The Fung Fasting Report #1:
One Month of WOW!
written by Holly
May 12, 2018
By Holly Lisle
A month ago, I told you about the books I was reading,
mentioned my previous morbid obesity, type 2 diabetes, and
tongue cancer.
What I didn’t mention is that while the majority of my family
on my father’s side died in their 50s of complications of
raging alcoholism (which I neatly sidestepped by deciding when
I was a kid that I was never going to drink — and then
sticking to that), just about everyone on my mother’s side of
the family died of complications of food. Type 2 diabetes,
obesity, stroke, heart attack.
And as well as I’d done with Paleo in getting my weight down,
in getting my blood sugar under control, I could not get that
last mile.
My fasting blood glucose was always in the 90s, my 2-hour
postprandial (after meal) was always in the 120s. If I were
being snarky, I’d say these were minimally exceptional.
Since I would NEVER be snarky, I’ll note that these are NOT
good numbers. They’re borderline. You’re standing with your
toes hanging over the cliff with these numbers, and if you
sneeze wrong, you’re going to go over the edge.

So when Matt found Fung, and something we
hadn’t tried, I was motivated.
I’ve never done things in half measures. When I decide to do
something, I’m all in — so when I fail, it’s big and messy and

sometimes expensive and always painful. And someone a little
less o/b/s/e/s/s/i/v/e FOCUSED than me would learn that
Moderation is Wisdom.
I can type those words, but when I look at them on the screen,
all I can read is Moderation is Wimpy. Hey, we all have our
bears to cross, and this is just the way I’m made.
So I have not been moderate. I have been both focused and
driven.
Baseline, Matt, the Kid (who’s twenty, so he isn’t, but I
can’t bring myself to call him the Man, or the Guy) have eaten
one meal a day that contains less that 20 grams of carbs,
moderate proteins, and high fat.
No snacks, no cheat days, no compromises. Not once.
The quality of our food has gone from the cheapest meats and
veggies Wal-Mart sells to the expensive pastured chicken and
beef, grass-fed butter, and fresh asparagus at Whole Foods
because…
At maximum, we’re eating seven meals a week.
If you figure what you’re spending on food now, cut that down
to one meal a day with no snacks or soft drinks, figure the
prices for the best ketogenic whole food money can buy (and
throw in my secret kicker — more on that in a sec), and go
through the week on a MAXIMUM of seven meals, you can eat like
kings.
Here’s the secret kicker. Originally we figured the meals
would be the same size as the meals we usually ate. So we were
going along on Wal-Mart Hamburger Salad with Lettuce and MayoMustard-Paprika Sauce. And other “yep, still hamburger” meals.
And I noticed that I wasn’t finishing my portions. I have been
a big eater for a long time, so this was strange. One meal a
day, and I wasn’t finishing the one meal I had.

Matt grilled us these gorgeous boneless pork chops, and made
fresh asparagus for me, and salads for the kid and himself,
because I’m the only one who would rather have asparagus than
candy.
We got two chops apiece. Delicious, perfectly prepared. I ate
about 80% of the asparagus, one of the chops, took two bites
from the second, and I was done.
DONE. Not another bite of food was going into my mouth,
because my stomach said, “STOP, dammit.”
And I stopped.
So the secret? You get less hungry eating this way, so you eat
less, so you BUY less. (Why cook stuff the Stomach Boss

won’t let you eat?) But you can afford to buy better.
And this isn’t just me. Both Matt and the Kid have had the
same reaction.

But there’s more…
In the past month, along with the 23-hour fasts, I’ve also
done several 48-hour fasts, and one 72-hour fast.
So subtract the six days in the last month that I didn’t eat
at all (just had 8 oz. of black coffee in the morning, a cup
of unsweetened green tea most days, and seltzer water or club
soda as often as I wanted.)
When you figure that, I’ve actually averaged a bit over FIVE
meals per week.
I haven’t been hungry.
During the fasting, I’ve occasionally felt a bit weak or
wobbly, but it turns out that was my blood sugar dropping to
places it hasn’t been in — well, probably decades. (Results
will follow, but hang with me here).

