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                                                                   Dedication
This book is dedicated to my lovely wife Debra, My sons Brian, Jason, and Kenneth who stood beside me in an extremely difficult time. It was their faith and support in my decision to explore a  cure for my Cancer without the pain which is so often prevalent with this disease, that provided the courage I needed to make a life and death decision. The courage to stand by my convictions to defeat the most horrifying enemy I had ever faced. It was with their support and love that gave me the strength to believe in myself and a self-imposed cure, that I might be here today to share my story.

                                                      Synopsis
 Everyone lives in a world where our thoughts are always of tomorrow, that is until you are told tomorrow may not exist. Your doctor has stamped an expiration date on your file, and for many of us it becomes our exodus. This book is a true story of the Author’s fight when diagnosed with a malignant cancer. He had no idea what course he might take, but he knew in good conscious he would not stand in line on the bridge to demise, and simply follow everyone else of the edge. He was not only fighting cancer, but the system as well. He refused to let what the doctors were taught in Medical School drain him of what life he had left, only to cast away an empty shell. Knowing there had to be another way; it was his courage, dedication, and the desire not to leave his family which drove his determination to find the answers the Doctors either couldn’t, or wouldn’t provide. These were the answers for which he so desperately searched. He knew the search was only half the solution, as it would take an understanding of these answers as well if he were to provide a cure without suffering.  Racked with the mental anguish of realizing his refusal of traditional treatment was indeed a life and death decision, it was his determination to win the biggest battle of his life which made this book not only possible, but necessary. 


                                                   Introduction
In the last few years we have begun to understand that what we eat affects our health and well being. We live in a fast paced world where breakfast isn’t what Mom used to make. If it comes through your car window, it’s not food.
We are told to eat our veggies and fruit if we want to stay healthy. No greater truth was ever spoken. I can attest to this, for I was a person who turned his back on all the wisdom in those statements, and ate whatever I felt like eating or drinking. This decision almost cost me my life. My Doctor diagnosed me with Squamous Carcinoma and stamped an expiration date on my medical file. Realizing the treatment they wanted to give me, and the side effects, I refused to let them throw me under the bus.
Through endless research, and many sleepless nights, I found a way to beat this malignant Cancer. I’m sure everyone remembers the old cliché, “You are what you eat”. I came to realize the only way to give myself any chance at all of beating this thing was to rebuild my immune system. I decided I would no longer live to eat, but rather, eat to live. In time, my immune system became strong enough to destroy the Carcinoma cell, and after over five years, I am a Cancer survivor.
This book is not intended, nor should it be construed as any form of implied Medical advice.  All medical decisions should be left to each of us, to pursue as individuals the avenue we feel would best suit our needs. Regardless of your decision, it remains a fact; a strong immune system is a medical must.
                                      



                                   









                                     CHAPTER   1
It was a cold October morning; much like any other winter morning when I woke up to the most annoying alarm clock money could buy. As I drug myself out of bed, the only thought on my mind was getting to the kitchen to get that first cup of coffee down in hopes of giving me the much needed energy to get to the shower. Once in the shower, I realized it wasn’t the shower I needed the energy for, but rather what came after the shower. Yes, it was that four letter word, “Work”.
While in the shower I began to realize I was getting a sore throat. Oh well, It was that time of year. I can’t remember a winter going by without me getting at least one sore throat. Thinking nothing of it, I decided the best thing to do at this time was not to have that second cup of coffee.
My wife could see I wasn’t feeling well and asked, “What’s wrong”? I told her I had a sore throat. She told me to gargle with some warm salt water. I said, “I don’t have time right now as I was off to work, but I planned on stopping by a drug store on the way and picking up some throat lozenges”. I stopped by the drug store, picked up the lozenges and after popping one in my mouth, I began to feel some relief. 
When I arrived at work I realized the lozenge had apparently worked. I was feeling better about not having to gargle with salt water when I got home. I remember the years I had to gargle for a couple of days, and it wasn’t one of my favorite things to do. 
As the day went on, the sore throat would return from time to time, but relief was just a throat lozenge away. At lunch time I was hungry, but I found it was hard to swallow my food. It seemed as though the pain was increasing. By this time I was about three quarters of the way through the throat lozenges I had purchased on my way to work. I figured I would suffer a little, as I would have to ration the remaining lozenges in an effort to get me through the day until I could get home and gargle with some warm salt water. Yes, gargle. This would be my end to a perfect day.
As I entered my front door my wife ask, “How are you feeling”? I told her my throat remained sore all day. It was at this time my wife went to the kitchen and returned with a glass of warm salt water. After displaying a look of disapproval, I realized she was right. After my salt water gargle, I was feeling some relief. I then realized when it came to the pain or the salt water, the salt water was the lesser of the two evils. Other than the depressing news on TV, the night remained pretty much uneventful.
After dinner my throat began to hurt again, so, it was back to the bathroom with my salt water. After the burn of the salt water gargle, I felt exhausted. This was a combination of work and not feeling well. 
My wife had gone to the store and brought home some chloraseptic throat spray to help me make it through the night. I gave my throat a good spraying, and lay down to go to sleep.
My throat pain woke me approximately every couple of hours. After another dose of my throat spray I would again attempt to get some sleep for work the next day.
When I awoke in the morning, my throat felt as though it was on fire. I immediately went to the bathroom and used a flashlight to see if my problem was possibility Strep Throat. Although my throat was extremely red, I did notice my left tonsil appeared to be swollen. I gargled with warm salt water again, but decided to skip breakfast and coffee.
As I was getting ready to leave for work my wife said, “Why don’t you just call in sick today”? For me that was out of the question. I had probably called in sick four times in the last ten years, and besides, I would be off the next two days. If I wasn’t feeling any better, I would see my doctor.
I took my throat spray, and off to work I went. My throat hurt so bad I couldn’t eat lunch at work. I dined on a bottle of throat spray. That was the longest day I had ever spent at work. When it was time to leave, my car could not get me home fast enough.
When I walked in the door, my wife immediately noticed the pain in my face. She offered me a hot cup of tea, but I couldn’t swallow anything. I just wanted to go to bed in hopes this would all be over in the morning.
I managed to get some Night Quill down in an attempt to get a good night’s sleep, but that didn’t work, for I was awake every two hours using my throat spray. It seemed as though the throat spray was working less and less with each application. I knew I would need to see my doctor the next day.
When I woke up the next morning, I was on my way to see my doctor. Being a Veteran, I was being treated by the Veteran’s Association. Upon entering my doctor’s office, she could see I was in pain. She checked my throat and said, “That’s an angry tonsil”. She sent me to another room where a nurse administered a shot of what I believe to be Penicillin. I was given some oral medication as well and told to make an appointment to return in a week for a follow up.
I was three days into the next week and I hadn’t noticed any change. The only thing making the wait bearable was the pain medication my doctor gave me. With the pain medication and my throat spray, I managed to make it through another week of work.
With the week over, I returned to see my doctor. She looked at my throat and appeared a little perplexed. I believe it was her silence that raised my anxiety. For me, not knowing was more concerning than anything she could have said. 
She said, “I’m sending you to see an ENT”. It was at this point I became concerned. She was a doctor who never guessed at a problem. If she had any concerns, she would always run test prior to any treatment. If she was sending me to an ENT, I felt as though she had an opinion, but she wanted a specialist involved prior to any expressing any concerns.
The VA doesn’t have any ENT’s in Las Vegas. They either had to send me to San Diego, or outsource to the private medical field in Las Vegas. They decided to outsource in Las Vegas.
By the time I saw the ENT, it was already November, and my throat wasn’t feeling any better. Right now my only concern was to rid myself of the pain.
                                    



