Suddenly every other person is bald, or wearing a cap

By SOO EWE JIN

There is a term for it in psychology – cognitive priming. It's when you find that the world seems to revolve around the things uppermost in your mind at that time.

For example, if you are pregnant, everyone in the shopping mall is pregnant  too. And if you had a wish to upgrade your Kelisa into a Mini Clubman, you suddenly see Minis everywhere on the road. You know what I mean.

I have, since Dec 27, joined the ‘Bald is Beautiful’ brigade. I occasionally spot a cap. So every other person I look at now is either bald or spotting a cap. 

No joke. Ask my friends who had teh tarik with me at Lotus the other day – there were five bald men and three others wearing caps in the one hour we were there.
I can’t help feeling that everyone is in solidarity with me as I go through my latest journey with the Big C.

Who could imagine that after seven years of complete remission, I am once again on the road I'd rather not travel on?

But life's like that. It dishes out whatever it chooses to, when you least expect it to.

I have come to terms with this new journey. Back in 1999, I only underwent 35 rounds of radiotherapy and was spared chemotherapy.

But it's a different story now. I had a successful operation to remove a malignant lump in mid-November and the chemo is being given "just to be sure".
I look at it this way: I am being prepared to be the total cancer survivor who has successfully undergone all the three known treatments that modern medicine can offer, slash (operation), burn (radiotherapy) and poison (chemotherapy).

In these past seven years, I have done my little part to encourage patients and caregivers, taking them through their journeys, including those on chemo.

So much has changed and a lot of the discomforting side-effects associated with chemo can now be safely controlled.

Yet, each of us remains an individual, and how our body reacts to the regime can vary substantially from one person to the other.

I am most thankful that I have been spared most of the side-effects of nausea, aches and pain, and fatigue. Save for rashes and the hair loss (temporary, we are assured), life goes on as usual.

But you know what makes this journey special? Really, it is not about the medical treatment. It is about the love that surrounds me as so many people rally with their prayers and their practical help.

When I first wrote about my cancer journey under the pen name "Anon" in the Sunday Star back in April 1999, the Cheahs from Kuantan got connected to me. We remained in touch and encouraged one another. Last weekend, this couple, having read my little reflection on Dec 24 (The season for giving, and forgiving) drove all the way from Kuantan to visit. I was so touched.

At breakfast at one of my favourite restaurants, Bon-Bon in Damansara Jaya, the Tan sisters gave my wife and I a beautiful meal on the house when they heard about my new journey. Their generosity over the years reminds me that it is always about people and relationships, never about things.

My good neighbour Kak Mahani, true to form, baked me her special chicken pie on Christmas Day. She comes by now and then with another neighbour Kak Milah, always with some buah tangan, but mainly to make sure I am okay.

I have been well fed this time, but more importantly, with food embellished with so much love. Is it any surprise that I have actually put on weight in between my chemo sessions?

And my chemo nurses, Aminah and Azura, truly are living examples of the proverb that a “A merry heart doeth good like a medicine, but a broken spirit drieth the bones”. It’s hard not to be of good cheer under their loving hands.

