July 20, 2006 

Mothers Against Brain Injuries, I received my worse nightmare on 4/14/2006 around 6:00 in the evening. I was at work finishing up when the call came in that Preston my 4 year old angel was hit by a car and was being transported to Shands. My first thought was that this had to be a terrible joke, as the voice on the other end of the phone assured me this was no joke, I dropped everything and started on the most dreadful trip of my life. I arrived at Shands before Preston, as each ambulance pulled up I scanned the back wanting, waiting to see my baby, to see for myself that he was going to be ok. As my family began to arrive I could see the terror in their faces as they ran to comfort me, and then I got another blow to my heart, Preston wasn't going to be arriving in an ambulance he was being transported via Trauma One. I felt my world slipping away, I remember trying to hang on to my sanity, trying to be strong for my family, but in reality I was dying inside. He was being transported by life flight this was not good. 

My family that had been on the scene explained that Preston was hit by a car, and that the driver of the car never stopped. (Still to this day hasn't been caught) That on the scene he was un-conscious but that his breathing was very good and at this point I had hope. I prayed and prayed asking God to please let me keep my baby, I could deal with whatever he laid at my feet but please don't take my child. When the hospital staff came out and spoke to us they informed us that Preston stopped breathing on the flight and that they had reason to believe that there was brain damage. I felt my hope slipping away but continued to pray. 

I remember thinking how scared he must be, to be all alone back there. I just wanted to be with him, I needed to see him, to touch him, I needed him to know that I loved him with every ounce of my heart. But that didn't happen, for hours we sat in the waiting room, and all we knew was that they were working on him. Then the JSO traffic homicide detective came, I felt as though I was outside of my body, that I was looking in on all this happening to someone else. Was Preston gone?  When I finally got to see Preston in the Trauma Unit he was hooked up to machines and they informed us that he was not responding like they had hoped he would, but all I could think was THANK GOD he is here, my baby is still here! They moved Preston up to PICU at about 6am Saturday morning, I remember walking behind them wheeling my baby and feeling like a lost child. I couldn't even comprehend what was happening. I was scared to death and heart broke. Once Preston was in his room I received my bag from Mothers Against Brain Injury. I can remember smiling for the first time in the last 13 hours, and thinking that this is really nice. I sat the bag to the side and went to Preston's bedside. I had no idea the miracles and love that was at my fingertips waiting inside that canvas bag. I felt hopeless, dead inside, and scared beyond reason. 

My family read the information that was in the bag the very first day and told me to read the information as soon as possible. I was thinking the worse, anyway you looked at this situation it didn't look good. BRAIN INJURY.................to us it felt like the end. We had Preston, he was here laying in this hospital bed fighting for every breath, but what was next? Was he going to get better? Do people recover from this? I didn't know of anyone who did? Does he even have a chance? 

I picked up the reading material and started reading. I was like a sponge wanting, needing information on brain injuries. I was overcome when I read where this bag came from. It came from a mother, a mother just like me, a mom who received a call, rushed to a bed side, a mom that was devastated, scared and lost, a mom that dropped everything and came running, one that valued not to leave this hospital. And at that moment it hit me, I wasn't alone, there was hope, there are happy endings to brain injuries. The more I read the more of my sanity returned. And then I realized I hadn't showered since I been here so with my newfound best friend "my canvas bag of love" I found all the items I needed. I raced down the hall while my husband kept a watchful eye on my angel and took the quickest shower and one of the best cries I have ever had. You knew what I needed and you knew because you had been here. More then likely in this very room, looking at these very walls, asking yourself these same questions, and feeling this same pain. You knew what I needed and you provided it for me. So I could concentrate and give my child 100% of what he needed...........ME, his mom. 

Thank You Mothers Against Brain Injury When I was cold..................You gave me a blanket. When I was tired..................You gave me a pillow When my head felt like it was going to burst.....................You gave me Tylenol When I was dirty.............You gave me soap, wash rag and a towel When I felt alone..........Your stories were my company But most of all when I scared, lost, and empty inside................you gave me peace, understanding, and hope. 

Thank You!!!! 

I apologize that my letter was so drawn out but your organization really means a lot to me. This bag was my savior. You are an inspiration. It's my hope and prayer that every parent in our situation would be able to take advantage of this organization. No one will ever know how much of an influence this bag has on a parent dealing with a child with a brain injury unless you have been there. I would hope that no parent would ever have to deal with this experience ever again but the reality is I know that is never going to happen. But I am comforted knowing that for those in Jacksonville and Gainesville there is going to be a bag of hope and love waiting on them. 

Sincerely, Robin Nolan
