

[image: Cover]



DESIGN

FOR THE

CURE


ALSO BY JOSHUA HOLMES

GRAND MAL

SEIZURE

STATUS

TRIGGER

DESIGN TO KILL

DESIGN FOR JUSTICE

DESIGN TO ESCAPE

DESIGN FOR HONOR

DESIGN FOR POWER

MEMORY LAPSE

SHATTERED LUNG

PAINTING THE WHOLE PICTURE: PORTRAIT OF AN ARTIST WITH EPILEPSY


DESIGN

FOR THE

CURE

by

Joshua Holmes

JAHbookdesign | York, PA


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, or persons, living or dead is coincidental.

Visit Joshua Holmes at

www.behance.net/Artman706 and

www.jahbookdesign.com

Printed in the United States of America First Edition: August 2021

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Copyright © 2021 by Joshua Holmes. All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

All rights reserved.

ISBN-13: 9781697427547

ISBN-10:

Cover Design by Joshua Holmes


DEDICATIONS

This book is dedicated to my

Parents and Grandparents


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Just a quick note to my readers: After finishing my biography, Painting The Whole Picture: Portrait of an Artist with Epilepsy, I made it my 2019 goal to offer all my novels in audiobook format. I achieved that goal (with the help of several talented readers) and assisted several others edit and publish their works, and then I was ready to return to writing.

Long story short, once you’ve published your life story, it is hard to jump into fiction suspense. That is, unless you have a good idea you feel connected to and that you feel your audience can connect to.

After my Christian faith was tested, following a barrage of seizures, a subsequent broken hand, and several hospital stays, I asked myself what if? What if there was a cure for epilepsy? I considered the implications. And the thought excited me, a potential subject for Remi Painter and friends of The Design Series to explore.

I am aware of the vast epilepsy community that struggles with the condition, with the absence of reliable answers.

And I included additional personal scenes. Perhaps exploring the possibilities offers healing to the hurting. Thus the start of my book, Design For The Cure.

I hope you enjoy.

Thanks for your support.

—Josh


PROLOGUE

OVERNIGHT STAY

At one a.m. Wednesday morning they finally wheeled me out of the ER into my assigned room on the fifth floor. The nice section of York Hospital, they promised.

“Here we are,” said the CNA with one last push on the rolling bed. “The floor nurses are expecting you. They will take it from here.”

Already, I had been there five exhausting hours, endured numerous similar interviews, blood tests, the stroke protocols, the CAT scan, the EKG.

“Well you have a good one,” I said, bracing myself. “More medics to talk to, I guess.”

I spoke to a technician, an intern, a triage head, a neurologist, the list went on. They all seemed nice, but, bottom line, my epilepsy was an ambiguous condition, and people rarely knew how to approach it. Even the experts.

I avoided hospitals at all costs, if possible, but four consecutive grand mal seizures, four hard falls, and four injuries causing me to feel weak on my right side left me no choice. Tuesday night, I admitted myself for observation.

I thought I’d chat with a doctor, receive a quick check up and diagnosis, and walk out before midnight. Still early enough to go home, get my evening dosage, and call it a night. But I was wrong.

It turned into this drawn out ordeal, each specialist dialing a new cell phone number, on a mission to discover the next step and intent to give me an MRI despite the fact I had a Vagus Nerve Stimulator (VNS) wire scarred into my neck.

Even as the nurses and assistants took my blood pressure and offered enormous potassium pills with diet ginger ale. After which, I downed my regular seizure meds, I hoped, to protect me amidst the surrounding stimulation.

And now, Esther, the thick, stern, head floor nurse, said, “You able to walk over here on your own, hon? To this bed?”

Gayle, the thinner, timid assistant, said, “We will help, if not.”

“I can manage.”

Ill-fitted in my hospital garb, I crawled onto the stationary, automated bed and leaned back, the call button remote draped over the padded guardrails and resting at my hand.

Satisfied, Esther organized my belongings and then scrawled her name in bold on a marker board on the wall. Gayle affixed a small, cursive signature.

I wasn’t allowed to get up without assistance. So I sat there, my bladder full, feeling dirty and exposed.

I looked for the cell phone and book I brought for such occasions. But the book was out of reach, and my cell phone was dead.

Time stood still, and all the trauma I’d been through came rushing back at me in torrents.

