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So, I’m going on a hike in 3 weeks. Not just any hike. This hike is 16 miles total:  to climb Half 
Dome in Yosemite and back to the trail head. When my brother offered me this opportunity, I 
didn’t hesitate to say “yes”. I am thrilled to see God’s handiwork from that loQy view point! At 
the same Ume, it is daunUng to think I will carry my pack of supplies and climb to over 8000 
feet! I’m 52. I live in Houston. It is sauna – I mean summer. There are no mountains nearby to 
“pracUce” hiking for the alUtude. Did I men)on I’m 52? I haven’t done any serious hiking since I 
was 16. My heart and soul keep thinking of the communion with God during the hike: no TV, cell 
phone, ipad, etc to interrupt. Just hiking with God as my tour guide.  It’s preZy awesome to be 
able to do this with one of my brothers – they are ALL older brothers. If he can do it, so can I. 
Selfie sUck photo at the summit? Maybe not – I’d have to carry it the whole way. Did I menUon 
I’m not a serious hiker? So all these thoughts are running through my brain, but how do I train? 
My brother is reUred. He can hike 13 miles a day. I go to work for 6 hours of daylight. Did I 
men)on it is summer in Houston? What to do, how to train, how not to die from the heat? I 
purchased the necessary equipment and borrowed a few things. First, break in the hiking boots. 
Check. Next, I put boZles of water in the backpack. Check. Find a good friend who will walk with 
me at 6 A.M. while I look like a homeless woman carrying her life’s possessions – and walking 2 
dogs. Check. Add more weight to the classes at the gym. Check. Next, take backpack and hip-
pack (btw: loaded) spend 1 hour on the treadmill or stair-climber before class at the gym. 
Check. Did I men)on I’m 52?  OK, I’ve done that and I can sUll move! Ask same good friend to 
walk inside (sans dogs) at the local hospital’s inner mall. It’s air-condiUoned. Check. “Dear God, 
please don’t let me have an injury from training! I SO want to make this trip.” This has been my 
process. I know I can talk with God anywhere, anyUme. Life can be busy and distracUng. 
ReconnecUng with Him while in nature is restoraUve, at least for me. It reminds me that He 
takes care of the birds and He takes care of me and my family. It gives me Ume to peel back the 
layers of everyday stress. So, my countdown has begun. I leave in 18 days. I have several theme 
songs: Superchick- “Go One More”, Tobymac – “Give Me That Funky Jesus Music”, and the song 
lyrics “put one foot in front of the other, and soon you’ll be walking cross the floor, put one foot 
in front of the other, and then you’ll be walking out the door” (from a Christmas kids’ special). 
For now, I am sUll 52 and going to hike Half Dome.  Stay tuned for the aQermath! 
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01/07/2016 



Fast forward 3.5 months…those of you following this blog may be thinking: “Did she fall off Half 
Dome?” “Did she break her hand and she can’t type?” or, like my gym fan club “She met her 
goal and is done working out.” 

Thank God none of the above! I should start at the beginning… 

AQer 3 months of training, I traveled to California. I met my brother Ken and his wife Jan, and 
Nils, my brother’s friend in Mariposa, CA. I had been in Yosemite that day and hiked about an 
hour to see how I would feel. That alUtude was around 4300 Q. I was feeling good about the 
whole trip.  

We went to dinner and then off to bed early. In the morning, I posted “hike of my life today, 
prayers appreciated” on my Facebook page. I had no idea how propheUc that was. The weather 
forecast was great hiking weather – not too hot or cold, no rain. Ken, Nils and I leQ the hotel at 
4:30 a.m. and drove the 1.5 hours to the parking lot near the trailhead. I parked my rental car. 
We did the obligatory last bathroom stop before donning our gear. It was around 6:10 a.m. 
when we started on our 18 mile (approx) round-trip hike. Off we went into the darkness, with 
our headlamps glowing. The temperature was cool enough for a light jacket, but it didn’t take 
long for my muscles to warm up. 

I told Ken and Nils that I would take my Ume, pace myself and take lots of photos. As the sun 
rose, it illuminated the mountains surrounding Yosemite Valley. (I took photos) Our backpacks 
had hydraUon packs and we drank as we trekked. We stopped about once an hour to snack. 
Overall, I was feeling great and enjoying the breath-taking beauty of God’s handiwork. Nils was 
in the lead, Ken in the middle, and I was the “caboose”. At one point, I heard Ken singing “It is 
Well with My Soul”. We used to sing together in church. So, I came in for the chorus echo. We 
harmonized well. It seemed we were singing for an audience of One! (Later, Ken told me that 
was his favorite part of the trip.) 

Hiking Half Dome is so popular, that the park has a loZery system set-up for the permits to hike 
the cable way – that is the last 400 verUcal feet. It is common to see other hiking groups along 
the trail. There was one group of four that we passed, or vice versa, several Umes along the way. 
We would encourage each other and get going again. 

We had some fun pictures and laughing along the way. DirecUonal signs with mileage are 
posted at trail intersecUons. We came to the one that said “Half Dome 4.5 miles”. We were 
more than half-way to the summit! We can do it! We had been on the trail around 3 hours. 

