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1 am taking this opportunity to write my story about my bouts with Cancer, in the
hope it can help other people who are now, or are about to find out, they are suffermg
with this dreaded disease. In some cases, Cancer can be beaten, if it is caught early
enough, and if the right set of circumstances are present.

My hcalth problems began in carly 1998. At the timc, 1 did not havc a rogular
family doctor, and had not had a physical examination in a number of years, when I took
sick. On the recommendation of a good neighbour, I went to see a doctor who told me 1
had a Sinus Infection, and prescribed an Antibiotic. Shortly after starting the
prescription, 1developed a severe case of Diarrhea, and with the doctor not available,
his replacement advised me to stop the drug immediately. Soon after, I developed
Hemorrhoids and it took several months to get them under control, and eventually get rid
of them. Just after Christmas, my wife took me to the hospital, where T was diagnosed
with a severe case of dehydration. I was kept in the hospital several days and then
released with the doctor telling me it was very serious and [ was lucky it was caught in
time. It was not long afler that I developed a Fissure on my behind and had to go to the
hospital to have it lanced. Tt was shortly after this episode I developed a case of
Ulcerative Colitis, and over the next couple of years had to have it controlled with
Steroids. The Steroids were on the basis of seven pills at a time, and decreasing by one
pill per week until the dosage reached two pills at which time the Diarrhea became
almost intollerable. Whenever we went out, we had to have a washroom close at hand or
another pair of underwear was thrown out. Afier several Colonoscopies, it was
determined 1 should have an operation which was preformed in October 2001, and an
Ostomy bag set-up was put into play. This meant I would have to use these for the rest of
my life. One good thing was that no Cancer was present.

Things progressed relatively normal for the next two years, when the problems
really started. On December 26, 2003, I was drinking a cup of coffee in the morning
after having my breakfast, when I had a violent choking spell, and lost my voice. About
three months later, my voice returned and the doctor sent me for an Ultrasound on my
throat to determine if something was wrong, The results came back that one of my nodes
was slightly enlarged, but he didn’t think it was anything to worry about. Then in June,
2004, my voice disappeared again. At the same time I was also having trouble going to
the washroom and went to the doctor, who put me on a series of pills to control the
problem. With no improvement and a booked holiday only days away, 1 went to two
walk-in clinics where 1 was told 1 had a Bladder infection. You will see later how wrong
they were. We went on a holiday for a week at Sherkston Shores near Fort Erie, Ontario.
The week was a complete joy until the last night, when I woke up at 2:00 a.m. having
trouble breathing. We came home and I tolerated the problem by resting until Tuesday,
as Monday was a holiday. At about 9:30 a.m., I went to The Trillium Centre Hospital 1n
Mississauga, and was put in a room and had to stay there until 5:00 p.m. when the
Specialist came in, checked me out, and said he would operate on me that night to install
a Tracheostomy to ease my breathing. I was kept in for three weeks, during which time I
had over 20 X-Rays, some scans, and a couple of taste and swallow tests, and a number
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of blood tests. The results of all this was that I had to eat pureed food, and had to drink
thickened juice and water, which I refused to do, and lost about 60 lbs. They found out,
through ‘the X-Rays etc. that T had a 22 ¢.m. Cancerous tumor in the Thyroid , known as
PAPILLARY VARIANT, and alsoa slow growing canccr which complicated the
problem, and a serious operation would be necessary, and this could only be performed at
The University Health Centre in downtown Toronto, by Dr. Partick Gullane and an
appointment with him would take a few weeks.

While all this was going on, one of the tests showed I had developed Prostate
Cancer, instead of the Bladder Infections referred to earlier in this writing. The Urologist
started a series of pills which were to begin to control the Prostate Cancer, and set-up a
series of needles which I still get every three months. The PSA reading, when it was first
diagnosed, was an astonishing 525.40 which is considered extremely, extremely high,
and I am lucky to be alive. Afier three weeks in the hospital, I was released and told I had
an appointment with Dr. Gullane in early October. When 1 went for that appointment, |
was told the operation would take place on October 18th., and the Tracheostomy was
changed to a different manufacturer and was a larger size. | came home, and everything
was okay until Sunday night, when the Tracheostomy came out and I could not get it
back in. A neighbour raced me to the hospital and a tube was inserted so I could breathe.
I was kepi in the hospital in the ICU until it was time to transfer me to the Toronio
General Hospital for the operation, however, soon after I got there I was told the
operation had to be postponed a couple of days due to the fact I had contracted
pneumonia in the hospital prior to being transferred.

Finally, on October 20, 2004, they took me in to the operating room shortly after
noon and Dr. Gullane and four other surgeons performed the operation, which they told
my wife that evening, was a success. As I came out of my after effects of the operation,
the first faces that flashed into my mind were those of my wife, and my two grandsons,
Cameron and Mackenzie, closely followed by other members of the family. Gee, was it
indeed great to be alive! It was about this time that my sister, started the women
attending the Women’s Coffee Hour at Kenmuir Baptist Church in Mississauga, praying
for me each week. Our daughter also told us of a friend of hers that was on holiday in
Rome, that she tock time out of her holiday to go to the Vatican to light a candle for me.
I also had a number of neighbours who told us they were praying to Padre Pia, 2 Roman
Catholic priest who was reported to have helped cure a child of Cancer many years ago.
It is my belief that the hand of God guided the Surgeons as they progressed with my
operation and had a big influence in my recovery.

