A Message of Grace!
I was a teenager, in the prime of my life, partying and having a good time with my “friends;” drinking and doing drugs. Being 19, I thought it would be alright to go to Canada drinking and then drive back across the bridge. (I live in Port Huron MI, less than 5 minutes from Sarnia, Ontario.) Then, tragically, on July 26, 1998, on my way back home from Canada I was in a severe car crash. Like most young people I thought I was invincible and never thought about the consequences of my choices. Sadly I had to learn the hard way, but I’m writing this now so you can learn from my mistakes. I’ve heard it said, “Learn from other peoples mistakes, we don’t live long enough to make them all ourselves.”

The following I have gleaned from my parents and from a journal my mom kept while I was unconscious: (I have left out a lot of detail, so it doesn’t become too mundane for you). In the crash I was tossed out, presumably, through the window of my truck and into a coma. I was immediately taken to Sarnia General Hospital; they were unequipped to handle a trauma victim. Apparently it was very foggy that morning, the crash occurred approximately 2:15 am, and there were many other accidents, so the trauma equipped units in Michigan were unable to take me. So I was flown, by helicopter, to Queen Victoria Hospital in London, Ontario. I was very close to death on numerous occasions; at one point my temperature was 106.8. Because of the whole ordeal; my sister Nicole, with whom I had gotten into a fight with, before the crash,  packed up and moved back to Port Huron, with her husband and two babies from California. In London, I had a feeding tube put in, a catheter, a titanium rod put in my right leg, which was broken, my diaphragm repaired, my spleen removed and a tracheotomy. A tracheotomy is a hole cut in the windpipe to help with breathing, a tube was inserted in the hole and I was hooked to oxygen. 
Besides this, the Canadian doctors gave my parents grave reports; initially they thought my back was broken and when they did the CAT scan, reported slight brain activity, hinting that I was a vegetable. Then presenting my parents with the option of pulling the plug, asking, “Would Ryan want to live like this?” This irritates me, to think that they, the doctors, were ready to write me off, but thank God my parents held on to faith and said no.
When I was stable enough they flew me to St. Mary’s Hospital in Saginaw, Michigan, a day past the two week mark. My dad flew with me and my mom went home. When I arrived, I was no longer stable, my dad had to call my mom and tell her to hurry over to Saginaw. My oldest sister Laurie drove my mom up to Saginaw, where they stayed the night. The next day, the doctors said that I was stable, and were just going to do some x-rays. So my mom and dad drove back to down Port Huron (approximately 2 hours) with my sister, to ensure her safe arrival and to grab some cloths, food, showers, etc… Meanwhile, back in Saginaw, the x-rays revealed that I had blood clots in my legs, heading for my lungs and heart. So my parents arrived home to a message on the answering machine, informing them of the situation and that they needed to okay surgery.  They called, Okayed the surgery, turned around and quickly headed back up to Saginaw (approximately an hour).
The operation they did on me is referred to as a Vena cava interruption. This is the placement of a filter in the inferior vena cava, to traps clots and prevent clots in the lungs and heart. The inferior vena cava is the large vein that returns deoxygenated blood to the heart; it is located in the lower abdomen. The filter they put into me is called the Greenfield Filter. Anyhow, this is probably useless information to you, the reader, but if you want to see a picture of this bad boy visit; http://www.bostonscientific.com/med_specialty/deviceDetail.jsp?task=tskBasicDevice.jsp&sectionId=4&relId=3,126,127,128&deviceId=12003 . 
But, my neurosurgeon, Dr. Fields, did give my parents a much more optimistic report then had the Canadians. My back was not broken and the CAT scan showed very noticeable brain activity, though more on my right side than my left. Which is odd, since I am right handed. 