It must have started in the next hour or so. I began to feel dizzy, light-headed, out of breath.  I 
aZributed it to the alUtude, slowed my pace, drank cold water, ate some trail mix and conUnued 
up the trail. Around 5.5 hours on the trail, just under 2 miles from the summit, I decided I 



needed to sit and rest for a while. I sent Ken and Nils on to the summit, telling them that I 
would rest and possibly start down-trail. This is when it gets interesUng… 

(stay tuned – more to follow) 



01/21/2016 Houston She Has a Problem! 

We interrupt this story to bring you a liZle perspecUve from the man who loves me. 
B is my constant support in life. Even when he thinks the idea is a liZle "out there", he stands 
with me. It is only fipng to include him in my story - which really is OUR story. 
When we first discussed the possibility of me hiking Half Dome, B was clear he wasn't into that 
kind of adventure. He enjoys the outdoors and the mountains, especially sipng out with a 
mocha along a creek. (I think he'd rather jump out of an airplane than hike up a mountain!) He 
supported my desire to hike in Yosemite. Decision made. I'm going! 
B encouraged me to research and get "whatever I need" for the trip. AQer researching 
equipment opUons, he strongly urged me to get the hiking boots first to break-in before the trip. 
Hiking pants, hydraUon type backpack, socks, rain jacket, hiking poles, hat and gloves filled the 
list. Considering neither one of us likes to shop, we hoped to get it done in one trip. We went to 
an outdoorsy type store to hit the list head-on. We found most items on the list in one store. 
The other items could be borrowed or purchased on the Internet. 
B tells me "you turned into a training animal"! He wouldn't even try to keep up with me. He saw 
I was preparing physically, nutriUonally, and mentally. He had absolute confidence in my ability. 
He told me that this was a great trip to do with my brother K. As the date grew near, he was 
excited with me. 
Saturday he took me to the airport and we said our "good-byes". He didn't know that I had 
hidden sUcky notes and cards for him in various places and with a couple of neighbors. He 
would get a hand-wriZen message from me nearly everyday while I was gone. With the last one 
to be delivered Thursday, September 17th. It said "see you soon". Thankfully, he didn't get that 
one unUl later. We spoke each day leading up to that fateful Wednesday. We used FaceTime 
Monday evening; on Tuesday, we spoke briefly. I was already in Yosemite. I told him about the 
short hike I took, about the handful of deer that crossed the trail about 4' in front of me, and 
about the rain catching me without my jacket. Wednesday morning, he was on the way to his 
vanpool when we spoke briefly. He says that I sounded excited and happy. 
During the morning, I sent texts and photos. When I called him, he told me I looked really happy 
in the photos. Since Texas is 2 hours ahead of California, his lunchUme came while it was mid-
morning for the hike. He showed the photos to his coworkers, happy about my progress.  He 
told me "Right aQer lunch, things started going south." That's when he got my call, "I won't 
make it to the top." I was crying and greatly disappointed. I told him that I was dizzy and 
nauseous.  Thinking it was only alUtude sickness, he felt I had made a good decision and I 
agreed. It was beZer to stop than to conUnue and have an injury result from conUnuing. Neither 
of us knew what would happen next... 



02/05/2016 “I’m Where?” 

So, back to Yosemite. I'm sipng on a rock resUng, contemplaUng what my next step will be. It 
felt good to sit down. I decided to change my socks for the hike down trail. AQer about 30 
minutes, I was feeling a liZle beZer. I text K to tell him that I would start down trail. That is the 
last thing I remember: Wednesday, September 16, 2015 around noon (California Ume). I woke 
up with a white-coated doctor asking me "Do you know where you are?" I knew I was in a 
hospital, but not the city or state. That was someUme on Saturday, September 19, 2015. My 
room was full of familiar faces: B and my kids; K and J, and my sister R just outside the door. I 
was quite confused and couldn't remember everyone's name. My hands were restrained to 
keep me from pulling out the various IV's in my arms (and the intubaUon tubing when it was in). 
Apparently, I had been combaUve while in my medically induced coma. As I became more lucid, 
the doctor asked more quesUons: Doctor: "Do you remember what happened?" Me: "No." 
Doctor: "what year is it?" Me: "2001". Doctor: "Do you know who this is?" Me: "I know I should 
know the name, but I can't remember it." B had to fill in some of the gaps for me. Since he was 
right there with me, I thought we had been vacaUoning together. He explained that I was 
vacaUoning without him, and I began to remember seeing my sister R and BFF J before going to 
Yosemite. I asked him, "Am I really this sick?" He said, "Yes." I could tell he was thanking God I 
was alive, awake and speaking. I looked down at my bound arms. I think there were 5 IV's in my 
arms at that point. (I was told there were 7 IV's with 9 bags of drugs when I arrived at the ER.) 
Both my arms were bruised from shoulder to wrist. Not liZle bump bruises, but deep "that's 
goZa hurt" colorful bruises. No wonder I wanted to yank out the IV's! I promised not to pull out 
the tubes, and my daughter told the nurse that the family would keep me calm. The nurse 
removed the restraints. I was sUll unsure of how I got to the hospital, why I needed to be in the 
Neuro CriUcal Care Unit, or why I couldn't have anything to drink. I had many quesUons 
swarming my brain, but my body wanted to sleep. 

02/19/2016 

As stated earlier, this is really OUR story. So, without further adieu, B’s experience as told to me. 
I should note that he recorded the facts in journal form. I “interviewed” him for a look at the 
emoUonal side of the events. 

