The Hartford Letters

If I could show you how to improve your relationship with those you love, and those who love you, would you be willing to devote a few minutes a day to reading a short email message that will reveal well known secrets you can apply immediately?

If you are faint of heart, be aware that this is an amazingly dramatic love story set in early 21st century Hartford Connecticut. It is the true story of a love tested to the fullest extent through events so stressful and heart wrenching that many have called it an incredibly unlikely, or even, unbelievable story. Yet, it is absolutely true.

Containing dozens of hidden tips and insightful secrets of how harmonious relationships are built, and how to create love, loyalty and fidelity in a relationship, this series of daily emails reveals ancient secrets that are often overlooked in modern day society. And, yet, they have been the most successful practices for generations.
	This is the story of a couple whose lives were suddenly, unalterably, changed when the wife was unexpectedly stricken by a life threatening illness which fewer than 15% of victims survive. Returning from vacation, stranded a thousand miles from home, this couple's devotion was tested time and again by disastrous turns of events. Alone in a strange environment, the woman was placed into a drug induced coma for months, received over 30 surgical procedures during the next six months, and became the inspiration of hundreds who followed her ordeal.   

Writing to friends and family, the husband, Larry E Vaughn, gives a detailed day-by-day account of the emotional roller coaster ride he experienced as his wife's body suffered set back after set back. The odds of Lea's survival were always against her, and yet the surgeons involved were always cautiously optimistic about the possibility of her recovery. The odds of her survival climbed slowly, and then plunged time and again as her body responded to malfunctions of one organ after another. The family was called to her bedside when she was not expected to make it through the next 72 hours.



Reading Larry's daily emails provides a special opportunity to see inside this lifelong husband-wife relationship that is set apart from the norm by mutual respect, romantic love for each other, and an abiding faith in God, our Father. You can travel the same path of faith as you experience the Larry's spiritual growth while Lea's condition continued to worsen week after week. Praying for miraculous healing while having to make difficult decisions about whether to continue her medical treatment, Larry's email updates reveal the agony of suffering traumatic emotional blows day after day. These emails have become known as the Hartford Letters. This story is absolutely true.
	"Man! Larry comes from another time or world!  
I didn't know people like that still existed in this day and age.  
He's like a kindly character from a Dickens novel.  
And he always finds the most positive things when speaking 
of Lea.  You have to admire his faith and courage.  
I wait for the day Lea fully re-joins him !"
	111
	"Larry, thank you for sharing your deepest thoughts, 
feelings, beliefs with all of us. Lea and you are so beautiful!"



As friends and family were caught up in reading Larry's daily emails detailing the drama unfolding before them, many wanted to share the journey with others, and forwarded the emails, expanding the web of readers around the world. Many others asked to receive the Hartford Letter email updates directly, so they wouldn't have to wait for them to be forwarded to them. The email distribution list grew to include hundreds, and the additional recipients who received the updates through forwarded emails grew to possibly thousands of well wishers worldwide.  

	"My wife and I live inSingapore - which is a city-state."

"Texas, New Mexico, Maryland, Georgia" 
	"Michigan & Hawaii"
"...several in California"

"New London, Mo. and Qatar in the Persian Gulf" 
	"Bloomington and Quincy, Illinois, and Hannibal, MO"

"Connecticut, New York, New Jersey, Massachusetts"   
	"Besides the obvious Fishers and 
Indianapolis, IN, I've sent it to others in Frisco, TX, my sister in law in  Denver, 
CO, my cousin in Simi Valley, CA and to a friend in Orlando, FL"


	 
“Nine-one-one, what is your emergency?” asked the operator. “We have a white male, age 58, experiencing chest pains, was the reply. “He has a history of cardiomyopathy. We have given him nitroglycerin, and need to meet an ambulance somewhere. We are traveling south on Interstate 91 approaching exit 18. “ 

Two couples, husband and wife, traveling through Connecticut on their way home from vacation in Maine, were nearing the destination at the end of their first day of leisurely travel back to central Indiana. Reservations had already been made at a motel in Waterbury, just a short drive south of their present location near Hartford. The next day’s travel plans would take them to the Gettysburg National Battlefield Park in Pennsylvania, with a layover at Chambersburg, and then another full day’s drive to get back home the following day.

