
My name is Amy Jordan. I was a dancer. My life was about moving. 
Until May 1, 2009. On that day I was struck by a passenger bus.  I was 
taken to a nearby hospital. 
Nine days later a surgeon sat down and said, “Ms. Jordan, we are just 
not going to be able to save your leg.” I was referred to a NewYork-
Presbyterian physician and pleaded with him to get me to another 
hospital. The next day I was transferred to the burn unit of NewYork-
Presbyterian. I had lost the skin off my right leg and needed skin grafts.
The moment I arrived I knew I was in great care. I had a high fever and 
the nursing team went to work. They made sure I got the nutrition I 
needed, and one of the nurses stayed by my side for hours.  
Over the coming weeks the care I received was unbelievable.  The night 
nurses would stay with me when I feared I would not wake up. They 
assured me they would be there throughout the night. 
They would talk to me about my passion, dancing, and get my opinion 
about “So You Think You Can Dance.” If they were off when it aired, 
they would make a point to stop by and ask for my critique. 
My friends taped paper flowers to the walls, windows, and door. When 
it came time to move me from the burn unit to stepdown, I thought, 
“No more decorations.” But when I arrived in my new room, I was 
moved to tears. Andrew Greenway, a nurse, had taken down all the 
flowers and put them in my new room. I was amazed at the gesture. 
The care I received on a daily basis under such harsh conditions was 
miraculous and loving. All my nurses were always smiling. They 
always encouraged me and told me I would recover. 
Today, after three years and 18 surgeries, I am done being rebuilt. 
Today I walked around New York on MY leg. I rode the bike at the 
gym for 30 minutes and did seven minutes on the elliptical. Tomorrow I will go to spin class. 
I owe my life to NewYork-Presbyterian Hospital, on a level I cannot even articulate. When I get frustrated or low or afraid of what lies ahead for me, I think of those days and all those people did for me, and sometimes it is the one thing that keeps me going amidst all this uncertainty. I will be forever grateful.  
       With love and appreciation, 
       Amy Jordan
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“They always encouraged me 
and told me I would recover.”

Amy Jordan (left) with NYP/Weill Cornell burn unit 
nurse, Andrew Greenway, Clinical Nurse Specialist.  
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