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        Bright Days Do Come is an awe-inspiring read that gives example after example of signs from our loved ones, which adds to the growing evidence that we don’t die. It is an insightful book that pulls you into Karin’s journey and leaves you with inspiration on how to get signs and messages from your loved ones.

        SANDRA CHAMPLAIN, AUTHOR OF THE #1 INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLER, WE DON’T DIE – A SKEPTIC’S DISCOVERY OF LIFE AFTER DEATH AND HOST OF THE PODCASTS WE DON’T DIE RADIO AND SHADES OF THE AFTERLIFE

      

      

      

      
        
        
        In Bright Days Do Come, Karin invites us into the space where grief and love coexist. After losing her brother, Brian, Karin shows us that love does not disappear when a life ends — it changes form. She shares not only her grief, but the ways Brian’s love has continued to reach her through signs and moments of connection. Her writing is brave, compassionate, and deeply vulnerable. This memoir is a tender offering to anyone learning how to carry loss while still opening their heart to life.

        HEATHER VANDERMEYDEN, AUTHOR OF MIRACLES FROM THE OTHER SIDE

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        What a gorgeous book Karin has written. Bright Days Do Come is detailed and vulnerable and you will find yourself looking at all of life differently after reading her words. I was profoundly inspired by her attitude toward life, both here and beyond, and am inspired to show up each day expecting more love, connection, and beauty. Yes, there is tragedy and grief woven throughout the book, but they’re dwarfed by what she and other players in the stories have learned about resilience, joy, living with your whole heart, and family.

        EMILY BURNETT, AUTHOR OF DEAR FELLOW SPENDER AND DEAR FELLOW DREAMER
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      For my parents and siblings:

      With much love I share these words as a legacy for us, our families, and generations to come.

      Love, Karin

       

      To my children, Ever and Sola:

      Please take these words to heart and know that once my time on Earth comes to an end, I will still be with you and will do everything to make you aware of my presence.  I am eternally grateful for the greatest gift of my life—being your mother. I love you up to the stars and back, forever and always!

      Love, Mom
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            DEAR READER

          

        

      

    

    
      For the first 18 years of my life, I was religious but not spiritual—and now I am the opposite: spiritual, but not religious. I lost my little brother at that age, and losing him, along with the challenges I’ve faced, has changed me. Until my brother passed, I never knew that our departed loved ones could send us signs from the other side. The signs I’ve received have shown me that our consciousness continues after we leave our bodies behind. My hope is that the words I share in this book will bring you comfort in knowing that receiving signs from loved ones is possible.

      Death is going to happen to all of us, whether we want it to or not—but it is not the end. According to the law of conservation of energy, energy can neither be created nor destroyed; it can only be transformed from one form to another. Because of this, it is reasonable to believe that the energy we are made of doesn’t just go away when we shed our physical bodies; it only changes form. That makes it equally reasonable to believe that our energy doesn’t just begin when we are born here on Earth. I believe that we existed before we came here, and that we will continue to exist after we leave, just like the infinity symbol—there is no beginning, and there is no end.

      In this book, I take you on my journey of loss, light, and signs from beyond. I am here to share what I have come to understand as my truths, and I encourage you to take what resonates with you and leave the rest. That is what I like about spirituality: as you go along your path in life, you can adopt what makes sense to you and let go of what doesn’t—it’s an ever-evolving process. I try not to hold too tightly to the beliefs that I have picked up along my way, as I know that they may change as I continue on this adventure called life. But, because of the things I’ve experienced and share here, my belief in the afterlife is one that I will always carry.

      Before we begin, let me start by telling you about one of my favorite publications: “Deep Thoughts,” written by humorist and author Jack Handey. “Deep Thoughts” debuted in 1991 on Saturday Night Live (SNL) and played as segments between sketches until 1998. Handey describes them as “irreverent observations on life,” which I feel represents them perfectly.

      In the pages that follow, you will come to find that 1991 was a significant year for me and my family. “Deep Thoughts” brought us a lot of much-needed laughter during that time, acting like a ray of sunshine, and I looked forward to watching SNL every week because of them.