The couples lived within two blocks of each other in a small town northeast of Indianapolis. They served together in the Lions Club in their community, giving many hours of charitable service each year. Joe and Pat Stroup, were the club’s First Vice President and Secretary, respectively. Lea Vaughn was the current president, and Larry, her husband, had served as President, and then went on to serve in district-wide offices working with numerous clubs. He had just received Lions International’s highest award, the Melvin Jones Fellowship in recognition of his community service.

Joe had been at the wheel all day when he began to experience discomfort in his chest. He suddenly pulled the four-door pickup to the side of the highway, got out, and went around the rear to stand between the guardrail and truck. As Larry stepped out of the passenger’s seat to approach Joe and find out what the problem was, he saw a look of panic on Joe’s face as he clutched his hands to his chest.

“What’s wrong, Joe?” Larry blurted. “My chest hurts. I’ve been having some pain for a while, and it is getting worse,” Joe replied, as he leaned away from the truck resting his weight on his hands on the guardrail. He was very pale, and he was clammy to the touch. Larry recognized the symptoms of heart attack, and told Joe to move toward the front of the truck, away from the exhaust fumes, to see if he could get his breath in the fresh air. He couldn’t.

Larry realized that time was of the essence at that point. Helping Joe get into the front passenger’s seat, he gave Joe a nitroglycerin tablet and told him to let it dissolve under his tongue. He told Pat and Lea, “Someone make note of the time. If he isn’t feeling better in five minutes, I need to give him another nitro tablet. Meanwhile, I’m driving to the next mile marker to see where we are. Lea, call 911 and find out how we can get some help for Joe.” 

Larry was a cardiac rehabilitation patient; having had a coronary stent implanted almost a year earlier. He carried nitroglycerin as part of his precautions against having a heart attack himself. He had offered a nitroglycerine tablet to Joe earlier in the week, when Joe was experiencing a lot of chest discomfort after carrying several suitcases from the truck into the house they had rented for vacation week. Joe, however, refused it, saying that he had cardiomyopathy, and commonly had to take extended rest breaks to recover after physical activity.

After three tense minutes of getting back into traffic and watching for a roadside mile marker to identify where they were, Larry asked Joe if the nitroglycerin had helped his discomfort any. Joe replied that it had not dissolved yet. Larry said, “Move it around and make sure it is getting wet.” He then added, jokingly, “Don’t make me spit in your mouth!”  The thought of having to do that struck everyone as funny and helped relieve a little of the tension for a moment.

It was Lea’s voice on the phone with the 911 Operator. “Is there an exit nearby where we can find a hospital or meet an ambulance?” Lea inquired. Lea turned on her cell phone’s speaker, so we could all hear the instructions. We were directed to an exit a couple of miles ahead, on I-691, where we found the described rendezvous point; a carpool parking lot just off the exit ramp. The ambulance arrived only moments after we did. The paramedics gave Joe an additional dose of nitroglycerin and an aspirin, and within minutes had transported him to a nearby medical center. 

He was taken straight to the Emergency Room, evaluated, and taken to the Intensive Care Unit to get him stabilized. His heart was in arrhythmia, and it was discovered that he had probably experienced a pulmonary embolism, which caused him to go into aortic fibrillation. He was quickly placed on a respirator and the doctor got a combination of blood pressure medications flowing in order to get his cardiac system to settle down.

After a couple of hours of working with Joe, his blood pressure was brought under control, but his heart stayed in arrhythmia. Because of the possibility that there was an embolism present, the heart would have to stay in arrhythmia because the electrical shock used to get the heart back into regular rhythm could cause the embolism to move and cause a fatal condition. Plans were made to maintain his blood pressure and schedule him for a heart catheterization the next day.  Pat stayed with him overnight, while Lea and Larry took the truck and went on to the hotel they had reserved over a week ago. 

Joe, an automotive engineer, had already planned this leg of the trip before the vacation began. Everything was planned out, including possible sites of interest, and side trips along the way. Just seven hours south of Prospect Harbor, Maine, Waterbury, Connecticut offered nice accommodations with needed amenities right on the interstate highway, so the couples would be able to relax before resuming their drive the following morning.

