
I Am The Champion

"Stress? Ha! Don't be ridiculous!" That was pretty much my response to anyone who suggested that 

stress could really have any meaningful effect on you. I saw people who suffered from 'stress-related 

illnesses' as either hypochondriacs, illness-prone or just full of rubbish and/or excuses. That is, until I had

my own handful of experiences with the very real effects of stress.

It was the start of spring and I was juggling my inquisitive and hot-footed 2 year old daughter, a less than

happy husband and a ton of unfinished grant applications for a client who was keen to secure funding 

for his non-profit organization. I was furiously typing away at my computer when my husband arrived 

home from work and proceeded to relay the day's less than pleasant events, whether I was listening or 

not.

Suddenly I felt a little flushed in the face. I gulped, like you do when you're about to be sick, then I felt a 

nasty little flutter in my stomach. Strange. I tried to shake it off, my heart ignoring my efforts and 

thumping faster in my chest. The sounds of my husband ranting and my daughter babbling faded into an

echoey background as I slowly stood up. Then the pit of my stomach filled with what I can only describe 

as a sense of impending doom, like I was going to die right there and then of an unforeseen cause. I 

grabbed for my husband and heard myself pleading, almost screaming, for him to help me.

That episode, which I later discovered was a panic attack, was an indication that something was wrong. 

A trip to the ER and a number of tests later confirmed that I had hyperthyroidism, where the thyroid 

gland plays havoc with the body's normal hormone balance. As a result, my heart rate was through the 

roof, I had the shakes, most notably in my hands, I felt irritable and uneasy most of the time and I'd lost 

weight. But because these symptoms had come on slowly over a period of time, I hadn't noticed them.

I was prescribed a cocktail of drugs to bring my thyroid back under control, but that panic attack had 

turned me into a nervous stress-filled wreck. Since the drugs took a while to take effect, I still had many 

of the symptoms for a good few months after my diagnosis. I had many sleepless nights, lying in bed 

listening to my heart beating erratically in my chest, terrified I was gonna have a heart attack or worse, 

another panic attack. I was over-analyzing every little flutter in my body, almost searching for that sense 

of impending doom in the pit of my stomach that I'd felt through that panic attack.

Of course the stress of all this just made everything worse. I felt flutters in my body because I was 

thinking about it all the time, I felt my heart skipping beats and going nuts in my chest because I was 

focusing so much of my energy on exactly that. And this went on for months. I became a prisoner in my 

own home, scared to even go to the shop round the corner for milk, nervous of the tiniest change in my 

routine or anything out of the ordinary that might raise my heart rate and, heaven forbid, might trigger 

a panic attack. It was a pathetic existence.



 It soon dawned on me that all this stress was totally and utterly in control of my life. And since I'm 

rather fond of being in control of my own life, this particular realization did not sit well with me! What? 

Stress is controlling my life?? Nope, not having that.

So I started to make changes. Nothing that was outwardly obvious but on the inside I was having a 

thorough spring clean. I was determined to stop analyzing every little flutter, skipped beat or change in 

my mood, stop thinking the worst all the time, start thinking positively, will myself past this blip, if you 

like.

And I made a startling discovery: it actually worked! I was no longer aware of any erratic beating in my 

chest, so much so that I couldn't even tell you when it disappeared altogether. I was so thrilled with that

initial achievement, I just had to conquer the panic attack thing too. 

The absolute prime moment for a panic attack to threaten me was always when I was doing the 

housework. Something about the monotony of the tasks and my wandering thoughts always seemed to 

trigger those tell-tale signs that one was coming.

So I got the duster out and got to work! It wasn't long before I felt one starting to make an appearance.  

The expectation that I was going to have one probably brought it on even more so I used that and forced

myself to think of something else, anything else. I was groping aimlessly at any random thoughts and 

failing miserably, but I was determined not to let this thing beat me. I began to think positive thoughts, 

mentally coaching myself beyond it to the other side. And it worked. As I felt it subside, I found myself 

singing my own rendition of Queen's 'We Are The Champions', at the top of my inner voice!

From then on, I used that song to fight off any creeping feelings of a panic attack waiting to happen and 

before long, the stress of panic attacks no longer had any effect on me. I haven't had a panic attack since

then.

I learned two lessons from that experience: one, that the effects of stress are very real, tangible and 

often physical, and two, stress only affects you as much as you let it. There are many ways to combat the

effects of stress but for me, the absolute best weapon you have is your own mind.


