
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Bad good bad

Chapter 1

Just picked up a car at the airport in Toronto.  They gave me a Camry this time, nice car, but I don’t enjoy driving anymore, especially in that kind of weather.  This will stop alternating between snow and rain once I head up north for sure, away from the lake effect.  December is here.

Big customer meeting, but I think I am ready.  Datacenter is too far out for a cab ride.  Whatever happened with that global warming thing... 

What now?  Big accident on the highway, everybody stopped.  Shoot that big truck following me...


Chapter 2

Where am I?  What is this place?  Not a hotel room... Hospital bed.  There must be a button somewhere to turn on the light or get somebody’s attention.  

“I see that you are awake, Mr Cole.  You have been lucky, we lost a few lives when that freighter slammed into your group of cars on the highway.  Black ice I guess.  Go easy on the light for now, it may give you a migraine.  You suffered a severe concussion.”

I see a mini Christmas tree on the table beside the bed.  “What day is it?  How long have I been here?”

“December 29.  You have been here a couple of weeks.  Your family got you transferred here, private clinic part of the Neocuris family, downtown Toronto.  Good  thing your employer has a great healthcare benefits plan, they cover all  the costs.  I am nurse Hanley, Jill, nightshift.  You probably want to call your family in the morning, we kept you in that artificial coma, you should fully recover, but we will monitor you over the next few months.”

Kevin:  “When can I expect to go home back in Montreal?”

Jill:  “Actually very soon, maybe in a couple of days.  See, they had to operate and remove some pressure in your brain.  They implanted a non-invasive monitoring chip to track your recovery inside your braincase.  You will be able to use your iPhone app to receive information from the chip and upload it to the secure patients vault over the internet.  We will need you to complete some forms here and authorize Neocuris to use this information, and you will be able to use the app to track your health metrics and be alerted if something is not right.”

Kevin:  “Wow!  Don’t think I’ve heard of those chips before.  Am I a bionic man or something like that now?”

Jill:  “Your family gave consent for you during your recovery, but we need your consent before you walk out if you still want to benefit from the vault.  The chip allowed us to have access to a very precise, real-time diagnostic so we could make the right decisions about your recovery program, at the right time.  Don’t worry, it is proven technology, we have been using the vault to track diabetes and epilepsy cases for a while.  Better diagnostics mean no overmedication and just-in-time remediation.  And full recovery for patients like you.  You family wanted to put all chances on your side.”


Chapter 3

In the morning, after being awake for most of the night, I got out of bed with the nurses assistance, walked around the room a bit, then the hall.  They have a gym, top notch clinic, and they told me I could start some light exercise tomorrow if I feel okay.  We called home to talk to my wife Carolyn and the kids Sophie, Jonathan and Isabelle, holiday school break.  I could hear they were crying, but very happy to hear my voice.  “I can’t wait to go back home and be with you.”  Didn’t I leave just yesterday?

Slowly, I started to remember the last few months and weeks prior to the blackout.  I could not remember what I was doing in Toronto.  Apparently my family and some colleagues visited during my recovery, I can tell by looking at the cards by the window.  When I turned on my iPhone, there was a thousand plus emails, many of them good words from everybody judging by the titles alone, I could not hope to process all those emails and texts in a timely fashion, and anyway my concentration was slowly getting better but still I could not focus on complex tasks yet.  Looking at my calendar, I could see I had a customer meeting outside of Toronto that day, and a note for a rental car reservation, but I could not remember I was there.

After a few days, I was ready to go home, and my wife Carolyn flew to the island airport to meet me at the clinic and escort me back home.  For me, it did not feel like a 3-week separation, but clearly it did for my wife.  Anyway I started to appreciate that I was still alive, that I had a beautiful family and a beautiful wife, they all need me.  It felt like we met for our second or third rendez-vous as young lovers almost 20 years ago.  No word said about it, but we both knew exactly what the plan was whenever we would find ourselves alone together again.  Electricity like we have not felt between the 2 of us in many years.  Blame it on routine and busy professional and family agenda.  Getting so close to losing each other, and it started to filter in for me too, it’s a wake-up call, suddenly you see through all of it, what matters.  Why we live.

