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ADVANCE PRAISE


“As someone who is now free of atrial fibrillation and has taken on a mission to help people with AFib regain their lives and freedom, I found Jim’s memoir authentic and inspiring. It chronicles how he built and sold a substantial training business while simultaneously in the throes of AFib, which is frightening and insidious. His entrepreneurial journey while surviving AFib provides optimism and hope for others living with this life-altering condition.”


—MELLANIE TRUE HILLS, Survivor, heart health expert, motivational speaker, patient advocate, and founder of StopAfib.org


“Jim Kaveney’s accomplishments as a businessman and entrepreneur—as detailed in Unlimited Heart—are impressive. I am inspired by his journey and am certain that Jim’s next chapter in helping people with AFib navigate the physical, mental, and emotional complexities of this disease will fill a major gap in the AFib patient community and change lives. I look forward to watching Jim build his next business, Unlimited Heart Health & Wellness, as he offers lessons from his own experiences.”


—GREG ROBITAILLE, Water Street Healthcare Partners


“A brave and honest personal journey of a modern miracle, Jim Kaveney’s Unlimited Heart is heartfelt and gritty. Born into the great generation of hardworking families, Jim faces extraordinary challenges as he seeks true north. While navigating the evil disease of AFib, we gain insight into the power of love, humor, medicine, and support of family, colleagues, and friends. A fast-paced, compelling story that is a must-read for those with or without a master plan for life.”


—LYNNE MURPHY, Pharmaceutical and biotech executive


“Both a universal and unique tale all at once, Unlimited Heart offers the reader the true gift of a deeply personal and vulnerable journey exemplifying the American Dream but wrapped in a package of triumph over unexpected and life-threatening health troubles. Kaveney’s recounting of his childhood is so vivid, the reader can’t help but see the entire backdrop where he learned his indomitable ‘Kaveney Work Ethic’—a trait that would eventually both build his company and save his life. This brave telling allows the readers to feel exactly what Kaveney feels in his heart, both physically and metaphorically, and to ride the ups and downs with him, feeling every low and celebrating every win. Ultimately, it’s Kaveney’s heart, opened wide, leading the reader through this memoir, business tome, and love story.”


—AMY LABELLE, Founder and winemaker at LaBelle Winery, attorney, WSJ bestselling author, entrepreneur, professional speaker, and coach


“In this gripping memoir, Jim bares his soul as he recounts the harrowing yet ultimately triumphant saga of his battle with a rare heart condition. As a devoted father, every heartbeat carries the weight of his family’s love and his own unyielding determination combined with the ‘Kaveney Work Ethic.’ Jim invites you into the inner sanctum of his heart—both metaphorically and physically—revealing the raw emotions, the agonizing setbacks, and the miraculous moments from his formative years as a young man through his life-changing experience as a collegiate rower that defined his extraordinary journey. A testament to the power of the human spirit and the resilience of the human heart, Unlimited Heart is a stirring reminder that even in our darkest hours, the bonds of love and determination can light the way.”


—ADRIAN SPRACKLEN, Director of Rowing, Mercyhurst University, Olympic rowing coach, 3x NCAA Champion, national team rower, and USA medical staff


“Unlimited Heart educated me on Jim’s story, his dreams, his fears, and his loves. His bow tie tells his colleagues he has a unique style. His story tells readers how full a life he leads. And his heart tells everyone how impactful he is and continues to be. To say this book mesmerized me fails to describe the scale of emotions while reading. From the heights of humor to the depths of sadness in a matter of sentences, Unlimited Heart proves nothing short of a rapt reading experience.”


—MICHAEL HILLAN, Business owner, pharmaceutical executive, author, and coach











Unlimited Heart












Unlimited Heart


How to Transform Your Pain into Purpose


JIM KAVENEY


[image: Logo of Idea press Publishing, Washington, DC.]









[image: A grayscale version of the Idea press Publishing logo with a stylized lion head in a circle.]


