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The Unbreakable Baby Doll


The butterflies floated through my stomach.  First just fluttering their light, beautiful wings slowly, but then more rapidly.  It seemed as if they were mating inside of me.  Soon I felt like there was a million tent-sized butterflies flying; searching for a way out.  We took the last turn.  The last turn that made me a Pro.  There would be no turning back.  This was the first day of the rest of my life.  The day I had looked forward to for the past thirteen years.  The day I had dreamed of.  It was going to be my day to shine.  It was my day to amaze myself, and my day to prove to the world that Amy Lee Pruczinski could do it.  Every butterfly in my stomach knew this.  They all magically died as I stepped out of our spacious rental car, into the hot Texas air, into my dreams.


Little did I know that the next 24-hours would not be at all like my fairy-tale type dreams.  It would be the complete opposite.  Exactly what I didn’t want to happen.  Exactly as I had prayed would not happen.  Maybe that horrible man was right when he said, “Dreams don’t come true,” or maybe it just applied to me.


I threw on my recently cleaned neon leathers.  I swore that they had never looked so good.  They were shiny and clean.  They looked like they had never been worn before.  They sparkled under the spattered stars in the humid Texas sky.  I put on a new shield; it completed my newly painted helmet.  My dad put the final touches onto my recently painted-blue eyed-beauty-motorcycle.  I pulled on my helmet with a sly smile on my face.  It was the smile of happiness.  It belonged on my face.  It was a different smile.  A smile I had never experienced.  Out of the corner of my eye I saw my mom trembling with excitement and fear.  I saw the proud eyes of my father, who had also worked thirteen long years for this.  As I threw my leg over my motorcycle, in that split second, I don’t think I had ever felt happier.  I was on a journey.  I was fulfilling my dreams.  I pulled up to the practice line.  I was surrounded by the men I called heroes.  Everyone was looking so sharp.  It wasn’t just my first Pro race; it was everyone’s first race of the season.  I was ready to do this.  I was ready to enter my dreams.  I pulled in the clutch, put the bike in gear, and took off.  I took off into my dream world.


I rounded each wide-hard-rough-turn.  I felt great.  I was reaching speeds of sixty-five mph.  I felt confident and comfortable.  With each twist of the throttle, tuck of the body, use of the brakes; I felt as if I belonged.  I felt like I was successful.  I felt calm and happy.  On my fifth lap of practice everything changed.  My dream became a nightmare.  My vision of the near future was snatched away from me.  

Nothing was working for me in turn four.  I kept hitting the speed bump like ruts coming off of the turn.  I couldn’t get the much-needed drive off the corner. I chose a wrong line, and was thrown from my bike.  I flew through the air.  Then SMACK.  I hit my head, sending my teeth through my bottom lip. The taste of blood filled my mouth.  Knife like stabs ran up my arms and back.  The silence.  I looked over at my badly twisted left arm.  It was limp.  I moved my fingers.  I couldn’t understand what was wrong.  I could tell my arm was still connected, but in another sense it felt as if I was arm less.  I was griping for something.  Trying to find something to tell me if my arm was lying loose in the sleeve of my now scuffed up leather jacket, not connected, limp and lonely; I couldn’t figure it out, but I knew I was hurt.  As I lie there on my back, in desperate pain, my mind soared a thousand words.

“Why was I here?” 

“Had everything I had ever worked for been worth it?” 

“Why me?” 

“What had I done to deserve this?”

“Was racing worth it?” 

“Are dreams worth pain?” 

“How could I go on?” 

 As I was lying there I thought about everything.  Within a span of 15 seconds I saw faces, memories, and experiences flash in front of my eyes. I wasn’t sure if I was dead or alive.  Soon I saw the familiar face of my dad over me.  “Are you okay, Babe?” he asked.  “Can’t you see my arm?”  I ask him.  He told me that he was sorry. I heard my mom in the background crying.  Her crying gave me comfort.  I was relieved to hear his voice, and to hear the sad sound of my mom crying.  I was assured that I was alive.  I could speak.  I could hear.  I could feel.  I just layed there.  My eyes dry as can be.  How could I cry?  It doesn’t matter how much pain I was in; I was alive.  I could breathe.  I could laugh.  Most of all, I could cry if I wanted to.


Within seconds of everything I had just experienced, a beautiful blonde lady overtook me.  

“Hang in there, baby doll!” 

 “What hurts?”  

“I am Carly, and I am gonna stay right here for ya!” 

“Can you wiggle your toes?” 

“That was a pretty gnarly crash, baby doll”

“Just tell Carly what I can do for ya!” 

“OK---wow baby doll, you are amazing!” 

“Hang in there, sweetie.”