                                                 CHAPTER    2
I didn’t have to wait for more than a few days to see the ENT. My wife went into the examination room with me. The nurse had me sit in the guest of honor chair, (examination chair) as my wife watched from a chair about four feet from mine. 
The doctor made his appearance. He was somewhat young. When I say young, I would guess his age as early thirties. He was slim, and appeared to be fit as well. It was then he asked, “What seems to be the problem”? I just leaned back and opened my mouth. After somewhat of a thorough examination, he said, “That tonsil looks very ugly”. He said, “I checked your throat and everything appears normal”. “We’re going to have to remove it”. I asked, “So I need my tonsils removed”? He said, “No, just the infected one”. Now I began to doubt him. Who ever heard of just removing one tonsil? You don’t buy just one shoe. There are things in life that come as a set. If he was talking about removing one Kidney, that would be something I could understand, but, If removing one tonsil was the solution to relieving the pain, then so be it. He said, “Everything looks good, so we’ll schedule your surgery”.
My wife and I walked out to the reception desk, at which time we were given some material about the surgery to take home and look over. 
On the way to the car neither my wife nor I said anything. I was thinking about all the horror stories I had heard about a tonsillectomy, but I liked the part about the Ice cream. 
We got into the car and began driving home. About five minutes later I start laughing. My wife just looked at me as though I finally lost it. I said, “I should have gone to see a Veterinarian”. She asked, “Are you crazy”? I said, “Think about it, A Veterinarian would have been a better doctor”. She asked, “How do you figure”? I said, “Do you remember when the ENT asked me, “What seems to be the problem”? She said, “So”? I said, “When was the last time a Veterinarian had to ask their patient what their problem was”?  It was good to see her smile again. I know she had been worried about me. I am 57 years old, and about to have a tonsillectomy. It wasn’t the surgery I was worried about, but rather the recovery. I’ve heard about the sore throats. 
The day for surgery was set in December. When the day arrived, I was ready. The doctor had me in a gown in a waiting area with about a half a dozen other patients. He stopped by all suited up for surgery and introduced me to the anesthesiologist. He then said “Get ready for half of one of the worst sore throats you have ever had”. He said, “We’ll be ready for you shortly”. With that, they departed.
My wife and I joked around while I waited for someone to take me into surgery. When they finally came to get me, the nurse said, “You have to remove all your jewelry”. I told her, “You can have everything except my wedding ring”. She said, “We’re going to have your wife hold it for you until you are out of surgery”. I said, “I don’t think so”. “The ring goes in with me, or I go in with only nine fingers”. When they realized it wasn’t negotiable, they conceded, and my ring never left my finger. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust my wife to hold it, as much as my concern was if something were to go wrong in surgery, I would want it to go with me if I were to leave this life. After me winning the first round, it was time to wheel me into surgery.
As I entered the operating room, the Doctor, Anesthesiologist, and nurse were waiting with all the appropriate bed side manners. The room was much smaller than any operating room I had ever been in, but after all, it was only a small tonsil they were removing. The anesthesiologist placed a mask over my nose and mouth. It was one of those masks you see them use on the TV series, “Mash”. He told me to take a couple of deep breathes. That was the last thing I remembered until I woke up in what they called the recovery room, which was one big room with curtains separating the patients.
After I was somewhat coherent, the ENT stopped by my bed to speak to my wife and me about the surgery. He said, “During the surgery I checked your throat thoroughly and found no other problems”. He then gave me some advice on what I should be doing at home to expedite the recovery. He gave me a prescription for pain medication and told me I would be leaving in about an hour. He said, “You’ll need to come back in a couple of weeks for a follow up visit”. My wife and I got into our car and she drove me home.
I really wasn’t feeling any pain yet, but I was sure it would be there when I least expected it, so we decided to stop at the pharmacy and fill the prescription the doctor gave me for pain.
The doctor was right; I woke up the next morning with the Mother of all sore throats. I reached for the pain medication on my night stand. I was in such a hurry to get the bottle open, I believe it took twice as long due to the fact I was fumbling with the bottle trying to get it open in hope of some relief. I finally got the medication in my mouth. I don’t know why I thought there would be some form of instant relief; after all, it did have to get into my blood stream.
I lay back down in bed waiting for the medication to take effect; after all, I didn’t have to go to work for a few days. My boss Wayne was kind enough to give me a few days off to recover, and I was going to take advantage of it.
After four days out of work, I was feeling as though I could return. I returned, but still on a diet of soup, jello, and Ice cream. Oh well, food was food, and if this was the worse I would fell, It would be a blessing.
The time had now come for my follow up with the ENT who removed my tonsil. My wife and I walked in and sat down in the reception room. It was about twenty minutes when a nurse called us into a room. She put a file on the doctor’s desk. My wife sat in one of the office chairs, and of course, I got the seat of honor in the examination chair.
It took about ten minutes for the doctor to walk into the room. When he walked into the room, he appeared to be walking in slow motion. He didn’t look me in the eyes, but instead, sat at his desk and stared at my file. Without looking at me, he then said, “I’ve never had to tell anyone this before.” “The Pathologist report came back on your extracted tonsil”. He paused for what I’m sure was only a second, but it seemed like a life time. He then said, “It’s Cancer.”
My wife looked at him and said, “I never expected to hear that”. I showed no emotion at all. I guess it was the way he entered the room. I had been involved in investigations in the past, and I knew when the Jury came back into the Court Room without looking at the defendant, it usually meant bad news, so maybe It was as though I felt something was wrong, besides, when a doctor enters a room, he will usually approach you immediately and say something like, “So, how are we feeling today”? “Let’s take a look at that throat and see how it’s coming along”. The only time he approached me was when he put his arm around me and said, “I’m sorry”. I just looked at him. I still had no feelings of emotion, and the one I should have had, was fear, But there wasn’t any feeling of fear either. Maybe deep inside I was trying to cover up what I was hearing.
The only feeling I had, was a moment of being alone. When he put his arm around me, it was as though he was seeing me for the last time. My questions weren’t out of fear or anxiety, but rather, a matter of fact. I asked, “How bad”? He said, “The worst”. He said, “With treatment, you have five years”.
I got up out of the chair and walked to the reception desk. He followed me out. I asked, “What is this cancer called”? He said, “When you see your primary, she will go over treatment options with you”. I asked again, “What is this cancer called”? He said, “Why”? I told him I wanted to go home and look it up on my computer. He said, “You’re not going to like what you see”. I said, “I’ve never run from a fight in my life, and I always liked looking my enemy right in the eye”. He said, “It’s called Squamous Carcinoma, It’s poorly differentiated through the margin”. I had no idea what he was talking about, or how serious it was.
My wife and I walked out to our car. I don’t even remember if I told the doctor good-bye. I do know I didn’t thank him. Not a word was said on the ride home. I have no idea what thoughts were running through my wife’s head, but as for me, all I kept hearing was the term the doctor used for the cancer. It seemed to reverberate as my wife drove us home. I couldn’t think of anything except that last moment in his office, yet still, there was no fear. It was as though it was just another day. Most people would have felt some kind of emotion, or even asked the one question that always comes to mind, “Why me God”, But even that never crossed my mind. Why blame God? He didn’t give it to me. It had to be something I did to myself, and if so, could I change it?   
  


      













                                                  CHAPTER    3
My wife parked the car, and we both went into the house. I went straight to the bedroom and sat on the foot of the bed. There was still no emotion, until my wife walked into the room. I knew although she appeared to remain calm, it was only to comfort me. I rose and gave her a hug. It was then, the reality of what I was just told by the doctor set in. At a time when most people would be trying to deal with their own mortality, my thoughts were of my family. I couldn’t bear the thought of leaving my wife behind; after all, I always looked out for her. Who would take care of her now? It was then I thought of my three sons. Although they were all grown and living on their own, I was always there when they needed me. 
I wasn’t afraid of dying. Hell, dying was a part of living. You can’t die without living, and when you’re given life, we receive our contract of death. Most people wonder about death. The three questions that concern them are; When, How, and Why? It took my doctor a mere thirty seconds to answer all three questions. I guess some would look at this as fortuitous, for that was one less thing I had to think about.  The thought of leaving all my love ones behind was more upsetting than death itself.
I sat on the bed for the longest time, just staring at the computer in the corner. What if the doctor was right? Maybe I didn’t want to see this cancer. After about an hour of thinking about all the things that never seemed to mean much until something happens in your life which forces you to ask all the questions you have probably asked a hundred times, but never took serious until now. As I relive the questions over and over again in my mind as I keep staring at the computer. I needed to know what hand life has dealt me, and more so, can I change it?
I finally realized, the answers I was looking for, might be in that corner of the room that still remains forbidden to me in my mind. I stood up and walked over to the computer. I went to my search engine and typed in the words, Squamous Carcinoma. The doctor was right. I could have gone for the rest of my life without ever wanting to see what was right in front of me at this moment.
It was an extremely ugly way to die. The Cancer is of the throat, and is caused by smoking and over indulging in alcohol, which I had been guilty of both. Carcinoma is a malignant cancer that travels through the body.  I was right. I couldn’t blame God for this. I had to take all the blame myself, which meant, I had to fight it myself, but how? 
The first thing I had to do was to realize what this cancer would do to me, and how long it would take. I took notes on all the information I could find about this disease, from symptoms to the point where the disease causes facial disfigurement, forcing a person to become a recluse, even from the ones they love, and finally to the grave.  I now had to find out what treatments doctors would recommend, and more important, will they help? At this time I wanted to wait until I saw my primary doctor. I had an appointment in a couple of days. The expediting of my appointment with my primary was not received as a positive sign, as I would usually have to wait a minimum of thirty days to see her in the past.
Life had never been matter of fact for me. I always had options. I guess it was because I never accepted destiny. I always felt there was a better way, if you only took the time to look. This was the first time in my life, any option I chose, could be a life or death decision, but somehow I found some solitude from an old Bible lessons I remembered as a child, When he said, “Seek, and ye shall find”. 
Well, the day has arrived for my visit with my primary doctor. I am still being treated by the VA. As my wife and I walked into my doctor’s office I felt as though the sympathy was overindulging. It was the same feeling you get when you walk into a Funeral Home. The employees of a Funeral Home always have this long sad face on. It’s as though they had known the dearly departed all their lives, and they too feel your pain.
My doctor had that same look on her face. That’s two doctors I have seen with the same demeanor. I felt as though I should have brought a shovel with me to dig a hole to fall into. It might have given more substance to their prognosis. My doctor said, “I’m sorry”. She then followed it up with, “We are going to have to treat this very aggressively”. 
I asked my doctor what sort of treatment she was speaking of. She said, “Radiation Treatment”. I asked, “Will this cure me”? She said, “With treatment, you have about five years left”. I thought, well, that’s good news. I tried to eliminate the gloom, so I looked at my wife and said, “That will give me five more years to love you”. The room became silent. If anything were to break the silence, it would have been my wife’s smile, which projected a message of her love, which was apparent without her ever uttering a word.
My doctor said, “I’m making an appointment for you with an oncologist”. She said, “It will take about two weeks to get you in, but you must keep this appointment”. She said, “The sooner we start treatment, the sooner we get to the cancer”. Of course I didn’t understand how expediting the treatment was somehow going to give me a stay of execution.
I decided it was the time I needed to research my problem prior to seeing this Oncologist. I spent hours on end searching books and the internet in an effort to understand what I was up against. 
It was about a week before my appointment. I decided to take a break, as it was a couple of days before Christmas, 2003. My sons were coming over to the house for Christmas, and I decided I needed to forget about this and have a great day with my family.
It was a happy occasion. Everyone was joking and laughing, and of course, having some of their Dad’s great Holiday food. My sons then ask me if I could step outside with them. They handed me a diary. I opened it, and on the inside cover they had all signed it with all their love. They then asked if I could make an entry every day in it, so should I leave this Earth prematurely, they would always have my thoughts with them. Through it all I have been very tough, but I remember the tears that streamed down my checks at that moment. I then told them the greatest gift of all would be that they all take care of their Mother should I have to leave. They all hugged me at the same time. Their gesture was a reassuring answer, and for that moment, I feared nothing.
As sad the occasion of knowing about this ugly disease I have, and the battle I have to wage, this will be a Christmas I will never forget. With the love and support of my family, I already felt like a winner. 
Christmas was over and it was time for me to prepare to meet with the Oncologist.
My wife and I drove to his office, departed our car, and reluctantly walked into his office. When I say reluctantly, I guess it was just the uncertainty of what was to come. We checked in with the receptionist, and waited our turn. Then there was the haunting sound of them calling your name, and beckoning you to follow them to a room. My first thought was, why are these rooms always cold?  
I guess it was my turn, because in walked the Oncologist. He was big in stature. When I say big, I mean in circumference. He spoke in somewhat of a manner of authority. He was right about everything he said, and if you don’t believe me, I’m sure he would take a minute to set you straight. He wanted to start treatment immediately. I asked if he had seen the Pathologist’s report. He said, “No, but he’s sure everything was as reported. I didn’t say too much. I guess it was because I hadn’t prepared myself enough for the visit.
I listened to him for another twenty minutes before realizing, the only thing in that room bigger than him was his ego. I said, “I don’t want to do anything today”. “I’ll make another appointment to see you again in a week”. He said, “You shouldn’t put this off too long”. “The sooner we get to it, the sooner we get rid of it”. I got up to leave and said, “I’ll make an appointment as I leave”. My wife and I left the office and headed for the car. My wife didn’t say anything. She went with me to my appointments, but she left all the decisions up to me. I guess I figured if I didn’t start any treatment until next week, I could pick up an extra week on the flip side; after all, they did give me five years after treatment started.  


