A Note from your Field Secretary

by David McKay

dian Friend. And perhapsit has been. My life has been turned
upside down sever a times since last some of you have hear d from
me hereand I'dliketo share samething of what I've been through.

L et's begin with my vist to Kingson, Ontario and Thousand
Islands Meeting which meets there on the campus of Queen's Uni-
versity. It was September sothe weather wasstill nice. Students
eveywhere. Thousand |dands meetsin the campuswomen'scentre
in aroan filled with student artwork [ the featured artist at the
time had an interest in frogs.

The hospitdity wasexceptional. | was billeted with HansBrun-
ner who has a corner apartment overlooking the harbour. | met with
a small numbe of Friends at his place on the Saturday night. It was
there | learned, from a call from my wife Colleen, that my Dad was
in Scarborough Centenary Hospital again. Asin the past he wasin
the Cardiac Intensive CareUnit.

As strange asit now ssems 01 carried on with my program.
Therewaslittlel could doin Kingston. Therail service back to-
wards Toronto left few options before my scheduled return Sunday
afternoon anyway. Most importantly, thiswas not the first time.

Dad had a congenital heart murmur. It never gave him any
troubles until autumn 198 when a heart valve ga an infection in it.
He had two heart valves replaced. He seemed fine from there (other
than a growing regimen of drugsto manitor the tranglant). Inthe
mid-nineties the valves were rep aced with mechanical anes and the
aortawas replaced as well.

His health was never quite the same. Reriodically fluid wauld
build up in his lungs which would in turn lead to pneumonia and a
stay in the Cardiac ICU until it was brought under control. Shortly
after | todk on the position of Field Secretary these times started to
become mare common. One of the valves was leaking slightly. But
the doctors did not fedl that Dad's health was strong enough for yet
another open heart surgery. So they treated him with more drugs
and more peiodic staysin the hospitd. After awhile it seemed he
wouldjust keep beating the odds. When | heard the newsthis time
my first thaught wasn't for him but fa my Mom and my dster.

In the fdlowing month, | visted Dad in the hospital, planned my
next Field Secretary visi tati on to Simcoe-Muskoka M eeting, and got
ajdb offer. The new jab would mean an increase in pay and respon-
sibility doing ajob | had done before and | knew | enjoyed. It also
meant moving to Chatham, Ontario. Chatham is a city of 43,900
about two hour s (by Greyhound bus) from my previ ous home base of

I t seems like a lifeime dncel last wrate samethingin The Cana-
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London. It was als furthe away from Taronto where most of my
family, includng my Dad and Mom, lived. | gave my naticeand
hopped on the bus tovisit Friends at Simooe-M uskoka.

Simcoe-Muskoka meds in Orillig, Ontario. It hasits own meet-
inghouse which is one of the oldest buildingsin town. | was billeted
there. Thiswas a cambination Meeting visit and Half-Y early Meet-
ing visit. We discussed the Peace Testimony [ a matter of some
concern to a numbe of Friends present.

On the way back home | phoned Colleen from the bus station to
let her know | had arrived back early. She told me something had
happened but she didn't want to tell me until | ga home. | remem-
ber staring aut the window of the taxi. | could tdl the news wasn't
good. | figured it had to be about Dad.

My Dad passed away that weekend, still in hospital. He was only
seventy-one. Pegple ask meif it was expected. | neve know what to
answer. He'sbeen living with this for nearly two decades. Hewasin
hospital being treated for congestive heart failure due to his condi-
tion. But he wasrecoveing. They had transferred him out of ICU
and into a rehab unit in preparation for him to gohome. Whilein
Orillia | recall talking at length with aFriend about the modern
medica system, the painsand triasit puts people through, and how
treatment often feds like you'rea slab of meat being worked on and
not a human being. And | did so without any real sense of irony or
concern about my father and his condition.

Over the next two weeks | attended the funeral, returned home,
and began preparations far my moveto Chatham. | began work the
first week of November even though wedidn't actually move until
the middle of the month. | went home on weekends to help with
more packing. And through itall | tried tokeep in touch with Mam.
| learned lae in November that Mom has cancer. As o thiswriting
(February 3") she has had her first doseof chemaherapy just this
last week. She discovered alump under her armpit the day of Dad's
funeral. She decided to wait to tell us.

I anteling you dl of this becauseit isimportant to meto do so,
and a thistime. In the course of the Field Secretary project | have
received much warmth and hospitality from Friends. | wish to
publidy thank all Friends who have supported methrough this time
and especially those who have supported me through the last few
months. Thisisone of our strengthsas Friends. In times such as
thesewe can turn toone another.

David McKay is a member of Coldstream Monthly Meeting, and
Field Secretary for the central area of Canadian Yearly Meeting.
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