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Introduction by Paula Black


In the prime of my life—as a wife, mother, businesswoman, and co-pastor of a church—I heard the dreaded words: “It’s cancer”. Doctors gave me just three to six months to live. With my husband Dale’s help, I began researching everything I could about my fatal disease. We met with doctors and oncologists. We talked with cancer patients and their families. We tirelessly researched every conventional and alternative cancer treatment available. But mostly, we prayed.


Eventually, I would find a combination of methods that treated the root causes of my disease, not just the symptoms. Against my doctor’s advice, I followed my own newly discovered path, which I call the Body-Soul-Spirit approach. I learned how to strengthen my body’s immune system while simultaneously deepening my faith in God. By blending SPIRITUAL truths with NATURAL remedies, I got well. What I learned and acted on saved my life.


In the twenty-four months it has taken to write this book, 1,144,800 people have died of cancer in the United States alone. The American Cancer Society tells us that one in two men and one in three women will get cancer in their lifetime. They also report that 4,500 Americans are diagnosed with cancer and 1,590 die of cancer every day. Cancer is an epidemic that touches all of us.


Even though the above numbers are getting worse, not better, cancer no longer scares me—nor do I fear its return. You will understand why by the time you have finished reading this book.

My journey was frightening, exhilarating, and challenging. I had to make life-and-death choices, to consider the consequences my husband and children faced, and to contemplate the real possibility of death by cancer. During this process, my husband and I became experts on cancer. Often I went cross-grain to the medical establishment, which was unsettling and scary but ultimately proved to be the right choice for me.


Many have called me a cancer survivor. I reject that label. I didn’t simply survive cancer—I am cured of cancer.


When I was diagnosed, Dale was my rock, offering me unconditional love and support. He became my head cheerleader and my counselor. His previous experience as the only survivor of an airplane crash gave him an astounding ability to see life through a spiritual lens, along with the history of overcoming life-threatening injuries. I do not believe I would be alive today if it were not for his help in my fight against cancer.

Dale also became my full-time cancer researcher. As a career airline pilot instructor, he spent decades researching and teaching complex aeronautical science and jet aircraft systems to pilots and engineers. When I was diagnosed with cancer, Dale put these well-honed skills to valuable use, digging tirelessly for the information I would need to reverse my disease.

The decision to share my story has been both challenging and rewarding. So why do I feel compelled to tell of my battle with cancer now? So far, Dale and I have lost over forty family members and very close friends to this horrible disease. Every family seems to be touched in some way by cancer. And most have only heartbreak and loss as a result. I knew that if writing this book could help even one person find his or her own way of escape, I had to be willing.

Throughout this book, I have attempted to be authentic, vulnerable, and open. Like me or not, you will learn who I really am. Dale and I wrote our dialogues and interactions in the same way we act and talk in our real lives. You may not agree with some of our reactions or our decisions, but inside these pages we candidly reveal who we are—the good, the bad, and the ugly. Be prepared for Dale and me to talk about God often. You see, God is an integral part of our daily lives and there is simply no way to exclude Him from my story, nor would I want to.

The book you are about to read is based on my true story. The events are real as well as the characters, but I have taken some liberties to condense the telling for clarity. The names of some people have been changed to protect their privacy. The conversations related within the story have been drawn from our best recollections of those discussions. For ease of understanding, literary license has been used with the character of Dr. Cohen, also known as “the doc.” She is a compilation of several real people—two medical doctors and two nutritionists with whom Dale and I met, plus three authors and several healthcare professionals Dale interviewed for the research he did on my behalf. 

In an effort to help the reader understand some of the points discussed in this book, a few of the “expert” quotes used to convey certain ideas, or to provide better clarity, are from sources that became available after my event occurred.

You may be reading this book because you enjoy an inspirational story or desire to learn what it’s like to battle cancer. Possibly you or a loved one has just been diagnosed with cancer or another chronic disease and are searching for help and hope. Whatever the reason, it’s likely this book will give you more than you expect. But brace yourself. What you are about to read you may find shocking. You won’t find the information in this book discussed in the mainstream media, nor talked about in your doctor’s office.

