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INTRODUCTION





What you are about to read is a true account of my personal survival experience with the Coronavirus, also known as COVID-19. Nothing has been added or exaggerated for effect. The content herein has been provided for the purpose of detailing, from beginning to end, a battle that nearly claimed my life.

			My name is David E. James, and I am a resident of New York City. Prior to COVID-19, I worked in the hospitality management field for Union Square Hospitality Group, a reputable restaurant group that owns and operates numerous upscale restaurants and bars throughout Manhattan. To many, Manhattan, in particular, is considered to be the crown jewel in one of the greatest cities in the world. For some of its residents, it is the sheer density of population and the uniqueness of its way of life that add to its charm and mystique. People from all over the world come to NYC for the opportunities that it presents and to pursue their dreams. It truly is a magical place in so many respects.

			However, there is a flip side to every coin. With the good comes the bad, and in any situation, you rarely get one without the other.

			In 1999, on New Year’s Eve, I recall being in Times Square, watching the ball drop in celebration of the new coming millennium. Tens of thousands of people from all over the world congregated in one of the most popular tourist sections of this massive town. That night, the energy and electricity in Times Square was palpable, and it was a sight that lives in my memory to this day.

			However, on September 11, 2001, I can also vividly recall a seemingly typical morning commute to work in midtown Manhattan. That day, as usual, I entered the Port Authority building on 42nd Street, took the escalator downstairs en route to the uptown E train platform. While walking, and just before reaching the platform, I glanced to my right at one of the television sets situated high on the wall of the subway station and took note of an unusual sight. One of the towers of the World Trade Center was on fire. Apparently, it had been hit by a plane, which I thought was unfortunate but just a freak accident.

			Upon arriving to work and joining my colleagues in the conference room, I noticed that they were all staring out of the window looking down Fifth Avenue. There, with my own eyes, I watched a second plane strike the second tower of the World Trade Center in an apparent attack on U.S. soil. I watched in disbelief as both towers burned and ultimately fell to the ground with thousands of people dying in the process. Soon after, like so many others, I found myself running in the street, trying to find my way home to safety.

			These memories would not be complete if I did not include the countless nights of being in the West Village, in some obscure, dimly-lit jazz club, enjoying some of the finest musicians the city has to offer. Or, the evening strolls in Central Park when the trees regain their orange, red, yellow, and brown hue right before autumn leaves begin to fall. Or, the spectacle along Fifth Avenue as midtown corporate types bustle along the thoroughfare returning to work from lunch in a typical NYC café. How about the spectacular view of the Brooklyn Bridge at night in all of its historic glory? Or, the buzzing streets of Harlem where commerce is in full swing as street vendors selling all types of merchandise line 125th Street—the same street where a local homegrown talented singer, Ella Fitzgerald, regularly performed at the Apollo Theater in the 1940s. And even the Hudson River where, in times past, I have sat on the old, tattered docks in Hoboken marveling at the Manhattan skyline in the distance.

			What is my point in regaling you with these various experiences that have taken place in this grand city?

			You take the good with the bad. In a city of this magnitude, there is always plenty of both to go around.

			Within the first three months of the year 2020, the world was introduced to a new invisible opponent in the form of a novel virus, highly communicable and infectious, that attacked the human respiratory system and, for many infected people, led to death. New York City, true to form, took center stage and became the epicenter of infection during the early stages of the Coronavirus.

			Here, in NYC, it is not uncommon to pass 200 people in one city block. People pack subway cars during peak commuting hours and the streets are filled with tourists and residents alike. It’s the city that never sleeps with a population and a toughness that’ll eat you up and spit you out if you’re not accustomed or adaptable to a certain way of living.

			In such a dense population with people living, working, and playing in close proximity, New York City provided the ideal atmosphere for COVID-19 to do the greatest amount of damage. In the United States as a whole, more than half a million people were killed by COVID-19. Although the virus wreaked havoc on a global scale, with nearly three million people dead, to date, it absolutely decimated the New York City metropolitan area. Hospitals overwhelmed; front line medical staff overworked; people afraid to walk the streets; businesses and corporate entities shut down; unemployment skyrocketing; tourism and travel grinding to a halt; and a death toll that was steadily rising domestically and internationally by the summer of 2020.

			The unfortunate souls who contracted the coronavirus found themselves in a fight. I use the term “fight” as a metaphor for the battle that was unavoidable once the viral symptoms infected the human body. Although a large percentage of the domestic population never became infected, were asymptomatic, or only acquired mild symptoms, it is the lot of individuals who suffered the worst and darkest form of COVID-19 to which I can relate.