Copyright © 2024 by Jim Kaveney


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted by any means—whether auditory, graphic, mechanical, or electronic—without written permission of both publisher and author, except in the case of brief excerpts used in critical articles and reviews. Unauthorized reproduction of any part of this work is illegal and is punishable by law.


Ideapress Publishing | www.ideapresspublishing.com


All trademarks are the property of their respective companies.


Cover Design: Faceout Studio, Spencer Fuller


Illustrations: David Grillo


Interior Design: Jessica Angerstein


Cataloging-in-Publication Data is on file with the Library of Congress.


Hardcover ISBN: 978-1-64687-172-8


Special Sales


Ideapress Books are available at a special discount for bulk purchases for sales promotions and premiums, or for use in corporate training programs. Special editions, including personalized covers, a custom foreword, corporate imprints, and bonus content, are also available.


1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 1 0











Contents




	Prologue



	Part one



	CHAPTER 1 | 1, 2, 9 Rule Story



	CHAPTER 2 | Shadow of Light



	CHAPTER 3 | Way ’Nough



	CHAPTER 4 | The Taste of Entrepreneurship



	CHAPTER 5 | Follow Your Heart



	CHAPTER 6 | No Selling for You



	Part two



	CHAPTER 7 | Leaving Hotel California



	CHAPTER 8 | Psychological Contract Crushed



	CHAPTER 9 | New Chapter



	CHAPTER 10 | Start It Up



	CHAPTER 11 | Training Acceleration



	CHAPTER 12 | Startup Infection



	CHAPTER 13 | The Courage to Jump



	CHAPTER 14 | The Alkemist



	Part three



	CHAPTER 15 | The Rhythm Was No Dancer



	CHAPTER 16 | All by Myself



	CHAPTER 17 | Bubbles and Bud



	CHAPTER 18 | A Christmas Miracle



	CHAPTER 19 | Life Is a Highway



	CHAPTER 20 | Broken Heart, Broken Mind



	CHAPTER 21 | Meet My “Maker”



	CHAPTER 22 | Let’s Go!



	CHAPTER 23 | The “Vid”



	Epilogue



	Acknowledgments



	Work with Jim













For Team K


My love for you can be found in my heart “section”


… And I You











Prologue


A Norman Rockwell painting. It’s really the only way to describe that night. A perfect night. It was a few days before Christmas, and the lights on the tree were glistening, and the house was glowing. The fireplace was crackling, keeping the cold New Hampshire wind from seeping into the family room. The picture-perfect scene was topped off by our family of four—plus our fourteen-year-old dog, Moxie—all snuggled around for movie night.
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On such an occasion, there was only one obvious choice for what movie we picked.


Venom.


A traditional holiday classic in the Kaveney household. When you have two boys under the age of ten, every Marvel movie becomes an instant “classic.” For them, Venom was the perfect choice for the perfect pre-Christmas movie night.


It wasn’t long before my wife felt the stark contrast between the warmth of the Christmas lights and the cold plot of Venom. The parasitic, villain-centered film did not register highly on her holiday-spirit metric. Crazy, right? She and Moxie ducked out of the family room seeking the Christmas spirit elsewhere.


Spreading out and snuggling on the couch with my boys was the best. We made a dad sandwich, with one kid on the left, the other on the right, and my overjoyed self snuggled in the middle. We were warm and cozy, and the movie (for them) was perfect.


I was hit with the jolly gratitude of the Ghost of Christmas Present.


I was my kids’ superhero.


I felt invincible.


I felt my heart grow bigger than the Grinch’s.


I felt … my heart.


Literally.


My heart began to pulse at a pace that was way too aggressive for the moment. Take the most post-marathon, pre-first-kiss, public-speaking, night-before-a-wedding, heart-racing thing imaginable. Now, apply that feeling to simply lying on the couch doing nothing—a resting state.


I thought, I am OK. I will be OK. It’s an anomaly. This is not supposed to happen. Just a fluke. I’ll take a few deep breaths, calm myself down, and return to my preferred superhero state. As I took the first deep breath, I looked to my boys. The combination of the fireplace and cozy blankets had forced them to the edges of the couch to escape the heat. I shifted my focus back to the movie, hoping it would distract me from the panic wrestling to creep in.


