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INTRODUCTION



Sharing Sister to Sister


THE LORD WILL FULFILL HIS PURPOSE FOR ME; YOUR LOVE, O LORD, ENDURES FOREVER—DO NOT ABANDON THE WORKS OF YOUR HANDS.


—Psalm 138:8


IF ONLY MY WORDS WERE WRITTEN IN A BOOK—BETTER YET, CHISELED IN STONE!


—Job 19:23–24 MSG


I’LL WRITE THE BOOK ON YOUR RIGHTEOUSNESS, TALK UP YOUR SALVATION THE LIVE-LONG DAY, NEVER RUN OUT OF GOOD THINGS TO WRITE OR SAY.


—Psalm 71:15 MSG



Surviving for a Purpose


“Hi, my name is Janet Thompson. I am a breast cancer survivor.”


Doesn’t that sound like a recovery-meeting introduction? Many words associated with breast cancer trouble me. The worst offender is the word survivor. Survivor has become a household term from reality TV programs in which only the toughest, smartest, bravest, and most popular contestants survive the elements and win. To me, this is an unappealing concept. In heaven, the Lord says, the first will be last and the last will be first . . . and the sick will be well.


The branding breast cancer survivor created an internal struggle for me. My surviving insinuated others didn’t—that made me sad. Having to survive in order to live—that made me mad. Maybe I wouldn’t survive—that made me apprehensive. Stating I “survived” implies a hard struggle—that scared me. Survivor just didn’t seem to fit me. I cringed every time someone used the word, especially when everyone felt the need to tell me stories of women who died from breast cancer, then ending with the one who survived. It was like fingernails on a chalkboard.


As I was settling in to write this book, the following press-release e-mail flashed across my computer screen:


HOWARD SIGNS SADDLEBACK LEADER. Howard Publishing signed Saddleback Church (Lake Forest, CA) women’s leader Janet Thompson for a book that encourages women battling breast cancer. Thompson, a breast cancer survivor, has an extensive national speaking ministry.


There it was for the entire world to see—I am a “breast cancer survivor.” Like it or not, it is a fact; so I had better get used to it. I would love to tell you that happened and I now freely use the word survivor. Not the case. I continuously seek a new term to describe the ordeal because I’m more than just a “survivor”; I’m also a “winner”! You see, there is a spiritual battle going on around us—a battle for our souls, our hearts, and our minds—and God does not want us merely to survive this battle. He assures us that with His help we will be victorious. Wounded but not defeated. Not just surviving, implying we barely made it, but energized by running the race, staying the course, and fighting the good fight. Somehow, some way, we will be better women because of this experience.


I don’t feel I just survived; rather, I believe God had a purpose and a plan in my breast cancer. He wanted my heart to break for every woman going through this. He intended for me to write this book and speak freely so others also might find purpose in their breast cancer.


It took me months to write the first words of this book. I wanted so badly for you to have it in your hands, but every time I thought about putting my journey into words, it seemed too painful. Finally, I cried out to God to release what was holding me back and discovered that freeing power came when I wrote through the pain and despite the pain. Tears and sadness consumed me as I penned the first pages to you. But I broke through the wall as I poured out my thoughts and heart to the Lord and to you, and before long I wasn’t crying anymore . . . well, most of the time.


This book is for you, my breast cancer sister. While I may not know you by name, I know you by heart. I understand your feelings and pain, and I want to walk beside you as only a friend who has been there can. Dear God, They Say It’s Cancer is the book I longed for during my own breast cancer journey. Its purpose is to be a mentoring tool, a comfort, a companion, a journal, a record keeper, a devotional, and a source of information for you. It provides a place for you to take notes and store some of the pieces of paper you receive at doctors appointments along with treasured keepsakes. I trust it also will be an oasis of solace and comfort from the Lord’s Word. My prayer is to mentor you from others’ and my experiences and to wrap you in God’s love.


Writing to you today, in early November, I have not yet reached my one-year surgery anniversary. This time last year, I was in limbo between finding out the biopsy was positive and waiting for the surgery date. There is no way to know in those countdown days how your life is about to change. You live in a continual state of shock. The world keeps going around, but yours has stopped. You desperately want to relive the day before you felt the lump or had the mammogram or the doctor said he thought he felt something in your breast. You pray, “Lord, could You just turn back the clock so I can replay those days and have them turn out differently?”


However, the minutes and days keep ticking by, the surgery date looms on your calendar, and you wonder what to do. Do I live life as normal? How do I prepare? It doesn’t really hurt or look that bad. Do I really need to do this? Maybe it will just go away. I’ll wake up relieved that it was just a bad dream.


Awakened from your thoughts by calls from the doctor’s office, you are not sure which way to turn. Should you check out more information on the Web? Read more books? Talk to people? Who should you tell? How will they react? How and when do you tell your children? What about your job? What about your hair? What about your husband? You feel your life spinning out of control, filled with overwhelming decisions and public conversations about parts of your body you thought good girls kept private. Now everyone wants to take pictures, poke, and look at your breasts. Overnight, you have gone from modest to what feels like an exhibitionist!


My purpose in writing Dear God, They Say It’s Cancer is to help you and me be more than women who do or do not “survive” breast cancer, but, instead, women who seek and find God’s purpose in it. God never wastes a hurt. Nothing happens by accident in a believer’s life. For each of us, God’s plan and purpose will be different. I know my purpose is to share my God-given passion to raise the awareness of prevention and early detection of breast cancer, as well as help those on the breast cancer journey live a quality life in the secure arms of the Lord.



Where to Begin?


Dear God, They Say It’s Cancer will be relevant wherever you are in your breast cancer or faith journey. This is your book to use in whatever way serves you best. There is no right or wrong way. The book starts at the beginning of your breast cancer journey and progresses through decisions, treatments, emotions, things to remember, things to forget, and tools to assist. Along the way it explores a gambit of feelings and circumstances we all share on this journey.


If newly diagnosed, you can start right from the beginning and journal as you go along, or you might choose to go to the topic touching your life that day. For those of you in the middle or maybe even several years past your breast cancer treatment, let this book be the means to work through any lingering feelings of grief, sorrow, hurt, and brokenness, as well as to remember joys and blessing. Each chapter has the following subsections:


The Topic Title—A quote from the Lord and/or a breast cancer sister.
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	Dear God—My letter to God. A window into my breast cancer story.
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A Sister Shares—A fellow breast cancer sister shares her story.
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Mentoring Moment—Lessons learned, helpful tips, encouragement.
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God’s Love Letter to You—Paraphrased scriptures to personalize.
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Let’s Pray—Praying through a scripture or praying with me.
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Your Letter to God—Each chapter ends with encouraging prompts to help you journal your own breast cancer story.










