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			Dedication

			
		
    Dedication
This book is dedicated to Judy Wilson and   Mary Jo Gallo. They were instrumental in Ada's rehabilitation, and willingly shared their time and alternative therapy skills on her behalf. I am eternally grateful to both of them.
 
 
Author's Note
 
Ada's story is initially told from her parents' perspective relaying the small bits and pieces of those first horrific days that got shared with me. Rather than cause emotional pain to Ada's family on details, some has been developed from me caring for patients for over forty-two years. Their story is private, and as they wished their names are changed. The storyline eventually shifts to my personal experience when God guided me on how to assist. The shift of perspective was necessary to give this tragic event the importance it deserved. I pray this shift of view does not lead to confusion, for this is a true story.
This is my testimony as a nurse, and as one healed by Jesus Christ.
 
Glory to God

      

    



  	
        
            
            Foreword
 
Barbara Scales is a gifted Registered Nurse, Healer and Mystic. She tells her true story of helping a young comatose girl after a tragic automobile accident. This is an informative, compelling and inspirational work of faith, compassionate healing and triumph.
 
Mary Jo Gallo September 11, 2021
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mary Jo Gallo is a Certified Registered Nurse Anesthetist, Licensed Massage Therapist and a Reiki Master who lives in Jenkins, Oklahoma with her husband and their youngest daughter. Mary Jo volunteers several forms of alternative healing such as Reiki, Craniosacral Therapy, Massage Therapy, Myoskeletal Mobilization, Rock Blades, and Neurolinguistic Therapy for Veterans with PTSD. Mary Jo developed an American Holistic Nurse Association Reiki course which offers medical practitioners 16.5 Continuing Education Units. 
You may contact her with questions via email at MJGalloHNC@aol.com.
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February 4, 1998
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Central New York is not for the weak of heart. The snowfall has been recorded to hit six feet in one day in the upper Tug Hill Plateau. Syracuse is second with rainfall in the nation, and second to Buffalo with snowfall in New York State. Roads get hazardous. Accidents happen.

On the fateful morning of February 4, 1998, heavy snow had come down. Plows were busy clearing roads to make them passable. Sometimes the roads get dicey, and schools get closed, but on this day despite the bad road conditions the schools remained open. Central New Yorkers are a hearty group. They geared up in mittens and hats and set off for work and school. Anne Del Cielo reported teaching her fourth graders while her daughter headed off to college for classes.

As usual, Anne’s classroom was full of boisterous students champing at the bit to go outside to build snowmen. “Settle down everybody. Take your seat.” She ignored the cellphone buzzing in her pocket. “Take out your homework. We’ll begin with that.”

A few students lingered at the windows. Her cellphone buzzed again and by the sound she knew someone had left a message. The morning class needed to get underway, so she ignored it. Instead of checking her phone, she called out to the stragglers, “Come now. The snow will be there later. Take your seat.”

An urgent knock rapped on the classroom door. It was Principal Taylor. He waved at her through the glass, motioning for her to go meet him in the hallway.

Anne excused herself. “I’ll be right back. Get out your homework. Tommy Flaherty, I have my eyes on you.” She put two fingers near her eyes, “On all of you.” And she stepped into the hall.

“Good morning, Principal Taylor.”

Principal Taylor looked pale.

“Are you okay?” She put a hand to Principal Taylor’s forehead. “Did you catch that flu bug that’s going around? Several of my students are absent. I think it’s spreading.”

Beads of perspiration came off his forehead. “Principal Taylor. You’re sweating, but you don’t feel feverish.”

Principal Taylor took both of Anne’s hands into his.

Anne gave him a side glance. “Principal Taylor? What’s the matter?”

“I am so sorry to have to tell you this. Anne, the hospital has been trying to reach you.”

“What hospital?”

“Upstate.”

“Upstate? Why is Upstate calling me?” And she touched the cellphone recalling it had buzzed in her pocket. “I felt it buzz a while ago, but class had started, and...”

Principal Taylor’s grip tightened. “It’s Ada. Your daughter has been in an accident.”

Anne leaned back to deflect his words. “Is she hurt?”

Principal Taylor grimaced. “All they told me was that she is at the trauma center.”

Anne raised her hands. “Wait. I don’t think I heard you right. Ada was in an accident?” Anne closed her eyes to the news and swayed from the shock of it all.

Principal Taylor took her hand to get her attention. “Yes. Ada was in a car accident.”

Anne shook her head. “Is she okay?”

Principal Taylor shrugged. “They didn’t tell me much, except...”

“What?”

“The person said to hurry.”

