When a short chapter of my life (March 25-April 10) turned into the most magnificent educational experience of life 
                   Prologue           
Hodu lashem ki lo tamu chasidav hashem in his great love and kindness without me being aware of it t took me by the hand and lead me through all the trials and tribulations for me to arrive to March 25 the of the surgery
1) Around 4 years ago I, all of a sudden, came down with an infection on my lower lip from the sun.  For the next 1 ¾ years visited 14 different skin doctors and used 25 different ointments.  Also had my lip frozen then lasered and scraped, with no great success.  We were getting ready for another more complicated surgery with a chance of 50% success rate.                                                                                                         Frankly I was ready to throw in the towel and suffer with the surgery.  However, my wife, Liz, the love of my life, wouldn’t let go. We were going to visit the kids in Jerusalem, and she found another dermatologist in Har Nof and insisted we see him.  We went to see him.  After examining me, he thought it might be Herpes and gave me ointment #26.  As we were leaving, the Doctor suggested that we visit a Professor Pizanti, an expert in the field of lips and mouth.  I almost fell to the floor; this same professor treated me about 25 yrs before for another mouth ailment.  We made an appointment.   We recognized each other immediately. I told her about my ongoing problem going, which had been going on for almost 2yrs.  She felt there was no problem.  She immediately prescribed an unusual lip balm.  And it did work. .However, she wanted to see me periodically every ½ yr.  On one of my visits, she asked me when my tooth was extracted on the right upper side of my mouth? About a year ago, I replied. Well, I don’t like what I see, she said.    We did a biopsy immediately.  The result was not clear but appeared to be cancerous.  Finally I landed at Tel Hashomer for another biopsy with the same result.  The decision was made to do surgery this happened around end of July 2007. The date of the surgery was set was for after Yom Kippur. As we can see Hashem guided me to her, she was to be my alarm signal.
2) We made plans for a trip to the States. About 2 weeks before our departure date at the early minyan in our shul, there was a guest with a relatively new member of the shul.  After tefillah he comes over to me and asks me, “Are you Yidu Fried (Yidu was my nom de guerre while living in Boro Park).  He mentioned his name, and 45 years of memories of my old gang came back to me .We had drifted apart.   I have no clue why but we did. .He related to me that Heshie Pearlstein, one of my closest friend at that time, passed away 2 years ago.   I was shocked to say the least.  We had vacationed together and shared many experiences.    I asked for Sara’s telephone number.  I came home and told Liz about this strange encounter.   She told me to call her immediately to convey my condolence.   And since we were leaving for the States, she suggested that I meet her for lunch and so I did.  She was very appreciative of my call.  When we were in NY, I met with Sara and we recognized each other immediately.   As we’re reminiscing, she told me that Heshie, her husband, died of brain cancer.  I told her about my forthcoming surgery in my mouth.  She shocked me by telling me that Heshie had the same problem, but much more serious, involving 12-14hr surgery in the year 1991.  But he totally recovered and was very active for 11yrs till they found brain cancer.  I said to Liz, mine is much simpler only 3hrs.  Sara and I became friends.  She helped me understand what Liz would be going through, sometimes worse than I. 
We had the surgery, the results were all positive. I’m done being in touch with Sara.   But she advised me to use music to soothe the frustration and excruciating discomfort of physical therapy after surgery.  It was great advice. 
In January 2008, we went to the States and when we returned, Liz tells me she made appointment for me with Professor Pizanti. We went to see her and got a kick in the head when she said. “It’s back again.  Get another biopsy immediately!”   Next day, at Tel Hashomer, they agreed with her.   After the results came in, we realized that there’s “real trouble in river city”. And after a consultation with all the doctors on staff of Mouth and Jaw department, they all I agreed that I must have a Maxillectomy.  This was the same surgery that Sara mentioned. 

Liz, the love of my life, called Rav Fuhrer and he spoke to her with the kind intervention of David Zwiebel.  Harav Fuhrer as well as Liz’s nephew Dr. Jonathan Aviv, a renowned head and neck surgeon, .came to the decision the surgery should be done at Sloan Kettering. She asked my surgeon at Tel Hashomer.  He told her that Sloan Kettering is the shrine of head and neck surgery.  Liz, with the help of Jonathan Aviv, gets hold of Dr. Kraus at Sloan, the finest surgeon and e mails calls back and forth. She accomplishes the latest date for surgery will be March 25th.   She also sees that I get to see surgeon before he goes on a lecture tour in March .We got the ok Thursday a week before Gavriel’s Bar Mitzvah.  I got on the plane Thur. night, and saw Dr Krauss Friday early afternoon with Chaim Leibowitz.   Dr. Kraus explained everything and it was not a pretty picture.  I flew back home Monday.  Before flying back, Sara met with me and she gave me peace of mind because, frankly the cancer back in such a short period is not conducive to optimism.   She told me her husband’s surgery was done 17 years ago-- not in Sloan.   She said convinced me that I would be fine.
Liz and I came to the States a week earlier for tests to be taken.   We were housed by our wonderful friends, Stan and Marty Fawer (stay as long as you like) who went way beyond even their usual and extremely generous hospitality.  We were ready for the surgery mentally & physically as one can be for a 12-14 hour surgery!
 Tuesday pamayim ki tov.
My three daughters Shoshanna, Tammy, and Ruchel each came for a week to be my side.   And they were wonderful each in their own inimitable way helping me and Liz. Without Yaacov’s managerial strength and love, we would all have fallen apart.  The constant calls of my children and their spouses helped us get through each day. After surgery I couldn’t speak for six days and I could only answer by writing notes.  Only after the first day, like the heaven opened up, I was able and willing to listen what everybody had to say.  As I mentioned to Shoshanna, Tammy, and Ruchel the concept of “seyog lechachma shtika” took up a new meaning.  The main principal, is to first listen and understand what you’re told and then you can ask questions for as we all know many times we interject when somebody is making a point either to show we know better or rebut him for that’s our ego before he finished his statement.   If you really listen, you can appreciate what the person means like me, who has no voice feels.   I was able to see the expressions, not only hear.  Each one of us has different ways of expressing their emotional feelings.  I was able to put my hands on Liz face; it showed more feeling than a thousand words. I have friends that express our deep relationship by kidding around. And this time their facial expressions showed me how much they cared and were worried about me.   I hope to be able to thank all the people around the world that called and prayed and cared whether I was deserving or not.  I cannot express the deep appreciation of the constant calls of my children, step children and spouses. And my brother, sister and brother in law who are responsible for so much of my happiness. And a special thanks to all the unsung heroes, who have taught me so much about giving and love. 

I hope the lesson I have learned will stick me for a long long time
And if any body readings this, can garner from it, the derech hashem and value hearing your fellow men we’ll be just extra gravy  
Written by Gershon Yehuda (Yidu) fried a plain Jew from Nethanya 
Epilogue
Saw my doctors on the 9-10 April and gave the go ahead to fly back home and be with whole family together at the Dead Sea what more can any body ask for?
