Reflections on the past year
My mom and dad never heard of William Blake, but they knew very well that life always has its ups and downs. What matters most is not with whether what happens to you is good or bad, but how you respond to the situation. Accepting what happens and responding to it in the best possible way, is what is important.   I learned this from my parents very early in life. Fortunately, I was also born with a very optimistic nature. This has made it easier for me to handle life’s ups and downs than it might’ve been otherwise. 
Jake is so optimistic that I say that if he were ever under rubble after an earthquake, but still alive and someone came by to ask him how he was, his answer would be, “Just fine!

Now for some homespun theology. God is not Santa Claus rewarding us when we are good boys and girls, and punishing us when we are not. Rather God feels with, and for us. When we hurt God hurts with us, when we rejoice God rejoices with us. When we are really in need, God recruits those around us to help.  Although this year was not easy for me, in many ways it was much more difficult for Barbara than it was for me.

What can I say about 2017?  It was difficult, but we had help along the way.  God doesn’t seem to speak to me in a loud voice, but the presence of a Divine being is there through the community – our immediate family, church family and the wider community in which we live.

I think back to March when I rushed Jake in to St. Paul’s with sepsis from his biopsy. I think of the young woman ambulance attendant whom I called to for help outside the emergency area, how she ran to get a wheelchair and told me to park.  I left Jake around 1:00 am when he was on the ward and in good hands.  I needed to get some rest.  I remember feeling so alone on the drive back. The next day Susan talked to Fern Stockdale Winder who has knowledge about illnesses like sepsis.  She reassured us that from what I described, we had caught it early enough and that Jake would slowly improve.  I think of the next night when I phoned Patrick to tell him about Jake.  Again, I felt the aloneness of it all.  Patrick asked me if I was okay to be at home by myself.  It reassured me – “Of course I was okay!”  How lucky I was to have a caring pastor. I remember James and Susan not wanting me to head out to the car alone late at night.  James left his parents who were visiting to come and get me.  Margaret, Jake’s sister has prayed for Jake from the beginning.

Bringing Jake home after five days, we had to pick up a special prescription that Jake was to insert in hopes of stopping the bleeding.  Jake stayed in the car and I navigated all the construction to get to the RUH Medicine Shoppe where the med was being compounded.  How kindly the young pharmacist was to me when I got there, asking questions and taking time to find out what our situation was.  Their caring meant so much to us.  They have never given up on Jake and are in touch with Houston to find new treatments for radiation proctitis.

Part of the treatment was five weeks of hyperbaric oxygen therapy in Moose Jaw.  An old joke says there was once a major, prairie wide contest.  First prize was an all-expense paid weekend in Moose Jaw.  The bobby prize in the same contest was two weeks in Moose Jaw.

Our five weeks in Moose Jaw from October to mid- November were challenging at times. Traffic was quite heavy and the weather not always optimal on the trip back and forth.  However, we called it our medical holiday.  Jake was in the hyperbaric chamber for two hours every day from Monday to Friday.  Strangely enough practicing the Brahms Requiem every day was good therapy for me.

We stayed at the Comfort Inn.  I thought that we should take time when Jake wasn’t at the hospital to get to know Moose Jaw.  We explored parks when the weather was good, found interesting places to eat and swam in their municipal pool a couple of times.  Marlene Froese put us in touch with Dave’s sister-in-law Kathleen.  She gave us a tour of the murals and the beautiful theatre.  We also got together with Darryl Epp’s aunt and husband who farm outside of Moose Jaw.  Soon the people working at the hotel got to know us and know our situation.  They took a kindly interest in what Jake was going through.  The manager said that she would pray and has sent us a Christmas card. Another worker at the front desk went out of her way to give us tips on where to eat and things to do.  The two ladies looking after the breakfast showed their support by checking on how we were doing.

It turned out that five weeks in Moose Jaw were just fine.  Most of the time, the difficulties we were experiencing seemed to be just another part of life and my job was to manage them as best I could.  But despite my normal optimism, there were times when I wondered, “Will this ever improve?”  This only happened three or four times, but at those times I had to lean on Barb for support.  Fortunately, most of the time I could get up and go to the Fieldhouse, get some exercise and try to stay strong.  I missed some important events, but I was able to do most of the things that make life meaningful and enjoyable. 
We have found comfort from our church friends who ask how things are going and tell us that they are concerned for us.  Add to that all the people who tell us that they are praying for us when we meet them at church or bump into them at the Field House, at the pool or in the grocery store.

People comment on our optimism, but we always had hope.  I wonder how I would manage if there was no hope, how to face with courage what is inevitable for all of us.

Right now, things are going quite well.  The cancer is under control, the bleeding is much reduced and my strength is slowly coming back.  We are looking forward to a brighter new year.