                                                  CHAPTER   4
I already knew what this cancer would do to me; I now have to find a way to deal with it. 
I spent every waking hour looking for help. In my research I realized cancer loves sugar. Well, we’ll see how much it loves me taking it away. I gave up all sugar immediately. I also realized cancer hates Beta Carotene. I started drinking three glasses of fresh squeezed carrot juice a day.
I studied the effects of Radiation. There was some logic I was missing here. Radiation cures cancer, but radiation causes cancer. I didn’t understand why they would use something that could potentially harm me, and try to convince me it was in my best interest. I was sure the answer would come with more research.
When I studied the effects of Radiation, I found that radiation treatments to the neck area could destroy the Epiglottis. The Epiglottis is located in the neck, and its primary function was to keep food and liquid out of the Trachea when you swallow. By destroying this, I would choke on my food. Radiation will also destroy your ability to distinguish one food from another. Radiation could destroy the muscles in the neck, therefore making it hard to swallow. Radiation is a potential cause of cancer with secondary malignancies, generally many years after a course of radiation. It was documented in a study that 80% of all Oncologists would not take radiation if given a choice.
Well, that sounds exciting. What the hell kind of life is that. I now understand what people mean when they say, “There are worse things in life than dying”. 
I now know what I don’t want them to do; I just don’t know what I should do. I know there has to be another way. I’m going to keep looking till I find it. I have a feeling it is right in front of me. I’m just not seeing it. I’ll either find it, or die trying, either way, I refuse to give up. 
It was time for me to see the Oncologist again, only this time, I’m bringing plenty of ammunition with me. It would be his turn to answer some questions. My plan wasn’t to be obstinate, but if I have to pull teeth, it might take some Novocain to do it. There was no hesitation about entering his office this time. Today I will get straight answers, not medical terms.
As I walked into the room, I immediately took a seat on the examination table. My wife took a seat in a chair directly across from me. It was about five minutes later the Oncologist walked in. He said, “Good morning, how are you today”? He seemed to be in an extremely good mood. I was about to change all that if I got the wrong answers.
He examined my throat and said, “Everything appears normal”. Then he posed the question, “So how soon will we be starting your Radiation treatments”?  My wife just looked at me. She knew what was coming. I think there was even a moment she felt sorry for him.
I asked, “Why do I need Radiation”? He said, “Because you have cancer”. Well, that’s when the proverbial crap hit the fan. I said, “Didn’t you just examine me”? He said, “Yes I did”. I said, “And didn’t you just say everything appeared normal”? He said, “Yes, but it doesn’t mean you don’t have cancer”. I said, “And it doesn’t mean I do either”. 
He then told me he had seen the Pathologist’s report and the slides, and that he concurs with the Pathologist’s findings. I said, “Then how can you determine after my check up that everything appeared normal”? He said, “Your cancer could be sitting under the skin”. I then asked, “Wouldn’t it be wise to take a biopsy prior to scheduling any treatment”. He said, “We might not take a biopsy from the exact spot the cancer was reported to be in, therefore giving us a false reading”.
It didn’t take much thought for my next question. I asked, “If you don’t know where the cancer is, then where are you going to administer the Radiation”? “After all, if the Pathologist found it on the tonsil, wouldn’t it stand to reason the cancer should be at the point of extraction”? He said, “Not always, that’s why we blanket the diseased area with Radiation”?  Well now, that was provocative. I guess if I broke one of my fingers, we would put my whole hand in a cast, therefore assuring ourselves we got the right finger. 
None of this was making sense, so I decided to push the envelope a little more. I said, “I can’t grasp the logic that Radiation cures cancer, yet Radiation causes cancer also”? He said, “Radiation doesn’t kill anyone” Well I thought, there he goes again. All he had to do was answer my question, but instead, he opens another door for me to walk through. I said, “Then you can guarantee me I will not get cancer in another part of my body while you are giving me Radiation for my neck”. He said, “I can’t guarantee that”. I said, “If you can’t guarantee that, then the possibility must exist, and if it does, then radiation can kill you”. He repeated the statement, “Radiation doesn’t kill anyone”. I said, “If Radiation doesn’t kill anyone, then why do your technicians wear those little Radiation badges and stand behind a lead lined wall when they administer my treatment”? “Why aren’t they out in the treatment room comforting their patient”?
His silence was obviously a sign he was getting extremely aggravated with me, so I figured I would give him one last shot before I left. I asked him “What happens after I finish the Radiation treatment”? He said “I will have you come into the office for a follow up exam to ascertain everything appears Normal”.
I reminded him that he gave me an exam when I arrived today, at which time everything appeared normal. I then asked, “How much more normal would I appear to be after my Radiation treatment”? I’m glad he didn’t have a gun. The only thing he could say was, “If you were my brother, I would drag you in here, sit on you, and make you take the treatments”. I glad I don’t attend any of his family functions.
I stood up and said, “We won’t be doing anything today”. My wife and I walked out. We didn’t stop at the desk to make another appointment.
When we got to the car, I just looked at my wife and smiled. My wife never said too much. She backed all my decisions. I guess they never taught him about guys like me when he was attending Medical School. It’s not that I’m a wise guy. I would want a doctor’s knowledge, training, and common sense to exceed my expectations. There are so many people that believe a doctor always has the last word. You not only have a right, but an obligation to your well being to question anything that doesn’t make sense. Remember, a Doctor’s Shingle says he is practicing medicine. I don’t claim to know more than a doctor, but when all else fails, common sense should prevail. I did my homework, and his answers either didn’t make sense to me, or they weren’t logical. 
I knew Radiation was not my choice for a cure, which probably meant I was going against all the best medical advice a doctor could give me. There has to be another way. There is a cure that makes sense; I just have to find it. The decision I’m about to make, is truly one of life and death. I just hope it is one I can live with.
My wife and I arrived home after seeing the doctor. As I exited the car I glanced at her. I could see the concern in her eyes. I know she felt as though I had just burned a bridge. There was no doubt this cancer possessed the ability to kill me, but I could see it was killing her as well. I put my arm around her and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll be alright”. “I’m not going anywhere”, yet I knew there might come a time when I may have to draw on her strength as well. I smiled, she smiled back, and we walked into the house.