“We are all here to help ya!” 

She had a beautiful Texas twang to her voice.  I felt a shiver down my spine of happiness because she was with me.  She prepared to put me into the standard, but sparkling ambulance.  Everything seemed to sparkle to me at the moment.  In my moment of pain and desperateness I felt as if I was sparkling.  She carefully moved me from the hard clay track, onto the hard beige back stretcher.  She strapped me in.  Soon Carly, her partner, and bystanders sent me on a shaky unstable ride onto the ambulance bed and then into the ambulance.  She talked to me.  She explained my situation to me.  She took care of me.  Most of all, she supported me. “I gotta tell ya, baby doll, you’re the only motorcycle racer I’ve ever treated with painted fingernails!”  She made me laugh.  She gave me a familiar comfort.

After a very bumpy and rough ambulance ride, I arrived at the San Jacinto Methodist Hospital in Upper Houston, Texas.  The way the doctors pushed me into the Emergency Room made me feel sick to my stomach.  Once again my thoughts trailed off away from the commotion, away from the voices, and away from that stupid hospital.

“Why me?”

“Why are they rushing me?”

“Am I dying”?

“Are things more serious then I know?”

“Why now?”

“What have I done to deserve this?”

“Please, can’t somebody deliver me some luck?”

“Somebody, please help me!”


The Texas Twang in Carly’s voice woke me from my deep train of thought.  “Hang in there baby doll.  We are gonna move ya onto this here table.  Stay tough Sweetie, and I will stay right here with ya!  I ain’t gonna go nowhere!”  She calmed me in a weird way.  I had a connection with her.  When all the other doctors were jerking, twisting, pulling, and complaining to one another and to me; Carly was calm and gentle.  She was in total control of my situation.  It almost seemed as if she was in total control of my life at the moment.  If it would have been anyone else I would have been freaking out, but it was the beautiful-blue-eyed-blonde haired-Texas-Twanged Carly.  I trusted her.  I trusted her with my life.


After what seemed like a year, the assistant doctors and Carly removed my neon leathers, which were now dirty and scuffed from the hard Texas clay.  They also slowly and carefully removed my busted up helmet, my ugly old boots, and my shiny hotshoe.  A special man came into see me.  From the moment I walked in I was lost in his deep baby blue eyes.  

“Hello baby doll, I am Eric.”

“I am just here to help ya and the doctors too.”

“I aint no doctor yet, but you just tell me what ya want and ya got it!”

“How’d ya hurt yourself?”

“Wow, baby doll that is pretty cool!”

“Guess you didn’t get to enjoy your time in Texas much, huh?”

“Hang in there, remember to tell me what ya need!”

“You and me are gonna be able to work good together!”


I was lost.  He drew me away from the commotion surrounding me.  Away from the questions being asked.  Away from the searching hands of the different nurses and doctors touching me.  Away from the stuffiness of the little crowded room.  He made me laugh, and smile.  For a few brief minutes he made me forget about why I was at the hospital.  He drifted me away from my limp arm, which he was stroking.  He gave me the same comfort Carly did.  He made me feel special in my time of need.


Soon a stiff doctor with a stern look on his face barged into my crowded stuffy room.  “Somebody get an IV in this girl.  Stop standing around, and hurry up.  I don’t have all night!” he yelled at his co-workers.  I looked up at Eric and said, “ I don’t think I like him very much!”  Everyone around me laughed.  I felt my heart lighten up.  Next a special doctor came in to try an IV on me.  Four other nurses and doctors had already tried, but with no such luck.  I could have told them that.  I have no luck.


After what seemed like a few more days, the special doctor finally got the sharp needle into one of my veins.  After cringing at the sight of my pale skin bruising, after falling in love with Eric’s eyes, and feeling the pain of my arm, I was moved into the x-ray room.  In this freezing cold room there were two pretty ladies.  They didn’t seem to be in much of a hurry.  That did not make me happy.  I wanted to be done and over with and get out of that blood striking room.  Slowly, but carefully the ladies worked together to get pictures of my limp arm.  Causing me to be in pain, and dread of the future by the squeamish looks on their faces, and their body language towards each other.    


After a few minutes of being alone in the x-ray room I heard the faint voices of my parents and a doctor in the distance.  I closed my eyes and did my best to listen to what they were saying.  I couldn’t make out words other than ‘broken’ and ‘surgery’.  At that point I blocked the voices out and drifted into my own world.  A lonely tear ran down my cheek.  It was the first time I had cried that night.  My mom then walked into the room.  She had a blank look on her face.  Through clenched teeth and wet eyes she said, “I am sorry sweetie.  It is broken very bad.  We can’t keep doing this, Amy.  This isn’t good.”  What seemed like a thousand tears ran down my cheek.  It hurt more for her to basically tell me that I should be done racing, than the pain from my arm did.  I hated seeing my mom upset.  Then from her mouth came the dreaded words, “Amy, they want to move you to a special hospital for emergency surgery tonight.”  I started sobbing.  I felt as if my life had just fallen apart.  I closed my eyes to try and hold back the warm-salty-tasting-tears.  In my head I heard voices of my past, or maybe of my future.

