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My Gratitude Project

At times, our own light goes out and is rekindled by a spark from another 
person. Each of us has cause to think with deep gratitude of those who 
have lighted the flame within us.

Albert Schweitzer

As a young woman, more often than not, I looked up at the clouds instead of down at my feet. Gradually, 
my feet weakened. To avoid surgery, I tried comfortable shoes, orthotics, a brace, and a boot, but my 
tendons were stretched out like weak rubber bands. 

After multiple opinions from podiatrists and surgeons, I found a specialist who made sense when he said 
he could fix my foot, so I decided to schedule surgery a year later, in late August of 2015. It has been a 
long, painful recovery process and I am truly grateful and humbled by how much help I have received. 

This project is my way of saying thank you from the deepest place in my heart to everyone who was 
there for me when I needed help and to Zuzu, my little therapy dog,. My friends and family came from as 
far west as Oakland, California and as far south as Guinea, West Africa to be here for me during my 
recovery.



2 On my first day home from the hospital, Zuzu assesses the situation.
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4 Michelle, (St. Paul, MN), in the same recovery process after a major fall, continues to send healing messages and support. She loves firefighters. 



5Ray (Oakland, CA) was my full-time chef and handyman for the initial phase of my recovery. He created fresh, healthy, healing meals each day. 



6 My sister, Mary, and her husband, Ray (Oakland, CA) who cared for me during the critical first two weeks of my recovery process.
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The road to recovery…

It became the highlight of my day whenever I was able to just sit and chat with my friends and family—
one of life's simple joys when you are a "shut-in." We even made it out for lunch from time to time.

Carmen, Bill, Deborah, Liz, Mary, Christine, and Carol Lynn all made sure Zuzu got out for daily walks. 
When my daughter, Liz, was here with me from Salt Lake City, she drove me to the apple house at the 
Arboretum, which brought back memories of fall visits to the apple orchards together when she was 
young. 

I had no idea how much help I would need. 



8 Deborah, Peter, and Fin (Minnetrista, MN) 



 The project begins
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Everyone who helped me—hour by hour, day by day, week by week—has played a role in my own 
healing process because they were there for me when I needed help. This project is my way of giving back 
in a very small way.  

During the season of giving thanks, I initiated a "Gratitude Project,” offering to photograph my friends and 
family with their families, their pets, volunteers at a soup kitchen, anything they wished. 

This is just the beginning of my gratitude project. There are photographs to be added to the project. So 
many more.
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Pamper yourself

My first pedicure since the surgery four months earlier. 

Yes, my left foot is pretty puffed up, but my toenails say, "There's no place like home." I'm home again and 
I feel as though I just put those ruby slippers on my toes.



12 My grandson, James (Conakry, Guinea), who performed tasks for me with a smile! 



One step forward…two steps back
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I used to say my dad had nine lives. Well, I not only inherited his genes, but also his survival skills.

Gratitude is within as well as outside you. You are the expert when it comes to your own body. Be 
grateful for your own knowledge. You know if something is wrong. Trust yourself and seek help. 

I had asked about a pain in my calf since I started my physical therapy, but until a week before Christmas, 
when my physical therapist recommended that I call my doctor to have him check out a possible blood 
clot, I listened to the advice of the "experts." I really didn't want to go through the whole process of giving 
myself shots of heparin in the stomach, either, so I, too, was in denial.  

Due to the holiday shuffle, I had time to go to our holiday party at work, get a manicure and pedicure. and 
visit with old friends at our annual ornament exchange. Then, the bomb dropped. I was diagnosed with 
two blood clots (DVTs) in my left leg and I landed in the Emergency Room where I was prescribed a new 
generation blood thinner (no shots in the stomach and no routine blood tests—just a pill twice daily). 

The next day, I picked up my daughter-in-law and grandchildren at the airport, ready to celebrate the 
holiday season with renewed hope, peace, and love—and gratitude. 

Being with family heals the soul.



14 My daughter-in-law, Azarath (Conakry, Guinea) making her famous Peanut Sauce while I video tape the process so I can make it myself someday.





16 My granddaughter, Hawa Marie (Conakry, Guinea) with her brother, James, watching over her.



17Princess Hawa Marie on Christmas Day bringing joy to me and the world.
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Thanks also to Zuzu, my little companion and therapy dog.
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