Journaling


The journal section, “Your Letter to God,” is one of my favorite parts of this book. It is an opportunity to record a major event in your life. If this is your first experience journaling, what a great time to start! Healing often happens when we talk about it—or write about it. Please don’t be afraid or apprehensive. Journaling is simply writing down and documenting your feelings. Think of it as writing a letter to God. Not everyone understands how you feel, but God always understands, and He is eager to hear from you. No matter what faith you are or are not, you matter to God. God will fill the pages, nudging you toward helpful things to put down on paper. Maybe He will help you remember a good time to laugh about or a different way of looking at a person who said something hurtful without even knowing it. I suggest you pray before journaling and then let your pen flow freely. Some days you will write pages; other days you won’t feel like writing more than a sentence. Here’s what three breast cancer sisters said about journaling:


Once you start writing, it all comes back to you. I could go on and on! This book is exactly what all of us survivors need to document this miserable journey and to remember God’s faithfulness and lessons learned. —Darlene Gee


I kept a journal of my feelings and the things for which I was grateful. —Nancy Tuttle1


Every day I wrote something—how I was feeling, things family and friends helped with, especially God’s special blessings. It is important to journal because you can go back and read how faithful God was and still is!—Linda Taylor


One of my visions for Dear God, They Say It’s Cancer is that it be a safe place to document an epic time in your life. Take this book with you to doctor appointments, tests, scans, mammograms, radiation, chemotherapy, the hospital, and wherever the twists and turns of your cancer journey take you. With your book in hand, you can . . .


• Take notes


• Journal


• Read


• Write questions to ask the doctors or technicians, and record their answers


• Read an encouraging story from a breast cancer sister


• Note something to remember about a fellow patient you meet


• Receive God’s comfort from His “Love Letter” to you


You may need more than the space provided for journaling. If you feel up to a shopping trip, visit a stationery store and pick out a journal that reflects your personality. You may want it to be quite feminine and pink, which is the breast cancer color, or perhaps you prefer something more utilitarian. A spiral-bound notebook works fine too. If a trip to the store is not possible, ask someone to pick up a journal for you. Often, people want to get you something, and I have found you can never have too many journals.


Your journal will be personal. Don’t feel you have to share it with anyone; however, as God did with me, He might give you the opportunity to mentor others with the wisdom and encouragement that comes from putting your thoughts into words. I am going to let you read my journal. I wish there had been a book like this to journal in while I was going through my breast cancer treatment. I grabbed whatever was available at the time. Unfortunately, my journey is scattered between Realtor notepads, scraps of paper in my purse, or whatever was handy by my bedside. I longed for a book to record everything in one place. For an organized person, breast cancer definitely caught me unprepared to make sense out of a confusing period.


My “Dear God” letters in this book are a compilation of reflections from those scattered notes, as well as current feelings. If you acquired this book after treatment, you may wish to follow my format in looking back at experiences combined with what you are currently encountering. I think you will agree that even after the intense treatment slows down, breast cancer always will be a part of your life. Hearing women speak in terms of how long they have been cancer free assures me breast cancer is now a permanent component of my persona.


Breast cancer sisters have confided in me that if they didn’t journal during their journey, they now regret it. They long for a record of this life-impacting event to leave a legacy for future generations. During the heat of the battle with the daily barrage of decisions and assaults to your body, you often don’t feel like doing or thinking anything. However, when the crisis subsides, you will wish you had written things down.


If you are in the group of women now looking back at the breast cancer journey, it’s not too late. This book is for you too. While often writing my “Dear God” in the present, I am actually reflecting back from notes made along the way and from memory. You may be saying to yourself, “Memory? What memory? Between radiation, chemotherapy, Tamoxifen, or some other drug, my memory is shot.” I thought the same thing, but when I took pen to paper or fingers to keyboard, God brought it all back to me, and I’m confident He will for you too!


If you are just beginning the journey and don’t feel like journaling right now, just make notes in the lines provided in the margins and come back to it later.


If you are in the midst of your journey, some of your entries will be in the present, and other times you will write in the past tense.


Don’t worry about grammar or spelling or sounding articulate. Remember, this is your book, and there is no right or wrong way to use it. By the way, the note-taking area in the margins is for you to use however you choose. You may want to write down what you are feeling as you read that page or note something you want to remember. This area gives you an opportunity to interact with the material you are reading.


I share parts of Nancy Tuttle’s story in this book. Nancy’s son, Randall Niles, who accepted Christ during his mom’s breast cancer, found all her journals after she went to be with the Lord, and it changed his life. He says:


One of the last messages Mom received from God was “to write.” Although she never fully understood God’s purpose for this calling, she accepted the challenge with a servant’s heart. As her health declined, she was increasingly frustrated with her inability to focus. She was discouraged that her lack of physical strength prevented her from accomplishing God’s work.


About one month after her death, God revealed to me that His calling for my mother was not yet complete. Through a series of visits and letters from Christian friends who knew and loved her, God hit my heart with the fact that I was part of this calling! As a prodigal son, I was integral to God’s purpose for Mom’s life!


Filled with conviction, I returned to her desk, computer, files, and bookshelves in order to discover the full impact of God’s mission for us—as a Christian mother and prodigal son. I was stunned to find a wealth of material she had been inspired to write over the years. Letters, journals, testimonies, essays, church devotionals, Bible study notes—they were fantastic, rich with insight and heart. In tears, I collected my mother’s works and spent that weekend reading. In prayer, I humbly realized that I was a prodigal son saved by God’s patient grace. Through my mother’s words, I saw that my relationship with Jesus was the ultimate hope and purpose for her life of fervent prayer.2


Maybe you are thinking, I don’t want anyone reading what I write. That’s OK too. No one has to read it but you. Make that clear to your family and friends and even put it in writing! Whether you have journaled regularly for years or this is your first time, let me assure you there is freedom and healing in expressing your thoughts and feelings in writing.


The best part about journaling is that God is ready to receive our words with a faithful, listening ear. He can take it all: the good, the bad, and the ugly. He beckons, “Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your souls. For my yoke is easy and my burden is light” (Matthew 11:28–30). We can’t refuse that offer.


