Well this section will be about medical issues. 

     When Jill came down with MS I thought I was handling it ok. We had been married five years when she was first diagnosed. She was happy that it was MS and not cancer. She was afraid of cancer. Her mother had died of liver cancer. It was before there was any possibility of treating it or having a transplant. She made a number of decisions early on. One of them was that she did not want to be a guinea pig for the MD’s. The family was big on natural healing and stuff so she became a guinea pig for the naturopaths and Chiropractors.

     The first time for a decision came as to if she had MS or not. The doctor was 95% sure that she had MS but he wanted to take some more tests to tell for certain. The question was if you take these other tests will that tell us for sure. Well not really. It will be about 50% certain. For a fifty percent chance on a five percent uncertainty she decided to pass.

     Prior to going to the MD. She had been going to Dr. West a chiropractor. He said that he had done all that he could for her and that she needed something more. He helped set up the appointment. After we moved to Blackfoot she started going to a Dr. Long in St. Anthony. We went there until the flood from the Teton dam. After Jeff was born we went through a number of treatments. There was Dr. Nielson in Blackfoot, a naturopath. Then we went to Montana to see 

“A talented masseur”, Dr. Pletcher a chiropractor, Then one over on Broadway in IF. Then we kind of settled on Dr. Lee Richardson, a naturopath. We tried a number of different treatments.

Hyperbaric oxygen as one. It was during one of the visits to Dr. Nielson that I came across an article in one of the photo magazines. Look or Life. It was an article on MS and I thought that Jill would like to see it. Then I read it. There was no way that I was going to show it to Jill. It talked about a woman with MS who was on life support and had been for a lot of years. She was slowly curling up into the fetal position and the Dr.’s had to cut her tendons to keep the muscles from breaking her bones. As for the rest of her she could provide no indication that she could see or hear anyone. She was not able to move any part of her body. She could not even blink to indicate that she heard. Later on when we were going to Richardson There was another couple there. His wife was affected in the arms and was not able to feed herself. I remember thinking that I was sure glad that  was not our case. One day when Jill was eating she stabbed herself in the mouth with her fork. From then on I was there. I fed her. There were a lot of things that went on. Shelly called what she has “a mess”. She could not say MS.

     There was a time when I gave Jill injections of B12 and another drug. Then they stopped making the other drug. We tried vitamins, Aloa Vera, Shacklee products, and just about anything that came along. As a side note everyone that knows someone sick must think of every money making scam and try to rope them into it.

     If you were to chart the progress of the MS with time and amount of disability is would show up as a nearly straight line. The early thing to go was balance. The need to be close to a wall for support was in the forefront. The big trial was from the hallway to the couch in the house on Alexander. I moved the couch from in front of the railing by the stairs to the wall along the east side of the front room. Doing everything was difficult for her. She could not move pans from the stove to the table or cabinet. It required two hands, and one was for balance. In the winter I would drive the car up to the front of the steps and then Jill could walk up the stairs and into the house. While she was still walking to go from the car to the chapel was a major effort. When she would walk up the front steps in the winter she would get snow on her shoes. I suggested that she kick her foot against the house to get the snow off. It wouldn’t work. She could pick up her foot and pull it back but she had no force to get the snow off. It was like everything was in slow motion. After that didn’t work I thought that if she lifted her foot up then she could just let it drop and the snow would fall off. Well she would think her foot up but then she had no control over the muscles that allowed the foot to fall down. She had to think her foot down with the same slowness that she brought it up. Somewhere along the line Sister Tanner came up with a wheel chair for her. That was a hard transition. I had tried a motorized wheel chair but she had a difficult time controlling it. The forward speed scared her. She could put her foot in it so to speak but she had a problem stopping it.

     I tried to do a lot of regular things. My cars always seemed to need some work done on them. The Suburban needed to have a new engine in it and I was in the final part putting things together. I was up to my elbows in grease and Mike came to the door and said mom wants you. I asked him to find out what she wanted and he went back and then came back out and said she wants you. Well I climbed out of the engine compartment and cleaned up all of the grease and went in to her and asked what she needed. Her response was  “ what are you doing?” Well I guess it was at that time that I decided that I was done doing automotive work. I finished the Suburban and then went about getting rid of my collection of auto parts. 

     Somewhere along the line I also started having someone come in to help with the cleaning. The Relief Society was doing it for quite a while but it was suggested that all of the different people giving the kids directions was a problem. We went to a hired help and that like everything else evolved from one thing to another. It went from trying to teach the kids how to do the work to just doing the work. The near to the last one would help Jill evacuate her bowels.

