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10.

TEN (New) COMMANDMENTS FOR OSTOMATES
Via: Vancouver Ostomy Highlife & Regina Ostomy News

. Thou shalt allow thyself to be sad, or angry, or depressed on occasion

Who said you always have to have a good attitude.

Thou shalt not let the above emotions become a way of life.

Thou shalt seek help, education, and support if thine unhappy emotio;
overcome thee.

Thou shalt learn to care for thy ostomy. Letting others do it for you if
are physically able is a copout.

Thou shalt seek out thy ET nurse if thou art notified with thine prodw
Thou shalt not hide thyself away. Get out and do the things you used
do. You can.

Thou shalt not be ashamed.

Thou shalt cultivate a sense of humor about thine ostomy. There are
worse things. Far worse.

Thou shalt set an example to the non-ostomy world. An example of
triumph over adversity, courage over pity, and pride over embarrassm
Thou shalt help other ostomates, join you local UOA chapter, donate
money, volunteer your time.

—

Thanksgiving Day Prayer
Lord, we thank you for yvour blessings

In life and love and home.
And the privilege of knowing
That we are not alone
With reverence and gratitude
We lift up our hearts in prayer,
To thank you for the many gifts
With loved ones we can share
For our comfort and contentment
You manage to provide
For knowing vou are always near
As we walk side by side.
While heads in prayer are bending low
What better time so say —
For shielding us from worldly harm,
We offer thanks today
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Being The Mother of a Child Who Has an Ostomy
By: Dawn Steeves, Via: Regina Ostomy News

Kale was born in 1987 with medical problems that ended up with him wearing an ostomy
pouch. He was born in Humbolt Hospital, then taken by ambulance to the Royal University
Hospital in Saskatoon, Dr. Rossi talked to me about his surgery. I trusted him to do what he
thought was best for Kale. Kale was only a few years old when he had surgery. When I saw
him afterwards, [ almost fainted. There was this little baby boy, great big eyes, long
evelashes and a “pouch”. I said to the doctor, “What am I supposed to do with that?” Thank
goodness for Teri and Phyliss (ET nurses) and Nordon Drugs as their help was greatly
appreciated. Kale has had many, many surgeries in his short life. We moved to Alberta for
about 6 years and then we moved back in 1996. Ten contacted us about the ostomy camp
that Kale could attend. I was very leery about it. He really wanted to go, but [ wasn’t sure.
Who would look after him? Well, I tried to phone him after he was there a day or so. They
told me he was out wall climbing. I almost fainted. They asked me if it was an emergency. I
said I just wanted to talk to him. They told me he was fine, he was having a great time, he
was all right, to relax, and I would see him in a couple of days. [ wasn’t sure I liked that, but
[ didn’t call again. I would like to thank the Ostomy Association for making it possible for
Kale to attend camp, because without you, he simply could not go. My family cannot really
afford to send him. I know he has gained a lot from camp.

Hospital regulations require a wheelchair for patients being discharged. However, while
working as a student nurse, I found one elderly gentleman already dressed and sitting on the
bed with a suitcase at his feet, who insisted he didn’t need my help to leave the hospital.

After a chat about rules being rules, he reluctantly let me wheel him to the elevator. On Llie
way down [ asked him if his wife was meeting him.

“I don’t know,” he said. “She’s still upstairs in the bathroom changing out of her hospital
gown."”

Ever notice the older we get the more we’re like computers?
We start out with loss of memory and dnive.
Then we become outdated and eventually have to get our parts replaced.
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What A Night Before Christmas!

By Marjorie Kaufman

Twas the night before Christmas, “Ye Gads!™ 1 screamed loudly

And all through the house,
Mot a creature was stirring,
Not even my spouse.

The children were all nestled
In childish alliance;

And T had decided

To change my appliance.

So donning my PJ's,

My slippers and robe,

1 started my chore

With the patience of Job.
All of the equipment

I laid out with care;

Then checked it all over

To see what was there.
Here’s Solvent, Adhesive,
Mow Kleenex and Cotton,
There's Bensoin, Karayva,
What have I forgotten?

Eye dropper and swab stick,
5SkKin ointment, detergent;
Then brushes and cleanser,
The bag—that’s most urgent
Then off with the old one,

I started forthright

To remove the cement
When out went the light.

1 reached for the switch,
“Tho I don*t know what for

When I heard something clatter

And bounce to the floor.

1 muttered an oath, then

I called to my spouse,

Who told me “twas darkened”
All over the house.

Then what to my wondering
Eyes should appear.

But a flickering candlelight
Coming too near!

Perhaps none too Soomn,
“Not that!” You might blow us
From here to the moon!
Then I view my dilemma

In utter confusion

And failed to come up

With a happy conclusion.
When all of a sudden,
There came on the wall

The beams of a flashlight
That danced down the hall
Its rays were not brilliant,
Its batteries weary,

But the light that it gave me
Was welcome and cheery.

I aimed at the floor,

And the light gently twinkled,
For there, in profusion,
Karava was sprinkled.

Mow time was the essence
On speed 1 was bent:

The cotton kept sticking
Upon the cement.

My face plate was drying,
My fingers were gummy,
The stoma was oozing

A trail down my tummy.
Then swabbing, cementing
And fanning with vigor;

1 knew that I had to be
Quick on the trigger.

The light was receding,

My nerves were a jangle;

I slapped on the bag

At a quite rakish angle.

I fastened my belt,

Gave a shake of my head;
Then closed the door tightly,
And headed for bed.

But there’'s one thing I°'ll wish you
‘Fore saving Good Night;

May vour Christmas be Merry
And Let there be light!







