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Chapter 10
The Red Devil

As Mick and I walked in the front door of the 
chemotherapy lounge for the very first time, I was like 
a new kid at school. I stopped and took in my new 
surroundings. The sounds, sights and smells. 

The chemo area rooms were really not what I expected, 
although I’m not sure what I was actually anticipating. 
It seemed a lot more upbeat than any other part of the 
hospital that I have seen. Perhaps that was why they had 
been set up away from the rest, down in the basement. 

At first, I noticed there was music playing. Not elevator 
music. Real music at the level you play in your own house. 
My eyes looked for the source and I saw 2 young nurses 
dancing in the corridor with a chemo patient who was 
still attached to her IV tube. The others around them were 
laughing along as if dancing in the hospital corridor was a 
totally natural thing to do. 



86

A lady bounded through the door we’d just entered, 
wearing a huge smile, the brightest pink wig I’ve ever 
seen, and carrying a massive tray of cupcakes with bright 
pink icing. Her hubby followed just behind her with arms 
full of gift bags and balloons covered in bright pink ribbon. 

“Whoohoo, last chemo today. I made it through,” she 
cheered to the nurses, and looked directly at me, the 
stunned rabbit stuck in the headlights.  
“You’ll make it too, hun. Just take it one chemo at a time, 
and you’ll be celebrating like me before you know it.”

Off she skipped after one of the nurses, handing out cakes 
and gifts on her way to the big comfy chemo infusion 
chairs. 

And so began my journey … THE morning of THE Day 
had finally arrived. 

Not surprisingly, neither of us had got much sleep the 
previous night, and I for one, was awake much too early. 
While Mick headed off to work for a couple of hours, I 
had spent the morning trying to be as normal and calm as 
possible. I changed the sheets and did a little housework. 
I was certain I would not feel like doing this later, so did it 
all while I still felt well. 

My Oncologist, Dr ‘Geezer’, had decided that due to the 
nasty bully nature of my particular strain of cancer, “we” 
needed to go in hard with a new recipe of chemo that 
had just come off trial in the US, but hadn’t been used in 
Australia yet. 

Now call me naïve, but I thought chemotherapy was 
just one drug. I didn’t realise it was actually a treatment 
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consisting of a whole cocktail of different drugs, 
depending on the recipe your oncologist uses. So, my 
recipe meant that we would have to visit this crazy lounge 
every two weeks for about 4 months, the two intervening 
weeks would apparently allow my body enough time to 
recover before coming back. 

The patient chairs in the chemo lounge are like great big 
old-fashioned barbers chairs, the type you just want to 
kick out that footrest and relax. I sat back in mine, and 
immediately felt like I was being swallowed up in a great 
big hug, while Mick stared with jealousy at my comfort 
and parked himself beside me in a plastic chair. 

“First time?” a nurse grabbed my arm and started looking 
for a vein, giving gentle taps. She was cheerful, friendly 
and made me feel instantly calmer.  
“You’ll be fine, and it’ll be all over before you know it.” In 
no time she had my veins sticking out loud and proud. 

“It looks like you have some good veins there, Andrea, or 
do you prefer Andy?”  
Wow, no-one at the hospital had ever asked me that 
before. 

“I prefer Andy.” 

I melted into her calmness, not even realising that she 
had put the needle and line into my arm. These are some 
very special nurses, I realised, who are not just good at 
their jobs but are also capable of making you feel like you 
belong and at ease. 

I watched her purple gloved hands as she gently flushed 
my cannula to check it was working, then connected up 
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my first bag of drugs with the big biohazard warning 
sticker on it. 

“Now you just sit back and enjoy the ride. If you feel at all 
weird, let me know. And any questions either of you have 
no matter how silly you might think they are, just ask.” 

She stripped off the purple gloves and apron, handed Mick 
the TV remote.  
“I’m guessing you will be needing this more than Andy.” 

It wasn’t long before I did have a silly question after 
coming back from the toilet, but I wasn’t sure how to 
broach the subject. I didn’t even want to mention it to 
Mick, in case he got all worried. It was really personal, and 
the nurse seemed too nice for me to share something so 
weird and so obviously wrong with my body. So, I waited 
for her to come over and check my IV. 

“My pee is red,” I quietly whispered, terrified that 
something was horribly wrong, and I’d be whisked off 
to surgery. Code Blue, Code Red, Code Purple, drop 
everything, Andy has red pee. 