We would use stool softener to help her go and then something to stop them. Eating was a thing of concern. It seems that she could choke on anything. There are times when water would do it. We went to simpler foods. For a while she could eat with her fingers so we did a lot of chicken nuggets. Then that became to difficult. There was a lot that was done. I put in a ramp and brought the top of the steps to the level of the door threshold. The ramp down the side of the steps was for when we had the Amigo. A motorized scooter. In order for her to go up the ramp she had to lean forward. If she didn’t then there was too much weight at the back and she could not go up the ramp. Well it was just too much for her. She only used the scooter a few times. Once to go to church. But it tired her out driving to the church.

     During the summer of the year that she died I was at my wits end. I believe now that it was more for me than her. I would drive to work that last summer and then on my way home stop out on the desert and talk with the Lord about her. I pleaded with Him to let her go. I tried all of the arguments that I could think of I could tell that I was just not getting through. Finally one day as I was about to give up I quit trying to tell the Lord what I thought that He should do. It was at that time that I asked for the strength to return the next day. That went through. That was what it was all about me asking for the strength to meet one day at a time. It is sort of funny when you think of everything. I have had the thought that I am very able to deal with stress and depression.

     Along the way I ended up with torn rotator cuff problems.

I guess I was as long as it was someone else. Now that it’s me I have a hard time staying focused. At first I thought after all that I have gone through why me? Why now? Is this where it goes take all of the personal fun and good things away? It has been three weeks since my birthday physical. I have had my first appointment with the Urologist and opted to have the biopsy and ultrasound. The results are in and I have cancer. It is very treatable but there it is. So the next step was to have a bone scan and chest x-rays. Those are normal. Now I will have my next visit with the doctor Thursday the 29th of July. It sounds all very bright to others. It is a 50%

chance that I will be impotent or from the other side a 50% chance that I won’t be impotent. For something that occupies such a small amount of time it seems awfully important. And I feel like I am going to lose it. No rational wait and see, I have just lost it! All of a sudden I don’t like to be the strong one. I miss all that I believe I will lose and I miss the chance to live out the Golden years with out worry or concern. Diet will have to change also. Now a good piece of meat will have to be stolen. No I am not strong. I want to cry. I know that I am down and I don’t want to do anything about it.

     I have been thinking about getting someone to give me a blessing. I thought of the Stake President who had been my previous home teaching partner. Then the thought was have you contacted your home teacher? I don’t even know for sure who it is. When I thought of the Bishop the same thought. I also thought that per haps he would suggest the Elders Quorum president. Well that is ok but I don’t think that I want to share that information with his counselor. So I have done nothing. Then when I arrived home LeeAnne said my brother Don had called and wanted to give me a blessing. The feeling! The emotions came back to the surface and now it is can I deal with it all tomorrow with totally breaking down? I want to be strong yet this is me! It is not someone else it is me. Well I will try to fill my day tomorrow and keep the attitude up so that I have half a chance.

     It is said that time heals. Well that all depends. I am still in the first year so maybe it is not enough time. This is an update. It is now the new year. January 8th 2005. I have a web site of my treatment but let’s put it all in order.

     The initial visit was to Dr. Tall in Idaho Falls. During the time between the biopsy results and the next visit that lovely wife of mine had done a mountain of research on the internet. At the visit we indicated that we were ready for surgery. His response was I do not recommend surgery even though I am a surgeon and that is what I do. He went through all of the options and indicated that he felt radiation was the way to go. His experience was that he say more men in diapers from surgery than he did from radiation. He recommended seed implant radiation. That is where they take about a hundred on so small pieces of radioactive metal and place them permanently in the prostate. There are two different Isotopes that are used. The most common is Iodine (Id-125), it has a half-life of 59.7 days. That would leave me giving off radioactivity for about a year. Well the second isotope was Palladium (Pd- 103) , with a half life of 16.3 days. From my point of view that was a lot better. When I asked him about the difference in cost the palladium was about twice as much. He then recommended that I talk to the Health Physicist. When I called the Health Physicist he could not understand what my problem was. I explained that I worked at the “site” and the radiation would interfere with my work. Well his response was to set the detectors to only read that radiation with an  energy above .35 MEV.. That did not set well with me. He just did not understand. Again my wife came to the rescue. She continued her quest for information. That led her to Dr. Bradbury. He had researched and found a friend that did not only seed implant but external as well as what they call high dose Brachytherapy. We set up an appointment to visit and go through the “these are your options” phase again. I had indicated that I was very comfortable with radiation treatments. And that the Brachytherapy looked to be the best. LeeAnne called and set up the appointment and then as we talked called back and set up the first treatment. The day finally arrived and we went to SLC for the first meeting with Dr. Hayes. He laid out the same options that Dr. Tall had and then when I questioned about the price differential between Iodine and Palladium his response was they are about the same, why? When I told him that I worked for the “site” and that radiation control was my field his response was “ then seed implant is not for you. You would not be able to work.” What a difference! He understood very well and my confidence in him jumped. He reviewed my options and as he finished we told him that we had already made our decision and that we were going for the high dose Brachytherapy. His response was to say all that is left then is to set up a time and get it scheduled. He then turned the page to start the process and saw that we had already scheduled it. His response was “Oh, you’re already scheduled, for this Thursday!”. I think that this was a first for him. At that point he set up most of the testing and interviewing that takes time. We were ready for the procedure before we left. Did I say that this was Monday the 16th of August? We went home and started preparing. The time line was this. I had my normal physical at work in April, found the high PSA later that month, set up a visit with the Urologist. Did the initial visit set up a follow-up visit to actually do the biopsy and then during the week of the fourth of July got the results back. Went back to the urologist to discuss options , set up the appointment for the seeds, found a new Doctor, with a ( in my mind) better treatment and scheduled the first visit as well as the first treatment and now it was August 16th . I started the treatment by checking into the SLC Regional Hospital on the morning of August 19th.

