Soul Decides about Life
I never knew I could tell my daughter that if she wanted to die it was ok with me, that I could let her go. 

I was in the process of a divorce when it all started. My three children aged 6, 5 and 4 had spent a weekend with their dad. Kyra, my five-year old daughter, walked in with tiny purple bruises scattered all over her face. She said she was playing baseball and a ball hit her face. I wondered about the care her father was giving. The next day she went to kindergarten and returned with even more bruises. 

Off to the doctors Kyra and I went. Our family doctor, Dr. Baird, a wonderful Scottish man asked about Kyra’s health. I told him that all three kids and their cousin had recently had the measles. His eyes lit up; he had the explanation. One in 10,000 people have a complication from the measles which causes bruising. It was a problem that affected the platelets which stop bruising. Dr. Baird told me not to worry and to call him if it became worse. 

Now, I’m not a worrier – I always feel that everything will be ok. Little did I know how much trouble my “Polyanna” attitude would create. 

Two days later, at 5:00 p.m. there was a knock at the front door. I opened the door to find a man in a dark overcoat holding a black briefcase and a woman in a dark suit. They told me they were from the Children’s Aid Society and had some questions. I invited them in wondering why they had come. Only later did I find out the school principal had called them. 

We sat on the couch with the man sitting beside me and the woman on another couch. Of course with visitors in the house my kids left the TV to join the fun. The woman introduced herself as a nurse and pulled from her briefcase a blank outline of a child’s body – front and back view. She began to ask Kyra questions about the bruises. Kyra became excited with all the attention and took off her shirt to show all the tiny bruises on her torso. As I watched the nurse putting “X’s” on the body outline, the man began to ask me questions about my divorce. He said he was a psychologist. He asked me if I was lonely or depressed living on my own with three small children. I realized there was no way I could answer – if I said yes, he would think I was beating Kyra, if I said no, he would think I was lying. I could not win. I explained about the measles and Dr. Baird but he did not believe me. When I called Dr. Baird to confirm this, he had left the office for the day. The C.A.S. workers told me we would have to go to North York General Hospital for photos and a check‑up. I sent my two other children to my neighbour’s house. 
When we arrived at the Emergency area Kyra was asked to undress while they found a photographer to document the bruising. They suspected me as a child beater. This would not help me obtain custody in the divorce, so while the hospital curtains were closed I dressed Kyra and made a run for the exit. We ran out of Emergency, and arrived to a friend’s house, who promised to hide us from the police until I could talk to my doctor. I called my neighbour and my ex‑husband to let them know what had happened and both told me that the police had a warrant for my arrest and were searching for me.
The next morning Dr. Baird arranged for me to go to a private clinic to have Kyra’s blood work done as proof of the measles complication. After the blood sample was taken Kyra face was covered in purple bruises. Her blood complication had become an emergency situation. Kyra had such a dangerously low platelet level, if she had cut herself she could have died. 

Kyra was sent by ambulance to Sick Children’s Hospital. Life as I knew it, stopped. At Sick Kids she was given blood transfusions and after two weeks the doctors thought she had cancer and told me she would not live. They said there was no more she could do. I took her home. She was not getting any better; she was getting worse. 

Kyra, from the time she was very young always had a problem with living in this world. She was born a girl but wanted to be a boy like her older brother. She would stand to “pee”. She refused to wear a dress and she argued and fought and cried every day. The complication of the measles was forcing her to make a decision about her life.

The night I brought Kyra home I took her to her bedroom. There we had a talk. I told her she had a choice to make. She could decide to leave this world and her family or she could decide to live and get better and be a part of her family and agree to be a girl. I told her I loved her very much and wanted her to choose to live but it was her choice. I told her she had the next five or ten minutes to decide and when she decided she could come out of her room and tell me her decision. 

I am a member of Eckankar, Religion of the Light and Sound of God. I believe we are Soul. That night I spoke to Kyra not as the five-year old girl I loved so dearly but as Soul making a choice about life in this world. I was willing to accept Kyra’s choice.

I closed the door to Kyra’s bedroom and sat down in the living room to do a spiritual exercise. I sang HU, an ancient name for God that opens a channel to the Holy Spirit. I sang this love song to God quietly and asked that whatever was good for the good of the whole I’d be willing to accept. I felt a huge wash of water flow over me. It was like a huge wave of an ocean then all was quiet. Kyra’s door opened and she walked out of her room. I turned around to face her. She said:  “I decided to live”.
From that point on her health improved. Today she rarely wears trousers and she searches for truth and life’s meaning in her own religion. 

