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Trauma has a blast radius, but you don’t have to navigate the rubble alone. If you or someone you love is navigating the broken seam of a shattered timeline, join the community and explore more about faith, survival, and the mechanics of peace.

Connect with Jim directly at: TheBrokenSeam.com



​INTRODUCTION: The Ledger of Grace

I’ve always been driven by hard data. In my professional world, I hunt for technical specs, durability reports, and laboratory-grade analytics, finding profound comfort in the empirical. I crave things that can be measured, weighed, verified. I vividly remember the cold steel of calipers resting in my hands as a much younger man. The satisfying click of a torque wrench hitting its exact, mathematically predetermined limit. When machinery breaks, you trace the failure right back to one specific stress point. When a structure leans, you calculate the exact degree of the flawed angle. Math and physics never lie to you. For a very long time, I genuinely believed that by gathering enough raw data, you could predict the final outcome of any system.

But human lives are never closed systems. If you were to look at the raw data of my life, the spreadsheet tells a story ending abruptly in a graveyard. Apply the cold, hard logic of biology and physics to my timeline, and the math just does not add up. The numbers insist that a sixteen-year-old who flat-lined twice on a Franklin street shouldn’t be standing here today. The statistics dictate that a man surviving two catastrophic wrecks and two traumatic brain injuries shouldn’t hold a college degree. Much less raise a family of seven. In the hyper-clinical world of medical probabilities, my existence is a statistical error. I am an outlier that the data cannot easily explain.

I want to be clear from the outset: this book is not a plea for sympathy. I am not interested in serving as a figure of pity, nor am I trying to be a cautionary tale for the local evening news. I refuse to view my survival as a tragedy meant to be mourned. Instead, it is an equation solved by a hand far greater than my own. I am writing this to provide a ledger—a documented account of a variable no scientist can possibly measure, God’s ever-present love and grace. It is a specific kind of grace. One that refuses to erase the trauma, but rather binds the fractures. A grace noticeable only if you are willing to slow down long enough to see the jagged seams where the broken pieces of a life were painstakingly sewn back together.

Growing up, church provided the rhythm of my existence. I sat in those wooden pews, swinging my legs, listening to the “miracle stories” delivered by strangers. They were always dramatic, cinematic tales that felt larger than life—harrowing accidents, terminal diagnoses miraculously flipped into clean bills of health, impossible survivals. As a young boy, I listened with a child’s polite, glassy detachment. I believed in God, certainly, but those stories felt like distant legends. They were events happening to other people, in other towns, under different skies. They were emotional testimonies for the adults to cry over, divorced from the practical, everyday reality of my own small existence. I didn’t know then how quickly I would become one of those stories.

We move through our days operating under the illusion of a solid floor. We make our schedules, plan our careers, and book our weekends with a blind arrogance assuming the next breath is a guaranteed right. We trust the structural integrity of our lives without ever bothering to check the footings. Twice in my life, that floor simply vanished. Two separate, violent wrecks shattered my body, erased my memory, and forced me to rebuild my entire identity from the rubble. When the dust finally settled, the high-achieving boy I had been was gone. He was replaced by a stranger forced to relearn how to speak, how to walk, and how to understand a world that had rapidly moved on without him.

This book is the audit of that journey. This is exactly how I found my way back.

​PART I: The Original Architecture

Every life begins with a blueprint. Long before the storms hit, before the ground gives way or the metal crumples, a foundation is quietly laid down.

In the beginning, we never realize we are under construction. We just know the immediate environment handed to us—the smell of the wooden church pews, the stifling heat of the Nashville summers, and the steady, predictable rhythm of the people raising us. We accept our early reality as the only reality. We assume the walls surrounding us are sturdy, trusting that the roof will always hold.

Part I is the story of my original architecture. It is the pouring of the concrete right before the earth shakes. Looking back now, I can clearly see that this initial blueprint was far from perfect. It was marked by the fractures of early childhood and the profound absence of an earthly father. There were deep cracks in the foundation from the start.

But looking back also reveals the incredible grace hidden deep in the construction. I can see how God, acting as the Master Architect, was already stepping into the gaps of that flawed blueprint. He intentionally placed load-bearing pillars in my life, ensuring the structure wouldn’t collapse. He was preparing me to carry a weight I did not yet know existed.

