I'm not in Japan!
Here’s the spill: Saturday, I leaned over a rail to get something out of my boat, and when my weight was on my chest it went "crack". I was like ouch! Then I was just pretty much sore the rest of the night, which was not a huge problem. Then Sunday in church my whole neck and throat locked up and started constricting. I could hardly eat, drink, move my head, or breathe. I was really in pain! It felt like I had just done 500 sit-ups or something

So I stayed home and packed and didn’t go to church; I was really hurting. I would have to sit up and try to breathe every few minutes because I wasn’t getting enough air. I called my mom and had her talk to Bro. Bert (a doctor at our church). He said that if it was just my chest then he could see that it would be sore, but since my whole neck was bothering me, go to the hospital and have it checked out. I went to the Emergency Room about 9:30 Sunday night. We didn’t like to doctor at all. He pretty much said, “Ok you’re bruised, here’s some pain killers, have fun in Japan”. He did take x-rays, but said everything was ok. 
We went to bed about 2:00 am and my flight left at 6:45 am. We were planning to get up at 4:30 and get there at 5:30 so we could be 1:15 min. early for the flight. My dad walks in my room at 6:30 and finds me still lying in bed!
He’s like, are you still going?

I said yes, the plane leaves at 6:45

He said well its 6:30

So I flew out of bed!! He went and got my mom up. She didn’t set the alarm correctly.
I couldn’t believe it. I’ve never missed a flight in my life, and I’ve been on plenty of them! I got my luggage in the car, and we headed to the airport. We arrived around 7:00

(missed the flight by 15 minutes). I had a 3 hour layover in Dallas, so if I could get a flight to Dallas in the next 3 hours, I would make it there on time for my international flight to Tokyo. My dad was calling people the whole time we were driving in. He started calling the travel agency, all the airline companies, and the IACE people, trying to get me a flight to Dallas.

No one could find me a flight. There wasn’t anyone at the American Airlines desk, and they wouldn’t be back until 10:30. That was way too late for us to make anything happen. My mom started going from desk to desk asking for a ride to Dallas. No one could give me a ride to Dallas! I was asleep on top of a table in the food court, because of my meds, but my Mom and Dad were trying everything. After about an hour and a half without a ride, I put my luggage back in the car, and headed home.
When we got home, my mom called the IACE lady. She was going to try to get me a flight for the next day so I could just meet up with everyone a day later. The hospital calls and said, “We misdiagnosed Dustin. Don’t let him go anywhere. He needs to come back here ASAP. We found something in his x-rays that the doctor didn’t see last night.”
At this same time, I should have been boarding my flight for Japan, and they say don’t let him go anywhere. My Mom knows how to set her alarm clock, she does it all the time, but she didn’t do it right Sunday night. There are always planes to catch. One of my friends was planning on going to Dallas Monday as well, and they told her planes were open to Dallas all morning long, but they couldn’t find one for me. Because of this we go home and find out more results on my x-rays.

Sound like God was ordering my steps?
They found air in the linings of my Sternum and in the surrounding areas (Traumatic Pnemothorax). It had leaked out of my lungs from the trauma to my Sternum on Saturday. If I were to fly, the air would expand, and cause tremendous pain, and most likely a collapsed lung. My throat was already closing up as it was here on ground, how much more at 40,000 feet? I would have been in tons of pain or not be able to breathe as soon as the plane took off.
 
The hospital said come back in. As my mom was hanging up, the IACE lady called. She says, “Well, I guess we are going to have to call it off this year, I can’t find him a flight for tomorrow.”
I went to the emergency room again Monday afternoon. They gave me a CT scan and found out that I still have air all in me. I even have air all in my neck. You can push on it and feel the air bubbles move around. They are hoping that the air will absorb into my body. I’m going to have x-rays again Tuesday, then again next week so they can compare, and see if it is getting better or worse. If it is getting worse, I may have to have it removed by surgery.
God was all over that plane situation though. It is amazing, just when you think everything is going wrong, He has you right in the palm of his hand, directing every step. By the way, because of my misfortune, the Exchange Program told me I could have my choice of countries next year.  They would put me at the top of their list.  Now, that's just like God. I really want to go to Australia.  These people didn't have to do that, they had already paid for an expensive flight that I didn't even take.
Thanks for your prayers,

Dustin

