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

 

Summer Haze 1994 Chapter1        

 

“I‟m not going to die, I will see them grow up!” my smiling eyes say to the camera as I 

hold cousins Jake and Keara, now five months old. It‟s the end of August, and we‟re 

celebrating Emma‟s second birthday, her uncle Matt‟s too. My doctor said to lie down, 

avoid jolting, and we could make the drive. I‟m wearing a green summer top with both 

plastic boobs in place, and a loose fitting skirt, as my abdomen is very sore. My sons are 

all watching me; I smile straight into the lens – spirited and determined – I will see these 

babies grow up. 

  

But, back to July 13
th

, the day of my second mastectomy. My buddies
2
 are in the waiting 

room, sending reiki healing. Post-op there is very little pain, but a nerve was severed on 

lymph-node excision – easily done, the nerve a tiny hair-like thing – closing sweat 

glands, a major escape route for waste. I‟ve spent months learning the lethal connection 

between disease and the body‟s inability to dump waste, and now have an even greater 

need to explore all means of detoxification.  

 

The following day, a routine ultrasound shows a „shadow‟ in my left ovary. I‟m 

not too concerned; a trusted massage therapist, months before, discovered a cyst in that 

area. But Pac-Woman Transformer 3, protecting our interests, slides into place.  

My doctors, fearful of deadly ovarian cancer, promote a total hysterectomy, and 

send me home to recover from the mastectomy. I call Dr. Rogers to book an appointment 

in Syracuse – need to get to the heart of the matter. I‟m learning as fast as I can, and I 

know almost enough to re-train my body to wellness: organic foods, meditation, gratitude 

for all the good things in my life including the calm, ever-present support of my dear 

husband, Kay. I can almost see my way clear to avoiding surgery and I‟m reasonably 

sure that the shadow is just a cyst. But then, I‟ve come to view cysts as lymph tissue 

harboring built-up of waste; I‟m scared and demoralized, can‟t take a chance, so I go for 

the whole ball o‟ wax – and we schedule early August.  

 

Common practice involves a bikini cross-cut; my doctors, needing to explore, 

make a long vertical incision. Recovery is painful, but the worst part is the realization 

that everything – all my womanly organs – are gone. The shadow?  A benign cyst.  

(Five years will pass before I discover What Your Doctor May Not Tell You About 

Menopause
3
, a breakthrough book on the use of bio-identical hormones. The difficult 

next step was in finding a doctor who understood my body‟s desperate need for 

replacement.)  

  

It‟s wonderful seeing everyone, but I feel like a bag of dirt at Emma‟s party. Three 

anaesthetics in six months have produced utter fatigue, partly due, I‟m learning, to my  
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struggling liver‟s attempts to cope with the chemical fallout.  

 

The Cancer Battle Plan
4
 arrives, promoted by Dr. Rogers. I read further clarification that 

detoxification and nutrition-based rebuilding can help win the war. The Plan states that it 

is difficult to find knowledgeable medical personnel. I agree. I love my surgeons, but I‟m 

a bit miffed by their indulgent smiles when I relate my new concepts. My Naturopath, 

and my new G.P. (who practices hypnotherapy) understand, of course. I thank my lucky 

stars that I‟m able to travel to Syracuse to learn how to keep myself alive, how to prevent 

cancer coming back!  

   

In early September I give a Reiki treatment to a friend
5
 dying of brain metastases which 

began as breast cancer.  I have trouble sleeping that night; dark imaginings (am I 

forgetting things?) about my own brain processes sing through my head.  

I have a dream in which her funeral is also my own. Our Orono Town Hall is 

packed with people, friends and family, all making speeches; the choir’s beautiful and 

tumultuous sound eventually wakes me up. I get out of bed and start labeling precious 

belongings with our kids‟ names, taped under a seat, for instance.  

 

Attending her funeral a few days later, I speak with an Orono couple
6
 who are 

flying to Delaware, the husband to receive an environmental award. 

That night I see the two women flying; one in a plane, the other escorting her, 

drifting along in a stream of angel light. When I waken I realize that I, too, was flying 

outside the plane. I decide not to follow that line of thought. 

 

A few days later, someone suggests recalling a childhood memory, to raise my spirits.  

I‟m drawn immediately to Brantford, growing up next door to our grandparents and 

around the corner from our cousins
7
. 

I so love the excitement of thunder and rain. Whenever the sky clouds over, we 

run for our bathing suits – “last one out is a rotten a.a.g.”  We race, shrieking, around 

our joined back gardens watching the old washtub fill up – to be used for future holding-

our-breath-under-water contests.  

 

Another memory surfaces – autumn colours, my favourite time of the year. My 

sister and I made many of our own clothes, travelling with mother to the woolen mills in 

Hespeler, now Cambridge, to choose from an endless variety of fabric. We would have 

enough material for two or three new skirts.  

We‟d soon be off to school to see friends and check out new recruits.  It‟s 

important that I not allow myself to flounder, and these thoughts help keep me „up.‟     
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