I’ve had MORE energy than I’ve had in ages. Which is good,
because right at the moment I’m neck deep and drowning in more
work than I can believe (along with the accompanying stress).
Even if I weren’t dealing with medical problems that needed
resolution, this “one meal a day most days and no meals a day
some days” thing would have been a winning strategy for
dealing with the ungodly amount of stress I’m under right now.
Not having to make time to eat has been one of the massive
benefits of eating this way over the past month. I’m not even
in sniffing distance of being caught up, but I’ve gotten a LOT
more done than if I were wasting time with multiple meals and
the sluggish after-meal doldrums that result from nonketogenic meals.

So. The results.
I don’t own a scale. We haven’t had one since around 2010.
Frankly, I don’t care what I weigh as long as I’m healthy. The
metrics that matter to me are my blood sugar (diabetes, kidney
failure, amputation, and a laundry list of other ills too long
to mention) and my waistline — because storing belly fat is
indicative of feeding your next heart attack, and with my damn
Energizer-Bunny personality, I figured I was PRIME for a heart
attack.
Here’s where I started.
Waistline: 42″ even (106.68 cm)
Fasting blood glucose: in the 90s mg/dl
2-Hour post-prandial blood glucose: in the 120s mg/dl

Here’s where I am today.
Waistline: 36.5″ DOWN 5.5″ (92.71 cm) DOWN 9.47 cm
Fasting blood glucose past 7 days: In the 60s mg/dl

(Lowest 62 mg/dl)
Average drop of 30 mg/dl in one month
2-Hour post-prandial blood glucose: 68-78 mg/dl
Average drop of 52 mg/dl

Even after Matt loss a hundred pounds and I lost at least 60
back in 2006 (and the weight stayed off), I could not get my
blood glucose into a GOOD range, and I could not get the fat
off my waistline. I had what folks call an apple shape.
The apple shape is already gone. I have no belly bulge. I
don’t have that spiffy inward curve I once had, but I’ve
discovered this month that that may be within reach again,
too.
As a teenager and young woman, I was tubular. The boy I liked
most in high school once told me that if I stood sideways and
stuck out my tongue, I’d look like a zipper. (You never quite
get over something like that.)
I’d love to have
but after three
waistline under
liver and off my

the 22″ waist I had when I was nineteen back,
kids, that’s not going to happen. Getting a
thirty, though? Getting the fat out of my
abdomen, adding some muscle — oh, yeah.

Incidentally and slightly off topic, I’m now back to doing
both guy pushups (no knees, just straight back, hands and
toes) and squats again because the increase in energy has to
go somewhere, and it might as well go into doing something
useful. Building muscle is always useful.
Status right now? I haven’t eaten for a couple of days. I’m
not hungry. I just wrote this really long post, and then I’m
going to go get some coffee and get some real work done.
We have a birthday/Mother’s Day party we have to go to today
where I’m going to have to deal with a bunch of food outside

my eating zone. So, following Fung’s advice, I’ll enjoy the
party, eat the goodies… and tomorrow I’ll fast again.
One month in, I’m seeing amazing results, I have not suffered,
I have not been hungry, and I have made enormous inroads into
regaining the health I want to maintain for the rest of my
life. And… wait for it…

This is the easiest damn thing I’ve ever
done.
IMPORTANT NOTE: I got these results from eating
diet, and from daily intermittent fasting
occasional multi-day fasting over a period of 30
taking no medication for any medical condition,
this without medical supervision.

a ketogenic
mixed with
days. I was
so could do

The Complete Guide to
Fasting
If you’re taking ANY prescription medications, you’re going to
have to consult with your doctor before trying something like
this. Buy your doctor a copy of The Complete Guide to Fasting
if you have to, and if you get resistance or the doctor things
you’re insane or full of shit, take the copy back and find

