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“Go home to your friends and tell them how much the Lord has done for 

you, and how He has had mercy on you.” Mark 5:19 
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Dedication 

I wrote this book to share what the Lord has done in my life. He has shown 

my family and me so much grace and mercy over the years that mere words don’t 

scratch the surface. He has been our strong tower, rescuer, and redeemer, and we 

will need the whole of eternity to worship Him for it. He deserves all honor and 

praise for all He has done, including healing me. 

Throughout this journey I’ve been supported by my perfect other half, 

Yaacov. He is the most supportive, sensitive, and godly man I know, and I could not 

ask for a better husband. He is the ideal father to our girls, Abigail and Naomi, who 

bring us so much joy each day that we can hardly remember when things were 

harder.  

Over the years since my healing, I have met and prayed for several other 

women who were diagnosed with cancer. In His sovereignty, the Lord chose not to 

heal beautiful women like Joanna Francis, Barbara Holloway, Julie Marchio, and 

Lyn Gilbert on earth, and their memories continue to bring joy. It was a privilege to 

know those women, and an encouragement to watch them manage the diagnosis and 

its consequences with courage, love, and faith. We also continue to pray for friends 

who battle cancer now, and to see the Lord working in Debora Passetti, Tara 

Reynolds, and Alison Argersinger. 
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Many thanks to all who knew me or followed and supported our family on 

this journey. A few of the most memorable blessings were shared by my parents, 

Anne Campbell and Stephen Seligson, my brother Ben Seligson, and my selfless 

friends: Shannon Kent, Susan Wellman, Cara Fleischer, Nicole McDermott, 

Melissa Ferraro, Andrea Shah and Christine Boulos. I still can’t express the surprise 

and appreciation of being profoundly loved by so many. I never expected it, and 

could never deserve it.  

Please contact me at www.unceasinglove.com with any questions or comments 

about my journey, or about your own. It’s an honor to live, and to proclaim what the 

Lord has done!  

--EP 

  

http://www.unceasinglove.com/
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Prologue 

This is my story. I formatted it like a journal to keep with the style of the 

original blog I posted it on. The ups and downs you see between days this way 

reflects of how we are all inclined to struggle when suffering. This book reports just 

one person’s misery, challenges, fears, and victories throughout the struggle of a 

lifetime.  

I wrote this narrative several years after the main events, and it was hard to 

look back on that time, even given what I know now. I probably should have 

finished it a hundred other times, but always made excuses not to. In reality, it was 

because finalizing the truth, with no chance to go back and add details or make 

clarifications, was terrifying. However, the Lord kept prompting me to get it in 

writing, and it’s time to give honor to the true hero of the story. He deserves more 

glory and credit than we could ever imagine. It is His perfect love that casts out fear 

(1 John 4:18), and in my case, it’s that same perfect love that casts out cancer. 
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In the Beginning… 

NOVEMBER, 2011 

SUN MON TUES WED THURS FRI SAT 
13 14 15 

DR. CROOMS, 

5PM 

16 

 

 

FROZEN BIOPSY 

CLEAR!!! 

17 18 

ABI’S 

THANKSGIVING 

SHOW, 1PM 

DIAGNOSED WITH 

CANCER 

19 

PUMPKIN 

PATCH 

 

Friday, November 18 

Got the call today. Cancer. I have cancer. It took 4 weeks, during which 3 

different doctors went back and forth about it. That also included a biopsy and an 

ultrasound with what came back as “clear” results. After this last test, though, there's 

no confusion. Final answer: It's cancer. Always has been. 

My mind is reeling. How can this be? I have cancer. I really did think that 

lump was cancer this whole time, but now that it’s been confirmed, I can’t fathom it. 

I’m kicking myself about the day that radiologist looked at the ultrasound of my 

lump, and said it was just a cyst. I shouldn’t have let her cancel the mammogram that 

was supposed to follow it. I was uneasy with her canceling—why didn’t I argue? 

Either way, I have cancer. Breast cancer. How is this possible? Naomi’s only 7 

months old and doesn’t even crawl yet! How can her mom have cancer? Who even 

gets cancer in their early 30s? Wasn’t it just last week that nighttime sleep problems 
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were the biggest thing we were dealing with? And Abigail’s preschool Thanksgiving 

performance is this afternoon. How can a proud mom watch that on the same day it 

feels like the world has ended? How can all this, this normal life stuff, be going on 

when I have cancer? 

Even after that first, supposedly clear ultrasound, my doctor still insisted on a 

biopsy. I guess I should thank God that I humored him, considering it seemed like 

overkill at the time. The technician couldn’t get the expected fluid out of the lump to 

perform the needle biopsy they’d scheduled, but somehow that didn’t raise red flags 

for me. As long as the lump didn’t start interfering with breastfeeding Naomi, I 

didn’t care. 