Annually, I disciple a small group of women. Journaling prayers to the Lord is the first spiritual habit I introduce to them. You should hear the rumble around the table: “That doesn’t seem natural.” “I don’t like to write. I just want to talk to God.” “This is going to be hard.” “Why do we have to do this when He can read our mind?” “I won’t have the time!” Maybe these are some of your thoughts too.


After the protests fizzle down, I ask, “Does your mind ever wander when praying?” The unanimous answer is, “Always.” Wandering minds are corralled when we journal. Then I probe deeper. “How often do you mean to pray, but the time just slips away?” Knowing looks and nodding heads around the table. Ah, that won’t happen when we stop, sit down, and write out our prayers. Next, I ask, “Do you always remember everything you pray for? Do you go back and thank God for every answer?” The answer: “Of course not.” So I encourage them, “Make journaling a habit and a spiritual discipline in your life, and I promise it will be a blessing!”


The group always struggles through the first few weeks, and then the breakthrough comes. The grumbles turn to, “I can’t believe I have not done this my whole life!” “I really miss it when I don’t take the time.” “It has kept me faithful and focused during my quiet time with the Lord.” Soon their journals are full, and they are buying new ones.


Let me give some tips to help journaling become a blessing for you too:


• Pray before you start.


• Select a journal that reflects your personality and style.


• Write your heart. Don’t worry about grammar or sounding spiritual. Let your pen flow with your thoughts and feelings.


• Think of journaling as simply writing a letter.


• Date your journal entries.


• Experience journaling as a conversation. Freely write all that is on your heart and mind. By the way, prayer is simply talking or writing to God.


• You might want to reflect on my “Dear God” letters or comment on one of the “Sister Shares” stories or “Mentoring Moments” and how it applies to you.


• Just in case your mind goes blank, there are thought-provoking questions to get you going at the end of each chapter under “Your Letter to God.” Don’t feel confined to answering them. Write whatever you desire.


• If you want to write confidential things and worry someone might read your journal, come up with abbreviations and symbols only you understand.


• Don’t feel you must be positive all the time. When it hurts, talk about it. When you are sad, cry out. When you are mad, God can take it.


• Express the good things that happen, too, and the days where everything does seem better.


• Journal in doctor or treatment waiting rooms, while receiving chemotherapy treatments, sitting in the car while your ride runs into the store for you, nights when you can’t sleep, lying down to rest but your mind is racing, long hospital days and nights . . . let this book be your constant companion.


• Keep this book and your journal with your purse, and regard both with equal value. Your words to God, and His back to you, are treasures.


• If you aren’t up to journaling and the pen seems too heavy, don’t worry—it shouldn’t make you feel guilty. When the time is right, you will get at it again. Maybe reading “God’s Love Letter to You” will provide more comfort that day than writing.


• Use the “Prayer-and-Praise Journal” in appendix B to record your prayer requests and God’s answers.



Personalizing and Praying the Scriptures


Another purpose of this book is to be a devotional—a study of how God’s Word, the Bible, applies to your life and specifically your breast cancer. No other book can give us the guidance, direction, peace, and answers we seek. The Bible is “a manual for living, for learning what’s right and just and fair; to teach the inexperienced the ropes and give our young people a grasp on reality. There’s something here also for seasoned men and women, still a thing or two for the experienced to learn—fresh wisdom to probe and penetrate, the rhymes and reasons of wise men and women. Start with God” (Proverbs 1:3–7 MSG).


I invite you to pray Psalm 32 with David, who wrote many of the psalms while running for his life and under great siege, so they apply to your and my life right now too. The Bible is your personal guide for life. There is no other like it. Nothing else will fill the deep need and hole in your heart except God and His words in the Bible.


Therefore, throughout this book we will be learning to pray through the Scriptures. That means we personalize them by putting our names in place of all the pronouns and/or adding personal pronouns . . . another name for this is paraphrasing. The Message (MSG) affords itself well to this because it is actually a paraphrase of the Bible rather than a literal translation in modern-day language like the New International Version (NIV) or the New Living Translation (NLT).


We will prayerfully personalize the Scriptures many times in the “Let’s Pray” sections, and often I will join you in this prayer by adding my name. Since we are paraphrasing, these sections will not be the exact original text. Let’s try it here to give you some practice:


Let’s Pray


Prayerfully personalize Psalm 32:1–11 MSG by inserting your name in the blanks:


Count yourself lucky, how happy you, ______, must be—you, ______, get a fresh start, your slate’s wiped clean. Count yourself lucky—GOD holds nothing against you,______, and you’re holding nothing back from him. When I kept it all inside, my bones turned to powder; my words became daylong groans. The pressure never let up; all the juices of my life dried up. Then I let it all out; I said, “I’ll make a clean breast of my failures to GOD.” Suddenly the pressure was gone—my guilt dissolved, my sin disappeared. These things add up. Every one of us needs to pray; when all hell breaks loose and the dam bursts we’ll be on high ground, untouched. GOD’S______’s island hideaway, keeps danger far from the shore, throws garlands of hosannas around ______’s neck . . . Celebrate GOD. Amen.


The Lord and I want to walk with you through your breast cancer journey. I hope the “Mentoring Moments” give you some new ideas and helpful hints. In addition, many breast cancer sisters graciously contributed their stories to help encourage, inform, and mentor you. We pray it will give you inspiration to write your own story.


Things never seem as scary when you have a friend next to you. Ecclesiastes 4:9 says, “Two are better than one,” but verse 12 adds, “a cord of three strands is not quickly broken”—the Lord, you, and me.


Your Victorious Breast Cancer Sister,


Janet







CHAPTER ONE



Making the Annual Appointments


I HAVE HEARD ALL ABOUT YOU, LORD, AND I AM FILLED WITH AWE BY THE AMAZING THINGS YOU HAVE DONE. IN THIS TIME OF OUR DEEP NEED, BEGIN AGAIN TO HELP US, AS YOU DID IN YEARS GONE BY. SHOW US YOUR POWER TO SAVE US.


—Habakkuk 3:2 NLT



It’s That Time of Year Again


During my routine annual exam my doctor detected a small lump in my breast. He wasn’t that concerned about it, but I was due for a mammogram anyway, since I was then forty. —Lisha


I squeezed a mammogram appointment into my busy travel schedule. —Heather
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Dear God,


Thank You for the reminder that I didn’t receive the appointment letter for my annual October mammogram. When I called in September and told the receptionist of the oversight, she said, “Oh, I’ve been getting a lot of calls saying the same thing. We’ve had changes back there, and I guess they got behind.” Behind? I never received a letter. All the emphasis on being diligent with annual mammograms, and she just shrugged this off like I was making a nail appointment. Oh, and now they can’t see me until November 18. No worry though. It’s just routine anyway. Father, please protect me, and don’t let this delay be a problem. I also want to pray for all the other ladies who did not get their annual mammogram reminder letter. I hope they are diligent and remember to call anyway.