			I am a survivor of COVID-19, and it was without question one of the toughest fights of my life. This book was written specifically to detail what I endured in my personal battle with the virus over a six-week period. The content of my story you will likely not hear on any television news broadcast nor read in an online newspaper article. It is unfiltered, not watered down for public consumption. On March 16, 2020, I was feeling extremely ill. Due to an onslaught of symptoms notably affiliated with the Coronavirus, I walked to a local Urgent Care medical facility where I was administered a Coronavirus test. Even though I did not receive the official test results that day, the doctor that administered the examination speculated that I had likely contracted the virus. After leaving the Urgent Care facility, I returned home and settled in, knowing I would have to fight this enemy, alone. No hospital stay, no medication, no in-person care from friends or family. There was only the worst and darkest side of the virus and all that came with it: 103-degree fever, body aches, extreme fatigue and dehydration, violent coughing, and two severely infected lungs dangerously filled with fluid. No doctors, no nurses, no ventilator apparatus to aid the breathing process. There was no one but me, God, and my faith.

			Sometimes, faith alone is sufficient to pull you through the toughest of battles. It may not be easy, and you may take a beating that leaves you scarred internally and externally. But, in the end, when the final bell sounds, you’re still standing. You’ve survived.

			This is my story. It is a story of pain and hope, suffering and perseverance. It analogizes my fight with the Coronavirus, physically, mentally, and emotionally, to the commonplace struggles and challenges that people face in their everyday lives. My fight with COVID-19 details the fortitude with which a person must approach any battle in their own life in order to survive. It is also a reminder that possessing a spiritual strength is of the utmost importance in fortifying your confidence while in the midst of battle.

			The format of my story resembles a Ten-Round Heavyweight Fight as seen in the sporting world of professional boxing. Each of the ten chapters herein is representative of one “Round.” It was this mental approach that enabled me to fully comprehend the nature of this lethal and formidable opponent and afforded to me an honest perspective of the difficulty of the battle. It is my hope that, in reading these pages, you will gain some takeaway that leaves you stronger and more fit for the fight in your own life. May God bless you and keep you in health and happiness as you journey with me through my story of the global pandemic that nearly claimed my life.

	




ROUND ONE

			WHEN THE BELL RINGS, COME OUT SWINGING

			(DAY ONE)





From 1999-2002, during my first stint living in New York City, planes were flying into buildings and I found myself running in the street in search of shelter from an invisible ideological enemy that would come to be known as terrorism. Twenty years later, on a second stint in NYC, I found myself in a fight for my life against another invisible enemy known as the Coronavirus, or COVID-19.

			The Bible says, “There is only one Lawgiver and Judge.” (James 4:12) I’ve always taken that to mean there is only One who is all-knowing, all powerful, and all-controlling of our fate. Only God understands why certain things happen. I still believe that to be true. For that reason, I don’t try to understand fully why I nearly lost my life in a gut-wrenching fight with COVID-19, but I am thankful that He gave me the strength to endure it.

			For approximately seven days and prior to feeling sick enough to warrant a trip to a local Urgent Care medical facility in Queens, NY, I had an irrepressible itch in the back of my throat. It was the kind of feeling where you need to “clear” your throat, but can’t because the itch persists. This was between March 8 and March 15, 2020. I didn’t think much of it. Allergies were common in springtime, and I felt fine in every other sense. It wasn’t until the evening of March 15 that I knew something was seriously wrong.

			At this time, I was forty-four years old and healthy in every respect. No underlying health conditions, no chronic illnesses, no medication. But on that evening, I felt an illness coming on strongly. The next morning, I awakened to an extreme and abnormally high fever. Immediately, I decided to go to Urgent Care to get medical attention, because clearly something was wrong.

			I walked about a half mile in the usual NYC brisk morning weather and arrived at an Urgent Care facility located in the neighborhood of Jamaica-Queens. The waiting room was already 60 percent full, and I noticed that everyone was wearing a facial protective mask. It is important to note that in mid-March 2020, there wasn’t much definitive information about the virus circulating to the general public, but it was public knowledge that the first Coronavirus-related death in NYC had occurred on or around March 1.

			The administrative nurse facilitating the check-in process was kind enough to give me a mask even though they had a limited supply. At that point in time, masks were scarce and being distributed sparingly. I took a seat in the waiting room for a half-hour before my name was called and then I was led back to a typical doctor’s examination room to wait for the physician.

			Shortly thereafter, the doctor entered the room and proceeded to issue a routine, standard examination which took approximately twenty minutes. Interestingly, within that twenty-minute period, though he was standing directly in front of me, I never saw the doctor’s
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