Naomi…I can barely type her name. She’s only 7 months old. She’s 234 days 

old, to be exact. She isn’t even weaned yet, and has never taken a bottle. And her 

mommy has cancer. 

And precious Abigail…it could be even worse for her, because she’s older. 

She’s three and a half. Old enough to know what’s going on, but not to fully 

understand. She needs me so much. 

The panic sets in when I think about them, the ache in my heart has no 

bounds. I need to stay focused enough to be present for them… 
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I resolve to deal with one thing at a time—but which thing? Dr. Crooms asked 

for Yaacov and me to go by his office to talk about it after work today. I kept asking 

if there was any possible thing I could do in the meantime. Certain things to eat or 

not eat, appointments to make, even prescriptions to fill.  

But there is nothing.  

I guess I have to call Yaacov and tell him while he’s at work. I know I can’t 

lure him home early to tell him when he’s away from the office. I tried that when I 

found out I was pregnant with Abi--he wouldn’t come home without first hearing the 

reason. I don’t want to ruin his day. When he left for work this morning, he thought 

I was healthy. He didn’t know I had cancer. And now I have to burst his bubble. 

I might be a little frantic, considering how quickly my mind jumps to different 

things. There’s so much to take in, thankfully Abi is at preschool while I do. I’m 

able to multitask by obsessing about biopsies while playing with her. A few weeks ago 

one came back abnormal, but was still inconclusive. There were so many things it 

could be, it was easy enough to use self-control to push the prospect of cancer out of 

our minds. I kept hearing reports of people who’d heard the abnormal label for 

their own problems before and had wasted time worrying over nothing. Why would 

I be any different?  
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Anyway, after that abnormal biopsy, I was sent to a general surgeon to see 

about cutting the lump out. That’s when things really got moving. Some friends 

strongly recommended Dr. Crooms, so it worth waiting longer than usual for his first 

available appointment. He and his nurse, Karen, immediately treated us like family. 

They are seriously some of the most amazing people I’ve ever met. The whole office 

is full of love and hope. They were honest about how things looked, and you could 

tell they were rooting for it to not be cancer. He convinced me how bad it would be 

to cut out the lump without knowing what we were dealing with, so he did a different 

type of biopsy instead. He even fit me in between appointments to get the results 

immediately. Apparently, doctors do two types of biopsies, a frozen section and a 

permanent section back-up, just because of the tiny, insignificant really, chance of a 

misdiagnosis. 

Back on Wednesday, there was an immediate result on the frozen section 

biopsy that came from the lab. That one came back with great news—not cancer! 

What a great day to get good news! A close call to make me aware of my own 

mortality, and all that. Online it says only 3-5% of frozen section biopsies result in 

false negatives. It would normally seem a little excessive to me that they’d do both. 

Ridiculous, even. Well, I guess that what I consider ridiculous might have saved my 

life. Because my frozen section biopsy was wrong. I am one of the 3-5% who needed 
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the back-up biopsy. Because that permanent section is the one that reports a 

permanent life change.  

On Wednesday, life was great, but Wednesday was apparently a false hope. 

Now that it’s Friday, everything is different. Now that it’s Friday, the 

permanent section biopsy is in. Now that it’s Friday, we know the truth. Because, 

now that it’s Friday, the diagnosis is clear: I have breast cancer. 

Processing it all destroys my peace. I need to run around, scream, hide, and 

cry all at once. I don’t know what to do! Dr. Crooms said he’d set up more 

appointments to figure out the extent of the cancer, which means I don’t even have 

answers for all the people we need to tell. I finally get up the nerve to ruin Yaacov’s 

day and fill him in, even though it means he’ll have to drive home with the bad news. 

He already took time off on Wednesday when we were waiting for the other biopsy 

results. Only the Lord knows if he will need that time off to help with the kids when 

I’m going through treatments. But, it seems like it must be done, so I go for it. I call 

him and make it official. 

********* 

Found out later that Yaacov was at lunch with a co-worker when I called. He 

raced off and the news hit him hard as he crumbled in the parking lot trying to get 
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home. His world was forever changed--the despair, fear, and hope all colliding into 

chaos that tested and increased his faith.  

Saturday, November 19 

Tired. Is it the cancer or the stress? Turns out I can’t even look at the girls 

without crying, yet I also can’t tune out from parenting for long, so the girls and 

Yaacov have been a nice distraction during the day. Nighttime is harder, though. 

Now the girls are in bed and he is playing video games. I think it’s his way of 

numbing out, and it seems like as good an idea as any other. I just spent half an hour 

looking for matching Christmas pajamas for the family, before looking up to see the 

time. Then I realized: I'm DYING. Right now. Who knows how much longer I have 

to live, and I just spent thirty minutes of it messing around on the internet. I'm such 

a loser. 