But my attempts to breathe calmly and quietly weren’t working. My heart was not slowing down. This was not a part of any Norman Rockwell painting I’d ever seen. Shit.


My thoughts were treading the waters of the darkness of the movie, the panic over my racing heart, the warmth of the too-warm fireplace, and the diatribe in the back of my mind saying: Just stay calm.


But my vision was blurring.


And my head was spinning.


And my heart would just not slow down.


And my spirit guide for all of this was Spider-Man’s nemesis of all people.


And … the chaos and fear started to win.


I needed serious help.


I looked again at my boys, but they were deep into the movie. Why wouldn’t they be? I hadn’t made a peep. The screams of danger were all relegated to my mind and my heart. For all they knew, dear ole Dad was just fine, enjoying the movie just as much as they were, caught up in the drama that was Venom.


They had no idea what I was facing—what we as a family were about to face. Wanting to protect them and their enjoyment for even a few more minutes, I looked to the kitchen, to my wife.


Just stay calm.


Heart pulsing even higher and erratic, I called out softly.


“Lisa.”


I could see her from my position on the couch, looking at the calendar on the kitchen wall. She didn’t respond. The television’s surround sound was doing its job and engulfed any whisper. My vision grew darker. My heart was completely out of control.


It was racing. Racing. Racing. Every fiber of my being was now on high alert. It felt like my heart was going to explode. I couldn’t keep it inside any longer. I started to cry out and scream for Lisa because …


I was dying.


It had to be what dying felt like.


This was it.


Just stay calm.


The kids’ attention shifted to me. Obviously scared, they joined in the screaming.


“LISA!”


“MOM!”


I stood and tried to walk to the kitchen, but that only made it worse. Lisa finally realized something was not right. I made it to the hutch under the television. My six-foot-six-inch frame crumbled under the absolute chaos inside me. That chaos was now echoed by the flurry of hands around me.


Lisa somehow managed to get me back to the couch. Tense, arched back, head nearly going through the wall while my heart and mind were synchronized in bringing me down. The fear was almost as all-consuming as the inability of my heart to slow its beat. Lisa was on the phone with 911 and shoved practically a whole bottle of aspirin into my mouth.


“Chew and swallow, chew and swallow,” she said.


My boys were now upstairs, away from the scene, but they were looking down at me from the second floor. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what was going through their minds. I could barely reconcile what was going on in my own mind.


The paramedics arrived and cut through my clothes, attaching all sorts of wires and working feverishly to reverse the course that my heart seemed set on. They quickly confirmed exactly what I knew: my heart was beating off-the-charts fast, with a resting heart rate of 240 beats per minute, four times my usual.


Not good.


Not good at all.


I was weak, panicking, and felt entirely out of control. Rockwell would not paint this scene. I can’t imagine anyone in their right mind who would paint it. It was, factually, a shit show.


The crackling warmth of the fireplace was gone, replaced by the cold December winds as the paramedics rolled me out of the house and into the ambulance. My kids rushed to get to me, but my neighbor Lindsey was somehow on the scene and gently held them back. They called out to say they loved me. I was still their superhero. It was the only crack of light in the otherwise suffocating darkness that had taken over our perfect night.


Strapped in tight, ears roaring with the pounding of my heart and the screams of the siren, the doors of the ambulance shut behind me.











Part one
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Not one, not two, not three, hell, not even four, five, six, seven, or eight, but nine kids in my family. To say that was a lot is the understatement of the century. We all had our place in the family. We took our given birth order and ran with it.


As the youngest, I assumed the responsibility of just telling people who looked at me with shock and awe on their faces that, “Yeah, we’re Irish Catholic,” which, in all honesty, was a bit of a stretch. Technically speaking, we are equally of German ancestry, but that’s neither here nor there. Being Irish Catholic seemed to tell the story better, and everyone immediately “got it.”


