I have an amazing Thanksgiving story to share today, and I even found a way to make it relevant to business. (Please note a few minor details have been changed to protect privacy):

A beloved old family friend named Ben had planned on stopping by before we all headed out together. He’s a big guy, 55 years old. Ben arrived, sat down, and began to visit as my daughters and I piddled around the kitchen. 

About 10 minutes later as we chatted, I look over at him and his eyes looked a little glazy, hazy. I say, “Ben, are you OK?” His eyes were red and I thought maybe he was crying. “I’m fine” Ben says.

I turn away to do something and then I looked over at him again and again his eyes are starting to look glazed over. He’s starting to flop sweat. I say, “Are you sure you are OK?" “Yeah,” he says. Ben takes off his sweater and walks over to the couch. I give one of my daughters a look that says, something is not right.
I then look over at the couch and Ben is completely in a haze. “Ben?!” He can’t speak, cannot answer me. His eyes are completely glazed over. 

I think he's having a stroke.

I run downstairs and get my wife, run back upstairs, and Ben is keeled over. I yell at my daughter, “Call 911!!!!!" She does. We rush over to Ben and his dazed eyes bug out and then roll to the back of his head. He makes a guttural, gurgling noise and then goes completely limp. Unresponsive, he has turned ash gray, and I don’t see any breath. We think he has died right before our eyes. 

About five minutes have passed since I first asked him if he was OK.
The 911 operator tells us to lie him down and roll him on his back. My daughters are screaming and weeping in the background. 

We lie him down and I immediately started doing CPR on him. I haven’t taken a CPR course in 30 years, but just last week, my daughter and I had a conversation about it as she is taking a CPR class in school. All I knew was to push his chest to the beat of the Bee Gees Staying Alive. 
I do this for about 2 minutes, and my wife, calm as could be (not me!) instructs my daughters to get a towel for Ben’s head, all while saying in his ear, “Ben, don't leave us. Ben, we love you.” For two to three minutes I am pounding on Ben’s chest and he is completely lifeless. I do this until my right arm gets tired, break, and then start again. My wife is talking to the 911 operator and relaying to me what she says and what to do.
It seems like forever, and still no paramedics. Actually, it was probably all of 6 minutes into this event. All of a sudden, we hear a slight mumble from Ben that sounds like “get off of me.” The 911 operator says, “Turn him on his side, stop CPR.” We do. 
Unbelievably, Ben starts to come to and says “Where . . . where am I?"

Right then, the paramedics show up. They are unable to get a blood pressure reading for Ben because it was so low. They work to stabilize him, and then rush him to the hospital. The ER techs cannot get a blood pressure reading either, but finally get one of 60 over 30. Doctors and nurses swarm his ER room when they get that reading.
I am grateful to say that today, after two days in intensive care, Ben was moved to a regular room at the hospital. He is going home tomorrow. He is completely normal, talking, and responsive. Tests show that he did not have a heart attack or a stroke. They are not sure what caused it, or really, what happened. 
And what does this have to do with business? Ben has never had an episode like this before. This easily could have happened at work. So he wanted me to convey this message today: If you work in a small business, arrange to have someone come in and do some CPR training. The American Red Cross offers organizational training courses, and a Google search will list other options in your area. 

On a personal note, many thanks to all of you in the medical profession. What amazing, giving group of people you are.

And in the end, the Strauss house had the best Thanksgiving ever. We have much to be thankful for.