Cancer. Is this for real? Oh, and it’s not just any cancer, but apparently it 

looks pretty bad. We went to see Dr. Crooms and Karen last night, and they lovingly 

confirmed the bad news. The lump is at least 7 cm across, and it seems like it’s in 

my lymph nodes, too. In other words, it’s at least stage 3, and maybe stage 4. We’ll 

know after a PET scan I’m getting Monday. All this makes a difference in how the 

cancer is treated, and in what order. And all these unknowns also keep me from 

starting to kill off the cancer that is killing off the healthy cells in my body right this 

second. It seems like some sort of horror movie. 
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Owww. What was that shooting pain in my leg? Am I being paranoid or is my 

cough getting worse? It is only manageable when I'm on antibiotics, then returns 

when I finish the pills. If I thought that was stressing me out before this diagnosis, 

now it puts me back into panic mode--they say the lungs are one of the first places 

the idiot cancer cells move after breasts. Please, Lord, don't let the cancer have 

spread.  

On a hopeful note, perhaps we'll see that the lymph nodes don't light up in 

the PET scan, which would be awesome. It’s still possible, right? Imagine that, good 

news! 
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NOVEMBER, 2011 

SUN MON TUES WED THURS FRI SAT 
20 

CHURCH 

DAD COMES 

EARLY TO VISIT 

21 

 

PET SCAN 

22 

 

PET SCAN 

RESULTS 

23 

DR. RASSAM 

APPT. 

YAACOV’S DAD 

COMES 

24 

THANKS- 

GIVING! 

25 

MOM AND BEN 

VISIT 

26 

 

 

Sunday, November 20 

It's a new day! I woke up feeling much more peaceful about my prospects. 

We went to church and it seemed like everyone knew I’m a cancerous mess. I'm 

glad for the support, but it's still awkward for Yaacov and me. It felt like a funeral 

where I'd lost a loved one. But then I realized it was me we were all mourning. 

Ouch. 

One cool thing we learned is that statistically it looks pretty unlikely for the 

cancer to have spread already. Apparently that usually happens on the recurrence of 

breast cancer. We won't know until after the PET scan though. Plus, I’m already sort 

of a statistical anomaly. One of the reasons the doctors didn’t think it was cancer in 

the first place is that the lump is already so big. It’s really rare for it to grow so big, 

and so fast, especially with someone as young as me. So that made it more likely to 

be a different type of mass. The other cancer would be on the inside of my body, 

which you can really only tell with other tests, so we can’t speculate much without 
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those results. 

 

Despite feeling like we’re in a tornado, Yaacov and I are trying to remember 

that nothing really has changed. We still love and trust God. He is still our Lord and 

Savior, and He is still mightier than cancer. If He wants to, He will heal me. If He 

chooses not to, He has a reason, and the wisdom behind it is beyond my 

comprehension. But it's still a reason. The right reason, because God doesn't make 

mistakes.  

Monday, November 21 

Naomi was up all last night, which would normally be traumatic for me since 

we just finished sleep-training with her before this diagnosis. But I guess that sort of 

problem shouldn’t really be on the list next to real issues these days. I also felt sick 

from the stupid fasting part of preparing for the PET Scan. They told me over the 

phone to eat “very low carbs” the day before, but they didn’t define it well. I took it 

literally and ate nothing but meat for the 24-hours prior to the test. I mean, who’s 

going to risk getting wrong results about cancer by having too many carbs? I think 

since I’m still nursing Naomi, my body needs something other than protein, and it 

made me feel awful. 

"But as for me and my house, we will worship the Lord", Joshua 24:15  
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Alright, if you’re like me and getting a PET scan in Tallahassee, you go to this 

special trailer at a radiology clinic and enter through the doors marked with several 

“DANGER!” signs. Take a deep breath and try not to panic! After asking a few 

questions, the technician will inject you with radiation that apparently clings to the 

cancer cells and glows during the test. It’s sort of infuriating when I think about it—if 

the radiation can stick to the cancer, it seems like they should be able to remove or 

destroy it at the same time. Dr. Crooms assured me the cancer doesn’t grow in a few 

days, but we’ve already wasted several weeks trying to get this diagnosis—I don’t want 

to go another day with cancer destroying my body from the inside! 

The test itself might have been a little scary if I wasn’t already running on the 

adrenaline I need to make it through even a minute. It’s kind of lonely in that trailer. 

You sit there, abandoned in a quiet little room, and for half an hour you wait for the 

radiation to sufficiently course through your veins. You can text, but not talk, on the 

phone. I had planned to use that time to respond to the billions of people who’ve 

been checking in on me, but only got a few texts sent.  

**Sidenote: if you're ever diagnosed with cancer make sure to get unlimited 

minutes. I've never been on the phone so much in my life.** 

Once the radiation has attached itself to the cancer cells within your body, the 

technician lays you on a table that slides you in and out of something that looks 

similar to an MRI machine. You can’t move, but of course can pray in your head 
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and rehearse all the Bible verses that come to mind! Today my cough was so bad, I 

barely dared to breathe for fear of messing up the test with my diaphragm spasms. 