another doctor.
This is not an affiliate link: I’m recommending the book
because it’s helping me. I will not make a dime if you buy the
book.
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Me, Obesity, Type 2 Diabetes,
Tongue Cancer, and Jason
Fung, MD
written by Holly
May 12, 2018
By Holly Lisle
Something you might not know about me. Back in the early
2000’s, I was fat. Not chubby. Not “just need to lose a few
pounds.” Morbidy obese.
The point at which I stopped weighing myself and just gave up
was when the scale hit 220, but I didn’t quit eating, and
didn’t quit needing roomier clothes. So I weighed more than
that. Best guess from increased clothing sizes (Wal-Mart
Women’s X when I weighed 220 to a max size of XX that was
getting tight) is that I weighed around 250 pounds before I
topped out.
On a five-foot, six and a half inch frame, (which using a
standard weight chart would make me 5’7 because of the oneinch heels) my max healthy weight would have been about 150 —
my wrist measurement is exactly 7″, which qualifies as medium

frame. Which made my body mass index back then 34.4, and made
me morbidly obese.
At the time, so was Matt. He weighed over 300 pounds.
I was working pretty hard on the morbid part, too, killing
myself in bits and pieces. I had adult onset diabetes,
something I didn’t know until some weird anomaly triggered the
ex-nurse in the back of my head. I bought a glucometer from
Wal-Mart, checked my blood sugar and Matt’s, and about
fainted. Both were awful.
I was also growing an already active parathyroid tumor, but
wouldn’t know about that for some years yet.
And I was feeding future squamous-cell cancer of the tongue,
one of the cancers associated with excess intake of sugar and
sweeteners.
NOTE: The other predisposing conditions for tongue cancer are
smoking — never even tried one cigarette; drinking — come from
a long line of alcoholics who drank themselves to death, and
decided I was never going to drink, and never did; and,
chewing betel nut, which I’d never heard of.

Anyway…
When we first checked them, our blood sugars were so high I
thought the damn meter was broken. But purchase of a second
meter, and repeat tests at different times proved that in FACT
we were both in incredibly bad health.
We were also way too broke to see a doctor, had no health
insurance, had no backup, had nothing but a roof over our
heads and the Internet and a desperate need to fix our lives.
Matt researched, and found the Paleolithic diet, which for us
became our permanent way of eating for a bunch of years.
Because we were desperate AND broke, we ate what I called Wal-

Mart Paleo, which was hamburger and other cheap ground meat,
frozen vegetables, and raw fruit and nuts in season — or
whichever was cheapest at Wax-Mart at the time. We eliminated
snacks and junk food, and just ate one meal a day. (Mostly to
keep down costs.)
This was a low-carb, medium-protein, high fat diet.
And we tested our blood sugars both fasting and one hour after
meals. Rigorously. I used to be a nurse. I knew what happened
to people with long-term diabetes.
In a short period of time, I lost at least sixty pounds (more,
but because I’d stopped weighing myself after the scale topped
220, I don’t know how much more), but I plateaued at 160, and
Matt lost over a hundred, from around 300 down to around 200.
Our weight is both still there.
More importantly, our fasting and postprandial blood sugars
dropped down to normal. And then never went back up.
With the one meal a day thing, and no snacking, we didn’t know
it at the time, but we had accidentally discovered 24-Hour
Intermittent Fasting, which was eating just the one low-carb,
medium protein, high fat meal a day, and drinking lots of
fluids.
So I can attest that eating Paleo works to get the weight off.
Well. And quickly.
But here’s the thing. I’d been a dieter since my early
twenties, and the thing I KNEW about dieting was that no
matter what you did, the diet would eventually stop working,
and the weight would come back, and bring friends.
But this weight never came back.
Neither Matt nor I regained the weight we lost, which is
unheard-of for diets.

Until, about a year ago, when we changed the way we ate. We
started eating extra meals, and snacking, and our weight
started to climb.
Which was when we discovered — guess what? — it wasn’t the
Paleo that caused the weight loss. It was something else.
We went back to eating once a day, and the weight came back
off.

