
Merry Happiness

So here’s the thing. I’ve been kinda quiet lately, trying to
get  myself  back  into  the  groove  of  living  outside  the
hospital.  Steady  progress  but  not  yet  convalesced  to  the
extent I’d like. Baby steps.

Part of this has been the suspense. Did the three-quarters of
a million bucks worth of hi-tech medical treatment work? Have
I beat the odds? The bet was a stretch for even the most pie
eyed optimist.

The 100 day benchmark is one of the key milestones for this
treatment. Last week I went back to the hospital for the first
time since September. Scans were scanned. Blood was drawn.
Various professionals poked and prodded my person.

Typically the results are available same day. All my blood
work was fine – salutary even – but the results of the CT scan
were not ready. This is the true test of the situation.

High  patient  volume  combined  with  short  staffing  for  the
holidays. No word came. I started having dreams about being
back in hospital, only this hospital was in a Holiday Inn. In
my  ass-open  hospital  gown,  I  had  to  roll  my  chemo  tower
through the lobby where a plumber convention was underway. The
tower was made of plastic and kept folding and collapsing.

Anxious much?

So today we called. Had to know.

http://www.immunetoboredom.com/merry-happiness/


Turns out my scans showed no sign of residual malignancy.
Treatment has worked as hoped. All clear.

I am in remission. I can hardly believe the news.

Happy ChristmaKwanzaKuh, y’all. Looking forward to the coming
year.