The repeated head hits against my kitchen cabinet baseboards, the broken glasses, the wrestling match with the living room carpet. The spine slams against tub and toilet base.

I closed my eyes, willing it away. I was at peace with my condition, and yet the clusters depleted my energy. And the gravity of my shaking seizures, the postictal fight with my own body, the breathing difficulty, emerged in the silence, a tease.

I swallowed the growing lump in my throat. Wiped away frustration at the corners of my eyes.

The light above flooded the room, a sterile, blue-green hue reflecting off the hard surfaces. My vision faded in and out, eventually into a blur.

The latest political controversy whispered on the TV overhead. I asked Gayle to turn it off, and soon after, I drifted away.

*

Four o’clock a.m. Two hours of rest later.

Like a garbage bag, the bed sheet crinkled around the bulge at the center of the mattress. I rolled onto my side, hoping to silence the sound and slip back into sleep.

I was fatigued and yet wide awake. Drained but anticipating the next round of medical staff to emerge and continue the same procedures I sadly knew all too well.

Sleep wouldn’t come, so I sat up and filled out my hospital meal form. A pretty decent menu. I then located my cell phone on a corner table, fully charged, thanks to Esther, who found a stray Apple cable.

I glanced over my email and social media accounts. I had to see whether or not either my friends Marshal and Lela Houston or Jethro Silva texted. Whether any of my clientele reached out to me about a publishing project or design job.

I had a busy year of freelance work. Like the previous nine years working for myself. Many personal design accomplishments. Published books. Developed websites. Formatted manuscripts. Online and print advertisements.

Work demands settled in the last several days, though, and I didn’t notice any new matters to address. So, I instead updated confidants of my current situation.

Within minutes, a phlebotomist knocked on my door.

“Good morning Remi. I have to take a blood sample.”

“You’ll want my left side,” I said. “Seems to be the more reliable one.”

Two other phlebotomists managed a painless withdrawal midway up my arm. This one, however, jammed a needle into the top of my hand. Three vials of blood later, she capped the tubes and packed her gear.

I ran the bruised hand through my mangled, dark hair. I might seize, considering I hadn’t eaten any food except a pack of peanut butter, I hadn’t achieved much shut-eye, and I was due for my morning dose of time-release pills in less than an hour.

I pressed the call button and expressed my concerns to Esther.

“I’ve been on the phone with the pharmacy for the last hour, Remi. Doing all I can. But having trouble with your records.”

Unassured, I said a quick prayer and took deep breaths to appease my growing anxiety.

*

Breathing and praying helped me this past year when auras and cluster seizures seemed inevitable. But not in the hospital room that morning.

I unhooked my heart monitor and got to the bathroom. That relieved my angst, but upon return to bed, my stay went south.

My auras didn’t always imply ensuing grand mal seizures. Sometimes they did. But recently, since I changed my diet, the auras manifested less through sensations in my eyes, yet in numbers with a promise of more to come.

Enough anxiety lingered it sustained a steady stream of sensation. A fluid, moving wave immersed me as the storm grew within.

I tried eating a second peanut butter pack to ward off the auras, but I dropped it as soon as I lifted it from the food table.

In my head, I knew what happened. I watched this play out many times. From behind a soundproof barrier, it felt.

I wanted to warn the nurses. I wanted to motion a signal. And yet my words wouldn’t come. My limbs had minds of their own.

Would the heart monitor warn them for me?

The observant passerby typically identified my light grunt in the quiet, the warning sign. But silence overwhelmed floor five all night, and the medical staff didn’t hear a thing.

*

The doctors, nurses, and assistants saw my head twist back as the eye of the storm within hovered.

One by one, they ran into my room like a team entering a stadium, their stethoscopes bouncing, their white jackets flailing.

York Hospital was a teaching hospital. And I would be one of their lessons.

Muddled conversation replaced the silence.

A heavy sense of resolve pushed them into their practiced procedures. First the nurses, but then the residents, the doctor on call, some specialists.

I shook hard. All over but mostly on my right side, where I dealt with cerebral palsy. The guardrail pads served their purpose, as I ricocheted off them both.

Each medic took their station, to the left and right of the bed. They served in their individual capacities, be it as an extra hand or intentional observer.

To Gayle, Esther said, “He’s coming off a cluster of grand mals. We can’t allow him to go into status.”

