Summer 2002

After the March camping trip it was time to get back to job one - getting my medical condition under control. I found a new endocrinologist and began the slow process of adjusting my Synthroid to the proper dosage. Theoretically, I should be fully functional and back at work within a few months – only a matter of time. I jokingly told my friends that that is why the doctors call us patients - because we have to be patient while they practice! For the next few weeks, I shifted into escape mode - taking things day by day and trying not to worry about the future. I had just enough energy to get out of the house occasionally, visit with my friends and hang out at the Jacuzzi. I didn't feel anywhere near up to exercising, but figured at some point I would recover enough to get back in the gym. But as April rolled into May, I became concerned because I didn't seem to be improving much at all. Yet again, I wondered if the doctors weren't missing something important. With all the focus on the pituitary problem could they have overlooked cardiovascular issues?  My father and my brother Jerry had both died from heart disease and at over 270 lbs I certainly had significant risk factors! I made an appointment to see a cardiologist even though my instincts told me that my heart was not a problem... Maybe the biggest issue was simply the impact of losing my brother a few weeks earlier... 

But a few nights later, I found myself fearful of going to sleep. I felt some pain in my chest and wondered if it was anything to worry about. Should I just ignore it and go to sleep? Or should I go to ER immediately? Then suddenly, I heard a noise from downstairs. It was alarming since I lived alone. But when I walked into the living room, I couldn't believe what I saw. Standing in front of me was my late brother Jerry. "Jerry, what are you doing here? That can't be you...  You're in heaven!" "Yes Jim, I am. But I wanted to drop by and check up on you. I wanted you to know that I'm fine. It’s wonderful! I have everything I ever needed. And look, I even have a whole new body! See! No scars from the heart surgery! I know you and Mom and the rest of the family are still hurting, but please tell her that I'm okay and that now it's time for the family to focus on taking care of each other."
By this time, it was clear that I was dreaming. But when Jerry hugged me it seemed so real, unlike any other dream I'd ever had. Was this just my own way of coping with the loss of my brother or was it truly Jerry reaching out to me from the afterlife? "Well, Jim I have to go now. But I'll always be in the neighborhood and I'll check in on you from time to time... Take care..." 

The next day I told my Mom about my dream. She was certain that it was more than just another dream - that it was a vision. Jerry had told her before he died that he would find some way to let her know that he was in a better place, and maybe this was his way of reassuring her... Perhaps, it was as simple as that. Maybe our lost loved ones do watch over us when we're sick or hurting...maybe sometimes a dream is much more than just a dream... 

I had now been on disability for over 4 months. I checked-in with my boss occasionally but it was somewhat disconcerting how well they seemed to be getting along without me. She emphasized that her main concern was my well-being and that she didn’t want me to rush back to work before I was ready. No doubt, I had made the mistake of returning to work in the past before I was fully recovered and as a result had to go back on disability within a few weeks. So perhaps she was just looking out for my best interests…perhaps… 

Finally, the day came for me to return to work - August 1. I was far from being 100%, but I still felt up to doing the job. I was anxious to reconnect with my friends at work and get my computer career back on track. I was especially excited about meeting the new information systems director that had been hired while I was gone. I spent a lot of my time at home on the couch coming up with new ideas and plans to move the company forward in my role as the lead systems analyst for the customer service system I had implemented 8 years earlier. I was almost giddy when I walked into the conference room to meet with the new director and my boss. But my smile quickly faded when my boss handed me a thick folder with my name on the cover. It was from Human Resources…

“Jim, we made some changes while you were gone. We decided to downsize a bit. But the severance package is quite generous and we’ll do all that we can to help you find a new job…” So that was it. I was shocked - but not surprised. Somehow, I had hoped I could overcome the odds, but the illness had finally cost me my high-paying computer job. How bizarre it all seemed. When I was diagnosed with pituitary failure the previous November, I was so sure that after a few months of treatment, I would finally get my health and my life back. But despite my dogged determination, relentless persistence and never-ending optimism - I was back to square one… 

That night my mind was churning, wondering “What do I do now?” I thought about what Jerry had said in my dream from a few nights before… In my heart, I knew he was right there in my living room, at least in spirit. "Hey Jerry, I miss ya buddy. I had a pretty bad day at work and I need your help. Be sure to put in a good word for me. I could really use a little divine intervention right now. Take care and someday, we'll all be together again..."