Pain squeezed the center of Anne’s chest. She looked away. “This can’t be happening. She clutched her breast. “An accident?”

Principal Taylor buttoned his coat. His voice dropped. “It sounded serious Anne. You better go.”

The finality of what Principal Taylor told her took her nearly off her feet. Anne’s knees buckled and with fading freckles she leaned on the door jamb for support.

“I’m sending Mrs. Bergin over to cover your class. Let’s go.” Principal Taylor warned her. “The roads are still icy. It’ll be safer if I take you.” The stranglehold from his necktie tightened. He cleared his throat unable to tell her that the person from the hospital stressed to hurry. He offered his only comfort through a staggered breath. “I’ll pray for Ada.”

Anne’s hand shook as she removed her cellphone from her pocket. The recorded message sent chills down her spine. “This is the Syracuse Trauma Center calling for Mrs. Anne Del Cielo. Please return this call as soon as you get this message.” The second one from the same hospital sounded more urgent.

Principal Taylor supported her arm, or Anne would have gone to the floor. The phone buzzed again. It was a message from Russ, her husband. He had gotten a phone call, too. He was heading to the hospital and would meet her there. Anne clutched the cross beneath her blouse. “God, please help my Ada. My dear Ada.”

Everything began to blur. Anne hurried to her desk to gather her things. The children were murmuring questions. “What’s going on?” “Uh oh. It’s the principal.” “What’s wrong with Mrs. Del Cielo?” “She looks funny.” “I bet she got fired.”

The numbing hum of the classroom drifted away. Grief and shock wove a cocoon around her ears and mind dulling reality. As Anne opened the classroom door, she realized she had forgotten her purse, nor had she told the students she was leaving. She hurried back to her desk to dig out her purse and told the students, “Stay in your seats. Mrs. Bergin will be right here. I... I’ve got to go.”

The students sat motionless watching their teacher rummaging her purse. A solitary student got out of her seat, took the car keys from the corner of Anne’s desk, and held them out to the teacher. “Here, Mrs. Del Cielo.”

The girl reminded Anne of her daughter with that spark of life that makes a person smile. Anne cupped the girl’s chin. “Thank you,” she whispered, and hurried away.

Anne fumbled the keys out of her hand to Principal Taylor. “You said it was Upstate who called me? The Trauma Center. What did they say?” As they stepped out of the school a blast of cold sent a chill through to her core. She did not have time to button her coat. Principal Taylor started the engine, and her thoughts went on autopilot trying to figure it out. “Dear God, what happened?” 

Principal Taylor listened. What could he say, except, “God is watching over Ada.”

Anne told Principal Taylor, “I taught both of our children to drive. I’ll bet it was a left-hand turn. Time and again, I warned them both, don’t take a left-hand turn. When you cross traffic, it puts you at risk.’” Anne pounded the dashboard with her fist. “Kevin listened to me. Ada doesn’t. Not to her mother. Why would she listen to me? What do I know?” It was pure insanity she was ranting, but it was the only way she knew to quell her deepest fear. Ada had to be alive.

Two cars coming out of the Emergency Department parking lot blocked them from getting in. “I wish I had a foghorn to blast. That might get them out of my way.” Anne slapped the door impatiently, and shouted, “Come on! Move!”

An ambulance was in the bay just outside of the Emergency Department entrance. Its doors were open. Anne pointed and said to Principal Taylor, “Slow the car. I want to see if it is empty.” As they passed, she said, “It is.”

“That’s a relief,” said Principal Taylor taking a deep breath for the first time in the journey. 

A guard came out of the shack and waved them on. He pointed to a side parking lot, repeated the gesture to go over there. “You must get out of the way,” he demanded.

Anne followed his finger point. Another ambulance was right behind them. Its lights were flashing, and sirens were screaming. “How did I not hear that?”

Principal Taylor maneuvered the car aside. Anne wiggled back and forth in her seat. Principal Taylor asked, “Anne, are you okay?”

“I’m trying to see past that EMT working on that patient.” At first, nothing gave her a clue as to whether the passenger was her Ada. Eventually she said with a hint of relief, “Now I see. There’s a tassel of gray hair atop a balding head. That’s not my Ada.” 

Knowing that Anne’s daughter was not aboard the second ambulance, Principal Taylor drove around and parked in a spot in the side lot. “I’ll park it here Anne. Here’s your keys. I’ll get a cab back to school. That way, you’ll have your car if you need it." He went around and opened the door for Anne to get out, and he followed her in.

