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Learning to walk a new path together.                  

After the call

I was excited about life, 
about my future. Kevin and I had bought a 
house, a beautiful two-storey that I loved. 
We adopted a dog. And we were planning 
a wedding.The wedding date had been set. 
We planned to have it on a small steam 
ship with our closest family and friends. 
Our lives were happy and we were content 
with the direction things were going.
And then the phone rang...there has been 
an accident...get to the hospital...

After that call I was calm. I was think-
ing through the next steps I had to take – 
tell someone that I had to go to the hos-
pital, get my things together, get into my 
truck and head out.

I am thankful for those around me that 
day who cared enough not to let me leave 
on my own. By the time I reached the front 
door I was shaking. I truly didn’t know – I 
wasn’t told – if Kev was alive or dead. The 
voice on the phone just said, “...get to the 
hospital.”

I’ve never felt so lost, so alone. 
Hospitals make me nervous as it is. Being 
alone in one (no one was allowed in with 
me because of SARS) in a small room, 

waiting see Kev, was ter-
rifying. I sat there alone 
and shook.

Four times the door 
opened. First I was told I 
would have to sign some 
papers; papers giving 
the doctor permission 
to amputate Kev’s feet. 
What? Then I was given 
a clear, plastic bag full 
of Kev’s things: clothes, 
boots, keys, wallet; ev-
erything he had with him 
when they brought him 
to the hospital. I just sat 
there, staring at the bag. 
What? The third time the 
door opened I was hand-
ed a phone – someone 
was calling me. Who? It 
was Kev’s sister, Leslie. 
Thank you – a familiar 
voice. How was I? Scared 
and alone and trying not 
to cry. Had I seen Kev? 

No, not yet. Why? I didn’t 
know. The final time the door 

opened, I was taken to see Kev. How do 
you keep from falling apart while look-
ing down on the most important person 
in your life when you see him so broken? 
“I’m sorry.” That’s what he said, over and 
over. I wanted to hold him and kiss him, 
but I was afraid to touch him, to hurt him. 
All I could say was, “It’s ok,” and smile, 
hoping I was making him feel a little bet-
ter. I said, “It’ll be ok.” I hoped.

I walked beside the bed as they wheeled 
it toward the doors to the operating room. 
I was numb. I was shaking. I didn’t know 
what to expect the next time I saw him. 
And then, I was alone again.

I waited. I ate, I think. I called some 
people: my mom, Kev’s sister. I cried. The 

future we were heading toward when we 
left the house that morning was fading be-
fore my eyes. Now what?

When Kev came out of surgery (eight 
hours later), he was out of it, still coming 
out of the anaesthetic and full of pain med-
ication. His legs were bandaged from toes 
to knees. He didn’t know I was there. And 
there wasn’t anything I could do to help 
him – what he needed was rest, and so did 
I. The doctor must have told me what had 
happened, what they had just done (they 
reattached his feet, which had been 90 per 
cent amputated when he became trapped 
in a scrap paper baling machine he was 
repairing) but I do not remember. It was 
all such a blur.

Earlier in the day, a ride home had 
been arranged for me. As I sat outside the 
hospital door, with the clear bag of Kev’s 
things, I was barely aware of the world 
around me. I barely remember the trip 
home. When I got home, I left that bag in 
the front hall – it sat there for days. I went 
to the couch. Sleeping alone in bed was 
something I couldn’t face. Over the next 
few months, I would spend a lot of time 
on that couch. Kev spent months in a bed 
in our dining room. There was no way to 
get him upstairs to our room. Sleeping on 
the couch was as close as I could get to 
him for a long time.

What I needed most right then was a 
hug. And it came the next morning, from 
a neighbour, as I sat waiting for the time 
to leave for the hospital. That hug helped 
me get through the next two weeks, visit-
ing Kev every day. You might think those 

visits are burned into my memory, but 
I’ve blocked most of it out. I don’t re-
live those memories, but the feelings still 
haunt me, even as I write this 13 years 
later. There are still days I shake. And 
sometimes I can smell the hospital like I 
am right back there. 

I am thankful for those around me that day who 
cared enough not to let me leave on my own. 

By the time I reached the front door I was shaking. I 
truly didn’t know – I wasn’t told – if Kev was alive or 
dead.