Thank You things went better setting the appointment for my annual physical with my gynecologist. It’s in early October. What a relief! With these appointments set, I now can focus on the traveling and speaking engagements remaining this year.


Diligently Yours, Janet
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For my fortieth birthday in April, at the recommendation of my gynecologist, I added a mammogram to my yearly workup. I went willingly as a firm believer in preventative healthcare. A week after my first mammogram, I was called back by the surgeon’s office. There was a “thickening.” Probably nothing, but a repeat mammogram was in order. The repeat mammogram indicated the thickening was not an illusion. A sonogram, or ultrasound, was done. As the surgeon closely examined my internal tissue, she explained that very often malignancies appear on sonograms as a starburst-type mass with a shadowy tail. “Let’s do a core biopsy.” She explained that she would insert a relatively large-gauge needle to extract a core of tissue, much like the bulb planter used by gardeners to remove a plug of dirt, though on a much smaller scale. She cautioned me that small tumors, she estimated mine at 5 mm, are sometimes hard to pinpoint in a core biopsy. A negative result was not necessarily a confident analysis. An excision biopsy would follow. —Bonnie1
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Annual mammograms, breast self-examinations, and gynecological checkups, including clinical breast exams, are a must for every woman. Breast cancer is occurring at higher rates among younger women. I fervently encourage every woman, even in her twenties or thirties, if she has breast cancer in her family or feels something suspicious, to schedule an immediate appointment with her doctor. It doesn’t mean she won’t get breast cancer, but early detection increases the chances for complete recovery. At the age of thirty-five, I was a dietitian at a hospital that purchased its first mammogram machine, and they gave all the female staff free mammograms. That baseline mammogram started me on an annual schedule.


The American Cancer Society posts recommendations for all women on their Web site (www.cancer.org.) It reads:


Women age 40 and older should have a screening mammogram every year, and should continue to do so for as long as they are in good health. Women in their 20s and 30s should have a clinical breast examination (CBE) as part of a periodic (regular) health exam by a health professional, preferably every 3 years. After age 40, women should have a breast exam by a health professional every year.


Women at increased risk should talk with their doctor about the benefits and limitations of starting mammograms when they are younger, having additional tests, or having more frequent exams. Women should discuss with their doctor what approaches are best for them. Although the evidence currently available does not justify recommending ultrasound or MRI for screening, women at increased risk might benefit from the results.2


I will never forget an overnight hospital stay in my early twenties. All night I listened to the muffled crying of the woman in the other bed. She was having a mastectomy the next day. Repeatedly, she warned me never to put off annual checkups and mammograms, as she had done. I heeded her advice; it saved my life.
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Dear______, (fill in your name)


Do you not know that your body is a temple of the Holy Spirit, who is in you, whom you have received from me? You are not your own; you were bought at a price. Therefore honor Me with your body (1 Corinthians 6:19–20 paraphrased).


Your Creator, God
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Father, You made us women, crafting our bodies with breasts. We want to honor You with our bodies, and we understand that means avoiding sinful activities with our bodies, as well as taking excellent care of them. Life is Your gift to us in the form of breathing, functioning bodies. Our responsibility is to cherish this gift and do everything we can to keep our bodies in good, running order.


Lord, help us to encourage others to be diligent in scheduling regular examinations and tests. If we have been negligent in the past, we ask Your forgiveness and help in avoiding procrastination in the future. Thank You, Lord, for our bodies and breasts. Let us use and maintain them to Your glory. Amen.



The Suspicious Alarm


IN MY ALARM I SAID, “I AM CUT OFF FROM YOUR SIGHT!” YET YOU HEARD MY CRY FOR MERCY WHEN I CALLED TO YOU FOR HELP.—PSALM 31: 22
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Dear God,


Oh no! I had my annual October physical with my gynecologist, and he feels “something” in my right breast and wants me to have my mammogram at a breast care center out of the area. I told him I already had an appointment in November at my regular mammogram center, but he stressed I could get in right away at this new one. “They will do everything all in one place. The ladies appreciate that,” he added. I assume “everything” means the mammogram and ultrasound he ordered as well as seeing the breast specialist while I’m there. I guess that would be convenient. I’m not worried though . . . it’s just the “right-breast alarm” again.


I remember in my midforties receiving a call back for an ultrasound on my right breast after a routine mammogram. I really was nervous that time, because it had never happened before. Boy, did I praise You when it turned out there was no problem and the doctor only commented on my dense breasts full of great milk ducts! I cried. My husband, Dave, didn’t understand why I was crying. Men just don’t get it. It was such a release from the fear of not knowing. Dave and I celebrated with going out to dinner.


Then just five years ago during my annual physical, another doctor thought he felt a mass in my right breast. So, off to the specialist, only to find this, too, was just a false alarm. Lord, I am sure this is another right-breast false alarm, and my doctor wants me to drive such a distance to have the mammogram and see a new specialist. There is no breast cancer in my family. No reason to worry.


Cautiously Yours, Janet



[image: Images] A Sister Shares



Back in 1975, I suffered for months with pain in my back and left arm. My doctor thought it was just a cyst. As the pain became more intense, I decided to consult a dear friend of our family, a doctor in San Antonio who had delivered my children. He told me to get on a plane and come to San Antonio for some tests. The first test was a mammogram, which showed I had advanced breast cancer. I was in a state of shock! Surgery was scheduled, and I had a radical mastectomy. The doctor came out of the operating room and told my husband, Tom, he believed all of the lymph nodes were cancerous and that I had only a short time to live.


When my husband and children came in to see me following the surgery, I knew they were very sad. I was unaware of the prognosis the doctor had given them. When the pathology report came back, it showed none of the lymph nodes were malignant! The nodes were hard and inflamed, but not cancerous. Praise God! I felt it was a miracle. Perhaps they detected the four-inch malignant tumor just before it could spread throughout my entire body!—Grace Bell



[image: Images] Mentoring Moment



Grace Bell flew to another city, yet I complained about going twenty minutes out of my way to one of the best breast cancer centers and specialists in our area. When the alarm sounds, we need to diligently follow through, no matter how sure we are it is “nothing” or how far we have to travel. Maybe your alarm was a lump, soreness, or drainage, but whatever form it took, if you are reading this book, the alarm probably was something.