Anne’s thoughts were the only part of her that picked up pace. She muttered to herself all the way up to the Emergency Department doorway. “I wonder if Ada heard me shout up the stairwell before I left for work. I always tell the family I love you before we head out for the day.” She placed a hand thoughtfully on her lips. “Did I hug her good night last night? Where on Earth is Russ’s car? It isn’t in this parking lot. I know he knows. He left me a text message. Dear God, what am I going to do if...” And she forced the insistent internal chatter to stop as tears poised to surface. Then shaking began, and it never stopped. Like autopilot the quivers racked her muscles attacking her at all fronts. Her white knuckled clutch on the dashboard from those awful road conditions could cease now but wouldn’t. 

Principal Taylor offered his arm for support and coached her to keep walking. “This must be Central New York’s worst winter. The sidewalk crews clear the snow and as soon as they do are out but the pathways refill.” Principal Taylor raised his free hand, “Look at this. There’s a constant barrage of white flakes. This snow is knee deep.” And he pointed to the sky to distract Anne. “Daylight refuses to come out from under that blanket of clouds over the city.” 

Dread shadowed Anne, footfall by footfall. It had been the longest walk of her life. She bolstered to go inside, but when the automatic doors swallowed her, she was breathless from the tightly wound rubber band surrounding her chest. “This didn’t have to happen. This is so stupid. Sub-zero temps. Low visibility.” She threw an angry look at Principal Taylor’s way. “School should’ve been cancelled.”

––––––––
[image: ]


The Emergency Department waiting room was brimming to capacity. There wasn’t a familiar face among them. Wild thoughts shot through Anne’s mind, each one worse than the one before. She began to rant. “Where’s Ada? How badly is she hurt? How did this happen? Ada blasts music at the top of the sound barrier. Was she listening to the radio when this happened? When can I see her?”

Principal Taylor went to the reception desk. Anne stepped aside to get a view of an alcove adjacent to the waiting room. There, not even ten feet ahead her husband paced head down, just staring at the floor. Russ raked his fingers through his hair and wrung shaky hands. The one person she could lean on appeared as shattered as she was. She froze. And then her shaking turned into tremors.

A fellow visitor in the waiting room noticed Anne looked as if she was going into shock. The woman asked Anne, “Are you alright?” When Anne didn’t respond, the woman shouted for help, “Nurse!” And Russ snapped out of his lament.

The fear in Russ’s eyes ripped through Anne’s soul, and she cried out. “Where’s Ada?”

A nurse ran to Anne and insisted, “Sit down.”

Anne didn’t hear the nurse. Instead, she gripped Russ’s shoulders. “Where’s our daughter!”

He couldn’t find words. His eyes welled.

Anne shrank back in horror, fearing the worst. “No!”

Russ cupped her in his arms. “No. Anne. She’s alive.”

Anne’s throat went dry. She tightened her fist into a ball and propped it on her mouth. She cried out, “How bad is she?”

Tears streamed down Russ’s cheeks. His voice cracked. “The doctors are doing everything they can to save her.”

The quiver of his lower lip rocked Anne. Everything was spinning. She grabbed her head and gripped the closest chair to sit.

Russ eased her into the seat. “Ada is going to be alright.”

The nurse looked dubiously at that non-committal tone of the man.

Anne asked, “Can we see her?” 

“Not yet Mrs. Del Cielo. The doctors are trying to stabilize your daughter.”

Anne hyperventilated. She grabbed the small waste basket and heaved. The nurse broke a smelling salt and waved it under Anne’s nose. Eventually it helped. 

Russ asked, ‘Can we get a cold cloth for my wife please?” He wiped Anne’s tears away with the suit coat sleeve. He took a deep breath. “A doctor came out about ten minutes ago.”

Anne pushed Russ’s sleeve from her face and begged for answers. “Why didn’t you say so? What did he say?”

Anguish covered his face. He unconsciously touched his forehead. “She hit her head.” The doctor told him their daughter’s life was dangling midair, and he did not know if she would pull through. He couldn’t say that. Nor could he look his wife in the eye. Not now. Anne would see right through him. He stood and turned away.

Anne bolted out of the chair and spun Russ on his heels. “Russ, what are they doing for her?”

He threw his hands up in the air. “I don’t know. I’m not a doctor.” Once he said those words, he regretted it. He reached out and cuddled Anne tight, saying softly, “I’m sorry. They should have answers soon.”

Principal Taylor came to them. “Russ. If there is anything I can do for you, just say the word.”

Russ softened. “Principal Taylor. It was good of you to bring Anne. I am forever grateful.”

They shook hands, and Principal Taylor nodded and left.