Back to tongue cancer for a minute
I’d been a diet soda fan since diet soda came out in the
1970s, and my fluid of choice was not water, but the diet crap
I’ve been drinking forever.
Even while eating Paleo, I hung on to those damn diet drinks.
It looks now like the artificial sweeteners are what caused
the tongue cancer.
I have no other predisposing factors.
Never drank.
Never smoked.
Never chewed betel nut.
Turns out tongue cancer “of unknown etiology” (which means “we
have no fucking clue what’s causing this) is showing up in
women in their fifties — in other words, the exact market for
folks who drink a lot of diet sodas, and have for years. My
evidence is corollary, not causative, but there’s a lot of it.
With about half my tongue gone, and no desire whatsoever to
lose the other half, or my jaw, or half my face [I’ve seen the
pictures: Not for the squeamish] I determined that I would do
everything I could to stop the cancer.
I found mine when it was just a place on my tongue that
wrinkled a little when I curled it, and that was sensitive to

heat.
I’ve been drinking a lot of green tea. A LOT. Enough that it
was causing me severe nausea every day.
But it was the only thing I knew I could do that might help
prevent the cancer from coming back, so I kept at it.
Matt was searching for eating-related help, though, and
discovered mention of autophagy (the process of the body
destroying broken cells to use pieces to build new, healthy
cells), and a link to this and improvements in squamous cell
cancer.
He got the book.
I don’t recall if I’ve ever recommended a book here before
(except for one of my own) — but I’m recommending not one, but
two — and their author, Jason Fung, MD:
The Obesity Code: Unlocking the Secrets of Weight Loss
The Complete Guide to Fasting: Heal Your Body Through
Intermittent, Alternate-Day, and Extended Fasting
Why I’m recommending?
Because he clearly demonstrates the link between elevated
insulin and a massive host of health problems (including Type
2 Diabetes, morbid obesity, squamous cell cancers, and other
life-threatening diseases, like Alzheimer’s), and then CLEARLY
demonstrates how to drop your insulin blood levels back to
normal, and what doing this can do to save your life.
And I can confirm from more than a decade of personal
experience that what he recommends works.
By the way, these are not affiliate links. I make nothing if
you buy these. I bought both books myself, and am following
the process — and I’d like my readers to be able to live

longer, healthier, better lives. So we’ll all be around
longer.
Holly

P.S. If you’re an HCW writer, there’s a place for discussion
here — LINK UPDATED 2021. You’ll need to login first.

And the “Late 2021 Update”
I’m still doing intermittent fasting. Still alternating
between keto and paleo, just to keep some variety in what I
eat. Still weigh between 145 and 150 on any given (but rare)
doctor’s appointment. Haven’t had to change clothing sizes
since about 2019. Plain old off-the rack sizes 12-14,
depending on the cut and the manufacturer.
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Fixing
Vertigo:
solution for BPPV

A

new

written by Holly
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By Holly Lisle
I was diagnosed some years ago with BPPV — Benign Paroxysmal

Positional Vertigo.
With me, it generally starts with slight dizziness that gets
worse over a day or two, becoming so bad that I have to have
my husband hold me up to get from one end of the house to the
other.
There are a bunch of exercises you’re supposed to do to get
the little positional elements in your inner ears back where
they belong… and NONE of them worked for me.
So a couple days ago I started getting dizzy again, for the
first time in several years, and by the end of yesterday, I
could not move. Sitting up, lying down, turning my head…all of
it was impossible. Lying still with my eyes closed, I STILL
felt like I was falling off a building and accelerating toward
the ground.
Enter Matt, who is very good at finding and fixing problems.
I didn’t even bother to search the Internet, because I’d been
to the specialist, I’d been given the sheet of exercises to
do, I’d done them (correctly and regularly), and they did
NOTHING.
When Matt said, “I searched the Internet and found something I
think will help — an exercise you could do that doesn’t
involve flinging yourself backward on the bed,” I was dubious.
But he showed me the video he found, and the doctor who came
up with the procedure demonstrated how she’d thought it up (if
I can see the reasoning behind something, I’m a lot more
willing to try it).
It worked.
I went from, “I’m going to be trapped in bed for a week with
my eyes shut (at its worst, the vertigo is so bad I can’t even
read or look around while lying down) and being half-carried
to the bathroom” to…

