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			This book is dedicated to my sons Liam, Lance, Logan, & Lucas, to my bestie in Heaven, Sara, and to my bestie on earth who doubles as my husband and Twinkie, Chuck. You all teach me to go to Jesus. Every moment of every day.

		


		
			
Foreword

			I met Hannah in 1995 when I moved to New Jersey. Four years later she was a bridesmaid in my wedding, and from then on we shared life as sisters-in-law. Moves. Pregnancies. Babies. Before long there were seven boys between our two families. We shared the boy-mom bond and unique friendship that comes from being married to brothers. When we settled within an hour of each other in southeast Pennsylvania, our efforts to get our kids together forged fond memories: autumn corn mazes, Christmas gift exchanges, Easter egg hunts, and sleepovers. Every summer, in Hannah’s kitchen, we’d make gallons of salsa with farm fresh ingredients. After a full afternoon, I’d drive home with at least a dozen mason jars clinking in the back of my minivan. I’ll never forget the time we forgot to wear gloves while dicing jalapenos. Hannah’s resourcefulness kicked in. We tried everything from lime juice to yogurt to stop the burn. We can laugh at it now!

			My family and I missed Hannah and her family when they moved to Arizona in 2015. Those rhythms of togetherness changed. A few months after their move, we flew out to see “the cousins” in sunny Phoenix. Shortly after we returned to the snowy Northeast, we got a phone call. The events that followed are explained in this book.

			If you meet Hannah, the first thing you notice is her natural beauty. As you get to know her, you find her radiance is more than skin deep. She is smart, strong, industrious, and adventurous. She is caring, wise, nurturing, and creative. She’s an amazing cook! With an eye for detail, she creates beauty in all that extends from her—fashion, home, meals, art. Hannah was slightly ahead of me in marriage and motherhood, so I leaned on her for advice. Her open home and joy in serving others inspired me. Her faith was steady. As the events of this book unfold before you, you will see what I had the honor to witness in real-time: a soul transformed by suffering. 

			Hannah experienced a series of tragedies. Powerless, I watched her endure loss after breath-taking loss. Along with committing to pray, I began to check-in via text every Friday. Eventually, those texts became more frequent, and visits followed. Although we no longer shared a family name, our friendship flourished. C.S. Lewis wrote, “Friendship is born at that moment when one person says to another: ‘What! You too? I thought I was the only one!’” We discovered such moments, realizing we could talk with ease about the hard stuff of life, our mid-life journeys, and the spiritual renewal we were both experiencing. We found a shared vision: a Godward life of worship, prayer, and surrender to His will in everything. 

			I watched what could have made Hannah bitter and depressed become a chrysalis. Something sacred was happening. Weeping slowly gave way to joy; pain molded to purpose. “Beauty from ashes” was rising. Hope was born. Hannah’s life proves our losses are not the end of our story. They are the doorway to more, if we surrender all to Jesus, lay down our defenses, and wear our faith like skin.

			—Linda Cerynik

		


		
			
I: The Five Losses
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			Do you know what the five most stressful events of life are? I googled them. Research shows they include moving, divorce, death of a loved one, job loss, and major illness. Any one of them is enough to significantly sideline a person. I had all five happen to me in the span of three-and-a-half years. So much loss. Some days I just rode the torrential waves of grief as I mired my way through the unending drama of paperwork, court dates, medical appointments, and financial strain. Some days the sharp shrapnel of sin and brokenness hit me harder than others and roughened the already raw edges of my grief. But I wasn’t alone in any of it. God had a plan. Jesus reminded me that He wept. He knew what it was to experience the grief of loss.

			Suffering. Loss. None of us are exempt from it. We all feel the tentacles now and then, reaching out to us, trying to entwine around us—to wrap us up and submerge us. Over the last four years of my life I became entirely too well acquainted with it. Loss has become a familiar, although unwelcome, space in my life. And as I realized how easy it is to go to despair and bitterness in my suffering, God reached in with His long arm of mercy and brought me His hope and His love. He breathed life into my soul, filled me with His incredible peace, and reminded me He calls me Child. He taught me that He is always good.

			You are holding this book because God impressed on my heart to tell my faith story. My friend Elly texted me one day and said she had a dream that I was to “write a book and would be speaking in churches.” I had no idea about the speaking in churches part, but through her, God sent the confirmation I needed. Now I was sure I had to write my story!

			1 Chronicles 16:8-9,12 (NASB) says, “Oh give thank to the Lord, call upon His name; Make known His deeds among the peoples. Sing to Him, sing praises to Him; Speak of all His wonders. Remember His wonderful deeds which He has done...” This book is my remembering. One of my cousins referred to me as “a living miracle in motion.” I want to record His works and tell His stories.

			It was a stunning revelation to me that He could use my brokenness. He emptied me so completely of all of my “mis-worship”— all the stuff that I was allowing to fill up my life. I was not worshiping in Spirit and in Truth (John 4:24). And once He emptied me, He filled me up to overflowing so I could spill out onto those around me. It was so humbling to realize that I could be His vessel. I was awestruck that He chose me for this. The High King of Heaven, the God of all the universe loves and moves through us with His Spirit and uses us. He uses my “broken pot” to reach others in their hurts and sorrows. 

			We are like common clay jars that carry this glorious treasure within, so that the extraordinary overflow of power will be seen as God’s, not ours 2 Corinthians 4:7.

			Over and over, I found myself in situations I didn’t like, dealing with things I never wanted, expected, or planned. I never imagined a life so full of loss could become a blessing. 

			This is an amazing story of how God transformed a broken and lonely girl into a joy-filled and radically transformed woman. 

		


		
			
II: The Monster Within 
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			I had noticed a lump in the side of my right breast several months before. Never having felt anything before, I figured it was a cyst. I told myself I would watch it for a month and see if it went away. I had never done regular self-exams. Something felt off. Feeling uneasy, I finally googled a local breast center and scheduled an appointment. 

			I had been invited by one of the eye surgeons I worked with to go on a medical mission trip to Fiji. I agreed to go since I could use my nursing skills to help perform cataract surgery, and enjoy Fiji. My breast ultrasound was scheduled for July 28 at 9:30 in the morning, the day before my trip. My doctor did not like the look of my lump and immediately called upstairs to make a mammography appointment and another higher-level ultrasound. I was anti mammogram. I always err on the alternative side of treatment. This was not what I wanted. But I needed answers. So I reluctantly went upstairs and was ushered into a spa-like environment with plush robes, comfy couches, and water bottles—everything but the massage. I spent hours waiting to be fit into the schedule. After my first introduction to a mammogram and eventually a high definition ultrasound, the doctor that read my results came in and sat down with me. She was the first person to utter the word cancer to me. She held me in her arms and let me cry. And she offered the first words of encouragement to me, words I desperately needed to hear. “You can beat this, Hannah.” 

			I made a follow-up appointment for a biopsy on August 11, the morning after I was to return from Fiji. They would take a sample of my tumor to see what I was dealing with. I was glad they didn’t discourage me from going on my trip—for ten days I escaped reality. After the biopsy, I managed my way to my car and wept in the front seat. Even then, I knew I was not alone. I knew that if God gave me this trial, He would surely not leave me alone in it. I somehow made it home fighting through the tears.
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