I hope you’ll find my story compelling and educational. I stayed the course with my Body-Soul-Spirit approach, without chemotherapy and without radiation. Eventually, my advanced-stage cancer was gone. I got my life back.

And now . . . told for the first time since this happened seventeen years ago, here is my story.


Chapter 1—THE BIG SHOCK

“Open your eyes, Paula. Wake up. Can you hear me?”


Irritating words muscled into the black void of my mind as my eyelids struggled to open against an invisible pressure. Sights and sounds slowly crept in, bringing more questions than answers. This looks like a hospital, but why am I here? And why is it so cold?


I tried to pull the blanket closer, but my efforts were sabotaged by a shockwave of pain shooting through my chest.

A familiar voice cut through the fog. “How are you feeling, sweetheart?” I sighed in relief as my husband gently held my hand and kissed my forehead.


“I’m so glad you’re here.” I squeezed his hand and couldn’t let go. “I’m cold . . . and so thirsty. Can you get me a drink?” Was that really my voice? It was raspy, so unfamiliar.


“I’ll be right back,” Dale whispered, gently prying my fingers loose.

The nurse inspected the tubes and gauges, then scribbled notes on my chart. “Paula, are you in any pain?”

I tried to move slightly to shift my body, but pain tore through my chest. “Yes,” I managed to gasp. “Yes. Can you give me something? And can I get another blanket please? I’m freezing.”

Within moments, a heated blanket was releasing its soothing warmth over me. I could see Dale, wearing a boyish grin, approaching with a plastic cup of water. He bent the straw and gently probed it through my parched lips. I didn’t stop drinking until the slurping signaled I had emptied the cup. Water had never tasted better.


With my immediate needs met, I returned my focus to the whats and whys. I had been through some type of surgery . . . that was obvious. Blazing pain still smoldered in my breast as a reminder. Oh, yes. I came to the hospital for a lumpectomy. A large mass in my left breast. I remember now. The surgeon was going to remove the tumor. What did they find? Was the tumor benign? It had to be. There’s no way I have cancer. Not me.


If anyone had answers, it would be Dale. After twenty-five years of marriage, I knew him well. He’d dig and pry in his relentless search for the truth. Besides, I could always read his face. My barrage of questions began. “What did they find? Do you know anything yet? Has anyone talked to you?”


Dale hesitated and for a split second his eyes darted away. Not a good sign. He locked his gaze on mine and forced a smile. “Everything’s going to be fine, Paula. Remember, God wants you well—and He’s the final authority.”



Comforting words—but a shaky voice. I studied his face. Dale was frightened. My cool, calm, faith-filled husband was afraid. Right now I wish I didn’t know him so well. He’s trying to be brave, but he knows something.


“Dale, tell me everything. What did the doctor say? What do you know?”

“Let’s wait a little while, honey. Give your head a chance to clear. You barely know where you are. I’ll tell you all the details later, but not now. Just remember: Everything is going to be just fine.”


“I know you, Dale. You’re stalling.” Are his eyes watering? Is he holding back tears? Gently touching his arm, I asked again in a softer voice, “Tell me, honey. What did the doctor find?”


I tried to brace myself while Dale appeared to be gathering his strength. It took him several seconds to pull himself together, but the seconds seemed like minutes, and in that time, I knew my life hung in the balance.

Dale covered my hand with his. At last, he uttered, “It’s malignant, Paula. It’s cancer.”

My heart stopped. I died inside. Dale spoke some more, but I didn’t hear the words. His mouth was moving, but it was all distant, muffled noise to me. I was blind, deaf, and dumb with shock.

Finally, I managed to focus on what Dale was saying. “The lump was much larger than the doctor originally thought, sweetheart. He couldn’t get it all. The tumor has already spread too much. He needs to do additional surgery. As soon as possible. He recommends that your entire breast be removed . . . as well as some of the lymph nodes under your arm.”

Is he finished? Please, God, let him be finished. I don’t want to hear any more.

Dale could see the anguish in my face. “I’m so sorry, Paula.” Tears trickled from his eyes. More silence. He was giving me time to absorb the news. Time I needed.

