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I don’t think recovery is the right word to use; one rarely recovers from a TBI or ABI. It’s more likely a lifelong recovery process. Do you get better? Yes. Do you ever fully recover? No. You just get used to it and it’s a lot of work and struggles.

I think I was only one week in CMMC rehab. In that time there I was being taught how to walk again, something I didn’t remember how to do. When I talked about freaking out, I’m not kidding. I could probably smoked a pound of pot and been better. I saw things floating in the air and I tried grabbing them. I don’t know what they were, the staff thought I was crazy and so didn’t I. As they pushed me in the wheel chair, I could see huge holes in the floors, and saw the table tops peeling up and curling. I eventually learned to walk with someone holding on to me, and then I had to learn how to climb and descend steps. I couldn’t lift my legs; never mind which one to lift. I didn’t know how to read, tell time or do a simple math problem. This was all new to me. One thing for sure, it was totally exhausting. I had to rest after an hour, my brain was wiped out. 
This was totally hard for Cheryl, working all day and coming home to me, besides all the times she had to leave work because I was having problems. It took months to get me into Westside Neuro Rehab and in all that time in between, I was home. Cheryl’s sister Linda came everyday to stay with me, keep me talking and teaching me simple things. (Linda was a teacher for 40 years) We sat on the porch everyday and listen to the birds and talk. Those days were very tiring also. I had a walker and would walk around in the house to help keep some leg strength. The first morning home, when I got up, I was sitting on the edge of the bed and Cheryl asked what the matter was? I said I don’t know how to get dressed. I don’t know what to put on first. I didn’t know how to dress myself and Cheryl would lie my clothes out on the bed every morning in order to put on. After she came home from work, she would feed me and walk me once around the house, baby steps mind you. It took almost 20 minuets and then I would come inside and she put me to bed. She would have to lift my legs into the bed. How sad is that? I couldn’t even lift my legs. Everything in the fridge had to be labeled in large letters as to what it was, how much time to put on the microwave and so forth. It was difficult for me, but nothing like what she did for me.
Eventually I was getting stronger and better little by little. It didn’t seem like I was making much progress, but I guess I was, where I could stay by myself. I was learning to do a little more and challenge myself more. I had to think things through before I did anything. The first time I went down cellar by my self, which Cheryl told me not to, was frightening. What if I couldn’t get back up before she got home or what if I fell down the stairs? The things I did and the challenges I took were for me to prove to myself that I could do it, not to prove to anyone else. I would get more daring and never tell Cheryl, because I know I’d be in hot water. 
 It wasn’t until months later that I got into Westside Neuro Rehab, which really helped me through my challenges. The therapists there are some of the most wonderful caring people. I challenged them and they challenged me. I started to see myself progressing until the insurance ran out and then we couldn’t afford for me to continue. It’s sad, but true. If only I could have continued on. I wonder if I could have improved more. How much more? Where would I be? 
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