“Hey. It’s gone!”
And I’m fine today. Was a little dizzy when I first got up, so
I did the exercise once. And even the little dizziness is
gone.
Half-Somersault Maneuver
Half-Somersault Maneuver VIDEO
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By Holly Lisle
After a gruelling two years in which I’ve written very little
fiction but have:
Built a stellar team of folks to help me run my writing
site:
Dan Allen – Developer
Kirsten Bolda – Site Designer
Cat Gerlach & Amy Padgett, Forum Head Moderators
Carol Englehaupt – moderator
Karen Lynn – moderator
Chris Makowski – moderator

Tom Vetter – moderator
Rez Zircon – moderator
Rebecca Galardo – help desk
Completely overhauled one of my Big Three writing
classes, How to Think Sideways
Built two new writing workshops: Title. Cover. Copy.
Fiction Marketing Workshop and 24-Hour Intensive: Find
Your Writing Voice

Threw out the first version of How to Write a Series,
and am now writing an all-new Version 2 that everyone
who owned the original Expansion Version already owns
Worked with the head of my team, Dan Allen, my site
developer,
to
get
a
new
website
built
on
HollysWritingClasses.com and all the classes broken by
WordPress nearly three years ago up and running
Worked with my designer, Kirsten Bolda, who is making my
designs beautiful (you haven’t seen any of her work yet
except
for
the
headers
HollysWritingClasses.com blog

on

the

new

Designed the internal and external interfaces for the
new site software Dan is building me, using online
paper-testing, feedback from my writers
Designed a couple of additional software projects Dan
and I will be building together over the next couple of
years
Wrote the third and fourth (still unpublished) stories
for the Longview Series

And got through a bunch of surgeries with one less
parathyroid gland and minus pretty close to half a
tongue, but healthier and with a lot more energy and
focus than I’ve had in quite a few years
And I’ve drunk approximately 2190 cups of unsweetened
plain green tea. Three cups per day, every day, without
missing one cup or one day, since the day after I was
diagnosed with dysplasia, which was the day I went home,
searched the Internet, found the book Anticancer, and
read it straight through. The amount I’m drinking is
just enough to keep me perpetually a little bit queasy.
Which tells me it’s enough to be of benefit.
The last two years plus have been rough. But worthwhile.
The definition of LIFE is: Shit goes wrong. Deal with it. Shit
goes right. Enjoy it. Wash. Rinse. Repeat.
So I’m not going to say, “Hey I’m getting to an easy stretch!”
Because the definition of STUPID is: Thinking that when life
gets better, it will stay better.
I’ve been stupid. I’m getting smarter.
There’s been a lot of chaos the past couple of years. A lot of
times when I felt like I’d been ground into the dirt, when I
was scared for my life, when I was scared about money, when I
could not see my way clear to a time when anything was ever
going to be okay again.
But every morning when I
and breathe deep and let
the sound of the rain,
embrace whatever the day
through it.

step into the shower, I close my eyes
the water pounding on my head become
and the silence of solitude, and I
might bring, and my resolution to get

And so far, every day I have gotten through it.

Sometimes that brief stillness, that brief respite, gives me a
gift.
Which it did today.
As soon as I post this, I’m
which is “Freebie,” which made
same time when I thought it
included in the anthology my
together right now.

writing a story, the title of
me cry and made me happy at the
up, and which is going to be
HWC writers and I are putting

More on that in another post. Right now, I have a story to
write.
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This Morning I Caught My
Brain Doing Something WEIRD!
written by Holly
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By Holly Lisle
I woke up this morning from one of those dreams that seem to
go on forever, where there were international spies and
murders and I was a writer working on getting a lesson done on
deadline, and for some reason, my lesson was interfering with
the international spies, who’d sent someone to make me stop
writing it.
The lessons I’m currently writing are about creating series
fiction, and I’m guessing maybe international spies are tired
of being the subject of so many thrillers.

Anyway, in my dream I was looking at the lesson I was writing
while I was creating it…
And my Left Brain spotted something funny on the lesson, but
kept its mouth shut. Apparently because if it had said
something, it would have woken me up, and it wanted to know
how the dream turned out.
(I beat the international spies. With some pretty cool martial
arts moves. I don’t know martial arts, but, you know… My
Dream, My Right Brain’s Rules.)
Anyway…
Here’s some of what my Left Brain spotted, written out as best
I can remember it.