“We going to give him Lorazepam?”

“If it goes any longer than five minutes, yes.”

“I’ll go get the serum.”

Please no, I thought.

And then my world went dark.

I came to moments later. Disoriented yet cognizant. The shaking subsided, thank God. Before Esther injected me with Lorazepam, too. But so did my motor skills. My body parts, my torso, even my head, all unmoving, resistant.

It felt as though a tree had fallen on top of me. Pinning me in the storm like a deer that failed to jump out of the way. I panted and tried to get up off my back, an impossible feat though it might be.

All form of rational reasoning escaped me. I pushed on adrenaline. In preservation mode. The worst part of the seizure for me. I continued fighting it.

“Lay back, Remi.”

“I can’t breathe. I have to get up.”

“Calm down. It is all right. And please stay where you are.”

As if I could do as directed in that moment.

“Please,” I said.

“Do you want water?”

“No,” I said with a headshake. Although I might have wanted some. I struggled to make decisions after any seizure.

My eyes drifted past the immediate group surrounding me, to a duo of doctors—possibly residents—at the end of the bed having a separate somber conversation.

The one, a shaggy-haired, white guy. The word Russel inscribed on his collar. The other, dark-skinned, South American perhaps. The word Astevan sown on his lapel. They each glanced at my chart as they spoke in hushed tones.

A fog gnawed at me, and yet I drowned out the rest, tuning in to a different frequency. I could just make out what they said.

“Such a shame,” said Astevan. “What’s happening here.”

“A travesty, yes,” said Russel.

“Look at his history!”

“As colorful as can be.”

“The kid’s drug levels are through the roof.”

“In toxic range.”

“Is there any guarantee they could have controlled this last seizure?”

“A chance,” said Russel. “There’s never any guarantee.”

Astevan spoke lower. “As you know, I was diagnosed with epilepsy, too.”

“Yes. When you were a boy in Peru.”

“When this happened to me in my home country? All they did was give me Kambo.”

They what? I thought. Had I heard correctly? They gave him Kambo? Did he suggest there was another answer? A cure for epilepsy?

*


PART ONE

A CLEAN SHOT

“Change angles or even change the subject around until you get a clean shot.”

— Marc Silber —


CHAPTER ONE

CLEARER

“Can I make this any clearer?” I said to Gayle, who looked on in shock at the edge of my hospital room. She was a sweet girl but new to the game. Frail. And new to people who preferred moving on with their lives.

“I’m not staying in this hospital another night. For that matter, another several hours. I want to get out of here ASAP.”

I overheard something, yes. A life-changing admission. That was part of it. By now, though, I also lost my patience. My body and mind returned to me forty minutes after the seizure. The nurses checked on me every once in a while. Removed leftovers from my breakfast. Opened the window curtains. Stuff to improve my stay. But what was everybody else doing? For the second time, I looked over my phone under the glaring lights. And then I decided enough was enough.

I got up, changed out of my garb, back into my regular clothes, and sat on a recliner to the left of the bed. I shook my head.

Gayle sat across from me like a teacher before a student explaining the difference between good and bad. “You had a heavy seizure. After a cluster of seizures, I might add. And the neurologists believe you should have an MRI.”

I pulled down my shirt collar, revealing the thin slice by my throat, the thick scar on my chest, the hanging wire beneath my skin. “You see the problem with that is I have a Vagus Nerve Stimulator in my neck. A coil scarred into my nerve! For twenty years they told me an MRI would choke me!”

Gayle patted her own chest before looking away.

“Well the VNS Panel would be there to keep an eye out.”

Releasing the collar, covering my battle wounds, I shook my head harder. The device was supposed to stop the seizures and never did. It wasn’t about to harm me in a hospital.

“Forgive me Gayle, but do you honestly think a panel to witness me choking justifies the risk? Makes me feel any better?”

“Oh. I missed that part.”

“A pretty big piece. Not to mention a leaky VNS device already choked me and damaged my throat. Although I appreciate your attempt to understand.”

“My pleasure, Remi.”

I felt as though I wrapped up a design consult, summarized the design elements included in a package, the services my clients requested of me, and declined an offer.

“So, basically, we are waiting for me to undergo a procedure that’s potentially dangerous. I’m sorry Gayle, but I’m not doing it. Please cancel it.”