“Is there any good news?” I said at last.

“Of course, sweetheart, absolutely! The doctor says there’s reason to be hopeful. He believes if you have the full-scale chemotherapy and radiation treatments, as well as another surgery, well, then there’s a good chance you’ll get well. Now, he didn’t give us any guarantees, of course, and he cautioned against getting our hopes too high. At the same time, he thinks if you’ll let them do the whole nine yards—I mean everything—there’s a good possibility they can get rid of the cancer.”


My face fell in crushing disappointment. That’s the good news? “Oh, Dale, I can’t believe it. I was so sure the lump would be benign—that I wouldn’t actually have cancer.” My voice pitched higher and my words trembled. “How could God allow this to happen? I figured we’d do this lumpectomy thing and it would all be over.” I turned away and swallowed hard, trying to keep my emotions from exploding.


“I know it’s overwhelming, honey. I am so sorry. But remember what you and I already know. God wants you well. That’s a fact. Remember, His Word tells us that all things work together for good to those who love God and are called according to His purpose. Don’t forget that promise, sweetheart. At the same time . . . I didn’t think God would allow this, either.”

And we know that all things work together for good to those who love God, to those who are the called according to His purpose.

Romans 8:28


Why did I push so hard for Dale to tell me all this now? Why didn’t I let him wait like he suggested? I felt like I’d been broadsided by a speeding freight train.



“Remember this too, Paula. Though Dr. Anderson is an excellent doctor, he’s just a man. He’s a human being full of frailty, like all of us. He’s not the final authority. God and His Word are the final authority. I know you believe that. And let’s not forget that ‘by His stripes you are healed.’[1] We have a titanic struggle ahead, but if we’re going to win it, we need to remember what is true.”


Dale was saying all the right words. Words I’d heard him preach as the pastor of the church we were starting. Words I knew he believed wholeheartedly. Still, something was different about him. Somehow this battle—maybe because it involved me instead of him—was one he had not been prepared for.


“I know, Dale. I know you’re right.” Yes, I knew. And I believed God’s Word. But at that moment my feelings were stronger than what my head knew. It’s cancer. How could my world have changed so completely by hearing two little words?


A welcome interruption broke the tension as a nurse approached. “Pastor Black, it’s time to move your wife to her room. You can go to the waiting area for now and join her in about thirty minutes after we get her settled in.”


The nurse and an orderly began unhooking the monitor and moving the IV. I studied Dale’s face as he stepped away, slump-shouldered. I wanted to comfort him. I knew how much he depended on me . . . needed me. If I die, his world will crash into a million pieces.


I thought back to when our relationship began. We had been college sweethearts. Dale was recovering from an airplane crash a year earlier and dreaming of becoming an airline pilot. I had been selected for the Pasadena Tournament of Roses Court. We fell in love fast and hard and married soon after we met.

We came from vastly contrasting backgrounds so our relationship had struggled from the beginning. Our mutual commitment to God was our strongest bond when so much else tried to pull us apart. Despite our distinct differences, our love was strong, and neither of us could imagine living without the other. Now, facing this crisis, there was no one I would rather have beside me.

Dale’s voice broke as my bed was rolled through the doorway. “I’ll see you in a few minutes, honey.”

I lifted my hand in a weak wave as he disappeared from view. Usually I tried to be the encourager. Not this time.

Alone with my thoughts, I watched fluorescent lights pass overhead. I could hear the clicking and squeaking of wheels and shoes scuffing on linoleum. A new reality was trying to take root, but I was not ready to let it in. How could I? There was still so much I didn’t understand.


I’m a fixer. Once I collect all the facts, even if those facts are bad, given enough time, I’ll figure out a plan. I always have. But this? I have cancer? And apparently it’s really bad because the doctor couldn’t get it all. And now he wants to remove my entire breast? And lymph nodes? What does that mean anyway? How advanced is it? How much has it spread? Where has it spread?



The short journey to my room provided a much needed distraction, if only for a few minutes. My bed was wheeled into an oversized elevator that took us up to the fourth floor. As we exited, I could see a bustling nurses’ station with a middle-aged woman sitting behind the desk on the telephone while another nurse stood at the counter studying someone’s chart. No one paid any attention to me. I was just another patient in the constant parade that marched by hour after hour each day.



