Let Me Tell You How It Started

My face warmed instantly. It felt like a building had just come down on me causing my lungs reject air. I tried, guys, I gulped and gasped for the air my brain needed to not give up right then. 
There was equipment and monitors on both sides of me, the bed had the side rails up. My mother was on my left standing next to the doctor and my dad on my right with his arm around my sister, Allison. 
My eyes wandered around the room as everyone in it became fuzzy and far away.
My mother grabbed my left elbow as I continued to seek the precious air. Everything was already swirling around my head.
The doctor began saying something to me, but his voice sounded roomy with a sense of distance to it, if that makes any sense. I… I couldn’t make out the words.
My heart was going so fast I could hear its thunderous applause dancing on my eardrums.
The wave of heat that washed over my body was like… Okay, imagine using the full twenty minutes in a tanning bed after not tanning for seven months, if you haven’t experienced that, I don’t know what to tell you, guys, because that’s what it felt like.
My right hand found my dad’s shirt tail, and my other hand found my chest. My stomach tossed and turned plotting its attack. As my eyes extended to what felt like inches out of my head, it happened.
My stomach launched its assault all over me and my mother. The assault may have left a heavy mess, and a gross one, but I was finally able to breathe.
#
It all started the day before.
I was at school; I was in the middle of a test, and I just… fell out of my desk. I have no memory of the event. All I can tell you guys… is that I was at my desk taking a test, then I woke up in the hospital. Not that interesting, I know, but, I think it’s important.
My family was there, and the doctor just happened to be checking on me at that moment. He saw my eyes open as I looked around. My brow was furrowed hard. 
He placed his clipboard under his arm, “Welcome back.” He said in a kind doctor like voice. But gosh, guys, his welcome back seemed very loaded.
“What am I doing here?” I asked.
“You… you collapsed at school,” My mom said as she fought back tears.
My dad put his arm around her and pulled her close as my mom’s hand tried to hide her quivering lips. It didn’t work, Mom… 
“I collapsed? What’s happened that I collapsed?”
“What happened was your blood pressure dropped, we’re just not,” the doctor began as his eyes got distracted by their meeting with my parents’ eyes. His eyes returned. Guys, they were serious, they weren’t good news eyes… they were bad news eyes. “We’re not quite sure why you were out for so long.” The doctor said.
“So long? How long was I out?”
“I’m afraid you’ve been out for twelve hours.” The doctor said as he pulled his clipboard back out from under his arm.
Twelve hours? Did he say twelve? That’s kind of long, isn’t it? I can’t even sleep for that long. 
“There’s more, Ms. Davenport.” That was certainly loaded, no doubt about that one. He went on to inform me that I had an unusual growth on my heart.
Unusual how? Am I right?
Well, the doctor told me the first biopsy was inconclusive…
Inconclusive… how?
He was unable to give direct answers to my questions, he simply sidestepped them. But there was one thing that was certain, the doctor seemed freaked out by his findings, whatever they were.
During the CT guided biopsy that took place later, the doctor made no effort to hide his emotions. You could have paved a highway with the emotions expressed in that single moment.
Stunned, scared, confused, excited; yeah, excitement. Not a happy excitement, there was no sort of happy anywhere on the list of emotions he expressed.
I honestly thought he was about to have a panic attack as his breaths elevated, his eyes widened, and his jaw dropped.

It wasn’t good, he was reacting to what he saw on the scan. What he saw horrified him; the growth had spread, they… were now everywhere, guys.
Everywhere.
With my parents and my permission, he made me his personal pin cushion. 
In total, it was nine biopsies, nine needles, twelve needle pokes; yeah, he missed a couple of the targets initially.
It sucked!
It hurt!
I cried and screamed, a lot!
The growths had spread to every organ and were consuming my healthy tissue and replacing it with… well, to be honest, they didn’t know.
They observed me for twenty-four hours, but the growths only got bigger. They weren’t cancerous. That’s good, right?
Wrong!
Cancerous would have been something they might have been able to treat. They had never seen a cellular structure resembling the ones in my body. That’s not scary, is it…
Otherworldly disease was what they were labeling it.
They sent the biopsy results to labs and hospitals around the world who specialize in rare and unusual diseases. Big surprise, none of the labs or hospitals that responded knew anything about the growths, the cells, or the disease, let alone, anything that would serve to help best treat the growths.
They were dealing with a complete unknown.
The growths were so numerous and so ingrained into my organs, surgery to remove them would have been a death sentence all on its own. So that wasn’t an option.
It doesn’t take a mathematician or a scientist to add it up or to put it together, guys.
It was pretty simple.
I was going to die!
There wasn’t even time to formulate a plan of attack. I had hours, maybe a day. 
Maybe!
