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On November 4th, 2007, I visited with my best friend to celebrate my birthday. It was a typical
warm afternoon in Florida. I was surprisingly complimented with a delectable meal accompanied
by Miami staple drink, Mojitos.I sat in the backyard terrace oblivious to all cares of this world,
amid good company and laughter when suddenly I felt a lurch in my stomach followed by a
piercing sound and the most uncomfortable, fullness sensation in my ears. The nausea wave
followed suit and in seconds my celebratory meal and drinks were inevitably expelled in a
projectile vomiting episode. The deja–vu feeling was overwhelming. My relatives and friends'
faces danced in a sort of a burlesque fashion around me. I was spinning violently yet my body
rested motionless in my chair.The terrace did not stop gyrating and neither did the faces who
danced in an uncontrollable kaleidoscope fashion. As I lay powerless and terrified I realized that
I was Back in the Swirl… of Meniere!Meniere, also known as the Glaucoma of the Ears is a
pervasive, long term disease which damages both the balance and hearing parts of the inner
ear. It has no cure, and its vomiting and vertigo episodes render a victim completely
incapacitated. Loss of balance, progressive hearing loss, fullness and/ or piercing sound in the
ears known as tinnitus are also major symptoms of this cruel disease. When having an acute
attack, the quality of life of a Meniere patient is comparable to that of a Cancer or AIDS patient…
in the last six days of their life!In 1987, Kim had her first bout of Meniere. After three years of
facing a complex mystery, she was finally correctly diagnosed. Her ordeal was relentless, but
eventually, her symptoms subsided. She entered unto blissful remission. Sixteen years later, her
archenemy returned in full vengeance, ready to destroy her life. This time around, Kim had
become a Bilateral Meniere’s patient, meaning both her ears were affected by the disease. She
also possessed a slew of medical issues including Chronic Migraines and Depression which
very frequently, co-occur in Meniere’s patients. She faced an uphill battle and she
prevailed.Back in the Swirl is Kim’s personal account of twenty-plus years dealing with the most
severe illness ever studied in a non-hospitalized patient. Cleverly presenting both medical and
effective, reliable, practical advice this is a unique, indispensable book to accompany Meniere’s
and all patients who have been ripped from their lives by chronic, disabling medical conditions.
Kim’s story is undoubtedly a powerful testimony of resilience, determination and hope anchored
by her solid faith in God’s faithfulness and love.

From the AuthorI hope you enjoy "The Warrior and The Monk" as much I enjoyed writing it.
Please feel free and encouraged to reach out and share your thoughts. May God bless you and
keep you safe! ~ Greg AmundsonAbout the AuthorGREG AMUNDSON is among the nation's
forefront authorities on integrated wellness. A former DEA Special Agent, SWAT Operator, and
Army Captain turned Kokoro Yoga Instructor and Masters of Divinity Graduate Student, Greg's



message will help you internalize disciplined practices that are central to developing a
relationship with God. His integration of the Mind, Body, and Spirit offers a unique perspective to
keep you thriving in all aspects of your life. For more information, visit GregoryAmundson.com.
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Back In The Swirl: Coping With Meniere’s Vertigo, Migraines, Chronic Depression and
Baffled Doctors By Mercedes Kim-Cabrera To Jesus, Mary and Michael. © 2012
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SURPRISECHAPTER 24: YEAR 2008CHAPTER 25: YEAR 2008, STEPPING UP
THE GAMECHAPTER 26: YEAR 2009, SARASOTA and The Silverstein
InstituteCHAPTER 27: YEAR 2010 UP TO PRESENT… PROLOGUE Mrs. Russell and
I wash and watch. Simultaneously. We wash a huge load of microscope glass slides used by the
Microbiology lab students the prior day. We lather, scrub, scrape and rinse in a repetitive motion.
All the while we watch Bo and Hope full-fledged, passionate romance in Days Of Our Lives. Mrs.
Russell is in charge of the Undergraduate Microbiology Laboratory situated at the Arts and
Science Building. It is my last semester at the University of Miami, my alma mater. I truly do not
care that much for the soap opera but Mrs. Russell has gotten me hooked up on it. She has been
my boss for the past two years. I am an undergraduate student on a scholarship. My part-time
job at the lab allows me to earn funds to supplement my financial aid package. We submerge our
slides in a big plastic bucket that contains detergent. Soap and soap. Pun intended. It is year
1983. I gaze at the tiny screen of the mini TV set sitting on the Formica counter across our metal
chairs. Mrs. Russell, an American of Irish descent, has tended to the UM Microbiology lab for
over thirty ears. It is her now her turn to retire to her family, dogs and cats and her fabulous
house nestled in the old, charming city of Coral Gables. She has earned it. I am in my last
semester. I am about to receive my Bachelor’s in Microbiology and Immunology. We both are
feisty today. We have so much to celebrate. Mrs. Russell is looking forward to a well- deserved
life of leisure. I am looking forward to a new full- time employment in my career field, entering
graduate school, marriage and eventually a family to call my own. It is my last day of work. I am
done. I dry the last slide, place it carefully in its cardboard box and grab my colorful fringed book