The wide hall was dotted with carts, metal IV stands, and supply cupboards. We entered a comfortable room where I was moved onto a bed next to a large window. Oh good. At least for now I’m the only patient in the room.


Once I was situated in my new environment, everyone left and I was alone for the first time since hearing I had cancer. Except for occasional sounds from the hall, the room was quiet. I gazed out the large picture window. The sky was fittingly overcast. I wished for rain—the sky could shed the tears I was struggling to hold back. I didn’t like anyone to see me cry. Not even Dale. I needed to be strong and capable, and I hated feeling vulnerable. But vulnerable was exactly what I was.


This hadn’t been my first experience with a formidable obstacle. But this was different—more intimate, more deadly. This will be a big one. Cancer is already changing everything.


In the quiet of my room, I began to revisit my life. Had I lived long enough? It had been a full life for my forty-five years, but there was still so much I wanted to do—so much to live for.

I thought back. Three months after Dale and I were married, we headed to the jungles of northern Peru to work as volunteer missionaries with the primitive Aguaruna Indian tribe. Both of us were adventurers at heart. That mission experience changed us, individually and as a couple. A love for people and missions was born, a love that propelled us into a life of ministry.

I thought about the aviation businesses we had started—training jet pilots and offering jet charter flights. We both loved business but our hearts belonged in ministry, so we packed our lives with both. Dale eventually succeeded at reaching his goal of becoming an airline pilot with a major U.S. carrier. But we still had so many plans . . . so many dreams.

And then there was family. How would this news impact our two children, Eric and Kara? I loved them both so much and wanted to be part of their lives for many more years. Even though they were grown, there were so many important moments ahead. Who would they marry? Who would love my grandchildren like I would? And I knew the most important thing I could do would be to pray for them every day. Life is difficult and prayer would be the best gift I could give them.


There was so much purpose in living, and suddenly I knew I never wanted so badly to live. The fear of disappearing from the lives of the ones I loved was overwhelming. My chest tightened with each thought like a chain being ratcheted to the point of breaking. I could barely breathe as I tried to mentally loosen the invisible band restricting my oxygen. What is happening to me? I was breathing but getting no air. This must be how it feels to suffocate.


Only twenty minutes had passed since learning I had cancer, but already I knew my life would never be the same. For the first time in years, I was afraid. So much was at stake. Tears began rolling from my eyes. I tried to steel myself but couldn’t stop them. Someone could show up at any moment and I didn’t want to look weak, but the drops became streams running down the sides of my face, disappearing into my hair and soaking into my pillow.


Thoughts formed like spider webs I couldn’t escape. Questions surged past in an unstoppable assembly line. Do I really have cancer? Could it be true? What does it all mean? What will I have to go through? When will this nightmare be over? Will it kill me? How can I die so young? So many people I’d known had already died of cancer.


What makes me think I’ll be any different?


I wondered how my parents would take the news. We were close. I knew how devastated they’d be if something happened to any of their children. And what about my sister? This will be really hard on her. We’ve been through so much together. I can’t imagine not having her in my life, and I know she feels the same.


I tried to gain perspective and slow my mind. I wasn’t ready to accept any of this yet. As I struggled to hold back the sobs, desperate words escaped my lips: “Not me, God. Please not me. And not now. Not this way! Not cancer.”

Little did I know that my frantic prayer would be answered—in ways I could never have imagined. I was embarking on a journey that would change me—in ways I had no idea needed changing.


Chapter 2—Promise

Carts clattered down the hallway while the drone of voices from early morning rounds filtered in. Hospitals are not a place for sleeping. “Good morning, Mrs. Black. How are you feeling?” The nurse studied my chart.

“Okay, I guess. What time is it?”

“Six-fifteen.” She unceremoniously yanked back the curtains, robbing me of any privacy, and around my arm went the blood pressure device.


I gazed out the window at the gray overcast that stubbornly hung on. I don’t really have cancer. They probably made a big mistake and today this will all be over.