And the dreaming brain insisted those were real words in a
real lesson…
I did think it was funny that I recognized both the Greek
omega and the explanation point, though, even while I was
asleep.
(My right brain is really, really, really, really fond of
exclamation points!!!!!)
And when I woke up, my Left Brain said to my Right Brain, “YOU
CAN’T READ! You don’t even recognize real letters!”

Which is probably not completely true.
My right brain might be able to recognize letters it learned
as pictures (like when I was a kid and drew cats in the shape
of the letter C).
But I think when I’m writing, my right brain is mostly
dictating, and my left brain is mostly typing. I know some
folks have anomalous wiring, so I can’t say for sure that it’s
true that EVERYONE’s right brain can’t read.
This is the first time I can think of that I’ve seen how my
right brain sees letters, though, and had my left brain
recognize that what it was looking at was not what my right
brain said it was.
And my Left Brain has been an insufferably pompous snot all
morning about this.
So — ever catch YOUR brain doing something weird?
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Me, faith, God… and the good
and kind folks who like me…
written by Holly
May 12, 2018
By Holly Lisle
I received today a truly wonderful email from a very kind
woman with whom I had previously corresponded.

In it she talked about this being the year of Christian/Jewish
Restoration, and about how we were both due, and about how “I
know you don’t like God all that much…”
And she included a video to a beautiful Christian song, and
words that she hoped would help bring me back to God.
I like her. I thought her letter was sent in a wonderful
spirit of caring and compassion from a genuine, kind, and
beautiful person to whom I matter.
And I sent her the best letter I was capable of writing.
I’m not posting her letter here because it was for me alone.
I’m posting my reply to her because this is something I need
to say to the folks who are worried about me, my soul, my
faith, my relationship with God… and I know there are a few of
you who read me who are. From time to time you let me know.
Hi, Kate*,
It isn’t that I don’t like God very much.
I am incapable of belief. I tried. I spent all of my youth
and some of my adulthood trying to believe in God in any
form, and in religion in any form, and I simply don’t, and
can’t.
I’m not an angry atheist, I’m not declaring God evil or dead
or wrong, or the people who believe in God evil or vile or
wrong.
I’m simply a person with a complete inability to ignore
reality in favor of things people belief that fly in the
face of reality. I am incapable of faith.
What I know of life and can prove is that what we have in
this world is this moment and each other. While I would like
to think there is something after death, and while I know

that energy cannot be destroyed, I don’t believe that I will
continue after death as myself. Wish it. Don’t believe it.
But in life, we have now, and we have our own brief
existences,** and we have the people who matter to us. I
have spent my life since I figured that out working to leave
something important behind for the people who matter to me.
My family, my writers, and my readers.
And I very much like the idea of a year of restoration. I’m
due. So if you don’t mind hanging out with an atheist, I’ll
be very happy to celebrate the year of restoration with you.
Cheerfully,
Holly
I am mindful daily of the life I am living, and I am living
the best, most honest, and most creative and worthwhile life I
am capable of living.
I choose my actions with care. I work daily to make not just
my own life but the lives of the people who matter to me
better.
I do this because I love my own life, and I want to help other
folks find ways to love theirs.
And that’s it.
When I’m gone, I’ll be gone. If I’ve succeeded at the job I’ve
chosen, the work I’ve started will spread out in ripples, and
some small part of life and existence far into the future will
be better because I once lived.
I think that’s enough.

*Kate is my fill-in name for folks I want to keep anonymous.

Not a real Kate.
**Added in this version, but not the original letter.
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I’ve started writing fiction
again
written by Holly
May 12, 2018
By Holly Lisle
This is such a delicate thing
I’m almost afraid to mention it.
But stories started sneaking
back into my consciousness after
the parathyroid surgery, and
lately I’ve been starting each
weekday morning writing a few
hundred words.
It’s what I can make time for before I start into the stillenormous
daily
workload
of
getting
the
HollysWritingClasses.com site up and running and out of beta.
I’m not doing anything on projects folks know about. Those

require
research,
backstory—infrastructure.