The nurse smiled with a light reassuring laugh, “That’s 
just the bright red chemo drug going through your system. 
Just the same as if you were to drink heaps and heaps of 
red cordial. That’s also why we have a different toilet for 
chemo patients. We wouldn’t want to expose the nurses or 
visitors to these drugs, would we?” 

She tucked me back into my armchair with a blanket 
straight from the warmer. It was like she already knew, 
without me having to say anything, that the chemo being 
pumped into me felt like iced water running through my 
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veins. A visible shiver went through me. Even though I 
was warm on the outside, I felt cold as ice on the inside. 
I don’t know if it was the drugs, the lack of sleep the 
previous night, the seriously hectic day I had had with 
appointments and tests. I couldn’t believe this experience 
would use up an entire day. 

Maybe it was just the nice warm blanket. As I laid there, 
Mick at my side watching the tv, I drifted off into a light 
doze. Still aware of the movement around me, I felt at 
peace and didn’t even open my eyes when the nurse came 
to remove my cannula and send me home. 

Once Mick and I got home several hours later, we both 
simply crashed into bed. I couldn’t keep my eyes open. 
I actually felt a little heady, like I’d just had a couple too 
many wines, so I chose to skip dinner. 

Actually, it’s not that I really chose to skip it, I just didn’t 
feel well enough to eat. You know that feeling when you’re 
not quite car sick, but you can feel it coming on? You know 
that one more bump or whiff of KFC through the window 
and you’re a goner. So off to bed I went with an empty 
tummy for a totally exhausted dreamless sleep.

Halfway through the night, probably around midnight, 
but I didn’t stop to check the clock, I woke to find my gut 
churning. I took a few deep breaths, trying to will my body 
and my stomach to calm down, but it didn’t work. 

‘Slow breathing, deep breathing, you’ll be OK,’ I kept 
telling myself. ‘You’ll be fine, just relax.’ 

NOPE ... RUNNNNNNNNN for the bathroom. 
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Breakfast, Lunch, Dinner, and even that little piece of pink 
cake I had from the lady celebrating her last chemo, all 
came back to say hello. 

And my nose was also running. 

Grabbing some toilet paper, I stuffed it up my nose, but it 
was pouring out faster than I could soak it up. And since 
I was still heaving, I was trying to work out how I could 
breathe out of my ears. 

I finally looked down at the collection of soaking toilet 
paper in my hand and saw that my nose wasn’t just 
running … it was bleeding. I didn’t know what to do. 

So, I started to cry. No sound, just tears streaming down 
my face. I was sitting on the cold floor in my undies and 
tank top, hugging the toilet, heaving the lining of my 
stomach into the bowl, shoving toilet paper up my nose 
and crying in absolute and total self-pity. 

Mick turned the light on to see me sitting on the cold 
floor, shivering, nose bleeding, dry heaving, sweating, and 
crying. I looked up at him through my tears. “I don’t feel 
very good.” 

He draped my dressing gown over my shoulders, leaned 
over and flushed my last meals away. 

“I’ll make you a cup of tea. Come out when you think you 
can.”

I stuffed some fresh toilet paper up my nose, struggled 
into my dressing gown and with some effort lifted myself 
up onto shaky legs. Terrified that any sudden movement 
would set me off again, I ever so gently shuffled to what 
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was soon to be my favourite spot on the couch. Mick 
handed me a mug of tea and some anti-nausea meds. 

“Take these, then try to have some tea.” He put a blanket 
over me and turned on the TV. He was so gentle, and so 
caring, and all I could think about was how sick I felt, how 
my head hurt, how tired I felt, how weak my body felt. 

Why did it take so much effort to hold my tea? I guessed 
this was the “chemo fatigue” they all talked about. It was 
a feeling far beyond tired. It was a feeling far beyond 
exhaustion even. I had never felt so weary that I was 
unable to even look or listen, but that was how I felt. 

I had become an aching, sweaty, shivering, vomiting, 
bleeding, vegetable who would soon also be bald and have 
no boobs. Somehow, I still had enough strength left in me 
for tears, no sobs, just quiet totally self-pitying tears. 
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NOT THE END YET …

See you at the racetrack.
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While I have cried for so many friends  
whom I’ve lost  

and those who are still struggling to survive,  
I am reminded that a true friend  

lives forever in your heart.  
In your heart they will always be strong,  

healthy and smiling.

Do not grieve …  
remember them and smile. :)
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