I began 1997 with a great deal of optimism, even though my bike riding continued to be interrupted by the same fatigue and flu-like symptoms. My doctor had suggested that I see an asthma and allergy specialist.  Sure enough, allergy tests showed that I was highly allergic to cats, dust, pollen, and just about everything outdoors.  The specialist felt that my lingering health issues were most likely due to allergies.  He outlined an ambitious plan to make my home allergy-friendly and prescribed asthma and allergy medications.  I was excited to think that maybe I had found the answer… I visualized how great it would be to get back to just living my life...  to once again be in top athletic condition… to get my confidence and spark back… and perhaps find a good woman to share my life with…

I started getting allergy shots twice a week.  I replaced the fabric blinds with vinyl, encased my bed and pillows in allergy-proof covers and bought a HEPA air cleaner.  After a few weeks, I felt excited about the improvement in my breathing and allergy symptoms… yet the fatigue persisted.  My doctor encouraged me to be patient, reminding me that it would take several months for the shots to be fully effective…and insisting that as long as I had a cat, I would never get well...

My cat, Max, had been there for me through all of my suffering...  He could always tell when I was hurting and somehow he made living alone far easier than it would be without him...  My hope was that replacing my carpet with wood floors would do the trick and that I could keep my little buddy...

But replacing the floors didn't bring the magic I had counted on.  The fatigue and flu-like symptoms persisted. My weight was almost 220 pounds and I was desperate. Often, it seemed impossible just to get up in the morning and go to work - much less ride my bike.  Finally, I had to confront the cruel reality and begin looking for a new home for Max... I prayed that one of my friends could take him, but it wasn't long before I had to make that painful drive to the pet adoption center… I never imagined it could hurt so much to say good-bye to a pet… As I wiped away my tears, I consoled myself…"I’m sorry buddy, but this is what you must do to get your health back. Hang in there, Jim…it'll be okay…you’ll see…”












And this is the key and any article for the spring of 97.

OK, Jim and spring of 97, optimistic although you was still hurting over the recent romantic breakup.  But he figured that with proper planning.  You could get back on track with the bicycling, your fitness a new life in general.  You had begun to think that perhaps it was time to see a specialist for your asthma.  You're excited about making this a great year and started planning your personal life as well as you did the projects.  You did in your job was for so successful.  He joined a Christian singles group and began looking into other dating services.  He started right away, getting back on to your indoor bike trainer, you were determined to get your way back down.  And you were focus and excited on continuing your voice lessons and doing the most you could to contribute to your church by singing in the choir.  That's February.  I had my first appointment with the allergy and asthma doctor, who is highly recommended by some of my coworkers.  He was certain that my fatigue, asthma, sinus infections colds and flu like symptoms were all do to allergy issues.  After completing allergy test.  I met with him again, and he confirmed that I in deed had serious issues with allergies.  I was highly allergic to cats, dust, pollen, trees, grass and molds.  He laughingly suggested that it would be best for me to just stay indoors with the air conditioner on.  When I mentioned to him that I had a cat, he was certain that my lingering health issues would be resolved by first removing allergens from my home environment.  Along with proper treatment for my allergies and asthma.

I had mixed feelings, because it would mean that I would had to find a new home for my cat.  Max had seen it all through the last several years.  The trauma of my divorce, the loneliness, the struggles with illness, the frustration with my job, and just trying to cope with life in general...  However, I was also relieved to think that maybe I had found the answer, that would finally restore my health.  And let me get back to just being the real Jim.  So my doctor and I outlined an ambitious plan... I replace my floors, which were highly allergens unfriendly carpet with wood floors.  Since all of my window coverings were fabric they would need to be replaced with vertical blinds made of vital.  In my bedroom all my pillows and actresses box frames would have to being close to allergens prove encased months.  I purchased a heavy-duty HEPA air cleaner for the bedroom, and replaced all my soaps and cleaners with high Palau Janet alternatives.  Actually, it seemed like a huge project, the special since I was fatigued.  Most of the time.  But I dug deep stay on course with the project, fueled by the whole that I would finally get my life back.

The toughest project was replacing the floors downstairs.  Logically, it made no sense to try to do it myself.  But I didn't have enough money to pay someone else, and besides, there was part of me that needed to be a craftsman again...  Since my job environment was more about politics that allowed me just to excel at what I do, I really needed.  This is a reward that comes from a job well done.  It had been many years since I had worked as a carpenter, but I was confident that I could tackle a flooring project.  It was quite intimidating the land it was finally done, I felt a great sense of reward.  I suppose I really needed to know and I was still a pretty talented man...

At the same time, I began allergy shots twice a week, and filled my medicine cabinet with inhalers and feels to conquer.  My asthma and allergies.  I was encouraged after I replace the flooring in the window coverings and made my bedroom allergy friendly, and there was no doubt that I started feeling better.  Revenues at the toughest and most difficult task of the project still ahead.  I had desperately hoped that one of my friends would take Max so that I can still see him, but to no avail.  That day, when I left Max with a pet adoption service, it seemed so unfair and cruel...  It was like rubbing salt in the wound.  My God, hadn't I suffered enough?  When I was committed to getting well, whatever it took...  I consoled myself that Max would be all right, ended after a few more months of allergy shots so would I...

I was hopeful, but cautiously skeptical.  But my doctor reassured me that it would only take a little more time before I get my energy back and be well...

