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Part	I



Daniel	and	Jason,	a	few	months	old	-	Salt	Lake	City,	Utah



Chapter	1
Salt	Lake	City,	Utah,	May	1991.	Springlike	weather	manifested	itself	across	the	valley.

A	profuse	array	of	colorful	flowers	lined	walkways,	under	trees	which	stood	vibrant	green
against	a	cloudless	cerulean	sky.

My	husband,	Lynn	stood	at	a	typical	workday	teaching	science	at	the	Junior	High.	I	sat
home	typing	away	at	the	computer	downstairs,	with	Mother	who	was	visiting	from	Idaho
beside	me,	busily	working	on	her	history.	As	I	picked	up	my	frail	eight-month-old	baby,
Jason,	 to	 nurse	 him,	 it	 suddenly	 occurred	 to	me	 that	 something	was	wrong,	 because	 he
wasn’t	nursing.

I	held	him	up	to	look	at	his	face,	but	his	eyes	were	rolled	up	in	his	head	immediately
causing	fear	to	grip	my	stomach.	“This	baby’s	having	a	convulsion!”

I	 ran	 upstairs	 with	 Jason	 and	 thought,	Phone	 911,	 but	 I	 didn’t	 have	 time	 to	 dial.	 I
grabbed	my	car	keys	and	raced	down	the	steps	and	out	the	front	door.	Mother	stood	at	the
split-level	entryway	aghast.

“Mom,	watch	the	kids.	I’m	taking	Jason	to	the	hospital.”	Scanning	the	neighborhood,	I
spotted	 Pete	Basham,	 a	 teenage	 neighbor,	 across	 the	 street.	 I	 yelled,	 “Pete!	Come	with
me!”

He	galloped	across	the	street.

“Hold	Jason	while	I	drive	to	the	hospital.”

Pete’s	 brother-in-law	 ran	 across	 the	 road	 to	 my	 front	 lawn	 and	 asked,	 “Ma’am,	 is
everything	alright?”

“My	baby!	My	baby!”	Is	all	that	emerged.

I	 thrust	 Jason	 into	 Pete’s	 arms,	 and	 we	 scrambled	 into	 my	 green	 station	 wagon.
Simultaneously,	 I	 fastened	 my	 seat	 belt	 and	 started	 the	 engine.	 Shifting	 my	 car	 into
reverse,	I	wheeled	out	of	the	driveway	and	headed	down	the	street.	I	tried	to	think,	Could
Jason	 have	 choked	 on	 the	 cracker	 I	 gave	 him	moments	 before	 nursing	 him?	My	mind
reeled.

“Pete,	perhaps	he’s	choking.	Turn	him	over	and	pound	on	his	back	a	couple	of	times.”
He	patted	him	lightly,	not	wanting	to	hurt	him.	“Harder,	Pete.”	I	continued	driving	to	the
main	road,	turned	on	my	flashers	and	accelerated	down	Thirty-fifth	South	toward	Pioneer
Valley	Hospital,	straight	down	the	main	road.

“He’s	 not	 choking,	 Pete.	His	 heart!	 It’s	 his	 heart!”	Everything	 blurred	 together	 in	 a
collage	of	grays	and	browns.	“Never	mind	the	patting.	Is	he	still	breathing?”

“Yes,”	he	said.

I	drove	through	the	first	light.	Thank	heaven	it	was	green.	“Is	he	still	breathing?”

Pete	calmly	reassured	me,	“He’s	alright.”

As	we	neared	the	hospital,	I	asked	with	glazed	eyes,	“Where	do	I	turn,	Pete?	Where	do



I	turn?”

“A	little	farther,	at	the	road	coming	up.”	He	pointed	to	the	left.	He	seemed	calm	and
helpful,	like	a	seasoned	coach.	The	signal	light	ahead	was	red,	I	wailed	on	my	car	horn	as
I	drove	toward	the	final	intersection.

“Is	this	where	I	turn?”

“Yes,	right	here,”	came	his	reply.

I	paused	briefly	at	the	stop	light.	My	face	reflected	horror	as	I	caught	a	glimpse	of	my
own	image	in	the	mirror.	Soon	a	green	light	blinked	on.	I	wailed	on	the	horn	and	beat	the
oncoming	cars	as	I	turned	left	across	traffic.

“I	don’t	know	where	the	entrance	is,	Pete;	I’ve	never	been	here.”	I	didn’t	know	if	Pete
knew.