bag. Mrs. Russell wrinkled face brims a big smile. Her intense blue eyes look at me with delight.
Her arms extend open wide. She embraces me, pats my back and slides a white envelope into
my right hand. “What’s this?” I say with a quizzical look on my face. “Ah. Here is the key to
opening your golden door. This is a recommendation letter for you. Take her to Dr. Violet
Aschkinks in the Transplant department. She will help you to get your first full-time job after
graduation. Violet is a good, old friend of mine. She is in charge of the Kidney Transplantation
Unit. You’ll be in great hands. Good luck sweetie. You deserve it!”Her eyes beam with the
proudness of a mother who finally sees her hard work of years rewarded in her offspring’s
college degree. And why not? Ms. Russell has been my mentor for two years. She has been my
steadfast guide in the difficult world of courses selections, in the choosing of the most flexible
professors in the Microbiology department, she has shown me the ropes, the ABC’s of a
microbiology laboratory, she might have thrown two or three romantic tips regarding my amorous
relationship with my boyfriend, and finally, she has been a very patient and encouraging
instructor of her native language. As a “Cuban refugee” living in the States for only two years, it
has not been short of a challenge to maneuver around the sophisticated, exclusively scientific
vocabulary of my PH.D’s educators and my shortcomings regarding the most widely used
language in the world. Ms. Russell has been an invaluable help! I blow her a kiss with my hands
and I fly down the old- grayish concrete stairs of the Arts and Science building. I fly into my new
world of financial freedom, achieved dreams, and the satisfaction that hard work always pays. I
have done it. I have prevailed. My flight abruptly stops when I land into my fiancee’s strong,
muscular arms and I melt into his hazel eyes and press my lips against his savoring my triumph.
My baby has been eagerly waiting for me to celebrate my last school day. I envision our future
path, marriage, a house, a successful career, and eventually children. What else can I ask for? I
don’t want my fly ever to end. Forward three months later, half of the deal is sealed. The other
half is irretrievably broken. I have landed my starter dream job at the Transplant unit in my alma
mater. My baby and I on the other hand, are separated. We have parted away (my own decision)
and now I totally regret it. I can only pray for the miracle of forgiveness. And while I am anxiously
waiting for it (my miracle) I am ecstatic about my new surroundings. I work full-time at both a
clinical and a research lab at the Transplant unit. I am moving up steadily on my laboratory
certifications and planning my upcoming graduate school entrance exam. My life is still full,
adventurous and the future is brighter than ever. I am secretly dreaming, planning and expecting.
Until the day all hell breaks loose and my life starts spinning out of control. Literally. Pun
intended.Alina, a laboratory colleague, tucks at my lab coat and nudges me gently towards the
hall. I quickly take it off and wash my hands thoroughly. Sue and Kathy, another two young lab co-
workers, join us and amid laughter and lively chatting we head off to the nearest elevator. By the
time we reach the cafeteria entrance I feel a sudden wave of heat burning my face. I leave out a
quiet sigh as unsuccessfully try to reach for the door knob. Everything becomes blurry in front of
me; I close my eyes, lose control and inevitably fall down to the floor with a hard thump. My
unconsciousness lasts only for a few minutes. My vital signs are checked by my friends and



when nothing is out of the ordinary, I get up and proceed to eat our lunch. The rest of the
afternoon glides easily into the fasts-paced routines of my work. I wrap up the day and leave
work feeling perfectly normal. I have just reunited with my lost love and we are barely starting
anew when I am seized by an unexpected fall and loss of consciousness while at work. This is
the only time I would pass out. From there on, my unconsciousness is replaced by a new array
of symptoms. In the subsequent weeks and months, my world spins completely out of control.
Vertigo, unrelenting upchucking, loss of balance, fatigue and a disturbing fullness sensation and
continuous ringing in my ears are my increasingly steadfast companions. For the next three
years my life is reduced to the enclosing four walls of my room in my tiny apartment. I spend not
one, or two, but three years homebound. I just cling to my misery, bedridden, continuously
vomiting; either gyrating along with my room or my room spinning vertiginously around me. I had
survived episodic, paternal abuse in my childhood, broken family bonds generated by exile in
my adolescence, a perilous sea voyage from Cuba but nothing has prepared me for the inferno I
am facing now. It would take three years of my young life, numerous clueless, baffled doctors,
the loss of my amazingly, challenging job, the abandonment of most of my friends, three failed
attempted suicides and finally, a totally unexpected trip to Emory Hospital in Atlanta and the
return to the roots of my Catholic faith before a diagnosis is finally pronounced- Meniere’s
disease. Three years before a new treatment eliminates my incapacitating, devastating
symptoms. Three whole years before my vertigo subsides. I am finally confident to look ahead to
the future I have forged in my mind. For the next sixteen years my dreams are fulfilled. I am back
in the medicine field. I have a husband, a career, and three beautiful, healthy Asian children. No,
I did not adopt. My husband is of Asian descent. Who would have thought? More importantly, I
have reconnected to the God who was introduced to me in my infant years by my aunt and
uncle. We now have a solid, interactive, vivid relationship based on a daily communication and
the absolute, irrefutable proof of His unconditional love. I need no more. 

CHAPTER 23: SURPRISE, SURPRISECHAPTER 24: YEAR 2008CHAPTER
25: YEAR 2008, STEPPING UP THE GAMECHAPTER 26: YEAR 2009,
SARASOTA and The Silverstein InstituteCHAPTER 27: YEAR 2010 UP TO
PRESENT… PROLOGUE Mrs. Russell and I wash and watch. Simultaneously. We wash a
huge load of microscope glass slides used by the Microbiology lab students the prior day. We
lather, scrub, scrape and rinse in a repetitive motion. All the while we watch Bo and Hope full-
fledged, passionate romance in Days Of Our Lives. Mrs. Russell is in charge of the
Undergraduate Microbiology Laboratory situated at the Arts and Science Building. It is my last
semester at the University of Miami, my alma mater. I truly do not care that much for the soap
opera but Mrs. Russell has gotten me hooked up on it. She has been my boss for the past two
years. I am an undergraduate student on a scholarship. My part-time job at the lab allows me to
earn funds to supplement my financial aid package. We submerge our slides in a big plastic
bucket that contains detergent. Soap and soap. Pun intended. It is year 1983. I gaze at the tiny



