My Quest

As you might have guessed, I wasn't satisfied with the doctors’ explanation or should I say lack of an explanation concerning P. J.’s premature birth.  After having Christopher, I was convinced that I had gestational diabetes with P.J.  But it was never diagnosed.  How else can it be explained--the exact symptoms at the same exact time in both pregnancies.  And all this occurred exactly at the time of the glucose tolerance test, which is the test for gestational diabetes.  And then there was P. J.'s very difficult first year of life which was filled with almost constant, excessive crying.  But not ordinary crying, cries of pain.  And believe me it was not colic, as the doctors tried to tell me.  Colic does not last over a year!  I've always thought he had some kind of chemical imbalance probably due to abnormal amounts of glucose during his prenatal development.  But no doctor would listen to me after all I was just an anxious first time mother!  So P.J. suffered through the first year of his life.  And I didn't think fondly of my doctor.

Then came P.J.'s second and third year of life.  Both filled with developmental problems, behavioral problems, and speech and hearing problems.  And I had to know the truth.  Did I have gestational diabetes when I was pregnant with P. J.?  So, my quest for knowledge began.  I contacted the hospital and requested my medical records.  I went through those records with a fine tooth comb.  I easily found the problem areas; after all I am a paralegal with medical malpractice as my specialty!  But what I found wasn't enough.  It was not conclusive. I needed more.  I needed the doctor's records.  So my quest continued.

I requested my complete medical record from the doctor.  The office responded by saying they were confused by my letter and needed a more specific request.  I requested my complete medical record a second time.  This time the response was for payment in advance for copying the records.  Now, I was getting angry!  It seemed as if the doctor didn't want me to have the records.  Why the delay if he didn't have something to hide?  Anyway it just made me more determined and now my quest was a quest with a vengeance! I sent the money and informed the doctor of my legal rights regarding my medical records.  I received the records in a matter of weeks. 

P.J. was born in 1991 and it was now 1995.  I had struggled with the events leading up to his birth for four years.  It was really wearing me down.  I couldn't stand to even hear the name of the doctor anymore.  I trusted that doctor to do his best and that trust was betrayed!  And now I had the records to prove it!  For there it was right in the records exactly what I was looking for.  I knew it! I knew it was more than coincidence!  I had the doctor and I was going to burn him.  I wanted the doctor to remember P. J. and to know what his life was like. I wanted the doctor to suffer just like our family was suffering.  I called a lawyer who was eager to handle the case.  I got all of the medical records copied and labeled and ready to send to the lawyer.  I even highlighted the problem areas to make it easy for him.  Everything was going great!  I had the green light from my husband.  He said he would support any decision I made. It was all up to me.  

The package was complete and ready to go.  Yet, it continued to sit of the table.  I didn't mail it.  Why?  I was doing this for P. J., wasn't I?  Something was wrong. What?  Was this the best thing for our family?  And what would this lawsuit do to our family?  There would be a battery of medical tests for P. J. and a battery of medical questions for my husband and me.  Would my mom have to testify or my dad.  And for what, if we won all we would get would be a lot of money.  And what would that do to our family?  How would money change P.J.'s future?  Would it cure him?  No, the doctors already told us there is no medical treatment for him.  But he is my baby.  I have to do something for him, don't I?  After all, I'm responsible.  I chose that doctor.  It was my fault!  I have to do something to make things right for him.  Upset and confused, I didn't know what to do.  But I know where confusion comes from so, that's right, I prayed.  "Lord, I don't know what to do, I don't know if what I am doing is right. Please, help me!"  The Lord was swift with His reply.  The package was ready to go on 5/2/95.  But it was still sitting on the table the next day when the Lord led me to Psalm 62 (The New Jerusalem Bible):

Hope in God alone

In God alone there is rest for my soul,

from him comes my safety;

He alone is my rock, my safety,

my stronghold so that I stand unshaken.

How much longer will you set on a victim,

all together, intent on murder,

like a rampart already leaning over,

a wall already damaged?

Trickery is their only plan,

deception their only pleasure,

with lies on their lips they pronounce a blessing,

with a curse in their hearts.

Rest in God alone, my soul!

He is the source of my hope.

He alone is my rock, my safety,

my stronghold, so that I stand unwavering.

In God is my safety and my glory,

the rock of my strength.

In God is my refuge; trust in him,

you people, at all times.

Pour out your hearts to him,

God is a refuge for us.

Ordinary people are a mere puff of wind,

important people a delusion;

set both on the scales together,

and they are lighter than a puff of wind.

Put no trust in extortion,

no empty hopes in robbery;

however much wealth may multiply,

do not set your heart on it.

Once God has spoken,

twice have I heard this:

Strength belongs to God,

to you, Lord, faithful love;

and you repay everyone as their deeds deserve.


The Lord had spoken.  I was not to go to the courts for justice for my son.  There is no justice there.  Saving justice comes from God and God alone!  My hope for P. J. is in God.  For only He can restore him.  All the money in the world can't do a thing for him. But God can and God will!  God is working with P. J. even now!  All the guilt and resentment that I had was wrong.  It was simply wrong and not from God!  The Lord let me see that and once again the Lord lifted my burden.  Let the doctor search for himself whether or not he made a mistake.  He will have to live with that!  As for me and my family we are happy just the way we are.   




Trust in the Lord with all your heart, and do not rely 
on your own insight.

Proverbs 3:5  
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