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Another Inspiring Story from Texas

Greg Jefferys

Every day | get emails from people who tell me their story of clearing the Hepatitis C virus using
generic treatment. Every story is precious and every person feels such relief and joy at having
cleared this wicked disease. Obviously everyone has a different story to tell of how they caught
Hep C and how they cured it. For some reason | get a lot of inspiring Hep C stories from Texas and
this story below is from a young Texan man whose journey is particularly inspiring and really
needs to be shared.

Michael’s story reminds us that we have the power to take control of our own health and to never
to give up.

Hello, | am Michael and | am 45 and | live in Texas in the USA and this is my Hep C success story.
It turns out that | was first diagnosed with Hepatitis C in 1988, when | was only 16 years old... but
no-one told me that | was infected with this illness until 1992, when, as a 20 year old | went into a
Blood Donor location to give blood.

Each year our local radio station gave away tickets for those who donated, and this year was my
turn, | was so excited to get these tickets to the Van Halen show.

When the Blood nurse turned me away, saying that | had Hepatitis C, my first reaction was that
they were making some kind of mistake, they had to be wrong about this. So | went to my mother
and asked her about it, and this is when she let me know that my parent already knew | had HEP
C, and that the man that had molested and sexually abused me when | was a kid, had also very
recently died from the complications relating to HEP C.

This was my 1st experience with HEP C, on a long road to recovery that spans decades; it is a
story | will share now.

So, I have had HEP C for many years, probably since | was about 14 years old.

In 1992, when | was confronted with the fact that | had Hepatitis C it wasn’t something people
knew a whole lot about back then. So | was given a Bleak outlook and told to abstain from Sex,
Alcohol, Drugs, fatty foods, sugar, you know... pretty much everything a guy in his early 20s wants
to indulge in.

So, for several years | waited around on my imminent death, at least the doctors | had seen had
scared me into thinking it was imminent.

Then in 2003 | went on interferon / Ribavirin combination therapy, for 48 long miserably tiring
weeks.

As so often happens the interferon failed and | slid into a deep depression and began using street
drugs, falling further and further into Hep C whirlpool of despair.

In 2010 | began hearing rumours of a new trial drugs coming onto the market, from my doctor. At
this time | was going through physical therapy for the total shoulder and hip replacement |
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underwent in 2007, and the use of so many narcotic pain meds helped push my liver to a new and
very bad place.

By late 2013 | had a fibrosis score of F2 and | have to admit to drinking some, which did not help
my already stressed liver. | was feeling really helpless and without hope because | couldn’t find a
doctor that would work with me.

For another 2 years | waited around on doctors to finally see me for me and help me. In 2015 | met
with a new doctor in Oregon, USA, and with the new advancements in Medical Marijuana and
ALLOWANCES by the Oregon doctors to prescribe and treat patients who use MM|, | was able to
get with a new doctor who was more understanding of, and interested in, my total health
conditions.

In Jan 2017 she came to me and said, “Mike.. you are now F3. Your liver has been put through hell,
by you, by other doctors, and the HEP C virus. Your viral load is 35 Million and we have to do
something now!”

So she sent me to another doctor in Oregon and he told me that the waiting list was long, and that
the treatment was almost US$83,000 and that my insurance wouldn’t cover it, but they’d put me
on a waiting list and contact me when my turn came up, but it could be a few years for this to
happen.

The only advice they had was for me to try to take as good of care of my liver until then.

In other words, | wasn’t going to get healed. | was being told | can’t afford the treatment and they
weren’t going to be paying for it, and therefore, | guess | would continue with my side hurting like
hell and me being afraid of dying every day.

More and more | thought about dying.

More and more, each and every day, the most consuming thought | had was dying from
complications from HEP C and of leaving my loved ones, leaving them to clean up after me.

Click here to keep reading Michael’s story.
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