I was 1n the hospital for two weeks with enough needles, and tubes in me to last a
lifetime, however, one by one they were removed, and on the day before Halioween, my
wife, daughters, and Son-In-Law (dressed as a nurse) and the grandkids dressed in their
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costumes, visited me bringing me a lot of happiness, however, after they left | went into
a state of depression because I could not stand being couped up with nothing to do
except watch television and walk along the floor for exercise. I was finally allowed to
go home, complctc with a Trachcostomy, a Passc-Muir Valve so 1 could talk, and in a
few weeks, [ got my own Suction Machine so I could keep the Tracheostomy clear so I
could breathe. On December the 6th. I started Radiation treatments at The Princess
Margaret Hospital for 30 treatments. These consisted of a treatment each day,

except weekends, until January 17th. 2005. All this time, the women at Kenmuir Baptist
Church’s Coffee Hour continued to pray for me, as did a number of other people. Once |
finished the Radiation Treatments, [ had some more appointments with the Doctors and
Radiation People, and it was decided T should have the Radium Pill, which consists of
being given a Radioactive Pill and locked in a room at the hospital for two days with no
human contact as | was Radioactive. This was done in May, 2005, and then a special
scan was done to get the final results. THE NEWS WAS FANTASTIC, ALL THE
CANCER WAS GONE!

However all was not peaches and cream, because for six or seven weeks in
September and October my Son-In-Law, who is a Naturopathic Doctor had to give me
accupuncture for a severe pain in my back, which made it difficult to walk. Then, in
November, 2005, I had a CT Scan done, and they told me they had found a couple of
“blips” on my lungs, but they were so small they did not know what they were. Another
CT Scan was done in January, 2006, and there was no change in the “blips™, and as the
Tracheostomy had to be changed, I saw Dr. Gullane for the first time since the operation,
as his assistants did all the intervening sessions. When Dr. Gullane came into the room,
the first thing he said to his assistant was “I didn’t think I would ever see this man alive
again.” He was amazed at how well I had progressed, and toid us that the Cancer had
taken over the Thyroid, had wrapped itself around my vocal cords, and had entered the
windpipe. By this time, my wife and myself had started attending Sunday services at
Kenmuir Baptist Church, where the congregation prayed for me and other people who
were also suffering other physical probiems.

In April, 2006, we started to go to the Lakeshore Community Church of The
Salvation Army, and were warmly greeted by everyone, and my progress was closely
foliowed by Major Les Bussey, his wife Major Bonnie Lynn Bussey, another gentieman,
retired Major Bill Bowers, and Sargeant-Major Ian McGregor and his wife Barbara. At
the beginning of July, I had another CT Scan and the resuits I received at the end of July
were extremely gratifying. The throat cancer is completely gone, and the “Blips” on the
lung are only growing at about 2mm per year, which the doctors are not concerned about.
1 also do not need another CT Scan for a year (Summer of 2007). Dr. Gullane said that
the cancers they took out of my throat were massive, and | am indeed a miracie to have
survived.
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As of the date of this writing, July 2006, I still have the Ostomy bags to take care
of, and change every four days, the vocal cords are still paralized, so I still require a
Tracheostomy, and carry a Suction machine everywhere I go in order to keep it cleaned
out if it clogs up, and as I do not havc a Thyroid any longer, 1 nced to take 3,000 mg. of
Calcium daily, plus other associated drugs, as my body has no way of producing it, and I
still have to have my Prostate needles every three to four months, and blood tests to
check on my Prostate levels and my Calcium levels.

In no particular order, because each one is equally important, | have a number of
people [ must thank-----

OUR HEAVENLY FATHER, WHO KNOWS ALL OUR NEEDS, AND BECAUSE GF
THE PRAYERS OF SO MANY PEQPLE, HELPED EVERYONE CONCERNED
FROM THE DOCTORS, RADIATION STAFF, NURSES, ASSISTANTS, AND THE
FAMILY. WITHOUT HIS HAND GUIDING EVERYONE, NONE OF THIS WOULD
HAVE BEEN POSSIBLE.

MY WIFE, OUR DAUGHTERS, AND OUR SON-IN-LAW, AND THE OTHER
MEMBERS OF OUR FAMILY, INCLUDING OUR GRANDSONS, FOR THEIR
PRAYERS AND EVERLASTING SUPPORT FOR WHICH 1 WILL BE ETERNALLY
GRATEFUL.

THE DOCTORS AND STAPF AT THE TRILLIUM HEALTH CENTRE IN
MISSISSAUGA.

DOCTOR PATRICK GULLANE, HIS ASSISTANT SURGEONS DURING THE
OPERATION, AND HIS OTHER DOCTOR ASSISTANTS, DR. CLARK, DR. CHUNG,
AND DR. PONTHAKEE, AND ALl THEIR NURSING STAFFS.

THE NURSES AND STAFF AT THE TORONTO GENERAL HOSPITAL WHERE MY
OPERATION WAS PERFORMED.

DOCTOR BRIERLEY, DOCTOR TSANG, THE PEOPLE AT THE PRINCESS
MARGARET HOSPITAL WHO DID THE CT SCANS, BLOOD TESTS, AND THE
RADIATION TREATMENTS.

JENNIFER DEERING, LIASON NURSE AT THE TORONTO GENERAL HOSPITAL,
ELANA AZIZA AND SHERYL ZAITLIN-GENCHER, BOTH SPEECH
PATHOLOGISTS AT THE TORONTO GENERAL HOSPITAL, AND LUCY
RUGGIERO WHO iS A SOCIAL WORKER AT THE PRINCESS MARGARET
HOSPITAL.







