
Cancer - When there is a hurry, “slow down” 

Eileen Gleeson RGN, tells her personal cancer story.                     
“If you were my wife, I would bind you hand and foot, 

put you into the car and take you to St James’s to have 
stem cell transplant”. “But I am not your wife”…! 

This was from an oncologist, who cared very deeply about 

his patients, who always went that extra mile to help people 

with cancer and their families. I admired this man then just 

as I do now, both as a nurse and as a patient but I was left 

somewhat stunned by his direct, even blunt black and white 

approach.  I went on to learn again, that in life there are 

many shades of grey, all part of my story. 

In July 1998, aged 42, after a very enjoyable holiday in the sun, I discovered lumps on my 

arms where I had been bitten by insects. I felt a little lump near my right axilla, went to a lady 

doctor who assured me that going on my past history that it was nothing to worry about. Not 

really satisfied, I got a consultant surgeon to see it. Despite my initial protest he insisted on a 

biopsy and removing the lump. The results came back and I had high grade B cell 

Lymphoma. 

Living in South Tipperary, I was referred to an oncologist in Waterford, who like the surgeon 

wanted treatment to start immediately. My own motto was ‘when there is a hurry you slow 
down’. I was very frightened and shocked and not at all convinced that this was the path I 
wanted. Some eight years earlier I had the Epstein-Barr virus, had M.E. for two years, a low 

white cell count, so I really feared chemotherapy. The cancer had not spread and was quite 

small. My family also   wanted me to start treatment yesterday, but despite my nursing 

background, I was in search of more information in particular a therapist, ideally with a 

medical or nursing background. I wanted to live and get better, I prayed, and was directed to 

the very person I sought. 

My right hand was very much contracted. After surgery, I had lymphoedema of my arm as 

the glands and some nerves were removed during surgery. When I met the Therapist, she 

looked at me and having empathised with my plight, started work immediately on my arm. 

Amazingly, my arm began to straighten and feel better! That arm is still perfect today but I do 

have to take homeopathic medicine regularly for the lymph system. After some tests she told 

me I had Epstein-Barr virus in my system. I almost fell off the chair, it had taken doctors 

many weeks and blood tests back in 1991 to tell me that. It was dormant in my system and 

would of course decrease my white cell count. She added “we can help that anyway”. I knew 
immediately my prayers were answered and I would go on to have a long and fruitful 

relationship with this lady. I really believe this first consultation was central to my recovery.  



She recommended some natural preparations, herbal, homeopathic and vitamin treatments. I 

went on to learn that for many diseases there may be no single cause and there may be no 

single cure, but there may be a variety of needs.  Remedies included preparations to calm and 

balance the mind, so I could reason and think more clearly. They also served to detox my 

body, to improve my immune system, to improve cellular activity, to reduce inflammation 

and to help me deal with side effects of the chemotherapy. I eliminated all troublesome foods, 

mushrooms, sugar and acidic foods. I went over to an alkalinising diet that included greens 

and organic food where possible. 

After my first chemo treatment I was extremely sick, but I came through. I visited my 

therapist weekly, my own request for that frequency, was treated on a bio resonance machine 

and took all she recommended. I came through with flying colours. I had 25 doses of 

radiation, condensed into 15 doses as Christmas was coming. This could be done because 

physically I remained very well and could cope admirably. Of course I lost my hair and had 

to careful so as to preserve my energy. When all this was over the Oncologist said I was his 

‘picture postcard kid’, because I had done so well. I tried to discuss with him that my level of 

strength was due to the natural and complimentary therapies, but he was completely opposed 

to it. He told me if I really wanted it, continue to take it but not to spend too much money. I 

tried but in vain, to show him what I was doing for the lymphoedema as I know how 

devastating that the condition is for many especially women after mastectomy etc. I was 

fearful that he would stop treating me because I was also using complimentary therapies. 