I clung to hope. Trying to gather more of it, I recalled how Dale dealt with his life-and-death crisis as the passenger and sole survivor of a catastrophic airplane crash. Early in his aviation career, he and two other pilots were flying a load of cargo when, seconds after takeoff, their twin-engine airplane smashed into a huge, seven-story building. With an impact speed of 135 miles an hour, the plane shattered into a thousand pieces. The three pilots then free-fell 75 feet to the ground.



Although the crash was classified as non-survivable, Dale is still very much alive. Why? Why did he live and the others die? I thought I knew. While Dale lay in a coma, he experienced a life-altering journey to heaven—and back. He had gone from life, to death, to life again.


Dale’s doctor spelled out a dire prognosis: “If Dale does survive, he’ll likely have permanent brain damage from the blunt trauma. That’s what killed the other pilots. He’ll certainly never walk again. He’ll not be able to use his left arm or see out of his right eye. His back is broken in several places. He’s broken both legs, both knees, and both ankles. Airplane parts had to be surgically removed from all over his body including his head and face. My biggest concern is his head injuries.”

On the morning of the fourth day, Dale emerged from the coma—with a transformed heart. Nothing would be the same for him again—ever.


Eventually, working hand in hand with God and against all odds, he learned to walk, run, and even fly again. Dale is a walking miracle.[2]



That’s the same God I know. And the Bible says He is no respecter of persons—He shows no partiality.[3] Wouldn’t He be willing to do the same thing for me? Wouldn’t God answer my prayers like He answered Dale’s?


And what about my mom? She had breast cancer when she was forty-five.

Mom’s tumor was malignant and doctors planned on removing her breast and lymph nodes. While she waited for surgery, she focused on God and studied her Bible. Every time we spoke, she told me God was in the process of healing her. I never saw Mom more zealous for God and His ways than when diagnosed with cancer. I watched her share her faith with complete strangers.


The day of Mom’s operation arrived. I had flown up and was with Dad at the hospital. Early that morning we entered Mom’s room to see her one last time before surgery. There she was, minutes before her operation, grinning, with a glow of joy about her. It must be the drugs.


“The lump is gone! The doctor said the lump is gone.”

“What?”

“It’s gone. God healed me.” Mom was giddy—and believe me, Mom didn’t do giddy.


Could it be true? “Mom, what are you saying?”


Her voice gained in decibels. “I’m saying they can’t find it. Doctor Herrick had another doctor come in and check me as well. They both agree. It’s gone! God healed me! I told you He would.”

Just the day before surgery, the lump was large enough to easily feel. Now it had vanished.

If God healed Mom of breast cancer, won’t He do that for me, too? I know He can . . .  but will He?


A verse came to mind: “Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, today, and forever.”[4] He doesn’t change. He healed Dale. He healed Mom. Wouldn’t He heal me, too? A flutter of hope tingled in my stomach.


“Good morning, sweetheart. How are you feeling?” Dale’s expansive smile warmed my heart as he ambled into the room, pulling a long-stemmed red rose from behind his back.

“How sweet. Thank you, honey.” I smiled as I pulled the fragrant petals to my nose. “Dale, I’m trying to figure some things out. Obviously, it’s scary if I really do have cancer. I’m still having trouble believing it. But I’ve been thinking more about how God answers prayer. I’ve thought about your amazing recovery from the extensive injuries from the airplane crash. I’ve also thought about Mom’s miracle healing of a malignant tumor.


“You had to work really hard over a period of years, but Mom’s miracle was instantaneous. Even though God worked differently in your lives, He still answered your prayers. I know God can answer prayer. I know God can heal. But what I need to know is this. Do you think God will heal me?”



“We both know God can heal. But knowing God will heal is what changes things. Faith comes when we know and believe what God says about healing and is released when we act accordingly. You already know this as well as anyone. But slow down, honey, we don’t have to talk about problems or solutions right now. You’ve been through so much. Wouldn’t you rather wait until we get home?”


Knowing God CAN heal you is not the same as knowing God WILL heal you!