                                        CHAPTER   5
For the next couple of days I just sat around watching television. My mind was racing, and I felt as though I needed to relax if I was ever going to get myself in the mind set necessary to deal with the biggest fight in my life.
I felt depressed most of the time, and I knew I had to change. I either had to change, or the bastard was going to win. My problem was I didn’t know where to turn. I didn’t know anyone who had cancer, let alone the type of cancer I had. I felt alone. This is always something that happens to someone else. I felt as though I was sinking in a pond of quick sand, and no one could hear my cries for help. The more I tried to move, the deeper I sank. When you hear of someone committing suicide on television, you question how someone could do something like that, but I was beginning to understand how events could dictate actions you would never have thought of executing under normal circumstances, and that’s what scared me the most.
I tried to pull myself out of the this state of mind I was in, but I knew I needed more time to return to a normal mind set, but then again, would I have the ability to recognize what was, or wasn’t  normal.
Some may ask, why I didn’t return to my computer to find the answers I was so desperately searching for. It was hard at first, remember, it was on that computer I saw my enemy, and I remembered the pictures of what my life held for me.
I was watching television when I saw an ad for Cancer Treatment Centers of America. They sounded like they knew what they were talking about, but then again, was this really the way they felt, or just another infomercial. I felt as though I had nothing to lose, so why not give them a call. If they were just another doctor with a hurry up and fix it now attitude, I would just hang up, as I would realize it was all dollars and cents. When they answered I said, “Hi, I’m dying, can you help me”?
They were extremely pleasant and attentive. I was speaking with a Counselor. This was the first time anyone in the medical field actually listened to every word I said. It’s as though they knew what I was going through, both physically, and mentally. The Counselor must have spoke to me for over half an hour. Not once did she try to sell their services to me, but rather, she explained what their program was about. She expressed concern for my mental anguish, and spoke to me in a way that I believed for once, there was someone in the medical field that really cares about me.
She told me to expect some literature in the mail, as well as she was signing me up for their newsletters. After concluding our conversation, I felt as though I was no longer carrying this burden myself. I felt there was someone out there I could turn to when times got bad. I now felt as though I had gained some control of my mental state, and I believed I was ready to return to my computer, for this time I wasn’t returning alone to face my enemy, as I had that Counselor with me. 
I went into the bedroom and turned on the computer. I started by entering a search for cancer cures. It was pretty much the same old thing. You had a choice of Surgery, Chemo, or Radiation.  I have already studied these options, which none of them exist as options in my world.
There were a lot of sites containing products that promise everything from a cure to eternal life. I would have to say, the one that provided the most promising research results was Shark Cartilage. Of course, as in all of them, there was a lot of hype and very little substance. They all claim years of positive research, but for some reason, I just didn’t feel as though this was what I was looking for. I knew that when I found what I was looking for, it would become obvious.
My primary doctor phoned me to inform me I had an appointment made for me at an Oncologist’s clinic in a couple of days. After getting this piece of good news, I decided to look into some other facts just in case I ran into another doctor that wants to sit on me.
Two days later I found myself in yet another Oncologist’s office, and as expected, this one took on an omnibus appearance. It reeked of redundancy.
As I was waiting to see the doctor I glanced around the room. The waiting room had half dozen patients. One Hispanic gentleman was speaking to one of the other patients. He was saying he only had three more treatments of Radiation, at which time the doctor told him they would be finished for now. I couldn’t help but look at the left side of his neck. It was apparent this is where he was getting his treatment, as his skin appeared to have been discolored. It appeared to be a burn mark which was approximately four inches by four inches. He complained about having a problem swallowing his food, and not being able to distinguish the different tastes as well.
There was an elderly woman sitting in a wheel chair against the wall. Her head was tilted slightly to the left. She was extremely frail, and had a hard time focusing on anything. It was either that, or she had so many drugs in her, she just didn’t care. I know I said she was elderly, but a second look made me wonder if she was elderly, or her treatments made her take on the appearance of someone twice her age. It was hard to tell.
As I looked around the room, everyone appeared to be in a state of disability. I began to feel pretty good about how I looked, but remember, I had refused all medical treatment to this point.
I couldn’t help but wonder why they were continuing to come back to a place which doesn’t seem to be improving their condition. As I listened to them I realized they were all looking forward to their daily treatment. I then put it together. They were all trying to achieve immortality, when they should have been trying to achieve a quality of life. I knew I could not pay the price they must be paying for what they feel as a promise of life.
The last Oncologist I saw told me I would have five years to live if I started treatment. I decided I was not going to let the doctors make me sick for four years, just to die in the fifth. I am going to have a quality of life for four years, and if I am to go in the fifth, then so be it. I know there is a better way, and as God is my witness, I plan on finding it, or as the doctors warn, die trying.
The nurse then called my name. I followed her back to a large room with what appeared to be a CT scan machine. She told me to lie down on the bed under what appeared to be some sort of x-ray machine. She said, “I’ll be right back, we need to fit you for a cast”. I thought what the hell are they going to put a cast on?
When she came back I asked about the cast. She said, “It was a cast to hold your head perfectly still while we administer the Radiation”. I told her I didn’t approve any Radiation treatment. She said, “Your Oncologist made an appointment for you to start treatment”. I said, “Who in the hell is he to make an appointment for a treatment I told him I wasn’t going to take”? She said, “Well, all I know is, you have an appointment, and I need to fit you with a cast”. I jumped up off the table and said, “I don’t think we’re going to do this today. And I’m not taking any treatment, so make a cast for yourself, and put it on his bill”. With that I walked out.
When I got to the car I was so mad I wanted to go to his office, sit on him, and turn on the Radiation and ask him how he liked it.
I drove home, went in the house, and took a cold shower just to calm down. I think the thing that pissed me off more than anything was how many other unsuspecting souls have been put in the same situation and felt as though they were forced to go along with the program, just because the doctor said so.
If you were a cow in a slaughter house, and you just saw the cow in front of you step up, put their head in a ring, and watch some guy give them a good whack, why would you walk up and put your head in the same ring? 
Some may call me a non-conformist, but I refer to it as logic.
I went to bed that night, and when I got up I was still pissed at the doctor, but there was no time to think about that right now, for it was time to get ready for work.
It was getting tougher at work. I was a crap dealer. Gamblers are the rudest smokers in the world. They don’t care where they light up, and more so, they always manage to blow the smoke in your face. I know I said I had smoked, but I had quit ten years prior, so the smoke annoyed me. There isn’t much you can do. The player has a right to smoke, and all businesses need customers. 
As I was trying to do everything I could to find a way to beat this cancer, I knew the second hand smoke would only make things worse. I either had to work in a smoke free department or get another job.
I had thirty seven years of casino experience, and I have worked in management in every department. I was working at a small club on the Boulder Highway. I didn’t know the G.M. that well, but he seemed to be a likeable guy, at least that is how all the employees described him. I thought, nothing ventured, nothing gained; besides, I’m trying to save my life.
His name was Pete. He had an average build, short hair, always wore a smile, but never wore a suit. It was strictly casual pants and a polo shirt. I caught him walking through the casino one day, and at the speed he walks, it wasn’t an easy task. I ask him if I could have a moment of his time. He obliged, and we went into one of the restaurants that were closed at that time. I said, “I have a problem”. “I have been diagnosed with throat cancer, and I need to know if there is a smoke free department I could transfer into”. I’m sure that my immediately supervisor Wayne, who I had known for over twenty years, had already informed Pete of my gaming qualifications, for it seemed as though Pete had an immediate answer. He said, “I think I might have something for you”. “I’ll get back to you in a couple of days”.
I found out from Wayne the next day I was going to Surveillance. Surveillance was not new to me as I not only had gaming experience, but I had worked in surveillance as well.
I didn’t know if Pete was putting me in surveillance due to my illness, the fact that it would be good for the company, or both. Either way, I didn’t care at the time. I was extremely concerned with my health, and getting away from the smoke would be a plus. Pete was hard to read at first, but he became easier as time went on. I appreciated what he had done for me, and regardless of how sick I felt at times, I always gave him a hundred percent. He knew I always had his best interest at heart. Over time, a loyalty and a great bond had developed, and still continue to this day. My only brother passed away in 1997. I guess in a way, I replaced him with Pete.
No matter how sick I was, Pete always managed to make me laugh. He’s a great one liner. Even when we get together today, we still argue points of interest, but we both know it’s all in fun. You can tell I have a great respect for him. I believe he help save my life when he moved me out of the smoke, as well as he kept me busy, which sometimes helped me forget about how sick I was. As for the true reason he moved me to surveillance, I guess it really doesn’t matter, as both reasons were accomplished. 
 