Life goes on, and I went back nursing in September 1999, just one year after diagnosis. My 

visits to my therapist became less frequent, I reduced my intake of natural health products 

and gradually health started to occupy less and less of my time. For the past few years I only 

need preventative dosages and the odd pick me up or nutritional boost. On my mind in the 

early years was, what caused my cancer. I knew I had got a shock on holidays in July 1998, 

where for a short time I really feared for my family. It was a few days before we came home, 

I remember crying. I had a dark feeling in my being for a while. It passed and I forgot about 

it. 

In November 2001 I returned to my oncologist for a review, and as all was well now three 

years since the cancer diagnosis, so he gave me the clear bill of health. However on that very 

day I didn’t feel well, something niggling me, that voice in my head once again. That night, I 

put my hand near the original scar from the lymphoma, and I felt something. High grade B 

cell lymphoma had returned in the breast beside the scar. It was small in actual size but I 

could not get any radiation as I had already got life’s dose, plus extra chemotherapy as 
insurance. I was devastated, I lost weight and for a while I could not think, eat or sleep. Back 

to my therapist, and very quickly I was eating, sleeping and more importantly, thinking.  

Again after many tests and not wanting to waste precious time, my Oncologist wanted me to 

start treatment immediately. I stalled. He said my chances of survival were reduced, my 

husband was told not to hold out too much hope, as it had come back after three years. Well 

if that was the case, I was having Christmas with my family and did not want to be sick so it 

had to wait. In truth, I wanted time. I was calm, and I decided now was time to take charge of 



what was happening to me. I questioned everything. I got pharmaceutical notes of each drug 

they prescribed or recommended. I read passages from drug research articles, in particular the 

side effects, short and long term of these drugs. I questioned the likely recovery rate, quality 

of life, and other statistics, I had to know. I continued to take all my complimentary 

medicines and I read with equal intent all the complementary literature. 

My therapist was brilliant, I learned a lot but she always cautioned, I can only advise and I 

cannot advise you to ignore or disobey your doctor. My Oncologist wanted me to have stem 

cell transplant. I was not ready. Eventually I started a course of chemotherapy on the 15th 

January 2002 which ended on the 7th of March 2002. Again this was five days of treatment 

every third week. Stem cell transplant, was encouraged but I hesitated. 

Eventually I agreed to meet the Oncologist at St James Hospital in Dublin and discuss the 

treatment and what stem cell would entail. For over two hours we discussed and debated, if 

and why, and what, the treatment would do to my body. In the middle of that conversation I 

recall him stopping and asking if I had of chemotherapy the week before, which I had, my 

third session. He was mesmerised. When we finished he told my husband he had never seen 

anyone so physically and mentally strong after that amount of treatment. Clearly he did not 

understand the power of what I was taking to sustain me and to deal with the side effects. I 

agreed to save stem cells but not go ahead with transplant, as I believed the chemo for saving 

the stem cells followed by chemo before return of my own stem cells would be far too much 

for me. 

During holy week (church calendar) I had chemo to save the stem cells. It was hard but I 

came home on Easter Sunday after a bad night, but was able for my usual Sunday dinner.  

During all this period I had no need for anti-biotics or anti-inflammatories. I got 

prescriptions, but left all unfilled. I had my own mouth care regime and everything was 

working well.  The oncologist thought that I might not t be able to (save) harvest enough stem 

cells for the transplant so that I may have to do it all again. Not a pleasant thought. At this 

time I had purchased a small bio resonance machine, and was taking all the relevant natural 

medicines to help grow and boost my stem cells. I went back the following week, to harvest 

the stem cells. I was able to produce far more than would be needed.  I was brought back to 

bed on a trolley and told to rest for a few hours but immediately they left the room I got 

dressed and went across the road to the pub for lunch. On the way back I met some staff who 

were surprised that I was well enough to be able to go out. Even more surprising was the 

amount of stem cells harvested.  In the summer of 2002, with a degree of reluctance I agreed 

to have more scans. I waited, and waited and became more agitated waiting for results. My 

stress levels were really high. Eventually the results came at the end of September. All was 

well. Thank God, I could again breathe easily. 