“Hey, good luck in Texas!”

“You are gonna kick some serious ass!”

“Remember the little people.”

“Hang in there!”

“Don’t be nervous, you are ready for this!”

“Go fast, turn left!”

“Amy Lee, you be safe!”

“Ride hard and use that head!”

“No crashing!”

“Everything will be okay, baby doll!”

“Call me when you fulfill your dreams!”

“Don’t be scared, you are making a dream come true.”


At that moment I thought they were all full of crap.  I was annoyed with them.  My crying wouldn’t stop.  I didn’t understand how everyone around me, including myself, could think I was going to fulfill my dreams that beautiful weekend in Texas, but then for my dreams to be broken.  I was very upset.  I was mad at myself and mad at the world.  I squeezed my eyes tighter.  I wanted to disappear.  I fell into a short, but deep sleep.


I woke up back in the hospital room.  It seemed as if a lot of discussing went on while I was away.  My mom told me that they had decided that I could wait until I got home to have surgery.  I felt very warm and fuzzy about that decision.  The last thing I wanted to do was to have surgery in an unknown scary place where I could not have the comfort of my friends and family.  The only bad thing about this decision was the idea of trying to get home.  A four-hour plane ride was not going to be enjoyable, and also not to forget, the five-hour drive to the airport.  The orthopedic doctor came in and wrapped my arm and put it in a sling for me.  Having him do that, sent a blood-wrenching scream of pain through my arm.  He was not gentle at all.  I wished that Carly and Eric could have still been there with me.  For a brief moment I forgot about the rough doctor moving my arm.  I felt a deep sadness in my heart.  I missed Carly.  I missed Eric.  I wanted them to be with me.  My mind was pulled back to the stuffy hospital room by the nasty voice of the doctor, “You are finally done.  Now I can go home.  Somebody just get this girl outta here.  Stop standing around and do your jobs!”  Yuck.  I was glad he could finally go home.  It wasn’t going to bother me, or my arm, the least bit.  It was my pleasure!  

Then out of the corner of my eye I saw Eric moving some doctor supplies to another room.  He stopped into see me for a moment.  “Hey there baby doll! How are you holding up?  I hope they weren’t too mean to ya.  It is time for me to go home, so thanks for the experience.  I enjoyed working with ya.  Stay strong and don’t forget me.  Bye baby doll.”  My throat tightened up.  My fists clenched.  I told myself I was not going to cry.  That was the hardest thing I had to do all night.  It took all my strength to hold the tears back and to mutter a quiet, but sincere ‘thank you’ and ‘I could never forget you’.


Finally I was allowed to leave that awful place.  That night of sleeping was amazing.  Not in the sense that I got a lot of sleep, because that was not the case at all.  I had the chance to think and sort out my thoughts alone, and be by myself.  Without doctors poking me, without parents worrying, without people telling me everything would be ‘OK’, and mostly without me being stressed out about the things surrounding me.  I had the opportunity to think clearly.  The opportunity to let the silent tears trickle down my face.  That night I thought about my future, and also my past.

“Why am I feeling this way?”

“Why do bad things always happen to me?”

“What am I going to do?”

“How should I deal with this?”

“Is racing worth always getting hurt?”

“Who can help me?”

“How can I help myself?”

“Do I really love this?”

“What is everyone going to think about this?”

“God, Please grace me the courage to wake up tomorrow morning!”


Hundreds of other things drifted through my conflicting train of thoughts.  These thoughts continue everyday.  I am sure they will continue for the rest of my life, but I think it was worth it. “Whatever doesn’t kill us, only makes us stronger!”  I am going to be one strong person because of this.  Because of my injury experience I confronted my life.  For the past thirteen years Flat Track Motorcycle Racing has been my life.  I am known for my racing, I base my schedule on my racing; I have the courage to wake up each morning because of racing.  Over the course of these hard, frustrating, depressing, yet happy, joyful, memorable weeks I have learned the power of life, words, love, dreams, and decisions.  I put trust into strangers.  I put strength into myself.  I put determination into my blood.  I am untouchable.  I am understandable.  I am unstoppable.  I am unbreakable.  I am the unbreakable baby doll, who has learned to keep living.