“Go	past	the	hospital	and	turn	left,”	he	coached.

I	passed	the	hospital	and	turned	left	where	a	sign	said,	Emergency	Only.

“Is	 this	where	 I	 go?”	 I	 asked	 as	 I	wheeled	 the	 car	 into	 a	 driveway.	 I	 needed	 to	 get
inside	quickly.

“Yes.	Right	here,	right	here!”	Pete	coached,	pointing	to	the	left.

I	continued	up	the	entryway	which	read	Do	Not	Enter,	braked	and	parked	by	a	rescue
van	in	a	space	which	read	Do	Not	Park.	I	grabbed	Jason	like	a	football,	exploded	from	the
car,	tucked	him	under	my	arm,	and	sprinted	like	a	quarterback	for	the	goal	line.	With	Pete
on	my	heels,	our	paths	diverged	as	I	tried	to	enter	through	what	appeared	to	be	a	door.

Pete	yelled	back,	“No!	Over	here!”	and	motioned	towards	the	main	entryway.

I	 backtracked	 and	hustled	 in	 through	 the	 double	 glass	 doors,	 screaming,	 “My	baby!
My	baby!”	as	I	held	my	infant	out	in	front	of	me.

A	dark-haired	nurse	rushed	toward	me	with	hands	outstretched	and	said,	“I’m	here.”
She	took	custody	of	my	redhaired	baby.

“He’s	a	heart	patient.	He’s	not	breathing.	He’s	having	a	seizure,”	I	offered	in	gasps.	All
I	could	see	in	my	blurred	panic	was	open	mouths	and	heads	bobbing	toward	me.	“Doctor
Chin,	Thomas	Chin,	is	his	cardiologist	at	Primary	Children’s.	Call	him	right	now,	and	he’ll
tell	you	what	to	do.”

Swept	along	by	the	nurses	like	a	twig	in	a	rushing	river,	I	entered	an	emergency	room
where	 several	 white-coated	 emergency	 personnel	 hovered	 around	 Jason’s	 slender	white
body	as	his	heels	began	turning	blue.

“Exactly	what	happened?	How	long	ago?”	a	nurse	wanted	to	know.

“He’s	a	heart	patient.	He	went	into	a	seizure	about	five	minutes	ago	at	home.”

Ten	or	more	doctors	and	nurses	busily	arranged	equipment	and	commenced	life-saving
techniques.	“His	heart	is	fibrillating!”	someone	said.

“There	are	no	pediatricians	here,”	 I	heard	another	 say.	Nurses	excitedly	commenced
insertion	of	a	ventilator	 tube	down	Jason’s	 throat	and	began	manually	breathing	for	him



with	a	black	hand	pump.

There	were	too	many	people	in	the	room;	I	needed	to	get	out	of	the	way	and	let	them
work.	I	left	the	room,	walked	over	to	the	information	counter,	and	threw	my	head	down	on
it	 sobbing.	 The	matter	was	 out	 of	my	 hands;	 now	 it	was	 up	 to	 doctors,	 Jason,	 and	 the
powers	above.

Presently,	a	dark-haired	young	man	took	me	by	the	elbow	and	said,	“You	can	call	your
husband	now.”	He	pointed	 toward	a	room	to	 the	side.	“There	 is	a	 room	you	can	wait	 in
while	 they	work	on	your	 little	one.	I	need	to	get	some	information:	your	name,	address,
child’s	name.”

At	 that	 moment,	 Pete’s	 mother,	 Bonnie,	 sailed	 in	 through	 the	 emergency	 doors,
grabbed	me,	and	gave	me	a	hug.	“What’s	going	on?	Are	you	alright?”	she	asked	with	lines
of	concern	etched	on	her	face.	“I	heard	 that	Pete	came	here	with	you.	I’ll	stay	with	you
until	Lynn	comes.	What	happened?	Is	Jason	okay?”

I	clung	 to	Bonnie,	 trying	 to	focus	my	eyes	 through	tears.	“I	guess	 this	 is	 it;	Jason	 is
dead!”	My	voice	cracked	and	sounded	unlike	me.	“I	don’t	know	what	else	I	can	do.”	My
chest	was	heaving	as	I	cried	in	desperation.

The	young	dark-haired	man	directed	us	into	a	waiting	room	with	a	telephone,	where	I
called	Mom.	There	was	no	answer.

“Lynn	will	be	here	pretty	soon.	Everything	will	be	alright,”	Bonnie	soothed.