 Then one month later I had that uneasy feeling again. I checked my left breast.  I got a 

surgeon to check it. He was not concerned, as my lymphoma was not following a pattern. For 

peace of mind I decided to have the lump removed. Also he said that if it was a lymphoma to 

expect the worst as it had really spread. In his plain speaking style, he told my husband “we 
were up against it”. The lymphomas I had did not follow any particular pattern. Once again it 



was a high grade B cell lymphoma. This time, strangely, it did not seem as devastating as 

before. I decided I could, and would handle this; I was going to live and raise my children. 

Again I was offered immediate treatment which I refused. I had work to do, I had never been 

satisfied as to why I got this cancer, there had to be a reason. I had previously looked at my 

life in detail, I ate well, slept well, exercised well etc. Things s did not fit. 

 ‘When the student is ready the master appears’ 

 I read a thesis by a Radiologist, where he examined the impact of shock and trauma on the 

brain, and its impact on the corresponding organs of the body. As I studied it, all seemed to 

make sense. The shock I experienced back in 1998 had laid down the ‘tracks’ for more minor 
shocks, which I believe reproduced the lymphomas again. Now I realised, the second and 

third lymphomas were not secondary, they did not follow a pattern. I had worked 

continuously in a hospital since I was eighteen. Hospitals are not healthy places, 

electromagnetic stress, anxiety, urgency and authoritarian procedures all add to the unhealthy 

environment.  I came to the opinion that all of this had depleted my immune system and left 

me vulnerable to infection. Better informed now, I was in no hurry for chemotherapy this 

time, but of course was under pressure from the family, doctor knows best’, ‘modern 

treatments for modern diseases’. 

I believed with the right conditions, the right attitude, and the right help, my perfect body 

would heal, but once again I bowed to pressure and had the stem cell transplant. I went into 

hospital on the 17th of February 2003, (my 47th birthday) with a good feeling that it was the 

first day of the rest of my life. With me I took my small bio resonance machine, and all the 

homeopathic and herbal preparations I needed for each side effect of chemo. I was ill and lost 

my hair for the third time. Each day I was able to get up and walk around, take my natural 

preparations, and harmonise the treatment I was getting. My oncologist in Cork had asked, 

“What is your greatest fear in having a stem cell transplant in St. James”? I responded that 

my fear was that I would starve as I loathe that bland hospital food.  He laughed but he didn’t 
believe me.  I was quietly confident that the treatment would go well.  My food needs were 

satisfied, as usual, by my family (often takeaways) but undercover, as before.  Sometimes I 

had to eat in the bathroom to hide the evidence.  My tray going back, often untouched raised 

concerns so I was given parenteral feeding, which contain high levels of fat and made me 

very sick. I got antibiotics for four to five days. I asked my oncologist if he would   stop the 

antibiotics and the feeding and I would be all right. He did as I asked and I improved. He let 

me home on the 10th March 2003. I have never been back to St. James in the ten (10) years 

since.  

I realized when I came home it was my gall bladder which made me sick, too much fat from 

intralipids. I treated my gall bladder with homeopathic and herbal medicine and it’s been fine 

since. On leaving the hospital on that day, the oncologist who looked after me said that the 

results I produced were startling. We didn’t go into details, but if all patients going through 

the unit could be treated as successfully, with the shorter in-patient stay, the outcome would 

be a better outcome for all. Normal stay in hospital is six weeks and treatment, but I was in 

and out in less than three weeks. 



I went back to my Oncologist in Cork for an appointment some months later. He was 

delighted with my progress but once again advised me not to be spending more money on 

vitamins and other potions. He suggested I should have tests and scans. All along and to this 

day I considered this man to be a highly motivated caring person. I asked him, if I was in 

trouble could I phone him and of course he agreed, no problem. I insisted that there would be 

no more scans. The discussion was polite and pleasant, not like the angry and heated 

exchanges of earlier. I would never have regarded myself as a quiet and accepting country 

woman, yet a few months earlier I was hiding my takeaway from the staff. .Having had 

