Tricia’s Recovery from Breast Cancer
My journey with cancer actually started 18 years ago when I was diagnosed with a melanoma.  At that time it was surgically removed and gradually became a distant memory.  Then 6 years ago (2002) my husband was diagnosed with terminal brain cancer (GBM) which prompted me to start searching for alternate help.  My background is in pharmacy and up until this point I had no knowledge on alternate cancer treatments.  It took me quite a while before I came across the Protocel formula.  
In March, 2006, the day before Cyclone Larry hit, I was moving items off the back patio when I hurt my back.  I didn’t think that what I had lifted was heavy, but this was the beginning of all my problems. At that time my husband had become confined to bed.  It was decided I would take care of him at home.  Because he needed intensive caring the pain in my back worsened.  He passed over in May, 2006.  It was in June of 2006 when I was first hospitalized as I had been pretty much bed ridden for a month.  I was in terrible pain and having major trouble walking and keeping food down.  I was in hospital for about a week where I was misdiagnosed and sent home.  Because my husband had passed away 5 weeks earlier, my problems were put down to emotional.  Still bed ridden another month later I contacted my own private doctor who ordered tests and a bone scan.  By this stage it was physically challenging just to sit or stand and I needed somebody’s help to be able to do this.  I had to travel to Cairns for the bone scan, which is a city about 150 km away from where I live, and the trip up and back that day just pushed me beyond my limits and it was the last day I walked.  I was diagnosed with cancer that had already metastasized to my bones.  That’s now two years ago and the secondaries then were extensive.  The primary was in the breast, the mass was the size of a hen’s egg, and the other breast also had abnormal cells.  The secondary disease was in my skull, shoulders, ribs, pelvis, hips, legs and spine, and my bones weren’t just spotted with cancer, they were black with it.  My spine had deteriorated badly, I had a broken back, I could no longer walk, I could no longer keep anything down not even a sip of water, it was extremely tiring to speak, my concentration span was very short and my pain was excruciating.  The doctors were amazed that I hadn’t severed my spinal cord.  I was given a medical prognosis of “NO HOPE OF SURVIVAL”.  No cancer was ever removed from me, although metal rods were screwed into both my hips and upper legs, down to my knees, so that those bones wouldn’t break.  On my second day in hospital I remember the medical oncologist coming into my room to discuss a palliative treatment plan with me.  I said that I was open to suggestions but I will be doing an alternate treatment starting that day and that was not an option, in fact I had already taken the first dose and she could see I was determined so it was written up on my hospital chart so as nursing staff had to give it to me.  My treatment choice was Protocel.  This was the first treatment I used for my cancer and my main treatment.  At that stage I had been researching alternate medicine for a number of years and felt I had the knowledge on how to get well…so becoming well was my goal.  I had reached a point in my life where cancer didn’t scare me anymore, so the fear factor wasn’t something I had to deal with.  I was getting well, anything else was unacceptable.  My ultimate goal of course was to be cancer free but I started off with small goals and my first was to be able to feed myself.  My second was to walk again.  You don’t realize what you take for granted until you don’t have it anymore.  I went from a bed; lying flat on my back for months unable to roll, to a wheelchair, to walking frames, to a cane until I was finally able to get rid of that cane.  I was in hospital for 2 months and when I was sent home, I was sent home in a wheelchair to palliative care.  I was doped up on pain medication that only took the edge off the pain and I still needed 24hr care so I was unable to go to my own home.  By the time I did first move back to live in my own home I had been away for 5 months and I was still extremely weak.  It was a struggle getting myself up the half a step to get into my house.  I was still using a cane at that stage.  I couldn’t open or close windows.  I couldn’t even lift a 2lt bottle of milk.  I would use long handled tongs to pick things up that I’d dropped because I couldn’t bend to get them.  Vacuuming or hanging out the washing was like running a marathon to me, but boy was I overjoyed to be able to do those things again.  I took one day at a time and every day that went by, meant I was one day closer to being well and it wasn’t easy, just getting out of bed or getting up from a lying position hurt so bad, but I would tell myself no pain no gain as I pushed myself on.  I just kept on taking Protocel and gradually my pain became less, so I was able to back off the pain medication until eventually I didn’t need any pain meds at all.  It took me about a year to become pain free and have my quality of life and independence back.  
Because my cancer was so advanced I chose to do a little orthodox medicine and a lot of alternate therapy.  I knew that low dose or short term radiation therapy and Protocel worked well together so I allowed five doses of radiation to my spine to try and stop it from crumbling any further.  I am now about 3 inches shorter than I used to be.  I also did four doses of chemotherapy for a quick response and to assist Protocel to get on top of things…that was in 2006.  I chose to take compatible supplements to assist Protocel and support my immune system and I discarded all toxic products from my home and diet.  I felt that if I had a serious medical problem, my body had already hit crisis point so the last thing it needed was more toxins.  This would only suppress my immune system and I needed a strong healthy immune system to get and stay well.  I meditated.  I needed my body to be working in harmony physically, emotionally, mentally and spiritually.  I cleared my mind of stress.  I could not afford to have anything in my life that upset me while I was healing and I learnt to put myself first and every morning before I got out of bed I would go through everything that I was grateful for, so before I even put my feet on the floor I was having a good day. 
Recently my medical oncologist learned that I was not following medical recommendations (Tamoxifen) and was quite disappointed with me.  I was told I would have progression of disease into my major organs and the mass that was in the breast, which started off as large, would now be huge, so tests were ordered.  The scans of the major organs came back clear and when they went to measure the mass in the breast, they couldn’t find anything to measure, there was just a slight thickening.  So it is just a matter of the bones restoring themselves.  Although I can’t say that I’m cancer free at this stage the doctors are very surprised at what they’re seeing.  I’m just getting on with life and helping anyone who chooses to seek information on what I’m doing to restore my health. 
We all have challenges in life, and I believe it’s not the challenge that counts but how you deal with the challenge.  It took for my husband to be dealing with a serious medical condition for me to start looking in other areas for help.  I am grateful for the knowledge that I acquired and was able to use when I became ill.  Good can come out of bad and I do feel blessed and I know I have an extra guardian angel watching over me now.  So I’m staying focused, positive and determined and I will never ever give up and that goal of mine to be cancer free is definitely closer.
Regards,     
Tricia

Update:  9-08  
 I also have to tell you, I had a check up on Friday and my oncology doctor was truly excited.  My bloods are almost perfect and of course I look as healthy as, and he told me that in over 30 years of working in oncology he has never seen anything like this before and was very interested in what I'm doing.  Then on Saturday (over here, if it is not an emergency, oncology doctors never see patients on weekends) I got two phone calls, 2 hours apart, from this doctor, who had obviously gone into work and was going over all my medical records trying to get his head around how I could be doing so well.  He told me that he couldn't get me out of his head. Although he said he has an open mind to all cancer treatments he was still trying to work out how the little conventional treatment I did, has gotten me to where I am and it wasn't working for him.  
I would say I have got his attention.
