated that I was 

qualified to take care of a severely brain injured son. After 

all, how would I grieve the loss of my firstborn son, 

Aaron, (He did not survive the same accident that caused 

Stevenôs TBI) if I was expected to step in as caregiver to Steven. It all felt like a nightmare, one that I 

was more than ready to wake up from. 

Thereôs no candy-coating what happened after the knock on our door, delivering the worst news of 

our lives as parents. Indeed, it was a nightmare! Aaron didnôt survive the accident; Steven did sustain 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ŎŀƴŘȅ-
coating what happened 
after the knock on our 
door, delivering the 
worst news of our lives 
ŀǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦέ 
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a severe TBI. My first confession was voiced to every 

professional that would listen: ñThank you for your 

vote of confidence, but I am NOT qualified to be 

Stevenôs caregiver!ò The responses I received were not 

audible. Instead, I received sad smiles, pats on my 

shoulder, and head-shakes of despair from professionals 

at a loss for words. 

Six years later, I can proudly say, without regret, I did 

step up. I changed professions. Being Stevenôs 

caregiver was the most rewarding professional title I 

have held. Another confession, itôs not for the faint of 

heart, and payment is not in the monetary form. I 

honestly didnôt think I had it in me, but I knew I had to 

do everything possible to get Steven through the most 

critical days of his life. 

Caregiver lessons not embraced in the workforce:  

¶ Quitting is not an option 

¶ Deficits donôt define, they refine 

¶ A positive attitude changes your day 

¶ Itôs okay to laugh at yourself 

¶ Mistakes are fixable 

¶ Take time to do a little something to make a big 

difference in the life of others 

¶ Donôt focus on the outside, respect the beauty 

on the inside 

¶ Be kind, always 

¶ Random acts of kindness should be a daily 

practice 

The list of lessons goes on and on. I embrace each, 

while continuing to learn. 

Due to Stevenôs fragile physical and emotional state, he 

did not learn of his brotherôs death until a month after 

the accident. I will never forget the dreaded day when I 

whispered those horrible words from my trembling lips 

into the ears of my fragile son. It was that moment, 

despite boot camp rehabilitation that Steven dedicated 

his recovery to his brother. Steven didnôt give up, the 

fatal news made him fight harder. Through numerous 

major surgeries, blood, sweat, and tears, Steven kept his 

word to Aaron and made me proud to hold the 

prestigious title of his caregiver! 