                                        CHAPTER   6
When I was running surveillance I had hired an old co-worker to work in the room with me. His name was Ray. He found out about my cancer and was telling me about a high concentrate mineral and vitamin product he thought would help me. My first thought was, yea, that’s just what I need, some snake oil someone bottled. There were already so many on the market you could turn on your television any given Sunday and see a dozen of them.
My friend was pretty adamant about how well it worked. He stated a friend of his had cancer and it had helped him. He said, “Hell, I’m healthy and I take it”. “It seems to give me more energy”
I listened as Ray spoke of this miracle cure. I asked, “What is it called”? He said, “Jurak”. He said, “It is only offered at one location in North America, and that happens to be Las Vegas”.
I thought for a moment on the name Jurak. I don’t remember seeing it on any infomercials. I never remembered getting any mailings on this product, nor did I ever see any ads in the Newspaper. If I were getting this information from a stranger, I would have totally disregarded it, but this was coming from a friend that was truly interested in helping me. I asked him how I might get my hands on this product. He said, “You have to be a member to buy it”. I said, “Great, I have to join a club in an effort to save my life”. He said, “No, I am a distributor, and I can get you what you want”. He said, “I get a commission, but I don’t want to make money from a friend in need”. He said, “You order it under my number, and when I get the commission check, I’ll give it back to you”. He said, “I don’t want your money, I know this will help you, and that’s what friends are for”.
At this point I had nothing to lose. If it didn’t work, I would be no worse off than I am now. He gave me the number to call, as well as the number to order it under.
 I called in the order the next day and asked if I could pick it up. They didn’t have a problem with this. I wanted to pick it up in an effort to start taking it as soon as possible. I felt the sooner I started, the sooner it would help me, if it could.
When I picked it up, the young lady at the desk said she took it all the time and it gave her added energy. I didn’t tell her what my problem was, as I didn’t want her to think I was looking for a miracle cure, or even the Fountain of Youth. I was still a little apprehensive about the claims my friend made. The product itself made no medical claims of being any miracle cure for any disease. The one thing the young lady at the desk did say was, “It has a horrible taste”. What did I care what it taste like, as long as it helped me. She was right, it had a nasty taste, but it was the truth I was looking for. They say people would rather have you lie to them, as a lie has a sweet taste. The truth has a bitter taste, like medicine, but you never get better if you don’t take your medicine.
When I took the Jurak home I noticed there was a pamphlet with it. It not only explained the product and the directions for use, but there were some people with testimonials on it. 
The one person that drew my interest more than anyone else was a guy named Tony. The thing that drew me to him was the fact he had the same problem I had. There was a phone number listed for him, so I thought what the hell, I need to talk to someone about my problem and he seemed to fit the bill.
I had no idea where this phone call was going to lead me, but I had to do something. As I was still needed the answer I had been so desperately looking for. Tony answered the phone. I really didn’t know how to start the conversation, but being as he had already been there, I guess he knew what I needed.
When I told Tony what I was diagnosed with he didn’t seem to express any surprise. I later found out he had been diagnosed with the same problem.
Tony had related his story of having a tumor behind his Larynx. As I listened, he told me of how the doctors wanted to remove his Larynx in an effort to remove the tumor. This was to be followed by Chemo and Radiation treatments.
Tony said he had sat in Oncologist’s offices and observed the people undergoing cancer treatment. He spoke of the horrifying things he had seen. He decided he was not to live what was left of his life looking and feeling like death was right around the corner. He decided to find a better way. He refused all medical treatment. The doctors tried to scare him into submission by telling his wife he needed to start treatment, or die. Tony said he stood his ground, for he knew there had to be another way to deal with his problem.
Tony must have spent over an hour with me on the phone. I realized I had gone through everything he had. I saw the people in the Oncologist’s office. I had refused all medical treatment, and I, as well as Tony, knew there was a better way.
Tony spoke of coughing up blood one night. Of course this was freighting, so he went to the hospital. After x-rays he realized the tumor was balling up and bleeding. This meant he was winning, for the tumor had reduced in size, and was being defeated. I listened intensely as he told his story. I asked tony what caused the tumor to shrink. He said, “He had spent all his time in an effort to strengthen his immune system, after all, your immune system is designed to fight disease”. Tony said he would walk five miles a day, do two hundred sit ups; he lived on juiced vegetables, and took his high concentrate of Jurak every day.
All of a sudden it all became clear to me. There it was. The answer was right in front of me all the time, and as I said, “It would be obvious when I found it”. I had read about the immune system. Cancer Treatment Centers of America Spoke of the immune system, and now I’m speaking to a survivor who used his immune system to defeat cancer. All the puzzle pieces now fit together.
Radiation and Chemo destroys your immune system, and that’s why so many people say the cure is worse than the disease. The majority of Cancer patients die of malnutrition. They weaken and stop eating.
I now knew what I had to do. I ate raw vegetables, fruits, nuts, and grains. I walked. I drank fresh squeezed carrot juice every day, and I had my daily dosage of Jurak. I would hold the Jurak under my tongue for several minutes, for this was the quickest way to your blood stream, and then swallow it.  
Tony had told me to order some tapes and books from a female doctor who had a tumor between her breasts and refused medical treatment. She rebuilt her immune system, and today is cancer free.
Tony didn’t give me any false hope. He explained that although it had worked for him, there is no guarantee it would work for me. He told me to be careful, for I was about to make a life and death decision. I respected the fact he didn’t give me any medical advice. He merely told me his story, that I might draw my own conclusion. It created a sense of optimism, and at this point I realized I had to draw on the optimism, for pessimism was merely self inflicted failure. I figured if it didn’t work and I had to have Radiation treatment, at least my immune system would be strong enough to help me through the treatments. It was a win, win situation, and I liked the odds.    
















                                        CHAPTER   7
I continued to work every day. I would walk in the mornings, but mentally you had to walk because you wanted to, not because you had to. Stress will kill you as quick as cancer, and your walk was to relieve the stress, therefore, I would take different routes that I might see different landscape. This was done in an effort to help me forget why I was walking.
I was still working about fifty hours a week. Ray had left the company so I had to hire another person in surveillance. 
I hired a young man right out of surveillance school. I figured that way he came with no bad habits. He was a jolly kind of guy who bragged about eating a hamburger in every fast food restaurant on the west coast. The funny part is it was true. His name was Billy Thompson, and he was a God sent for me.
He was eager to learn everything he could. As a matter of fact, there were times I had to slow him down. He learned fast, and he never forgot anything. He was also a hunter. He was always looking for the bad guys. He learned extremely quick how to handle investigations. But most important of all, He used his common sense.
The reason I mention Billy was due to the fact the Stress on the job was taking its toll on me. I don’t know if Billy realized the stress I was feeling, but he did know I was sick. He took a large load off my back, therefore relieving some of the stress. I was still on the path of rebuilding my immune system, and Billy came along at the right time. I made him my assistant, and he trained all the new hires for the first two weeks before turning them over to me. I didn’t realize until a couple of years later that Billy’s Mother was a cancer survivor. I guess Billy knew what needed to be done all along, and to this day, he remains a true friend. 
I kept reading all the newsletters Cancer Treatment Centers of America. I read everything they sent me. There was a section of their newsletters where either cancer patients or their close relatives would post their fight with cancer. I read their stories and realized just how many types of cancers there were, and just how dangerous mine was. My survival rate was extremely low, especially without treatment. 
I read the stories posted on Cancer Treatment centers of America by daughters, sons, wives, and grandchildren of those inflicted with various forms of cancer, asking for help. They were all asking if anyone had any knowledge they could share that would help save their loved ones. There were heart wrenching times you could almost feel their pain as they apparently stood by helplessly awaiting the inevitable, and then you would notice there were those who stopped posting notes asking for help. I had to beat this, if not for myself, but to save my wife the pain so many others were feeling. I prayed, but not for myself. Not going to church, or even praying a lot in the past would only heighten my Hypocrisy. It was my family I prayed for. It was their pain I tried to ease. I guess the hardest thing was to have them watch me die. My prayers were to ease their pain if I had to face the inevitable.   
The VA had no ENTS in Las Vegas, so they either had to outsource or send you to San Diego. They did have a PA, (Physician’s Assistant), at MOPH, which is the hospital at Nellis Air Force Base. He had about twenty five years experience with throat cancer, but they decided to send me to San Diego instead.
I was preparing for my first visit, which for the first year would be every two months. I could feel the anxiety setting in, although I was still on my juices, vegetables, fruits, grains, and still taking the Jurak. Ray was right; I did feel as though I had more energy when I took the Jurak. Of course there are doctors who would call what I’m doing a placebo, but at this point I don’t care what name you put on it, the bottom line is I feel better. It’s been two months, and I’m sure I would not have been able to say the same had I taken the Radiation treatments. 
I had my wife drop me off at the airport as I prepared to catch my flight to San Diego. I had no Idea what they would find, yet I held open all hope that things would go the way I truly believed they would.
I had to stay in control of my thoughts, for this disease is capable of producing some of the worst scenarios you could imagine, and if you were to let your mind wander, you could very easily get caught up in them. I know, because I have let my guard down several times, and I paid the price.
I had to be put on anxiety medication due to the fact I let this disease take me into a Panic Attack. If you have never experienced a Panic Attack, I guess I could describe it as mentally being as close to death as you could get without dying. During a Panic Attack, you truly believe you are dying. The anxiety medication would control the Panic attacks.
As I was flying to San Diego, I began to have a Panic Attack, and the last thing you need on an airplane is, some nut who thinks he is about to die. I started chewing some of the anxiety medication. It took about ten minutes for me to return to normal. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t running up and down the plane like a loon, but I did feel extremely claustrophobic. I believe if there had been an open door on the plane, I would have departed. This would have been in an effort to alleviate the claustrophobia.
We finally landed and I caught a cab to the VA Hospital. This was a hospital you could spend a whole day just walking around looking at all the pictures of our troops in action, from when our nation was conceived, to present day. It made you proud to be an American.
I walked down the hall to the office where I was about to see someone I’m sure was going to try to convince me I was doing everything the wrong way. I walked in the waiting room and checked in. After about half an hour, I heard my name called.
I walked into the doctor’s office. He was looking at my CT SCAN and said, “So, you have decided not to take any treatment for your cancer”. I said, “I’m taking treatment”. As he started flipping through his paperwork he said, “There is no indication you have received any treatment”. I said, “It’s because I haven’t told anyone”. There was a perplexed look on his face. I said, “I’m going to cure myself”. He said, “That would not be an aggressive way to treat your disease”. I said, “I feel as though it’s aggressive enough for me”. He told me I was flirting with death. I said, “We’re all going to die, I’ve made a choice, and I’m standing by it”. He said, “I’m sorry to hear that”. 
I asked him if my CT SCAN revealed anything. He said, “No, it appears to be normal, but that doesn’t mean there isn’t something there”. With that he said, “Follow me”. He took me into another room and prepared to shove a black tube with a camera on it down my throat by way of my nose. He squirted something up my nose in an effort to numb it. It worked! As he went down with the camera I was able to see on a computer across the room what he was seeing in a little scope. He removed the tube from my nose. He then started feeling all the tissue around the back of my throat. After removing his hand from my mouth he said, “I can’t find any problems at this time, but I’ll need to see you in two months”.
I got up from the chair and said, “Thank you”. He said, “I wish you would reconsider treatment”. I said, “I told you, I’m taking treatment” He just glared at me as I left.
It was back to the Airport, and homeward bound. I learned my lesson on the first flight. I took my anxiety medication prior to boarding the plane, therefore, making the trip home uneventful.  
 