      While the topic of my book is quite the opposite of irreverent, I must open with a little bit of humor, as humor helps open the heart and raise our vibration. So, I’m honored to share one of my most favorite “Deep Thoughts:”

      
        
        “Whenever you read a good book, it’s like the author is right there, in the room, talking to you, which is why I don’t like to read good books.”

      

      

      I hope this made you laugh and helped open your heart, so that as you read my book, you will feel like I truly am right there, in the room, talking to you. I’d like you to imagine that we are sitting next to each other on a cozy couch as I share my journey, my truths, and these goosebump-inducing signs with you.

      And just maybe, you’ll find it the reason that you like to read good books.

      I have felt deeply inspired to share these experiences that I, and others, have had, so that they are not forgotten. If we don’t document our stories, they follow us to the grave. Yes, we will carry our experiences with us into the afterlife, but if we write them down, they can live on for those temporarily left behind.

      The following quote, by novelist Isaac Bashevis Singer, portrays how important it is to write down our experiences. This message—paired with what felt like persistent nudging from Spirit, eventually inspired me to write this book.

      
        
        “When a day passes,

        It is no longer there.

      

      

      
        
        What remains of it?

        Nothing more than a story.

      

      

      
        
        If stories weren’t told or

        Books weren’t written,

        Man would live like beasts⁠—

        Only for the day.

      

      

      
        
        Today we live, but tomorrow,

        Today will be a story.

      

      

      
        
        The whole world, all human life,

        Is one long story.”

      

      

      And so, my story begins…
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            MY JOURNEY

          

        

      

    

    
      I wrote this poem as I sat in my bed at the rehabilitation center, just one month after my entire world was turned upside down. With pen and journal in hand, thoughts swirled through my mind about how unpredictable life can be, and how everything can change in the blink of an eye.

      
        
        EMOTIONAL WEATHER

      

        

      
        Life is like the weather,

        It changes from day to day.

        Like the rain,

        Many tears fall.

        Like the wind,

        Things blow in and out of life.

        Like a storm,

        You don’t know what to expect.

        Like the sun,

        Bright days do come.

        —Karin Bozich, November 1991

      

      

      As I write this book now, 33 years later, with my fingertips at the keyboard, thoughts swirl through my mind about all that has happened and how I can now see the gifts that arose from the trials.

      Life can be very hard at times, and it can be very good at times, but the key phrase is “at times.” Life is not static; things are always changing—just like the weather. When we experience life’s storms, we appreciate the bright days that much more. I have found that with every storm we go through, there is always something positive that can be found, even if it is simply a lesson learned. You may not see the positives right away, but in hindsight, I have found that “bright days do come.”
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            THE ACCIDENT
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      On October 4, 1991, my life and my family’s lives were changed forever. All of us, except for my dad, were involved in a single-car rollover while traveling on the freeway. From my viewpoint, one minute I’m entering a new phase of life as a college student, and the next minute, those plans are put on hold and I hear my dad’s voice telling me, “Karin, you were in a very bad car accident.” I thought to myself, “What is going on? Am I dreaming?” I felt exhausted, and all I could see was a sliver of the world around me, which made what I was trying to absorb feel more like fiction than reality. I questioned why my surroundings looked so dim, and was met with the answer that my eyes were significantly swollen and bruised, caused by fracturing the base of my skull.

      My dad continued, “You were ejected from the car, and both of your femurs were broken.” I was utterly shocked to hear this uncanny news, as I had often thought to myself that one of the worst things that could ever happen to a person would be to break both legs at the same time. I was in disbelief that this was now my truth. I was told that my legs now housed two titanium rods, which ran the length of my thighs, and there were more surgeries to come over the span of the next several days.

      The force of my body hitting the ground caused severe bruising of my chest wall, a broken left clavicle bone, and the collapse of both lungs. As I floated in and out of consciousness, my nutrients were delivered through plastic tubes, while a ventilator had taken over the breaths that were once my own. A mixture of medications and the blood of generous strangers flowed through my veins, as my sleeping and waking moments became entangled, leaving only blurred memories behind.