After Joe was admitted to the hospital, Lea and Larry had decided to rent a car the next day, Saturday, so they could resume the drive home, leaving Pat with their truck for transportation. The following morning, Lea and Larry arose early, and decided to skip breakfast so they could find the car rental, and still be able to get to the hospital early enough to pick up Pat and return her to the hotel where she could clean up. 

Lea wasn’t feeling well when they finally located the car rental agency, and chose to stay in the truck while Larry completed the paperwork. She said that her stomach was hurting her, indicating her lower right side. They both presumed it might be another gall bladder flare up. She had experienced these bouts of abdominal discomfort frequently enough in the past that she had been tested, and was told she had a malfunctioning gall bladder. Her family doctor told her that she would eventually have an attack bad enough that she would decide to have it removed. 

When the paperwork was nearly completed for the car rental, Lea was required to sign as a co-driver, so Larry went out to the truck to have her come into the office. He saw that she was feeling pretty badly, and asked her if there was anything they could do to make her feel better. She said, “No, I’ll get over it.” She mustered her strength, and they walked inside to sign the papers, and then she returned to the truck.

A few more details were completed, and the rented vehicle was pulled up to the front door, and Larry was handed the keys and documentation. He got into the vehicle and swung it around the end of the row, and pulled in next to Joe’s truck, to lead Lea back to the hospital. When he stepped out of the car, he glanced into the cab of the truck, but didn’t see Lea. He opened the passenger door, and still didn’t see her. Just as he was about to step up onto the running board, he heard, “Oh-h-h-h,” come from the back seat. 

Lea’s pain had gotten worse. When she returned to the truck she decided to lie down in the back seat. She was doubled up in pain. Her abdomen was hurting much more than before, and she said that she didn’t think she would be able to drive back to the hospital. This might be the gall bladder attack their doctor had predicted for some time. What terrible timing! But, they thought with time this attack would pass just as all the others had.

This also meant that their return home was going to be delayed. Lea, vice president of loan administration for a mortgage company, was scheduled to lead a massive computer software conversion for her department over the next several months, beginning that following week. The timing of the vacation had been carefully selected to work around her schedule. Larry, a career planning coach for an international outplacement company would have to reschedule his counseling and teaching sessions, or transfer clients to other consultants.

Larry quickly drove the car back around the end of the row of parked cars, stopping back where he received the car in front of the rental agency five minutes ago. He explained that his wife was too ill to be able to drive, and that their return would have to be delayed for a day or two, and he wanted to cancel the rental. The agency charged nearly one hundred dollars to cancel the five-minute rental! Needless to say, they lost a long time Gold Club member that day.

Back in the truck during the drive to the hospital to pick up Pat, Larry tried to get an idea of how Lea was doing. She kept saying that she thought she might be feeling a little better, but just needed to lie down and rest. There wasn’t a lot of conversation during that uneasy drive, but Lea thought maybe she was feeling a little better as they arrived in the parking lot outside the emergency entrance of the medical center where they had taken Joe the night before.

It was decided that Larry would go inside to locate Pat, so she could be taken to the motel for a shower, and that Lea would stay in the truck with the motor running and air conditioner on, to try to lie still and get her gall bladder under control. Larry quickly found Pat, and got an update on Joe, who, heavily sedated and ventilated, had been moved to the Intensive Care Unit overnight. She was ready to get cleaned up, after having been in the truck all day traveling, and then at Joe’s bedside all night.

 A few minutes later, after phone information had been exchanged with the medical team caring for Joe, Pat and Larry left through the emergency exit doors to return to the truck. As they walked across the lot, Larry told Pat that Lea was not feeling well, as began describing their morning activity. As they opened the doors to the truck, Lea was doubled over on the floor of the back seat, resting her upper body on the seat. She was moaning loudly.

It was obvious that she had gotten sicker. Larry asked her if she needed to go to the emergency room, and she said, “I think so! I hurt so bad!” Larry helped her from the truck. Her abdomen hurt too much for her to stand up straight. Pat took Lea’s right arm, while Larry held her left, and they walked her to the emergency room, and got her seated. Larry went to the desk to tell the admissions clerk that Lea needed help right away.

