Medical Issues. Part 2

Medical Issues Part One had four chapters and I thought that I was finished. I won’t bother to divide this into chapters and I hope you understand. You really don’t have to read this, you know.

We spent much of May, 2015 in Austria, returning on May 21st. My six month cardiologist visit fell on May 27 and included a standard EKG. There were a couple of irregular bumps on the graph, so the Doctor ordered a stress test for June 24. On June 11, we flew to our daughter and family in Lake Elsinore, California, returning on the 16th. 

The first Stress Test was in 2005 when I had a heart attack on the treadmill. They sent me to Cooper for a heart catheterization which led to open-heart-surgery with quadruple bypasses. My second Stress Test took place on March 17, 2008. I was the first customer in line on a Monday morning and the guy who injected the radioactive juice into my arm had an obvious hangover. When I mentioned this to him, he admitted that he was out late partying and had trouble staying awake! Another year passed and I was scheduled for a third stress test on June 18, 2009. They got the radio-active juice into my arm okay and I was sent to wait the prescribed time in a room before getting on the treadmill. A nurse came in and said that she was sorry, but the treadmill had broken down and I needed to drive to their Marlton office for the rest of my test. I told her. "I am not driving 40-45 minutes for that. There are unused treadmills right next door in the hospital. She said, "No, it has to be done in one of our offices." I then told her that she should take the syringe and tube out of my arm so I could go home. After a long argument, I said, "Either you take it out or I will do it myself. I am NOT going to Marlton!" She removed it, but they probably charged the insurance. 

We flew to Austria on May 7, 2015 and returned on the 21. My regular cardiologist visit was on May 27. The cardiologist said he wanted me to get another Stress Test and I balked. He finally talked me into getting a Stress Echo Doppler which doesn't require the nuclear juice. The date was set for June 19, 2015  because we had tickets for California from June 11- 16 and I had a dermatologist appointment June 18. 

The dermatologist checked both of us for suspicious spots. She said that Verna was in great shape (I could have told her that!) but I got the full treatment - Nitro spray in several places and four biopsies, the results of which I received later. 
The following day, June 19, was my Stress Echo Doppler and I flunked! The Echo Doppler pictures showed a serious problem with blood flow in one chamber of the heart, so a cardiologist was called in. He said that I should be feeling chest pain or shortness of breath, but I felt fine! He ordered a heart catheterization for Wednesday, June 24, 2015, so I had to re-schedule a dentist visit. 

Tuesday, June 23 was a lovely, sunny day without a single medical visit, but I spent most of the day at a computer. Around 5:00 p.m. the sky got dark and the wind began howling like I have seldom heard, even worse than Hurricane Sandy! The rain fell in sheets and just after 6:00 p.m. the Channel 6 weatherman lost his weather map. And then everything went black in our house. We had no power! A few minutes later, we lost signal on our cell phone.

Wednesday morning at 5:00 a.m., the power was still off, so I got out our generator and charged the refrigerator and freezer for three hours. Because I was not allowed to pull-start a generator, I woke up a neighbor for that task. As payment, we hooked their house onto the generator as well. At 9:30 a.m. we left for Cooper Hospital.

I thought it was a nice coincidence that I had already been scheduled to get blood work on Monday, June 22. The hospital would be delighted to have a fresh report. Not so! Cooper was not content with my bloodwork and ordered a more complete test before they could do the heart cath. The operation went smoothly. I got a local and was conscious for the duration. The surgeon told me that one of the four bypasses installed in August, 2005 was entirely blocked. If there had been even a 90% blockage, they could have given me a stent. The hospital released me at 5:30 p.m. because I had been living with that condition for some time already. I suspicion that it was also because they don't want people to die in their care! It is bad for their reputation.

My cardiologist explained later that the reason I had not had pain or shortness of breath was probably because I have a leaky heart valve. Also, other blood vessels had taken over some of the distribution duties, so I didn't notice any problem. 

Because we had a good signal on our cell phone at Cooper Hospital, Verna called our daughter in California, our pastor and my brother David, to let them know that we were on our way home. I was okay. There was no answer on Dave's phone, so she left a message on his answering machine. It never occurred to her that she should have called his cell phone. Without electricity, he never got the message. Dave showed up on our doorstep at 7:00 Thursday morning to see if I was still alive! He was being hounded by everyone for information!

Because we were only one of a quarter million Atlantic City Electric customers without electricity, it didn't look promising. Thursday, we saw three work crews sitting in their trucks with flashing lights at the side of the road drinking coffee. According to  Atlantic City Electric Company, they were "assessing the damage". I told Verna that they should be required to take a coffee break once an hour to do some work. She didn't understand, so I explained.

When we arrived home from the hospital, power had been off over 24 hours and it was still off Thursday morning, when we drove to Philadelphia to pick up Ralph Jr. at the train station. We returned around 1:00 p.m. and there was no power, but the generator enabled me to start the computer and get connected to Comcast. We could at least send and receive email and make phone calls as long as the generator was running. Isn't technology amazing? 

The first phone call was from Cooper Hospital apologizing for not giving me a much-needed prescription. They faxed it to our CVS. The next call was a reminder of our doctor's appointment on Monday to get physicals. The doctor should be happy with two bloodwork reports!

Still without power Thursday night, we went to bed earlier than usual. At 10:30 p.m. the neighbor was pounding on our door to wake us up. He said we could turn off the generator because the power had been restored. It had been off 52 hours! It took me 15 minutes to shut down the generator, swap cables around and flip breakers. Then I went back to sleep. 

Friday and Saturday we had our Harvey Family reunion, a two-day affair with boating, tubing and water skiing at Somers Point near Ocean City on Friday and the reunion in the Grange Hall on Saturday. I had planned to stay home on Friday and keep the generator going, but since power was restored, I was able to go and watch the fun. I wasn't permitted to do anything strenuous like lifting anything in excess of 5 pounds or swimming. While we were at the beach, our power went out for another 8 hours, so make that 60 hours with no electricity. 

I was allowed to drive on Saturday. Verna baked her now-famous "man's cake" with no fancy icing but lots of big chunks of chocolate embedded in the cake! 
2015 was a good year, but 2016, 2017 and 2018 were even better with only normal medical issues for people my age.
In June, 2019, the doctor prescribed another Stress Test and I rebelled. He finally said that I could get a simpler Stress Echo Test without the radioactive stuff. It's called a Stress Echo. I still had to do the treadmill part, but he didn't tell me so I consented. I got the Stress Echo test June 10. My cardiologist showed concern and turned off the treadmill early. Then he set me up for another heart catheterization on June 24. 

Before that date arrived, I got the semi-annual body check of the dermatologist, Dr Warmuth on June 17, 2019. She took a biopsy and after lab work, said that I needed surgery for skin cancer behind my right ear. June 18th was another Echo Doppler and I finally got the heart catheterization June 24.  The dermatologist did "Mohs surgery" behind my ear on July 23, but I had to cancel a scheduled operation to have an epidermal cyst removed from the back of my neck. After reading articles on the internet about that procedure, I decided to do it myself. It was messy but successful.

At my November, 2019 check-up, the cardiologist said that my heart is weak from age, misses beats, has a leaky valve and a blocked bypass, but it isn't bad enough to warrant another operation. At 81 years of age, I was okay with that. Perhaps, to encourage me, he asked, “When was your heart surgery?”  I said it was in August 2005. He replied, “That is very good; most people who have that kind of surgery die within ten years.”

Ralph V Harvey, November, 2019 
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