screen of the mini TV set sitting on the Formica counter across our metal chairs. Mrs. Russell, an
American of Irish descent, has tended to the UM Microbiology lab for over thirty ears. It is her
now her turn to retire to her family, dogs and cats and her fabulous house nestled in the old,
charming city of Coral Gables. She has earned it. I am in my last semester. I am about to receive
my Bachelor’s in Microbiology and Immunology. We both are feisty today. We have so much to
celebrate. Mrs. Russell is looking forward to a well- deserved life of leisure. I am looking forward
to a new full- time employment in my career field, entering graduate school, marriage and
eventually a family to call my own. It is my last day of work. I am done. I dry the last slide, place it
carefully in its cardboard box and grab my colorful fringed book bag. Mrs. Russell wrinkled face
brims a big smile. Her intense blue eyes look at me with delight. Her arms extend open wide.
She embraces me, pats my back and slides a white envelope into my right hand. “What’s this?” I
say with a quizzical look on my face. “Ah. Here is the key to opening your golden door. This is a
recommendation letter for you. Take her to Dr. Violet Aschkinks in the Transplant department.
She will help you to get your first full-time job after graduation. Violet is a good, old friend of
mine. She is in charge of the Kidney Transplantation Unit. You’ll be in great hands. Good luck
sweetie. You deserve it!”Her eyes beam with the proudness of a mother who finally sees her
hard work of years rewarded in her offspring’s college degree. And why not? Ms. Russell has
been my mentor for two years. She has been my steadfast guide in the difficult world of courses
selections, in the choosing of the most flexible professors in the Microbiology department, she
has shown me the ropes, the ABC’s of a microbiology laboratory, she might have thrown two or
three romantic tips regarding my amorous relationship with my boyfriend, and finally, she has
been a very patient and encouraging instructor of her native language. As a “Cuban refugee”
living in the States for only two years, it has not been short of a challenge to maneuver around
the sophisticated, exclusively scientific vocabulary of my PH.D’s educators and my
shortcomings regarding the most widely used language in the world. Ms. Russell has been an
invaluable help! I blow her a kiss with my hands and I fly down the old- grayish concrete stairs of
the Arts and Science building. I fly into my new world of financial freedom, achieved dreams, and
the satisfaction that hard work always pays. I have done it. I have prevailed. My flight abruptly
stops when I land into my fiancee’s strong, muscular arms and I melt into his hazel eyes and
press my lips against his savoring my triumph. My baby has been eagerly waiting for me to
celebrate my last school day. I envision our future path, marriage, a house, a successful career,
and eventually children. What else can I ask for? I don’t want my fly ever to end. Forward three
months later, half of the deal is sealed. The other half is irretrievably broken. I have landed my
starter dream job at the Transplant unit in my alma mater. My baby and I on the other hand, are
separated. We have parted away (my own decision) and now I totally regret it. I can only pray for
the miracle of forgiveness. And while I am anxiously waiting for it (my miracle) I am ecstatic
about my new surroundings. I work full-time at both a clinical and a research lab at the
Transplant unit. I am moving up steadily on my laboratory certifications and planning my
upcoming graduate school entrance exam. My life is still full, adventurous and the future is



brighter than ever. I am secretly dreaming, planning and expecting. Until the day all hell breaks
loose and my life starts spinning out of control. Literally. Pun intended.Alina, a laboratory
colleague, tucks at my lab coat and nudges me gently towards the hall. I quickly take it off and
wash my hands thoroughly. Sue and Kathy, another two young lab co-workers, join us and amid
laughter and lively chatting we head off to the nearest elevator. By the time we reach the
cafeteria entrance I feel a sudden wave of heat burning my face. I leave out a quiet sigh as
unsuccessfully try to reach for the door knob. Everything becomes blurry in front of me; I close
my eyes, lose control and inevitably fall down to the floor with a hard thump. My
unconsciousness lasts only for a few minutes. My vital signs are checked by my friends and
when nothing is out of the ordinary, I get up and proceed to eat our lunch. The rest of the
afternoon glides easily into the fasts-paced routines of my work. I wrap up the day and leave
work feeling perfectly normal. I have just reunited with my lost love and we are barely starting
anew when I am seized by an unexpected fall and loss of consciousness while at work. This is
the only time I would pass out. From there on, my unconsciousness is replaced by a new array
of symptoms. In the subsequent weeks and months, my world spins completely out of control.
Vertigo, unrelenting upchucking, loss of balance, fatigue and a disturbing fullness sensation and
continuous ringing in my ears are my increasingly steadfast companions. For the next three
years my life is reduced to the enclosing four walls of my room in my tiny apartment. I spend not
one, or two, but three years homebound. I just cling to my misery, bedridden, continuously
vomiting; either gyrating along with my room or my room spinning vertiginously around me. I had
survived episodic, paternal abuse in my childhood, broken family bonds generated by exile in
my adolescence, a perilous sea voyage from Cuba but nothing has prepared me for the inferno I
am facing now. It would take three years of my young life, numerous clueless, baffled doctors,
the loss of my amazingly, challenging job, the abandonment of most of my friends, three failed
attempted suicides and finally, a totally unexpected trip to Emory Hospital in Atlanta and the
return to the roots of my Catholic faith before a diagnosis is finally pronounced- Meniere’s
disease. Three years before a new treatment eliminates my incapacitating, devastating
symptoms. Three whole years before my vertigo subsides. I am finally confident to look ahead to
the future I have forged in my mind. For the next sixteen years my dreams are fulfilled. I am back
in the medicine field. I have a husband, a career, and three beautiful, healthy Asian children. No,
I did not adopt. My husband is of Asian descent. Who would have thought? More importantly, I
have reconnected to the God who was introduced to me in my infant years by my aunt and
uncle. We now have a solid, interactive, vivid relationship based on a daily communication and
the absolute, irrefutable proof of His unconditional love. I need no more. 

CHAPTER 23: SURPRISE, SURPRISECHAPTER 24: YEAR 2008CHAPTER
25: YEAR 2008, STEPPING UP THE GAMECHAPTER 26: YEAR 2009,
SARASOTA and The Silverstein InstituteCHAPTER 27: YEAR 2010 UP TO
PRESENT… PROLOGUE Mrs. Russell and I wash and watch. Simultaneously. We wash a



