
The Wisdom of Fear 

There was a day when time seemed to stop for me. It felt as if everything I knew and 

lived for was brought to a halt. Last year, my best friend and boyfriend had succumbed to the 

escalating threats of his heart disease and was rushed to the Cleveland Clinic to undergo an open-

heart surgery. He had been suffering his whole life from a genetic disease known as 

Hypertrophic cardiomyopathy, a build-up of tissue in a valve that causes an inadequate flow of 

blood throughout the heart. If left undiagnosed and untreated, it can be fatal. I still remember the 

contorted feeling my stomach experienced that day and all the little knots squirming inside of 

me.  Conversations became muted and only the sounds of the ICU machines remained in my 

thoughts, pulsing throughout my whole body. I felt like a wire with electricity pumping through 

every one of my veins. My body was so alive with energy, yet my mind was numb with the 

thoughts of the “what ifs?”  What if the surgeon hadn’t received enough sleep the night before? 

What if he had a slip of the hand while performing? What if the anesthetic did not work? What if 

Jake never woke up? The thoughts made me want to scream, begging to be released out of my 

soul. However, I knew I had to be the strong one. Whenever I looked over to Jake’s parents and 

saw the dazed and worried emotions in their eyes, I knew I could not let myself go. I would not 

allow myself to. Yet, however tragic this experience seemed to me at the time, I learned to 

appreciate the sheer joys of a particular life that changed mine immensely. I think that there 

exists a life-changing moment in a person’s life that allows them to understand the purpose of 

their life and the world around them. It gives that person the opportunity to re-evaluate their 

beliefs and to answer the questions about life itself. I believe in this wisdom that one gains from 

fear.  



Jake and I had only been dating for a few months, but we had a special connection with 

each other. The only way I can begin to describe this relationship is that it started with the trust 

in our friendship. We can confide in one another without hesitation. When we are with each 

other, it is as if the world is at peace. It is just the two of us. We are each other’s best friends and 

I could never imagine a world without him. Jake has been in my life for four years, yet has never 

made quite an impact as when we started dating. He affects my life daily, constantly changing 

the way I view my life and teaching me life-long lessons that I will surely never forget. This 

made it difficult for me to come to the realization of the possibility of losing him. I was informed 

of his heart disease early on, yet had put it in the back of my mind. I did not ever believe it would 

come back one day to haunt me. I remember that week so perfectly. All of the details remain 

with me; the clothes I wore every day to the Cleveland Clinic, the numbers on each of the rooms, 

the paintings on the corridors, everything still so vivid. I believe the most striking memory I had 

of that very long week, was the image of Jake right after his surgery. He was still asleep from the 

anesthetic, lying there with a breathing tube in his mouth. He almost looked lifeless, his paleness 

strikingly close in color to that of the sheets. His breathing was so shallow, barely even there. He 

was so helpless in his most vulnerable moment. At that moment, every ounce of my body 

became filled with this overbearing and overwhelming feeling of unconditional love and 

vulnerability.  

I could not say it was strength alone that had helped me through this experience, but the 

powerful faith and will I had that everything was going to be ok. No matter what happened or 

what consequences stemmed from the situation, I could pull through. I needed to pull through 

and I would do everything in my power to get through it. Divine Intervention definitely had its 

way of working within me to even further carry me through this experience. I believe God 



granted me the gifts of rationality and positivity. Jake’s families and friends were right there 

waiting with me; we provided support for each other. We held each other close and embraced the 

closeness this situation had brought us into. I saw a different side to my boyfriend’s family, one 

that was scared. Believe me, I was scared as well. That week I had come to discover more about 

myself than I had in eighteen years. First and foremost, I learned I possessed the inner strength to 

overcome my fear in this terribly difficult situation. I also learned that you need to make 

sacrifices for the ones you love and focus on them in their times of need. I realized what it means 

to truly love someone; to be willing to fight for their life until you cannot fight anymore. I 

believe this is the wisdom I gained. 

However trying those long five days seemed, Jake recovered beautifully. He was out of 

the ICU in less than twenty-four hours and began the recuperation process. Aside from his scar, 

you would not think him to be one who has undergone what most of us never even experience in 

our lifetimes. Jake’s strength and passion to fight back left me awe-inspired. We strengthened 

each other throughout the whole process and continue to today. I am, in a way, blessed that I was 

able to go through this experience because I gained wisdom that I otherwise would not have 

known if not for this trial. This obstacle was the real identifier to what kind of person I wanted to 

be and how I wanted to live my life.  This taught me to appreciate the lives placed in my own, 

whether their role be small or large. Everyone in my life has a purpose that affects me, Jake’s 

just happened to be more influential than others. Seeing Jake go through every step of his 

surgery humbled me in more ways than one. I had realized the vulnerability ultimately present in 

every one of us.  

 This time in my life was not easy for me, but it gave me the wisdom I needed to live my 

life the way I now see that I should. Others become confused when I say this procedure was a 



blessing in disguise. Because no matter how traumatic and life-threatening it was, it was also 

life-saving and beneficial. I still have my best friend and the chances of me losing him anytime 

soon to the same disease is at a minimal. I thank God for this. I think sometimes the lessons that 

fear can teach are often overlooked. Fear commands a response to overcome whatever may stand 

in the way of our own happiness. Fear can bring forth courage, strength and a willingness to fight 

back. No matter the trial, no matter the outcome, fear will always teach a lesson if only we are 

willing to respond to it. I am grateful I had this experience that taught me how to respond to my 

own fears. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

	  