                                    







                                        CHAPTER   8
Naturally I called my wife from San Diego, so she already knew it was good news when she picked me up at the Airport. She asked me if I had any problems. I just laughed. She said, “I knew I shouldn’t have asked, for I’ve been with you too many times when you visit doctors”. 
I had two months before my next visit, so it was back to the program. I have heard people say, “How could anyone eat some of that stuff”? This is probably due to the fact their Mother gave them hamburgers, pizza, sugar filled cereal, candy bars, spaghetti, hot dogs, and the list goes on. I always say, “If your mother had only fed you the good things in life, you would have developed a taste for them”. What people don’t understand is life and death comes with what you put in your blood stream.
A prime example is, if you were to leave a steak out on your counter for three days at room temperature, would you then cook it and eat it? Why not? That is exactly what you are doing when you eat the same steak when it is cooked fresh. It takes three days for your digestive system to digest that steak, which means it sits in your body rotting and spewing toxins, which by the way, doesn’t do a lot for your colon as well. 
I am going to take a few moments to answer the one question you have been waiting for me to answer since you opened this book. How was I treating this disease which I knew was just waiting for me to make a mistake?
Well, I believe it is obvious I found through research, whether in books, on the net, or by speaking with people like Tony, it is your Immune System. A strong immune system is your first line of defense against cancer as well as other diseases. I had a hard time with the program at first. I was one of those hamburger kids, but I was fighting for my life. The following are the rules you must follow if are to fight, or prevent cancer.
Rule one; Eat as many vegetables as you can. Vegetables are immune-boosting heavyweights. Vegetables are the best source of the vitamins, minerals, and photochemical known to protect the body against many diseases, including cancer. Eat dark leafy greens, and include yellow and orange as well, these being carrots for beta carotene and sweet potatoes. Remember, cancer hates beta carotene. Here’s something I found extremely good, as well as it being good for me. Go to the store and buy some fresh, (NOT FROZEN), corn on the cob. Take it home, shuck it, clean it, and eat it raw. I know what you’re thinking, but believe me, it is juicy, sweet, and believe it or not, tender. If you haven’t tried it, you don’t know what you’re missing.
Rule two; Fresh fruit are beneficial as well. Fruits may be eaten as snacks. Do not eat fruit in large quantities, as they contain sugar. The sugar you find in fruit is much better for you than refined sugar, but you should still control your consumption. There are two don’ts about fruit. First don’t eat tropical fruit such as bananas or mangoes as they are high in sugar, and second, don’t eat fruit with your protein. This might confuse you as I said not to eat meat, but, you want as much omega-3 fatty acids you can get. The two sources that worked best for me were Salmon and Tuna. I didn’t say tuna salad, I said tuna. You want as much omega-3 fatty acids you can get. 
Rule three; Dairy products are not your best source of protein. Dairy products can create digestive problems. Yeast infections and thrush thrive on dairy. How do I put milk on my oatmeal? I use unsweetened Soy Milk. I know it doesn’t sound good, but I developed a taste for it. As a matter of fact, I can’t stand the taste of milk anymore. I know you think because you drink 2% milk you will remain healthy. I’ve never seen a skinny cow.
Other foods to use would be; onions, garlic, mushrooms, pumpkin seeds, beans, almonds, and walnuts.
I can’t say enough about how bad sugar is for you. I hear people say, “I eat honey”. SUGAR IS SUGAR, it doesn’t matter what form it comes in. If you are craving sugar it is usually a sign of dehydration. Drink a large glass of water and give it a couple of minutes. This is how I curbed my cravings, besides; water rebuilds all of the bodies systems. Water eases the job of the Liver and Kidneys to process and eliminate toxins in the blood. Get a daily heavy dose of vitamins, minerals, antioxidants, and herbs. 
You need to get exercise and fresh air every day. You need a dose of sunshine. Sunshine lowers blood pressure. Now I lost you. When you go to the swimming pool and lay down on a lounge chair, after a short period of time you want to go to sleep. This is due to the fact the sun has lowered your blood pressure. I’m not saying you should lie in the sun every day. I’m saying you need to take a walk in the fresh air and sun shine every day.
These are the don’ts; if it comes through a car window, it’s not food. Don’t eat anything white, (Rice, spaghetti, bread, potatoes, etc.). Don’t eat anything that comes in a box. If I were to pick the one big don’t, it would be, DON’T USE YOUR MICROWAVE.
 Microwave ovens will decay and change the molecular structure or the food by process of RADIATION!! Our government would tell you different, but our government has told us a lot of things that defy logic and common sense. How many microwaves could they sell if they were called Radiation Ovens? This is the same government who told us 20 years ago eggs were bad for us, but today they tell us eggs don’t affect our serum cholesterol. Does it, or not? They seem to change their mind to fit what they feel are currently the wishes of the majority at that time. 
The most important thing to remember is our immune system is affected by what we eat, drink, breathe, and put on our skin. 
 Don’t get me wrong, I am not saying only Priest go to Heaven. By this I mean, the things I have listed as do’s and don’ts are merely guidelines for a higher quality of life. I am not saying you can never have a hamburger or a steak again. What I am saying is you must take control of the bad habits in your life. Moderation is acceptable. I believe you will fare well if you ate one hamburger or steak a week, and yes, you can even have mashed potatoes with it. 
There are very few people who could consistently maintain the program I just set forth, therefore, I would rather you cheat on occasion than to eliminate the program entirely. I had to follow this program closely, for it was these things which were helping me fight this cancer. At the time I could only hope I was doing the right thing.
 I believe I had spent more time studying nutrition than most doctors do in medical school. If I thought it would help me, I spent hours reading about it. There was nothing I saw which I would have categorized as meaningless. No matter how insignificant it may have seemed, I read everything.
I couldn’t just sit on the sidelines and do nothing. I am in my sixties and should be a product of the Old School way of thinking. Old School should have produced the mindset that there were no corrupt Politicians, the President never lies to you, and always believe everything your Doctor tells you. I’m sorry, but I was also raised by a common sense Father. My father always said, “Don’t believe what someone is telling you if it comes with conviction, it is the opinions that require a process of thought”.
There are too many times a doctor’s thoughts are derived in conviction. Doctors are taught there are three ways to cure cancer; Surgery, Radiation, and Chemo Therapy. They are not to deviate from this thought process, for if they were to provide an opinion which didn’t work they would probably have a Malpractice suit on their hands. 
I do not blame the Doctors. I blame the System. The system says they can’t offer up opinions due to the fact they were trained in medicine, not opinions. I also blame their lack of opinions on all the frivolous law suits filed today. I know, for I have asked doctors if they had any opinions other than the three choices they have given me, for which I have yet to receive any answer. The doctor will most likely remain silent as he looks at the floor. This is always an indication he has one, but is not at liberty to divulge it. There have been many times I have looked to them for an opinion, only for them to answer with, “You need Radiation”. They then look back at their lap top.
 These are the times which cement the realization you alone are waging this war against death, and your only allies would be your application of common sense, and your desire not to lose. 