For my mother, each of her nine children was a blessing from God; for my father, each of his nine children represented a bottle of Jameson. A lot of people live by the rule that there is no such thing as “just one drink.” When you go out, if you have one drink, it will invariably lead to two drinks, and by the end of the night, you somehow find yourself putting back your ninth. This rule was executed flawlessly by my parents, except instead of drinks, it manifested with the number of children, and because I am the ninth, I’m happy they kept going.


Somewhere between these polar opposites of Jesus and Jameson lay the truth of how we all came to exist. And I liked it that way. A story that blended gratitude for the miracle of life and a more intense version of the miracle at the wedding of Cana, but this time Jesus turned water into whiskey, not wine.


I grew up in the city of Erie, Pennsylvania, where there was a Catholic church every few miles and what seemed like unlimited bars feeding the confessionals prior to Sunday service. A true blue-collar, working, middle-class town filled with hard-working people.


I never considered my parents “blue collar.” My dad was one of those men who had the same job at the same place for his entire career: IBM for thirty years. My mom was a schoolteacher and held many other odds-and-ends jobs to help cover costs, from selling newspaper subscriptions, selling windows, or delivering the PennySaver weekly paper—making some extra “pin” money, as she would say. My parents ensured that we always had what we needed because they could not afford what we wanted. I grew up not knowing any difference to the way things were.


My mom was one of six kids in another good-sized Irish/German Catholic family. My mother was born at the beginning of the Great Depression; her father was a prominent businessman in town and her mother managed the affairs of the house and kids. They were socialites, born and raised in the upper middle–class part of town.


My dad was the youngest of three, another Irish/German Catholic family (believe it or not, the Catholics really like to stick together). His father worked in the steel mills, and his mom tended to the kids and worked in a local department store. They were lower-middle class and truly lived on the other side of the tracks. My parents had the quintessential “upstairs-downstairs” kind of story.


But the thing about class … it doesn’t matter how much money a family has. Tragedy can still sniff you out.


At the young age of fourteen, my mother and her siblings were orphaned and left to fend for themselves. Both of her parents died at the age of thirty-nine. It was a tragic story that remained very hush-hush for a long time in my family. The details of my mother’s life could be a book unto itself. My grandmother was killed in New Mexico while running away with another man, and my grandfather committed suicide while in prison for issues related to his business. The newspapers glossed it over, and generational trauma sealed that gloss. My mother and her siblings had to grow up too quickly. There was to be no support for them. The scandal and shame left them on their own.


My father dealt with the loss of his own father just two days after he turned twenty-one. The story behind my paternal grandfather is murky at best and traumatic at worst. He was very hard on my dad—physically and emotionally—but to what extent, the details were never shared.


The early years of both my parents’ lives were riddled with adversity and challenges. But they rolled with the punches because there was no other option. Nobody really likes the phrase “pick yourself up by the bootstraps” anymore, but this is exactly what my parents had to do.


The trickle-down effect of their childhoods and survival-mode methods made its way into our home and passed to all of us kids.


We called it the Kaveney Work Ethic.


If one of us wanted something, we had to work for it. Plain and simple. Set goals, establish a system to get there, and grind till achieved. There was no formal instruction. We just worked. If we were too young to make our own money, we worked in other ways to offset the cost of living. The goal wasn’t to collect things, it was to put food on the table, some clothes on our backs, and have at least a little bit of family fun.


Having nine kids sounds crazy, even to someone who grew up with it, but my parents did not take the responsibility lightly. They never accepted handouts. They worked as many hours as needed to provide for each of us. They had their personal demons. Who doesn’t? But they did what they could when they could to make our lives run smoothly.


There are nine different versions of how their personal struggles influenced us kids. This one is just mine.





Through my older siblings’ eyes, I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth. The older eight paved the way for my “yellow-brick-road” lifestyle through the sacrifices they made with my parents. I would hear stories about how a night out on the town for them was a bag of McDonald’s cheeseburgers and my dad’s homemade milkshakes. I, on the other hand, would get treated to surf and turf on a regular basis.


That’s … technically … only partially … true. But, when you do the math, the more kids who grew up and left the house, the more “disposable” income the family had for those of us still living together. Less mouths to feed naturally led to more “pin” money … and a shrimp cocktail or two. It was nice, but it was no silver spoon.