Debb, Kevin and Avery

by Debb Perry
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After the call

Kevin Bonnis

‘The new normal’ is a phrase I’ve come 
to dislike. New, yes; normal, no. And I 
don’t mean in comparison to the lives of 
others. Our dreams and plans don’t seem 
to mix well with the new ‘normal’. Where 
we once went out after dinner to shop or 
walk or choose a direction and see where 
it led, now there are recliners and the TV. 
Watching our favourite shows is fine, but 
when that becomes an everyday routine 
so Kev can rest his feet, TV becomes less 
interesting. In fact, some days I wish we 
didn’t have one.

Bandages are also a new normal. There 
have been only a few weeks in the past 13 
years when Kev has had no bandages. And 
maybe it’s a little sad that what brings me 
happiness, lifts weight off my shoulders, is 
when we don’t have to deal with bandages. 
Will there ever be a time when there will 
be no more? Because every time Kev calls 
me to look at something new that has de-
veloped my heart sinks. It’s just one more 
setback.

I’ve often wondered (and occasionally 
searched) if a course existed that would 
give me a little medical knowledge so I 
could better care for Kev. Ever since his 
feet and legs would tolerate the touch I’ve 
been messaging them, mainly to move 
blood around and relieve some of the 
swelling that is almost constantly there. 
But is there more I could be doing? Is what 
I am doing going to hurt him? These ques-
tions are on my mind every time I touch 
him. I never saw myself as the nursing 
type, and now it’s part of the new normal.

One very important part of our lives 
is our son, Avery. Every day I’m thankful 
that Kev was only injured. If that day had 
turned out differently we would not have 
Avery in our lives.

Avery has grown up in the new normal. 
For him it’s just normal. He hasn’t known 
anything else. But for Kev and me, we see 
the changes it has brought. There are times 
when Kev cannot participate in Avery’s 
life as he so wishes he could. And so, in a 
way, I’ve become both mother and father.

When it comes to sports, Kev would 
like to be part of Avery’s activities, wheth-
er being involved in them (like riding a 
bike or being on the ice for hockey or on 
the field for soccer) or even as a coach or 
team manager. However, his limitations 
prevent it. Avery started hockey several 
years ago. Kev has had to watch from the 
sidelines as other dads have become team 
managers or assistant coaches. Kev will 
probably never skate again.

At the end of the hockey season a 
couple of years ago the coach decided to 
have a fun game between the kids and the 
parents. Most of the dads were on the ice. 
I felt bad that Avery didn’t have someone 
on the ice with him so I decided to give it a 
try. I can skate, to keep myself upright, but 
I’m not a hockey player. Those kids skated 
circles around me. But I could see the joy 
in Avery’s face having me out there...fill-
ing in in the role of dad.

Something we often did was go to flea 
markets, boardwalks, the mall or just a 
walk around the block. All of these ac-
tivities are shortened by Kevin’s limits 
on how long he can walk. I find that more 
and more we just don’t go anywhere so we 
don’t have to deal with the limitations.

Kev has had mobility aids ever since 
the accident. So why not just use one of 
them so we can stay out longer? It seems 
like a good idea. But I find it leads to other 
worries, other concerns. Like will there be 
somewhere to park because we will need to 
have a trailer on which to put the scooter. 
Or maybe the wheelchair – will the place 
we are going be wheelchair accessible 
(no, not everywhere is)? And how will it 
make Kev feel being in the wheelchair? 
It might be an easier option for me as the 

wheelchair is easy to fold up and put in 
the back of the truck. But does it bother 
Kev that people will stare at him (and they 
do stare)? Does it bother him when he has 
trouble navigating through a store that 
hasn’t made the aisles wide enough for 
him to wheel through? The answer is yes, 
it does. It bothers both of us; it affects both 
of us. In fact, Kev hates those mobility 
aids. And so the thought of having to take 
these items with us where ever we go tends 

to make us just stay home.
It’s the new normal.
But when I look hard enough I can see 

that the fading future is getting bright-
er. We’re on a different path now, no 
more certain than the one we left behind.  
But, then, that’s just the way it is. No one 
knows what the future will bring. And 
that’s ok. It’s ok because I walk that path 
with Kev. Yes, walk. Some days we don’t 
walk far, but every step counts. Kev may 
have needed a lot of help in those weeks 
and months following his accident. But his 
outlook on life, his attitude, through it all 
has helped me live each day, one step at 
a time.

To read more about Kevin’s story, read 
the Spring 2011 issue of Threads on our 
web site www.threadsoflife.ca

We’re on a different path now, no more 
certain than the one we left behind. But, then, 

that’s just the way it is. No one knows what the 
future will bring. And that’s ok.


