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Foreword

 


 


This book is designed to help others dealing
with the diagnosis of a brain tumour. It is intended to provide
information about what you may expect, with hints and tips to deal
with the side effects.

When I was going along my journey there was
very little information available, given that it is a fairly rare
condition, and I found I had to ask. I hope this publication will
give you ideas on what questions to ask.

The information in the book will not only be
helpful to patients, but to caregivers and family members. While
you will encounter many different emotions in its pages, there is
humour as well; to get through something like this, you need
humour, and a positive approach.

I am not a professional in any way, this is
simply an account of my journey. All the information is intended
for general knowledge and is not intended as a substitute for
medical advice or treatment for brain tumours, or any other medical
treatment. This information should not be used in place of a visit,
call, consultation or advice of your doctor.


 


 


 


This book is dedicated to my parents, husband
and son, who have been there every step of the way and have been so
supportive and encouraging, and to my friends. Without their
support (and chauffeuring services) I would have gone crazy.


Introduction

 


 


I was born on the 11th October 1975 in
Casteau, Belgium, to Jean June Florence Short (formally Tenwick)
and Robert Short and had an older sister, Melisa. Both my parents
had been in the British Army, which was why I was born abroad. My
mother came out of the Army more or less as soon as they were
married.

My early years were spent travelling around
the world with the Army. I guess a lot people would say I was
lucky, but I was too young to remember most of it. We moved to
England from Nepal, where I remember a few things - meeting some
Gurkhas at the top of a very large hill, scorpions in the swimming
pool (probably why I was such a fast swimmer) and hailstones the
size of tennis balls in the monsoon season. One of the first
memories I had of England was being told off for playing in the
school sandpit – well, why have a sandpit if you can’t play with
it?

My father remained in London for two years on
his own to complete his 22 years’ service and commuted at weekends
to Lincoln, where my parents were to make our home. When my father
was invited to ‘have lunch’ with Her Majesty at Mill Hill barracks
we were all invited to join him to celebrate his leaving, which
made me very proud. He then joined the prison service. My mother
worked too, doing a couple of part-time retail jobs. They didn’t
have it easy at first as this was the time when mortgages were
around 14%.

I had what I would consider to be a normal
upbringing; I was given everything I needed and never went without
(unless you count the time my sister was given a ghetto blaster,
and I looked at it longingly as I had been given a sewing
machine!

I joined the Brownies, Guides, St John
Ambulance and Air Cadets and swam a lot, even for my county. I
learned ballet and tap dancing and was very active. My school life
was relatively normal, although I did not settle well in my infant
school in Mill Hill. It was my first experience at a proper school
and I don’t think I understood the rules properly. I laughed at
what the teacher said, thinking it was funny. I played in the
sandpit when I wasn’t supposed to and I refused to leave my sister
when she had a bad cut on her leg. It was time for a new school,
though moving 150 miles north seemed a little extreme!

My parents described me as ‘wild’ and
‘spirited’ but I never had any behaviour problems at other schools.
My first school in Lincoln I remember very well. I settled so well
that I was moved up a year ahead of my time, although I was kept
down the following year so that didn’t work out!

I left school after GCSEs and managed to go
straight into a job. I was only the office junior, but I felt very
important going to work. On my first day I remember thinking it
would also be my last, as I spilt a cup of coffee over the Managing
Director’s desk, all over his papers. Thankfully he just waved me
out, so I made myself scarce.

I worked my way up in the company and then
met my first husband. We were married for three years before having
our son Lewis. During this time I studied for further
qualifications, as I was beginning to regret not having an array of
certificates. Unfortunately the marriage didn’t work out for very
long, but if we hadn’t got together I would never have had Lewis
(he is now 14).

I met my second husband, Roy, when I was
working in Birmingham. To cut a very long story very short, after
studying at University College Worcester we moved back to Lincoln,
where I worked as a business support manager for the local
authority. I loved the job, although they gave me a lot of grief
and expected me to work miracles.

During this time my parents had decided to
retire and move to Spain. I know a lot of Brits did this, but Mum
and Dad had a house in a rural location and it was simply stunning.
They continue working hard in the garden, so they are looking after
my inheritance!

Roy and I were fortunate enough to travel a
fair bit, particularly to the Caribbean, at least twice a year. I
was spoilt by being able to buy Gucci shoes and handbags whenever I
saw nice ones and would constantly get teased about wearing them to
work at a local authority. My view was there is no point having
them if you don’t wear them. I had hair extensions, had my nails
done – all by mobile beauticians, to cut the cost a bit, and it is
more convenient if they come to you.
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