My Miracle 

by

Eyes Right

Fairfax Station, VA   -  I sat down on a wooden bench, and the past 15 years of my life passed in front of me.  This was not, for me, just any wooden bench.  It was the same dark wood with the same rounded edges in the same location where I had slumped in February of 1992, near death. 

On that late afternoon, in early 1992, I was entirely naked.  My heart was beating rapidly.  I was lying on my back with my arms dangling over the edges.  I was too weak to raise them.  I assumed that I was going to die on that bench in the men’s dressing room at South Run Recreation Center.  My thoughts were confirmed when I saw another naked man standing over me as he asked, “Hey, buddy.  You OK?”
My arms were still dangling, but my mind was racing.  “I must be in really bad shape!  That guy coming up to me violates one of the rules of the code of the west in gyms, namely that naked guys do not make small talk with each other unless one of them is close to death, or gay.”  People have crazy thoughts when death is hovering nearby.
I survived that night, but only after a harrowing ride via 911 to the local emergency room where a team of doctors and nurses saved my life.  I had been in cardiac fibrillation due to a rare disease called cardiac sarcoidosis.  The following day surgeons performed open heart surgery on me to have a cardiac defibrillator installed.  It kept me alive the next two years. [How times change.  Now the surgery is far simpler and does not require open heart.]
By June 1994, the sarcoidosis was literally killing me.  I could no longer walk across a room without gasping for breath.  The defibrillator was firing as often as six times a day to bring my failing heart out of a dangerously high rhythm. I assumed that I would not last the month.  

My doctors placed me on the transplant list in the hope that I would stay alive until a new heart could be found.  For the next three months, I barely clung to life.  Then, on September 9, a woman named Monica died after suffering a brain aneurysm.  Her family donated her organs.  I received her heart.

That totally unselfish gift has given me 13 years of wonderful memories.  I have seen my son marry, all three children graduate from college, and a granddaughter born.  My wife and I have traveled throughout the world.  But I have also tried to somehow return the favor given to me by Monica’s family in that terrible moment following her death.  I have dedicated myself to assisting others, starting with the thousands of students and young athletes I have taught.  I preach the benefits and wonders of organ transplantation to whoever will listen.
Nothing dramatic happened during my recent visit to that bench here at South Run.  The demons which have afflicted me so long ago now backed off.  I could lie on that bench and smile while wondering what other miracles lay ahead.  
I thought you might like to know.
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