It’s hike day for L. Wednesday, September 16th, mid-morning (CDT), I sent her a text to which 
she replied “1.5 hours in” with pic of her smiling face with sunglasses. At 1:27 p.m. (CDT), L calls.  
She is crying, saying she wasn’t going to make it to the summit. I asked her why. Her reply was 
that she was dizzy. We talked for a liZle while.  I told her that it was a good decision to stop than 
to risk a more serious issue at a higher elevaUon. L had told K and N to keep going. At the end of 
the call, I asked if she was OK. She told me that she was fine. Her voice was good and her tone 
gave no cause for concern. 



Six hours later, things had changed. I received a text from L: “FYI liZle hiccup, I have alUtude 
problem. Gepng help down.” Me: “are you OK?” L: “Mah. May be spending the night in the 
park.  I love you. I will be. K may call you.” I told her to call me when she knew if they were 
staying in the park overnight. Soon thereaQer, L called. She said that they were going to take her 
down the mountain. She didn’t sound right. She cut the call off short. Now, I am concerned. 
About 20 minutes later, I call K. He told me that the Search and Rescue Team was with her.  They 
had sent K and N down trail, ciUng that it was beZer to have only one needing rescue than 
three. He told me he would call when he heard any news. I’m praying for the best. The waiUng is 
difficult. 

Two hours later (9:26 p.m. CDT), I text: “How are you Babe?” with no response. Thinking her 
issues were due to high alUtude, my expectaUon was that she would recover quickly once she 
was at lower alUtude. At 11:22 p.m. (CDT), sUll no news from L. K called. He had spoken to the 
Search and Rescue Team. He told me to call L’s cell.  The rescuers had it and were waiUng for me 
to call. Of course, I did just that. 11:24 p.m. I spoke to a paramedic. He explained that L was 
deterioraUng and they needed to get her to a hospital expediUously. There was also an EMT 
with the team, and they were in communicaUon with the park doctors via satellite telephone. 
This was reassuring to me. They were waiUng for a special stretcher to carry L down the 
mountain. She had been with the rescuers 5 hours at this point. It seemed to take way too long 
to get her off the mountain. Concern turns to worry and a feeling of helplessness; more prayers. 

Although it was late in Houston, I decided to text my boss. I told him that L was having trouble 
and that I wouldn’t be at work in the morning – just in case I needed to go to California.  

Time goes by excruciaUngly slowly when waiUng for news from over 1800 miles away! My sleep 
was fivul at best.  

Thursday, September 17th: I awoke early. By 6:30 a.m. (CDT), I was beyond frustrated with the 
lack of informaUon. It was only 4:30 a.m. in California. By 8:30 a.m. (CDT), sUll no news. I was 
anxious to hear something; do something. It was sUll early in California, but I couldn’t wait any 
longer. I called K. He had not heard from anyone either. K had called L’s cell phone, but no 
answer. K was going to track-down L, but it was only 6:30 a.m. (PDT) and the park offices 
wouldn’t open unUl 9:00 a.m.  

My mind is racing with thoughts: “Should I jump on a plane?” “What should I do next?” “Why 
can’t I get answers?” I tried to keep posiUve, expecUng L to call and say that she had a long day 
with a tough night but she was feeling beZer. This was not going to happen. 

I would find out later that the charge nurse in Neuro CriUcal Care Unit (NCCU) saw the cell 
baZery was low and decided to charge L’s phone. She noUced the missed call from K. She called 
him and he requested that she call me. Around 10:07 a.m. (CDT), the charge nurse called me. L 



was in NCCU at a trauma center hospital in Modesto, CA. L was in criUcal condiUon, on a 
venUlator and in a medically induced coma. I felt as if I’d been kicked in the stomach. I was 
stunned. My world changed in an instant. She gave me Ume to digest the informaUon. It was 
difficult to process what this meant. The charge nurse told me of 3 airports that were each 
about an hour and a half drive from the hospital. She gave me her name, L’ nurse’s name, and 
the direct number to the NCCU Nurse StaUon to call (Of course, I couldn’t find pen and paper 
anywhere!) if I needed anything or wanted to check on L’s condiUon. She would call back if 
anything changed. I walked circles in the kitchen, mind spinning, unfocused.  

Finally, I pulled it together. I had to book my flight, get a car, pack. I had to call our (adult) 
daughters. They both wanted to go to their mother’s side. I felt badly that I couldn’t work on 
coordinaUng all our flights. I HAD to get to L! So they worked it out together. I am very grateful 
to them. 

Our neighbor Mrs. P had been calling to see how everything was going since she hadn’t seen an 
update on L’s Facebook page. I returned her call at 10:21 a.m. (CDT) and told her what was 
going on with L. She asked what I needed. I told her someone to take care of our dogs. She 
started spreading the news with the other neighbors. Thank God for good neighbors! A short 
Ume later, Mrs. D was at the front door to tell me she was taking me to the airport. I was 
shaking from the enUre situaUon. Mrs. D saw that I had a large suitcase by the door. L had my 
carry-on and I, being in a freneUc hurry, couldn’t find the other one. She went home and 
brought back a carry-on bag, and repacked for me. No checking baggage! 

Our long-Ume friend called to check on the situaUon and ask if I needed anything. He is from 
Bakersfield, CA. I asked him if he knew how to get from San Francisco to Modesto. He didn’t. So, 
I had him get direcUons and e-mail them to me. Having the direcUons when I got there was an 
invaluable help! I was 45 minutes into the drive when I realized it was the same route to get to 
our San Ramon headquarters, at least partway.  