huge load of microscope glass slides used by the Microbiology lab students the prior day. We
lather, scrub, scrape and rinse in a repetitive motion. All the while we watch Bo and Hope full-
fledged, passionate romance in Days Of Our Lives. Mrs. Russell is in charge of the
Undergraduate Microbiology Laboratory situated at the Arts and Science Building. It is my last
semester at the University of Miami, my alma mater. I truly do not care that much for the soap
opera but Mrs. Russell has gotten me hooked up on it. She has been my boss for the past two
years. I am an undergraduate student on a scholarship. My part-time job at the lab allows me to
earn funds to supplement my financial aid package. We submerge our slides in a big plastic
bucket that contains detergent. Soap and soap. Pun intended. It is year 1983. I gaze at the tiny
screen of the mini TV set sitting on the Formica counter across our metal chairs. Mrs. Russell, an
American of Irish descent, has tended to the UM Microbiology lab for over thirty ears. It is her
now her turn to retire to her family, dogs and cats and her fabulous house nestled in the old,
charming city of Coral Gables. She has earned it. I am in my last semester. I am about to receive
my Bachelor’s in Microbiology and Immunology. We both are feisty today. We have so much to
celebrate. Mrs. Russell is looking forward to a well- deserved life of leisure. I am looking forward
to a new full- time employment in my career field, entering graduate school, marriage and
eventually a family to call my own. It is my last day of work. I am done. I dry the last slide, place it
carefully in its cardboard box and grab my colorful fringed book bag. Mrs. Russell wrinkled face
brims a big smile. Her intense blue eyes look at me with delight. Her arms extend open wide.
She embraces me, pats my back and slides a white envelope into my right hand. “What’s this?” I
say with a quizzical look on my face. “Ah. Here is the key to opening your golden door. This is a
recommendation letter for you. Take her to Dr. Violet Aschkinks in the Transplant department.
She will help you to get your first full-time job after graduation. Violet is a good, old friend of
mine. She is in charge of the Kidney Transplantation Unit. You’ll be in great hands. Good luck
sweetie. You deserve it!”Her eyes beam with the proudness of a mother who finally sees her
hard work of years rewarded in her offspring’s college degree. And why not? Ms. Russell has
been my mentor for two years. She has been my steadfast guide in the difficult world of courses
selections, in the choosing of the most flexible professors in the Microbiology department, she
has shown me the ropes, the ABC’s of a microbiology laboratory, she might have thrown two or
three romantic tips regarding my amorous relationship with my boyfriend, and finally, she has
been a very patient and encouraging instructor of her native language. As a “Cuban refugee”
living in the States for only two years, it has not been short of a challenge to maneuver around
the sophisticated, exclusively scientific vocabulary of my PH.D’s educators and my
shortcomings regarding the most widely used language in the world. Ms. Russell has been an
invaluable help! I blow her a kiss with my hands and I fly down the old- grayish concrete stairs of
the Arts and Science building. I fly into my new world of financial freedom, achieved dreams, and
the satisfaction that hard work always pays. I have done it. I have prevailed. My flight abruptly
stops when I land into my fiancee’s strong, muscular arms and I melt into his hazel eyes and
press my lips against his savoring my triumph. My baby has been eagerly waiting for me to



celebrate my last school day. I envision our future path, marriage, a house, a successful career,
and eventually children. What else can I ask for? I don’t want my fly ever to end. Forward three
months later, half of the deal is sealed. The other half is irretrievably broken. I have landed my
starter dream job at the Transplant unit in my alma mater. My baby and I on the other hand, are
separated. We have parted away (my own decision) and now I totally regret it. I can only pray for
the miracle of forgiveness. And while I am anxiously waiting for it (my miracle) I am ecstatic
about my new surroundings. I work full-time at both a clinical and a research lab at the
Transplant unit. I am moving up steadily on my laboratory certifications and planning my
upcoming graduate school entrance exam. My life is still full, adventurous and the future is
brighter than ever. I am secretly dreaming, planning and expecting. Until the day all hell breaks
loose and my life starts spinning out of control. Literally. Pun intended.Alina, a laboratory
colleague, tucks at my lab coat and nudges me gently towards the hall. I quickly take it off and
wash my hands thoroughly. Sue and Kathy, another two young lab co-workers, join us and amid
laughter and lively chatting we head off to the nearest elevator. By the time we reach the
cafeteria entrance I feel a sudden wave of heat burning my face. I leave out a quiet sigh as
unsuccessfully try to reach for the door knob. Everything becomes blurry in front of me; I close
my eyes, lose control and inevitably fall down to the floor with a hard thump. My
unconsciousness lasts only for a few minutes. My vital signs are checked by my friends and
when nothing is out of the ordinary, I get up and proceed to eat our lunch. The rest of the
afternoon glides easily into the fasts-paced routines of my work. I wrap up the day and leave
work feeling perfectly normal. I have just reunited with my lost love and we are barely starting
anew when I am seized by an unexpected fall and loss of consciousness while at work. This is
the only time I would pass out. From there on, my unconsciousness is replaced by a new array
of symptoms. In the subsequent weeks and months, my world spins completely out of control.
Vertigo, unrelenting upchucking, loss of balance, fatigue and a disturbing fullness sensation and
continuous ringing in my ears are my increasingly steadfast companions. For the next three
years my life is reduced to the enclosing four walls of my room in my tiny apartment. I spend not
one, or two, but three years homebound. I just cling to my misery, bedridden, continuously
vomiting; either gyrating along with my room or my room spinning vertiginously around me. I had
survived episodic, paternal abuse in my childhood, broken family bonds generated by exile in
my adolescence, a perilous sea voyage from Cuba but nothing has prepared me for the inferno I
am facing now. It would take three years of my young life, numerous clueless, baffled doctors,
the loss of my amazingly, challenging job, the abandonment of most of my friends, three failed
attempted suicides and finally, a totally unexpected trip to Emory Hospital in Atlanta and the
return to the roots of my Catholic faith before a diagnosis is finally pronounced- Meniere’s
disease. Three years before a new treatment eliminates my incapacitating, devastating
symptoms. Three whole years before my vertigo subsides. I am finally confident to look ahead to
the future I have forged in my mind. For the next sixteen years my dreams are fulfilled. I am back
in the medicine field. I have a husband, a career, and three beautiful, healthy Asian children. No,