      As each day passed, my waking moments began to outweigh my sleeping moments, and I came to learn of the rest of my injuries—most of which were on my left side, where I had landed. My left knee was fractured, and my forehead was adorned with a large gauze bandage, covering my newly acquired abrasions and lacerations.

      I had also sustained multiple facial fractures: my left orbital floor had been shattered, the upper part of my left jaw was fractured, and my cheekbone had a fracture which herniated into the bones around the left side of my nose. Additionally, my nose was broken, which displaced my septum to the left. Once I became more coherent, I was told that a plate and screws had been surgically placed under my left eye, acting as my new orbital floor to prop the tissues back into place. The surgeons repaired my nose to the best of their ability, but due to the nasal tracheal tube that needed to stay in place, the repair was limited.

      Obviously, the surgeries were necessary and lifesaving, and I am beyond grateful for them. But, learning about my surgeries, after the fact, felt like my body had been invaded. My limited vision and medicated daze intensified the bizarre feeling of this horrific nightmare. If only I could just wake up!

      At the time of the accident, my family and I had been traveling southbound on the freeway in our brand-new Subaru Legacy station wagon. We left around three o’clock in the afternoon on a sunny, yet slightly crisp, day in early October. In the car were my mom, my three siblings, and me—totaling five of us. My mom, Irene, 46, sat in the front passenger seat, while my sister Erika, 16, drove. The back seats held my sister Kristin, 14, behind my mom, and me, 18, behind Erika. The youngest, Brian, nine years old, curled up in the very back seat. My parents had divorced many years earlier, and for this reason, my dad was not traveling with us.

      
        
          [image: Photo of family from 1987.]
        

        1987: Erika, 12 (bottom left); Kristin, 10 (middle left); Karin, 14 (top); Irene, 42 (right); and Brian, 5 (center)

      

      Erika held a brand-new driver’s license, so she took to the wheel to gain more driving experience, while sips of cola kept her alert. At almost an hour into the drive, she leaned in for a sip and took her eyes off the wheel for a split second—one split second that changed everything. As she looked up, she was surprised to see that we were drifting to the right. She panicked as she turned the steering wheel to correct herself, but the adrenaline rush caused her to pull harder than she had intended to. Consequently, control over the car was lost as we overcorrected and rolled four times, crossing the median. Luckily, there were no other vehicles involved.

      Those of us in the back seats were not wearing seat belts, and as a result, we were ejected as the car rolled. Although we had been heading south, once our car finally stopped rolling, it was facing north, on the northbound side of the freeway. It’s astonishing that our car rolled all the way to the opposite side of the freeway—and changed direction. Fortunately, the car came to rest right-side up, but the tires were all blown out. The roof, and sides of the car, were now crushed—holding Erika and my mom hostage in the front seats. Eventually, the Jaws of Life were used to peel back the roof of the car to set them free.

      Many people stopped and volunteered their help. My mom eventually retrieved a list of the volunteers, which held the names of thirty people, in addition to the ambulance crew. The state trooper at the scene, Randy Ingram, stated, “In an age where people are accused of refusing to get involved, it was nothing short of amazing.” Of the thirty volunteers, 10 of them were Registered Nurses, and one of them was an Emergency Room doctor! Ingram continued, “So many people stopped to help the victims. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

      The Emergency Room doctor, Brent Mabey, happened to be traveling directly behind our car, along with his wife Mary who was an RN, and their six children. Caravanning behind them were two more cars, filled with their friends and their families. They were traveling from Salt Lake City, Utah, to Anaheim, California, to visit Disneyland. As they drove behind us, both Dr. Mabey and his wife wondered what was going on with our car, as it was starting to slightly weave. Shortly after the car began to weave, it overcorrected and began rolling.