The Lord answered my prayers and kept it at bay during the actual test. 

The technician isn’t allowed to indicate anything about the results, but I know 

he could see what was going on in there. He took pictures of the places my body was 

glowing, it’s not like he could have missed it. Where was the radiation? I tried to get 

a read on the look on his face. Did it all go to the left side of my chest, or did my 

whole body light up like a Halloween skeleton? Like so many things, there seems to 

be a theme of wait-and-see. I wonder again if the Lord will remove this trial when we 

learn our lesson. I never knew patience was a big problem for me, but I’ll work on it 

if it means ending this nightmare. 

We don’t normally have parents in town to help, but my dad was coming up 

for Thanksgiving anyway, so he surprised us by coming up early. He took the kids 

for this appointment, which was a huge load off. Naomi normally cries if I leave her 

for just an hour; I almost hyperventilate when thinking about her being away from 

me all morning for this test. And what about when she gets hungry? I left Dad with a 

bottle, but it’ll probably just make her mad.  

I’m not sure words can really describe how awful I feel about having to 

suddenly wean her against her will. Even though we’ve started her on table food, she 

doesn’t like it yet. She still nurses a ton, and it is her comfort. That baby will not take 
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a bottle of breast milk, formula, or even water. If I’m going to start treatment soon, 

she absolutely has to stop nursing. But I’m so torn up about a) making her do it, b) 

confusing her, c) having her associate me with the devastation of that empty tummy 

feeling, and d) the slight chance that treatment won’t go well and I will have wasted 

the last of our healthy days together by breaking her heart. 

I know treatment should go fine and all of that, but I’m starting to learn how 

much I really don’t know. I can’t rely on statistics and gut feelings right now, because 

I just don’t know what God is going to do. I trust Him, but that doesn’t mean He will 

just do whatever I want.  

All that is to say I desperately want to finish properly weaning Naomi before 

treatment so there’s no more trauma than necessary. Yaacov and I pray constantly 

that she’ll take a bottle and eat enough food that she turns to me for love, but not for 

milk. We’ve tried ev…er…y...thing though, so now it’s up to God.  

A more encouraging note is that the Lord keeps adding precious moments to 

these otherwise horrendous days. Today it was when He reminded me of His 

faithfulness. I had expected the night to be the worst part of the PET scan drama, 

since Naomi normally nurses so much and had had almost nothing all day. When I 

got to the PET scan they told me I couldn’t nurse her for 24-hours, and couldn’t 

touch the kids for more than half a minute at a time for several hours. I seriously 

thought it would break all three of us girls. But the Lord used it for good.  
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A friend set me up a with lactation consultant who called later to give me advice. She  

recommended going cold turkey on the bottle and nursing, and just feed Naomi 

table food. Maybe she’ll eventually drink formula out of a spoon. I have a hard time 

getting on board with it, because of the trauma I want to spare Naomi from. But, out 

of nowhere, at dinner miraculously took a bunch of milk from a tablespoon, and 

after a stroller ride, she fell asleep without nursing. There really was very little crying. 

Praise God from whom all blessings flow! He is still around and still faithful, even in 

tablespoon-sized doses! 

He keeps this covenant of love to 1000 generations. The whole time the big 

issue is how He could care so little about my children to potentially rip them away 

from their mommy. But I believe every word of the Bible, and I believe He loves 

my children because we love Him and keep His commands. Awesome. I will admit 

that doesn't mean He'll love them enough to keep their mom around, but it does 

mean He'll keep loving and taking care of them the way that is Right (He's smarter 

than me and defines it His way. But I trust Him!) I'm so happy right now!  

 

 

 

 

Know therefore that the LORD your God is God; he is the 

faithful God, keeping his covenant of love to a thousand 

generations of those who love him and keep his commands. 

Deuteronomy 7:9 
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Tuesday, November 22 

Dr. Crooms called while Dad and I were walking the girls around the mall. It 

was bad news about the results of yesterday’s PET scan. He gently reported that the 

cancer has spread to my lungs and formed two spots on my spine. This makes it 

Stage 4. If I wasn’t aware that the higher stages are worse for cancer, the tone of Dr. 

Crooms’ voice would have clued me in. He was so gentle and compassionate, but 

there was nothing he could do to help. I’m still so grateful that he got the ball moving 

to even get the full diagnosis, he gathered more information in the week I’ve known 

him than the other doctors did in the past month. 

Yaacov requested I stay offline for a bit and wait on the doctors to share 

information, because it was making us both crazy. Unfortunately, this time that 

means I gathered pieces of the story but not the whole thing. Pretty quickly I went 

from thinking there was bad news that the cancer spread to knowing that this actually 

made it incurable. INCURABLE. WHAT????!!!!!!???  

