Summer 2003

As with most holidays, I would be spending Easter with my best friend Katherine and her family. We had now been friends for almost 17 years and in many ways it was as if I had become a member of their family. We all sat in the same pews at church, camped together, celebrated birthdays and family events with each other and spent countless hours hanging out at the pool and Jacuzzi. With all of my family living back in Texas, they had pretty much become my entire social circle. But as much as I was looking forward to seeing all the kids and everyone else, I felt uneasy because of recent comments by Katherine. I had finally started having some success at losing weight. In the last two months I had dropped almost 40 pounds. But when I shared my excitement with her during our recent camping trip, she seemed rather indifferent. Her main response was that perhaps I shouldn't be so obsessed with losing weight. 

Sitting out on the back patio I shared with my friends how anxious I was to drop another 40 pounds as soon as possible. Katherine and her brother were both very overweight and had been frustrated so many times with their attempts to lose weight that they had pretty much given up.  So I could understand how my success might make them feel uneasy... "If the guy with the hormonal disorder can do it, what's my excuse?!" Nonetheless, their comments just about knocked me out of my chair.

"You know Jim, it's ungodly to be so obsessed with losing weight. God doesn't care what you look like on the outside - it's what is inside that counts. You need to focus more on God and less on yourself." What?! I thought they must be joking! But they were dead serious! If this had only been a one time event, I could have just blown it off, but this was just the latest of many condescending comments in recent weeks. But I just let it go and went inside to visit with the kids. Later, when we were all sitting around the family room, someone mentioned how bizarre they thought it was that I slept until noon when we went camping a couple of weeks earlier. I explained that my sleep cycle had been out of whack for some time now and that I figured it was probably related to my underlying illness. But they basically told me I didn't know what I was talking about and pretty much insisted that it was more of a character flaw than a medical issue... Driving home, I was livid. I couldn't believe that my closest friends could treat me with such disrespect.

I still believed their heart was in the right place, but at the same time I couldn't settle for being around people that tried to drag me down. The main friction was with Katherine and her brother - the rest of the family was usually supportive. I couldn't see ending years of friendship with the entire family because of a few rude hurtful comments from a couple of people. I told them I needed some space and that I would get back with them in a few weeks. But before I knew it, they were leaving obscene messages on my answering machine and pounding on my front door. I knew better than to let them in. I'd already said everything I had to say in the kindest way I knew, but nobody would listen...

As April turned into May, I was back on track with my fitness program. But despite my determination and enthusiasm I often struggled just to get through the day. I was constantly getting sinus infections and frequently felt nausea and fatigue. Perhaps, as my allergist suggested, it was just the effects of the unusually high pollen counts of this allergy season.  Maybe all I had to do was just hang in there for a few more weeks until the air cleared up. But then again, my new endocrinologist had advised me numerous times that with the pituitary disorder, in particular adrenal insufficiency, that my body was very sensitive to stress - both physical and emotional. And I couldn't deny that I still felt a great deal of hurt over the fallout of what had been the closest friendships of my life. She concluded that the turmoil with my friends had adversely affected my well-being and complicated my treatment. I knew that in times of stress I was supposed to increase my cortisol medication (Cortef) to help my body cope. I adjusted my dosages up and down as I understood from her guidelines, but I continued to struggle for the rest of the summer. Some days, I would do my workout or ride my bike and even have enough energy to run a few errands. Other days, I felt too fatigued to do much of anything... 

In September, I went to watch the California State Time-Trial Championships being held over on nearby Fiesta Island. Despite being over 270 lbs now, I still clung to that dream of someday racing my bike on this very course. How silly I must have seemed to the guy standing next to me when I told him that I was planning on competing in this race - uh...just as soon as I lose 100 lbs and get well! Talk about sounding like a wannabe!!! That night, I sat back on the couch and stared at my Rocketwing - the time-trial racing bike sitting in my living room for the last 3 years... I hadn’t even ridden that bike once because I was still way above the weight limit of 200 lbs.

"Someday Jim...  Someday, you'll finally race the Rocketwing in the time-trial on Fiesta Island...  I know it seems so far away - and almost impossible…but you've got to hold on to your dreams.  I'm sorry your friends let you down. I'm sorry you've had to struggle so hard and for so long with this unrelenting illness. But you're a good man Jim - and a real trooper. Just keep on truckin’… Besides, even in the midst of illness and adversity you are still able to find joy in your everyday life. Ain't that great?! You betcha! Hold on to your faith Jim and trust that God will see you through. Stay the course buddy and someday we'll eventually sail through this storm to calmer seas and a new life...I promise…"