I did not adopt. My husband is of Asian descent. Who would have thought? More importantly, I
have reconnected to the God who was introduced to me in my infant years by my aunt and
uncle. We now have a solid, interactive, vivid relationship based on a daily communication and
the absolute, irrefutable proof of His unconditional love. I need no more. November 2007. It is
my forty sixth birthday anniversary. My husband, I, and our children are visiting with my old,
closest friend from my youth, Elizabeth. Eli and I go back from our early adolescence in our
country. We hit it off from the first time we met in eighth grade. We have been inseparable from
the day we met. Although we are in the month November, Miami hot climate year-round makes it
very pleasant to take a dip in a swimming pool. We are sitting in Eli’s Spanish-tile covered
backyard terrace savoring the lazy Sunday afternoon. I am watching the kids Eli’s and mine
splashing in the pool, running around it, enjoying another care-free day of their young lives. I take
a sip from my chilled, pink lemonade beverage. I drag a puff of my Virginia slim. Just then, I feel
it. The ringing, the buzzing, the fullness in my ears and the strange feeling that overtakes my
whole body; the old, too familiar malaise that precedes the attack. It is the crisis that would
drastically change my life once again. I load myself with Xanax and anti-nausea pills. I lie down in
Eli’s mom bed. I don’t dare to move at all except to vomit the delicious meal I had savored a
while ago. It takes what it seems forever before the pharmaceuticals render me motionless and
sound asleep. A last thought pounds my mind. After sixteen years of remission, all of your
confidence about being symptom- free, all the reassurance that you have conquered and
prevailed you are back to being the poor- disabled- afflicted by relentless vertigo Mercy.Mercy
you are back, Back in the Swirl of …Meniere. As my world tumbles down like years ago, my
predicament intensifies as if that is even possible. Nothing could break the hold Meniere has
over my life. I have transcended the most feared complication of my illness. I used to have one
ear affected by Meniere. Now, both of my ears are compromised. I have Bilateral Meniere, the
most challenging medical scenario an ENT doctor can encounter in the realm of Meniere.
Having both ears impacted by Meniere makes it impossible for me to have any surgical or any
other aggressive treatment usually reserved for the most desperate cases of vertigo. When both
ears are taken by Meniere, these treatments are off-limits. Permanent loss of balance is a real
complication of last recourse Meniere treatments. There is just not a “good ear” left to
compensate for the balance loss. To compound the problem, I have been diagnosed with
chronic depression since year 2000. I have to contend with two extremely debilitating conditions
from now on. I reach the end of the rope.I am transfixed with the battle ahead of me. Hismanal
(Astemizole), the drug that brought my vertigo to a halt some long years ago, is no longer
available. It has been banned by the FDA as the result of severe heart complications, including
fatality cases. For the next two years the macabre cycle is back. I hug the toilet, I vomit for twenty
hours continuously, I lose my balance, I am dizzy, I can’t walk, I load my body with anti-vertigo
meds, I am exhausted. I fall asleep. I can’t do anything. I have no life. My three children have to
fend for themselves, survive on their own while their father work long hours and mommy is alive
but so ill that she literally lives in her bed. The caring, devoted mother of the past ceases to



exist. How do you explain to three young children that their mother lies motionless in bed for
years, victim of an illness that is not terminal as their deceased uncle’s cancer but equally
crippling? You cannot. The kids can’t grasp this new reality. Fortunately, compassionate souls
reach out to my family. I have to let go of all expectations. One day my boy enters my room after
a long day spent at school. His usually bright, caramel-colored eyes reflect all the melancholy
and preoccupation that invades him.“Mom, how do you do it? If I were you I would have jumped
off the balcony long ago.”I am perplexed, appalled at his audacious statement. We live on a fifth
floor, jumping off means a certain death. Why do I put up with all this misery?“Because of you
my son, because of your sisters, because a captain does not abandon his ship strayed into
perilous waters. Neither does a mother abandon her children.” I barely whisper in reply. I
tentatively extend my hand from under my cover and stroke his dark hair. I close my eyes and go
back to the fog that envelops me constantly. I can’t surrender. I have come so far now just to give
up. It is not in my nature. My children are the main force that propels me into a new quest. I need
a huge break, a miracle. It arrives one day when a mother from my girls’ school tells me all about
her own father’s experience at the Silverstein Institute in Sarasota. Her dad, a Meniere veteran,
had endured irretractable vertigo for quite a while when he met Dr. Herbert Silverstein, the
founder of the Institute. Dr. Silverstein performed an operation that cured his vertigo completely.
After two years of unabatedly vertigo, I visit the Institute myself. Although my Meniere presents
itself as the worst type to be successfully treated because both ears are affected by the illness,
disqualifying me from more aggressive treatments such as surgery, Dr. Silverstein prescribes a
new medication for my condition. The trip to Sarasota marks the end of my marriage of almost
twenty years. My husband and I take a fork on the road. I am devastated. I am on my own,
disabled and still very ill. Yet, little by little in the course of the following months I start to see a
gradual improvement. As soon as my divorce is finalized, I move on my own. New,
unforeseeable challenges await me in my new life. Stress renders me with chronic asthma; the
newest obstacle on my path to recovery. Interestingly enough, in spite of my recently diagnosed
asthma, my migraines, my depression, my congenital leg condition and Meniere, vertigo begin
to subside. Is Dr. Silverstein one- of -a- kind, progressive treatment dramatically enhancing the
quality of my life? Yes, it is. It takes a few months for the new medication to become effective but
my walker becomes a thing of the past. Am I able to do all the activities most people take for
granted and that I have been deprived from for so long? Yes, I do. Little by little, I show my face
back in the condominium gym, I bask in the sun by the pool, I swim, I read, I write, I cook, I drive,
I can sit down in my living room and watch TV! I get to worship at my temple and most
importantly, I am actively present in my children’s lives again. I am out of the Swirl. I don’t
deceive myself. Meniere has no cure. Symptoms flare up from time to time. I will always have to
be cautious and keep safe boundaries to avoid a major crisis. Yet, I am forever indebted to Dr.
Silverstein. Those who are affected by Meniere know that vertigo render us, its victims, in a
perpetual, pathetic state with no end on sight. Meniere robs us of all desire to keep on struggling.
It leaves us in utter despair, begging for an end to our miserable lives. I am blessed beyond



words. I have prevailed. I have defeated the beast. Once again. A successful vertigo treatment
breathes a new life into my body and soul. There are simply no words to describe my gratitude to
my family, friends who stand by me, my doctors and their expertise and finally to our God who
looks down upon us with compassionate love. If my story inspires other people to come up
higher, better, stronger from an epic battle against Meniere, depression or any other chronic
medical condition, my journey has not been in vain. I have fulfilled my purpose in
life. Introduction Aaaah! The Starry Night. Beautiful, famous, invaluable. Who is not acquainted
with this masterpiece painting and his deeply disturbed, unfortunate creator, Vincent van Gogh?
Although, it was not documented during his lifetime it has been determined many years later,
that van Gogh suffered from an incurable, relentless, devilish illness; Meniere’s
disease. Commonly called “glaucoma of the inner ear,” Meniere’s disease is a chronic illness
that often affects individuals in the prime of life. It is characterized by episodes of severe vertigo,
loss of balance, tinnitus (ringing in the ears), nausea, vomiting and progressive hearing loss. The
National Institutes of Health estimates that about 615,000 people in the United States have
Meniere’s. Approximately 450,000 new cases are diagnosed annually in the country. Meniere’s
symptoms, especially vertigo can wreak havoc in affected patient’s lives. The disease has a very
serious psychosocial impact in its victims and their families. In the Quality of Wellbeing Scale, a
scientific study, it is stated that Meniere’s sufferers are the most severely impaired non
hospitalized patients studied so far. The quality of life of a Meniere’s patient is comparable to that
of a Cancer or Aids patient. When having acute attacks, the Quality of Wellbeing is closer to a
non- institutionalized Cancer or Aids victim…six days before death! It is well documented that
Meniere’s sufferers fall prey to depression in alarming numbers due to their almost non-existing
quality of life. In my own case, both illnesses are concomitantly present. Mental disorders are
very common in the United States and internationally. Globally, the percentage of people with
psychiatric disorders is growing faster than those of heart disease. The present worldwide state
of economic turmoil is increasing those numbers exponentially. An estimated 22% of Americans
ages 18 and older (about 1 in 5 adults) suffer from a mental condition; that’s approximately 44
million people. The direct costs of mental health illness services in the United States is over $70
billion. The indirect costs are over 78 billion. The latter refers to lost productivity at the
workplace, school, and home due to premature disability and death. Over 90% of suicides are
committed by people who suffer from a mental illness. These staggering figures have been the
inspiration to write about my vast personal experience dealing with both health conditions. Van
Gogh was so miserable in his affliction that in an extremely radical measure he severed his left
ear in attempt to alleviate his highly disturbing Meniere’s symptoms. Meniere compounded with
other illnesses, among them a severe mental condition, finally claimed the life of the painter in
his late thirties at his own hand. My story’s priority is to help Meniere’s and depression sufferers
to resort to less drastic measures to cope with these co- occurring illnesses, counteract their
unpredictability and guide them to regain control of their live; allowing to experience their God
giving right to a fulfilling, rich and active life as possible. It provides useful, unique tools and