From what I have gathered, I have 1-3 years before I die, but being so young 

might help. I didn't expect the spine part, so I'm sort of blown away. And honestly, I 

didn't realize that it's not curable. I thought there was a cure, it just didn't necessarily 

work for everyone. 

I mean…I’m dying. DYING. How is this possible? I didn't think it could get 

worse than Friday's call about having cancer in the first place. But this is a lot worse 
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than I imagined. I knew cancer kills people without treatment, but I guess I thought 

everything was curable until you get treated and it doesn't work. So, even in my 

nightmares I didn't imagine getting this news.  

Seriously. Never. I was such a mess just thinking it was regular cancer. But 

deadly? Like, imminent death.   

Oh, oh, and Yaacov asked me to not tell him unsubstantiated bad news. So he 

knows about Dr. Crooms’ call, that it’s stage 4, but not that this makes it incurable. 

In other words, not only am I literally dying of cancer, but my husband doesn’t know 

it yet. 

There are no words for this. Blown away.  

Wednesday, November 23 

We have friends who work in the medical field who recently moved away. 

The husband, Neenad, is an oncologist, and he has already helped us a lot with the 

process. We totally respect him and I know the Lord has him giving us 

recommendations for the right doctors and tests to have in Tallahassee. He was the 

first one who suggested we see Dr. Crooms. He also set us up right away with a local 

oncologist, Dr. Rassam. He also is going to help us get another opinion at the Mayo 

clinic! 

Dr. Rassam fit in an appointment in for us right away, so while everyone else 

was in their cozy homes brining the turkeys for tomorrow’s big celebration, Yaacov 
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and I were listening to Dr. Rassam describe the various ways this cancer could kill 

me. He’s definitely a straight shooter. 

At first he assumed Yaacov knew I am dying, and not just sick. I had to get 

him to spit out the truth to my own husband. Eventually, he looked directly at us and 

said, “There is no hope for you. Your only hope is to pray to God for a miracle.” I 

told you he was a straight shooter. And, of course, without hesitation, Yaacov and I 

told him we will be doing just that. 

I now know some specific ways I might die, too. So…that narrows things 

down… the cancer might spread to organs that will then fail. Or my immune system 

might weaken so much that I’ll catch an illness I can’t recover from. Oh, oh, the 

medicine itself might even kill me! None of these are good options, and I’m now 

haunted by thoughts and decisions about hospice care. It just never crossed my mind 

before. I don’t want Yaacov and the girls to have to care for me when I’m in my 

actual last days. But I also can’t imagine walking (or getting wheeled) into hospice to 

have strangers shoving tubes at me until I pray for death.  

The tears have been a nearly constant presence over the past month, since 

before the diagnosis, even. I cried for fear of what could be, then from guilt of failing 

to trust Him with my body and life. The most recent days have been flowing from 

deep pain and sorrow. There is still hope in my heart, but it’s waning. I ache from 
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the inside, just trying to harness the pain back into my body for long enough to smile 

at the girls.  

I pray for help and for health every waking moment. Abi and Naomi are the 

only reasons I can get out of bed. I know it’s a gift to find out my days are 

numbered, and I have to use them wisely. If I can stand, I will. I will be the best 

possible mother while dealing with this. I will stay in the moment. I will stop crying. 

Abi is probably at the age of forming long term memories of me. I can’t risk those 

being filled with sadness and tears. Or with the sight of my wiping my nose on 

Naomi’s onesies. 

With all this, I have no words of comfort or hope to sustain Yaacov. I’m 

supposed to be his encourager, but neither of us has an ounce of courage to share 

with the other. 

In short. It sucks to find out you’re dying.  

It sucks even more to fully comprehend it alone at home while browsing the 

internet.  

Most of all though, it sucks to watch your loving,  devoted husband find out 

you are going to die, and that there’s nothing anyone can do about it. 

After Yaacov absorbed it, he bravely shared it with my dad and some other 

people. I hate that he had to do it, but I’m so glad it wasn’t me. It’s bad enough to be 
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the person causing all the trouble. I'm praying that it's the worst day of our lives, but 

it’s sounding like only a crazy, unexpected miracle could make that happen. 

How is this happening?  Ten days ago I knew everything. I mean...everything! 

I actually thought my intuition was a special spiritual gift the Lord had bestowed on 

me. Back then it didn’t sound as arrogant as it does now. Back then it seemed like a 

fact. I knew things. I understood people without them having to explain everything. 

It was like the Holy Spirit gave me special insight into what He was doing. He helped 

me to know myself inside and out. Certainly, if I not only had a disease, but was 

actually dying from it, I would know. There’d be an inkling, at least. Because the 

world was orderly—and I knew the One who perfectly controls it. 

But then…then came cancer.  Seems like I’m being punched in the face with 

it, and there’s no clue about how many more blows are coming. Is this the beginning 

or the end? It’s stage 4. Incurable. Everything has changed. And it seems like it’s 

God who did the changing. 
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The Middle… 

I’m trying to pass the days believing the reality that the Lord hasn’t changed. 