Finally after three and a half weeks in a coma, on August 17th, I awoke. On what was ironically my parents’ 24th wedding anniversary. My mom wrote in her journal; “Our 24th anniversary. We told Ryan all we wanted was for him to open his eyes and get better.” My dad went home for a doctor’s appointment he was supposed to have the next day. My mom went to her cousin, Lydia Fisher’s, house, which was close, to shower and spend the night while my dad was away. Later that evening she called to see what nurses were working, the nurse informed my mom that I was restless and thrashing. She asked my mom if she could give me some pain medication, mom Okayed it.
 But she didn’t feel comfortable staying away, so she and Lydia headed back up to the hospital. Approximately 11:00 pm, when she walked in, the nurse was talking to me. When she saw my mom, she asked me to blink three times if I recognized her, I did. After the many negative predictions, by the Canadian doctors; the fact that I was awake and recognized her, overwhelmed my mom with tears of joy. She then called my dad, who when he answered the phone and heard the crying, assumed that they lost me.
When I woke up; I couldn’t move or even make a sound. I was literally trapped in my own body. A prison of my own making! Unable to move or speak, no eating or drinking, except through tube in my stomach, and still unable to breathe on my own; I was not out of the woods yet, contending with infections, pneumonia and congestion in my lungs. My mom writes about the pain she sees in my face, eyes full of tears and of how tired I am. She writes, “Ryan uncomfortable, I think he realizes he can’t do things and he is depressed.” 
To express my anger and depression, I apparently would hold my breath and not open my eyes. I was awake, but refused to open my eyes for days, obviously holding my breath didn’t last long. I guess this was the only way I could express; depression, irritation and anger. My mom writes; “Ryan is in pain still, hardly opened his eyes, until Phil Trumbley (?) brought in his cute 16 year old daughter, he opened to see her.” I don’t remember any of this, but I believe a pretty young lady wouldn’t have much trouble getting me to open my eyes(, as long as I’m conscious. I always was a ladies man!
Dr. Fields had been encouraging my parents to find a rehabilitation hospital. My mom writes, “Went to Ann Arbor, Southfield, and Lapeer – decision; Hurley Hospital (Flint). Ryan showed us he is angry we left him so long, wouldn’t look at us.” Looking back this seems immature, but I had harnessed what little ability I had had, to express my emotions. 
September 16th, 1998, I was moved by ambulance to Hurley Hospital in Flint, Michigan. Now this, I remember; I didn’t know if I was going to make it. My lungs were filling up with fluid and I had broken out in a cold sweat so bad. The first night there was utter hell as well; at St. Mary’s they would shoot me up with pain killers as needed, at Hurley this male nurse, who boasted that he was a marine medic, said that I would have to suck it up. He offered Tylenol; which after having powerful pain killers, when needed, didn’t ease my pain one iota. (Later on, this nice black nurse, Ruthie, hooked me up with the much needed pain killers.) Also, when my lungs would fill up with phlegm, they would take this suction hose, stick it in my trachea, and into my lungs; in order to withdraw the phlegm. They did this at St. Mary’s also, but the first night at Hurley this same male nurse did it so violently, he caused me further pain. We got the impression it was because we ‘bothered’ him.
They removed my trachea on September 22nd; I was able to breathe on my own now. Baby steps! I’m in for a long war!

Physical therapy, occupational therapy and speech therapy were now increased in difficulty. My dad did range of motion with me, moving all my limbs. Now I was unable to sleep at night, I was fortunate to get 3 hours; which made it difficult to do therapy during the day.

They came up with way for me to communicate with my eyes; an ABC board, which took forever, but worked. I held my eyes tight until they came to the row that the letter was in, 5 rows, and then I fluttered my eyes. Down the row, until the letter, I fluttered again. They then would write the letter on a dry erase board. 
The opportunity arose to let my parents know that I had my long term memory, my short term capabilities had already been established in speech therapy. My dad was bemoaning the fact that he needed my social security number for something and didn’t have it on him. I got his attention and he said, “No, you don’t remember it! Do you?” I kind of felt like Lassie, “What’s that boy, Timmy’s trapped in a well?” Anyway, I blinked it out to him. He, of course, didn’t trust me, so he checked anyhow and sure enough I had it right. 
At some point, my mom told me that I had been in a car crash, suffered a traumatic brain injury and that she wouldn’t talk with me about it anymore. At the time I was saddened with the fact that my truck was totaled, my CD collection lost or stolen and I was in for a long battle. My first two concerns illustrate how superficial and material I was, little did I know there was far more to be saddened about, than such as these. 
Skipping ahead, on November 20th, I was released from the hospital. Not because I was ready, but because I wasn’t progressing enough. More doctors writing me off! Nevertheless, I was excited to be going home to celebrate my 20th birthday on November 23rd.
I went home with a feeding tube, unable to speak or hold my head up to a hospital bed in the living room of the house. I didn’t have any trunk control (i.e. abdominal), very little movement in my limbs and my mouth would get locked open, making me a drooling mess. 

