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I expected that it would be difficult to get back into the swing of things after returning home from my brother's funeral. Although I didn't feel well or have much energy I wasn't that concerned. It only made sense that it would take a while to recover from the loss of Jerry and get back to my old self. Besides, I'd only been on hormone treatment for a couple of months and I figured it would take some more time to get my dosages adjusted correctly. My work environment was more stressful than ever. It seemed like my boss was doing everything she could to make my life miserable. It was obvious that she had a personal agenda and that she felt I was in her way. Almost daily, she was calling me into her office and blaming me for some problem that usually wasn't even my responsibility. Day by day I could feel my energy fading. I knew that because of my pituitary disorder my body was much more sensitive to stress but I figured that if I could just hang in there things would calm down and I would recover. But I finally reached the point where I suspected something in my treatment wasn't right. My doctor suggested having my thyroid levels checked even though they had been normal only a few months earlier. What a shock it was when the tests came back and showed my levels were extremely low. My TSH was at an astonishingly abnormal 72! How in the world could that have happened?! My doctor had no explanation but decided a dramatic increase in my Synthroid was necessary. He immediately doubled it from 150mcg to 300mcg. I couldn't believe he would jump it up so quickly. I was no endocrinologist, but I knew from past experience that anytime you made a dramatic change in dosage it would cause problems. But he assured me that it was the best thing to do and that I would be fine. So I got the new prescription and just hoped that it would do the trick.

Unfortunately, my instincts were right on the money... Within a week of being on the ultra-high dose my body had pretty much crashed. I could barely make it through the day at work and even little tasks that used to be a piece of cake seemed overwhelming. My boss was now having a field day pointing out my daily difficulties in doing my job. Soon she insisted that I go back on disability. She pretended to only be motivated by concern for my well-being, but I knew the truth...she just wanted me out of there. But what could I do? Trying to work when I wasn't well only made things worse for my career. So I again filed for disability and just hoped that my job would still be there when I got back. However, my doctor refused to authorize my benefits. He wouldn't give an explanation so I assumed that he didn't want to put anything in writing that might imply that the reason my body crashed was because of his mismanagement of my treatment. I knew how important it was at the moment to minimize any additional stress, but I couldn't help but feel a great deal of anger towards my doctor. If not for his actions, perhaps I would be doing just fine. Why couldn't he just admit he made a mistake, sign the papers and take care of his patient? What was I going to do now? Without a doctor's authorization I wouldn't get any benefits. Fortunately, the counselor I had been seeing stepped up to the plate and filled out the forms stating I was suffering from a post traumatic stress disorder... Not exactly, but close enough considering my options!

So there I was, nearing the end of March. I had been so excited at the beginning of the year figuring that by now my illness would be completely under control and I would be fully functional. I had been so excited about my exercise plan, but yet I couldn't remember the last time I stepped into the gym or hopped on my bike. How frustrating to be back to square one - sitting on the couch, exhausted, wondering what in the world happened... But I decided to make the most of it. I was still optimistic and as usual focused on the things I can do instead of fretting over things that are out of my control. I told myself I just needed to be patient until I recovered from the thyroid imbalance. In the meantime, I was going to make the most of my upcoming camping trip at my favorite campground overlooking a beautiful lake. At first, I considered canceling because I didn't feel up to it. But since my brother Tommy was flying out to go camping with me for the first time ever, I knew I had to find a way to make it happen - even if I needed some of my friends to help me. Sure enough, it was a real drain just packing up the camping equipment and setting up my tent trailer. But once I was sitting around the campfire with my brother and my friends, I was so glad that I went to the trouble. Despite how bad I felt physically, emotionally this was just what I needed... I was grateful that even with chronic illness I was still able to enjoy special moments like this. I knew I was lucky because even with the recent setbacks I still had a promising prognosis when so many others don't... How many times had I seen a person in a wheelchair who would be ecstatic to just be able to walk like I can? Sure, I didn't have much gas in the tank right now, but at least with a little time and a little luck I knew I'd be on the road again... I was reminded yet again that counting your blessings is so much better than counting your losses...


