Spring 2001…a better life?

It was quite encouraging to feel my energy level and sense of wellness beginning to come back… Perhaps the doctor was right about the tumor that had just been removed from my neck – that it was the cause of my recent fatigue. I did feel better, but I wondered if there yet another medical ‘surprise’ lurking on the horizon. I had been on this ‘adventure’ for 5 years now… My asthma and allergy issues seemed to be under control, my thyroid medication was at the proper dosage and my CPAP machine seemed to be doing an effective job of treating my sleep apnea. Maybe now I could finally return to my active lifestyle from before and regain my high level of fitness of 5 years ago. But at 250 lbs I was still 70 lbs away from that slender guy who used to ride his bike over 100 miles a week. But as I repeatedly told my doctors, all I needed was a little wellness...and a little time.  I felt quite confident about my abilities to not only lose weight and improve my fitness but most importantly how to work through the emotional fallout of chronic illness. My friends were often puzzled how I could still be a ‘happy camper’ in the midst of adversity - holding on to my dreams and my passion for life when it seemed I had no logical reason to continue to do so…

As I started my latest comeback in February, I realized that my journey through illness had actually helped me in many ways… I was stronger and more compassionate, wiser and more grateful and better able to make the most out of life even when it had been a challenge just to get out of bed each day. Even when others had felt sorry for the suffering I had gone through I knew the truth…that I was blessed. Of course, I didn’t want to be sick all the time, but despite my illness challenges it seemed that I had more joy and contentment than most of the people around me who had no medical issues. And I couldn’t help but think that maybe there was a purpose for all of this - that God had big plans for me…that what I had learned and who I had become as a result of this journey would help others and prepare me for a better life ahead…

Soon I had my weight training and nutrition plan dialed-in and it was time to get back on the bike! In previous comeback attempts, my friends and family had been impressed by my ability to lose weight quickly and I began to visualize how exciting it would be after I dropped the excess 70 lbs ! Finally, I would be back in top athletic form, cruising down the road on my bike, riding like the wind… But most exciting to me was the prospect of being able to have the wellness necessary to pursue the ambitions and dreams that had been thwarted by illness. At first I was very diligent and gung-ho with my workouts, but then a peculiar thing happened. It was disturbing to realize that my heart really wasn’t in it. For whatever reason, I didn’t feel like committing to the discipline and considerable effort it would take to drop so much weight. I only wanted to relax, have fun and escape. But how could that be?! After all of the setbacks and frustrations of the last 5 years how could I be anything less than thrilled with the opportunity to not only get my fitness back but my life as well?! What happened to the proactive, determined and optimistic guy people used to admire? Could it be that the naysayers were right? I felt in my heart that I would soon get my spark back yet here I was night after night kicking back in the jacuzzi with my friends drinking rum and diet coke. I still went to the gym somewhat frequently, but I was simply more excited about going camping, cranking up the stereo and watching movies with my brother Danny. I had set up one of my bedrooms for Danny to do computer editing for his wedding video business.  My computer was in the same room and I had become somewhat proficient at doing home videos myself. It was great to hang out in our little editing studio so many nights doing our own projects, but it did bother me a bit that I was more excited about working on a home video than I was about working out. 

I couldn’t imagine giving up on my hopes and dreams, but it was clear that at least for now, I just wasn’t up to the task of doing what it would take to rebuild my body and my life…  I decided that the best thing to do was to make the most of the time with my brother Danny since it looked like he would be going back to Fort Worth in a few months when he completed computer school. For now, I just wanted to enjoy the nights in the jacuzzi, camping with my brother and my friends, singing in the choir and catching my breath after such a long and trying ordeal... It all made sense to take it easy for a while, yet I still needed to reassure myself that I hadn’t given up on building a new life… “Hang in there Jim… It’s been a long and difficult road, but I know you…you’ll never let go of your dreams. This is just a rest stop. And frankly, it’s a very nice rest stop! Relax and make the most of it… Don’t lose your hope and don’t lose your faith. Before long buddy, you’ll once again have a full tank of gas… flying down the road to a better life…”