      Once our car came to a stop, Dr. Mabey, whose specialty is trauma medicine, pulled over, grabbed the medical kit that he had in his car, and he and Mary immediately ran to our aid. One of the other parents, who had been caravanning behind them, pulled over and stayed with the Mabeys' children to shield them from witnessing the tragic scene. As Dr. Mabey approached me, his initial prognosis was that if I lived, I’d lose both legs. Luckily, he saved my life and my legs!

      A semi-truck driver stopped his truck on a diagonal, to help divert traffic away from the scene. In Dr. Mabey’s medical kit, he had one bottle of saline solution, which he poured directly into the open cavity of my right femur, which was broken and protruding through the skin. The saline solution played a significant role in warding off infection in that leg. I was losing so much blood because of the open wound, that I ended up needing a blood transfusion at some point.

      In addition to the compound fracture in my right leg, Dr. Mabey was also very concerned about my left leg, because not only was it broken, but my hip was badly twisted and dislocated, putting pressure on the vessels, therefore cutting off blood supply. With the help of volunteers, Dr. Mabey was able to thrust my left hip back into place, allowing the flow of blood to return to my leg. He was also worried that some of my ribs were fractured; luckily, none were, except one back rib that was slightly pushed out of place, which still is to this day.

      My family and I believe it was divine intervention that an ER doctor happened to be driving behind us to help at the scene of our accident. One of the parents who had been caravanning behind the Mabeys' car, named Martha, offered comfort and reassurance to my mom and Erika, while they waited for the Jaws of Life to arrive. My mom remembers being able to hear some of us, but not all of us, and I’m sure the wait seemed like an eternity. Not having the ability to rush to our side, while also trying to decipher who was crying out and who wasn’t, has got to be the most unthinkable agony for a mother to have to suffer through.

      Martha remembers holding my mom’s hand and keeping a tight lip from saying anything that might alarm her. She stated, “I think of your family often, and wish we could have done more. You are quite the family.” She continued, “It was traumatic for everybody. There was so much running around, that even the patrol man was unsure of what to do. It was obvious that Dr. Mabey was in charge. There were so many wonderful people who stopped and asked what they could do to help.” She also mentioned how that day will be forever etched into the memories of everyone who stopped at the scene. When she said that to me, I took pause, as I’d never thought about how witnessing a trauma like that could have impacted the volunteers—it was quite the realization.

      Months after the accident, my family and I met with Dr. Mabey and Mary, because we had so many unanswered questions. Additionally, as I wrote this book, I called the Mabeys to clarify some things that were still unclear to me after all these years. It was so helpful to get my questions answered. It had been a mystery to my family how Kristin, Brian, and I managed to get thrown from the car without getting crushed by it. Mary recalls, “It looked like people were getting shot out of a cannon, like in a circus.” When I heard this, I shuddered from deep within as the imagery found itself a place in my memory bank. She remembered seeing someone in a green T-shirt, and two people in red shirts, flying out of the car—I was wearing the green shirt that day.

      It had always been a mystery to us as to where we landed. The Mabeys shared that Kristin and I landed in the dirt of the median, which made sense as to why there was so much dirt in the open wound of my right leg. They said that Brian landed on the asphalt of the northbound side of the freeway, which was extremely difficult to hear. Dr. Mabey recalls quickly going around to all of us to confirm we were coherent, stating, “It was important to ensure that you were all ‘with it’ enough to know your names.” He said that we were all conscious, except for Brian, and that Kristin and I were “delirious and uncertain of our surroundings.” But even so, she and I were able to respond with our names.

      He also shared, “At the scene of an accident, you address the problems that you can, in the little bit of time that you have.” Mary said that because Dr. Mabey had his medical kit with him, he was able to get some interventions going, like antibiotics and IVs, before the paramedics even arrived. He happened to have one dose of a narcotic in his kit, and he administered that to me.

