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A Love Ripped Away 

These damn hospital machines—constantly beeping, resonating through all the halls, 

down every corridor.1I am at the end of one hall, sitting on a waiting room chair,with my 

family.2The smell of antibacterialfills my nostrils and I shudder thinking of all the other families 

who were once in the same position as me, waiting to find out their own dire fate, in as much as 

it is tied up in the fate of a sick and/or injured loved one.3There is so much noise going on 

around me. Incessant chatter between another group is making a horrible situation even worse.  

“My baby daddy got shot 8 times.” 

“Girl, he’s my baby daddy.” 

“He was my baby daddy first.” 

It is a regular episode of the Jerry Springer Show happening right in front of me at St. Petersburg 

Hospital in Florida.4 Any other day, I would have eavesdropped so intently until I could tell you 

everything about them: where each baby mama lives, who this stud of a man dated and 

impregnated first, how much child support he does or doesn’t pay… but I can’t focus on 

anything other than where my husband is and if he is okay.5 

 I peer through the dirty, 10x10 glass pane in the front door of the waiting room and gaze 

out into the hall. Suddenly, there is a group of doctors and nurses running down the walkway, 
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pushing a stretcher to head into the ICU.6 I can feel my stomach fall to the floor and the noise 

around me fade away until all I can hear is the beating in my chest. I recognize the hand tattoo on 

the person lying on the stretcher. My eyes instantly make their way up to the patient’s head. 

There he is.7 The man whose face once always had a smile on it, whose eyes I could see my 

world in, lie lifeless in front of me.8 

When you’re young, you dream about what your future will be like.9 What kind of house  

you’ll live in, what your career will be and who you’ll be married to.10 You strive to have that  

“perfect life” everybody sets out to have.11 I always fantasized about having a Romeo-and-Juliet-

I’d-rather-die-than-be-without-you love—a love so strong and passionate that we couldn’t be 

torn apart.12 When I met Bobby, I found that. He was everything I had ever wanted: smart, good-

looking, loyal and, most of all, he was the funniest person I had ever befriended.13Albeit, some 

days we were more like Sid and Nancy,14 but those moments were few and far between.With 

him, I found the lost piece of me. Our son was our most prized possession. He was the perfect 

mix of us: Bobby’s butt chin and oversized head paired with my eyes and nose.15 Whether we 

were cruising down the road, holding hands, and singing the wrong lyrics to our favorite singer, 

Jack Johnson, or doing the tedious, day-in-day-out16 tasks of life, everything was an adventure 
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together. The bond between our souls was unbreakable. So, when I got that call—the call that no 

family wants to get—I was shattered.17 

 As the nurse finally leads us back to the ICU (only two of us at a time), I can finally put a 

face to the infamous “baby daddy” who is shielded behind a half-drawn curtain next to  

Bobby’s “room.”18 Approaching the far corner of the large, open room, I see Bobby. He looks 

like an angel sleeping with cords hooked all over his body.19 For someone who was just hit by 

two tons of metal on rubber wheels coming at him at 50 mph, he sure looks good—no scratches 

or blood in sight.20 His appearance gives us some positivity because how can he be injured so 

badly when it doesn’t even look like anything is wrong? “You may not touch him and no talking 

while you are around him,” the nurse chimes in, “Are you his mother?” She is addressing my 

mother-in-law, Michelle, who is standing beside me, in such a matter-of-fact way that my blood 

begins to boil.21 “Your son has a traumatic brain injury and is in an induced coma. The swelling 

is so severe we had to drill a hole in his skull to release some of the pressure. We’re not sure how 

much damage it has caused at this point but he’ll be lucky to make it through the night.”  

 And so begins the love-hate relationship that his family and I have with the machine to 

which he is connected. All we know is that the number on the bottom of the machine that 

monitors the pressure in his skull has to be steady at a number between five and12. It is at 46.22 

Every time it goes down just one little number, new hope arises within me; the future gets a little 

brighter.23 That feeling passes as quickly as it comes. Night turns into morning. No sleep, no 

food, no sense of anything around us. Our only focus is getting Bobby better and out of this God-
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forsaken hospital.24 Day two comes and goes with no change. I occasionally switch my focus 

from the machine up to the ceiling, composed of bright white, holey squares that have what look 

like brown coffee stains on them. I begin to count the holes in each square, then count all the 

squares as far as my eyes can see. I make sure to count every hole in every square just in case the 

number on one was different. “This must be what losing your mind feels like,” I say to myself. 