My parents believed in the value of education, and they made sure that we got the absolute best they could provide, which of course meant Catholic schooling for all nine of us. Faith and education helped my mother overcome the trauma of being orphaned at such a young age, and she and my dad knew they would do the same for all of us—minus the being orphaned part.


Even though my childhood home was across the street from a public school, my parents made us walk the few blocks to St. Andrew’s. They would let us play our days away in the playground across the street, but our minds, faith, morals, and handwriting would be shaped elsewhere. Just because one school was closer did not mean it was the right fit for everyone. They were convinced that a few extra blocks would make a world of difference in our lives.


My oldest sister—JoAnne—was fourteen when I was born. We were all roughly two years apart with one almost set of Irish twins—they missed this feat by seventeen days. Apparently, that third bottle of Jameson kept my dad out of the game for a few days. Nine kids spanning fourteen years meant a continued flow of kids through grade school, high school, and college at any given time … and a continued flow of money out the door and into the pockets of school administration.


When my dad was forced into retirement from IBM at the age of sixty, his final salary was $37,500. I was a senior in high school with four years of college ahead of me. My mom ended up teaching until she was seventy-two, and her final salary was not much more than my dad’s. My parents could never be accused of rolling in the cash. So how did they pay for all that schooling?


Coupons!


… and a healthy dose of pride.


That’s how my family managed this feat. I remember being at the grocery store and my mom handing me a coupon for buy-one-get-one-free Banquet chicken. The only problem was that there was a limit of one per family, which just would not do for the size of my family. She separated me and two of my sisters into separate checkout lines so that we could each count as a “family” and get two boxes of frozen chicken for $2.50.


My mother.


She could stretch a dollar like no one else and, more importantly for her, this allowed her to steer clear of having to accept a handout from anyone.


We were working poor. Life is about choices, and she taught us to take personal responsibility, work hard, and have faith. She was full of grit. She was forced into survival mode too early in life. She overcame most of the odds stacked against her. And she made damn sure to never slip in her mindset of self-determination. Her heart was set on living life a certain way. And we did exactly as she taught us.


Coupons were good for food, but the money saved wasn’t exactly enough to get nine kids through private education.


But child labor was.


If my five brothers and I agreed to work as altar servers at our parish, the school would provide discounted tuition. For every additional sibling in attendance, the price per child went down. Thankfully, my parents kept a steady flow of children enrolled to keep the discount coming.


To accommodate this deal, we were at church for what felt like every single day of my existence. Monday through Saturday Mass was held at 5:30 and 6:30 in the morning. It’s not hard to imagine why we considered ourselves in the throes of child labor at such ungodly hours of the morning. Sunday was our literal heaven on earth since Masses didn’t start until 8:00 a.m. Sleeping in on Sunday mornings was the highlight of the week.


For my parents, the grueling back-and-forth journey between church, home, and school wasn’t grueling at all—or, at least, not that they ever let on. For them, the benefits of church paying for school went hand in hand, as both our minds and our hearts received top-tier education.


When I was in kindergarten, my parents had five kids in grade school, two in high school, and two in college. My parents did not have a formal system to maintain the cashflow; they just stuck to the habits that would get us all through it. My mom did not formally begin working until I could safely walk to school without a parent.


After it was all said and done, my parents found a way to pay for 144 collective years of Catholic education.


Let me repeat myself in case that did not sink in.


One hundred forty-four collective years of private education.


Call it stubbornness. Call it pride. Call it insane. Call it whatever you want. At the end of the day, my parents ensured that we always got what we needed. Even if it wasn’t what we wanted at the time. Even if the strapped cash of the week led to more coupons clipped and more altars served. There remained constant conviction in their determination to put us all through this kind of education system, and they made sure to achieve it.
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Every child should be shielded from adult problems and hold onto their innocence, playfulness, and curiosity. For all intents and purposes, my early childhood was like that.


Straightforward.


Black and white.


