
Beautiful 
morning 

walk. I did 
everything 
right-wore 

bright colors & 
walked on the 

grassy 
roadside... I 
woke up to 
John doe
smoking.

 He was on his 
way to a

methadone
clinic.



He seemed jumpy
& in a rush.

He helped me 
grab 

my phone to call 
my

 family & then 
split.

One week in ICU

Four months in 
a wheelchair.

 I was taken by 
helicopter to a 

hospital & underwent 
sugery & given blood.

Pins went into my ankle
& plates/rods held 
my pelvis together.



Hey kiddo how you doing?

How’s PT & the bones

Sore

I’am angry & stuck here.

Having PT twice 
a week relearning 

how to use my 
ankle & hips, I went 

from wheelchair to a 
boot and walker. 

Until the knee 
surgery.

People Don’t think of 
the mental damage,

Just the crash & 
miraculous recovery.





 I smile, I sta
y positive for my 

people. 

There isn’t any point in 

complaining; it changes 

nothing. If I s
mile then maybe it 

would change the outcome to 

something better. 

 As an athlete being bound to 

a chair, not being able to move, 

or do the things that free you is 

mental damage. That kills a 

person’s spirit. It
’s mental 

damage people don’t expect.



I still hold anger for the person that never got caught. Everytime I 
go somewhere it comes back into my life. But good things came from this.

My experiences with classmates & my love for drawing returned.
I can’t control everything, but I can my emotions.

I can’t do what I used to, but I’m alive & that is enough.