These are the years of construction. The years of absorbing miracle stories from the pulpit, learning the gritty mechanics of independence, and stepping into young adulthood. I was operating with the confident, naive assumption that the framework of my life was totally indestructible.

Before you can truly understand the absolute devastation of a system failure, you have to understand the house that was built. This is exactly where the ground was broken.
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​Chapter 1: Wooden Pews and Miracle Stories
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If you want to understand the true architecture of a building, you never start by looking at the roof. You look at the foundation. You look at the concrete poured long before the framing went up, long before the storms came, and long before the structural integrity of the house was ever tested by the wind. My personal foundation was poured in Nashville, Tennessee. It was poured inside the four walls of a church, specifically running along the grain of old, polished wooden pews.

To grow up in the church in the American South is to be steeped in a very specific kind of rhythm. It is a predictable, comforting cadence. Sundays meant starched collars and Sunday School. Wednesdays meant choir practice and potluck dinners. The sanctuary air conditioning would hum, fighting a perpetually losing battle against the thick Tennessee humidity. All while the distinct scent of old paper hymnals and Lemon Pledge lingered in the air.

As a boy, my world was perfectly ordered. There were rules. There were expectations. There was a clear, linear progression to life. If you simply did the right things, the data suggested you would get the right outcomes. It was an operating system making perfect sense to my young, analytical mind. A plus B equaled C.

But then, there were the miracle stories. Every so often, the predictable, steady rhythm of a Sunday evening or Wednesday night service would abruptly shift. The pastor would step aside. Someone from the congregation—or a visiting missionary, like Dr. David Harms, who would miraculously appear in my own hospital room years later—would step up to the microphone to deliver a testimony.

“Jimbo, pay attention,” my mother would sometimes whisper, nudging my shoulder as my focus inevitably drifted toward the intricate wood grain on the pew ahead of us instead of the sermon.

“I’m listening,” I’d reply. Though my mind was usually busy cataloging my own goals and metrics for the upcoming school week.

I remember sitting in those pews. My feet were not quite touching the floor, swinging my legs back and forth as I listened. The adults around me would lean in, their faces rapt, some wiping quiet, heavy tears from their eyes. The stories were always monumental. A man surviving a violent rollover car crash without a single scratch. A woman given three months to live whose tumors inexplicably vanished on the very next x-ray. A child pulled from a swimming pool, blue and completely breathless, who suddenly coughed up water and opened his eyes. These were stories of the impossible. Events defying the laws of physics and biology. They were literal glitches in the matrix—moments where the spreadsheet of human existence had been overwritten by a divine hand.

I sat there, swinging my legs, listening with the polite detachment of a child. I didn’t roll my eyes. I wasn’t a skeptic. I believed in God, and I believed the people standing at the microphone were telling the truth. But to me, these stories felt like legends from a distant, foggy land. They were cinematic events belonging to other people. In my mind, miracles were strictly reserved for the desperate, the broken, and the dying.

And I was none of those things. I was just Jimbo.

I was a good kid growing up in a good home, armed with a sharp mind and a relentless drive. Even then, I was a high achiever. I liked systems. I liked knowing exactly how things worked. I viewed my faith much like I viewed the foundation of my family’s house: I knew it was there, I trusted it to hold me up, but I didn’t spend much time down in the dirt inspecting the concrete. I didn’t need to. The house was standing perfectly straight.

When you are young and healthy, your personal operating system feels invincible. You assume your memory will always function flawlessly. You assume that if you tell your leg to move, the complex network of nerves and muscles will instantly obey. You take for granted the incredible, fragile machinery of the human body. You walk around with absolute arrogance, assuming the timeline of your life is a straight, unbroken line leading to your goals.

I couldn’t have known it then, sitting in that sanctuary, but those Wednesday nights were not just background noise. The testimonies, the hymns, the relentless reinforcement of God’s omnipresence—it was all data being quietly stored on a hard drive that was about to be corrupted. God was pouring the foundation for a house about to be hit by a category-five hurricane.

I didn’t know that within a few short years, I would be the one trapped in the wreckage. I didn’t know my mother would soon be the one sitting in sterile waiting rooms, writing hopeful notes in a journal, clinging to the very faith she had modeled for me. I didn’t know the laws of biology were about to give me a death sentence. Twice. And I certainly didn’t know that one day, decades later, I would be the man holding the microphone, standing before a crowd, trying to explain the unexplainable mathematics of my own survival.