“I’ll tell Esther.”

*

Esther lumbered in a moment later. She grimaced but grasped the situation. “So Gayle tells me you want to leave.”

I sat still so as not to set off the alarm. Even though I felt antsy, beyond ready to leave this joint.

“Yes,” I said. “Immediately please. I’m not ignoring years of advice because a new neurologist is on duty. Nothing personal.”

“No offense taken.”

Esther pulled out my belongings bag again. Stuffed it with packaged food and hygiene items I could use at home.

“It’s not like they will stop my seizures. I just wanted to know why I felt weak on my right side.”

“They could assist with a better medicine routine.”

“I’ve worked on that for forty years, Esther. Tried every experiment and time arrangement possible.”

“I see.”

“It was the weakness in my body that concerned me. And now that’s feeling better since I massaged my neck and backbone.”

“And your strength has returned?”

“I don’t feel such a weight on my shoulders.”

“Well, that’s good news.”

“Could have gone to a chiropractor, really.”

“You could have.”

“So you can help me?”

“I don’t recommend it, Remi. But I can assemble your release forms. Have you waive the medical advice to stay until further notice.”

“I hear the counsel, but I’ll be on my way.”

Esther raised a toothbrush and toothpaste tube in the air. “You want these?”

“Sure. Why not?” I said. “Thank you.”

“They’ll be on top.”

“I see them there. Great.”

She then retrieved the release forms and placed them on the side table. “If you sign here, I will call the Transport team to wheel you downstairs and outside.”

I positioned the paper and scrawled that signature like an artist starting a new pastel piece, enthusiasm evident in the wild curves. “Gladly.”

“And do you have a ride?”

“I’ll find one.”

Esther exited the room. She gave me time to search my phone and locate someone willing to pick me up. I hadn’t spoken with Marshall and Lela for a few days, but I scheduled a lunch date with them for today. And I assumed they received my updates regarding the hospital stay. I figured they would come get me, no hesitation to speak of.

“Any way you can swing around and get me at the hospital?” I said to Lela. “Perhaps we can try that diner across the street?”

“No problem, Remi,” said Lela. “No problem at all. We wanted to see you today anyway.”

“If we can figure out the construction and parking garage,” said Marshall. “We’ll meet you in fifteen at the front entrance.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said. “See you soon.”

It took fifteen minutes for the Transport team—technically one member of the team—to show with a wheelchair. Sitting, placing my feet in the metal, fold-down rests, I relived other days in the last forty years I endured this exact process. All because nothing worked. And I feared more of the same.

I entertained a fleeting hope for my future, though—a seizure-free life, away from hospitals, devoid of injury and fear. If not gifted me by my Creator through immediate healing, then through a non-medicinal cure, no matter its origin or whereabouts.

Wouldn’t it be wild if it was out there? A feat to find it?

I left on this note. Against medical advice, but at last free.

*


CHAPTER TWO

DISCHARGE

Casey Gray preferred York Hospital’s fifth floor. One through four presented memorable types now and again, she once told me, but five? It was older than the rest of the hospital, it drew the unique cases, and preceded the interesting stories for as long as she could remember.

Now thirty-eight, she had perfected the formalities and even variations. She usually greeted her unique patients, however, with a dark-haired bob, bright green eyes, a cheery grin, and an animated “Are you ready to go?” And then, patient aboard, she released the locks, circled the pick up spot, and started in the opposite direction at a nice pace.

Often times, she lit up like she did in the morning with her children—a girl and a boy, she bragged—with a juvenile excitement that encouraged them to ready for school.

She didn’t light up, however, when she first saw me. For that matter, she only spoke a few required words. She knew me from childhood. I was a little older. We’d gone to the same church and even played together. Got along fine until life took us in different directions.

I went off to AI-York for design and she went to York Vo-Tech for nursing. We both worked hard in our respective, academic programs. Each of us hoping Career Services successfully placed us somewhere.

And then we hadn’t seen each other for our entire young adult lives. She knew I dealt with epilepsy and figured, one day, she would assist me in this capacity.

Casey friended me on Facebook, like everyone did. Viewed my profile and work posts. Expected I had seen her profile and work posts, as well. I accomplished a lot, as documented on my resumé. She had too.