At	that	moment,	Lynn	strode	in,	wide-eyed,	“What’s	happening?	What’s	going	on?”

Bonnie	 released	me	and	squeezed	my	hand.	“Good,	Lynn	 is	here.	 I	hope	everything
goes	okay.	We’ll	see	you	later.”	With	that,	she	left	the	hospital	with	her	son,	Pete.

I	stopped	crying	momentarily	and	stood	simply	perplexed.	I	grabbed	Lynn’s	hands	and
finally	spoke	to	him,	“I	don’t	know!	I	 just	don’t	know.	Jason	is	 in	 the	emergency	room.
They’re	trying	to	get	a	heart	beat.	He	just	stopped.	I	was	afraid	maybe	he	was	choking	on
a	 cracker.	As	 I	went	 to	 nurse	 him,	 he	was	 limp.	When	 I	 looked	 at	 him,	 his	 eyes	were
turned	inward,	probably	a	seizure.”

We	shuffled	back	inside	the	waiting	room	together.

“I	 knew	 something	 like	 this	 would	 happen	 sooner	 or	 later.	 Jason	 is	 dead.	 Jason	 is
dead!”	 A	 wail	 escaped	 from	 my	 throat,	 “I	 just	 can’t	 do	 another	 funeral!”	 Lynn	 stood
listening.	Suddenly	I	paused,	turned	off	the	tears	and	tried	to	think.	“Is	Mom	okay?	And
the	kids?”

“I	don’t	know.	I	didn’t	go	into	the	house.	I	came	straight	here	when	I	found	out	from
Julie	in	our	front	yard.”

“I’ve	been	trying	to	call	Mom,	but	I	can’t	get	her.	So	I	called	Julie	and	asked	her	to	run
over	and	check	on	her.	I’m	sure	she’ll	be	okay.	I	don’t	want	her	to	worry	any	more	than
she	has.”

“I’m	sure	she’ll	be	fine,”	Lynn	said.

The	same	young	dark-haired	man	kept	coming	back	and	forth	to	update	us	on	Jason’s
possible	progress.	“Still	no	heart	beat.	Well,	I’ve	got	to	get	back.”	He	acted	very	nervous



whenever	he	spoke	to	us.

I	wrinkled	 up	my	 nose	 at	 the	 antiseptic	 smell	 of	 the	 hospital.	This	 is	 where	 people
come	to	die,	I	thought.

Lynn	and	I	hugged	and	cried	in	the	waiting	room.	By	this	time	it	had	been	a	good	half
hour	since	the	nerve-racking	episode	at	home.

About	then,	the	young	update	man	returned	with	good	news.	“They	have	a	heart	beat
back.	They	shocked	him	with	the	paddles.	Just	once	was	all	it	took.”	For	the	first	time	he
looked	cheerful,	but	he	disappeared	as	quickly	as	he	had	entered.

More	 tears	 flooded	my	eyes,	and	I	swiped	at	 them.	“Maybe	 it’s	not	Jason’s	 time	for
dying	after	all.”	I	paused	then	said,	“Why	all	this	trauma?	I	just	don’t	understand.”

“Things	like	this	happen	so	fast,”	Lynn	said.	“Last	night	he	was	playing	so	happily	on
our	bed	before	going	to	sleep,	cooing	and	chortling	away.”

“There’s	got	to	be	a	purpose	or	reason	or	something,”	I	shook	my	head.

“I	feel	so	helpless.”

“I	do	too.”

The	 update	 man	 returned.	 “We	 have	 a	 LifeFlight	 team	 from	 Primary	 Children’s
Medical	 Center	 here.	 Would	 you	 like	 to	 come	 meet	 them?”	 Lynn	 and	 I	 followed	 the
informant	to	the	doorway	of	Jason’s	room	for	introductions.	“This	is	Rick.	Rick,	these	are
the	Wixoms,	Jason’s	parents.”	He	turned	back	to	us.	“Rick	will	be	Jason’s	transport	nurse
for	the	flight	across	town.”

Rick	acted	congenial	and	professional.	He	stood	about	the	same	height	as	my	five	feet
six	inches.	With	brown,	clean-cut	hair,	he	appeared	to	be	in	his	 late	 twenties.	He	helped
the	emergency	 team	secure	 Jason	onto	a	 flight	bed	unit	 and	he	would	 soon	 transfer	our
baby	out	of	the	room	to	the	awaiting	medical	helicopter.