But before the first impact, before the darkness of the black box, there was just the baseline. There was just a boy in a pew, swinging his legs, unaware that the table of his life was about to be broken squarely in half.
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​Chapter 2: The Architecture of Nashville
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If you truly want to understand how a massive structure fails, you must first understand exactly how it was built.

In the mid-1990s, Nashville, Tennessee, wasn’t yet the glittering, neon-drenched tourist capital of the South. It was a city rooted in a slower, far more deliberate rhythm. Nashville was a place of deep green canopies and thick humidity you could practically wear like a damp wool coat by mid-July. It was miles of sun-baked asphalt, radiating heat long after the sun finally went down.

Our household operated strictly within that Southern rhythm, sustained by a quiet, unyielding architecture. It was just my mom, sister and me.

We didn’t possess the luxury of sprawling margins for error. Which meant our family ran on a tight, disciplined routine. My mother was the load-bearing wall of our lives. She wasn’t a woman prone to loud, dramatic declarations; her love and her faith were quietly functional. She kept the home ledger perfectly balanced. I would often find her sitting at the kitchen table late at night. The sticky vinyl of the chairs pressing hard into her back, a thick stack of bills and a calculator illuminated by the warm, yellow glow of the overhead light. She was always calculating. She was always making sure the structural integrity of our family held firm.

My sister navigated the complex, emotional terrain of her own teenage years, moving through the house with a different frequency than I did. She was vibrant, social, and connected to the present moment. I, on the other hand, was obsessed with the future.

To me, the present was just a waiting room. I was “Jimbo,” the high achiever. I treated my adolescence like a corporate audit.

One brutally hot Tuesday afternoon in August, right before the start of my junior year, the air conditioning unit in my bedroom window was rattling, fighting a losing battle against the Nashville heat. I sat at my desk, oblivious to the temperature, staring at a grid I had meticulously drawn on a piece of graph paper.

This was my personal ledger. Down the left side were the dates of every single week until my sixteenth birthday. Across the top were categories: Lawn Mowing Income, Savings Account Interest, Estimated Gas Costs, and Insurance Premiums.

At the very bottom, double-underlined in dark graphite, sat the target variable: a black Camaro with T-tops.

I didn’t just want the car; I had reverse-engineered the exact, grueling path to acquiring it. I knew the Kelly Blue Book value of the specific year and model I was targeting. I knew the exact horsepower. I knew exactly how many yards I had to mow, how many driveways I had to edge, and how many weekends I had to sacrifice to hit the exact dollar amount required to put those keys in my hand.

The door to my room creaked open, breaking my fierce concentration. My mother stepped in, carrying a glass of ice water already sweating profusely in the heat.

“You’re going to burn a hole straight through that paper, Jimbo,” she said, setting the glass down on the edge of my desk, careful not to let the condensation drip onto my calculations.

I didn’t look up immediately. I was too busy carrying one over into the hundreds-column. “Just updating the projections. The Johnson yard took an extra hour this week because of the rain, so my hourly yield dropped. I have to recalculate the timeline.”

My mother sighed. It was a soft, familiar sound. She leaned against the doorframe, crossing her arms. “You know, Jimbo, the numbers aren’t going to magically disappear if you take an evening off. The car isn’t going anywhere.”

“If the math is off, the timeline is off,” I replied, finally looking up. “I can’t control the weather, but I can control the margins.”

She offered a small, knowing smile. The smile of a mother who recognized the fierce, almost absurd intensity of her son and loved him not in spite of it, but precisely because of it. “Just make sure you remember to actually live in the house while you’re busy building the roof,” she said quietly before turning and walking back down the hallway.

I took a sip of the ice water. The cold shocked my system. I immediately returned to graph paper. I didn’t understand what she meant. I thought I was living. I was accumulating momentum. I was building an airtight, foolproof system.

When you are young, healthy, and capable, you assume the physical environment around you is permanent. I trusted the architecture of my life completely. I trusted the quiet, unshakeable strength of my mother in the kitchen. I trusted the predictable, lively presence of my sister. I trusted the asphalt roads of Nashville I rode my bike across, assuming they would always remain a solid surface beneath my tires.