Mrs. D took me to the airport.  The Uming was excellent. When I got to the gate, I went to the 
counter and explained my situaUon. I inquired if I could board early to avoid having to gate 
check my bag. The agent put me in boarding Group 1 (thank you!).  While I was waiUng, I called 
the hospital to check in with the nurse. I didn’t know then, just how careful the nurse was with 
her informaUon. Later, she explained that she couldn’t tell me that L would recover, because she 
didn’t know. 

The aircraQ boarding finally started. It was about half full, when a ONE HOUR weather delay was 
announced! This was very tough to hear. Everyone had to deplane. My paUence was being 
tested. Remarkably, I remained calm. As I was about to sit down back in the airport terminal, 
there was another announcement regarding my flight. I didn’t hear it. I asked several people 



around me what the announcement had said. I must have seemed anxious. One of them asked 
if I was concerned about missing a connecUng flight. I told them no and gave them the 411 on 
my situaUon. At last, passengers re-board and the aircraQ was on the way to San Francisco. 
While taxiing out to the runway, I replay everything: “Did I pack all that I need?” “Have I missed 
any details?” “Have I called everyone I need to call?” I realized that I had not called L’s boss to 
let them know the situaUon. As the plane taxied, I send my boss a text asking him to noUfy 
them. 

The flight was unbearably long. To keep from going insane, I played chess, read a book or just 
listened to music. Thank God for my iPad! I couldn’t focus on any one thing for long. Finally, on 
approach to SFO! My emoUons had welled up and were about to make an outward appearance. 
Reality has hit and I feel like I’m losing it. As the flight taxied, a young woman behind me 
handed me a note. It was very sweet. She had overheard the conversaUon in the terminal. She 
wrote: “Have a safe journey. Please be careful on the road…I will keep you, your wife and family 
in my prayers…” It was signed with her name. She was an off-duty United flight aZendant.  We 
deplaned. The terminal was under construcUon. I wasn’t sure which way to go. The same flight 
aZendant saw my confusion. She pointed me in the right direcUon. I hope to say “thank you” to 
her one day. 

Off to get a rental car and get on the road. It was 4:22 p.m. (PDT) when I, at long last, was on 
the freeway and heading to the hospital – normally one and a half hours away. But 4:22 p.m. is 
full on rush – hour traffic. The stop and go traffic was maddening. It felt like I was being tested 
again. I remained calm, realizing that an accident would delay me even more. A full three hours 
later, I arrived at the hospital. It had been just under 12 hours since receiving the call from the 
nurse. 

Neuro CriUcal Care (NCCU) waiUng room: The first people I saw were L’s BFF J and husband; K 
and his wife J. I just needed to get to L NOW!! BFF J took me into NCCU. It was very difficult to 
see L this way: intubated, breathing machine, many IV tubes, restrained. I was scared, terrified 
by the recurring thought that I could be looking at life without her; not knowing what she would 
want if that happened. 

About 4 hours later, our daughters (and one terrific boyfriend) arrived at the hospital. Their 
arrival brought me both relief and pain as we shared the shocking reality. AQer they spent Ume 
with L, we went to check-in at the same hotel as K. Once they were seZled, I went back to the 
hospital. I spent the night with L, my head on the bed next to her legs. 



03/01/2016  “What Happened to Me?” 

The fog in my head starts clearing. My husband and daughters are constantly with me. My 
brother, his wife and my sister are nearby. My BFF and her husband have been at the hospital 
too. I struggle with their names someUmes. Thank God that is temporary! I start asking B 
quesUons: Me: “Where were we vacaUoning?” B: “We weren’t vacaUoning together. You started 
out at your sister’s.” Me: “That’s right. Then I went to BFF J’s and on to Yosemite.” Some details 
are sUll jumbled. Slowly, I remember hiking with K and N; stopping to rest before the summit; 
deciding to turn back down-trail. Why won’t they let me drink anything? The realizaUon that 3 
days have passed and I don’t have any memories of them strikes me, befuddles me. 

This is what I have been told: 

I hiked 2 miles down-trail (from 7300 Q. to 6100 Q.) without gepng lost or falling! Along the 
way, I became quite nauseous and began vomiUng. I was texUng with K and B. I even had cell 
service to call them! Cell service is spoZy at best in Yosemite. When K and N caught up to me, K 
asked if he should get help and I told him yes. First, he tried to use his phone to dial 911. It 
didn’t have recepUon. Then, he used my phone and it worked! God is watching over us! I told K 
my passcode and how to access my health app in my smart phone. It has my medical 
informaUon (and can be accessed from a locked screen-BE SURE TO PUT YOUR INFO IN YOUR 
PHONE!).  

The Yosemite Search and Rescue Team, including an EMT and canine team, were returning from 
searching for another hiker and happened to be less than 30 minutes away from us. The 
average response Ume is between 3 and 4 HOURS! Again, God is taking care of the situaUon! 
During their assessment, I was able to answer their quesUons correctly. (I do not remember any 
of this!) IniUal diagnosis: High AlUtude Sickness. The EMT asked that a Paramedic be sent up to 
help. The plan was to give me anU-alUtude sickness medicaUon (I didn’t know there was such a 
thing.), spend the night on the mountain, and get me feeling well enough to hike down the rest 
of the way. The Rescue Team told K and N to hike back to the valley. They didn’t want 3 people 
to rescue.  

