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Preface

[image: image]


Cancer. It’s a word that changes lives in an instant. When my dad was diagnosed with non-small cell lung cancer (NSCLC) stage 3B, mucoepidermoid carcinoma grade 2 variant, our world turned upside down. 

Doctors told us the options were limited, the prognosis was grim, and the road ahead would be anything but easy. The pulmonologist told us that this cancer is rare and they do not have an established chemotherapy treatment for it. Radiation is deemed too risky as the location of the tumour is near the aorta. Also, surgery carries a huge risk for the same reason. It was estimated that the tumour could double in size within 90 to 180 days from the day of diagnosis. 

On top of everything, my dad was also diagnosed with lymphangitic carcinomatosis (LC)—a condition where cancer cells spread through the lymphatic system of the lungs, causing inflammation and obstruction. This meant that his cancer wasn’t just a single mass; it had infiltrated the tiny lymphatic channels in his lungs, making breathing more difficult over time. Studies have reported that approximately 50% of patients succumb within three months of symptom onset, and only about 15% survive beyond six months. But instead of surrendering to fear, we decided to fight in our own way.

This book isn’t a miracle cure. It’s not a replacement for medical advice. It’s simply the story of what we did, what we learned, and what we wish we had known sooner. If you or someone you love is facing cancer, I hope this $12 book offers you something valuable—whether it’s hope, a new perspective, or even just a small piece of information that could make a difference.

Throughout this journey, we explored alternative treatments, diet changes, and unconventional strategies alongside medical opinions. Every step taught us something that might help others walking the same difficult path. Before we go deeper into this journey, let’s look at something important—the CT scans taken 81 days apart. When we first received his diagnosis, we were told the tumour could double in size within 90 to 180 days, a terrifying prospect. But when we compared the two scans, something unexpected happened. It hadn’t progressed. Some areas even showed signs of improvement—a rare moment of relief in an otherwise overwhelming battle. Despite everything, his condition remained stable. In the world of cancer, stability is a victory.

I wrote this book because if even one sentence in here helps you or your loved one, then it was worth it.

This is our story. Maybe, just maybe, it might save you someday.
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Chapter 1: A Life of Hardship, Sacrifice, and Unfairness
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Dad grew up struggling from a young age, taking on responsibilities far beyond his years. At just 11 years old, he was already digging his own well, riding a bicycle to the market to sell ornamental fish, and running from officials because he didn’t have a license—all to support his family of six after his father abandoned them.

Despite his immense efforts, life kept throwing obstacles at him. He built a fish-selling business with blood, sweat, and tears, only to be betrayed and kicked out at 40 because his mother favoured his idle younger brother. Even before losing the business, he was barely making RM300–400 a month, while his mother hoarded the profits. Still, he remained loyal and hardworking, thinking it was all for the family.

Even after starting over from scratch, he remained honest and kind in his work, always giving the best advice and using high-quality treatments for his customers’ fish. But rich and entitled customers constantly took advantage of his kindness—demanding discounts despite driving luxury cars, talking behind his back, and assuming he was earning a huge profit when, in reality, his margin was barely 20-40%. Some months, his income was zero, and he even had to take overdraft loans to keep the family afloat. Because of this financial instability, he couldn't afford to send me and my sister to university. I had to study hard to secure a place in public university. I pursued a degree in Aquaculture, and my thesis focused on using traditional Chinese medicine to kill bacteria that cause secondary infections in fish. It was a success and the herb holds the key in saving fishes without the use of antibiotics.

Now, at 68 years old, after a lifetime of hard work and sacrifice, he has 0 savings, 0 retirement funds, and now, stage 3B rare mucoepidermoid carcinoma (MEC) lung cancer. A cancer so rare that there is no proper chemotherapy or immunotherapy available. He never smoked or drank, yet life still dealt him this cruel hand. 

After enduring a childhood of abandonment, a lifetime of exploitation, and financial struggles, he now faces the biggest battle of his life. 
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Chapter 2: The Day Everything Changed
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My dad had been coughing for almost four months. At first, it was mild, just a little irritation here and there, nothing out of the ordinary. But as time went on, it lingered, and it grew more persistent. Then, one day, there was blood—just a little, but enough to make me worry. I told him to check it out. "It’s probably nothing," he said, waving off my concern. He had always been like that—tough, resilient, the kind of man who wouldn’t let a simple cough slow him down. He had worked through far worse in his life. Cancer? That wasn’t even a thought in his mind. 

Maybe he would have continued ignoring it if not for my sister’s invitation. She wanted him to come to Australia for eight months to spend time with her and help take care of her son. He was excited—after all, it wasn’t often that he got the chance to take a break, to be with family without the weight of work on his shoulders. But there was a catch. To get his visa approved, he needed a medical check-up. Just a routine process, nothing to be concerned about. Or so we thought.

As part of the medical requirements, he went for a chest X-ray. That’s when everything changed. The results came back showing something. A shadow. An abnormality in his lung. The doctor wasn’t sure what it was, but it wasn’t normal. We needed more tests. We were required to run TB test to test for tuberculosis and it was negative. The CT scan came next, giving us a clearer picture of what was inside his lungs. And then, the biopsy—the test that would confirm our worst fears. I remember waiting for the results, hoping for the best but bracing for the worst. When the diagnosis came back, it was cancer.

The report was in his hands. The first biopsy report. We hadn’t even seen the doctor yet, but the words were already there, printed in black and white. I looked at him, waiting for a reaction. Then I saw it—the defeated look on his face. It broke me. My dad had always been strong. He had endured so much in life without ever showing weakness. But at that moment, I saw something in him I had never seen before—fear. The realization that this wasn’t just a bad cough. That this was something bigger. Something life-changing. He didn’t say a word. Neither did I. We both just stared at the report, as if not reading it out loud would somehow change its meaning. For the first time in my life, my dad looked vulnerable. And I wasn’t ready for that. 

He underwent a PET scan to determine if the cancer had spread further. Then an MRI to check for brain metastases. Every test, every scan, every appointment was a step deeper into a reality we never thought we’d face. All in all, it was non-small cell lung cancer (NSCLC), stage 3B, mucoepidermoid carcinoma, grade 2. A rare form of lung cancer. The kind where no standard chemotherapy treatment existed. Radiation is not possible because of the tumour location being too near to the aorta. Surgery is too risky for the same reason, and 25 percent chance of dying on the surgery table, another 25 percent within 30 days after the surgery, another 25 percent within 90 days. And just like that, everything changed. The man who had survived so much now had to face something even more unforgiving. 

In the days that followed, we found ourselves drowning in a sea of medical terms, survival rates, and treatment options—most of which offered little hope. It felt like we were being pushed into a corner, with nowhere to go.

Then, one day, we came across an interview by DOAC with Dr. Thomas Seyfried.

For two hours, we sat there, watching, listening. His words made sense. He spoke about cancer in a way we had never heard before—not just as an unstoppable force but as something that could be starved, controlled, and fought in unconventional ways.

For the first time since we got the diagnosis, we felt hope. This wasn’t just blind optimism—it was a new way of understanding the enemy. If we were going to fight this, we had to know what we were up against. So, we went deeper.

We started digging through research papers, watching more interviews, reading
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