My greatest worry was only what activity or toy was going to be played with next. My parents made sure I was clean, clothed, fed, and loved. Even with eight older siblings, there always seemed to be enough to go around. I truly didn’t know it could be any different. For as much love as was given, I would work to return it even more. Even though I was the baby, I was everyone’s favorite … or so they always said.


The picture I’ve painted of my family story is every bit true, but beyond the black-and-white, true-grit American narrative, there was not only gray but also a whole lot of … color.


I can remember innocently riding with my dad in our station wagon, with no seatbelt, sitting on top of a case of long-neck Budweiser, drinking an orange pop that the beer distributor gave to me. I can’t remember the frequency of those trips, but they were often.


Those trips to the store were usually followed by a Kaveney family gathering. We had a very social family with a lot of aunts, uncles, and cousins. Always hanging out, eating, and drinking. This was all fun and games to be around as a young kid. So much energy. So much life. So much to observe.


But when the extended family wasn’t around, the drinking didn’t stop for my dad. My mom wasn’t a teetotaler—she liked her whiskey highballs—but she saw the devastation alcohol brought to her own mom, dad, and siblings and limited her consumption. With nine kids, there was clearly no time for a mother-sized hangover.


My father took the … opposite … approach to day-to-day coping mechanisms. Over the years, he became more and more reclusive. The more reclusive he became, the more strain was put on my parents’ relationship. With strain came miscommunication. Then explosive arguments. The snowball seemed to never end. The pressure of raising us was starting to take its toll.


Money wasn’t just tight; it was frequently nonexistent.


My mom took on as many jobs as needed. My father kept working at IBM and kept drinking. What looked like the “American work ethic” to a little boy quickly colored to the “American battle to stay afloat, both personally and within your relationships.”


I was just a little boy at the time, and it was probably going on for much longer than when I eventually caught on.


My bedtime was consistently 7:30 or 8:00 p.m., no later. I liked the routine. Plus, I always had to get up early for Mass. During the day I would run around nonstop, so falling asleep was easy. But I was also a light sleeper, and the noises often kept me up much later than intended.


Screaming.


Crashing.


The angry sounds of parents fighting.


The lack of money …


… and my father’s drinking.


It wasn’t pretty—no parental fight is. What seemed like the middle of the night was really only 10:00. It didn’t matter how many times it happened. I would sit up in bed, completely freaked out, and start crying and screaming. Invariably, my older brother Brian was the one to come and rescue me from my terror.


Too many times to count. I wanted it to all stop.


And eventually, it did. As time progressed, my dad drifted further away from us and further into the bottle. I would walk out of my bedroom to see a case—or cases—of beer stacked up outside his bedroom, not knowing when he got them or when he was coming out. To this day, I can’t be sure of the demons my dad was mentally battling, but whatever they were, they were winning. And his heart was growing cold. I never worried that he didn’t love us. I just worried about the dark side taking prominent reins.





What’s the old adage? April showers bring May flowers. I was born in April, and as a Christian, that meant a good chance at having your birthday fall on Easter Sunday at least once in your life. It happened to me on my eighth birthday.


It was a warm spring day. Unusual for Erie because the chance of snow was ever present, even in April. But not that year. I can still picture the Easter Bunny cake my mom made for me with black licorice whiskers and jelly bean eyes. I loved it. After the cake was eaten and gifts were opened, we headed outside to play a game of family Wiffle ball. A perfect eighth birthday.


Except my dad was not there.


He was at the hospital.


The warmth of the day was replaced by the cold scene in the hospital room. The black jelly bean eyes of the Easter Bunny cake were replaced with my dad’s hazel eyes.


Bloodshot.


I could see the struggle he was going through. This wasn’t a metaphorical fight. He was lying down, strapped and restrained to his bed, struggling to excise the alcoholic demons from his body. He was in rehab, going through significant withdrawal.


I don’t know how long it took, but his fight didn’t end when he left the hospital. It was just the beginning. The “April showers” lasted well into May … and beyond. He did not return home. He moved out and lived alone in an apartment for years. My parents separated, but they did not divorce. They lived apart but stayed legally and sacramentally together till death did part them. We were Irish Catholic, remember?