There	 in	 the	doorway,	under	 fluorescent	 lights,	 Jason	appeared	bloated	and	pale,	 the
dark	circles	around	his	eyes	stood	out.	However,	a	tiny	flame	of	hope	flickered	inside	my
head	—	Jason’s	heart	was	beating!

The	clock	on	the	wall	of	the	hospital	read	nearly	5:00	p.m.	Tears	streamed	down	my
face	 as	 I	wondered	 how	much	 pain	my	 little	 dolly,	 Jaycee,	 could	 possibly	withstand.	 I
nearly	chewed	the	top	layer	of	skin	off	my	lips	as	I	tried	to	think.	The	connectors	in	my
brain,	a	thousand	computers,	searched	for	an	answer.	“Why?	Why	me?	Why	Jason?”	My
mind	suddenly	went	blank	after	that.

It	was	 still	May	 third,	1991.	By	6:08	p.m.	Lynn	and	 I	began	driving	across	 town	 to
Primary	Children’s	Medical	Center	 (PCMC).	When	we	arrived	 inside,	someone	directed
us	to	a	consultation	room	where	several	doctors	wanted	to	talk	to	us.

“What	can	they	say?”	I	asked	Lynn	as	we	waited	and	waited	with	no	clock	with	which
to	judge	time,	“Your	son	is	dying?”

Finally	two	Intensive	Care	Unit	(ICU)	specialists	in	critical	care	entered	the	room	with
a	resident.	They	introduced	themselves	as	Dr.	Dave	Christensen	and	Dr.	Mike	Dean,	with
resident	Ralph	Myers.	They	seemed	somber	and	talked	in	medical	lingo	which	meant	very



little	 to	me.	They	 told	us	 that	 Jason	would	have	a	 subclavian,	 that	perhaps	he	had	gone
into	cardiac	arrest	and	an	arrhythmia	simultaneously.	They	seemed	most	concerned	with
the	oxygenation	of	his	body	and	made	 it	 clear	 that,	 “Any	or	 several	organs	of	 the	body
could	suffer	due	to	a	lack	of	oxygen.”

Dr.	Chin,	Jason’s	cardiologist,	came	in	later	and	said,	“Jason	has	acidosis.”	I	wondered
if	that	was	something	that	dying	people	experienced.	“Because	of	Jason’s	particular	heart
disease,”	 continued	 Dr.	 Chin,	 “perhaps	 the	 cardiac	 arrest	 was	 due	 to	 an	 arrhythmia
episode.”

One	of	the	other	doctors	explained	details,	“Jason	could	have	a	stroke	if	a	blood	clot
lodges	in	his	brain	or	he	could	be	retarded	if	his	brain	has	gone	without	oxygen	for	over
three	to	five	minutes.	He	is	being	given	several	intravenous	(IV)	drugs	presently	to	keep
him	alive.	We’ll	probably	set	him	up	with	a	CT	scan	tomorrow	to	check	his	brain	activity.”

Dr.	Christensen	summed	up	the	details,	“In	other	words,	Mr.	and	Mrs.	Wixom,	tonight
Jason	 will	 either	 improve	 or	 he	 will	 get	 worse,”	 and	 with	 that	 prognosis,	 the	 doctors
quickly	filed	out	of	the	room.

Eyes	wide,	 I	 said	 to	Lynn,	 “I	guess	 that	means	 that	 tonight	 Jason	will	 either	 live	or
die.”	My	stomach	churned	inside,	and	I	could	taste	bile	in	my	mouth;	I	felt	that	I	would
surely	faint	face	down	on	the	floor.

Tears	stood	in	Lynn’s	eyes,	and	he	swiped	at	his	nose.	“I	don’t	think	that	sounds	like
good	odds	for	Jason.”

By	7:30	p.m.	we	were	permitted	to	see	Jason	in	ICU.	All	I	could	see	was	the	tangle	of
tubes	and	wires	which	traversed	his	body.	He	lay	like	a	bloated	corpse	on	a	white	hospital
crib	 sheet.	 Nurses	 stood	 inserting	 another	 larger	 tube	 down	 his	 throat.	 Several	 drugs
entered	his	body	through	tubes	in	his	nose,	vein,	foot,	groin,	and	throat.

One	nurse	 said	he’d	been	put	on	a	paralyzing	drug	 similar	 to	Valium	and	 that	more
tests	would	be	done	for	sodium,	potassium,	and	calcium	levels.