                                                  CHAPTER   9
I had two months before my next trip to San Diego. I was counting the time as someone in prison would count their time before release. To me it was two months, or nine weeks, or sixty three days, etc. The time would go slow, yet sometimes it seemed to move too fast. It was probably due to how I felt on any particular day. If I felt good, the time would move slowly, for I was in a hurry to get some good news, but if I wasn’t feeling good, the time seemed to fly, as I feared the news would be bad.
I was starting to feel better physically. It was the mental drain I was experiencing that was taking its toll at this time. When you are diagnosed with something like this, it is as though your whole body suffers because of it. If I had a headache, it was because of the cancer. If my toe hurt, it was because of the cancer. I realized just how much of a role your mind plays in your illness.
At night I would have a hard time sleeping. I would try to sleep, but this damn cancer would keep my mind busy for an hour or more. Maybe it was I thought I should be reading or on my computer. I needed to know everything I could about this disease.
 When I did fall asleep, I would awaken in a cold sweat. My Father and Brother had already passed away, but they would appear in my dreams. I would then sit up on the side of the bed trying to analyze my dream. This would keep me up another hour. Why would they visit me in my dreams? I could only come up with two answers. They were either telling me I would be with them soon, or they were there to assure me everything was going to be alright. There were times I really didn’t care which one. Either way, it would have been an escape from the mental anguish I persevered on a daily basis.
Before I went back to San Diego I had to see my primary again. I had an appointment to see her about a week before my next visit. As my wife and I drove to the VA Clinic to see my primary my wife asked, “Are you alright”? I looked at her and said, “Shouldn’t I be”? She said, “You just had a strange look on your face”. I said, “That’s just my game face”. She said, “For what”? I said, “You know how much I love seeing doctors”. She just smiled, for she knew I had seen more doctors in the last six months than I had in the previous six years.
When we walked into the waiting room my wife had my hand. It was as though she was trying to calm me down before I saw the doctor. She knew if the doctor said anything that didn’t make any sense, it would get me started.
My primary is an extremely pleasant and professional person, so it was hard to get upset in her office. She told me I would be going to San Diego without taking a CT SCAN this time. She said it was too close to my last one and would be too much Radiation. Now that made sense. She checked me over and said, “Everything seems alright”. I thanked her, and my wife and I departed.
Well, this was the moment I’ve been waiting for. It was time for my wife to take me to the Airport. I had a 6:30am flight due to the fact my appointment was at 8:45am. I would return later that day.
After saying our good-byes, I left my wife and made my way to the departure gate. As I sat reading a paper waiting for my plane to board, I couldn’t help but think of my wife. I wanted so bad to take her with me, but if I was going to hear some bad news, I would rather her hear it from me and not my doctor.
Before I knew it, I was walking in the front doors of the San Diego Hospital. I made my way to my clinic and checked in. I was looking around the room at the other patients. I saw a guy who they had sewn a leather patch on the top of his head. I also couldn’t help but notice the patients with burn marks, or had a complexion as red as a stop light. It was about an hour wait until I heard my name. When I walked into the doctor’s office I was feeling pretty good. Of course my blood pressure was probably high due to the anxiety I was feeling.
I was feeling good enough that I wanted to walk in and say, “What’s up Doc”? After serious consideration, I decided to be nice instead, after all, this is the guy I pissed off last time I was here.
I had a seat in an examination chair. He asked, “How are you feeling”? I said, “Pretty good”. He then began to ask if I had any problems swallowing, any sore throats, did I lose any weight, and several more questions which I’m sure made sense to him, but meant nothing to me. He then asked, “Are you still refusing Radiation Treatment”? I shook my head in a movement that could only be defined as, “Yes”. 
He then decided to push the wrong button when he asked, “Would that be an emphatic yes”? I said, “No, I have a different body gesture I use when I want to be emphatic”. “The head movement only means, not today”.
I could tell by the look on his face he had said all he wanted to at this time. I could also tell he didn’t want to ask me any more questions. He said, “Follow me to the examination room, although he didn’t call it that, but it was my understanding I was being taken to a room to be examined.
When I entered the room I sat in the same chair I was in last time when they put that camera down my throat by way of my nose. Again, I got to watch the whole examination on my own monitor. After the exam, the doctor felt around the inside of my throat. He said, “Everything appears to be normal”. He said, “I’ll see in a couple of months”.
I left for home. The prettiest sight in the world was arriving at the airport and seeing my wife waiting to pick me up. She asked the same question she always asked upon my return, “How was your check up”? I said, “They are still trying to convince me to take Radiation Treatments, and this is after they say everything appears normal”.
It appears the program I put myself on to strengthen my immune system was either working, or just delaying the inevitable. In my mind, six months just wasn’t enough time to claim victory.
I traveled to San Diego three more times, and received the same results. The next visit was to be the one I had been waiting for. It will be my one year check up following the removal of my tonsil. If cancer returns, it will return 90% of the time within the first year following surgery.
The time had come to leave for my one year check up. My emotions were mixed. I wanted to know, but there was a part of me that echoed, “If you don’t go looking for trouble, chances are you won’t find it”. On the ride to the airport my wife seemed as though she could feel what I was feeling.
When we arrived at the point where we always said our good-byes, my wife said, “Don’t worry, I know everything will be alright”. We said good-bye, and I walked to the security gates. Other than the day I got married, and when my children were born, this would definitely be the most important day of my life, one way, or the other. 
As I departed the plane in San Diego I made my way to the VA Hospital as I had done so many times before, only this time seemed different. This would be the day I would realize if my method of  treating this disease through strengthening my immune system was everything I thought it would be, or were the doctors right.
I went to the same clinic in the hospital I had been to so many times already. I checked in and waited for my name to be called. In about forty five minutes they called my name. I walked into the doctor’s office knowing it pretty much all came down to this. The doctor posed the same questions, and received the same answers. We then went to the examination room.
I watched on the monitor as I usually did. The doctor finished with the camera and went on to examine my throat by feeling the tissue in the back to ascertain if the tissue was soft. He finished and said, “I can’t find anything, and it’s been one year out of surgery”. He said, “This is a good sign, but we don’t rule out the fact the cancer still exists”. “This has to be looked at one year at a time”. “Every year we find no evidence of cancer, places you closer to cancer free”.
I did ask him, “Wouldn’t you say, given the type of cancer I was diagnosed with, this would be significantly encouraging”? He said, “Yes, but you will need to see us every three months for the next year”.
I guess that was the best answer I could expect, so it was back home, and continue what I believed was the answer, for it has worked for a year. 
My wife met me at the airport. By this time I had already phoned her and gave her the news. When picking me up she said, “This is something to be proud of”. After some thought, I realized she was right. I had beaten it for a year. What could possibly change next year if I were to continue the same life style which had kept it in check for the first year?
Not only did the life style change help, but you must keep your mind busy as well. If you just sat around the house, your mental state could destroy you as you dwelled on your disease. I worked every day. I always put in more than eight hours in an effort to keep my mind productive. I would take a vacation for a week and spend four of the days at work. It seemed as though I was always there, which I believed to be the therapy I needed at this time. 
As I started my second year, I could hardly wait to return, for I felt I was going to beat this. How ironic, the doctors I cursed, became the source of approval I awaited. 
                               











                                        CHAPTER   10
It was again time to see my primary physician. When I walked into her office after my first year checkup she said, “Somehow you have dodged a bullet”. I explained the only reason I had dodged a bullet for a year was due to my determination to strengthen my immune system. I asked her, “What do you think my life would be like if I had accepted the Radiation Treatments”? Her only reply was, “Radiation Treatments have proven to be successful”. That would be the only reply I would expect from another doctor, but I liked her none the less.
I was still taking my scheduled trips to San Diego, and I was still coming home with the same response. The cancer had either left, or it was hiding extremely well.
The time had come for my two year anniversary at San Diego. I had to have a CT SCAN two weeks prior to my appointment. This was a visit I was looking forward to. Although they are extremely thorough when I visited them every three months, the two year checkup was to determine where I had my CT SCAN was compared to the year before. 
When I arrived and was taken into the examination room the doctor gave me a thorough going over. Everything was going fine until he mentioned he had been reviewed the pathologist’s report and slides. He questioned me as to why I didn’t take the prescribed Radiation Treatments. I said, “Not only did I think I didn’t need them, but two years of travel to San Diego supports my decision”. He glanced back into my mouth and said, “I don’t understand”. This irritated me to a point where I said, “If I were to get cancer, would that make everyone happy”? I asked, “Did you find anything”? He just turned and walked out the door. 
I was told at the reception desk I would be coming down every four months in the third year. 
I was still working, staying close to my diet, exercising, taking my concentrate of minerals and vitamins, and making my trips to San Diego. I wasn’t trying to be a tough guy with anyone. I simply looked at this cancer as a poison, so why would I let them put more poison in my system. I believed you needed to fight poison with things that were wholesome, kind of a good versus evil scenario.
I was getting hyped. I was feeling good, and it was time for my next CT SCAN, which meant I was going to San Diego for my third year checkup.
I was feeling good and I was very optimistic about my visit this time. I asked my wife if she wanted to go with me. It has been a while since we had been out of town, so I said, “Let’s drive to San Diego, get a room, and go to the hospital the following morning. I told my wife we make it a nice get away instead of a hospital visit. We could get some good Sea Food for dinner while we were there. She loved the idea. The next morning we were on the road.
We spent the night in a nice upscale hotel. The following morning we drove to the hospital. My wife was impressed with the hospital. I remember her saying, “The Veterans need a hospital like this in Las Vegas”. I told her they had been promising us one for years. I don’t know why we don’t have one. The city is large enough to justify having one. There was only one answer. It all comes down to dollars and cents, or as I interpret it, dollars and SENSE.
My wife and I walked down the hallways I had walked so many times before. When we arrived at the clinic I checked in. They were running about an hour behind due to the fact there was a doctor out sick, so my wife and I went to the cafeteria to get some coffee and a snack.
When we arrived back at the clinic we didn’t have to wait more than ten minutes before hearing them call my name. I walked into the doctor’s office. This time it was a female ENT. I could tell by the look on her face she had already gone over my records. She asked, “How are you feeling”? I said, “So far, so good”. She asked, “What do you mean by that”? I said, “It stands to reason I’ll know more after my checkup”.
She had a very dry sense of humor, but then again, I couldn’t help but think of all the horrible things she must see on a daily basis. I would never want her job. I decided I would take a softer approach to any statements the doctor might make this trip, after all, this is also intended to be a mini vacation for my wife and I. 
After all the preliminary questions, which were becoming redundant after this many trips, it was time for me to follow her to the examination room. After using the liquid which numbs your nose, she began shoving the camera down my throat. After going through all the motions she removed the camera and said, “Everything looks good”.
A male doctor walked into the room. I thought, well, here comes something I’m not going to like. I was wrong. It has been three years out of surgery and I finally heard a doctor say something none of the other doctors would either mention, or admit even existed. He said, “After three years without any treatments, I can only conclude your immune system was strong enough to destroy the cell”.
I never thought I would ever hear a doctor admit there was any other way to fight cancer except those they tried to shove down my throat for three years. A huge smile appeared on my face. If he had been a female doctor, I would have kissed him. He said, “We have a man in Las Vegas we are turning you over to”. “This way you won’t have to make the trip anymore”. He told me this man in Las Vegas would give me my checkups, and if anything was to show up I could return to San Diego.
I got up and said, “I hope the next time I see you, it will be under different circumstances”. He just smiled as I walked out the door to get my wife. I didn’t have to tell her what I just heard. She could tell by the smile on my face.
We left San Diego and started our drive back to Las Vegas. On the way we decided to stop at a restaurant to get something to eat. As we exited the car I stopped. My wife asked me if I was alright. I said, “Yes”, as I looked both ways before crossing the parking lot. I said, “You know me, I am a firm believer in Murphy’s Law”. “I just got the best news of my life from my doctor, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to let some car run over me in this parking lot”. It was the first time in quite a while I really enjoyed laughing. I guess it was because I really had a reason to laugh, and it felt good.
We finished eating and continued our trip home. Even the word home took on a different meaning. For the first time in a long time, I felt as though I could really start enjoying life again, but I wasn’t going to make the mistake of forgetting what my enemy had done to me mentally. I had to be certain never to let my guard down again, as I feel he is still just in waiting, and I’ll be waiting for him.
When I went to work the next day, I couldn’t wait to tell everyone. I really felt as though I had won, and being positive was all I had. The first person I saw was Billy. He was extremely glad to hear the good news. I then walked into Pete’s Office, (The G. M.). I felt I had to tell Pete. I don’t believe I would have said anything to any other G.M., but when I spoke to Pete, It was like confiding in a friend. He shared my joy, and then it was back to work.
I had an appointment to see my VA Primary a couple of days later. She said she had heard the good news. I asked her about the person I was to see in Las Vegas. She told me he was a P.A., (Physician’s Assistant), but that he had been treating throat cancer for over 20 years, and was a nice guy. I left her office with a feeling of confidence in this new person I would be seeing. 
I had an appointment to see him in a couple of months. Right now, I was just going to enjoy life.