     I developed a web site about the treatment as well as my feelings when I found out that I had cancer. Perhaps some day I will be versed enough to blend all of the records together.  How long it will stay active I do not know. I have converted that site to a Union web site. Since that time I have added photos and started on a new site, on my own page . (www.woodlot2.com) After the first treatment I went home and waited for the next. It was September 2nd and 3rd . It was following that second treatment that we went to Boise and met mom and dad, along with Walt and Don and Shawna, then left on the 4th for a cruise to Alaska. It has now been four months and on my three month check-up my PSA had dropped from 3.9 to 0.6 ! That is still not where it should be but it is real good.

     So last year(2005) it happened again. Only this time it was LeeAnne. She went blind. She knew that things were happening to her eyes but she could not get anyone to pay attention to her. The initial thought was sinus infection. She has had that and knew that was not it. Finally she gets into the eye doctor and he has all of the staff come to look. Then he sends her to the hospital for an MRI. As we leave the eye doctors he wishes us luck. He wants to rule out a pseudo-tumor, LeeAnne sees through that comment and says what they are really looking for is a brain tumor. Well the upshot of it all is that they rule out all of the real bad stuff, including MS. As a final diagnosis it is decided that it must have been a virus. Most of her vision has come back but she has parts of the optic nerve that are destroyed, and will never get better. That has had a profound effect on things she likes to do. Now shopping is a chore. It takes time to look and see the sales. The correction of school papers is another area of loss. Now it take concentration to see the answers and correct the papers.  

     Along the way things of the heart come out and are hurt. When we all embark on this life’s journey we think that all is going to be beautiful. We plan on going to the Temple with a partner and then spending the rest of our life with that special one and our family. Life has a habit of getting in the way. All of a sudden we find ourselves in a situation we do not want to be in. It is not what we thought it would be. And then I found myself alone! I knew that would happen, it was just a matter of time. Still it did not help the hurt. So I went on and found someone who had the same plans and goals for her family, but it too was interrupted. Not by having one pass on, however it would have been just as bad. Now the loyalties were split. As it happened we have been friends through the years. Now we are trying to put our lives back on track. We share with each other the pain and anguish through which we have been. We start over. Again we have dreams, again we aspire, only this time it is the product of our prior unions that cause the conflict. Some of the conflicts have been resolved, some just put on the back burner and continue to simmer. 

     To the children, please allow us to start over. Please allow us to share for a time the hopes and aspirations that we had when we were young. If we neglect it is not with malice. If we slight it is not with malice. We are trying. It is my wish that some day you will find it in your hearts to allow us to continue with our life. We love all of the children. Mine and hers, hers and mine.

     We are starting into the Christmas season. The depression is starting. This is a time I have trouble with. A lot of my memories are of searching out presents at the last minute and trying to find something that the kids would like. For the most part it was a time alone. Just one father trying to second guess what would thrill the kids. Planning ahead was never a possibility. There  never seemed to be enough money. It was a time of living from paycheck to paycheck. Sometimes it was put off bills so the kids could have. The Christmas season is not a time to be doing everything alone. Now seventeen years later the sights and sounds bring it all back. All of the heartthrob movies and songs tug at these heart strings and bring the emotions brimming over. I love my family. I love my folks my kids and all those who share in this time, yet just below the surface is a very deep pain. A happy face and try to be busy so others do not know. This is not the time for sorrow rather a time for joy. I try all I can to see that the others are happy.

