Week: Monday 1stOct. – Friday 5th Oct.




@  Warragul

D.F. Health Bulletin No. 3: 
Treatments Nos:14 to 18 = further 12 to go. 

Hello Again. 

I left you last time with a teaser at the end with vague references to legal action and causes. An altogether different can of worms indeed. However, before going down that road a bit more on the medical front.

By treatment number 18 everything has become a familiar routine – as have many of the faces that appear firstly in the outer waiting room, fully dressed and reading a magazine. Then you meet someone slightly less recognisable now carrying their basket and wearing a gown exactly similar to all those other familiar faces. You could fear that somehow you’d been magically institutionalised and were now perhaps where? In prison? Was there something stronger in those X-rays??? But no. The cheerfully artistic décor and subdued lighting and all those smiling faces – staff and patients alike prove the case. You’re safe. Awaiting treatment at the Ringwood Radio Oncology Unit – and your name has just been called.  Into the strong room, sorry, treatment room (those thick doors are very impressive) and the machine is being prepared for you. Those carefully calculated measurements are checked and re-checked under dimmed lighting so that laser aiming marks are centring directly where they should. It seems somehow paradoxical but when those vital preliminaries are over, the room lighting returns to normal and voices wish you goodbye as the technicians depart (Ah, that’s why the door is so massively thick!) Bzzzzzzzz, Clllllllllk! 20 seconds from below. A quiet rumble and the machine revolves around you on your sacrificial couch. Bzzzzzzzzz, Clllllllllk! Another 20 seconds from above. That egg should be fried exactly to your specifications. Well, perhaps a few more cancerous cells have been discouraged from their insidiously deadly purpose.

“You can relax your arms, now Don,” I am told. I try and now done that exercise 18 times it comes more easily. It’s still blissfully pleasant to rest them at my side. The machine revolves and I can sit up again. The bench has also been lowering you to the ground floor. On with your gown, pick up your basket, thank the technicians and go. Knowing by now that I will be returning home to Warragul for the week-end, just before I sat up, one of the girls leaned over and said, formally “Mr. Flounders, your weekend holiday starts ‘Now’!


The procedure itself might not be so wonderful in itself, but the staff certainly do their level best to put a cheerful gloss on it.


A quick change, goodbye to the receptionist and I’m outside in the car. 10 minutes? 12? 15?. Seldom any longer, the efficiency of the whole operation has to be experienced to be believed. However, here’s hoping that you never will!
Legal Issues 
I mentioned in my earlier (No.1?) bulletin that there is a lot of mesothelioma about in Gippsland, particularly the Latrobe Valley area. This is due to the geographical and geological location of vast areas of ‘brown coal’ derived from forests of millions of years ago. Unlike solid black coal that comes in lumps, brown coal is a dark brown fairly soft substance that is open-cast mined by enormous diggers from which their produce is carried on equally large conveyer belts directly to the power stations that burn it. (We will NOT go into the carbon emissions/credits/globalwarming discussion thank you – and on that, the judge’s decision is final!) Just accept that most of Victoria’s electrical power comes from the brown-coal-burning power stations that are located on site! With me so far? Power stations used to be (many still are) colossal users of asbestos, utilised mainly for insulation. As far back as the 1930’s it gradually became apparent that the very fibres that were so efficient at their job, were also lethal when inhaled into human lungs. Business interests, being what they are, liked the efficiency bit but were not so happy about these ‘totally baseless rumours about which there was absolutely no need to worry!”. So for very many years as the adverse medical evidence piled up the asbestos industry continued to mine and sell the stuff as fast as they could. So it is only in relatively recent years that ‘they’ have had to bow to the overwhelming medical evidence that their profitable products were killing people – and had been doing so for years. Lawyers began rubbing their hands together and the clerk of that Great Supreme Court in the skies stated “Let litigation commence” – it’s never stopped since. Without doubt, the companies behind the industry have been downright devious and blatantly dishonest – they all changed their trading names and one of the largest even went to the lengths of moving its entire base of operations and company offices to Holland in an attempt to avoid the coming Armageddon. And the trickle of successful claims against these companies has now risen and behold the flood is nigh – which I suppose makes me a bit of a splash! For whilst not of a litigious nature (and I hasten to add, long before I knew of my own personal involvement) I so detested and deplored the callous attitude of those companies that I decided to get in on the act. 
There are a number of legal firms here in Melbourne (and elsewhere in Australia) who specialise in ‘class actions’ and are happy to litigate on one’s behalf on a ‘No win, no pay’ basis. Mind you, they take a generous chunk of the settlement if/when they win. Over the years one legal firm in particular have amassed great experience and evidence data-bases. They also advertise in ‘Google’ so I got in touch and with great efficiency heard from them the very next day and was interviewed in our home the day after. Thereafter the wheels of justice have been grinding a little more slowly, but things are certainly progressing and my life is being laid bare, piece by piece (the game could perhaps be called ‘strip fibro’?)
So there you have it. I have decided to go into battle and girded up my loins – took me a while to find exactly where I kept them)!
Meanwhile back on the medical side of this thing the period since Bulletin II has been a bit of trial and error. Without doubt the pain emanating from the site of the tumour has been increasing and combining with that from my back. During my weekly review session with the oncologist I told him so. And he prescribed morphine-based pills (nothing works better for that purpose). However, over-indulged they can become difficult to live with. Side effects - mainly confusion - can rapidly take over. And if you had already reached that stage in life when confusion comes easily to you, watch out. So finding the right dosage was fun(?) Iris was beginning to get a bit worried at times. But I think that we’ve got that sorted now and the balance seems to be about right.

The end (of the course of treatment at any rate) is in sight. Two more weeks at 71 Maidstone St. and then two more days and we can let our good, long-suffering friends breathe sighs of relief.

Me? My main interest, needless to say, it to hear what the oncologist has to say following what has been a fairly strong and aggressive course of radio-therapy. 
Keep tuned in folks.






