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AYBBMYEIPHANYISHQTHEMAH.

All T know is that it still hasn’t arrived. '
I’vegnttenlotsofothermaﬂrelatedmmy '
hosp:tahzahon,mchsdmganeatlltﬂeMed A

But that eplphany? Nowhere to be seen.

Iﬁgurel’mmpposedtohaveone Doem’tﬂmt

come along with almost o
One day in August, my h

Eachtlme,lgutajmnpm:ttogetltbeatmgagam
‘Two questions I'll answer right away:

@ No, I don’t know if somebody yelled, “Clear!>—as |
they do on television — whentheystuckthepad

dles on my chest. I was out at the time.

@ Sorry, but Idon’t headmgtoabnghthght_
Since returning to work in September, I have re-

counted my life-threatening experience several

times. Nomatte:howoftenltell;t,memmm'ies-i

su]lhaveamm'ealquahtg

Onemnnm:ﬂwastgmgonahosmtalbed acou-

ple of days after having been admitted to treat
pneumonia, antsy about going home. Doctors had
noted an irregular heartbeat.

Next thing I knew, I was being wheeled some-
where, and all these people were hovering over me.
I think I heard something about my heart Having

‘stopped. I wasn't manypauLWhmIgm done being
fore.

Iwasscaredmawayl'dnzverheenbe—

A nurse with an extremely calmma_nnerwas tell-
ing me again what happened. Her calin helped calm
me, My wife arrived, and next thing I knew, I was

stopped four times.
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crying. Out of fear? Out of guilt for what I was put-
hnghertluuugh’outmt‘wnrryforwhat the bill
‘would be for all this?

Then — Fm not sure if it was a half-hour, hour or |
two hours later — my heart stopped again. Actually,
twice, as I subsequently found out. -

My wife was right next to the bed when it hap-.

pened the second time. Afterlcameto she was

right there, Evennow,lcan‘tbehevehawcnmposed
she seemed. But even now, she can’t talk about
what she was feeling.

Wedeudedlwoﬂdtramfertumhml{opklmﬂo&
pital. While in the ambulance, about 10 min

sume regular activities as soon as I felt up to it.
means a return to pickup basketball, but I won't
playing defense, rel ing or passing. Of course,
that’s how I've always pla . e

from Hopkins, it happened one last time. So, ml NEXT THING | KNEW, | WAS

suppose I could say that drive literally was a heart:
stopping trip.

" BEING WHEELED SOMEWHERE';

Once I'was at Hopkins carducmtenswecareumt, AND ALL THESE PEOPLE WERE

i mam o g o 8 e n HOVERING OVERME.

My wife arrived. Soon after, my daughter and son
were in the room, accompanied by their mother
( vnfe)andherboymend.uywrfesdemamr

no panic. My kids were visibly shaken. My
daughter, 23, was da at tears. My son, 18, main-
tained his usual stoic countenance, but I could see
that,be!nndhmeyes hewassu'ugghngtocontajn
his emotions.

Then a doctor appeared to deliver the news, My
_hearthadareachontoampleoftheantitnuncs :
was gven for pneumonia. “This isn’t going to kill

you,” the cardiologist said. Sometlungelsezsmmg

' tokill you, but not this.”
~_I'spent the next nine days at Hopkins, undergoing

three surgical procedures, seeing a parade of white-
coated doctors and doctors—imrammg, getting prod-
ded by various technicians and being attended to by
a diverse group of nurses who seemed to have little

incommonoﬂlerthénﬂmlrdhcmtyandunfaﬂmg
. good humor, 3

1 left Hopkins with adefibrillator implanted i mmy
chest, advice on eating healthy, the suggestion I
dmpsome we:ghtandthe gmdmrd thatTcould re-

t.:hange' playmgbaskntb&llandno
changemme Itdxdn’thappenwhenltm'ned'k;
earhertlusyearandsofarthmexpemme .
done it either.
For family, friends, colleagues, the good news
is that I survived. The bad
not a better Ray. Which — among other things ~—
gﬁ:nsldm’tgetawhulelutmmuﬂmspe_
tlus

some ay, when I ll)ﬂ]ig
backmtohlsbugeyesl find my epiphany. il
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