Spring 2004

I started 2004 with my usual optimism and pretty much the same strategy and plan of action from last year and the year before. In a nutshell, my main priorities were to get my illness under control, get my weight down and get back to living the kind of life I wanted to live. Despite the setbacks of the past, I felt confident and excited that this would be my year. I had a good time visiting my family in Texas over the Christmas holidays and it was a lot of fun having my friends over for my traditional New Year's party. I was especially eager because I had finally started taking daily injections of growth hormone. From what I had been told, this was the magic I needed to turn things around. By the second week of January, I was back in the gym. But in the middle of my first workout, I could tell that something still wasn't right. Actually, it was no worse than I had felt in recent months, but I had assumed that the sinus infections were the primary cause of my fatigue and that once they were gone I'd get my energy back - especially with the help of growth hormone treatment. But by the end of January, I had pretty much dropped my exercise efforts. Time to go back to the doctor! Lab tests showed that my thyroid levels were low so my doctor increased my dosage. She assured me that within a few weeks I’d get my energy back and that all of the tremendous benefits of growth hormone would start kicking in as well...

Before I knew it, it was March. I had been on the new Synthroid dosage for a few weeks now. Even though I was still my usual optimistic self, I had to be honest - I simply did not feel well. Of course, I knew I should feel better. I wasn't sure what to do. Do I go back to the doctor or do I just give it a few more weeks? Soon I noticed that I frequently felt anxious, was often up all night, and felt hot most of the time. So...back to see my endocrinologist! She again ordered thyroid tests, but this time specified the more comprehensive thyroid panel instead of just a TSH test. Those tests indicated that my thyroid levels were now too high! I pressed her for an explanation. "Well Mr. Shelton, it appears that your pituitary gland is in a state of continual degradation. That's probably why your thyroid levels are fluctuating and you’ve been having so much fatigue. But frankly, with your weight being over 300 pounds, you're not going to have much energy anyway. We’ll get you started on a lower dosage of Synthroid and see how it goes..." After all these years of being on thyroid medication I knew the drill - for at least the next six weeks there was nothing more I could do but take my medicine and wait to feel better... I had always been a patient person, but I couldn't help but feel a great deal of frustration and disappointment as I drove home from the doctor's office. It wasn't supposed to be like that this year... Hadn't we figured everything out? I understood that treating hormonal disorders was not necessarily straightforward, but I just expected to be doing so much better by now... Maybe my friends were right - that with my medical condition, I should be more ‘realistic’ and let go of my dreams...those dreams that still seemed so very far away... Or perhaps, more than anything else, I just needed to sit down and have a good talk with myself...

"I'm sorry buddy… I thought for sure that the medical stuff would be under control after starting growth hormone. It does seem to have helped, but there's still something that just isn't right. I suppose we should get the CPAP pressure checked again to make sure your sleep apnea is under control. And it might be a good idea to get back on allergy shots. And then again, maybe we ought a see a different doctor. I just don't know Jim. Frankly, you just don't have the energy to do much of anything right now. But instead of focusing on what we can't do, let's focus on what we can do…How about dusting off one of your gliders and going flying! It's been years buddy and I know that your model airplane hobby still means the world to you. I'm sure it wouldn't be too much of an effort to charge up the batteries and test the radio-control system. Wouldn't that be great! You know it! Let's do it!"

I was a bit nervous or maybe it was just excitement as I parked my van next to the big grassy field near the local YMCA. I was a little bit afraid of crashing my beautiful blue glider that I had spent so many hours building back in 2001 - the last time it had flown. But when I turned on the motor and launched it skyward, it only took a few moments for my nervousness to be replaced with joy...

Just like riding a bicycle, my flying skills came to life after being dormant for so long... When the glider was about 300 feet high, I turned off the motor and headed towards a hawk circling nearby.  Shortly, my little sailplane was climbing in the same thermal as that other beautiful and majestic bird. As I watched my glider float across the sky, I felt that same magic I'd felt when I flew my first model airplane so many years ago at the age of 11. It felt good - like seeing an old friend who had been gone a very long time… After about 15 minutes of catching thermals, it was time to land. The wind was gusty and landing in such turbulence would quickly show me if I truly had my flying skills back. But when my little glider touched down gracefully right in front of me, I felt as giddy as a kid in a candy store...

"Wow Jim! That was great! You’ve still got it buddy! Doesn’t it feel incredible to be flying again?! You betcha! Look Jim...no one knows what is going to happen down the road with the illness…that’s just the way it is. But if you can just get out and fly your plane once in awhile, life can’t be that bad after all…got it?! Ok then buddy, let’s go home…you’ve had a big day…a very, very big day…”