On the way out, the clinic’s secretary helped me install the application on my iPhone, after I had to sign all kinds of paperwork.  A secret code allowed me to unlock the app, a confirmation email allowed me to activate it, and a simplified visual dashboard with lights all green indicated that my vital signs and brainwaves were all clear for the flight home.  She explained to me that the dashboard would still work in flight, but the data collected during the flight would be uploaded to the Neocuris patients vault only once my iPhone would reconnect to the internet.  While in the taxi to the airport, I heard a sound from my iPhone, pulled it out of my pocket.  A little star like beetle logo was now on my screen, and a welcome message to Neocuris patients vault displayed in a pop-up box.  I clicked the OK button, then another pop-up informed me that the latest update had been successfully installed. “Hey honey, I am patched.”  Carolyn’s probably didn’t catch that geek joke, or she didn’t care about what it meant, but I think she was just happy to welcome me back in her life.

I tried to use my credit card to pay the taxi driver who dropped us off at the airport.  I realized that I had no clue what my PIN was.  I was looking at the 3-digit security code at the back, but no that’s not it.  I entered that PIN like a robot 1000 times before, muscle memory.  But now it’s gone.  The cab driver jumped on the opportunity to ask for cash, but I tried to punch my PIN once, twice, then I took a deep breath, concentrated harder, it came back to me, the third attempt was a success.

Before we boarded at the airport, waiting in the lounge, we could just not leave each other.  Carolyn had so much to say about how she and the kids missed me, how everybody was very worried about me, but how grateful they were to the clinic’s doctors and nurses, how they took good care of me and reassured them once my recovery program was advanced enough.

What happened when I was out?  While Carolyn quickly went to the lady’s room, almost running so she would be back with me in no time, I quickly glanced at the TV screen up a post in the lounge.  Some newsreel channel was on, I could read some of the latest news.  Sydney Australia firework for the New Year, the Opera, Bondi beach swimmers, and other recycled news on this January 3.  The text news kept defiling at the bottom.  Big bank got compromised, big data breach, 25 000 credits cards had to be suspended.  Good thing that is not about my bank.  Well, another scare that my company is going to flash in PowerPoint in front of customers to convince them to buy the next killer app that will close that gap left in between last year 2 killer security apps they just bought from the competition.  Moving target.

The flight was smooth, despite some small bumps on the way up.  Carolyn showed me pictures of the kids next to the Christmas tree at home, each holding a piece of paper side by side with the words ‘Merry Christmas daddy, come home soon’.  We are lucky to have such good kids, still good in their teenage years.  No troublemaker like daddy was at their age.

The taxi stopped in front of our house, which is just outside of the main city, close to the airport so I can beat traffic when I need to fly.  I tried to use my credit card again, but the transaction was refused.  I finally had to settle with cash this time, Carolyn’s card was also not working.  And nevermind trying to remember the PIN on my corporate card, I never user it.  I looked at my iPhone, I saw a missed call with a 1-888 number and I assumed the bank tried to call me and suspended my card for some reason, probably a false positive again, but anyway I had other priorities right now vs calling the bank and drilling down over the phone with the bank clerk about why they think my card got compromised this time.  

I know those flowcharts they use to justify themselves, and the behavior pattern software that they use to spot suspicious transactions and block cards.  The last time I tripped the software by using the card to book 2 back to back hotels in Italy for the family vacation, and within five minutes the bank called.  No, that was me, not the bad guys.

...

They are in their teenage years, but tonight they are my babies again.  Hugs and kisses, the smiles on their faces.  Carolyn looking at the picture perfect family reunion with a big smile on her face.  Special night, they all get to stay up a little later, ordered some pizza and pasta exceptionally and I am sharing a few glasses of wine with Carolyn.  I am light headed very fast, I guess I have been away from drinking wine for several weeks now, switched to some other cocktail.  I Pick up the iPhone, I click the beetle, the dashboard is almost green everywhere but a little warning informs me that I should not attempt driving at this time, and that I should probably put the cork back on the bottle now.  Not that I feel the urge to get behind the wheel again anyway in winter...
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