Fall 2002... Where to now?

It was August 15, 2002 and for the first time in many years I was unemployed. I was still in somewhat of a state of shock from being let go from my computer job.  Perhaps it would have been a little bit easier if I thought it was simply due to the company downsizing but knowing that a person had been hired to take my place made it quite clear that it had more to do with politics and illness.  I could certainly understand from a business perspective that a person can only miss so much work and something has to be done to make up for it.  But after all the years of putting my heart and soul into my job I guess I expected just one more chance...  But now I had a very important financial decision to make.  The severance package offered was quite generous and equivalent to several months salary.  Several friends and family were outraged about the company letting me go obviously for medical reasons and encourage me to file a lawsuit.  I had mixed emotions.  I was grateful for the years that the company had provided me but at the same time I felt I had been greatly wrong.  But I had 30 days to accept the severance package or lose it. It was tempting just to take the money and run but then I thought about the huge hit I would take on my stock options. At one point, they had been worth a fortune but the stock-price had declined severely in recent years and they were now at their lowest level. I had hoped that someday I'd be able to exercise those options and use the money to help my mom and other family members and maybe even by the new house for myself.  But now those dreams were fading fast.  I consulted with a couple of attorneys but they didn't feel optimistic about winning the case.  Although it was illegal to terminate somebody because of a medical condition, they felt it would be hard to prove that that was the reason.  And it would likely cost me a great deal of money in several months before I knew whether or not there would be any settlement. So financially it made sense to take the severance package and just get on with my life.  Besides after a couple of weeks stressing over my options it was taking a toll on my body.  I just wasn't up to fighting that fight...

I was very encouraged after meeting with an employment counselor at an agency that specialized in the computer field.  According to her, I should have no trouble finding a similar high paying job.  We set up a schedule of regular meetings and mapped out a plan. I was also encouraged to consider becoming a computer consultant.  With my skills and experience I should earn far more than I ever had before.  I even had a standing offer from a couple of computer consulting companies I had worked with before to become one of their consultants. The catch would be that I would have to travel most of the time but it did pay a lot of money!  The shock of being let go started to fade as I realized I had a lot of a very exciting career options before me...  I was certain that before too long I'd be with a new company that truly appreciated my talents and paid me accordingly...

Despite the numerous medical setbacks of the past, I was optimistic that I was on the verge of fully recovering from pituitary failure.  I had just began seeing a new endocrinologist who really seemed to know her stuff.  She was making significant changes to my treatment plan that seemed promising.  She felt confident that starting me on growth hormone would make a big improvement and that at some point I would get all of my energy back and be fully functional. However, she warned me that I was still recovering from the thyroid imbalance of a few months ago and that my excessive weight - now at 290 lbs - was also dragging me down. I respected her assessment of my medical condition but was determined to get my life back on track as soon as possible.  Every day I dedicated all of my energy to pursuing job opportunities, improving my fitness, and even trying to have a social life.  It was quite obvious that my energy wasn't what it should be, but I suppose I felt it was simply a challenge of mind over matter. But within a matter of weeks I was reminded that with this kind of illness pushing yourself harder was not necessarily a winning strategy... I was once again found most of my time spent on the couch recovering from fatigue, a sinus infection or whatever the latest bug going around was. How disappointing to see my ambitious plans once again taking a hit from illness. That nagging fear that maybe I would never fully recover from illness began to pollute my usually positive outlook. It was time to again have a little talk with myself As I had done almost daily for years, I headed out to the jacuzzi to relax and collect my thoughts...

"Listen Jim buddy... You've had a rough year with the medical issues, losing your brother and being let go from your job... I'm sorry you had to go through all that... I'm glad you're ambitious, but you know what happens when you push yourself too hard - your body crashes. You've got enough money to get by for a few months so what do say we take it easy for now and we'll get going again after the Christmas holidays?" I felt quite sure that probably because I needed a break. But then again, sitting in a jacuzzi while drinking a sports-bottle full of rum and Diet Coke might have had something to do with making that shift into 'escape' mode seem so appealing... 

