
 

Bob’s Journey with Cancer 

By Bob’s sister Wendy Aitkens 

Throughout his life Bob suffered from a few serious medical concerns. As a kid and young adult, he 

recovered from many and varied cuts, scrapes, and bruises. He survived recurring Malaria and dysentery 

he’d contracted in Ghana, a slashed wrist he received during a fall on a scree slope, a fall into a deep and 

cold crevasse on the Athabasca Glacier, and third degree burns on his leg while clearing brush on the 

ranch. Bob had developed an irregular heartbeat during his middle years. He was on medication and had 

undergone several treatments where his heart was stopped and restarted with fibrillation paddles – a 

reboot for his heart, so to speak.   

 

But the one thing he didn’t recover from was pancreatic cancer. He was diagnosed with a tumor on his 

pancreas in May of 2022. The doctors were quite certain it was malignant, and Bob went to Kelowna for 

Whipple surgery on June 1st. Doctor Garth Essen removed the tumor and the pathology showed he’d 

removed the entire cancerous tumor with clear margins all around, but the cancer was also present in 

Bob’s lymph system. The diagnosis was Stage 3 pancreatic cancer. 

Bob spent a week in the ICU in the Kelowna Hospital and the doctor was ready to move him to a ward 

when he had a stroke. Ethan Askey, a long time and close friend, was visiting with Bob. They went 

outside for a short walk and as they were re-entering the hospital, Bob started slurring his speech as he 

was telling a story. Ethan realized immediately what was happening. He got Bob into a wheelchair and 

rushed him back into ICU where he told the nurses what had happened. They confirmed the diagnosis 

and within the hour, Bob was in the operating room with a stroke specialist. They performed a 



 

thrombectomy, during which a catheter was directed through an artery in the groin, up through his 

heart and into his brain. A scan directed the doctor to the blood clot, and it was broken up and removed 

through the catheter. Bob recovered fully within hours of this procedure and several doctors came to 

see him as his recovery was uncommonly quick and so complete. 

Margie arrived in Kelowna after Bob had the stroke. He was incredibly frustrated that he had to stay 

another week in the hospital as he recovered from both the stroke and the surgery. Bob said that those 

two weeks were the worst in his life. The confinement and constant care of medical staff made him very 

restless – Margie warned the nurses that he was a ‘flight risk’ but he stayed until the doctor discharged 

him. 

When Bob was discharged on June 12, Margie took him to Les Parson’s place near Vernon where they 

spent a couple of days. The third morning, Bob woke up and told Margie he felt really good, and he 

wanted to get home to the ranch. The 6-hour drive went well, and Bob was so happy to be home where 

he could sleep in his own bed, walk out to see his horses, and have friends come to visit. Margie spent 

that first night with him and I arrived the next afternoon, June 14, to stay while he continued to recover 

from the surgery.  

 

When I got to the ranch, Bob was feeling very cold. He was wearing his heavy winter coat, a toque, 

mitts, and winter boots and he was sitting in front of an electric heater. His body was so cold, and his 

temperature was not returning to normal. The first thing he asked me to do was cut some kindling. I 

hadn’t swung an axe for several years, but we went out to the back porch. I found two axes and a stack 

of cut logs. I used the heavier axe to split the rounds and then I cut thin slices into kindling with the 



 

smaller axe. Bob watched; I think to be sure I was not going to hurt myself. I felt just like the times when 

our dad watched us when he was teaching us how to cut wood safely. I quickly felt comfortable with the 

job. I carried the box of kindling inside and started a fire in the stove in the living room. I kept that fire 

going whenever Bob began to feel the cold. 

He also had lengthy periods where his body heated up to the point he was dripping with sweat. Luke 

took his temperature and found that it was normal, so we knew the sweats were not the result of a 

fever. They would sometimes last for hours and they were very intense. Bob experienced some bouts of 

incontinence, so he wore adult protective underwear, and he always took care of that himself – for 

which I was very grateful. He slept in the room behind the stove in the log part of the house. I slept in his 

room with big window facing north and east.  