I know of one grandma who felt a suspicious lump in her breast and waited eighteen months to get it checked out. It was cancer. She seemed to know that all along but either didn’t want to face it or didn’t want to disrupt the family flow. I think it is natural for all of us to go into a period of denial. Worrying in advance does not help anything, but where there is a reasonable suspicion, we need to get it checked out ASAP.
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Dear______, (fill in your name)


Dear friend, guard clear thinking and common sense with your life; don’t for a minute lose sight of them. They’ll keep your soul alive and well; they’ll keep you fit and attractive. You’ll travel safely; you’ll neither tire nor trip. You’ll take afternoon naps without a worry; you’ll enjoy a good night’s sleep. No need to panic over alarms or surprises, or predictions that doomsday’s just around the corner, because I will be right there with you; I’ll keep you safe and sound (Proverbs 3:21–26 MSG paraphrased).


Your Protector, God
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Father, You know what a difficult time this is for us. We fear something is not right, and it is so hard not to worry as we go through the process of determining if there really is a problem. Lord, we come asking You to remove our worries, fears, and doubts. Let us put our energy and efforts into pursuing more information, and help us remember that worry does not come from You. Give us a calm spirit, and let this not be a distraction to the other things You are doing in our lives. We trust You and put our confidence in You alone. Amen.



Setting the Follow-Up Appointment


One evening in August 2001 when I was showering, I discovered a small lump on my right breast. I quickly told my husband what I’d found and not to worry. Nevertheless, I made an appointment with my family doctor, and he ordered a mammogram. —Gloria
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Dear God,


Reluctantly, I set the appointment at the breast care center my gynecologist recommended. I had an immediate check in my spirit when they answered, “BreastCare and Oncology Center.” I didn’t like hearing the word oncology. After all, I am only going for a mammogram. I don’t have cancer for goodness’ sake, and the term oncology makes me so uncomfortable. However, what a contrast to calling my regular mammogram center. Here they were apologetic of a two-week wait for the mammogram, ultrasound, and surgeon’s appointment all in the same day! “Is that too late?” the receptionist asked. “Are you worried?” Before I could answer, she began telling me how worried she was about waiting two weeks for her own appointment with a doctor. Lord, there I was, comforting and assuring her two weeks was fine. There was no definite problem and this was a month earlier than the one I previously scheduled.


Reluctantly Yours, Janet
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With the results of the mammogram in hand, the doctor said, “It’s just a cyst.” At his suggestion, I saw a surgeon on November 1, 2001. The surgeon also verified the lump was just a cyst and told me to return for another checkup in six months. In the meantime, the lump was getting bigger, but I thought, It’s just a cyst, so I didn’t think any more about it.


When I returned to the surgeon in July 2002, he was surprised at how much the “cyst” had grown. Twice he attempted to drain it but was not successful. At this point I thought, a cyst drains. Cancer doesn’t. The surgeon looked at me and said, “It needs to come out.” I knew then it was cancer.


I had surgery on July 25, and it went well. Afterward, as the surgeon walked toward my husband and me, I sensed something was wrong by the look on his face. I was right. He told us, “It’s cancer.”—Gloria
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Still confident there was no problem, I put the appointment date on my calendar and continued with my schedule. Looking back, I see God protecting me from the anguish of worry. He says in the Bible, “Do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has enough trouble of its own” (Matthew 6:34). These verses comforted my family and me through the days to come.


The difference between making an appointment for a “routine” and a “diagnostic” mammogram is quite significant, both to the mammogram center and to you. While arranging for a diagnostic mammogram means you will probably get an appointment sooner, it also moves you out of the ho-hum “It’s that time of year again” attitude and into every woman’s worst fear. It does not matter how rich or famous you are, this is stressful. Last night I heard Nicole Kidman interviewed after receiving an award for promoting women’s health issues. On national TV, Nicole commented that she recently had a mammogram and was called back to take more x-rays. She explained that since her mother is a breast cancer survivor, it was an agonizing two-day wait to discover all was fine with Nicole.


Don’t ever let the fear of finding out prevent you from making all the necessary appointments and following through with them. Fortunately, we live in an age of technology with incredible diagnostic tools to avert, treat, and often cure potential problems at early stages.
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Dear______, (fill in your name)


Shout for joy, O heavens; rejoice, O earth; burst into song, O mountains! For I, the Lord, comfort my people, and I have compassion for my afflicted ones (Isaiah 49:13 paraphrased). Your Comforter, God
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Lord, You are our source of comfort, our shelter from the storm. We come to You with our worries and concerns and ask You to give us peace. Restore our faith where doubt prevails. Assure us with Your love that You always are near and will never leave or forsake us. Don’t let us be overcome by apprehension and fear. Keep us diligent in our pursuit of good health. We love You, Lord. Amen.



It’s Mammogram Day


I found the lump myself. The day I went for the mammogram and sonogram, God gave me Deuteronomy 31:8: “The LORD himself goes before you and will be with you; he will never have you nor forsake you. Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged.” God did indeed go ahead of me in many ways. —Linda Taylor
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Dear God,


Driving up to the BreastCare Center, the big letters on the next building sent a shiver down my spine: ONCOLOGY. There is that word again, I said to myself. Only sick people with cancer need oncology. I don’t have cancer—I’m not sick—I don’t need oncology! I’m just here for a mammogram. Parking a distance from that building, I averted my eyes from the sign as I prayerfully entered the building with a more assuring sign—the BreastCare Center.


When it was finally my turn, I noticed they had digital mammography. That’s cool—high-tech! It was also comforting to see my neighbor Patty. She raves about working here. We exchanged pleasantries, and then another technician did my mammogram. Next, the breath-holding, nervous wait while the radiologist checks it. Uh oh, the technician called me back for more pictures. This time, she practically shoved my entire upper body into the viselike machine, grumbling all the while about the radiologist’s wanting these difficult views. More waiting. Back for additional pictures. Finally, she said, “Your right breast looks fine, but since your doctor ordered an ultrasound, we have to do it.” The ultrasound looked good. “Go get dressed.” Relief!