Life changed for our family, but we were resilient. I watched and consumed the challenges of my parents’ marriage, the familial changes, and my dad’s battle with alcoholism and buried it deep inside.


I would often ask to stay with him so that he was not by himself. Just because he was struggling didn’t mean he should have to be alone. I panicked over his isolation and couldn’t help but imagine myself alone in his shoes. I knew my presence could be of comfort to him during this time. We were family. We shared a name. We shared a bond.


I had my little life and world under control.


Or so I thought.





There came a period of my childhood when it seemed I contracted every type of respiratory illness. My life was measured out by antibiotic after antibiotic. Every type of prescription and over-the-counter medicine ran through my veins. Kids getting sick was nothing new in a family of nine kids. One got sick, got better, another one got sick, got better, and on and on. End of story.


But for me, this was the beginning of a quiet, dark chapter in my life. My first exposure to the concept of being one’s own worst enemy.


One night, while lying in bed and trying to fall asleep, I overheard my mother whispering to one of my brothers.


“I think all of those drugs and his months of sickness is making him behave this way.”


I don’t know if it was that, or the suppressed events of my early childhood, but something—other than the physical—was wrong. There’s only so many medicines one can take before starting to wonder if the cause is really physical or psychological. Even at a young age, I couldn’t help but wonder.


In the midst of whirlwind prescription bottles, my life had suddenly been invaded and overcome by severe anxiety. Pervasive thoughts of not being a good person ran through my head. The voices would pound on me over and over to the point where my body couldn’t help but reflect the inner turmoil.


Where I internally panicked, I externally cried.


Where I couldn’t calm my own thoughts, I trembled in fear.


As my mind raced into a dismal abyss, I became paralyzed in proper functionality in my day-to-day existence.


I couldn’t go to school. I couldn’t be social. I couldn’t even be at home without the need to call someone for help. I did try going to school, but only a short time would pass before the anxiety, fear, and dark thoughts swirled in pure chaos. Too many times, my father had to leave work to come pick me up from school.


I couldn’t stop my mind from going there. To the dark place.


I was convinced I was a bad person.


A really bad person.


And still to this day, I have no idea why. And neither did my parents. Did I feel responsible for my parents fighting and separating? Did I blame myself because his hospitalization was on my birthday? Should I have seen this coming? When I heard them fighting, should I have intervened? He was all alone in that apartment now; would he feel like we abandoned him? Did I feel abandoned?


My parents quickly sought professional help in the form of a counselor, and because I thought I was also maybe evil, I spent time with our parish priest. If a human counselor couldn’t fix me, maybe God could.


Talking to outsiders was helpful, but this was a tough battle that no one could quite make heads or tails of. I was hoping for a quick fix. I had been on so many medications for my physical ailments, there had to be something just as easy for my mental and emotional ailments. An antibiotic for the soul. I wasn’t sure how much more—or for how much longer—I could take.


I remember the breaking point like it was yesterday.


It was a cold, dreary, winter day. I had come home early from school because I just couldn’t be there anymore without causing a disruption. Alone in the house, I lay in my bed, hoping to calm the chaotic inner voices of fear and self-loathing.


But I couldn’t.


And I needed those thoughts to stop.


I got out of bed, placed my hands on both sides of the bedroom window frame, and gently pressed my head against the cold windowpane. Repeatedly, I lifted my head off the window and pressed against it over and over with a quickening pace.


Bang.


With each blow, I envisioned my body on the cement patio two stories below me.


Bang.


My intention was clear.


Bang.


I was going to put my head through the window and end it.


Bang.


With each progressively harder press and conclusive outcome, a red flag of reality suddenly presented itself. Yes, the dark and intrusive thoughts would end, but so would my life. It hadn’t actually occurred to me that ending it also meant ending my life. Was I really ready to take this path and leave an empty hole within my family?


There were already eight kids ahead of me—maybe no one would care.


But I was the baby and the favorite, so of course they would care.


But I was such a burden on their time and energy, and even my mom thought something was wrong with me.