“10 holes in a row and 14 in the column, there’s 140 holes in that one square.” And on to the 

next.25 

 “Nurse! Nurse! He just lifted his leg!! Nurse!” A panic goes through me. Is he waking  

up? What does this mean? And where the hell is everybody? I can’t be alone for this. His mother  

is my rock through this ordeal. She is a strong, take-charge woman, yet so kind and nurturing 

that it makes it easy for me to lean on her, not knowing she needs somebody, too. She stepped 

out of his room just long enough to maybe get a drink of water or check in on her other kids, still 

in the waiting room. She, too, is held victim to this pesky machine. 

 “Is everything ok?” the nurse frantically asks while running over my way. 

 “He just lifted his leg. That has to mean something, right?”  

“Unfortunately, it doesn’t. It was most likely just a reflex. There is no activity happening  

in his brain for him to be able to do that on his own.” 

 As fatigue sets in, and day two changes to day three, our hopes for a good outcome 

dwindle. But as the sun rises on day four, Bobby’s numbers on the machine are down to a 

staggering 16! I am finally able to peel my eyes away from the monitor and I make my way to a 

hotel to try and finally get some sleep. As I lie down on the bed, it feels like I am lying on a 
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cloud.26 I haven’t felt this comfortable for four days. I try to choke down a cold, stale taco from 

Taco Bell, which I am sure is going to upset my stomach and cause major digestive 

consequences, but it is the most nutrients I have had since my arrival to Florida—it tastes like a 

5-star meal at this point. Just as I close my eyes to sleep, the hotel phone rings. 

 “You need to get back to the hospital, NOW!” 

 I leave everything where it is, scramble to find my shoes in the dark and high-tail it out of 

there. It is a 20-minute drive back to the hospital, but I swear I could have read War and Peaceon 

the way back.27 Once at the hospital, I run down every hall and every corridor at lightning speed. 

A wave of emotions overtake me as I finally reach the double doors leading into the ICU. I take a 

deep breath and prepare myself for the worst-case scenario. The doors open like the Red Sea 

parting,28 but my feet do not want to move like they had just moments ago. A crowd of nurses 

are hovering over Bobby, performing life-saving CPR. My mother-in-law is standing alone at the 

foot of the bed, watching ever so intently, praying for a miracle to save her baby boy. I finally 

get the courage and make my way to her, staring at my feet the whole way over, making sure not 

to look up as it is too much for my heart to bear.  

We hold each other tight as we pray with all our might. “If there really is a God, this 

would be a good time for him to show up.” When I finally look up, one nurse of tiny stature is 

giving it everything she has: ribs breaking, paddles sending electric shocks through his body, 

trying to get any sign of life from him; but it is all in vain.29 He is dead.30 

 “Time of death: 7:11 am.” 
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 The room goes silent and the doctors and nurses leave us alone to say our final goodbyes. 

I step aside and let his family have their time alone with him. After they leave, it’s just me and 

him. All I can think to do is go to my place of comfort: his arms.31 I crawl into his deathbed and 

place my head in his “nook” (the area right above the armpit between his arm and chest).32 I hold 

him and try to soak in all the warmth he has left in him. Naively, I keep hoping I’d feel him kiss 

the top of my head like he always does. After what seems like two minutes, he goes cold. In that 

moment, the gravity of the situation hits me like a ton of bricks. 

 On the airplane on the way home back to Utah, I am sitting by a man, who quite honestly 

seems a little annoyed by having to sit next to a distraught, sobbing girl; but he is nice enough to 

offer me his computer so I can listen to some music to help me through.33 Questions of the 

unknown keep circling my brain: What is my life without this man? What do I say to my son who 

just lost the most important figure in his life?34 After all these years, seven (to be exact), I still do 

not have an answer to these questions.35  

Whenever I feel really lost in life—which is often—I think back to my time on the 

airplane and reflect back on the first song the kind gentleman played for me.36 The song was Bob 

Marley’s “Three Little Birds” and the first lyrics I heard have stuck with me throughout my 

journey of widowhood, reminding me to keep pushing forward, to smile every day because life is 

gift.37   
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“Don't worry about a thing,  

‘Cause every little thing gonna be alright.” 

Singin’, “Don't worry about a thing,  

‘Cause every little thing gonna be alright!” 

  

 

  


