






















LETTERS TO THE EDITOR years, at the very least. 
So, where have you been the 

larger part of my life? Now I am 
faced with a new situation with 
which I am either going to have to 
learn to cope anew, or go under. At 
the age of 44, I feel that I have a 
large indebtedness which is due 
for payment. I would like to find 
out if my experiences and thoughts 
through the medium of a pen and 
the postal system could be of any 
value or assistance to anyone. I 'Still 
believe that I have a large capacity 
to give. 

Paris in the Springtime (Age 77) 
In January 1960, I went for my 

yearly physical feeling absolutely 
wonderful and an hour later found 
I had cancer of the ovary. The 
tumor was as large as a grapefruit. 

I was in the hospital for three 
months going through x-ray 
treatment. One night I was very ill 
and I saw three doctors standing 
by my bedside and I could hear 
my husband crying. I realized I 
must be dying and when my hus
band came over to my bed I said to 
him, "Well, I guess I will never see 
Paris." 

The next day my husband went 
out and bought two tickets to 
Paris. He threw them on my bed 
and said, "Come on honey, you 
have to get well as we are leaving 
for Paris." 

Two months later we left for 
Paris and a trip around Europe. I 
have now been to Paris 12 times 
and have travelled all over the 

world with my husband, from 
New Zealand to the Arctic Circle 
-every year another trip. We live
in an old house, drive an old car,
and have old furniture, but we
TRAVEL.

So you see miracles can happen 
and one can be healthy again after 
cancer. I am now 77 years old; the 
cancer never returned. 

MARGERY WINDES 
Silver Spring, MD 

NCCS, Where Have You Been? 
I have survived so long that I am 

now suffering from the effects of 
radiation exposure that saved my 
life in 1963. Only in this current 
decade have I learned to cope with 
the traumatizing effects of my 
initial ordeal -and I did it largely 
on my own out of sheer determina
tion to be somewhat normal and 
content with my life, and most 
importantly, myself. My (brain) 
tumor went undiagnosed for six 

MYRNA BROWN 
Rosemead, CA 

Although I am cured (of ovarian 
cancer suffered in 1981), my 
emotional adjustment is an ongo
ing process. As I reached out for 
support in the Philadelphia area, I 
realized that hospital and Ameri
can Cancer Society-sponsored 
supportive services were oriented 
for the newly diagnosed and those 
in treatment. The only service for 

(Continued on page 10.) 

National Coalition for Cancer Survivorship 
323 Eighth Street, SW 
Albuquerque, NM 87102. 
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