It’s my understanding of Him from a new, broken perspective that has changed. I 

don’t doubt His love for me, but I have started realizing that love is not black and 

white, nice or mean, the way I had somehow believed it was. Love knows what is 

best for us and pursues that outcome with His long-term vision in mind. 

Unfortunately for us, Yaacov and I aren’t able to see the same things the Lord does, 

or even to know all the moving parts of the His long-term vision. It is much harder 

than I expected to trust blindly when nothing feels the way we think it should. There 

have already been moments that I am not sure God’s love is enough for me. I think 

I need the knowledge that He’s able to give me, but is choosing not to share. 

My mind has been whirling with panic and terror as I cry out relentlessly to 

God. This is all so much more than I can bear. I’m surrounded by conflicting 

advice, and my own mind shouts conflicting solutions at me. I’m constantly dizzy 

and afraid to take steps forward in case the ground falls away…again. 

Things are changing so fast. Just last week I had a list of things we were going 

to make for Thanskgiving, and for all the things I would buy on Black Friday. Now 

I’m making lists of all the things I need to do to prepare for brain imaging, body 

scans, and for trips to get second opinions.   
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One lovely note is all the support and love we are getting from everyone. 

There have been so many things over the years that taught me how true it is that you 

can’t trust anyone. It’s often even unintentional—people so focused on their own 

lives that they don’t realize the way they harm others. But I thought the Lord was 

pointing out that He’s the only one I can depend on. I saw who my real friends 

were, and the list was quite short, with Jesus at the top. 

Now things are a bit different. I might need people during this time. I know 

my family will, if I really do fade from the picture. Yaacov will need a new wife and 

the girls will need a village to love them the way they deserve. I need to be able to 

trust God with my family and with my own sustenance, and that will often involve 

human beings. He is having them be really helpful now, but I am so scared that as 

soon as I count on someone, she will let me down. And it’s worse for that to happen 

when it’s a matter of life and death. Actually, everything is kind of worse when it’s a 

matter of life and death, that’s the problem! 

I am dying. I don’t have time or reason to evaluate the intentions of friends. 

What matters now is that people are rallying around us and our family for the 

important stuff. It’s not something we should need. We should be strong enough to 

face it all on our own. But…we are extremely touched by feeling that we aren’t alone. 

I don’t want to die at all, but if I have to, I will be heartened to know how many 

people care for those I leave behind. 
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This is the most encouraging verse I have found. And when I say, "found" I 

mean it literally--over the past few months I've been making notecards of verses I 

thought were important, and leaving them in random spots around the house while 

cleaning. Last night was already the hardest of all my life, and it culminated with 

Yaacov’s dad combatively talking at me about something unimportant, while I was 

just trying to figure out how to breathe. I said a desperate little prayer for God's help 

and went off to look for something. Suddenly, one of my notecards was sitting out in 

plain sight! I don't even remember making the card, or why I would have thought it 

applied to anything before cancer. But that, and the others I keep finding, are 

directly applicable now. Glory be to God for this outpouring of love, peace and 

assurance!!!! 

This is the special verse, a love note straight from the Lord:  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We have troubles all around us, but we are not defeated. We do not 

know what to do, but we do not give up the hope of the living. We are 

persecuted, but God does not leave us. We are hurt sometimes but we 

are not destroyed. 

2 Corinthians 4:8-9 
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I don’t know what to do, or how I’m going to do it, but I’m not going to lose 

hope. I’m hurt, Yaacov’s hurt, my whole family is hurt, but we are not destroyed! 

Hallelujah! 

Saturday, November 26 

Thanksgiving started off awful, with having to juggle and host various 

personalities while still processing the reality of what Dr. Rassam had told us the 

previous day. All the friends we had invited to share the day with us offered to make 

other plans, but we wanted to proceed as normal. In hindsight, I wonder if it was 

worse for us or for them. It’s still laborious just to put one foot in front of the other, 

and it was particularly difficult because Naomi could smell the milk on me and I had 

to keep my distance. There was at least once that I had to sneak away to cry 

hysterically. The Lord had to fill me with His strength to push me back into the 

same room with everyone else.  

I doubt the celebration was much more life-giving for any of our friends. But, 

His timing is perfect and He Lord did not leave us alone. After everyone left, Naomi 

started taking a bottle! She'd barely eaten in days, and she just would not take a 

bottle or sippy cup for more than a sip. Yaacov and I were completely desperate. 

Our hearts were so broken it seemed they could never be whole again. We prayed 

through the agony, and she suddenly took it like she loves bottles. Hasn't stopped 
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since. She's so much happier now, and the weight and guilt from having to force this 

weaning is completely gone!  