The clerk asked a transporter to take a wheelchair over for Lea, and then asked Lea to come sit at the desk to fill out admission forms. Lea was in way too much pain, and couldn’t be of much use at all. Pat was carrying Lea’s purse, and she and Larry began searching for the needed insurance information. Moments later, a nurse arrived and wheeled Lea into the emergency room, Pat following closely behind, while Larry remained to complete the required paperwork. 

Meanwhile, Lea began answering questions from doctors and nurses to try to help them understand what her medical problem was, so they could begin a proper course of treatment. She indicated that her lower right abdomen was hurting, and that the pain had started that morning and grown progressively worse. When asked to rate her pain on a scale of one to ten, she replied, “Four.” Blood was drawn to begin doing some laboratory research for any indications of what might be causing her pain.

She was given a intravenous drip of saline solution, just as a precautionary move to keep her fluid level up where it needed to be. She also received an injection of a pain medication to reduce her discomfort. A few minutes after the injection she was asked again to rate her level of pain, and she replied, “Four.” During the ten hours she spent in the emergency room while tests were being run to isolate her problem, she kept replying that her pain level was a four, when it was obvious to Larry that it was much higher.

Finally, in frustration, Larry told her, “Lea, think of the worst pain you can stand without passing out as being ten on a scale of one to ten. What is the pain level you’re feeling now? She replied, “eight or nine.” That helped everyone understand that she had a high level of pain tolerance, and that she was dealing with a lot more pain than they had understood. They knew, though, that they weren’t able to give her enough pain medication to keep up with her worsening condition.

Eventually, as her pain continued to increase and her condition worsened, she was given a morphine injection pump that allowed her to get doses of pain medication through her intravenous line as she needed it just by pressing a button with her thumb. The pump had a regulator that allowed her to get only the amount of medication allowed, at time intervals that ensured she wouldn’t get an overdose. The amount of medication, and the frequency was periodically adjusted upwards, to meet her need for pain relief.

She was quickly sedating herself into unconsciousness, as her pain continued to increase and her tolerance waned significantly. They both knew that she was struggling with something very, very serious, and that she soon wouldn’t be able to communicate, because she was getting very drowsy already, and was pressing the button on the pump to request more medication with increasing frequency.

An ultrasound of the gall bladder was performed, and as Larry watched, the technician moved the transducer over her abdomen in an effort to see the gall bladder from as many angles as possible. The image of the gall bladder formed and reformed on the screen as the transducer was moved on the stomach. No abnormalities were evident. The technician went over the area a second and third time, looking for signs of a problem, all to no avail.

Then, almost as an afterthought, he slowly moved the transducer over toward the left side of the abdomen, looking at the images of the organs formed on the screen. He stopped the transducer at the left side of the stomach, where the liver can be seen projecting from behind, and said, softly, “Uh oh.” There was a great deal of fluid in the back of the abdomen that shouldn’t be there. 

The technician continued to move the transducer slowly from spot to spot, pressing the keyboard to capture still images each time he stopped. The printer on his machine was printing constantly now. After a few minutes, he completed his examination, and exited the room with the machine and a whole string of printed images. Meanwhile, Lea kept pressing the button to get another dose of medication long before the pump would release another dose. She was now pressing the button frantically over and over, saying, “I don’t feel good.”

Realizing that this illness was going to be very serious, and that Lea would probably soon put herself into a drug-induced coma, Larry used his cell phone to have Lea talk to both of their sons for a few moments. He felt it was important to have Lea say a few words to each of them, just in case there wasn’t another chance in the future. Her conversations were short, but the boys were, at least, able to talk to their mother for a few minutes.
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	Lea Vaughn

	You can read the actual daily email reports just as they were dispatched from Hartford, Connecticut detailing the terrible plunges in Lea's condition on a day to day basis! You'll read about the times her heart just gave up the battle only to be artificially revived by the fast thinking Cardiac Acute Care Unit medical team. You'll also read about the times her lungs failed and she had to be mechanically resuscitated. Experience the roller coaster drama as she fought the odds day after day to recover normal control of her lungs and mind



Not for the faint of heart, this is a story that will give you wonderful insight into this couple's lifelong relationship, with each other, and with God. You'll see how she became such an important part of his life that he was willing to drop everything to ensure that she got every chance to survive. God's Plan had put them in the right hospital, with the right group of caregivers, for the struggle for survival to become bigger than just a medical experience. It became a journey of love, soul searching, prayer on bended knee, miracles, revelations, and glory to God. 