But did I really want to prove everyone right that there was something actually wrong with me?


“People who kill themselves are selfish,” my mom would say when the mood struck. Her own experiences with her father and her faith created a stark, unbudging definition of suicide that didn’t leave much room for today’s nuances of mental health. But all I knew then was that I was miserable and in so much emotional and mental anguish.


But I wasn’t selfish.


I didn’t want to be selfish.


I pulled my head from the cold windowpane for the last time, sat on my bed, and told myself over and over again, “You’re not selfish.” This was my moment. This was my chance to let my will win out over the fear. I could be stronger than my own head.


If I could talk myself out of this, I could talk myself out of anything.


This was the first and last time the thoughts of ending my life ever got so far. But this was just one day amongst thousands. And I didn’t want to be alone in it anymore. I knew help had to be found somewhere. I just wasn’t sure where.


After that night, on the surface, I let it seem like little Jimmy was back to his old self and in control again, but the internal struggles hadn’t gone anywhere. Sure, I’d talked myself off a literal ledge, but that resolve didn’t wave a magic wand over every persistent thought.


I was in fifth or sixth grade by this point, still serving as an altar server. I found myself not only serving Mass but also turning to God. Maybe He could be the dose of perspective I’d been craving but hadn’t yet found.


The daily struggles continued, but the pervasiveness of my internal warzone was always worse at night. By this age, I essentially had my own room since so many of my other siblings had moved out or were in high school and out much later than my bedtime. The thoughts of being a bad person still screamed out at night against the quiet of the house. My mind raged on while my body grew exhausted from the anxious nature of my thoughts. Tears quietly running down my face, my body would give way to my mind, and I would eventually fall asleep.


The wash, rinse, and repeat nature of my bedtime routine was unsustainable. During one of my more tortuous nights, I decided enough was enough. I was angry, exhausted, and just ready to feel … normal again.


I could no longer just wait for God alone to help me. He wasn’t a Magic 8 ball that I could shake enough times to produce quick, ready-made answers to my existential needs. If I was going to strengthen my resolve with the cross that I was apparently forced to carry, I needed to find a way to help myself. The answer was finally clear.


I was going to become a priest.


OEBPS/images/fm10.jpg















OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
IDEAPRESS

PUSLISHING

SEASHAETON. DE







OEBPS/images/copy.jpg
®

IDEAPRESS

PUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/com-01.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Advance Praise



		Halftitle Page



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Contents



		Dedication



		Prologue



		Part one



		Chapter 1 | 1, 2, 9 Rule Story



		Chapter 2 | Shadow of Light



		Chapter 3 | Way ’Nough



		Chapter 4 | The Taste of Entrepreneurship



		Chapter 5 | Follow Your Heart



		Chapter 6 | No Selling for You









		Part two



		Chapter 7 | Leaving Hotel California



		Chapter 8 | Psychological Contract Crushed



		Chapter 9 | New Chapter



		Chapter 10 | Start It Up



		Chapter 11 | Training Acceleration



		Chapter 12 | Startup Infection



		Chapter 13 | The Courage to Jump



		Chapter 14 | The Alkemist









		Part three



		Chapter 15 | The Rhythm Was No Dancer



		Chapter 16 | All by Myself



		Chapter 17 | Bubbles and Bud



		Chapter 18 | A Christmas Miracle



		Chapter 19 | Life Is a Highway



		Chapter 20 | Broken Heart, Broken Mind



		Chapter 21 | Meet My “Maker”



		Chapter 22 | Let’s Go!



		Chapter 23 | The “Vid”









		Epilogue



		Acknowledgments



		Work with Jim











Landmarks





		Cover



		Advance Praise



		Halftitle Page



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Contents



		Dedication



		Prologue



		Start of Content



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgments



		Work with Jim











Page List





		a



		b



		c



		d



		e



		f



		g



		h



		j



		i



		k



		l



		m



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vii



		vi



		viii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		67



		66



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		231



		228



		229



		230



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244











OEBPS/images/f0vii-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781646871728.jpg
JIM KAVENEY