Well, I sure as heck didn’t want to die in the hospital. Would you?
As I went through the five stages of dying —and oh man, I went through them, guys, more than once— my parents consulted with the doctors about releasing me to their care. After seeing there was literally nothing, they could do to help me, it was decided I would be allowed to go home… to die. Pretty much.
So, yeah… there’s that…
I had just celebrated my fifteenth birthday not even a week earlier and now I had a rare disease and there wasn’t anything anyone could do.
That’s a lot to take in, guys!
The doctor was kind enough to make sure I would feel no pain, at least one prayer was answered. He even helped my parents prepare for possible outcomes. 
Things were getting bad. I was already showing signs of kidney and liver failure.
The drive home was quiet, I think everyone was trying to process the fact that I was going to die. Imagine how I was feeling, I was the one dying. Everyone else would get to stinking continue living. 
Anger… number two.
When we got home, everything suddenly seemed different. I didn’t look at my house or the stuff inside it the same. Most likely, it was the last time I would see any of it again. 
I couldn’t stand there and look at anything too long, I felt terrible, I needed to go to my room and lay down.
As I walked up the stairs to my room, it all seemed so surreal. I was making my last journey up the stairs. I stopped; my hand felt the railing on the wall. Silly, isn’t it. I was about to die, and the railing had my attention. It was smooth and had rounded edges, the wood grain was rich in detail with its walnut finish. I never paid attention to it before, but I found myself gently caressing it; I smiled with a gentle scoff.
I think it was the fact that I hadn’t ever paid attention to it that had me locked. It was beautiful. A tear found its way down my cheek, I wiped it away quickly, shook my head of it, and continued up the stairs.
I walked into my room; just the sight of it made me sick; this was where I was going to die. My stomach began to do somersaults. It wasn’t long before my face was in the very place where another less pleasing body part belonged.
It wasn’t the fever I had; it wasn’t the nausea; it wasn’t the rare condition…
It was the thought of death.
It was the thought of dying… here.
It was the thought that my time was… limited.
I spent the rest of that day feeling my body be consumed by these growths. I was glued to my side and the trashcan became my constant companion.
I had never had my first kiss, never got to go to a school dance, or drive a car, punch a clock… experience being in love… There were so many other things, but it was pointless to think about them all… Or any of them. None of it mattered anymore.
Later that evening, my body sort of told me in it own way that the end was near. My breathing was labored, jaundice had consumed my body with its yellowish hue, the pain in my abdomen on the right side was nagging to be nice about it, and the meds only took the edge off, if that. Dark rings appeared around my eyes, and my feet and ankles were swollen to at least twice their normal size. I couldn’t stay awake any longer. I asked my teary-eyed support team, slash family… to leave my room.
I told them I loved them; I said my goodbyes.
I didn’t want them to see me die. You die alone any way you look at it, so I might as well be alone.
My mom and dad fought me on it, but… my tears eventually won the day, and they left, honoring my wishes.
As I lay in my bed dying, I thought about all I would miss out on and everything my family would do after I was gone, and they moved on with their lives. I also thought about the life my beautiful sister would have; college, her first job, marriage, babies… but not me! My time on Earth was over. It just didn’t seem fair.
But it was an event that was unavoidable in the end.
I was about to become a distant memory.
As I am sure you can imagine, it was a difficult fact to face!
It wasn’t long before my body suddenly weakened and the pain stopped; I knew then it was close. I started getting cold. My eyes grew heavier, my mind grew weary. 
I regretted sending my family away, I wanted my mother. The fear consumed my thoughts, I screamed for my mother, I screamed as loud as I could. But my voice could no longer achieve anymore than a raspy whisper.
What had I done? What was I thinking? I was going to die, completely alone. I wanted my mom to burst through that door and hold my hand, rub my forehead. I wanted familiarity… 
That didn’t happen… I prayed for it; I begged God to please make my mother come through the door. I tried to crawl out of bed. It was no use, I couldn’t lift my arms, let alone crawl or make a noise of any kind.
It was too late.
My eyes closed, gently, quietly… filled with tears. It was happening, I was dying.
Terrified?
Please… I would have given anything to feel just terrified.
My heart fluttered one more beat, and in one final moment of consciousness, I felt the blood stop in my veins as that last beat echoed into the infinite unknown. It was over, there was no coming back, I was dead. A single tear rolled from the corner of my right eye, the last piece of the puzzle that was Grace Davenport had been placed. My final breath left my lungs in a steady even exhale and I felt myself peacefully slip into unconsciousness.
#
My eyes opened; I was in a white space. Heaven! I thought. Soon it all came into focus and the white disappeared, I was in my… bedroom? And I felt… better?
That’s not right, how did that happen? 
