
October 10, 2020 

Up, Up, and Away 
 

A final thought before beginning the 105-mile drive to Ft. Lauderdale Airport at 5:30am. 
 

Lots of talk about Covid-19 this week thanks to the unnerving news that the President is dealing 

with his personal encounter with the pandemic. What I get from all the medical chatter is that 

there is no cure. When someone recovers from Covid-19, it is not the end of the story, as issues 

can go one for many years. 
 

I went to the internist on Thursday. He reviewed all the data from the blood work he had ordered. 

He said all the numbers were fine. One minor exception was that my sugar level was slightly 

elevated, but within the parameters of my previous blood tests. He checked my lungs. They were 

clear. He listened to me heart. It was fine.  
 

The doctor surprised me when he said that he had contracted Covid-19. He was dreadfully sick 

for nearly two weeks. His symptoms did not include breathing problems. 
 

The doctor wanted me to come back in four months for a full physical exam. He ordered a slew 

of tests, including stool and urine samples. He will do an EKG. This gives me pause. I have never 

had a full physical exam in my life and I’m not inclined to start now. I’ll think about it.  
 

I’m not sure how I recovered from my battle with Govid-19. I’m very reluctant to speak in terms 

of Divine intervention; thought I do sincerely thank God that I recovered. All I know is that I was 

dreadfully sick, thought I was going to die, yet I got up off the couch after a horrific week and got 

right back to work, albeit slowly for a week or two, but then it was full steam ahead, with nonstop 

long days without a day off for many months, not even during my monthly jaunts to Florida. I 

do no experience any linger effects. 

 