development,

timelines,

And this feels like a seed sprouting after a long, hard
winter. Like, if I don’t step carefully, I could kill it.
So I’m stepping carefully. Right now, I’m just putting
together a little story in an interesting new world. I’m
aiming for about ten-thousand words.
I have about 1200. It’s science fiction. It has interesting
aliens.
It makes me happy.
Contents © Holly Lisle. https://hollylisle.com All Rights
Reserved

Waking
up
like
a
kid:
parathyroidectomy for the win
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By Holly Lisle
Last night I put my head on my pillow, closed my eyes, and
fell asleep.
When I opened them again, it was morning.
That may not sound like much. So let me put it in context for
you.
I remember waking up one perfect summer morning in 1966 in the
tiny Ohio village where I lived. I was five.

I remember the movement of the white curtain blowing, the
smell of the air—which was green and sweet, with just a touch
of bleach—the sun cutting windowpane squares on the blanket
and my skinny legs. I remember the sound outside my bedroom
window, which was the sound of sheets and laundry flapping on
the line.
I remember bouncing out of bed, full of energy, ready for
life. My thoughts, whatever they were, are lost to me now, but
what I felt, summed up from the fifty years I’ve lived since,
was this: The day is mine, and the whole world in it.
Time lets you work for and earn things that pay you, and if
you work hard and with a plan, it pays you way out of
proportion to what you give up in the innocent exuberance of
being a kid: life and time have brought me a terrific husband
who is my best friend, three excellent kids, writing skills, a
ton of books with more still to come, and the mission and joy
of teaching the writers willing to work for it how to do what
I’ve learned to do and love so much.
But I thought that the days of waking up like a kid were
behind me. I thought the sheer raw delight of opening my eyes
on a new morning seeming instants after closing my eyes and
falling asleep the night before were gone forever.
I assumed that the price I paid for the joy I take from every
day and every minute I get to live, to love who I love and to
do what I fought so hard to get to do, would be paid for by
falling asleep in painful inches, waking up multiple times
each night, twisting and turning to find a comfortable
position, trying tricks to quiet my racing mind.
I assumed that life would be ever-expanding pain consuming me
in creeping increments, and I accepted that as part of the
price I had to pay for the privilege and wonder of getting to
be alive.
I’d forgotten what it felt like to feel good—feeling bad had

become my new good.
Turns out I was wrong.
It’s now been nine days, plus a few hours as I write this,
since I had that parathyroid tumor removed.
Pain free, with my mind calm, my thoughts clear and focused,
last night I climbed into bed, counted my breaths as I always
do, and fell asleep so quickly I don’t even remember counting.
And I slept like a kid. After what felt like minutes later, I
opened them. Sunlight outlined the verticals that cover the
window.
I sat up and grinned, full of energy, full of life. No pain.
No clouds. And this time, I can tell you exactly what I was
thinking.
The day is mine, and the whole world in it!

Fifteen minutes changed my life. Fifteen minutes was the time
it took my surgical team to make the 1.5-inch incision, remove
the parathyroid tumor and check the other three glands for
function, and close the incision.
My sincerest thanks to Dr. Norman, Dr. Boone, and Dr. Parrack.
And my thanks, too, to the amazing staff of the Norman
Parathyroid Center:
Jayme, who helped me get set up to have the operation,
the security guard who wished me good luck and pointed
my guys and me in the right direction as I walked in to
have my surgery,
the receptionist who was so brightly cheerful at notquite-five AM,
woman who set up my medical records and told me how much
she enjoyed working where she does (you know how rare it

is to hear people say that?)
the warm, friendly, wonderfully competent nurses who
talked me clearly and concisely through what would
happen,
the young woman who wheeled me down to have a scan and
with whom I laughed about the shocking cold of the
morning
the guy who did my sestamibi scan and with whom I had a
fun chat about video gaming and the superiority of the
XBox One controller but the better games and selection
available for Playstation 4 (including the upcoming No
Man’s Sky, though I couldn’t quite sell him on that)
and the anesthesiologist who took the time to reassure
me about the anesthesia, and who’s voice was the last
one I heard before I woke up to a future I could not yet
imagine.
I was an RN for ten years before I got the three-book deal
that let me quit to write full time. I worked in a number of
hospitals, knew all kinds of doctors, saw all kinds of medical
care. I’ve experienced medical services from the other end
too, as a patient and as the family member of people I love.
I never experienced — or even imagined possible — the
uniformly spectacular care and professionalism of Every.
Single. Person. I dealt with from the instant I contacted the
clinic until the day two weeks after my surgery when I
received a copy of the letter Jim Norman sent to each of my
doctors, explaining what he’d done and its ramifications on my
health in the future.
Dr. Norman told me, “This surgery will change your life.” When
he said it, I didn’t even realize how much my life needed to
be changed. I’m just now starting to figure that out.
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On