Jason	lay	silent	and	pale.	His	eyes	stood	partially	open	with	some	type	of	medication
in	 them	so	 they	wouldn’t	dry	out.	 I	 knew	 that	heart	 attacks	occurred	all	 over	 the	world
every	day.	But	this	was	Jason’s	heart.	Since	we	had	discovered	his	heart	condition	at	five
weeks	old,	I	knew	if	he	ever	stopped	breathing,	I	would	drive	straight	to	the	hospital	with
him,	thus,	I	had	planned	for	this	day.	That	day	now	stood	in	front	of	me,	staring	back	at
me,	 a	 haunting	 nightmare,	 all	my	 senses	 began	 shutting	 down	because	 I	 didn’t	want	 to
accept	the	prognosis.	Where	would	I	put	my	hope	and	faith?
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Two	 million	 thanks	 to	 Lynn	 and	 David	 Thorpe	 for	 letting	 me	 stay	 with	 them	 in
California	and	for	treating	me	as	a	daughter.	I	thank	them	for	their	entertaining	stories	and
faith	 in	my	conviction	 that	 I	 could	write	 a	book,	 and	 for	Lynn	T.	driving	 Jason	and	me
around	 in	 her	 big	 black	 car	 to	Lake	Arrowhead	 and	 other	 places	 numerous	 times	 for	 a
break.

I	want	to	thank	Mary	Roe	for	her	listening	ear	and	her	mama-sized	rocking	chair	along
with	the	many	nurses	and	staff	at	the	International	Heart	Clinic	at	LLUMC	who,	upon	my
telling	them	I	was	going	to	write	a	book,	all	took	interest	and	often	asked	how	my	book
was	coming	along.

The	staff	at	the	International	Heart	Institute	were	compassionate,	concerned	Christians
who	truly	emerged	as	an	oasis	of	physical	and	emotional	support	in	the	worldly	desert	of
life.	 Special	 thanks	 to	Mike	 Cervantes,	 Michelle	 Bauer,	 Joyce	 Johnston,	 Dina	 Rincon,
Janette	Allen,	Dawn	Olson,	Kay	Ogata,	Elaine	Kirkpatrick,	Madeilaine	Fulache-Palma	for
her	 pleasant	 telephone	 voice,	 the	 x-ray	 technicians,	 EKG	 gals,	 ECHO	 threesome,	 the
phlebotomists,	 and	 the	 many	 mothers	 and	 fathers	 of	 heart-transplant	 patients	 at	 Loma
Linda.	 They	 lifted	my	 soul	 out	 of	 despair	 every	 time	 I	 went	 to	 the	 hospital	 as	 we	 sat
waiting	during	clinic	visits.

Special	 thanks	 to	 Ryan	 Maloy,	 Linda	 Eager,	 Sandy	 Revack,	 Earnell	 and	 Theodore
Decker,	 Beatrice	 and	Marty	 Jojola,	 Sarah	 and	Ben	Rodriguez,	 Stacy	Utz,	 Penny	Hyde,
Kris	 and	Doug	Quiroz;	 and	 Jayne	Miller	 for	 sharing	her	 story	of	Baby	James	 with	me.
Jason	 sat	mesmerized	 by	 the	 photo	 of	Nicholas	 on	 the	 cover	 of	 her	 book	 as	 I	 told	 him
about	 another	 precious	 heart-transplant	 child.	 I	 thank	 the	 scores	 of	 hearts	 beating	 again
who	were	 transplanted	 at	LLUMC,	 for	 their	 vibrant	 lives	now	 filled	with	hope.	Special
thanks	to	the	children	who	bestowed	their	hearts	to	make	life	renewable,	along	with	their
parents	who	made	this	allowable.

I’d	like	to	thank	Dr.	Richard	Chinnock	who	made	me	realize	that	heart	transplantation
was	 indeed	 a	 viable	 procedure	 and	Dr.	 Steven	R.	Gundry	who	 performed	 Jason’s	 heart
transplant.	 Also	 thanks	 to	 Dr.	 Leonard	 Bailey,	 Dr.	Mark	 Buecek,	 Dr.	Marti	 Baum,	 Dr.
Celia	Lopez-McCormack,	Dr.	Cutler	and	all	the	nurses	in	observation	on	the	second	floor
and	the	room	cleaners	in	the	Isolation	Unit	for	dedicating	their	lives	for	the	lives	of	others.
Thanks	to	 the	gals	at	Campus	Pharmacy	who	made	getting	medicine	for	Jason	bearable,
especially	Kim	Woolever.	Thanks	to	the	City	of	San	Bernardino	for	dismissing	my	parking



ticket,	For	the	purpose	of	justice,	Olan	Mills	photographers,	and	Delta	Airlines.

