Skin Cancer – cured with essential oils

How I cured my skin cancer 
[bookmark: _GoBack]This morning I looked in the mirror, examining under my eye with particular care, and I could see no trace of where my skin cancer used to be.  Nor any blemish, scar or mark to show it once existed.  I smiled to myself at this power of research.
Many years ago as a callow 18 year old, I worked as a jackaroo (cowboy) on a cattle station in northern Queensland.  One of my jobs was to assist the old ringer in butchering the steer we would eat each week.  This old man's face was covered in scars and he dreaded his next expedition to the surgeon's knife.  Thus I became aware of skin cancer, the disease which gets you in the tropics when you survive all those years of blackwater fever and cholera.
I spent decades in the tropics of Australia and Indonesia in my first working years, frequently sunburnt and using little protection beyond acquiring a tan.  So I was unsurprised when my doctor helped me celebrate my 54th year with an appointment to a specialist: he confirmed the mole behind my ear was skin cancer.  Having expected it for decades, I found myself unprepared for the shock and concern from others, especially my family, and indeed the downright fear evinced by people I thought I knew.  Ailments have always been something I expect my body to sort out, with a little help.  Cancer was just another boring issue.
And so it proved.  The local anaesthetic was painful and I wished I could watch what was happening, but I delighted in finding an acquaintance also preparing to go under the knife with the same ailment.  Afterwards, we compared our wounds, both of us utterly shocked by the size of the tumour extracted from under innocent looking protrusions.  A scar replaced my mole, perhaps 4 mm across before, now an ugly cicatrice extending the length of my ear.
On attending my three month post-op check up, I invited my surgeon to inspect a strange little mole, like a volcano, under my eye, with a gaping wet mouth. 
"Ah, yes," he said, "a rat ulcer.  We'll have that out too."
"Rat ulcer," says I, with fevered imagination picturing the Black Death advancing through tunnels under my skin.  "What the hell's that?  And are you going to leave a scar under my eye?"
"Rodent ulcer, standard carcinoma.  Another legacy from thirty years ago.  No, I shall use a different technique."
I would have to wait six months for surgery, and this gave me time to consider.  I did not want a leery eye or a party piece of taking my eyeball out of a gaping socket.  At the same time the doctor diagnosed hypertension, telling me I would be on pills for the rest of my life.
These options did not appeal, so I started doing some research.  What treasure troves of information lie in the net for those who persevere!  Cancer likes an acid environment, apparently, so you should reduce your pH.  Well, that is transparent and incorrect for a start, as the kidney keeps the body pH in a very tight band, but it does seem to thrive on poor diet, albeit other cancers as opposed to skin cancer. 
I experimented with baking soda and coconut oil, not buying remedies but creating my own.  I changed my diet and started doing more exercise, but rapidly ran into a conflict.  Sunshine proved vital for reducing hypertension, (the skin manufactures vitamin D) yet lethal for skin cancer.  I decided I wouldn't live another thirty years for the skin cancer to come through, and the vitamin D is more important, so the sun won.  While I became much fitter and lost weight, I didn't feel the soda and oil concoction benefited me.  Neither did acupuncture while homoeopathy seemed more interested in other areas of my body, specifically wanting me to give up beer.
About this time, I found more and more evidence that essential oils might be beneficial.  One study I read showed various oils 80% effective against cancer.  What does that mean?  It kills 80% of the cancer while the remaining 20% kills you?  Reading further, I found that the pharmaceutical companies considered a cancer treatment worth pursuing if it demonstrated 50% efficacy.  So why aren't they testing the oils?  Especially when I read so many stories of these oils, especially Frankincense, working for so many different people.  Of course, these stories are just that, but they should be enough to get some proper studies done.  And they are not being done - or if they are, the results are being suppressed.  Of course, the oils are natural and cannot be patented.  Commercial companies cannot research existing cures because there is no way for them to make money out of them.
Research Links: 2009 Italian Research; 2012 US/China Research into Pancreatic Cancer;
Anyway, I mentioned to my wife that I wanted to try SACRED Frankincense, and it turns out she has used essential oils for ten years - well, she uses all sorts of things, who am I to investigate her bathroom cupboard?  So, a ready supply at hand, I started to apply the oil, waiting with great excitement for it to shrivel and die.
It didn't.  But it did stop growing.
Over the coming months, I persisted with applying the oils, feeling a lump under the skin the size of a small pea, and read up further.  I tried mixing Frankinsence with Myrrh, and then obtained Blue Cypress of which reports claimed great success with skin cancer.  I added Sandalwood to the mix, on the grounds that scientific research showed its efficacy against cancer.  Then I was told to wait two minutes between applying oils, so they worked independently.  Men aren't very good at waiting, but when told exactly what to do, we do it.  I don't sniff the oils either (a recommended method of application) but applied directly on my pet rat.
The volcano and subterranean pea reduced in size to my encouragement, till one day shortly after the change n application method, disaster. 
The cancer quadrupled in size over night.
Resisting the urge to smash the oil bottles against the wall, I examined my eye with meticulous care, feeling the weeping sore through a film of Frankincense oil.  I realised that what appeared to be enlargement was actually the cancer erupting through the skin, like an iceberg floating to the surface.  I kept applying the oils, and within a week the tumour turned black and fell off, leaving me with a swollen, scabbed wound which appeared much the same as when I started.  Except there was no pea underneath it.  Thank goodness I did not succumb to the fear experienced when it erupted but continued with the treatment.
I persisted with the oils, slowly shedding some till I used just the Frankincense (pure laziness) and applying when I remembered, not every day.  The wound healed.  The scab fell off.  Today, I can finally say it has gone.  Skin cancer defeated, not a mark on my body, no gaping eyelid, no party trick of removing the eye.  Damn, I've even tightened up the skin so it looks young and elastic again.
Now, this is my story.  It is not scientific, and it does not mean that anyone, let alone myself, can cure cancer.  No, the cancer of course regressed and atrophied for its own inscrutable reasons and my application of Frankincense is purely coincidental.  That is what the FDA and the BMA would have us believe anyway.
For me, I don't care.  I just know I am not bothered about thirty year old damaged skin cells erupting into skin cancer any more.
If you would like to know more about essential oils, have a look at my wife's websites devoted to the subject:  www.ylwebsite.com/brigitte where you can sign up to a weekly health newsletter. 