“No, Dale, I need to talk. If I don’t talk about it, I feel like I’ll go crazy. I’m trying to believe that God is going to heal me, but then I think about Margie and Nadine. And what about Patty and Jan? They had families, even young children, but they lost their battles with cancer. And then there are Bob and James. These were wonderful people who loved God but died way too young. I know God can heal. But I need to know He will heal me. How can I think God will do for me what He didn’t do for them?”


“I understand, sweetheart. And I’m not trying to minimize the threat. Cancer is the biggest battle we have ever faced. We weren’t expecting this blow, and you haven’t really had any time to digest it. Don’t worry about your faith. I know you. You will rise to the occasion.”

“I guess no one ever expects to have cancer. Right now, I feel panicked. Like I don’t have my feet under me. It’s like our cockatiel, Toothpick. When you hold her by her body her tiny legs go berserk, flailing in the air trying to find something to grab.”

Dale chuckled at the image.

“Well, that’s how I feel. I don’t have my footing. I know I can find it in God’s Word. I just haven’t gotten there yet.”

“Don’t worry. You’ll get there; you always have. Now Paula, let me ask you a pointed question. Do you feel angry at God about this?”

My face contorted in a mixture of emotions. And then it all just sort of poured out of me. “I feel frustrated, Dale. We’ve given up so much in this world to obey God . . . and now this? Just think about it. We love God and want to serve Him always, but doing what we believed God wanted us to do has cost us everything.

“In the prime of your career, you believed God asked you to surrender your position as an airline pilot to follow Him. As hard as that was, you gave it all up. That was a three million dollar decision, yet I agreed with your choice even though I’ve second-guessed it a hundred times since. We’ve led mission teams in dozens of countries at our own expense. Plus, you flew ministers all over the world in our jets at no charge. We’ve built churches, an orphanage, provided hundreds of thousands of Bibles and gospel tracts. When we needed more money, we’d go back into the business world.


“Even the two jet pilot training companies we built from the ground up—eventually we felt God asked us to surrender them both. I mean, Dale, we’ve given away houses, jet airplanes, cars, retirement and travel benefits, clout, and a whole lot of money—and security too. We did this willingly in order to follow what we believed God had for us. Now, here we are again. Planting a new church out of thin air, trying our best to follow God’s plan for our lives. and then BAM . . . to get hit with cancer? What is going on? Why would God let that happen?”


My head collapsed on the pillow in exhaustion. I closed my eyes and squeezed the rose tightly. “Don’t get me wrong, Dale. God didn’t cause this cancer. I know He doesn’t make bad things happen to teach us a lesson. But He certainly allowed it. This is so completely unexpected. It seems totally unfair. I’m not sure I can muster the strength to even fight this battle, let alone win.” I shook my head from side to side. Tears trickled down my face. “I’m so tired, Dale. I’m just exhausted.”

God doesn’t make bad things happen to teach you a lesson.


Dale placed a hand softly on my shoulder. “I know, Paula. It’s overwhelming.” Wiping a tear from my cheek, he bent and kissed my forehead. “I sure didn’t expect this either. I’m so sorry.” He looked out the window. I could see the frustration on his face. And then resolve. Whether Dale was trying to convince himself or me, I didn’t know, but I was grateful for his encouraging words: “We will get through this, Paula. We’ll find God’s will in this. I promise.”



Chapter 3—To Believe

Dr. Anderson eased into the room. I felt fortunate that he was my surgeon. He was well thought of in the community, and my primary physician had made a substantial effort to arrange for me to see him. His pleasant manner and genuine concern made him easy to talk to. I guessed him to be in his mid-50s, though his tall, trim stature belied his age. A full head of sandy-colored hair tinged with silver gave him a distinguished appearance.

“Good morning, you two. How are you feeling, Paula?”

“Hi, Doc.”

He smiled as he picked up my chart. “Are you in any pain, Paula?” He matter-of-factly pulled back the bandage on my breast to check the incision.

“Well, right now the physical pain isn’t the problem. But my emotions? Not so good.”

“That’s understandable. This is a big blow for anyone.” He replaced the bandage and jotted some notes on my chart.