Music	was	a	key	 factor	 in	keeping	my	sanity.	 I	 thank	Shelby	Lynne	and	Mozart	 for
their	music	 to	make	my	 stay	 away	 from	home	bearable	 and	Tippy	 dog	who	 befriended
Jason	while	in	California.	I	will	never	forget	my	wonderful	friends	in	California:	Bishop
McElhinney	and	Deanna,	Al	and	Betty,	Christy,	Thad,	Austin,	and	Logan	Peterson,	Alvera
and	Buster,	Debbie	and	Dennis,	Howard	and	Ruth,	Richard	and	Joan,	Glen	and	Martha,
Les	Watson,	 and	Mitch	along	with	 the	whole	San	Bernardino	First	Ward.	You	were	my
lifeboat	in	an	ocean	of	despair	and	towed	me	to	shore.	Thank	you	for	being	there	when	I
needed	you.

Amy	Grant’s	album,	Heart	in	Motion,	helped	normalize	my	chaotic	life	after	returning
to	Utah.	It	helped	bring	love	and	hope	back	into	my	world.	Thank	you.
Tedi	Tuttle	Wixom	-	May	1992



	

Lyndsay,	Jason,	Daniel,	Lyndon,	Salt	Lake	City,	Utah



	

	

	

On	 Easter	 weekend	 of	 2002,	 11-years-old	 Jason,	 was	 sponsored	 by	 Make-a-Wish-
Foundation	of	Utah	for	a	wish	to	come	true.	He	and	his	family,	flew	to	Kissimmee,	Florida
to	stay	six	days,	to	experience	the	joys	of	a	vacation	at	Disney	World	in	Orlando,	Florida.
They	stayed	at	a	complex	called	Give	Kids	the	World,	an	enchanting	place	situated	on	over
50	 acres	 of	 land,	 which	 is	 a	 non-profit	 complex	 envisioned	 and	 founded	 by	 Henri
Landwirth.	 Children	 with	 special	 needs	 from	 all	 over	 the	 world,	 are	 invited	 here	 to
experience	an	opportunity	of	 their	 lifetime,	with	 their	 families	 in	 the	enchanting	Central
Florida	area.	This	picture	was	taken	inside	the	castle	at	Give	Kids	the	World.



	

Family	Photo	at	Disney	World



	

	

Tedi	Tuttle	Wixom,	born	in	the	heart	of	the	Rocky	Mountains	in	rural	Idaho,	has	always
enjoyed	music,	 learning,	 theater,	 and	 story	 telling.	She	 received	 an	Associate	Degree	 at
Rick’s	College	and	later	studied	as	an	English	Major	at	Brigham	Young	University	(BYU)
after	she	married	Lynn	Wixom.	Jason,	the	fifth	of	nine	children	has	been	a	lively	source	of
conversation	for	the	family	over	the	years.	After	her	sixth	child	was	born,	she	completed
intense	writing	studies	in	Indiana	for	over	a	year	to	crystalize	her	story	telling	and	writing
ability.	She	has	written	dozens	of	stories	and	has	most	recently	turned	her	attention	to	the
thing	 she	 loves	most,	 composing	music.	King	Tut:	 the	Musical	 and	A	Princess	With	 an
Attitude	are	on	 the	 forefront	of	being	produced	with	another	musical	 in	 the	wings.	Hear
her	music	at	@TediBooks	with	a	video	clip	of	King	Tut	in	Ogden,	Utah	which	ran	April
2008.



	

Other	titles	by	Tedi	Tuttle	Wixom
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Jason	Wixom	enjoys	acting	and	has	been	involved	in	High	School	Musical	3,	Gentleman
Broncos,	 and	 Dad	 Napped.	 He	 is	 the	 author	 of	 Cock-a-doodle-doo,	 I	 Love	 You	 and
playwright	 for	King	 Tut:	 the	Musical	 co-written	 with	 his	mother,	 Tedi.	 He	 is	 currently
completing	lyrics	for	a	Princess	With	an	Attitude	which	will	be	performed	by	first	graders
in	 2009.	 King	 Tut	 was	 performed	 live	 in	 Ogden,	 Utah	 April	 2008	 with	 over	 300	 in
attendance.	For	music	and	more	details	visit	@TediBooks.	August	2008.
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