I made meals (his favourite was elk stew), cleaned the kitchen and bathrooms, took Bob to doctor’s 

appointments, shopped for groceries, stopped to get the mail. He took his meds as prescribed, talked to 

his doctors on a regular basis, and continued to write stories and locate photographs for his website. He 

always wanted to record his life story but eventually decided not to put it into a book format. Lanna, his 

niece offered to develop a website and input all his stories, articles, photos and poetry. They worked 

together to find a format that they both liked and Bob sent her what he wanted to be included. It went 

online in July 2022 as www.bobjamieson.ca. 

One evening we went to have dinner with Margie. On the way home, a couple of fellows in Ta Ta Creek 

were trying to keep two donkeys off the highway. They didn’t know where they belonged, but Bob did. 

We drove into the Ta Ta Creek ranch to let Ken; wife Robin and their son Justin know that the donkeys 

and three longhorn cattle were out of 

their pasture. No one was home so 

Bob called Ken to let them know. Ken 

was on his way home and soon 

rounded the animals up and returned 

them to their pasture. No matter how 

sick he was, Bob put neighbours and 

animals first. 

Bob recovered fully from the surgery, 

and he could drive himself to town 

and back, so on June 26th, we decided 

he could be on his own. The fridge 

was well stocked with fresh veggies 

and fruit and there was lots of food 

provided by several neighbours in the 

fridge and freezer. I made a big batch 

of elk stew which I put into single 

sized servings in the freezer. I left 

about noon on Sunday and, I suspect, 

that I hadn’t reached the top of Miller 

Road before he had started his tractor 

and started mowing the hay in the 



 

front fields. He told me later that he could sit in the kitchen and look out the window accomplishing 

nothing, or he could sit in his tractor, look out the windshield, and get the haying done. 

Neighbours came to help and over the next several weeks they did the heavy lifting for Bob while he cut, 

raked, and bailed enough hay to sell and put up for the winter. He had a good summer regaining some 

weight, strength, and body mass and he healed enough to throw a few bails near the end of the haying 

season. 

Test results in late August and in September indicated that the cancer had spread to his liver and was 

spreading quickly in the lymph system. Bob struggled to eat, and his gastric system was not functioning 

properly. He continued to fluctuate hot and cold. By October 14, his condition had deteriorated so three 

days later, I returned to stay with him again. I helped him sort papers, books, and files. We talked about 

his life and how he wanted it to end. He confided in Margie that his biggest concern was the care of his 

four horses (Banner, Painless, London Fog, and Jewel). When Ken and Justin from the Ta Ta Creek ranch 

said they would take them and allow them a peaceful life for as long as they needed, Bob was content.  

 

On October 18th, after talking to Dr. Kate Buddo, we downloaded a copy of the Medical Assistance in 

Dying (MAiD) form. We filled it out and Bob signed it. Ross Peck, a good friend who happened to drop 

by, witnessed it. I took it in to Kate’s clinic in Kimberley and dropped it off for her. I picked up a form 

that she had signed that allowed the funeral home to pick up Bob’s body for cremation and issue the 

death certificate. The form ensured that there would be no need for a coroner to be there nor for 

her/him to perform an autopsy. While I was in Kimberley, Bob called Banner to him, threw a saddle on 

the old gelding, and went for a ride – the last time he would be on a horse.  

Bob was sleeping more each day and he only ate small quantities of food several times a day. His 

favourite food was vanilla yogurt with two heaping spoonsful of Robin’s homemade raspberry jam. 

Lanna came over and gave him a hair cut and he trimmed his beard. 

He sent out a message to his email list and told people that if they wanted one more chance to ‘kick his 

ass’, they should come soon. Many people came to the ranch, and when the sun was shining, they sat 



 

outside in a circle by Bob’s tack shed (with his ski ‘fan’ on the gable end) sharing stories and lots of 

laughs and hugs.  