“Let me ask you, Doc—are you positive my tumor is malignant? Are you completely sure?”


I glanced at Dale. His face tightened. I turned back toward Dr. Anderson. He paused a moment. “Yes, Paula, I’m afraid so. We received the full report from pathology this morning, and it confirms what they told us yesterday. The tumor is malignant. You do have cancer.”



The room went silent as Dr. Anderson gave us a moment to come to grips with the definitive, unambiguous conclusion from the lab.


It’s official. I have to believe it.


I looked at Dale and knew he must have been thinking the same thing. I could tell he was struggling. He seemed suddenly unsteady on his feet. His face was pale. We both gathered ourselves, and I broke the excruciating silence. “Okay, Dr. Anderson, can you tell us what we can expect next?”


“Well, here’s the situation. I couldn’t get the entire tumor out yesterday. It had spread—like tentacles. I removed the core, but there’s still a substantial amount of cancer in your body. I recommend we schedule you for a mastectomy. That means we’ll remove your entire breast. At the same time, I’d like to remove some lymph nodes from under your arm to determine how much your cancer has spread. Because of your age and the aggressiveness of this type of cancer, we’ll need to get you started on chemotherapy and radiation treatments right away.”

Dale interrupted. “What if she doesn’t do those things, Doc? What if she just says no to all this? What happens then?”

“Well, as I mentioned, her cancer is very aggressive. If you don’t do the treatments, I don’t think Paula will be here in three months. Six months maximum.” His blue-gray eyes locked onto mine. “In my opinion, you really don’t have much choice here.”

My hands tightened into fists. “When do we need to do the surgery?”

“As soon as possible. You’ll want a little time to find a reconstructive surgeon if you choose to have reconstruction done at the same time. I’d also like to have you meet with the oncologist I work with. I think you’ll like him.”

“I guess there’s no time to waste. I don’t want this cancer in my body any longer than necessary.”

Dale spoke up again. “Doc, what can Paula do in the meantime to keep the cancer from spreading? If anything will help her, we’ll do it.”

“Nothing, really. That’s why it’s so important to get Paula into the chemo and radiation treatments as soon as possible. Why don’t we meet in my office on Friday to talk about everything in detail?”


Dale scrunched his face in confusion. “Really? There’s nothing she can do? Wow, that’s surprising.” His eyes widened. “Then . . . I guess we’ll see you on Friday.” The two shook hands as though some binding agreement had just been reached.


Did I agree? Do I have a choice? Everyone is speaking as if this is normal. Like we’re bringing a car in for repairs. But it’s my body. My life.

I need to get out of this hospital.

“When do you think I can go home, Doc?”


“You can go home today. Everything looks fine. I’ll sign the papers and get you released.” Dr. Anderson smiled reassuringly, then turned and left.


Dale sat on the edge of my bed, gently squeezing my toes through the sheet, and looked into my eyes. “Now that you’ve heard the details from the doctor, how do you feel, honey? What are your thoughts?”

“Gosh, Dale, I don’t really know how I feel. I assume I have all the bad news. I just don’t know what it all means yet.”


“We’ve just been handed a huge challenge. But if God has allowed cancer in your life, He’ll use it for our good and His glory . . . if we do this His way.”


If God has allowed cancer in your life, He’ll use it for your good and His glory . . . if you do things His way.

“Dale, when you were dealing with all the news from your doctor after the airplane crash, how did you get your faith jump-started?”


“That’s a great question, honey. Well, one of the first things I learned was that praying for faith didn’t increase my faith. The Bible says, ‘Faith comes by hearing, and hearing by the Word of God.’[5] I learned that faith comes from knowing what God says in His Word. The best way, well, the only way to build faith is to read the Bible with an open mind and heart to learn what God says. So I studied the promises of God, trusted them, and released my faith by acting as if that Word were true in my daily life. So faith doesn’t come by praying for it. Instead, faith comes by knowing and trusting in God’s Word. That’s how faith works. But you know this, Paula.”


“Then I should do the same thing. When we get home, I need to listen to the audio tapes of Bible promises nonstop so I’m hearing the Word of God constantly. That will help build my faith.”
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