	"Your story over the past weeks, has touched the hearts of many.  
If I forget to forward an email, I hear about it. Everyone has fallen 
in love with the two of you and you have given many people 
something to think about.  To reevaluate their lives. I know many 
would love to meet the two of you and will probably never the 
chance, but your story has changed their lives forever."
 
	111
	 1111111 

"Overwhelming seems to be the word that keeps coming 
to mind. Overwhelming....Lea's awake....she's lucid.....
your unwavering faith in God...the wonderful family 
and friends you and Lea have that have continued to stand 
by and support you.....the incredible joy and excitement all 
of us feel....God's Plan.... I know the journey will be difficult, 
but if this is the Ironman Triathlon, you're back on dry land 
and pedaling furiously."
111111111111111111 



It also became a journey of faith for thousands who experienced the day-by-day drama unfolding through Larry's Hartford Letters emailed each evening. Over thirty surgical procedures were performed on his wife! She experienced plasma phoresis, dialysis, heart failure, kidney failure, hepatitis, lung failure, blood clots, multiple infections, a 78 day coma and six months of treatment. Through the daily updates thousands were empowered to search their innermost feelings, their relationship with their family, and their relationship with their maker.

  

	 "I sit here at my desk every morning and read your updates 
with tears in my eyes...sometimes streaming down my face...
because of your faith, your love for her and the Lord, and 
the awesome, awesome privilege to see the hand of God at 
work in so many people's lives because of what your family
is going through.  As always, you and Lea are in my prayers."
	111
	"That was probably the most touching letter I have ever read. 
I know it took everything in your being to write it, especially 
during this time. I must tell you it touched me deeply and gave 
me new resolve to want to do the right thing by Christ, my 
wife and family, friends and acquaintenances, and to live every 
day to the fullest, enjoying the love, joy and happiness that 
comes with knowing Christ, even in difficult times. "

	You can read the 128 daily email reports just as they were distributed! Receive the Hartford Letters by email, one per day, in the same order they were originally distributed. Experience the drama, the agony, and the elation in daily installments as this couple's medical experience unfolds each day on your screen. And, for a limited time, you'll also receive the personal email messages that friends and family were sending out during the first eight days of the illness, before the first update, as well as the periodic updates that were distributed afterwards . . . a total of 147 daily reports! Also included at no extra cost are the full color photographs that were distributed with the Hartford Letters! 

	Subscribe to the Hartford Letters Daily Package today at the special price of $___.00, which includes the 128 daily updates, the family and friends emails, the followup updates, and dozens of color photographs! We regret that due to increasing distribution costs this special price ends at midnight [image: image1.png]


_____________________. Don't miss what may be the last of the distribution cycles at this special package price! The first of 147 daily reports goes out this [image: image2.png]


Tuesday Sunday , so, registration for this distribution cycle has to end at midnight tonight, [image: image3.png]


_________________ .

	
The distribution list frequently fills up before the deadline date. So, I encourage you to enter your subscription information as soon as you possibly can to avoid the upcoming price increase. Click here to place your order. If the system won't accept your order, it simply means that the registration list has reached its maximum number of recipients. Please check back with us in a few weeks for information on the next scheduled start of the Hartford Letters distribution cycle.
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	A personal note from the author, Larry E Vaughn: "This offer comes with my personal money back guarantee. I have a policy of personally refunding the full price if you are unhappy in any way. A portion of each sale we make is contributed to a church, (www.livingstones.us ), which gave Lea and myself unsolicited financial assistance during our long ordeal. We give back a portion of each sale to that church so they can continue providing assistance to others in time of need. But, if you are ever unhappy with our product or service, and want a refund, please call me directly at 317-697-2800. If you don’t reach me immediately, please leave a detailed message about your concerns. If you request a refund, I will send you a check right away for the full amount . . . even the portion contributed to the church!" 


Closing paragraph deleted from this sample sales letter. The website is located at http://www.hartfor-letters-blog.com. 