guides to overcome the turbulence and chaos in those afflicted by Meniere and chronic
depression (compounded by migraines). It is my most fervent desire that my story serves as an
inspiration to all patients affected by a severe, chronic, disabling condition. A veteran of tough
times I have survived paternal abuse as a child, exile that forced me to leave behind the only
family that raised me and loved me, that is my uncle and aunts, the loss of my envisioned
career’s plans when I was stricken by Meniere’s at age 22. I have also suffered the progressive
loss of my hearing, and all means of sustenance after my Meniere came back after 16 years of
remission rendering me disabled forever. Finally, I have lost my marriage of twenty years and yet,
through it all, I have found friends who have helped me cope with all of my losses. It is my most
heartfelt desire that my story would serve as an inspiration to all patients affected by a severe,
chronic, disabling condition and a celebration to all milestones conquered and their daily
victories.CHAPTER 1: UNEXPECTED FALL Alina tucked at my lab coat and nudged me
gently towards the hall. I quickly took it off, washed my hands thoroughly and reached for my
wallet which I stored in an old metal desk drawer. Sue and Kathy joined us. Amid laughter and a
lively, quick chat we headed to the nearest elevator. By the time we arrived at the hospital
cafeteria’s entrance, I felt a sudden wave of heat burning my face. I left out a quiet sigh as I tried
to grab the door. Everything became blurred in front of me; I closed my eyes, lost control and fell
down to the floor. My unconsciousness lasted only for two or three minutes. I was rushed to the
nearby examining room to be checked out by my co-workers. Kathy took my vital signs and with
great relief announced that everything was normal. I stayed in the room for a few more minutes,
got up and announced that I was ready to have lunch. My face was still very red but other than
that I felt perfectly fine. We all ordered our meals and in half an hour we were back in our
laboratory, the Tissue Typing lab, located on the eighth floor of the University of Miami (UM)
Medical School in Miami, Florida. The Tissue Typing laboratory is an invaluable part of any
hospital Transplant Department. In fact, it is the place where the fate of a transplant is actually
decided. It is right in that laboratory where the magic match between a donated organ and a
much needed organ recipient is consciously ascertained before a second chance at life is finally
granted. To be medically precise, the Tissue Typing lab blood conducts tests to measure
substances on the surface of body cells called antigens. These antigens determine whether
donor tissues or organs are compatible to be transplanted into another person. They are unique
for each person, sort of a “fingerprint.” Measuring these antigens before a transplant is
performed helps to ensure as close a match as possible between donor and recipient to avoid a
rejection of the transplanted organ or tissue in the future. It was 1986. I was about to start my last
semester at the University of Miami. One more course was all I needed for graduation. In
anticipation of completing bachelor’s degree credit requirements, I had sought employment as a
part- time worker in one of the fields of my studies at UM Medical School. The Tissue Typing lab
position was a great opportunity to advance in my knowledge of Immunology. My first foray into
the world of job searching had guided me to the Transplant Department. I was thrilled about my
new job.The month of August is the hottest month of the year in Miami. Temperatures might



reach a high of 960 F. Humidity makes it feel even hotter, a truly scorching heat. People try to
stay indoors as much as possible to avoid profuse sweating, stickiness and dehydration. I
passed out in the middle of August. Logically, I attributed it to the summer heat, the stress of a
new job, a recently failed romantic relationship (actually, it was a broken engagement) and finally
a possible transitional allergy to any of the chemicals and radioactive materials I used at work
everyday. What else could have been wrong with a 24- year -old woman? Soon I put the
transient episode behind me and I immersed myself in my interesting work. I forgot all about my
mysterious, totally unexpected fall. A week passed by and I felt fine, but on the eighth day after
my sudden fall, I became ill again. This time I did not lose consciousness. Instead, I was not
spared from experiencing all the rage of my new spell. It seemed like the whole world collapsed
in a minute. I felt a surge of heat running up my face again. I lost my balance. My living room
started to spin violently around me. The lamp hanging from the ceiling in the middle of the room
began a mysterious dance; I tried to focus on it. I counted one, two, three? How many lamps
were there? I lost count. The lamps were emerging one after the other just to disappear in a
vertiginous non-ending circle. Stumbling upon the walls, I made it to my room. I collapsed on my
bed. A wave of coldness swept my whole body. My mother reached out for a thick blanket and
covered me with it. I vomited for several hours in a row. Exhausted, the vertigo and vomiting
eventually subsided. The macabre swirl was finally over. By the next morning, I started fearing
the worst. The new crisis had been too horrible to be ignored. Afraid that a very serious condition
such as a brain tumor could be the culprit for my recent symptoms, I decided right then that if
another attack would overcome me I would seek professional help. August came to an end
and I enrolled in my last semester at UM. I was looking forward to graduation with great
excitement. I only needed three more credits to meet the required courses for my degree. For
my last course before graduation I had to present a research paper on Cyclosporine-A, an
immunosuppressant drug used to abort a possible transplanted organ rejection. My mentor, Dr.
Laphalle Font, was one of my new superiors also. I was being trained at working both research
and clinical procedures at the same time. Weekdays I worked under the direction of Dr. Font in
his research lab, situated in the medical building third floor. On weekends, I worked on the eight
floor doing clinical laboratory procedures for transplant recipients. At that time, Dr. Font was
pursuing the discovery of a new type of immunosuppressant drugs, called monoclonal
antibodies. He taught me the process of isolating the antibodies from other chemical
compounds to be tested in transplanted patients. On weekends I continued my training in the
Tissue Typing laboratory performing clinical tests under Dr. Violet Aschkinks’ supervision. In late
August, I re-united with my boyfriend, Jordi after a long break-up. I also had become a full- time
employee at the Transplant Department during the fall semester. Being a UM full-time worker
offered me the possibility to enter into Graduate School with full-tuition coverage by my
employer. I wanted to pursue a PhD. in Microbiology and Immunology. The future looked brighter
than ever to me and then, all of the sudden, clouds overshadowed it
again. CHAPTER 2: FAULTY CARROUSEL By mid-September, the strange