I viewed my life as a heavy-duty folding table, and I had positioned myself confidently at the very head of it. The legs were locked in place. The surface was stable. I systematically placed the weight of my ambitions—the good grades, the savings account, the dream of the black Camaro—directly onto the center of the table, confident it could easily bear the load.

It never occurred to me to inspect the hinges. It never occurred to my analytical mind that a table is not a solid piece of wood. It is two separate pieces. Held together by a fragile metal seam running right down the middle.

I didn’t know the asphalt I was calculating my driving routes on was indifferent to my math. I didn’t know the invincible hardware of my sixteen-year-old body was susceptible to kinetic energy.

I sat staring at the graph paper, doing the math on my independence, blissfully unaware that reality was quietly preparing an equation I had no way to solve.
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​Chapter 3: The Flawed Blueprint
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Before a structure catastrophically fails, there are almost always signs hiding in the foundation; micro-fractures buried in the concrete, load-bearing walls carrying far too much tension, blueprints drawn with critical, fatal miscalculations. Looking back at the early architecture of my childhood, long before the physical trauma of the first wreck shattered my timeline, I can clearly see the massive structural stress I was already carrying.

My biological father engineered much of that heavy tension directly.

From a mechanical standpoint, my father was a builder. He understood exactly how to construct physical spaces. I remember our early days in the house on Trousdale—an era defined by the searing heat radiating off the driveway before I would jump into a cheap plastic wading pool just to cool off. My world consisted of the steps leading up to the kitchen, the massive hill in the backyard, and the wooden bridge stretching across the creek, surrounded by a thick, towering wall of bamboo.

In that environment, my father was always working on the house. I remember watching him finish an area for a laundry room and meticulously frame out a screened-in porch. He built a wooden deck off the back. We even spent hours pouring a solid concrete footing for a dog pen in the yard. Later, when we moved into a new house, I vividly remember the sharp, toxic chemical smell of the waterproofing coating he applied to seal the floors. The fumes hung thick in the air. He knew how to put things together. How to fortify a physical structure against the elements.

But physical scaffolding is different from emotional architecture.

Inside the sturdy walls he built, the environment was unpredictably volatile. The background noise of my early years wasn’t just the rustle of the bamboo or my mother teaching Mission Friends; it was often the sharp, elevated, angry voices of my parents fighting.

My father operated on a corrupted base code, influenced by his own unresolved history. He had been sent to military school as a boy—an environment he later openly admitted was abusive. Such trauma does not just evaporate. If it isn’t intentionally dismantled, it becomes the exact operating system you use to run your own family. The strict, unyielding, and critical environment he survived became the exact metric he used to measure me.

There was a crushing weight to his expectations. Because I was naturally smart, he tried to live vicariously through my academic potential. It was always a conditional approval. I constantly felt the reality that I was never quite “good enough” because I wasn’t seriously involved in sports. He wanted a son who fit a very specific, traditional, athletic mold. When my interests didn’t naturally align with those strict parameters, his frustration would immediately spike into open resentment.

The most agonizing moments occurred when we tried to operate in the exact same space. I remember fishing with him in his green fiberglass canoe. What should have been a quiet, bonding father-son moment was instead a high-stakes, terrifying stress test. The air would hang thick with humidity and the smell of murky river water. All I could focus on was the tension radiating from the stern of the boat.

“Keep the nose straight, Jim,” he would snap, the sound of his paddle slapping the water like a gavel. “You’re dragging us. Are you even trying?”

If I didn’t paddle perfectly, or if I failed to execute the mechanics of casting a line exactly like the “other kids” he constantly compared me to, his anger would flash.

“Why can’t you just do it right?” he’d demand. The disappointment was suffocating. I was a child trying to process the complex telemetry of a father who demanded flawless execution. I was terrified of making a single mistake. I knew the slightest error would ruin the entire day.

His life seemed defined by a frantic cycle of acquiring things to build a perfect picture, and then quickly abandoning them when the reality didn’t match the idealized blueprint in his head. He had a sudden, intense desire to get dogs—like the collie we named Preacher—only to quickly decide he wanted to get rid of them. He bought a pop-up camper and a boat. But the boat sat in our garage, gathering dust, the tires on the trailer slowly going flat. It was never used. It sat there for years like a physical monument to intentions that could never quite be deployed into reality.