Running into Patty on my way back to the dressing room, we chatted about her new kitchen remodel. Abruptly, my technician interrupted to say the radiologist wanted to talk to me. Patty suddenly looked serious and quickly ended our conversation. While dressing in that tiny cubicle, I heard Patty’s voice outside the curtain saying to me: “Good-bye. Good luck! These are really great doctors.” I assured her everything was just fine. “The technician told me the ultrasound looked great!” Buttoning my shirt, I felt an uneasy check in my spirit. Why had she come back to tell me this? Did she know something was wrong?


Emerging from the dressing room, I felt the first waves of apprehension. It almost felt like stepping out of real life into a movie—more as an observer than a participator. The technician ushered me into a dark room only slightly illuminated by several large, glaring computer screens. One screen had a baby picture on it, and a female radiologist sat working in front of another one. In typical grandma style, I babbled on about the baby. The radiologist asked me to sit next to her. She was all business—no baby talk. I sat down, awkwardly juggling my belongings in my lap. Right on top sat my Bible.


The radiologist didn’t mince words. “Your problem is not on the right.” Ah, a split second of relief as I let out my breath, only to quickly take it in again as she pointed to the screen and continued, “It’s on the left. See these white spots? They are clustered calcifications. See how this large one has a ragged edge?” She kept talking, as busy doctors often do. “I am 99 percent sure they are cancer. You have two options—one is a needle biopsy to see if I am right, and that is about a thousand dollars—or the other is to go ahead with my opinion and schedule surgery to remove it. Either way, the choice is yours.”


Surreal! Those white spots looked perfectly innocent. One minute I was chatting about a baby picture, now cancer . . . options . . . decisions. I have cancer?! The words resounded in my mind. My immediate thought was, I am “one of them”! How should I react? What should I say? What questions should I ask? Don’t I need more information to make this kind of decision? I held on to the shred of possibility she was wrong. Surely, the surgeon would assure me this is just a false alarm like all the previous times.


The radiologist continued, not missing a beat. She would do the needle biopsy, and the surgeon I was to see next would do the surgery. “Do you have any questions? What do you want to do?” What should I ask?


I prayed, Lord, help me respond intelligently. These are all new terms—calcium deposits that were always no problem before. Needle biopsy—is that painful? Where do they do it? Am I awake? What will it show them? Eventually finding my voice, I asked these questions along with, “Did these show up in the previous films sent to you?” “No,” she said. “This is the first time they increased in size for us to clearly see them. They can lay dormant for years. You probably didn’t do anything to cause them. They are a mutation of cells.”


She continued explaining that if I chose the needle biopsy, the procedure would be at this office. It would be painful, although they would numb the area, and I would lie on my stomach with my breast hanging through a hole in the table without moving for perhaps an hour. Did I want to see the room and table where they would perform it?


All I wanted to do was run! Awkwardly gathering my things and heading for the door, I heard over my shoulder, “By the way, if this helps in your decision, I don’t get paid more whether you have the needle biopsy or not.” I think she meant that to reassure me she was not trying to sell me on this. She really did think it was cancer and wanted me to take action. At least, that is how I received it. But it didn’t make me feel better . . .


Nervously Yours, Janet
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In the movie Erin Brockovich, Erin is helping a family when the wife learns she has breast cancer after already enduring uterine cancer. She sobs to Erin, “Whew, well, I’d got so used to having them come up benign. Guess I just didn’t expect it. Oh, I sure wish I had longer to get used to the idea.” Then she asks Erin, “Do you think if you’ve got no uterus and no breasts, you’re still technically a woman?”
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From our very first mammogram, we each develop our own coping style. Some go in with a certain amount of confidence that the card coming in the mail or the phone call will tell us, “All is well. We’ll see you next year.” Others sit on pins and needles. I don’t think we ever prepare for bad news. Then one day it happens. Just like in the movie, the results are not normal. I don’t know how I thought it would happen or how I would feel.


I went to this mammogram in complete denial. For whatever reason, I was so sure all would be fine. I had an extensive covering of prayer; it seemed inconceivable breast cancer could happen to me. My stance always has been that I would read up on breast cancer when and if it ever came up close and personal. If I didn’t think about it, maybe it wouldn’t happen to me.


Willing it not to happen does not work. We can’t outrun breast cancer, but we can nip it in the bud, so to speak. Annual mammograms are a start, but women must do monthly breast self-exams so they know the feel of their breasts and can detect anything abnormal. Our role as breast cancer sisters is to help other women learn from our experience.
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Dear______, (fill in your name)


Whoever obeys My command will come to no harm, and the wise heart will know the proper time and procedure. For there is a proper time and procedure for every matter, though your misery weighs heavily upon you (Ecclesiastes 8:5–6 paraphrased).


Wisely yours, God
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Prayerfully personalize Linda Taylor’s verse, Deuteronomy 31:8:


The Lord himself goes before ______ and will be with______; he will never leave ______ nor forsake ______. Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged.


Thank You, Lord, for going before us in every step of the journey unfolding in our lives. It is so comforting to know You will never leave our side, no matter what the circumstances. We admit to being fearful and ask forgiveness for our doubts. We worship You and want to honor You in everything we do and say. Amen.



This Is Surreal!


I knew the nurses in the office, and they were very quiet when I arrived, but the sad look in their eyes gave them away. I could have left the office and known my results without seeing the doctor. —Martha3
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Dear God,


I barely remember walking downstairs from the radiologist’s office to the surgeon’s waiting room and receiving a vibrating pager to await my appointment. My legs felt like Jell-O. I am sure a glazed look revealed my recent shocking news to all who looked my way. Sitting down and trying to absorb my surroundings, my eyes darted blankly around the room, filled with women obviously in cancer treatment. My heart sank. There were so many of them. Lord, what is going on? This room is full, and it is only one of many such waiting rooms in Orange County alone! Was I going to become one of them? Was this now my fate? A mere half-hour ago I lightheartedly chatted with my neighbor. Suddenly, without warning, my serene life was tumbling into an abyss. I felt alone. I didn’t want to be here. Why hadn’t I brought someone?


Lord, I prayed, please be with me. I am scared. It seemed I sat speechless for hours, staring into space, avoiding eye contact with anyone in the room. One regretful glance to the right took my breath away—a gift shop displaying wigs and head bandanas. The vibrating pager jumping on my leg mercifully jolted me from my racing, gloomy thoughts.


Lonely Yours, Janet
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I was setting up my classroom for the fall in August, and I was actually annoyed at having to take time for a mammogram. I had to do it; I had cancelled a few months earlier. I rushed in, had the mammogram, and hurried back to my classroom. When I went home for lunch, a phone message said I needed to return for an ultrasound. This wasn’t too earth shattering, since it had happened before. I had fibrocystic breasts and expected this was the reason for the callback. I had the ultrasound and drove home, suspecting nothing.


