The Astronaut Ballerina and the Don’t Forget List: A Children’s Story about TBI

By Gracie Beaver
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’ One day, over summer vacation, Keiko was sitting at hom

mom came into her room. She was crying. “Keiko, we
“Daddy had an accident.”’” As the two of them drove
Dad fell off of a ladder at work and had-hi: '

o

When they got to the hospital, the doctor explained that Dad might act a little differently, ana
that his brain would take time to heal. Keiko was confused. Her dad didn’t look any different,
aside from the hospital. The doctor explained that hurting your brain was different than
breaking a bone. “Remember when you broke your paw last year, Keiko? We could see where it
was broken. But we can’t put a cast on a brain, and we don’t know exactly how your dad’s
brain is affected.”



After a few days, Keiko’s dad came home from the hospital. “Dad, can we go play catch?”’ Keiko
asked. “I'd love to, sweetie, but | need to rest,”’ he said. Then Keiko’s mom told her that she
needed to leave Dad alone because his brain needed a time out.

Keiko also noticed that Dad was forgetting things. He couldn’t remember words, and he kept
losing things. He burned his toast and forgot to make her lunch. He didn’'t water the rubber tree,
and it turned brown. He even forgot about Mom’s birthday—but he did that before, too.
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Suddenly, Keiko felt really, really bad. It
wasn't her dad’s fault that he had missed
her recital—it was because of his brain
injury. But then she had an idea. She got
out her colored pencils, pens, and stickers
and got to work.




After another hour, she tiptoed downstairs to where her parents were
still talking in hushed voices. “I'm so sorry, Keiko,” her dad said. “It’s
okay, Daddy. Your brain just needs some help,” she said. “I made you
something.”’Keiko’s dad smiled. It was a Don't Forget list:
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Keiko's dad gave her a big hug. “I love you so much,” he said.



“Keiko, | have a great idea,” her mom said. “You're still in your recital clothes...why
don’t you do a private recital right here?”’ So Keiko danced and spun around the
living room like she was on the moon. She even pretended to plant a flag in the
coffee table. She imagined her name in bright fluorescent lights.



The next morning, as Keiko was getting ready to go to a friend’s house, her dad

stopped her. “Good morning, astronaut ballerina,” he said. “I have something for
you,” he said, giving Keiko a piece of paper. It was a Remember list:

Remember that you are special. Remember that mommies and daddies aren’t
perfect. Remember that we will get through my brain injury as a family. Remember
that [ love you.