The Paramedic arrived with more equipment. AQer his assessment, he called the Doctor at the 
Yosemite Clinic. The Doctor thinks that I am dehydrated and have hypothermia. IV treatment of 
fluids begins. SomeUme aQer that, I began quickly deterioraUng. I started counUng in German 
and I was confused. I don’t speak German, but I can count to 3 in German. Further assessment: 
she’s deterioraUng rapidly and it is criUcal to get her to a hospital for treatment. The Rescue 
Team had to request a special one-wheeled liZer to take me down the mountain.  

The Doctor and Medical Staff didn’t really understand why I was gepng worse. The liZer team 
was about half-way to me when it occurred to the Doctor that I could have hyponatremia – all 



the electrolyte levels boZomed out. Treatment is hypertonic soluUon given by IV. He sends a 
Rescue Team member with a bag to catch the liZer. These guys are the fastest hikers on the 
planet!   

I don’t’ know how long it took to get the liZer to our locaUon. It was about 2 a.m. (PDT) when 
we got to the valley floor where an ambulance was waiUng. AQer one IV bag of hypertonic 
soluUon, I was sUll gepng worse. The ambulance had an analyzer that could confirm the 
diagnosis, but the system failed to analyze two samples. Decision was made to give me a second 
hypertonic bag.  It was a 30 minute ambulance ride to the helipad. In the ambulance, my lungs 
were checked: oxygen levels below normal, crackling sounds in lower lungs, labored breathing, 
fluid in the lungs. At the helipad, the Life Flight crew decided to intubate me prior to loading me 
onto the helicopter. Once in the helicopter, there would not be sufficient space to perform the 
procedure especially on a choppy flight. I aspirated. As I hear the story, I begin understanding 
the seriousness of my situaUon.   

By the Ume we reach Doctors Medical Center, I was exhibiUng evidence of more fluid in my 
lungs. I had pulmonary and cerebral edema; aQer 2 bags of hypertonic sodium count was 120 – 
normal range 136-145; potassium depleted; water intoxicaUon; high alUtude sickness.  No 
wonder there were 7 IV’s with 9 bags pumping me full of medicaUon! My body needed Ume to 
recover and I was put into a medically induced coma. That was early Thursday, September 17, 
2015.  

Now, it’s Saturday, September 19, 2015. I am beginning to comprehend my predicament. 
Thankfully, my restraints are gone. My arms look like someone’s punching bag with tubes 
connecUng to IV’s. I’m being poked and prodded every few hours whether I need it or not. The 
oxygen mask is bothering my nose. I keep moving it. The nurse decides that is OK as long as it 
stays near my nose. Later, another nurse will change it to the candela, which is not much more 
comfortable! Someone on the medical staff tells me that I seem very calm about the 
circumstances. God gave me peace throughout the experience. 

The Respiratory Therapist visits. She wants to check my swallow. Why? I’ve been swallowing for 
many years. I don’t understand. She knows that cerebral edema can cause mulUple issues with 
normal things like swallowing, talking, memory and thinking, walking, eaUng, etc and that aQer 
intubaUon I might have trouble swallowing. She brings a cup with ice chips and a spoon. Of 
course, I am not allowed to do it myself – probably a good thing considering I drank too much 
water! The ice is cold and wet on my tongue, truly wonderful. I swallow and begin coughing. 
She pulls the cup back and says “That’s all for now.” My brain is screaming “NO, I want a drink!” 
Instead, I just say “Kill joy.” My family chuckles and is SO relieved to hear this because it means 
my personality is sUll intact!  Later, we try again and I am allowed to have “thick” liquids. Isn’t 
that an oxymoron? 



The Physical Therapist arrives to see if I have balance and strength to stand. She puts a leather 
belt around my waist. It’s a mulU-funcUon belt: it keeps the gown closed – THANK YOU! – and 
gives her a hand-hold to steady me. On Sunday, they bring a wheel chair. With B by my side, I 
push it to the elevator; go down and out to the paUo. It’s the first Ume I’ve been outside. It was 
a lot of work. My body was weak and my vision blurred, distorted. Another hurdle, I am walking 
with assistance! I’m given a walker. 

I leave NCCU and head for an inpaUent wing. WHOOT! I’m moving up in the world! Maybe, I can 
blow this popsicle stand soon. Just a few more hurdles: swallowing and eaUng, walking without 
assistance, etc. I am moUvated to go home at this point. 

My daughter sits with me. I run my fingers through my hair over and over. She asks, several 
Umes, if I have a headache. Headache is common with cerebral edema. I tell her that I don’t 
have a headache. But I sUll run my fingers through my hair…more later. 

My swallow is improving and my walk gepng steadier. Monday the Physical Therapist has me 
walking with wing without assistance! I sUll need someone near when I get out of bed for any 
reason. Hallelujah! I get to shower!!! AQer a sweaty hike and 5 days at the hospital, you can 
imagine how I feel about a shower. 

Shower finished. I’m given comb and brush. That’s when I look in a mirror and realize my bangs 
have been CHOPPED, not just cut. Now I understand why I kept messing with my hair. I knew it 
didn’t feel right. Apparently, I had been taped to a back board for stability. When they went to 
remove the tape, about 4” of my bangs were cut with the tape. Ever had 1/2" bangs? It looked 
like a bad mullet gone horribly wrong! 