About 4:00 p.m. a nurse called and asked me to come back in with my husband, if possible. He met me there, and I felt rather numb, not upset. The doctor told us there was something suspicious about the ultrasound. We could schedule a biopsy, or he could try a fine needle aspiration now. I don’t like waiting, so I told him to do the needle aspiration. He proceeded, and it really was a needle in my breast, through the side of my nipple to be exact. I don’t really like pain, and this was excruciating! The doctor told me he might not have enough to tell anything but volunteered to wait around while the lab tested it.


It was about 6:30 now. The test came back positive and showed very aggressive cancer. I still felt no emotion. He wanted to schedule surgery as soon as possible, but I needed time to think this out and declined to schedule anything. —Lynn
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If you are going for your diagnostic mammogram or surgeon’s appointment, I suggest you take someone with you. Often we women don’t want to bother others, but this is the time to call in favors from our best friend or ask a favorite relative to tag along for moral support. I felt so alone in the surgeon’s waiting room. If all is OK, you have someone to celebrate with; and if it is unnerving news, someone is near for comfort while you cry, talk, shout, hug, pray, and maybe just to hold your hand while you wait.
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Dear______, (fill in your name)


If you fall down, a friend can help you up (Ecclesiastes 4:10 paraphrased).


I will be with you, God
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Prayerfully personalize Psalm 42:5–8 NLT.


Magnificent Lord, boldly . . .


I, ______, will put my hope in God! I, ______, will praise him again—my Savior and my God! Now I, ______, am deeply discouraged, but I, ______, will remember your kindness. . . . I, ______, hear the tumult of the raging seas as your waves and surging tides sweep over me. Through each day the LORD pours his unfailing love upon me, ______, and through each night I, ______, sing his songs, praying to God who gives me life. Amen.



Meeting the Breast Specialist


In July 2002, I had my annual mammogram, followed by a spot compression mammogram. A few days later my doctor’s nurse phoned to say I needed to consult a surgeon concerning the results. When I heard that, my heart sank immediately. —Anita
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Dear God,


I was so nervous. Everything happened so fast, yet part of me did want to get it over with quickly and behind us. As I was ushered into the exam room, we passed a man in greens talking to a workman about problems with the wood floor. From their conversation, I learned that this was a new building. Once in the exam room, the nurse took the usual information and then told me to undress from the top up and the doctor would be in to see me.


Boy, was I surprised when the door opened and the “man in greens talking to the workman” walked in and introduced himself as Dr. West! He apologized for keeping me waiting and then explained his concern over the Sunday grand opening for this new facility and the wood floor buckling. He seemed very nice, and I was trying to be sympathetic about the floor, but I was thinking, I might have cancer. Please focus on me. I need your full attention. Get to know me. I need to know who you are. I have heard great things about you, but I don’t know you.


Instead of saying all that, I mumbled something about the floor and then went into a full explanation of what the radiologist had just told me. He was all business now . . . no lumps felt. I wasn’t reassured; the problem was not a lump; it was calcium deposits. I will never take another calcium supplement again, I told myself.


“A high percentage of calcifications are benign,” he assured me, pulling up my mammogram pictures and report on the computer screen. As if reading my mind, he added, “We call these calcifications, but they have nothing to do with your dietary intake of calcium.” I reminded him of the radiologist’s report. “She does seem pretty concerned about this,” he noted, his voice subtly changing toward concern and a frown appearing between his eyebrows. “Let’s get you scheduled for that needle biopsy.”


Back upstairs to make the appointment. They insisted I take a tour of the biopsy room. Yes, it would be good for someone to drive me. Was I claustrophobic? Yes. Could I lie on my stomach for that long? I didn’t know. I have a bad back, but I would try.


Appointment made, I headed for the car, carefully avoiding even a glance at the blatant ONCOLOGY sign on the building next-door. I was hanging on to the “high percentage of calcifications are benign” comment from the surgeon. That was a better statistic than the radiologist’s. I prayed nonstop and sent an e-mail asking everyone I knew to pray this was just a scare and that I could lie still on my stomach for as long as they needed. And so we prayed.


Prayerfully Yours, Janet
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I had seen the doctor, but Sue [her daughter] was in for her judgment. . . . He walked in with his cowboy boots on—after all, we were in Cowtown. . . . He sat down in his big, overstuffed chair—propped his elbow on his knee and fist under his chin, and said, “Your mother needs a mastectomy, and I recommend we remove both breasts.”


You think it is quiet in the Carlsbad Caverns when they turn the lights out—we weren’t even breathing or batting our eyes. . . . Finally, we came up for air and blurted out some silly question, and he gave us several answers we never heard—our ears were still dead. Color came back to our faces, and we looked at each other, and then we became human and could talk with a little knowledge and got down to serious business, and he was a right nice doctor . . . but he was as serious about me being double flat-chested as the day I was born.


“Mother, I don’t like him. I sure wouldn’t want to go to him with a sore foot; he would cut off both feet.” We both laughed out loud—now we could get down to serious talk. I agreed with her. If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it . . . but what if we liked the other doctor less? We could really choose as we had all the details taken care of, and I could cancel if need be. We both knew more about a mastectomy now than we had ever known in our life and would become more of an authority before this case was finished. —Martha4
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My ministry is to women. Having gone through menopause myself already, I knew how scary that can be, so I started a file titled Menopause and saved helpful articles and information. My diagnosis was in October, which is National Breast Cancer Awareness Month. During this month, our local newspaper provides an entire special section devoted to breast cancer awareness. It includes many articles, as well as listing breast care facilities in the area. I had tucked the current one in my Menopause file.


Arriving home from my mammogram experience, I quickly tore upstairs and pulled out the Menopause file. I needed education fast. Browsing through the recent newspaper section on breast cancer, my eyes abruptly landed on a picture of two people I recognized. There was Dr. West, the surgeon who had just examined me, looking over the shoulder of the radiologist who had given me the dreaded suspected diagnosis. The article was about the new Orange County BreastCare Center & Oncology Center opening this month—the same place I had just left! It touted digital mammography, allowing the surgeon to immediately see the pictures and receive a quick report of the findings. What a major confirmation I was at the right place . . . buckling floors and all.


It is important to realize doctors are only human. They are very skilled, intelligent, brave people through whom God works and to whom He allots all their gifts and talents. Some doctors acknowledge that; others don’t.