Seriously, this is such a load off. My broken heart mends a bit more each time 

I think of it. He cares for us! The Lord didn’t just hit us with a canon and leave us. 

He heard our prayers for her independence. He knows how much we needed it, 

and took pity on us. And on her! This was more than a kind gesture on His part. 

This is hope. The hope that we needed, and that we can cling to in the days to 

come. Now I can face this diagnosis head-on.  

I'm also glad for other things. I have so much peace and even some joy right 

now. God is going to be glorified through this, and it's an honor to be a part of it. He 

is answering my prayers from long ago about doing something big for Him. And we 

have the chance to go to Mayo this week, maybe something awesome will happen 

there. Naomi's also been eating more table food, which is good, and Abigail is 

chipper and happy with all the people who keep showing up here. Mom and my big 

brother, Ben arrived yesterday from Michigan, and we had some nice family time. 

Now we're about to take family pictures, and everyone would normally groan about 

it. But I get to pull the cancer card and no one will dare complain about striking a 

pose. God is good! 

I'm learning so much about what to do if someone else I know ever goes 

through something like this. The biggest is that no matter how close I am or am not 
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to the person, it's nice to reach out in some way. I'm trying so hard to stay positive, 

but am really bothered that I'm certain some old friends and acquaintances know 

what's up and don't care enough to even drop a line. It's not like those people are 

important to me now, but it's painful to know that they'd hear someone is dying and 

not care at all. 

I'm a little worn out by everything, and in particular by a few people who are 

trying too hard to be helpful. I got home from a nice time with our community 

group from church and had some emails and texts that stressed me out. I really 

appreciate the effort, but sometimes it seems like people want to help in the way 

they'd want to be helped, instead of in the way I'd want to be helped. And it's hard to 

say “no” to these people. I guess everyone copes in different ways, and most of us 

really want to feel helpful. But part of me feels like it's a little selfish of them to be so 

pushy. 

Why should I have to do things to appease them when I disagree with what 

they're saying and I'm the one with cancer? But then…I release the thought and the 

Holy Spirit fills me with love for them. Even though I'm the one with the diagnosis, 

all these people are still affected by it. So they're doing what they can think of to 

help, and I'm complaining about it.  

In a few months when the newness has worn off, I'll be sitting here alone and 

wishing I had people who cared enough to push things on me. Plus, God says to love 
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one another because God loves us, not because they automatically know how to 

cope when their loved one is diagnosed with cancer. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I’m also stressed by people pushing their ideas/beliefs on me. I get that they 

believe I should do what they would do. That doesn't make it right for me, though. 

And maybe I'm being overly sensitive, but right now it seems that if I don't do it 

they'll judge me, and if I die they'll think it's because I didn't follow their advice. I'm 

praying about everything now and following God's advice, not man’s advice. But I 

sure wish I didn't have to juggle other people's judgments and beliefs along with it. 

This isn’t stuff that should consume my thoughts. I need to focus on what's 

important. Worshiping God and spending time with my loved ones. Getting the 

house cleaned is up there, too. But regardless, Paul said in Galatians that he's not 

trying to win the approval of men. One of my favorite verses has always been that, "if 

I were still trying to please men I would not be a servant of Christ" (Galatians 1:10). I 

will remember that the next time I lose focus and think this junk is important. 

Beloved, let us love one another, for love is 

from God, and whoever loves has been born of 

God and knows God. 

1 John 4:7 
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Now, I have found no verses about the filthy kitchen so better attend to that! 
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Sunday, November 27 

This journey is getting so much better, I can't even handle it! God is so good 

to me. Who am I that He would comfort me and give me hope? That He would 

hear my cries and wipe the tears before I have a chance to ask? No one. I've never 

led anyone to Him. I've never sacrificed anything that mattered. But He loves me 

anyway. In fact, the Word says He has no favorites. Meaning that He loves me as 

much as someone who has spent her life dedicated to serving Him. As much as King 

David, Paul, or Mother Theresa. He certainly loves me as much as Hezekiah, who 

He granted 15 extra years of life just because he asked. And He loves my children 

enough that He will have mercy on them for my sake. Glory be to God, the author 

of this, and every story! 

I had been a little distracted because I can feel my milk is drying up. As much 

as I try to be positive, it is a very real and painful experience. I know I will never 

nurse a child again. Most importantly, I will never nurse Naomi again. I want to cry. 
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Really, to sob and writhe around on the floor in self-pity, screaming to this invisible 

God who would be so heartless as to require this sacrifice. It makes me feel 

unneeded, too, which is hard to face because the basis of my desire to be healed is to 

raise the children that I claim need me so much.  

