APPENDIX D - CHRONOLOGY
Saturday, July 24, 2010 - Char and I traveled from the Congos to Pretoria having completed two exhausting months of conference work

Monday, September 13, Tuesday, September 14 - We departed from Pretoria in the evening on Monday headed for Israel for a break - We arrived in Tiberius via Tel Aviv the evening of Tuesday
Saturday, October 30 - We stopped at about 9:30 am at the Emergency Unit of the Baruch Padeh Medical Center in Poriya on our way to worship nearby. We were scheduled to depart for a conference series in Rwanda from November 1 until December 6. After extensive blood tests and an X-ray and being given preliminary diagnosis as having malaria I was admitted to the internal medicine unit of the hospital. Sitting up and chatting with visitors I seemed to be okay.
Sunday, October 31 - I spent the day declining in strength and the ability to breathe. By evening I was gasping for each breath and breathing very quickly. Attempts to affix a mask to my face brought terror to me. I really worked to cooperate, but was not receiving enough air. I was moved to the Intensive Cardiac Care Unit (ICCU) where I was given oxygen, then Morphine to calm me. I slept through the night. Throughout the night Char made several calls to the ICCU. Each time nurses reported I was resting.
Monday, November 1 - In the morning I seemed to be improved and was moved to the Intensive Care Unit (ICU ) so they could still monitor my vital signs; this day three X-rays were taken, two in the morning and one in the evening. As the afternoon progressed, I struggled more and more to breathe. The doctor informed me that in addition to pneumonia I also had Acute Respiratory Distress Syndrome (ARDS). I called Char to tell her. That evening after my visitors who had come to pray for me left, at about 8:30 p.m., I was told I would be put to sleep and that I would wake up with ventilator tubes in my throat. I went into a medically induced coma for about 46 hours. During the second hour of the coma I experienced on-again, off-again ventricle tachycardia—in my case a heart rate of 200 beats per minute.    
Tuesday, November 2 - I don’t remember this day except that in my drugged condition I thought I was held in bed in a military hospital by a net which held my head. In reality, I was simply lying in the bed with multiple needles in both arms to allow for intravenous feeding, administering various drugs, and periodic blood extraction. I also had tubes in my nose and throat. Midday, meanwhile when Char talked with the Doctor he said if our sons wanted to visit with their father they could come. Then she asked, “Is he good?” He answered, “He is better, but he is not good.” (He did not mention my ventricle tachycardia.) Based on this information, our two sons, Dan and Joel, decided that Dan would make the trip representing both of them. Joel prepared to come later if it became necessary.
Wednesday, November 3 - Our son, Dan, arrived from Canada that evening, and stood by my bedside along with Char.  It was then, after 46 hours in a coma, I began to awaken only slightly as Dan spoke to me, and I recognized his voice. In this semi-conscious state – they told me later – I could only communicate by flickering my eyebrows or left hand.  Meanwhile, I also had to fight to keep from going crazy with the tickling in my throat."   

Thursday, November 4 - At mid-day, following Dan’s lead, we tried to communicate by my responding to each letter of the alphabet as Dan attempted to get information from me. It seems to me that this day was a turning point. At noon I was responding to the medication and by evening I moved my arms.
Friday, November 5 - The ventilator was removed at 3:00 p.m. and I was told I would begin recovery and therapy the next day. I began to talk again with a very raspy voice as soon as the ventilator was removed.

 Saturday, November 6 - Physical therapy began with breathing exercises. It took me 6 minutes assisted by the nurses to get out of bed; and then I sat in a chair for about 5 hours. My intestinal movements began.

Sunday, November 7 - I received my second lesson in physical therapy exercise. I got out of bed in only 1 minute and sat in a chair for about 6 hours. 
Monday, November 8 - I was still in the ICU and met my third physical therapist and did more serious breathing exercises. I moved back to the Internal Medicine Unit, and began to walk to the Nurses’ desk about 14 meters from my bed.
Tuesday, November 9 - I was told I would be released that day, but the medical release forms were not complete. I was asked to stay for another day. I learned later that the Dr. wanted to observe me one more day. During that night Dan traveled from Tiberius to Tel Aviv. He departed for Canada at 6:30 a.m. the next morning. 
Wednesday, November 10 – I was told about ovale malaria, malaria eggs which would produce yet another generation of malaria, that remained in my liver. I received careful instruction to continue to take this medication for 13 more days and was released from the Hospital about 7 p.m.
Thursday, November 11 - Char and I returned to the hospital to receive the supply of ovale malaria medicine and took photos of and with hospital personnel in a personal victory march. I was very weak in my body and had to walk at a slow pace, but I was well. I continued my breathing and walking exercises during that walk and also later in our apartment. 
I concluded that I had a choice: I could either begin to take it easy in life; or, if I wanted to, I could again use free weights, stretch, walk, eventually run and become strong in body again. I decided to pursue the latter.
Friday, November 12 – I rested and sent email thank you notes and an outline of The Malaria Survivor to friends.

Saturday, November 13 – Char and I worshiped with a group of believers, rested, and sent more thank you emails and the outline of The Malaria Survivor to friends.
Sunday, November 14 - I began to write The Malaria Survivor, Lessons for Life Learned Near Death.