My breast specialist and surgeon, Dr. West, is a very capable and humble man whom I grew to appreciate. As we became acquainted, I could feel his care and concern for my recovery, and he always cheered me on with a reassuring hug. Realizing that a big focus in my life at the time was our home remodel helped me understand my doctor’s concern with his facility’s floor. It did not reflect his putting the floors as a priority over me. I had to extend grace and mercy to him, and you may need to do the same to your doctors.


Being comfortable with your doctor is so very important. I felt confirmed that I was where the Lord wanted me and saw His hand in getting me there. Remember, you have a choice in all this. You will spend hours with this doctor, so if you aren’t clicking with him or her, you might want to try another one.


• Ask around to see if family or friends recommend a good breast specialist.


• Ask your gynecologist or family doctor for referrals.


• Check the Internet.


• Go to a support group, and talk to women there about their doctors.


• Pray.


I appreciate these words on the BreastCare Center brochure, which advise: “Select a health professional who is committed to quality breast care . . . a health practitioner who responds appropriately to your symptoms.” I’ll add, “Look for God’s confirming hand in your final decision.”
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Dear______, (fill in your name)


Have no fear of sudden disaster. . . . I will be your confidence (Proverbs 3:25–26 paraphrased).


Your Confidence, God
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Father, You know us better than we know ourselves. You understand how badly we don’t want even to have a breast cancer specialist in our lives—not to mention having to select one. Help us with our choices. Guide us and give us wisdom. We are tired and confused, and decisions don’t come easily right now. Keep us sensitive to Your gentle nudging, and give us clear vision to recognize the signs of You at work in our lives. We praise You as the Great Physician. Amen.
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How did your journey begin? When the doctor told you he was suspicious, what were your thoughts? Did something comfort you, or did you experience pure anguish? Describe awaiting the test results. Journal your thoughts and feelings when there was just suspicion but nothing definite. Share it with the Lord. Pour it out to Him. It helps, even through the tears. How might you help other women take proactive measures?










	Dear God,


	Date:































CHAPTER TWO



Facing the Dreaded Diagnosis


TELL ME, WHAT’S GOING ON, GOD? HOW LONG DO I HAVE TO LIVE?


GIVE ME THE BAD NEWS! . . . WHAT AM I DOING IN THE MEANTIME, LORD?


HOPING, THAT’S WHAT I’M DOING—HOPING. . . .


AH, GOD, LISTEN TO MY PRAYER, MY CRY—OPEN YOUR EARS.


DON’T BE CALLOUS; JUST LOOK AT THESE TEARS OF MINE.


I’M A STRANGER HERE. I DON’T KNOW MY WAY.


—Psalm 39:4, 7, 12 MSG



Life Is Messy Right Now


AND ME? I’M A MESS. I’M NOTHING AND HAVE NOTHING: MAKE SOMETHING OF ME. YOU CAN DO IT; YOU’VE GOT WHAT IT TAKES—BUT GOD, DON’T PUT IT OFF.


—PSALM 40:17 MSG


I RUN FOR DEAR LIFE TO GOD, I’LL NEVER LIVE TO REGRET IT. DO WHAT YOU DO SO WELL: GET ME OUT OF THIS MESS AND UP ON MY FEET. PUT YOUR EAR TO THE GROUND AND LISTEN, GIVE ME SPACE FOR SALVATION. BE A GUEST ROOM WHERE I CAN RETREAT; YOU SAID YOUR DOOR WAS ALWAYS OPEN! YOU’RE MY SALVATION—MY VAST, GRANITE FORTRESS.


—PSALM 71:1–3 MSG
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Dear God,


Ironically, just like the BreastCare Center, we, too, were having work done at our home. We were remodeling the living room, dining room, and kitchen. So You helped me empathize with Dr. West and his floors. We were at the demolition stage where cement mixers and my kitchen stove sat in the middle of the living room—of course, You saw it all. Everything torn up, dust filled the air, and workers invaded my space each morning ready to make more of a mess. All of a sudden, life seemed messy.


Messily Yours, Janet
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On September 1, 2002, I felt a lump in my breast. I knew immediately in my heart it was cancer. Of course, I went through the usual thoughts of denial. I had just had a mammogram in May. My husband had died the previous September. This could not be happening! I had a daughter in college. I had to work! Then I began to pray, and it was as if I heard the Lord say, “I will take care of this.” I immediately had a peace that continues through today. —Cheryl
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Our life was in chaos. I longed for the comfort and security of a calm and peaceful home, while all around me destruction reigned with strangers traipsing in and out from morning until night. Maybe this was the Lord’s way of taking my focus off myself and giving me something else to think about. However, all the plans for our home now took a backseat in light of the possibility of breast cancer.


More than likely you have something happening in your life, too, that makes this potential cancer crisis very inconvenient. Maybe . . .


• You are facing a deadline at work


• You’re selling or buying a house


• You or one of your kids is planning a wedding or just got engaged


• You just started back to school or a new career


• You just met Mr. Right


• You just had a baby or, worse yet, are pregnant


• You have the trip of a lifetime planned


• It’s the holidays, and company is coming to visit


• Like me, you are redecorating the house, plus it is the holidays and company’s coming


• You have a major project planned


• You have a thesis or manuscript due


• You are preparing for a mission trip


• You just started a new ministry


• Or fill in the blank: _____________


How did I know something was going on in your life? Because none of us wakes up one morning with the premonition we should plan breast cancer into our calendar. However, suspected breast cancer does put many things of this world into perspective, doesn’t it? If we don’t survive, who cares about our house or any of the plans we had? Someday it will all be gone, but our relationship with God endures forever.



[image: Image] God’s Love Letter to You



Dear______, (fill in your name)


Pile your troubles on my shoulders—I’ll carry your load and help you out (Psalm 55:22 MSG paraphrased).


Your Burden Carrier and Caretaker, God



[image: Image] Let’s Pray



Prayerfully personalize Philippians 3:7–9:


Lord, I am humbly coming before You to admit that . . .


I, ______, once thought all these things were so very important, but now I, ______, consider them worthless because of what Christ has done. Yes, everything else is worthless when compared with the priceless gain of knowing Christ Jesus, my Lord. I, ______, have discarded everything else, counting it all as garbage, so I, ______, may have Christ and become one with him. I, ______, no longer count on my own goodness or my ability to obey God’s law, but I, ______, trust Christ to save me. For God’s way of making us right with himself depends on faith. Amen.
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