What’s this? I get real food to eat? YES!! No more thickened juice! Can I go home yet? I’m told 
most paUents would need a stay at a rehabilitaUon hospital, before going home. What will this 
mean for me? I’m in California, but I live in Texas. My husband has stayed by my side each night. 
He can’t have me in CA for weeks and work in TX. Thankfully, God has this too. I am discharged 
Tuesday and approved to fly home Wednesday. No rehab stay and no long-term medicaUon! 

Our Primary Care Physician checks me out. Lungs are clearing and I’m gaining strength. My 
vision should clear in a few weeks, but it doesn’t. I had hemorrhaging behind both eyes. The leQ 
eye has not healed, but should be healed by the end of January. Currently, I am back to my 
workout rouUnes and my vision is greatly improved. My healing has been nothing short of 
miraculous! 

Maybe you’re thinking this is a horrible story. Well, it isn’t. It is a story of how God orchestrated 
each segment for good. I believe it was Jesus carrying me the 2 miles down trail and responding 
to the Rescue Team. The Search and Rescue Team including the EMT being so close to my 



locaUon is another piece of the miracle. Those in my family, who didn’t/don’t believe in 
miracles, witnessed one! If you sUll don’t believe, I will believe for you! While all the chaos was 
going on in California, our neighbors, friends, and church connected. Most didn’t know each 
other prior to my illness. They gathered together in our driveway to pray for me, B and our 
family. They acUvated pray circles at many churches. One e-mail became forwarded to others 
who then sent a person to visit with us at the hospital! People we didn’t know praying for us! 
We have counted over 50 different churches praying for us – that’s just the ones we know of 
first hand!! These wonderful friends organized 2 weeks of meals for us! We were welcomed 
home with a poster signed by those aZending the prayer vigil. What a blessing to know these 
wonderful people! 

I had asked God to show me His goodness in this world. Be careful what you ask of God!! I 
would not have chosen this path, but God is using it to reach out to others, to bring together 
community and family, to share His love and goodness in this world. 

Our God’s not dead! He is very much alive!  

Romans 8:28    And we know that God causes all things to work together for good to those who 
love God, to those who are called according to His purpose. 

04/25/2016 AQerglow 

Now it has been 7 months since my “reboot”.  God has been amazing! I’m sure you’re thinking, “she 
writes that every Ume!” It seems to me that I know God is omnipotent and omnipresent. My human 
brain cannot fathom some of the miracles I have seen! It could be a cultural concept – keeping God in a 
box. I am as normal as I ever have been, whatever that means! I am determined not to forget what 
miracle God has done for my family. This weekend, we celebrated community and life with our 
wonderful friends who happen to be neighbors, about 35 of them! One of the neighborhood contact 
points for September’s traumaUc event told us how he wanted news, but knew that was NOT our 
priority. He was paUent, but had to respond every few hours to emails and texts from others inquiring if 
there was any update. This was my first Ume to hear his side.  He was talking about how amazing my 
healing has been. I went from criUcal with not much chance, to I will live but what brain funcUon will be 
lost, to walking, to leaving the hospital and flying home the next day. A rare outcome for someone with 
all the medical issues I had. God is faithful and I know He has more planned. I heard song lyrics: “the best 
is not done, the best is yet to come.” That is how life is with Abba, Jehovah Rapha, Elohim, our Heavenly 
Father. When it seems you are in a dry place, remember God has a “waiUng room” for you while He is 
gepng things prepared for His plan. 

THE MAKING OF A MIRACLE 

September 15, 2016 



It was so strange to return to Yosemite. Many things seem different than I remembered, but now there is 
road construcUon in Yosemite Valley. We walked into the Yosemite Medical Clinic and ask to see Dr. 
Groves. We waited to meet MD Ralph since he was working with a paUent.  

 AQer greeUng us, he walked us to the back of house where we met ambulance medics Joy and Mike. 
The three of them range in height from 6’2” – 6’7”!! My husband is 6’3”. At 5’4”, I am quite a shrimp in 
comparison.   

Apparently, my case was extraordinarily atypical and won’t soon be forgoZen by YOSAR (Yosemite Search 
and Rescue) or the Yosemite medical staff. AQer iniUal thank yous and hugs, we spoke with the three and 
learned a few more details regarding my descent to the awaiUng helicopter.  

The average YOSAR teams are composed of a mix of medical personnel and non-medical personnel. MaZ 
was a paramedic with the team who reached me first. He phoned via satellite the Yosemite Medical 
Clinic to speak with the MD Ralph regarding my symptoms. At this point, I was able to answer the neuro-
cogniUve tests (What year is it? Who is president?” etc.) accurately and paramedic MaZ (and team) did 
not suspect I was not lucid. This is one of those Umes the tests didn’t give the whole picture. I don’t 
remember the YOSAR team at all! Or the search and rescue dog! Since 99.9% of cases that present with 
my symptoms are dehydraUon and alUtude sickness, the doctor believed I was another simple case: just 
give the paUent IV saline and alUtude sickness medicaUon; the paUent will rapidly improve. We were told 
that one of the fastest hikers, who happened to be an EMT, took the medicaUon up the mountain to us, 
which was around 6 miles from the trailhead.  