crises increased in frequency and duration. I decided not to wait any longer. I visited a family
doctor at a Hispanic clinic, very popular in Miami in 1986. Nowadays, that clinic is no longer in
business. A general checkup and basic comprehensive blood tests did not raise a red flag. All
my results were perfectly normal. The doctor dismissed me without major concern. It was a
“transitory thing,” he assured me. The following week my brother had to carry me down the stairs
of my building and rushed me to the nearest Emergency Room. I was given two shots, one for
the nausea and another one for the vertigo. As soon as I stopped vomiting, I was sent back
home. Two days later I paid another visit to the clinic. This time, after reviewing all my blood tests
and my vital signs, a different general practitioner pronounced the following words,“Headaches
and dizziness are the two most common symptoms in medicine”.And with that sentence, to my
astonishment, he waved me away at the door. That was the end of my second medical
consultation. Dispirited, I came back a third time to the clinic. This time, I saw a very old and
gentle, wise internist who assured me that my symptoms were caused either by a neurological
or an inner ear condition. He referred me to the appropriate specialists and wished me good
luck. The neurologist who examined me was an old, very well- mannered doctor as well. He
gave me a thorough neurological checkup in his office and finally delivered his professional
opinion. “I am convinced your symptoms are not of a neurological etiology (origin). For your
peace of mind I will order a CAT-scan of your head, but I assure you there is nothing wrong with
your head. You need to see an ENT (ear, nose and throat specialist).” As predicted, the head
scan was normal. I had a brief moment of relief and then with horror I realized I was very ill but no
doctor could provide me with a diagnosis. My illness was a mystery. I was so confused and sick
that I did not know how to proceed from there on. In an era where computers where not an
integral part of daily life as today; I could only turn to the traditional method of searching for an
answer. I needed to direct my steps to the public library to research the mystery that had
assailed me. I could not do that. I was too sick to drive anywhere. I depended on taxi cabs
services to transport me to doctor’s appointments. My health was worsening by the day. I
resigned myself to endure the brunt of the vertigo attacks. I also made the first mistake I will later
come to regret in the course of my illness; I discarded the ENT referral. How on earth could my
ears provoke such horrible symptoms? That was inconceivable to me! Good Lord, how ignorant
I was at that time. I paid a heavy price for my false assumption. With an extraordinary effort on
my part I finished my research paper on Cyclosporine A. I received an A on it. And that was all
the excitement I was entitled to at that time. Due to my severe vertigo and vomiting, I could not
attend my graduation ceremony at the University of Miami. No cap and gown for me. No
graduation ring. No pictures to remember the much awaited occasion. I was deprived of hearing
my name called along with my peers to be greeted by Dr. Edward T. Foote II, the interim UM
president at that time. It was December 1986. I received my diploma by mail and that was that.
How many more special events would I miss out in my life? Very soon, I would find the
answer. __ Mercy, what’s wrong dear? Dr. Font asked me in a worried tone. __Oh, I don’t feel
well. I have this horrible pressure in my ears. I can’t lift my head up to tend to the column (a



chromatography column I used to separate the monoclonal antibodies from the rest of the
sample serum). I am losing my balance! __ I exclaimed in a soft whisper.__ I am very sorry Dr.
Font, I am sick AGAIN! Please I need help to lie down…quickly!__Don’t worry Mercy. I’ll call
Norma upstairs to help you to the staff’s lounge. I’ll be right back. He said. Norma was a new-
part-time employee at the Tissue Typing lab. She was from El Salvador and had just migrated to
America to escape an assassination threat promised on by certain leftist factions in her native
country. I had never met her before but when she came down to the third floor to assist me; I met
a wonderful, young lady who was very compassionate and understanding.Norma wrapped her
arm around my waist and very slowly we started out of the lab towards the lounge. I could not
look up or down, right or left. My eyes were fixed in a semi-closed gaze to escape the much
dreaded onset of vertigo and vomiting. Since I had no balance, I leaned my body against
Norma’s as she gently guided me out of the room. The University Medical Building was divided
into two sections. The right side of the building was the new addition to it. It was built with plenty
of windows that allowed the Miami sun rays to be reflected along the new, polished, granite
floors. The left side of the building was the original one. It was a dark, poorly illuminated section.
For the most part, it enclosed small windowless rooms. Sometimes, the labs had small windows
that face other drab buildings; a gloomy view unless you had valid reasons in your heart to fill it
with joy. All edifices together constituted the Jackson- Hospital / University of Miami
conglomerate. Dr. Font’s lab was located in the old building section. In fact, most of the Medical
School’s Microbiology/Immunology professors had their small offices and research labs located
on that floor. As I stumbled out of my lab, beads of sweat covering my face; I sensed more than
seeing the presence of sympathetic teachers, researchers and their lab assistants assembled
along the dark corridors. Soft, compassionate words were uttered as Norma, literally, dragged
myself along the hall. Then, I heard it. As dizzy as I was, the words reached my ears very
clearly, __Poor thing.__What’s wrong with her? I heard a female voice in the distance.__She is
suffering from a Petit Mal seizure! That’s what’s wrong with her! Oh no, dear God! I pleaded
myself after I heard the term. Petit mal! No, please, no epilepsy for me! Petit Mal seizure is just
one variation of several types of epilepsy. It has been substituted by the modern term of absence
seizure. As opposed to Grand Mal epilepsy or seizures, where the patient falls down to the floor
on uncontrollable convulsions, the patient afflicted by Petit Mal might appear to be staring into
space with or without jerking or twitching movements of the eye muscles. Normally, Petit Mal
patients do not show any emotional expressions during these attacks. These periods usually last
for seconds. ----Just because I have to stare into a fixed spot in front of me with a vacant look on
my face when I am seized by these attacks does not mean I suffer from Petit Mal, right?, I
reassured myself----A few days later, Jordi’s dad, a pediatrician who had graduated from
University of Havana, suggested me the same diagnosis. I still refuted the possibility of a
neurological problem. Time will showed me that I was correct in my assumptions then. ___ “I
want us to go to a special place this weekend, baby,” Jordi whispered sweetly in my ears while
he gently caressed my face. I want you to relax and forget about these awful past weeks. I want