It would have been a typical discharge were I in the mood. But I’d been through a lot during my stay. Little sleep. A heavy seizure. Excess treatment attention. And then I heard a comment she couldn’t fathom.

In the time she worked here, she witnessed her fair share of mistreatment and leaked information. But last night?

Had her team hinted at activity on the fifth? And did she manage a front row seat at the horror show surrounding me? Around that South American guy, Astevan?

I recognized her, she noted, when we first locked eyes. Well, I considered her sisters (as they were also hospital employees), but I was presently distracted. While situating myself in the wheelchair, I offered a tired smile only to stare off in deep thought.

From a distance, I looked back at her a couple more times. To confirm I had seen right. After which, I returned to my long lost place.

Casey wheeled me down one hallway and halfway around another when I emerged entirely from my trance. I had enough reflection just then.

Facing the back of the elevator, I said, “We know each other, right? Last name is Gray?”

Pressing the first floor button, she said, “We do. Casey Gray.”

“Ah! Casey. I knew that. Been what? Almost twenty years?”

“About twenty, yes.”

“And your parents are good?”

“Yeah. Doing pretty good.”

“The same for your sisters?”

“Yeah. They’re doing fine.”

“So how long have you been on the Transport team?” I said. “A while?”

“A number of years.”

“Great.”

“Which exit do you prefer?”

“The closest exit,” I said. “How about the main lobby?”

“We can do that.”

Casey turned left instead of right on the ground floor. She pushed me at a quicker pace through the lobby. Smoothly, she rolled me toward the automatic double doors.

Casey then parked me out of the way, where I waited again in peace. And just like that, she went back inside.

*


CHAPTER THREE

FREE

“Pastor Kennedy is free of this world,” said Lincoln Harris of See Thru, Inc., dark hair slicked back, again in a black suit and sunglasses at the same hospital. “But a loss is a loss. For those of us still here.”

“Of all people, too,” said Dirk Harris, Lincoln’s brother, inspecting his bulky albeit chilled biceps, then pushing a stray blond hair out of his face.

“The pastor.”

“Yeah. I didn’t anticipate this one.”

“It feels different when a leader goes.”

They expected deaths in their line of work. Some, though, caught them by surprise. Like the guy in the dumpster at The Hunger House. Or those who perished in the bombing case at the Appell Center for the Performing Arts. Or the guy who died last fall playing Fantasy Football.

In an isolated case, Kennedy was at the wrong place at the wrong time. In his church during an attempted burglary gone awry. And he took a bullet protecting the sanctuary.

“He won’t greet at the door or preach at the pulpit anymore. Lead worship on stage.”

“Perhaps in heaven,” said Lincoln. “Worshipping in a better setting.”

“Still.” Dirk pounded his fist. “Doesn’t help that we knew the suspected shooter. That we didn’t catch him. That Kennedy died on our watch.”

“No.”

They preferred to stay in Yoe, Pennsylvania, at headquarters, in the home attic, throwing around ideas with Dakota—Dirk’s wife, Lincoln’s sister-in-law, and the third member of the firm—as the poodle terrier ran desk to desk. But tragedies occurred, and they had to take the good with the bad.

Lincoln especially knew this. Fifty years old next month, he thought more deeply about all their roles. Dirk, at forty-eight, frequently angry, could be juvenile and impulsive, acting as a bodyguard and intimidator. And Dakota, forty-seven, completed the research and background work behind the scenes, even as she dreamed of opening her own salon, applied make up and modeled her red hair.

So Harris managed the company image, spoke and presented on the firm’s behalf, and made the tough trips.

“These are the worst kinds of visits. Second to informing a victim’s husband or wife at home.”

“Casualties are a part of the job, brother.”

“I get it,” said Dirk. “But of all the days I’ve joined you on the job. It had to go like this? A piece of me held out hope.”

The pastor was alive when they arrived. In a medically-induced coma to allow for a possible recovery. But his prognosis looked bleak. Thirty minutes later, they received the sad news.

Each man sat in the York Hospital vestibule, emotional about the passing, yet proud, trying to exude confidence in a moment of vulnerability.

They were detectives, after all. The York County Police assigned them jobs either beyond their jurisdiction or to stay off the radar.

Objectivity proved an easier task at the actual crime scene. Even if they interacted with the guilty and observed grisly details.

“I had a feeling about this case though.”
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