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CHAPTER 1. THE APPOINTMENT THAT CHANGED MY LIFE


The story I am sharing with you today is about my fight against breast cancer, a disease that affects so many women.


I am writing it to help people who are going through the same hardship, as well as to help their families and friends, who often cannot even begin to imagine what it is like. My goal is to raise awareness among the affected people, and to provide them with useful information.


I am also doing it as a method of self-expression, using what happened to me to move forward. Because it changed me. I came out of it with a renewed vitality, and a mind filled with new priorities.


Here is my story. The same story that so many women, men and even children have been through, as unfortunately, too many people are still suffering from a wide range of cancers.


It was a routine gynaecological check-up that would turn my life upside-down. On the 27th of December 2017, my gynaecologist discovered two lumps in my left breast. I had not noticed them. I had not noticed anything at all. I had however been eperiencing severe headaches quite often and had also been feeling tired. But I never would have imagined why. I used to put the blame on my work, to which I was fully committed. After a mammary ultrasound scan, I was told that the lumps were probably just benign fibroadenomae.


The radiologist even wrote down in her report the following words: ‘discussion about light monitoring, full ACR3 with ultrasound scan in about four months or, more likely, follow-up with a micro-biopsy treatment subject to the gynaecologist’s opinion’. Luckily for me, she decided to schedule an ultrasound scan with a specialist as quickly as possible. The scan results would say the same words: ‘mammary ultrasound scan corroborating the existence of a small nodular hypo-echogenic formation indicative of a fibroadenoma, for which a puncture biopsy under the monitoring of an ultrasound scan should be scheduled’. The radiologist even told me that there was only a one percent probability for it to be cancerous. It should have reassured me. Unfortunately, my fears lingered with me right up to the day the verdict was given.


On the day of the biopsy, the radiologist, the same man who was not worried a few days prior, seemed more tensed, and a little more distant. His eye contact was brief, his answers unclear. It reinforced my intuition about the tumour being cancerous.


The results of the biopsy would be ready in about two weeks, a period with would feel much longer.


I should introduce myself. I am a thirty-two-year-old, young woman. I am married, and the mother of two children, a girl of six and a boy of three. I have been a playschool assistant for a few months now and little by little I’m discovering the pleasure of balancing my job and my personal life. Besides my son, three other toddlers keep me busy all day.


Furthermore, we are building a new house. The loan has been approved and the construction is progressing quickly. We are supposed to move into our new home next April.


I am living a very fulfilling life in my opinion: a great relationship, a loving family and a job I like. Things could not be better, and I am content.


Some words about my personality now. I am down-to-earth and hard-working. I like planning ahead. I would even say that I do not like the unknown. Not knowing what is going to happen makes me nervous. I am easily stressed-out, sometimes to an extent that makes me sick. Since my teenage years I have been trying to get rid of this part of me. A therapist helped me when I was in high school, giving me Erikstonian hypnosis sessions. The therapy was about reaching out to my subconscious in order to remove the negative thoughts that were so deeply rooted in my brain, causing me to have a real self-esteem problem. I was aware of everything that was happening in the room and of everything she was saying. After seven sessions, I was already feeling different. I succeeded in taking the final composure test and passed it.


But stress kept on coming back in my daily life, whether it was while facing an unexpected event or after having fought with someone I liked.


I am currently facing a situation where I must manage my stress and emotions, the latter of which are all over the place. I question myself, whether I will be able to succeed in doing so.





CHAPTER 2. SOME DREADFUL NEWS


24th of July 2018. A date that will stay engraved in my memory as the day that changed my life dramatically. It was the day the big fight started.


At 2.30 p.m., I hear my phone ring and a strange foreboding seizes me, as if I could sense what was going to happen next. I do not pick up the phone, I stand paralysed, feeling knots begin to twist in my stomach. I just stare at it while it continues to vibrate.


The strange feeling grows as I see the voicemail signal appear on my phone. When I eventually hear the voice of the gynaecologist, her tone and her words make me shiver:


“Good morning, I have just received the results of your biopsy, and unfortunately, they are not good. You will probably have to undergo surgery. I will check in with you when I come back. Everything is going to be alright. You can call your doctor. He has the results as well and will tell you more about them…“


She was actually closing her office to go on holidays when she called me. She would not have been able to reach out to me after, so she wanted to give me a proper follow-up before leaving. She wanted to give me the news herself. I found it really honourable. By now my body feels heavy, and I hear her words echoing in my head. I feel a weakness come over me.


My body starts shaking, and I begin crying uncontrollably. I try to pull myself together and decide to call the doctor. There must be a mistake. Time seems to be dragging. The phone rings and the secretary makes me wait for minutes that feel like hours…only for me to get knocked out a second time. The results are correct. We are talking about my breast, and about cancer. Crying and shaking, I sit down on the floor. My strength has left me, and I cannot hear anything anymore. It feels like I’m in a nightmare… it had neve even occurred to me that I might have to experience this feeling. I feel completely unprepared, caught by feelings I cannot really describe or put a finger on. The spectrum ranges from fear, anxiety, fright and doubt, to a lack of understanding and even anger.


My husband is asleep because he works night shifts. I cannot wait for him to wake up, it’s too hard, I need to share this with him. I enter the room and sit down on the bed. He seems so still and calm, so far from imagining what is going on. I call his name gently. He wakes up startled and notices that I am crying.


“Hey, what’s happening?“ He asks.


“The gynaecologist has just called. She had my results and they were not good.“


I would always remember the look he gave me, his sadness when he heard the news. He takes me in his arms immediately and we start crying together.


“I am scared…so scared“, I say.


My teeth are chattering, my arms and legs are shaking. I cannot control my body. I am asking myself a thousand questions, but no answer comes to my mind.


“What did the gynaecologist tell you?“


“That it was not good and that I will have to undergo surgery. But then…is it cancer? Do you think that I have cancer? It is not possible… I’m having a bad dream.“


“It’s going to be alright. I love you honey,“ my husband replies.


My body is out of control. It belongs to someone else. I am shaking, I feel like vomiting. My stomach is in pain, I’m having an out-of-body experience, as if I were just watching the scene from afar. It is such a weird and terrifying feeling. I am bewildered and panic-stricken by the whole thing. The very same night, we have an appointment at the doctor. We have to find someone to look after the children because I don’t want them to be aware of what’s going on. I eventually decide to call my parents. I already know how much pain and fear I am going to cause them. It frightens me even more. My mum picks up the phone:
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