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Cancer  Medicine
1
- © Pat Irwin Lycett (wk.pi.lycett@sympatico.ca ) 

 

Spring light 1994, Chapter 4      

             

In late May we plant pine trees for the new babies, Jake and Keara, in an area set aside 

for grandkids. I try to get extra rest, aware that Crohn’s and cancer are messages from my 

subconscious to cut the chaos, stop killing myself, a common predicament for women 

like me: Completing a degree in Psychology, E.R. nursing, opening an antique shop, 

limping through a devastating marriage break-up, worry about our sons, buying a Re/Max 

franchise, ongoing volunteer activities, the excitement of my new marriage and stepkids, 

my mother’s declining years, winding down my real estate career, opening a book store, 

run, run, run. I’ve never really thought of myself as a sick person as nothing slows me 

down for long. I’m doing so many healthy things, and I thank my body, daily, for its 

powers of recovery.  

 

In early June, we watch the Joy Luck Club, a story of Chinese mothers and daughters. 

I’m haunted by the thought that I did not do enough for my mother in the closing weeks 

of 1989.  My second major Crohn’s attack had leveled me, and I felt that I might be dying 

myself. We brought her home from the hospital and she died within weeks, just before 

Christmas. We were always close, but I took her enormously for granted, along with the 

other good things in my life. She was a strong, peaceful beacon for my sister and me, and 

for everyone lucky enough to know her; a kind and loving woman who lived with me in 

both my marriages, helped to raise our sons at critical times, and her grandsons adored 

her. I miss her still. 

 

Since my cancer experience, I am even more committed to presenting alternative health-

care speakers at the store. Barbara Walker, a member of our book club, introduces us to 

Therapeutic Touch.  

Many in this group practice Reiki, hands-on-healing; some feel ready to advance 

to level 2 which includes distance healing, and we contact a Reiki Master.
2
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intentional gathering and use of healing energies, particularly in a group setting, is a 

loving thing to do, and I have been a fortunate recipient. One of the benefits of Reiki is its 

ability to combine with other forms of mental and spiritual discipline, including 

visualizing, the power of intent, and working with the chakras – energy centres within the 

body used in Traditional Chinese Medicine. Each of the seven chakras is associated with 

an endocrine gland, a colour, a major nerve plexus, and a sound characteristic of its spin 

frequency. Pathology in any area, I learn, is directly related to its corresponding energy 

centre; lucky for me that I’ve practiced tai chi and reiki since the mid-80’s. Reiki releases 

layers of the unconscious – peels away onion skins – and provides fresh, often painful, 

insight. The Reiki master offers me an attunement to heal my damaged aura. With her 

calming words I enter into a meditative state, where I concentrate on the blue and green 

chakras, for love and communication.  
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“Sit quietly with your eyes closed, Pat.” I‟m advised to go within and ponder the 

shape, colour, and sound of the offender. I hear myself say, “The problem-causer is oval 

with pink/red/white ruffled edges; its sound is a screech.”  When the healer‟s hands 

sweep over me the colours coalesce into pink bubble gum, and are swallowed by my ever-

present Pac-woman Transformer. I speak about my father, a major loss in my life. 

„Forgiveness is an act of self-love,‟ springs into my head. Together we send healing to me 

as a lonely teen who buried the hurt and broke out in boils. I think of Louise Hay‟s 

comment that boils are a direct result of unacknowledged anger; no one ever talked 

about his leaving – British stiff upper lip – we just got on with it. As the session draws to 

a close, I sense that this cancer catastrophe has worn itself out, that I‟ve gained ground – 

physically and spiritually. Pac-Woman Transformer, my live-in white blood cell factory 

and waste-gobbler, has been my main-stay; her job done, I watch her sidle out of my 

body and plant herself in our garden.  

  

The Tibetan Book of living and Dying
3
 has our book club feasting on meditation, 

the nature of mind, karma, rebirth, and compassionate care for the dying, much in my 

thoughts of late. 

 

At evening’s end on the summer solstice, in a dream-like sequence (flower-chains round 

our necks and in our hair), a large group of friends recite poetry, laugh, eat, and dance 

over lighted candles. 

  

The next day I find another lump. I’m thunderstruck – can hardly believe it – I 

need to talk to Dr. Rogers right away. My heart races. “Jeez, my left one, too? I’ll be 

completely boobless,” I say, crying softly at first, then, taps running at full force, 

screaming bloody murder to the bathroom walls. But, I’m not alone. I stop to take a deep 

breath, and a warm feeling of comfort drops over me. I watch Pac-woman Transformer’s 

sister, PT2, roll up the front of my body and wink quietly into place. 

   

                                                                                                             

855 wds.  
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