Don Flounders. 

Health Bulletin No. 1. (5th September 2007)

Hi there,
Just to keep you informed regarding what’s going on inside the mesothelioma tumour that is inside my right lung!!! Should you feel anything less than compelled to know this stuff please carefully dispose of this with your recyclables.

The sequence of events went like this:-

Following discovery of a fairly painful bruised feeling around my right breast for which I could not allot any cause, I trotted off to see our local and very good G.P.- who likewise puzzled, immediately sent me for a chest X-ray. Very shortly thereafter I was asked to call in to collect a request form for a chest CAT-scan. Evidently both films revealed a growth on the outer wall of my right lung, so without any delay I had a ‘CAT-scan controlled’ chest biopsy. Two days later preliminary results arrived and I was again phoned to call and see Trish Kerbi (our GP). We both went along, and were told that as I had begun to suspect there was a tumour there and the biopsy had been diagnosed as mesothelioma. (One of the asbestos related and deadliest lung cancers). 
Events still moving at express speed, the next day I saw the local specialist in these problems – Dr. Bruce Maydom. As ever he was forthright in his comments. Yes, it was a fairly large tumour. Yes it was mesothelioma. Yes it was almost always fatal. But most importantly, it was treatable. Not curable, but definitely responsive to radio-therapy treatment which has the effect of prolonging ‘useful life’ for some years instead of months. My ‘robust’ physique  i.e. (large and fat) body suddenly became a ‘plus’ in these circumstances. Evidently my type of tumour often latches onto and grows into the ribs making successful surgical removal ineffective, and whilst not ruling it out he thought it unlikely. Chemo-therapy likewise was not thought to be the more helpful treatment. The consensus then was that radio-therapy treatment was a fairly urgent necessity. 

Problem: As yet our excellent local (Warragul) hospital does not have the equipment to offer this treatment.
 
Warragul is situated almost equidistant between Melbourne and Traralgon (which is a large rural city servicing a large country area and plumb in the middle of the ‘Latrobe Valley’, itself the centre of Victoria’s power generating plants due to an almost unlimited abundance of surface-mined open-cut brown coal. All the power stations of that period were simply loaded with asbestos insulation and consequently, Traralgon has a way above average proportion of mesothelioma sufferers - and also an extended waiting list for r/therapy treatment. Another distinct drawback would be the daily drive to and from Warragul – some 100kms. each way.  Not a sensible idea.
The obvious answer was to go to one of a large number of Melbourne area treatment centres. By coincidence and to my great good fortune our good friend Tony (Miles) Thorney has only recently completed a course of treatment for the removal of a cancerous tumour on his spine. For that he had been sent to a relatively new facility (East Ringwood Private Hospital Oncology Unit). Fully equipped and staffed with highly trained and competent medical staff. Doubly fortunately, this oncology centre is only a ten minute drive from the Thorney residence.  As further icing on the cake, Tony couldn’t speak highly enough of the entire organisation. Friendly, welcoming and considerate were just some of their attributes. Typically, as soon as they heard of my diagnosis Audrey and Tony phoned to suggest that I should opt for treatment there AND that they would then be happy for Iris and myself live at their place during the period of treatment. (Evidently 30 week-days or 6 weeks). What a blessing it is to have really good true friends! 

I ‘Googled’ and printed out all the information I could find about the place and was then able to do some enthusiastic ‘lobbying’ of Bruce Maydom. He fully agreed that treatment there would be an excellent solution and so I was duly referred to the East Ringwood Unit and on Monday 3rd. September I went down for an initial appraisal (complete with my ‘photographs’ and the beginnings of what will doubtless become a vast file of medical records). 


Iris had accompanied me on the trip and also came in to see the specialist. (We have long since found that we both need to attend medical appointments so that between our two faltering memories we manage to remember most of what has been said). We met a young, good-looking doctor, of definite Italianate origins although obviously born and brought up in Australia. His name was  Dr. Mario Guerrieri and he exuded professional competence and confidence, the main result of which was that when we eventually came away we were feeling very much more cheerful than previously. Only in one aspect did his assessment differ from that of Bruce Maydom. He felt that surgical removal was still an option and he would discuss it with the thoracic surgeon who worked with the clinic and let me know the outcome. 


There, the matter rests to this date. I go to see him again on Friday (7th Sept.) to learn what the final decision is and if the outcome is to consist of radio-therapy, I will be scanned again and measured and plotted (target tattooed?) for the accurate application of the radio-therapy due to commence the following Wednesday (12th).


Thanks to the extremely kind offer of temporary accommodation, we will then become commuters once more. Ever seeking to be helpful, the clinic will try to give me a morning treatment on Fridays and an afternoon one on the following Monday, thus enabling us to return to Warragul for weekends.

All that remains now is to wait and see what transpires. More news later. Cheers, Don
5th September 2007

Stop Press: Sat. 8th. September .
Since the above I have been back to the clinic, to find that surgery was not recommended and so went on to be duly measured up, aligned, re-aligned and told to lay still by a young ABC technician (translation – Australian Born Chinese), ‘stomach in, chest out’ (that rang a bell somewhere) re-measured and then tattooed with reference points for the forthcoming course of treatments. (Ironic really. I spent my time in the RMB trying to avoid succumbing to peer pressure whilst ‘tying one on’ and succeeded – until now!

True to earlier reports, all the staff there could not possibly have been more helpful, professional or friendly. I came away feeling that I had made some new friends.