I sat up and looked around; this was my room. My stuff. I was in my bed. Did I dream all of that? If I did, that was one heck of a dream.
I touched my blanket, it felt the same as the night before. I got out of my bed, I went to the window, I looked out and it was still dark, how long had it been? I looked at the clock; it had only been a few hours. It was three in the morning. This, or that, had to be a dream.
I crept out of my room, I went to my parent’s room, I could hear my mother crying through the door.
“It’s okay, Mena.” I could hear my dad say, was he crying, too? “Let it all out!” Yep, my dad was crying.
“It’s not fair, David. It’s not right. I should be there holding her hand, comforting her.”
“Mena, you saw her, she… she…” What, Dad? She what?
“Don’t say it, I can’t bare to hear it.”
I don’t know why, but I pushed their door open. They were facing away from me.
“I’m going to go check on her.” My mother said. Maybe the message was late getting to her? She turned around to find me standing there. Her eyes met mine. Well, guys, unless my mother has that sixth sense thingy, I wasn’t a ghost.
“Grace?” my mom said. My name almost got caught in her throat.
Dad turned his head around as he jumped to his feet.
Mom rushed over to me, I’m not sure she realized yet that I was better. “Gracie? What are you doing up?” her arms found there way around me. “Honey, please let me be with you.”
“Mom!” I said struggling as her grip was that of a bear’s. She let go and looked at me.
“Wait… you… your skin, your… your eyes… you look…”
“Normal?”
“Yes… But—”
“I don’t have an answer, Mom. I’m as shocked as you are.”
 The doctor was not nice enough to inform my parents of this particular outcome. So, I was rushed to the hospital. Rushed, to the hospital, and I was actually feeling better, a bit odd, don’t you think?
The doctors didn’t think so. In fact —mind you, I wasn’t sick— I was rushed to the back over other’s who were sick. The doctors wanted to know how I could have possible survived.
So, I got to spend a day… in the hospital… not sick, having test after test after test… after test… run on me. Not a way I would have liked to have spent the first day feeling good enough to do anything in a few days but… I guess I wanted to know if I was actually better or not just as much as everyone else.
Wouldn’t want to go home feeling on top of the world just to die randomly. Nope, not for Grace!
However, every test came back negative. The scans also came back negative.
As the day progressed, the doctors were left scratching their heads. What began as How did she survive? ended with, Where did the disease go?
There was no trace of the strange cells, the growths, or anything at all. I was healthier than I had ever been. 
It was literally as if I never had it, whatever it was that I had. Curiosity… where did it go?
That moment, wherever it was, was irrelevant. I was alive and healthy. I couldn’t believe it, my life was spared for some reason.
My family’s eyes flooded with tears, as for me, are you stinking kidding? I had the most tears of all of them, probably as much as all three of them put together.
I mean… I went to bed the night before certain I would never see another day, and I woke up. Oh, and… I was perfectly healthy. Kind of hard not to be happy, wouldn’t you say?
My family showered me with hugs, kisses, and joyful tears.
You would think I would be happy about that, right?
There was just one little problem.
My mom, dad, and sister felt like strangers to me even though my memories painted a different picture.
Them being all over me made me feel… uncomfortable… to say the least. I wanted them to leave me alone, but I let them have their moment. It wasn’t until later that I told them how I felt; it didn’t go over very well.
That’s a story in and of itself, but it was not a pleasant moment… at… like… at all…
It was as if, I had no emotional connection to my memories, I had to learn how to love them all over again.
To add injury to insult…
Eww, I am so sorry, guys, clichés, like, gross! Am I Right?
Anyways, there were times I would make eye contact with my reflection in a mirror, my breath would catch in my throat.
When that happened, I didn’t see Grace Davenport, I saw… someone else.
That had since faded as I had grown accustomed to my new skin as I referred to it.
And… as if things couldn’t get any more bizarre, there was one more little thing that couldn’t be explained. I had an emptiness inside me, a blank space; something was missing. I couldn’t figure out what, but it left a hole in my heart. I thought… maybe I had a boyfriend that I couldn’t remember, lucky him, am I right, guys?
Get out of relationship free card. His loss!
But, in the end, it wasn’t a boy. That just left me more confused, what could it have been?
Whatever it was, it left a heavy burden for my heart to carry, and it took a long time to shake the pain I felt. Even still, I felt it from time to time, and it still got so bad, it made me sick, but no one was able to help me find what went missing. But I never gave up hope that one day, I would know what was missing and be reunited with… with… well…  whatever it was that caused so much pain and heartache.
Whatever invaded my body had vacated the premises, but the damage was done… I was officially not the Grace Davenport everyone remembered.
My life wouldn’t follow the path it was on any longer, new roads and avenues opened for the new Grace, and I took them.