When the first wreck happened in 1997, stripping away my “flawless” pre-injury potential and leaving me with a compromised neurological system, the distance between us only widened. The father who couldn’t tolerate a son who paddled a canoe incorrectly was unequipped to handle a son who suddenly needed special resource classes. A son who struggled to find the right words and battled elevated emotional responses. My broken hardware was a variable he simply couldn’t process.

Years later, when I took a job as a desktop support technician at a Christian university, my boss managed the IT department with a constant, critical edge. He would hover right over my shoulder while I worked on motherboards, barking commands and pointing out every perceived flaw. My rebuilt brain immediately redlined, spiraling into a systemic overload that eventually pushed me out of the job. It wasn’t just the stress of the servers; it was the fact that my boss was running the exact same management style my father had used. Sitting under that heavy wooden desk with an ethernet cable in my hand, I realized I was still allergic to that specific kind of criticism.

My father built the physical houses we lived in, but he left the interior spaces a loud, echoing kind of empty. Understanding his history—the abuse at military school and the rigid metrics he was forced to adopt—doesn’t erase the brutal friction of those early years on Trousdale. But it provides the data needed to understand failure. He was simply passing down the only blueprint he had, unaware the foundation was already cracked.
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​Chapter 4: The Blueprint He Left Behind
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There is a specific smell I associate with my father. Motor oil and sawdust and something else underneath — something harder to name. The smell of a man who knew how to build things with his hands and had no idea what to do with a son who needed more than criticism.

I have spent a long time trying to be fair to him on the page. The engineering mind wants to reduce a person to their function — what they built, what they broke, what load he was supposed to carry and didn’t. But fairness does not require softening the truth. It just requires you to get accounting right.

So here is the accounting.

He was a man built on a fault line. Dyslexia that went undiagnosed and untreated for most of his life, in an era that had no patience for the way his brain processed the world. An inferiority complex that ran so deep it became the operating system for everything else. He could not keep a job consistently. My maternal grandfather — the steady, grounded man whose name I carry — had to intervene more times than I can count, calling in favors, making phone calls, quietly cleaning up the wreckage my father left behind at one workplace after another.

A man who cannot hold himself up will find other things to push against. In our house, that thing was often me. More often, it was my mother.

The belt was not discipline. I understand that now in a way I could not articulate as a boy. Discipline has a purpose, a boundary, a point at which it stops. What my father did with a belt was not aimed at correction. It was aimed at relief. His frustrations with the job he couldn’t keep, the world that moved too fast for him, the gap between the man he wanted to be and the man he was — all of it came out in those moments. I was just the nearest available surface.

I learned early to read a room’s weather. I learned to feel the pressure drop before the storm, to make myself small and quiet and unremarkable so that I did not become the thing his frustration needed. That particular skill — the art of shrinking — served me poorly for many years after he was gone.

—
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There was one moment that stood apart from the rest.

I don’t remember exactly how old I was, or what started it. What I remember is the sound of his voice raised at my mother, and the possibility that it was more than his voice. Something in me went very still and then very certain. I walked into the room. I don’t remember what I told him. I know I was not afraid — that fear had not yet been installed in me, and the wrecks that would later teach me the fragility of the human body were still ahead on the timeline. I just stood there and said whatever I said, and looked at him the way you look at something you have decided you are done tolerating.

He left.

Not permanently. Not then. But he left the room, and then the house, and the air changed the way it changes after a storm finally moves through. My mother didn’t say much. She didn’t have to.

I have thought about that moment often. It was the first time I understood that his power over us was not as structural as it felt. That it depended, in part, on no one pushing back. That the architecture of his control had a load-bearing weakness, and the weakness was simply a person willing to stand in the room and not move.

My grandfather James was always there to anchor what my father destabilized. Where my father’s presence filled a room with unpredictable energy, my grandfather’s presence settled it. He never said much about my father directly. He was not that kind of man. But he showed up, consistently, in the gaps my father left — and the gaps were wide and frequent.

I have thought about what it costs a man like my grandfather to do that quietly, year after year. To watch his daughter navigate a volatile marriage. To make the phone calls and pull the strings and smooth the wreckage over, without ever once making her feel worse for having chosen poorly. That is a particular kind of love. The kind that does not announce itself.

When I
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