Russ embraced Anne for an eternity. Eventually, a nurse aide offered Anne a cool cloth and a drink. She wrapped Anne in a warm blanket and asked if there was anything else she could do for them. In unison they nodded, no thank you.

The grief got too much for Anne, and she wept. Russ steadied Anne. When he reached into his pocket for a handkerchief, his key chain with their tiny family photo tumbled out. Anne stared at the faces on the key chain. The little boy in the picture got her attention. Panic struck. “Kevin! Oh Russ. I didn’t call our son.”

Russ told her, “I left a message on Kevin’s answering machine. I told him to call as soon as possible.”

Where Anne’s thoughts drifted off to after that is anybody’s guess. Perhaps it was to the day she found out she was pregnant with Ada. They were hopeful about having a sibling for Kevin, just not quite that soon. Or was she thinking about Ada’s first day of kindergarten? Anne had walked her to the classroom before going to her own students. Outside of the classroom Ada had assured her, “Okay, you can go now Mommy. I got this.” Where had all those years gone? The emptiness left a hole in her gut. “Oh Russ. What if...?”

“We’re not going there. No ‘what ifs,’” he said sternly.

A white uniform stepped forward. “Ada’s parents? Follow me.”

The nurse escorted them into another smaller room. There was a wooden chair placed in front of a couch, and a single table stand. A Bible and a box of Kleenex sat paired on the stand. She motioned for them to sit on the couch. “Please wait here. Someone will be with you shortly.” And she left.

Anne took a stuttered breath. It was the room where they took Anne’s family when her grandfather passed. It was far from the waiting room, so no one got a ring-side seat when bad news came in. Anne gasped and reached for Russ’s arm. “Russ?” but Russ didn’t say a word. He must have remembered this room, too.

A short time later, another figure dressed in white entered.

“Mr. and Mrs. Del Cielo?” The nurse said solemnly, “The doctor says you can come see your daughter now. But...” and she hesitated. “She has many abrasions and lacerations. She lost a lot of blood.”

Russ gripped Anne’s hand so tight that her fingertips went numb.

The nurse continued, “She doesn’t respond to our commands.”

Russ yelled, “What?”

“We asked her to squeeze our hands and to blink her eyes. She doesn’t.”

No amount of coaching can prepare parents when the injuries are horrific.

They followed the nurse down the hallway and although she led them to the trauma room they remained at the doorway. 

It was a lot to take in. There was a gurney that held a woman. And the woman’s ring on the right hand resembled the ring they gave Ada as a high school graduation gift, but their Ada was nowhere to be seen.

Anne stepped closer.

A lab technician scurried through the door and around her to unload his basket on the stool bedside the stretcher. Anne read the bracelet when the technician did. It was Ada.

It irritated the Hell out of Anne that the lab technician never made eye contact with either of them. Suddenly Anne felt very small and angry. “Dear God, Ada. Why didn’t you play hooky today for the first time in your life?” She stepped nearer the stretcher to see what the technician was doing. And when she saw her daughter’s face she cried out. “She’s so bruised.” She stroked her daughter’s face to soothe the injury away. “Why does she shine like that?”

The nurse explained, “The doctors removed multiple glass fragments from her skin. Then, as per doctor orders, we applied bacitracin ointment, to prevent infection.”

“What’s this?” Anne pointed to the tape over Ada’s eyelids. “Why did you tape her eyes shut?”

A grimace crossed the nurse’s lips, and he nodded no. The tips of his ear reddened. He hated this part. “She does not close her eyes. We taped them shut so they won’t dry out.”

“That other nurse told us that Ada does not respond. But that can change. Right? I mean while she was out with us, I hoped someone else may have noticed Ada reacting.” And Anne searched each face for a glimmer of hope.

All the staff, an intern, the bedside nurse, a respiratory therapist, and someone drawing blood from their daughter’s arm, all of them in the room, nodded no.

The nurse looked at them. “I’m Derrick. Let me tell you about the medical equipment.” Educating them would give them a point of focus otherwise, interruptions at an inopportune moment could only lead to errors. “There’s lots of equipment in this room, things your daughter must have. And a few just in case.” 

Anne scowled. “Just in case of what?”

Nurse Derrick pointed to a large rectangular machine with dials and gadgets that were attached to a corrugated long blue plastic tube. “For example, this is a breathing machine, just in case we need it.” He touched the black wrap on Ada’s upper arm and then pointed to the overhead box with a waveform and numbers. “And this is a blood pressure and cardiac monitor.” 

Russ asked, “How’s she doing so far?”

“She’s holding her own.” Derrick nodded.

