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Date: Monday 29th Oct..


Sunday 28th October
@  Warragul

Don Flounders. Health Bulletin No. 4: 
First set of Treatments Now completed
Hello yet again.
In my last bulletin I had just two more treatments to go. Well, they went without any big hitch (altho’ their massive steel protection door jammed on one occasion – which rather threw the precision organised business out of kilter for a while) and I am now back home – resting to allow this rather battered and shaken body to recover.
Medically, I gather that following completion of the 30 treatments, the friendly X-rays actually go on working for a week or two thereafter, so I am now resting, during which I am allowed to ‘simmer’ (inside and out). Following the ‘simmering’, further tests will be carried out and then the oncologists will have a better idea of  just what is going on inside my chest – now! To put it in basic terms (and after all, I’ve reached and passed the sum total of my medical knowledge) it appears that from the comparisons, a picture will emerge. From my point of view up here in the dress circle, I am hoping that after examination (by the critics?) my films will be adjudged of the ‘blockbuster’ category with everything going the right way. 
This resting business is no misnomer for I get tired very quickly, rendering me incapable of doing anything useful. I’m still on quite a few pills so hope for a rapid improvement. Every time I am resting I think of something that needs attention – ‘surely I could manage that?’ – I ask myself. 

“Oh, no you cannot,” my body quickly informs me and it brooks no argument.
I go back for the evaluation on Monday 5th November and it can’t come soon enough. I am impatient to know what the future holds for me and indeed, how much of it I can expect.
As with everyone now alive, we are all certainly going to shuffle off our mortal coils somehow, sometime, somewhere and I think that I’m being completely honest with you as well as myself when I say that I am not afraid to go. It seems to me to be no more than going from one room to another. From what I have read and learned over the years it seems that the inherent fear of dying often comes from a great fear of the unknown. That is perhaps over-generalising, but nobody likes uncertainty. So I have had a small ‘certainty’ given to me and look upon that as a fortunate bonus. 
 So now I do have some time to make the necessary preparations for the event and it’s up to me to make the most of the time that remains. To complete the paperwork; tidy up all those loose ends, although knowing me, I might as well burn those ‘Things To Do’ lists that are stuffed in the cupboard right now. 

One thing that I am definitely planning to do is to make myself more useful to ‘Exit- International’ and to the indomitable Dr. Philip Nitschke and his team. Exit International is the pro-choice voluntary euthanasia/assisted suicide organisation founded by Dr. Nitschke.
Iris and I have been members of this organisation and its state predecessor ‘Dying with Dignity’ for many years now. Long before my present situation arose. 

We believe (as do a startlingly large majority of the Australian population) that the ability to end the life of a person who, after clear and rational deliberation, no longer wants to live should rest entirely with the individual. This is particularly so with those dying of incurable illnesses, increasingly unable to care for themselves or to live without pain and DIGNITY!  Those of us who have to care for and look after people in those conditions will know the helpless fury that the patient feels – unable to do anything but to suffer in great pain – endure a complete loss of personal dignity and wait and wait and wait for release!
We feel that this is an extremely worthwhile cause to devote our time to.

It’s an oft-repeated example, but nonetheless still perfectly true and valid, that if you allowed a household pet to lie gasping for breath, giving every indication that it is in unbearable pain – just to exist – you could - and in many countries would be prosecuted for cruelty to animals! Every humane person, let alone veterinarian, would urge that painless euthanasia be administered. However, many countries around the world, not least Australia, expressly forbid legally and medically administered and carefully controlled euthanasia for human beings. One just has to ask - WHY?

Indeed this country produced the elected legislators who went to the trouble to reverse an already operating, carefully developed law that did allow euthanasia in one section of the country. I ask again – WHY?

Animals are dumb. But humans who can express themselves and do speak of their most urgent wish; who are clearly of sound mind even write down and have legally witnessed their most devoutly wished desire – but are completely unable to obtain it. WHY?
There is only one enormously strong confederation that has the power to bend to its will, almost any organisation, country or allegedly democratic parliament. And that is ‘Religion’. Whilst never disputing that many of those who so ferociously lobby and even kill opponents of their views are sincere and devout, those who control them and provide the finance for publicity and all kinds of activism are not so sincere, nor are they truly devout. 
Their primary, oft-quoted objection to medico/legally-controlled euthanasia is that as ‘God gave us our life, only he can take it away’. What mindless gobbledegook is that? My birth was a natural biological event and my life belongs to no-one but myself.  I do not have a god. That is my choice. But others do and their choices are manifold and varied. And if believing in their god gives them comfort, then I say ‘Go for it’. Most of these religious adherents do believe that their god is the only true god. But who has the right to say that I must do what their god is alleged to decree?  If I said to you “Look. I own a Holden. I like it and it suits me. I consider it is the best car for everyone. Therefore you will drive a Holden.” Understandably there would be an outcry of protest.
“Who the H--- does he think he is, telling me what car I must have?” “I want a Ford. I want freedom of choice.”  

Well, so do I. I demand to be able to chose when I feel it is time for me to die. No one else. Also I do not want any disapprobation to fall on those I leave behind. I certainly do not want hulking policeman whisking anyone away (ultimately to prison), just because they might have handed me a glass of something to enable my painless death.
So I want to make it quite clear that whilst I’m quite prepared to go, what I am not prepared to do, is to linger and suffer undue and unnecessary pain - when that time comes.

That’s it for now. I’m a bit disappointed that I haven’t been feeling better, but it is only a week since finishing the treatment. Time will tell and I will let you know when I have heard more following the review.

Cheers for now.
