MY PERSONAL TESTIMONY
Hanging on By a Thread
…I could not tell you how long I was gone or out, but I did wake up, and my body was in so much pain. It was in the early morning hours. I lay there, strapped down, with tubes running into my body. I could barely speak, but I had to urinate badly! So, I pressed the call button, and a nurse came in. I murmured that I had to pee. The nurse left and returned with one of those jugs that a person could pee in. As I relieved myself, I saw the receptacle fill up with blood. Much blood! I thought to myself, I have never seen so much blood before.

As the first light of morning broke, I was filled with a sense of gratitude—I had made it through the night. It was truly a blessing to be in a place where I could be moved to a different room. God’s presence was unmistakable in that moment! Just hours before, I had been in a fierce struggle for my life, and now it felt like the storm had finally passed. The dedicated team that had worked tirelessly to care for me the night before was shocked to learn I was still here, and even more so to hear that I was in a new room and doing okay. Their relief was palpable, and I couldn’t help but feel the weight of their compassion.

In May of that same year, I was at the VA hospital for a checkup when my doctor informed me that I needed hernia repair surgery. He assured me that it was a routine outpatient procedure with a less than 1% chance of complications. Little did I know I would become part of that unlucky 1%.

When facing a surgical procedure, it’s essential to take the time to prepare emotionally and physically, embracing the love and support of those around us. It’s a moment filled with vulnerability, and feeling a mix of emotions, from anxiety to hope is perfectly natural. Many individuals find solace in the skills and experience of their surgeon, placing trust in their expertise to guide them through the process with care and compassion. In the midst of uncertainty, holding onto the hope for a positive outcome can be a powerful source of strength.

Reflecting on my journey, I've come to understand that no matter what success rate a doctor shares with you before surgery, there's always a fundamental uncertainty—often a 50/50 chance—when it comes to recovery. I had placed a lot of hope in that seemingly small 1% unsuccess rate the doctor mentioned, without fully considering the complexities and unpredictability of each individual situation. This experience has truly opened my eyes to the importance of seeking deeper clarity and understanding, beyond just the numbers presented by medical professionals. It's a reminder that every patient story is unique, and embracing that complexity is essential in our journey toward healing.

As I slowly awoke from the procedure, a kind nurse gently guided me back to my room. Waves of hunger swept over me, reminding me just how much I craved a comforting meal. Even with a hint of anxiety lingering, I held onto the hope that everything had unfolded as it should. Sitting beside Kim on the bed, we found solace in sharing our heartfelt gratitude to God, relieved that this chapter was finally behind us. In that moment, my thoughts turned to the journey ahead—a 2 ½ hour trip back home along the familiar roads, a comforting reminder of the warmth and safety that awaited us.

I was savoring a lovely day, wrapped in a sense of peace, when suddenly that calm was interrupted by the hurried entrance of a nurse, who looked visibly distressed. “We need to get you back into surgery right away!” he urged, his voice tinged with concern. I felt a wave of confusion wash over me and hesitated, saying, “But I just finished eating!” He quickly reassured me, “I understand, but it’s really important; we have to get you back on the table because your organs are shutting down.” In that moment, a heavy weight settled in my heart, and the day that had felt so bright suddenly turned clouded with fear and uncertainty.

As we found ourselves back in this familiar situation, I felt a wave of compassion for myself as I reflected on how I had arrived here once more. Standing at this emotional crossroads, I had plenty of time to contemplate the dreams I hadn’t yet realized and to ponder whether I would ever find that elusive sense of peace and calm again. Even though a part of me felt ready to face what lay ahead, I couldn’t help but feel a deep uncertainty about whether I was truly prepared for what was to come.

As I slowly regained consciousness following the procedure, I became aware of someone gently but urgently trying to wake me. Their voice, filled with concern, struggled against the heavy fog of grogginess enveloping me. Opening my eyes felt like an immense effort, but I knew I needed to do it. When I finally found the strength to speak, my first words were a heartfelt plea for my wife, reflecting the deep longing for her presence in that moment.

I spent a short time away before returning to the room and being placed in bed. I remained there for 11 days as my health declined and my strength faded. Breathing became difficult, but the medical team provided me with oxygen for relief. They arranged for Kim to sleep in a bed chair next to mine, so she could be close by during this tough time.