From that point I’ve worked my way, yet not I but the grace of God with me, to be able to move all my limbs, talk and eat. I can even walk with a walker now. I came to faith in Christ as a result of the example of a few. These people just made Christ so real to me, that I couldn’t resist His attractiveness that I saw in them.
One day, I was flipping through the channels on the TV, while in the hospital bed. I stopped on a channel, with a televangelist leading a prayer to receive Jesus. In my weakness, I prayed along, out loud and with sincerity. I didn’t think twice about it, at the time, but my life hasn’t been the same since. 

I bought a new Bible and began to feast on the Word. As I submitted and surrendered myself to the Holy Spirit; my life began to change, I had new convictions and a new found confidence. 
Then on March 4, 2001, I learned some devastating information, I was not alone. My friend Geoff Harris was with me and his neck was broken upon impact and he died instantly. I do not remember most of the week preceding the crash, let alone the crash itself. Geoff was only 17 and had borrowed ID from a friend. It is my understanding that we were in Canada celebrating his 17th birthday. Upon learning this, my initial feeling was shock and numbness. Then I started blaming myself and I was angry with God. I thought, “Lord I thought I knew You and then I find out something like this.” I wrestled with God for a several days then God, the Holy Spirit, reminded me of this verse: “I am the same yesterday, today and forever.” What I perceived God was trying to tell me was this: “I (God) haven’t changed you have.” After blaming myself a few more days I thought, “This isn’t what God wants of me” so ultimately I had to give up my grief and hard feelings to the Lord. 

Now you may be asking yourself, “Why was this kept from him”. You must understand my state of mind right after the accident, I was weak and leaning toward suicide anyhow, and knowing something like this would have pushed me over the edge. My parents were advised to keep this from me, as it wouldn’t do me any good to know. An example of God’s perfect timing, He waited until I was strong spiritually and wouldn’t you know it after a 3 month break from my Christian counselor, David Goetze, I had an appointment scheduled for the next day.

Some of you may be asking, “Don’t you get depressed and stuff?” Of course I do, I just try to hold onto the words the Lord spoke, through the prophet Isaiah. Isaiah 43:18 “Forget the former things: do not dwell on the past.” So rather than look back and say, “I should have,” or “If only I would’ve”, I focus on the present and the glory God can bring Himself through me.









But the central purpose of this message is don’t drink and drive and seek the Lord while He can be found. “For it has been appointed for man to die once and then face judgment.”  (Heb 9:27) 

I have a question for you. Do you know where you’ll be spending eternity when you die? If you aren’t sure I invite you to open your heart and pray with me and begin your own journey of faith. 


Lord, forgive me! It was my sin for which you were stripped and whipped for. It was my sin that thrust that crown of thorns on your head. (Can you see it?) It was my sin that drove those nails into your feet and wrists. (Can you feel it?) It was for me you were crucified. I sincerely receive the gift of grace, which you made possible by this act of obedience to the Father. I also sincerely receive the justification, which was made possible by your subsequent resurrection. Lord, come in and change me now. I ask this in Jesus name. Amen. (Don’t just read this; meditate on it, speak it, let it become a part of you.)


And finally, can you hear Him? Revelation 3:20 “Here I am! I stand at the door and knock. If anyone hears my voice and opens the door, I will come in to him and dine with him, and he with me.”

Let Him in, He’ll change your life and your world!  Let Jesus lead you on an unimaginable journey. Don’t be afraid of change, change is necessary in order to grow and we must. Listen! He’s knocking! 