us to have some fun again. I am taking you to The Forge tomorrow. We’ll have a nice dinner, we’ll
dance and we’ll toast to your recovery and we’ll forget all about your dizziness, you’ll see.”____I
simply nodded in agreement with delight. As I came out of my shower wrapped in my pastel
peach bathrobe, I took a glance at my outfit for the night. My black, satin blouse and evening
trousers lay on top of my bed besides my golden belt, earrings and sandals. The same golden
toned clutch complemented both my ensemble and my shoulder- length- honey-blonde hair. I
looked at myself in my bedroom’s oval mirror as I started to apply some foundation to my face.I
sighed with relief. A sense of confidence swept me all over. I will put this nightmare behind me.
Yes, I will…. The trendy, high-end, haute cuisine Hollywood- 1930’s era restaurant lifted up my
spirits that night. The place was amazing. I was delighted from the moment we stepped in. Jordi
was in the mood to treat us to a feast that particular night. He wanted me to feel like a fairy-tale
princess entranced by an unforgettable night. And he succeeded. He ordered us a bottle of
Chianti 1960 Riserva to accompany his Tuscany Sirloin Steak and my Oak Grilled Filet Mignon.
The famous, New York –style- dry- aged steaks were as delectable as expected. In fact, they
were superb. The Forge, located in the heart of Miami Beach was perfectly suited for its Latin up-
beat music evening show. Hansen and Raul, a very popular Cuban- duo in the 80’s, were the
attraction of the night. After savoring our delicious Belgian Chocolate Soufflé, we stepped up to
the dance floor. We swirled happily along with other young couples; dancing to the tune of both
rhythmic Latin salsa and ageless, slow, romantic ballads. I hadn’t felt so well in so long. I felt
normal again, almost. We went back to our secluded seats. We indulged in sweet talking and
dreamy plans for our future together. A few moments later, I slid to the back of the restaurant to
visit the ladies room. I re-applied my glossy lipstick carefully and went back to my seat. Upon my
return, beside my glass, I found a beautiful white orchid, delicately wrapped in a transparent box.
My favorite flower of allA note engraved in golden letters read I Love You. I felt exhilarated. Swept
with love, I looked at Jordi’s large, hazel-nut eyes framed by his dark hair. Sus ojos color de
menta.His beautiful light green eyes, were the color of a genuine green-mint Cuban candy,
framed by his dark beard and thick, dark eyebrows. He was the most handsome guy I had ever
been with! I leaned toward him and very gently, I kissed him on his lips. The Maitre-D walked by,
he smiled at us and discreetly guided his steps to the other corner of the room. Suddenly,
like a deadly tornado it completely enveloped me. I felt it coming, swift, powerful, BRUTAL; but I
was hopelessly defenseless. The English Oak paneling seemed closing on me. I felt trapped,
unable to utter a sound, unable to stop it. The Matisse alternating brilliant colors right across our
seat joined me in a vertiginous carrousel ride. I wanted to stop it. I failed. Instead of friendly,
coordinated ups and down equestrian movements I was spun into chaos. My own private
carrousel lacked harmonic rhythm. I tried again. No luck, it refused to submit to any commands.
It kept spinning around and around in a discordant symphony of loud, ringing noises in my ears. I
looked up to the ornate, high ceiling. The massive, expensive chandelier glowed far too
intensively. Like a mischievous accomplice it joined the carrousel festivities, playing a burlesque
trick on my mind. One, two, four, it kept multiplying itself with each new round. No please, not



again. It took all of Jordi’s six feet, 200 pounds and athletic, strong body to pull me out of the
restaurant. I barely made it to his red Mustang. Leaning on the passenger door the retching
seized me. I fought it bravely but I shamefully lost the battle. I doubled over and returned my
dinner on the parking lot for what seemed an eternity. Our special, romantic dinner ruined by an
anonymous opponent, ruined by my own, faulty carrousel. Maldito carrusel. Fatigue
overpowered me, and I reclined my body unto the Mustang cream-colored seats. As I closed my
eyes I heard Jordi’s sincere apology to the valet parking attendant and right after it, ---That was
quite a scene babe. I bet those folks think that you partied too much--- Jordi said very softly
while gently lacing his right hand with mine. --- Yes, I bet they did--- I felt so ashamed and so
miserable I did not speak another word until I got home.What a waste of a delicious
meal! Almost an hour passed by, I don’t recollect much from there on, except that I collapsed
onto my bed, begging, pleading, crying for a good night rest and no more dizziness while the
tears streamed down my face burning it like fiery lava.CHAPTER 3: CLUELESS
PHYSICIANS, CLEVER VETERINARIAN 
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Deb (DeeGeez livin up on Red Hawk Hill), “I'm a Puerto Rican Woman Menerian. Smiles.
Mercedes gives me more hope. LOVED.IT. back in the swirl is an awesome funny way to
describe the trips from hell. I LAUGHED and Cried. It is the Menerian that can only understand
the devastation and tedious swirl! There is hope. I have a good therapist. Thanks for your
honesty and metaphorical humour. We think quite alike. Love the resources. Been battling for
ten years.  I'm 53, and had to give up my wildland fire career after 23 yrs.  Love the cover...”

N. Salter, “AS someone with Meniere's I found this book wonderful. She writes so well & gives
perfect advice. AS someone with Meniere's I found this book wonderful. She writes so well &
gives perfect advice.I have it on a Kindle and will never delete it. Have read it twice .”

The book by Mercedes Kim has a rating of  5 out of 4.0. 3 people have provided feedback.
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