“And that?” asked Russ looking at his daughter’s tiny hand.

Nurse Derrick lifted their daughter’s right hand first finger. “This probe monitors her oxygen.” And he glanced at the blue waveform across the overhead monitor. “It makes this wave right here. All the waveforms have alarms attached to them for high and low readings. It is a safety mechanism. This one can be tricky. If she gets sweaty or one of us dislodges it from her fingertip by accident it will beep. Don’t panic. Sometimes all we have to do is replace it with a new one.”

The nurse moved slowly to provide as calm a space for the parents as possible. Then he pointed to the tube inserted into Ada’s neck. “And this large intravenous catheter gives her fluids and electrolytes. It also measures the pressure inside of her lungs to tell us if she needs more or less of those fluids.” The mother’s eyes glazed over. Derrick stopped explaining, for now.

The communication from Anne’s eyes to her brain was clogged. It took some time for the blockade to pass. Once it disappeared, she could see tubes everywhere and intravenous bottles hanging off poles. The rim of the hamper had bloody towels that someone tossed carelessly, and not made all the way in.

A respiratory therapist came in with more tubes and set them next to Ada’s wrist. He then turned his attention to the breathing machine and busied adjusting some of its dials.

Now back to her senses, Anne discovered Russ had halted in the doorway and never moved in. She offered her hand to him, and he inched his way to Ada’s bedside.

Ever so carefully, so not to disturb any intravenous tubes or monitors, Russ lifted Ada’s limp hand into his. “She’s so cold,” he gulped. “Ada? Ada, its Papa.” Russ searched for a reply. It didn’t come.

Russ moved cautiously to the other side of the stretcher. He held her tiny fingers in his large hand. “Pumpkin, it’s Dad. We’re here honey.” He said something else, but the words got choked.

“Oh Russ. She’s so cold.” Anne turned to the nurse. “Can you get her a warm blanket?”

Nurse Derrick answered perfunctory, “She’s being kept cool to help keep the brain swelling down.”

They could not even provide her with a warmed blanket. Failure as a parent was creeping in. An ancient stirring passed down mother to mother moved Anne’s body back and forth as she held her daughter’s hand. It was soothing. A memory of long ago flashed by. Ada was tiny, and she was rocking her to get her to sleep. Then Ada was safe. Now, Anne wasn’t so sure.

As Anne watched her daughter seemingly blissful in sleep, she noticed the bright overhead lights shining directly onto Ada’s face. Humor was the only defense she could summon. “Now, my Ada would complain that she is taking a nap here, and somebody better be heading for that light switch.” Anne stroked the curve of Ada’s swollen cheekbone. When she withdrew her hand and saw blood on her fingertips, she broke into sobs.

Russ rushed from the other side of the stretcher to hold her.

A scream from her tower of strength interrupted Anne’s grief.

Russ pointed to a tube coming out of the top of Ada’s head. “Good God! What is that?”

“The ventriculostomy, was done as an emergency procedure,” a doctor explained as he entered the room. “If we had waited any longer, we could have lost her.”

Russ shouted angrily, “Just what the Hell have you done to her?”

“Sir, your daughter’s brain was swelling so fast it was crushing down upon itself.”

“Oh God.” Russ backed away from his child. “What’s going on? Is my little girl going to die?” He nabbed the physician’s white coat collar. “I’ve got to know. Is she going to be alright?”

“She’s stable. For the moment.” The doctor reached out his hand. “I’m Dr. Daniel, the attending physician appointed to your daughter’s case. The ventriculostomy tube, I assure you, was a matter of life or death.”

Dr. Daniel’s explanation of what happened to Ada and what was being done to fix her injuries sounded like Greek. “I’m afraid we don’t understand, doctor. We’re not medical people. If only our son was here.” Russ begged, “Can you put this into terms we can understand?”

“There’s no way for us to tell you how severe her injuries are. The CAT scan of her brain shows a huge amount of swelling. We hoped your voices would have woken her.”

Russ pointed out, “But isn’t she still under the influence of the sedatives?” And then he incriminated poor medical practice. “You’ve got her all drugged up. That’s why she can’t tell us she’s okay.”

“Yes, we sedated her with etomidate when she was thrashing about so that she would not hurt herself, but that is a very short acting medicine. It should have worn off by now.” He cleared his throat. “Time is our only choice. We’ll keep her as comfortable as we can. When there’s a room available, she’ll get transferred to the intensive care unit.”

Anne pleaded. “Isn’t there someone who can help her? Can’t you help her?”

When Anne understood Ada was not coming home to bed that night
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