cancer has probably made me more assertive! I was working with my own belief system, the 

inner doctor supported by the power of prayer and I was felt confident that I was on the right 

path. I had realised I was not going to get his endorsement for my own   choices or actions, 

but the key  issue was  I no longer felt I needed his approval. I now had a much better grasp 

and understanding of the power of energy, the   power of our minds, thoughts, words and the 

impact all can have on health and wellbeing.1    our thoughts are particularly powerful, they 

can enliven and enrich us or they can drain and destroy us. As regards consultations with 

specialists, it was much later when I read accounts of other cancer cases that I realised I was 

not alone. Professor Jane Plant recommends patients have somebody with them during 

consultations and write down everything that is said.2. In the early stages my husband 

attended. It was difficult for him hearing all the questions and exchanges. As time progressed 

and having endured many fractious moments he handed the helper duty over to two friends 

which worked out very well. 

Of course, when I came home after transplant I was to take ‘hi-tech’ drugs, anti-viral and 

‘fungals’.  When I did not fill prescriptions, they phoned and asked why? For a quiet life I got 

the drugs from the pharmacy and still have they unopened in a press. Thankfully I did not 

need them. Drugs can be toxic, with many side and adverse effects including death.3 I would 

like to see much more information made available to patients and the public on the impact of 

cancer drugs and the outcomes from their use.  I am not suggesting that every cancer patient 

follow my path but I am recommending they get advice from other sources in addition to that 

of the Consultant. 

My Journey   

This illness was part of my journey in life, it may or may not be of interest to you. We all 

have our own journey; we learn, we are encouraged, we grow and we are affected in some 

way by everyone we meet. I am lucky and believe I am looked after.  Thank you God. 

 I ask myself frequently, what fun can I have today? For me, life is meant to be fun. Learning 

is a big part of the fun but also very serious part. The role and power of the mind is 

incredible. We have to use it, make choices, informed choices.   I ask people to please open 

their minds, talk to and question people who have survived against the odds. What did they 

do? How did they do it? Look back at history, tap into the wisdom of the ages and the 

learning at the knee. Look at traditions, our own, and that of other societies and cultures, ask 

what are they doing? What are their results?  We must trust the intelligence of people to make 

choices, after all who knows it all, who has all the answers?  As a society and as individuals 



we must look at our environment, at our food chain and diet.  Cancer is a disease of our time, 

one of our own creations the result of toxins, chemicals, bad food, obesity, chronic stress and 

other causes. The responsibility is on each of us to minimise its effect and prevent it where 

possible. One in three people will be diagnosed, a forecast that has doubled in twenty years. 

As I write we have yet another food scare, this time its horse meat in beef burgers. Greed is a 

factor, indeed a major factor in the degradation of our environment, wrecking our public 

finances, the collapse of our banking system, and the denial of a career at home to a new 

generation of our children. Our environment is, possibly, a major contributor to the 

development of cancer as is our diet. I suggest we all use our shopping euro to influence 

better behaviour amongst producers and suppliers. We need to continually look at our 

lifestyles and life practices, how we relate to and treat our fellow man. We need to develop 

our level of consciousness, review our spirituality, what it means to us and how we practice 

it. 

I am encouraged by and fascinated by the ongoing discoveries of scientists as they uncover 

more and more the complexities of the universe, our connectedness and the interdependence 

of all living things within it. I am also delighted to see that more and more scientists are 

returning to researching natural sciences and natural therapies and the contribution they can 

make. I hope that politicians and those in authority will make more funding available to 

science so that these natural treatments can be made available for all to benefit.  I am praying 

that the different branches of healthcare, conventional and complementary will work 

together. 

I feel privileged to have met so many people on my journey. I am grateful to all, the doctors 

who treated me, the nurses who cared for me, the therapists who identified my nutritional 

needs  and set me on a course of personal growth and of course my family who supported me 

throughout.  I am lucky that all worked out very well. I wish that same luck for everybody 

else and say to carers, when dealing with the lives of people think of the Hippocratic Oath, “First 

do no harm”. 
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