                                        CHAPTER   11
Time went by rather quickly, and it was time to see the new person who was to do my checkups. I drove to Nellis Air Force Base in Las Vegas. This is where the hospital was located for the appointment I had for my checkup.
When I walked into the hospital I stopped at a check in station. They checked me in and told me to have a seat. They said I would be called shortly, and they were right. It didn’t take but maybe ten minutes before I was called into a room with one of those dreaded examination chairs.
The person giving me my checkup walked in. He said, “Good morning”. He was a pleasant individual. He was professional, as well as courteous. My wife was sitting in the room with me. He said, “I’d like for you to get another CT SCAN before your next visit, that way, I can compare it to the previous one”.
For me, that wasn’t a problem. I considered it the professional way of doing things.
I knew that prior to getting a CT SCAN you have to have a panel one week before. A panel is a blood test which is performed before you can receive a CT SCAN. I not only hadn’t received a panel, but one was never ordered for me. Well, this caused quite a stir in Radiation, so I had my primary order the panel that I might get my CT SCAN prior to my appointment with the new guy. Well, his professionalism just took a hit. After over twenty years you would think he would remember to order a panel when ordering a CT SCAN. That would be like a dentist pulling a tooth and forgetting to give you a shot of Novocain.
I received my CT ACAN and was preparing for my next visit. I was unemployed at this time, as I had left the small casino on the Boulder Highway. I walked into the hospital, signed in, and waited for my name to be called. As always, my wife was with me. We were both expecting the same good news we had grown accustom to receiving after what seemed to be a hundred visits with various doctors in various cities.
When my name was called, I walked into the examination room and took my usual seat, as my wife sat across from me. The P.A. walked in. He was in a good mood, and was extremely pleasant, at least for a while. 
He said, “I reviewed your CT SCAN, and I found it to be as good as the last one”. Considering I was four years in, I relished in the good news. I said, “I’ll be getting a new job”. “My last boss understood my problem; therefore I was kept out of the smoking areas”. I said, “My new boss may not be as understanding, therefore I would like to know if you could pen a letter stating it would be in my best interest if I weren’t exposed to second hand smoke”? 
He said, “Second hand smoke never killed anyone” I glanced at my wife, who’s expression was as perplexed as mine. This is a cancer provider, who with that statement was reputing everything the Surgeon General’s reports found to be true. The Surgeon General reported there were approximately four hundred chemicals found in second hand smoke. Of the four hundred, there were chemicals found which cause cancer. 
I asked again if he would write this letter for me. He repeated, “Second hand smoke never killed anyone”. I said, “Two hundred people in Nevada died last year from second hand smoke”. He said, “They must have been hit by trucks”. I couldn’t believe he had just said that. I turned and looked at my wife. She knew it was time to leave. I have always had a hard time dealing with illogical statements, especially those which are supported with asinine analogies. Then I noticed these statements were coming from someone carrying a pack of cigarettes in his pocket, or at least, appeared to be cigarettes. I was about to ask him why so many states are outlawing cigarette smoking in public places if they shared his opinions, but at that point, I just wanted to get as far away from this character as possible. On the way out I heard one of the other employees tell him they had heard he was getting a promotion. This is what he gets for making stupid statements, especially when I was told by ENTs that my condition was caused by smoke.
As I was about to leave, he said, “You can go back to San Diego if you would like”. I don’t know why he thought I needed his permission to see someone else. I haven’t fought this long just to have some uninformed doctor wannabe put me in harm’s way.
I went to see my VA Primary, who I informed I did not want to see this person again. I even paid a visit to the advocate’s office to request I be transferred back to San Diego. After listening to my reason, they agreed it would be best at this time.
I was traveling to San Diego once every six months now. With every trip, I was sent home with the same news. The doctor would finish my examination, and send me home with a clean bill of health. 
It was my visit at the four and a half year visit to San Diego the doctor asked why I wasn’t seeing, what he called, their man in Las Vegas. The doctors had not asked me in the past, so I never brought it up. I’m the kind of person you don’t ask a question of if you don’t want to hear the answer, but if you ask me, you are going to get an answer, and I wouldn’t sugar coat it either.
I told the doctor what I was told in the P.A.’s office in Las Vegas. The doctor did exactly what I expected him to do. He looked at the floor, and then back to his lap top. I said, “Did you hear me”? He just smiled as he led me into the examination room. I took this as a yes, and I knew he believed as I did. He just decided this was one of them times where you have no opinions, one way, or the other. Again, I was sent home with a clean bill of health. My next visit was in six months. This would be the examination everyone was waiting for. I will have been five years out of surgery. 



 
 








                                          CHAPTER   12
As time went on I was still feeling good. Time was moving slowly. I guess it was because I couldn’t wait to hear what the doctor had to say on the fifth anniversary of my surgery.
Prior to going to San Diego I had to have a CT SCAN two weeks prior. This was nothing unusual. It was something I had done so many times before. I went home and began thinking about my trip.
It was about a week before I was to leave for San Diego when My VA Primary phoned me at home. It is almost impossible to phone a doctor at their office in hopes of getting them on the phone, so, to have my doctor phone me at home, could only mean bad news. She said they had found some abnormalities in my CT SCAN. I asked, “What problem are we talking about”? She said, “Just some abnormality”. You need to go to San Diego right away. I knew she didn’t want to say anything until the ENTs examined me. 
What I had perceived as an impending joy just ten minutes ago had just turned into an empty feeling in my stomach. After everything I had done. After all the fighting, the research, and arguing my case with the doctors, did this disease come back. I refused to believe it. I wasn’t going to let the Bastard win. This is my life, and I won’t let this disease take from me what I had fought so hard for.
The night before my appointment was a sleepless one at best. I got up, took a shower, and had my wife drive me to the airport. On the way to the airport, my wife said, “Everything will be alright”. I knew she was trying to calm my anxiety. When we pulled up to the airport she said, “I love you, and I’ll see you tonight”. This is the first time she has never wished me good luck. Maybe she felt something good would come out of all of this. I just wished I shake this feeling of impending doom.
When the plane touched down in San Diego I couldn’t shake this feeling of butterflies in my stomach. There were times I felt as though I was getting sick, and then I remembered what your mind could do to you in times like these. I had to channel my thoughts in another direction, so I just pictured my wife being next to me. It seemed to ease what was going on.
When I got to the hospital and checked in, I just sat in the waiting room studying everyone around me. They called my name, and for the first time, I felt as though I had lost control.
I went into the doctor’s office and sat in the examination chair. The doctor asked me the same questions they always asked, but there was something missing. If they had bad news for me, where was the long sad face I had seen in the past? The doctor asked me to follow her into the examination room. The doctor checked me thoroughly. She then said they had a report of an abnormality on my CT SCAN. She went to look at it. She then came back with another doctor who looked at it as well.
She then said, “When you were taking your CT SCAN the saliva in your mouth had balled up next to your tongue, and they read the saliva as a tumor”. I said, “You mean this whole thing was because someone took spit as a tumor”? She said, “Yes, as a matter of fact, this scan is better than your last scan”. I didn’t want to know who read the CT SCAN in Las Vegas, for at this moment, I just wanted to choke them for what they put me through. The doctors strike again. This is the best reason you don’t believe everything you’re told until you have thoroughly researched it yourself. Trust in two people, God and yourself.
When I got up from the chair the doctor walked me to the door and said, “You are a cancer survivor, I’ll see you in a year for a checkup. The words seemed so unreal, as I had been fighting for so long.
I walked outside the hospital and turned left. I had never turned left before, but instead, walked to a waiting taxi. To the left I found an area marked off by Native Americans. It was an area where they had laid stones in a circle. It is said that tranquility will come to those who walk the circle. I have done things I never thought I could have done, or had the strength to do, so why not finish it while I was here. This may help with the closure for now. Be it the truth, or a placebo, walking the circle brought an inner peace. 
My wife made me promise to call her when I found out what was happening. I phoned her, and all I could say was, “I’m cancer free”. She was so happy to hear that, but I believe deep inside, she always knew.
It was when I got home everything hit me. I did it. There are a lot of times we start a project in life and never finish it. For me, this would be the most important project of my life, and as hard as it was, I saw it through.
I received the news today that a good friend of mine I worked with in Laughlin, NV found a small lump on his throat. His doctor gave him Radiation Treatment for the lump. After treatment, my friend Carmen has lost the ability to use his throat muscles. His throat was burned and he is being fed through a feeding tube due to the fact he can’t eat, and never will be able to. He has just found out he now has spots on his lungs. These spots have been diagnosed as positive. I fought and won my fight. I wish I could have spoke to my friend before he started his Radiation. For the first time with this disease I feel helpless. I wish there was something I could do. This is what happens so many times when Radiation is used, although doctors would argue the point, or maybe bring their brother in and sit on him. God bless and look after you my friend.
A friend visiting me said, “I knew you were tough, but you just defeated death”. I told him that I wasn’t trying to defeat death, for dying becomes easier to accept when you understand, the only way to defeat death is to die.
I had just fought the most important battle of my life, even though I had always known there remains the realization that no one ever gets out of this world alive, but I can say I prolonged the inevitable the day I looked death in the eye and said, “NOT ME, NOT NOW.




Foot Note; If I could be of any help or support for those who either are, or expect to be going through what I did, I would be happy to speak to you. As you have read about my conversation with Tony, I believe the time he spent speaking with me not only gave me an inner strength, but a belief that I could accomplish what I did. My Cancer help line is; 702-722-9341. If I am unavailable leave a message and I will return all calls! 
              