AQer the medicaUons were administered, they expected to see an almost immediate and significant 
improvement. Instead, my decline was rapid.  It became obvious that this was not going to be a typical 
case. Those of you who know me, know that I don’t do most things in the classic normal fashion. We 
think this must be around the Ume I started counUng in German!  Ralph was searching for other causes 
of my condiUon. He had no way to confirm what he suspected: hyponatremia (criUcally low electrolytes 
especially sodium, calcium, potassium). He had recently read a case study of a Grand Canyon hiker with 
hyponatremia. The hiker did not recover. This condiUon is mostly found in marathoners in desert areas. 
To confirm diagnosis, a blood sample is analyzed. Treatment is IV hypertonic saline.  Ralph queries: “Does 
anyone know if we even have hypertonic saline?” Medic Mike (the un-organized by reputaUon) had been 
recently put in charge of the inventory and organizaUon of the medical supplies. He recalls seeing an odd 
type saline in the supplies. He thinks this is what the Ralph is wanUng and he knows where it is. Yes! 
There are 2 bags of the hypertonic! Ralph weighs the risks vs. benefits of giving me the hypertonic and 
decided the benefits (if correct) would outweigh the risks (if incorrect). Remember, it’s around midnight 
at this point. Because of my conUnued decline, it was “all hands on deck”! YOSAR is bringing me down 
trail on a gurney with 6 people steadying it and, probably, another 2-3 carrying equipment and supplies. 
It is sUll a few miles, around 2 hours to the ambulance waiUng at the trailhead. Ralph decides he needs 
to get the hypertonic to me quickly. Someone needs to hike the medicine to meet the team on the trail. 
Medics Mike and Joy cannot leave the ambulance. MD Ralph decides to drive to the trailhead and take it 
to me himself! It took him an hour to get to us.  

I believe this is pivotal to both my being alive and having normal brain acUvity. God knew the hypertonic 
would begin the restoraUon of my electrolytes. God knew that Mike would know where the hypertonic 
was in the supply closet. God knew Ralph, a runner, would be quick on the trail to get to me. 



It was another hour before I was at the ambulance. Typical ambulance procedure has one medic as 
driver and one with the paUent. I was in such distress that both medics and another one rode in back 
with me. (Again, I’m not a typical paUent!) We think it was one the of YOSAR team who jumped in to 
drive the ambulance the 40 minutes to the helipads at Crane Flat Lookout. There was a party in the back 
and I don’t remember any of it!! The blood analyzer wasn’t working to confirm diagnosis. I began 
showing the signs of pulmonary edema (trouble breathing). MD Ralph must weigh the opUons once 
again. It was decided to add the 2nd hypertonic IV. The party moves on to the helipad. The flight nurse is 
given all the notes for my case. Due to the pulmonary edema, the nurse decides it is best to intubate 
before take-off rather than risk needing to do it quickly while en route on a moving helicopter.  

A few people have asked, “Why didn’t they med-evac me off the mountain with the helicopter?” and 
“Why didn’t the helicopter land in Yosemite Valley?” The answer is: no flying in Yosemite Valley aQer 
sunset. It is too dangerous with the varying terrain. 

This had such an impact on both YOSAR and the Yosemite Medical Team that the next day Cheyne (non-
medical YOSAR) went to the clinic to ask Ralph what was wrong with me. I am glad this doesn’t happen 
much! 

We took some photos near the ambulances. AQer hugs and some tears, and more hugs, we parted. 

Bill and I decided we had Ume to drive to Modesto and visit Doctors Medical Center Neuro CriUcal Care 
Unit (NCCU). To gain entry, one must call the nurse staUon. Bill called and asked for the charge nurse on 
duty (Susan). Susan comes out to see us. He explains why we are there. She tells him that she 
remembers hearing about my case and that the staff would love to meet us. Susan takes us into NCCU. 
Several of the nurses on duty remember us, even remembering our daughters.  One recalled extubaUng 
me! There were lots of hugs and a few tears. I have to admit that only one of them looked familiar to me.  

Both groups told us that they rarely see the long term outcome of paUents. It was an exciUng treat for 
them. I told them “You done good!” laughing that my daughters would cringe at that phrase. 

Here’s what went into the orchestraUon of my miracle (some taken from Ken’s list): 

❖ I trained and was fit enough to complete the Half Dome Hike. 

❖ There were other people with me. 

❖ I chose to turn around, rather than push too far. 

❖ I was able to hike 2 miles toward the trailhead – I didn’t fall, get lost, or meet a criZer. I believe 
Jesus was carrying me. 

❖ I agreed that I needed help and one cell phone had service where we were. God was the strong 
tower of communicaUons. 

❖ The YOSAR Team was less than 30 minutes away, not 3-4 hours. I consider this a divine 
coincidence. Unfortunately, the hiker, Timothy Nolan, they had been searching for was found 
dead the next day, having suffered a diabeUc crisis. 



❖ I had my medical info on my phone, plus my drug allergy bracelet. God forbid I need to use them 
again! 

❖ YOSAR convinced Ken and Nils to conUnue back to Yosemite Valley to keep them safe. God 
watching over them. 

❖ The “fastest” hiker was available to bring the iniUal medicaUons to me and get the IV started. 

❖  The medical staff was able to see that I needed more help as soon as possible. Divine intuiUon. 