      Mary recalled, “It was interesting to see my husband in action, because I never get to see him on-the-job. He went right into 'doctor mode,' barking orders to volunteers, and assigning them to victims; the next day, his voice was so hoarse.” Dr. Mabey assigned a volunteer to hold my head and keep it from moving, while he went to check on everyone else. Kristin was arching her back, so he assigned volunteers to hold her still, as it was important that she didn’t move her spine, in case of a spinal cord injury. There were so many kind souls who gave us their time and support. My family and I are forever grateful for the help we received.

      Our accident happened eight miles south of the small town of Nephi, Utah, and Kristin, Brian, and I were initially taken by ambulance to the closest hospital: Central Valley Medical Center, in Nephi. Dr. Mabey accompanied us there; however, the medical center wasn’t equipped to handle trauma patients, so upon our arrival, three helicopters awaited to deliver us to hospitals in Salt Lake City, 84 miles north. First, Brian was sent to Primary Children’s Hospital, and second, Kristin was sent to LDS Hospital. I was the last to go, because neither the ER doctor at the medical center nor the life flight team could successfully insert the breathing tube that was necessary to open my airway. After many attempts, they asked Dr. Mabey to try, and he was successful. Once I was intubated, I was loaded into the helicopter to be taken to LDS Hospital, where Kristin was already headed. I am grateful for Dr. Mabey’s recollection, as I still don’t recall these events.

      As Dr. Mabey watched me take flight, he could finally take a big, deep breath. In that moment, it dawned on him that everything looked darker than it should, and he realized that he’d been wearing his sunglasses the entire time! He had been so laser-focused on assisting us, that he truly had been immersed in doctor mode. With everything he did at the scene for all of us, and with being able to intubate me when all other attempts had failed, he was instrumental in saving my life, and is truly my hero.

      The accident resulted in many injuries for all of us—both emotional and physical. I am heartbroken to say that the accident resulted in Brian losing his life, and Kristin and I coming extremely close to losing ours. We all could have been killed that day, and we are very lucky to be here. We miss Brian more than we can express, but as you will read in the pages that follow, he is still with us.

      Of the numerous people who stopped to help, one very special individual was Mary Lou Klippel, who was an RN at the time. On the day of our accident, she was traveling with her children, running late, and should have been at their intended destination one hour earlier. She could see that there was a serious accident ahead, so she pulled over to help, but kept her children in the car. At the scene, she ran from victim to victim, working with the paramedics to help stabilize us, start IV’s, and offer comfort. She remembers being at Brian’s side and “feeling his spirit leave.” Although I don’t doubt that she “felt his spirit leave,” I believe Brian left his body before he experienced any pain. I imagine his spirit lingered briefly before leaving the scene—perhaps that’s what she felt. She testified to her family that she felt like she was destined to be there, at that time, on that day.
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      Upon my arrival, the medical team discovered that a medium-sized pebble was sitting on my windpipe, which was significantly adding to my breathing issues. A thin, flexible tube was inserted into the airways, and they used specialized tools to remove it. In addition to this, my heartbeat was so faint that a pulse could barely be detected.

      Initially, I stayed in the Shock Trauma Unit. From there, I was taken to the Intensive Care Unit. And lastly, I was moved to a regular room—but most of that remains a blur. My Uncle Orin stayed beside me during one of my first nights in the hospital, but I don’t remember that. There are only a handful of memories that I have from my time in the hospital, which I credit to the trauma I experienced, the heavy sedation I was under, and the surgeries that transpired. I also partially assign my lack of memories throughout this period to the limited vision I had because of my swollen eyes, as vision and memory go hand in hand.

      One of the first memories I have was seeing a schoolmate whom I had known since kindergarten, hovering over me. Seeing her face above mine was utterly confusing—especially with not being able to see very well. It turns out that this acquaintance, Traci, who is now a good friend of mine, worked as a phlebotomist at the hospital. She was checking my blood after my transfusion, and I remember asking, “Traci?!” like it was the biggest question of my life, as I drifted back to sleep.