Saturday,

something

happened

as

a

result

of

the

parathyroidectomy that was totally unexpected.
My spontaneous story ideas came back.

I hadn’t even noticed they were gone.
I’ve been working hard for the past couple of years trying to
get the site fixed, I’ve been under a lot of strain both
physically and financially, and my processes for creating
fiction without having an idea in mind actually work, and I
really do use them, so I was still creating (the Longview
stories were all written from those techniques).
I didn’t think about the fact that I didn’t have spontaneous
story ideas anymore. Unlike most fiction writers, I’m not
dependent upon random ideas for my work.

So I didn’t notice when they disappeared.
But Saturday the mental clouds rolled away and suddenly things
that I saw and heard and experienced began sending little
pings to my right brain again, and my right brain began
building them into little spontaneous stories and sending them
across the corpus callosum to the left brain again.
And because it had been a long time since this had happened,
it felt like suddenly seeing a sky full of stars.
So add as a symptom of hyperparathyroidism: Spontaneous story
ideas disappear.
If you’re a writer and your ideas have disappeared, consider
getting your calcium and PTH levels checked. You might be able
to get them back.
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I’m back following a parathyroidectomy and a couple days
recovery.

I’m tired, my neck is a bit swollen still and kind of sore,
I’m bruised (I’m an easy bruiser, though).
And I am happily rid of one thumb-above-the-distal-joint-sized
parathyroid tumor that was between twelve and fifteen years
old when Drs. Norman, Boone, and Parrack removed it in a
fifteen-ish minute outpatient operation that stopped it from
sucking the life out of me. The picture above is clickable if
you want to see the thing as close to life-sized as I could
make it.
I’m still recovering, and still tired (that thing had been
growing for a long time), but I’m putting this up now because
this is a big damn deal.
I developed the tumor when I was in my early forties. They
happen in people a lot younger. They’re more common in people
my age and twice as common in women.
The fact that the one above was messing with me for
perhaps fifteen years is probably part of why I have
tongue dysplasia.
Why I had bone pain in shoulders, elbows, spine, knees,
and right heel.
Why I had gastric reflux.
Why I felt tired all the time.
Why I couldn’t sleep at night.
Why my heart would often start racing for no apparent
reason.
Why my hair was thinning in the front.
Why my blood calcium was sky high and my vitamin D was
the lowest the OB/GYN who saw me had “ever seen in a
live human being” — it was 4.
It’s almost certainly the cause of all the damn
headaches, including the icepick migraines.
It could have been the cause of both miscarriages.
And maybe some other things.

I’ll have to have my bone density tested in a couple weeks,
but considering the screaming amount of calcium that tumor was
pulling out of my bones, I’m not betting they’re in great
shape right now.

Why do I think this?
These are all things parathyroid tumors can do. And I already
have early evidence that, with that damn thing removed, I’m
recovering.
The bone pain went away within a couple hours of the surgery
and hasn’t been back, and the headaches went away after the
last effects of the anesthesia wore off.
So I’m going to send you to the website that I found, which is
where I also went to have the surgery done.

Parathyroid.com
Go to the front page, watch the video, and even if nothing on
the page applies to you now, remember the symptoms. This is
something a BUNCH of doctors didn’t catch, and it could have
killed me.
Considering the dysplasia, I’m not out of the woods yet, but I
intend to get there.
But you… make sure that you’re the person who knows what to
look for so you can help yourself, or someone you love.
‘Cause…
Tiny, simple, FAST surgery.
BIG. DAMN. DEAL.
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