❖ Ralph had read and remembered the arUcle about hyponatremia. He’s a runner. He decided to 
give both bags of hypertonic saline. God’s discernment. 

❖ Medical teams were waiUng at the ambulance and the helicopter. 

❖ Doctors Medical Center in Modesto is the trauma center for the valley and was prepared to 
handle my case.  

❖ My phone led the charge nurse to call my husband. Divine communicaUons. 

❖ As my family and friends learned of my condiUon, a prayer fire started sweeping from coast to 
coast! God’s people joining together, peUUoning heaven! 

❖ My husband and daughters were able to get to Modesto – probably not as quickly as they would 
have preferred – but safely. God watching over them. 

❖ Ken was able to secure hotel rooms during a tournament weekend. God’s provision. 

❖ As my electrolyte levels came back within a normal range, I was brought out of the medically 
induced coma, able to respond. God’s Uming. 

❖ As my cogniUon improved, I was able to recognize family, pass the swallow test, and begin 
walking again. I was discharged and returned to Houston in less than a week! God’s restoring 
power! 

God was the maestro and each person was an instrument in His orchestra. Thank God they were willing 
and available! 

Jesus healed 10 but only 1 returned to thank Him. I want to be conUnually grateful for my life being 
spared, for the experUse of those medical professionals I encountered in the process, for my family being 
together, for the Body of Christ to unite in prayer, and for the opportunity to encourage others by 
showing God’s love. 

I won’t know this side of heaven why God chose me for a miraculous healing and not someone else. My 
prayer is that the story spreads His love throughout the country. Remember, I am not perfect – well, 
perfectly ordinary! God uses those who have an open heart and are obedient to His calling. 



Epilogue: I went for my yearly eye exam expecUng nothing had changed. God is full of surprises! 
Amazingly, my leQ eye is now correctable to 20/20! Thank You Doctor Jesus! When I put on the new 
glasses, my world became so crisp and clear! I pray that I can keep God’s vision in full, clear view. 

September 15, 2017 

Post Hurricane Harvey Status: In the chaos, do you have calm?  

Corrie Ten Boom comes to my mind. She endured the unimaginable at the hands of Nazis. I do not know 
if I would have had her faith.  Yet, she did NOT lose faith. She relied on God to provide what she needed, 
including keeping the only Bible hidden during strip searches!  

Harvey was an unbelievable rain event for the greater Houston area – and more. It may seem that aQer 
five days of mostly non-stop rain, that the storm is gone. But if you live in an area hit hard by floods, your 
neighborhood looks like a war zone; a third world country. If your home, business, and property were 
spared, do you experience “survivor’s guilt”? Soon those who came to help will leave.  Some will return 
to their homes. Others will move on to the aQermath of Irma. In Houston, the restoraUon will be far 
from over. Some areas sUll have flood waters in houses and businesses. Post TraumaUc Stress Disorder 
(PTSD) will be seen in the eyes of those who have lost so much of what daily life was to them. Many 
wonder “where is God in all of this?” My response, “just look around at the communiUes coming 
together, churches organizing work teams and supply shipments.” There were so many volunteers at 
Houston’s George R. Brown ConvenUon Center, that they lined the street in front of it! I saw photos of 
donaUons spilling out of boxes, neighbors helping neighbors, strangers helping strangers. Many people 
were watching out for the safety of others and properUes. CelebriUes have been raising money and 
sending supplies. No one is checking poliUcal opinions or religious beliefs. It’s been people helping 
people. Simple? Yes, but someUmes difficult in these Umes. 

Life is oQen like a jigsaw puzzle, but we don’t have a clue what the picture looks like unUl it’s almost 
finished. God gives us only the pieces we need for today’s porUon of the puzzle. It may or may not be 
something recognizable. Those who know me know that I am quite a puzzling aficionada. I love to 
assemble jigsaws even when I do not have the final picture for clues to help. However, I will admit, when 
it comes to life, I want to know what the bigger picture is! I believe that in our humanness, we cannot 
process life’s big picture all at once. It reminds me of hiking Half Dome in Yosemite. I couldn’t do it in one 
step. It is miles and miles of trail that weave through the park higher and higher. I trained strenuously for 
three months. It takes 6-7 hours to reach the summit. Many of you remember how that worked out for 
me, or didn’t! (See hiking blog beginning with post on 8/25/15). It has been two years since I almost died 
and had to be life-flighted by helicopter to a trauma center. I am glad I did not have that piece of the 
day’s puzzle! God redeemed my experience in so many ways. Throughout my healing process, I had 
peace and calm given by God. I didn’t know if or when I would drive again or have semi-normal vision. 
My daughter told me that she was amazed at how calm I was about all of it. I can assure you that was 
divine not Linda! Some of my family and friends have experienced PTSD from living through my story. 
Life can be traumaUzing! BUT: 

God is in the healing business, redeeming business, restoring business. We need to walk through the 
storm’s aQermath with confidence in Abba, God the Father. This is our temporary home. Material 



possessions are fleeUng. Turning to God will bring the calm and peace amidst chaos. Which will you 
choose? 

Psalm 3: 3-5  

But you, LORD, are a shield around me, 
    my glory, the One who liQs my head high. 
 I call out to the LORD, 
    and he answers me from his holy mountain. 
 I lie down and sleep; 
    I wake again, because the LORD sustains me. 