      Another memory was of a woman who came into my room to assess my mental condition by asking me some questions. Although I couldn’t see well, I observed that she held a clipboard for noting my responses. She asked if I could state my name, the year, and who the current president was. I replied with my full name, the year (1991), and Bugs Bunny as president. She gasped after I told her that Bugs Bunny was president, but let out a sigh of relief as I informed her that the current president was George Bush, and I was just kidding. I knew that she was trying to confirm whether my intellect was still intact, so I had to tease her—just a little bit.

      Once I was moved out of the ICU, nurses would come into my room to help me transfer from my hospital bed to a chair, as sitting up versus lying down helps prevent blood clots from developing. One day, after moving to the chair, I came face-to-face with my thigh, and saw the scar where my bone had originally broken through. I found it hard to believe that it was mine—it was the size of my palm, and shaped like the letter Y. There were stitches poking out through my skin, as if to eerily introduce themselves, while resembling a sewing project gone wrong.

      The most poignant memory I have from the hospital was when my mom and my Aunt Sheila entered my room while I was sleeping. As the door shut behind them, it startled me from my slumber. I then overheard my Aunt Sheila asking my mom, “Does she know about Brian yet?” I went from being asleep to fully alert in 0.1 seconds, as my heart began to pound out of my chest and my head filled with worry. While I was still unable to see much, I mentally braced myself as I frantically yelled out, “What are you talking about? What happened to Brian?” My mom then shared the dreadful news with me that Brian had died. I was in shock and couldn’t believe this was real. I remember thinking, “Things like this happen to other people, not to us!” In the seconds that followed, my pounding heart began to sink as I tried to comprehend what I had just heard, and I knew that life would never be the same again. This is how I found out that Brian didn’t survive, and that his funeral had already happened—digesting this news was absolutely crushing.

      Eventually, I was given more details about how Brian had died. Because of the trauma to his head from landing on the asphalt, he died upon impact. The Mabeys later told me that CPR was performed, and after about five minutes, his pulse returned. However, after Brian was life-flighted and admitted to the children’s hospital, it was discovered that all neural activity in his brain had ceased. There was no chance of recovery, and the only thing keeping him alive were the life support machines. My dad was at Brian’s side at the children’s hospital, but my mom was admitted to the hospital that the rest of us were at, so he called her to discuss Brian’s grim condition.

      Words could never describe how much sorrow filled my parents' souls as they had to make the heart-wrenching decision to have Brian’s life support turned off. This occurred on October 5, 1991, which was the day after the accident. My dad couldn’t handle being in the room while the support was terminated, as the pain was far too much to bear. The only thing that kept my parents going was knowing they still had their three daughters.

      As this was happening, Kristin and I were both in critical condition, fighting for our own lives, while Brian was on his way to the other side. The accident happened on a Friday, and Brian’s funeral was held the following Tuesday—four days after his passing. At the time, Kristin and I were nowhere near coherent enough to have been told that Brian had passed, and obviously we were not physically able to attend his funeral.

      The aspect of not knowing that Brian had passed, until after his funeral, has been extremely difficult for both Kristin and me. It has brought up many feelings—mainly sadness and anger. Funeral services aid in the mourning process by providing a space to honor your loved one, share memories, and openly grieve amongst family and friends. The fact that Kristin and I didn’t get that opportunity has made losing him feel surreal and numbing. Ultimately, there is nothing that could have been done to change the fact that we weren’t there—it is what it is. This phrase has become one of my life’s mottos regarding things that can’t be changed. As hard as life can be and as much as I’d like to change certain aspects of it, the best thing I can do is accept the way it is, and make the best of it.

      My sister Erika recalls, “I said goodbye, and I held Brian’s hand after they had prepared him for the burial. I remember feeling that it couldn’t be him; he looked so different.” My mom also said that Brian didn’t look like himself. Perhaps it was a blessing that Kristin and I weren’t there, but at the same time, it would have been nice to hold his hand one more time. Either way feels like a double-edged sword.

      During this time, both of my parents were in a daze. They were grieving the loss of their son while coping with the severe injuries of two of their daughters, including the strong possibility that I wouldn’t survive, while doing their best to give Erika the emotional support
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