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        Aric once again takes his readers on the ride of unpredictability in a way not many can do. Holy cow, the ending was a shocker!

        Victoria Reagan,  Publicist, San Fransico, CA.

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Aric H. Morrison may have written one of any book’s most disturbingly surreal moments. The last chapter.

        The Bookmark

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        The writing deserves a standing ovation. Incredible storytelling. Knowing this is all true makes it even more impactful.

        TC Publishing

      

      

      

      

      
        
        I am glad to breathe again. The next book in the series cannot come soon enough!

      
        Bravo Aric!

        Susan Dudek, Anapolis, M.D
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      This book is thoughtfully dedicated to those who like me, still wish for impossible things.

    

  

  
    
      
        
        Aric H. Morrison is a huge fan of my brother Eric Carr of the Hall of Fame rock band KISS. Over the years, I have gotten to know him as a friend; he is a very unselfish soul.

      
        Bless You, Aric!

        Loretta Caravello - (ERIC’s Sister)
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        “Even in your next failure, you are admired by someone else who hasn’t reached that height yet.”

        Aric H. Morrison
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      The second installment of  The Stealing Home Series,  Tracing Raindrops by Aric H. Morrison, continues with the trials and tribulations of the unknown when dealing with adversity tied to life—a deeply moving, emotional, unchartered time, as experienced by the Morrison Family.

      My career has spanned over 30 years in the Retail Gas Station and Convenience Store business. It’s a great industry! I have worked and shared rewarding yet stressful times with tremendous employees, friends, customers, suppliers, and executives throughout the United States.

      In my capacity, there are very few life exposures that are unfamiliar. Experiential learning has always influenced me to do what is right for the employee, their family, and the company.

      I was by far put to the test via Aric’s remarkable journey. Not for lack of support from me but due to the seemingly constant barrage of adversities that had singled him out for some reason. It is safe to say, “My number one priority quickly became the need to support The Morrison Family.”

      Aric and I have known each other professionally for over 20 years as co-workers, but more so now as lifelong friends. I first met him in Pennsylvania when he accepted a role to lead a market acquisition. On day one, he was dressed sharply in shiny shoes, a new suit, a debonair tie, and ready to tackle the world. This new guy from NH was prepared to conquer!

      It was a memorable day for both of us; I gently broke the news we stopped wearing suits and ties to work over a year ago. Sharing a good laugh set the tone for how we would be after that!

      For a man with such an incredibly infectious sense of humor, there was always a guardedness about his past. Until reading Heavenly Peace, I hadn’t known much of it.

      I remember when Stacey and Aric announced they were expecting their second child. Everyone was thrilled as the family was doing well, and he was thriving in his new role! Not once had I been made aware of the darker mortality struggle behind the scenes presented in this book until I read it.

      Aric H. wears a highly complex mask.

      Since meeting him, medical trauma, family support, roles, and life balance have different meanings for me. What strikes me is how positively he presented himself when speaking about his family. Until now, remaining humble, most of his story has never been told.

      I was on a plane while reading the first one in The Stealing Home Series. I never put the book down! Aric has been talking about writing these almost for as long as I have known him.

      Without a doubt, he delivered in his pursuit.

      The main body of this story was as foreign to me as much of the first one. Aside from having met his entire family, I, too, was incredulous while reading it.

      This family always had the full support of our corporation personally and professionally, yet we only knew about half of what was going on. Unique to his ability to minimize the harsh truth, these details remained under wraps.

      No matter the challenge, Aric could still find the balance between his family and dedication to work. His passion for them was unbelievable while remaining highly focused on guiding his team to success as a business unit. He provided leadership versatility, empowered others, and achieved key metrics for his business unit consecutively for years. Coincidentally, he made it all happen simultaneously with events in this series.

      If this is not the epitome of an Adversity Rockstar®, I would be unable to define one otherwise.

      Tracing Raindrops will certainly not disappoint. When the subject is so personal, Aric’s way of sharing guides the reader very quickly into his mind. The story flows so brilliantly; he never allows that person to leave it!

      The ending was brutal because I recall my conversation with him one day later. I, too, have struggled with it.

      To conclude, few breaks have come his way as Aric H. has been sucker-punched incessantly. One man should never be faced with the dealings associated with such an unfair life.

      However, it doesn’t surprise me to learn of his incredible success as an authority figure on adversity and as an Inspirational Speaker and Award-Winning Author touring the country in both capacities.

      His time has come. This guy can write and tell one heck of a story.

      Hopefully, he has since ditched that suit by now!

      

      
        
        Paul Brzezicki

        Retired - Sales and Operations Executive

        Highly Visible, Accessible, and Transformational Leader

        Sunoco LP

        Hess Corporation

        Dallas, Texas
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      As I have mentioned, a lot is left undone in reconciling what happened when I was a kid. Almost every day, I still suffer from other continuously scarring flashbacks as I share more emotionally painful details throughout this series and on stage when referencing some of this.