 

Members of our Ghanaian family; Vivian (from Accra, Ghana), Abu and Blikis Nuhu (from London, 

England) and Amelia (from Kintampo, Ghana) called October 20, 21 and 22. Marc Hewison, the man who 

bought the ranch, flew from his home in the Bahamas to spend an afternoon with Bob and then fly back 

the next day. On Sunday, October 23rd, Uwe Gwinner invited everyone to a barbeque near the corrals on 

the property to the north of Bob (that Marc also owns). Uwe and cowboy friends had rounded up his 

cattle to separate and brand them. Bob, Margie, and I and all the friends who were visiting him, drove 

over and enjoyed Uwe’s great sausages and smokies together. Ethan and Liz Askey were there along 

with Melody Creegan and Margot McMaster, and several others. 

On Monday morning, October 24th, Bob woke up and moved to sit on the couch in the living room. He 

looked absolutely drained and when I sat with him and hugged him, he said, ‘I am so tired…’. When Kate 

phoned to check in with him, he told her that he ‘was done’ and he wanted to move the date for MAiD 

from October 28th to as soon as possible. He didn’t want to face four more days. Kate offered to come to 

the ranch after her clinic hours that day and, with relief, he agreed. He and I picked out a shirt his 

cowboy boots and jeans he would wear. He had completed all the things he needed to for Margie to 

take over as Executor. He was ready. Everyone whom he wanted to be with him in his last moments 

would be there. His last day was full of visits from friends, phone calls which seemed satisfying for him.  



 

Blikis wanted to provide some help to Bob in the 

form of a Ghanaian meal. But, she is in England! 

In the long run, we invited Loretta Amoah, a 

young woman recently immigrated from Ghana, 

to come to the ranch and make him a meal of a 

bean dish called Red Red and some fried 

plantain. She arrived Monday in the early 

afternoon and the meal was ready for all of us to 

enjoy by about 4 pm. What a gift for Bob as his 

last meal! 

About 4:30 pm, Kate and nurse Nigel arrived. 

Nigel set everything up and we all went into 

Bob’s bedroom, the one with all the large 

windows and the wonderful views of what he 

called ‘paradise’. I gave Bob a small watercolour 

painting of the view out the north window – a 

little piece of the ranch to take with him. He put 

his boots on and lay on his bed, and we all 

hugged him and said goodbye. Kate confirmed 

with Bob that he was ready to die. When he said 

yes, she administered the first drug which 

allowed him to slip into a deep sleep and then 

she dispensed the other three; a pain killer, a 

muscle relaxant, and the final drug. 



 

Bob died peacefully and with 

dignity at 5:10 pm on October 

24, 2022, surrounded by sisters 

Margie and me, nieces Lanna, 

Robin and son Luke – and a male 

elk bugling nearby. 

As his body lay at rest in 

McPherson’s Funeral Home, we 

took the fugu and hat given to 

him by the Wala people of 

northern Ghana when they 

installed him as the Friendship 

Chief into their tribe. We asked 

that these be placed in the coffin 

prior to the cremation so bit of 

Ghana would mingle with his 

ashes.  

Family and friends held a 

wonderful afternoon Celebration 

of Bob’s life on November 5th. At 

least 175 people attended, and 

family and friends spoke about 

Bob, his time in Ghana, his love 

of children across his extended 

family, his life as a biologist, 

conservationist, outfitter, and 

rancher. McPherson’s Funeral 

Home provided a live stream of 

the event so those who couldn’t be there in person could be there via the internet. The recording went 

onto McPherson’s website. Lanna would eventually add it to Bob’s website.  

A good friend of Bob’s summed up his life and was able to put into words the love and support our 

family wished for him; 

“You have lived such a full and amazing life. Who could have imagined this western Canada boy could 

have done all these things. 

You are now at life's off ramp. You have completed your journey. Now you will let go and allow the next 

generation to take the reins. 

I pray for your smooth departure, and I know that you will find a happy hunting ground. Know you will be 

front and centre of my mind over the coming days. 

I send my strength to hold you up and send you on your new journey!” Love you, John xoxo 

 


