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I would take the 8 heart attacks over a stroke any day. Though a heart attack can be life changing, a stroke can and does change your life forever.

It was 3 years after we found out about the brain tumor that the day we so much dreaded came, April 9, 2009.  Were we nervous? Why, yes we were. After all they were going to cut into my head and try and remove the tumor that was attached to the main artery. 
Cheryl and I as well as my sister Debbie, walked from the hotel to Mass. General early that morning. I was acting like normal, joking and all, when really deep down, I didn’t have a good feeling about it.

The following day of the surgery I developed 2 brain hemorrhages, one on the left and one on the right side of my brain. These affected my vision and my stability. I lost complete vision for 3 days and then some of it came back. My stability comes and goes and I have memory loss. It’s not the same as getting old and forgetting things, although I am getting old.
The night of the hemorrhages, security went to the hotel to get Cheryl as she had to make the decision to go back in and try to stop the bleeding or wait and see. Along with her and my sons decision waiting to see was the better option as going back in would be more risky. 

I don’t know or remember much if anything of the 10 days I was at Mass. General. I found out later that family and friends were there and I didn’t know it. I couldn’t see well, the drugs made me incoherent and I didn’t know where I was or what was happening. In all those days, Cheryl was there at bedside and I didn’t even know it. She washed and shaved me everyday. I couldn’t have food or liquid because they were trying to reduce the brain swelling. I remember being so thirsty, and they would swab my mouth with a small sponge on a stick. I wanted to eat that damn sponge. I asked Cheryl if I could sip some water and spit it out. They allowed me to do so as long as I spit it out. It was the best feeling ever.
During my stay in Mass General, I hallucinated because of the drugs and was really confused as to what was happening. I couldn’t make sense of it. I couldn’t see well, weird thoughts, not knowing where I was or what was going on around me. If someone talked to me, I didn’t have a clue as to what they were saying. 

On my day of discharge to go to CMMC Rehab, Cheryl’s Sister Maryann and sister in law Gail picked us up for the drive back to Lewiston. As we drove I could see a car beside us going along then it would shrink to only a short car with one wheel. I thought to myself, is this some sort of new car that was made while I was gone? After all, I didn’t know where I was or how long I was gone in my mind.

When we arrived at CMMC I didn’t know how to answer people’s questions. Cheryl had to do the entire talking, heck I didn’t even know who I was. I don’t think the staff really knew what I was going through. They probably knew what a TBI or ABI was and what it does, but unless you’ve experienced one, you have no idea. I was having a hard time trying to understand. So, now I’m in rehab and things are starting to freak me out, REALLY freak me out.  
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