      Screaming whispers refer to these darker shadows from my past. I coined this simple term a bit ago, which felt more than appropriate to represent them. The contrast between the two words makes sense as you consider it.

      They are composed of those angst-ridden memories unwilling to allow healing from their painful influences. Some dim a little,  but many never disappear and are destined to remain. They can haunt you at the most inopportune time and even suddenly cause your eyes to open from a sound sleep.

      When you place every one of these random images into one disintegrating mind such as mine, it becomes a real haunting shit show.

      They routinely take turns knifing me in the brain. To this day, they are ever present, though I wish them never to surface again. Unfortunately, the more colorless the image, the heavier it tends to weigh. Is it my form of escapism reflecting so much, or is it a curse because the bad contained there also lurks in my cranial shadows?

      I don’t know the answer.

      The tricky part of being this age now is trying to sift through those challenging periods to process them properly. I can better accept some for what they were, while most will take longer. Many of these torment me in ways no human should have to experience. Ever.

      Death is a conceptual reality that has sidled next to me throughout my entire life, too. I mentioned it numerous times in the first installment, as it remained just one step behind me during this phase. This, by far, is my most complex psychological issue.

      My family had more downs than ups, much different than most others. As you will read, ours became an outlier to the ways we are supposed to be. Instead, my perfect vision of happiness slowly turned into something else.

      My emotional trek continues here; read through this mix of high and low shadow-filled innings while I share them with you as joyfully and achingly as they occurred.

      This is Tracing Raindrops.
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      Simple times allowed for simple solutions when we were innocent. Isn’t it funny when we are young, there is a belief that if we block out the bad and scary stuff around us, doing so will magically make it all disappear?

      It is almost as if we figuratively closed our eyes tightly, counted to ten, and then expected when we reopened them to be all well with the world again.

      When you have less than a decade of life experience, the easiest solution to your troubles can be to run away and hide. Magically, time assumes a new role and those around us who have caused the anxiety again become approachable.

      Suppose it were only that easy. As adults, we experience reality kicking us in the teeth. Burying our heads will only deposit a lot of sand in our ears and hair. It solves nothing by avoiding that which troubles us.

      We learn to march ahead and deal with what we are given, whether we like it or not. No one ever said this journey would be easy.

      There was no choice but to face reality back in 2006 when we were told that our unborn child would eventually be lost due to a miscarriage. We weren’t about to pretend, cower, or massage their words, though we may have wanted to on more than one occasion. It all happened so fast that day in February, as though a movie crew had come into our lives and placed us on some strange new set with an unrehearsed plot twist for us to rehearse repeatedly.

      As you may recall, in the first book, Stacy and I drove home to share the news with Aryn after hearing the unfortunate information regarding the ruptured placenta. The sound of car doors slamming that cold day echoed through the trees around our home in Peterborough, causing snow to jump from a few branches and cascade down to the lawn. Everything else was quiet and still as we walked up our granite front steps in disbelief.

      We were both processing how bleak the outlook was for our baby and needed additional time to gather ourselves, so we put off having that terrible conversation with him regarding his brother. If she and I were not in the right frame of mind, how could we do the conversation any justice?

      The odds for repair and recovery were slim, but nothing was ever one hundred percent final, either. Screw the previous diagnosis, we felt after a couple of days. Instead, we rocked along as a family to make it as far as we had; our mission was always to prove that there is more to the human spirit than most people are in tune with.

      In fairness, since they said we had a chance for our son to be born, we did our best to bottle up whatever positive energies were available and used them to our advantage.

      There was never any buried-head-in-the-sand nonsense going on with us. We hadn’t done that through Aryn’s medical crisis, nor were we about to begin doing so with this baby. We moved ahead and planned accordingly to become parents to another boy. Period.

      What else would anyone do in this scenario? Sit around and wait for something terrible to happen. We weren’t unfamiliar with facing headwinds. Here was another one.

      In honesty, Stacey and I had not discussed fluid loss or losing the baby in detail after those first few long days, save for our initial plans to set them both up to have a decent chance of beating those odds.

      We believed in forcing God’s hand, knowing he was making a mistake in trying to take our child from us.

      Via a makeshift triage at home, Stacey remained on complete bed rest indefinitely. As the doctors had instructed, she needed to stay horizontal for any possible reversals of her current placenta situation. This meant modifying every aspect of our usual way of conducting family business. When you have a five-year-old boy around the house, forcing oneself not to be vertical becomes challenging.

      You could almost say we altered our lifestyle to invest in possibility rather than bow down to definitive. It was a strange way to consider it, but there we were.

      Together, we rallied every day, hoping to get us that much closer to our due date in July. Rather than thinking about how much the shift impacted us, we marched along, trying to keep strong. In many respects, it is all a blur of how quickly we took control of amending our lives.  The days of running to the store or pharmacy, picking up Aryn at school, or simply heading into town for a warm meal became a thing of the past.