During my time in the hospital, I went through some truly unbearable pain, relying heavily on medication to get by. It was a challenging period, made a little brighter by the visits from Pastor Stan, Bob, and Mary Thrash. I opened up to Pastor Stan about my feelings of being punished during this difficult time. He responded with a reassuring passage from Psalms 103:10-12, reminding me that God's love is unwavering and not contingent on punishment for our mistakes. As he spoke, my pain grew more intense, and I couldn’t help but cry out. I still remember the look of deep compassion in his eyes as he gently guided my wife out of the room to allow the nurses to care for me. It was a moment of true empathy amidst the struggle.

During this particularly challenging time in my life, I struggled to understand the purpose behind my experiences. It was a moment that also made many medical professionals reflect on their own limitations. I had undergone a test that revealed I had ascites, a condition where fluid builds up in the abdomen. In their efforts to help me, the medical team repeatedly inserted a catheter to drain the fluid, only to find that there was none to remove. This left both them and me puzzled and worried, as they hoped that removing the fluid would prevent my organs from shutting down. Unfortunately, despite their best efforts, this approach didn’t yield the results we were all hoping for. As they explored alternative solutions, the idea of dialysis came up; however, there was some disagreement within the team, and ultimately, this option was not pursued. It was a difficult time for everyone involved, filled with uncertainty and concern.

During this tough time, I remember a moment of hope. Despite my discomfort and the threat of death, something extraordinary happened. Doctors and nurses formed a circle on the floor, and we all joined hands to pray. This powerful act of unity and faith became a guiding light for me amid uncertainty and fear.

On that Friday afternoon, my situation remained largely unchanged for the time being. The doctor came to speak with us and delivered the difficult news that they had run out of treatment options for me, leaving us with no further alternatives. They made the decision to discharge me, allowing me to return home. Although it wasn't the outcome we had been hoping for, it was the reality we had to accept. Before we left, the medical staff handed me medication to help manage my pain.

As we drove from Fargo to Bemidji, I couldn't help but reflect on our past. With Kim behind the wheel, I had the time to think about important moments in our lives and the choices we should have made. It felt familiar, like a time of self-examination.

When we arrived home that afternoon, I felt exhausted and immediately went to bed. The very first thing I did was ask Kim to throw away my medicine. I was not willing to follow my doctor's instructions, as I was not willing or ready to leave in this manner. 

After thoughtfully considering my options and engaging in an in-depth discussion about my circumstances with my doctor, I expressed my eagerness to return to work by Monday. However, after we explored my situation further, she strongly advised against this decision, citing concerns about my readiness to re-enter the workforce. Despite her authoritative recommendation stemming from her medical expertise, I felt a strong, almost palpable desire to get back to my professional routine. 

After a thorough conversation, filled with moments of hesitation and careful deliberation, she ultimately relented, but not without stipulating a crucial condition: if I began to feel fatigued while at work, it would be imperative that I leave immediately and rest at home. Her concern for my well-being was evident, and I knew that it would be essential to listen to my body as I navigated this transition back to work.

I returned to work on Monday after addressing my health issues, starting with just a couple of hours. While I focused on my tasks, Kim worked in another office. As I felt more comfortable, I gradually extended my hours from 2 to 4, then 6, and ultimately to a full 9-hour day. This journey has truly been a positive and inspiring comeback for me.

The doctors' initial expectations did not align with how things unfolded, leading to me having to give blood twice a week. This prompted their curiosity as they observed changes within my body, leaving them puzzled. I had to give blood twice a week for several months while visiting my nephrologist. During my final visit with the nephrologist, she said, "All of us have to give it to the man upstairs because we couldn't help you." Her words were a testament to the challenges I had overcome. It was a realization of our human limitations and the wonder of divine intervention. Ultimately, my organs started functioning normally again, and I credited this recovery to the grace of God.

But the journey, as much as I would have liked, was still not over. Things got better, then they got worse. But that is another testimony.

Jeremiah 30:17  For I will restore health to you, and your wounds I will heal, declares the Lord, because they have called you an outcast: ‘It is Zion, for whom no one cares!’ (ESV)