      I maintained my hectic work schedule during the weekdays and took over around the house on the weekend, picking up the slack from Stacey, who was not able to do as much as she was accustomed to. I also tried to be more influential in keeping our days positive and hopeful.

      We made it work.

      Like everything else traumatic, when you walk through complicated days, the sense of urgency dissipates as time progresses. Taking stock each morning to convince ourselves silently everything would be okay was as common as showering. We never acknowledged any self-repairing progress as it happened within, but we knew our efforts were difference-makers in the long run.

      Maybe we just got tired of worrying, but gradually, there seemed to be a more positive shift or substantial presence building within us. Our little guy never indicated that he would allow any adverse opportunity to overtake his life plan to survive, either. We were then back to being mission-focused in a routine pregnancy way.

      His advancement for the rest of March 2006 seemed to minimize any immediate risks of miscarriage, as they eventually became smaller and smaller. Incredibly, the heart was still beating very strongly and had never weakened during this craziness.

      As Stacey felt better and the weeks chugged along, maybe we selfishly began to judge, based on his resilience thus far, that all would be okay. Whatever it was to help change the plans for destiny, it worked. The unthinkable never presented itself in any way.

      Unquestionably, our unborn son, who was supposed to have passed, was doing everything he could to survive, fighting to become a part of our family. He was trying to prove he was destined to join us.

      This is wild to read; I get it. Knowing what I now know about how this story unfolded, it's the only conclusion I would draw today.

      Was it her persistence to stay off her feet or his inner spirit that may have saved this baby and preserved his birth?

      Was it our commitment to staying positive, or was it his strong will to fight and meet his family?

      Was it both of their souls joining forces to prove once and for all that miracles do happen? 

      Whether we wanted to attribute this to hope, faith or divine intervention made no difference. We knew that our sheer scale of skepticism to optimism had started to tilt.

      Toward the end of the month, it became as though that terrible day a month and a half back in February had never even been real. Eventually, accepting that our son was defying the odds of medical science, we proceeded. We knew there would still be a long, uneasy stretch ahead of us, but not in such a consequential way anymore.

      He wasn't giving up.

      Nor were we.

      When the Boston Red Sox took the field for their first home opener of the year against the Toronto Blue Jays on April 7, 2006, we were very optimistic that things were on pace to turn out positively regarding this pregnancy.

      It might have been nice to write so early on in this story that Stacey and I were ultimately headed toward a warm and fuzzy place where the puffy clouds above looked like cotton candy and the warm spring breeze smelled of freshly baked apple pie, thanks to our unconventional efforts.

      It sure would have been lovely, but where our story continues here took us in an entirely new direction. Where we were headed was quite the opposite.

      Welcome back.
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      It is convenient to plop on a comfy couch each morning, bang away at my keys, sit on my drum throne at night, and bang away at the skins. Both provide the same comfort to me and are instant in their reciprocation. I use them semi-equally to breathe, practice grounding, and reset.

      It rarely works. I am too damaged from the last 24 years. The next portion of this difficult era began in this first grouping of innings.

      This book has taken me a long time to finish because, directionally, it might have gone several different ways. I could have easily carried my readers to a horrible place the way it was inside for me. Depression and anxiety are a lifelong poison of mine. The entire Stealing Home Series is bound together by their attributes in one way and cathartically healing in another.

      I decided that how I share much of this one needed to remain somewhere in the middle range of white to black. It was the best for now. The next one will certainly not disappoint if the darkness appeals to you. Know that I was trying hard to maintain a healthy work-life balance, remain supportive towards my wife, and be a great dad to Aryn.

      What I neglected was never taking the time to address my internal emotional wrangling. It was a huge mistake. Like a snowball rolling down a hill, my demons kept gathering more and more momentum.

      There is always, always, always a steady supply of reflective material flowing through these authorship veins, keeping the rest of me fully charged and ready to go. With it comes a ton of regrets and frustrations.

      Lately, so much time at my disposal has uniquely worked into a daily routine. With each freshly brewed cup of morning caffeine comes an incredible array of sentiments. It is almost as though one may not exist without the other. I need my coffee, but the tan and teal-colored, round, big-loop-handled cup rarely kisses my lips without becoming a thought trigger.

      It’s on first thing, and then later in the day, it is on again as quickly as another refill is welcomed in my empty mug. Fateful thoughts regularly break free from the chaos in this heavily trafficked racing skull.

      Freedom to ponder has allowed most of the trauma to remain sharply in my head. Writing this series has repeatedly reminded me to stop and compartmentalize who I am. This inability to understand my position in life seems to be on my mind the most. Should I be content with where my five-decade journey has brought me? Have I been fighting for something not meant for me and never realized it until now?

      Did Fate have this confused mess planned for me from birth?

      I will never know these answers, but this ongoing flow of contemplation is how it seems. There is certainly no shortage of time to consider where I fit in all this human stuff. It is a massive concept
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