I was struggling to snap out of the funk, and to at least attempt to focus on 

God and the fact that He weaned Naomi for a reason. Just days ago I had felt 

weaning her was a blessing, and I suddenly started viewing it differently. Then--get 

this--He blessed me again! Instead of making me feel like a piece of junk for having 

the selfish thoughts in the first place, He comforted and answered me like only He 

can. When I got home from fellowship group, she woke up and started crying. She 

would not go back to sleep until I held her. She was quiet the instant I grabbed her, 

and when I tried to put her down prematurely she cried again. So I walked her and 

rocked her (okay, and smelled her sweet little head), while she held onto me with 

those fat baby arms. As she fell asleep on my chest she made the happy baby sounds 

that confirmed little Naomi loves and needs me.  

In Genesis 18, Abraham pleaded with God to save the evil city of Sodom for 

the sake of as few as 10 righteous men He would find there. God promised to save 

the city for the sake of those, it just happened that there weren't 10 righteous people 

there, so Sodom had to go. But I see the story with a parallel to us. If I'm the evil (or 
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at least unrighteous) city, Yaacov and I will beg that God will spare me for the sake 

of the righteous (my children). And we do. We are begging.  

Please, Lord. Have mercy on me for the sake of those innocent babies. 

There’s more encouraging news, too. Yaacov has work connections who have 

offered to help us get into a highly ranked hospital in Texas for other opinions or 

more cutting edge treatments.  We always figured we would need help like this, but 

it came together before we started seeking it. It's so clear that every move I've ever 

made is to set me up for this experience. I was a researcher in my career, and still 

have that inclination and passion now. I have extremely high standards for science 

and research, and won't just accept any old schmo's advice to stand on my head 

while eating carrots because they talked to someone whose brother was cured by it.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tomorrow will be a day of relaxation, which is really exciting.  I'll spend it 

enjoying my girls and the world God created. It will be the first day spent without the 

company of adults since the diagnosis. I don't think I was ready for that then. 

I will always sing about the Lord's love; I will tell of His 

loyalty from now on. I will say, “your love continues forever, 

your loyalty goes on and on like the sky”. 

Psalm 89:1-2 
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Hopefully I am now. But if not, I will actually reach out and find some company. 

We had fellowship group with just the women today, and it was so nice to sit back 

and chat, laugh, and breathe a little. They are amazing ladies and I pray that one day 

I can bless them the way they've blessed me. 

Monday, November 28 

I lost some of my happy, positive energy today. I still have so much to be 

thankful for though, maybe even more than usual. The girls have been completely 

precious and so many people have reached out in extraordinary ways 

I guess this cancer business is becoming more real now. I still know God can heal 

me, but I was hoping it would be yesterday or at lunchtime today. Now it seems I'm 

going to have to face at least some of it.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When you pass through the waters, I will be with you, and 

when you pass through the rivers, they will not sweep over 

you. When you walk through the fire, you will not be burned, 

the flames will not set you ablaze. 

Isaiah 43:2 
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Tuesday, November 29 

God is still good. Last night I felt sick and started panicking that I wouldn't be 

able to start chemo on time because of it. I don’t even know if it’s the cancer or 

something else making me feel bad. But, I went to bed at 7:30 and feel fine now. I'm 

so grateful for the healing and for the lifestyle that I can do that and it's not even a 

blip on the radar. The kids were in bed, Yaacov was home with video games to 

entertain him, etc. I can't imagine going through this with a job outside the house or 

as a single mom. 

I went "public" on Facebook yesterday and announced my diagnosis, along 

with the prognosis. I certainly didn’t do it in the right way, didn’t use sensitive or 

thoughtful words. I just blasted it out. I was already sort of depressed and wanted to 

get it out of the way. And I can’t waste precious moments worrying about what or 

how to say things. The truth is, I’m dying. I have to deal with it, so I guess sugar-

coating it wouldn’t make a difference anyway. I was skeptical that those who aren't 

close enough to me to know already would really care.  

I linked my Facebook page to my blog, which I never thought I’d be starting 

in the first place. I don’t even read other people’s blogs, so it’s not like I know what 

I’m doing. But the Lord compelled me to start one as soon as I was diagnosed. The 

whole time, I’d been thinking about the circumstances like I was narrating them for 

someone. Then there was one night I couldn’t even sleep without starting the 
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account. I started writing posts a few nights before I got the nerve to make them live. 

It’s so awkward to think of sharing my heart and giving people the opportunity to 

stomp on it or use it against me in some way. But this cancer is bigger than that, and 

it’s easier to face the fear when my eyes able to focus on it. So lots of people have 

been hearing and reading about me and started sending notes, cards, and gifts. 

Different groups of old friends have joined forces to send big care packages to bless 

us. Strangers are even contacting me with encouraging words. I don’t even know how 

to respond to this. There is something so powerful about other people sacrificing 

their time and money just to be kind to me and my family. It’s hard to explain. I 

know the world keeps spinning while we are on this journey, but it’s like it pauses for 

just a moment when people connect in this way. It’s humbling, uplifting, confusing, 

and madly encouraging, all at once.  

I had a sort of daydream (I can't say it was a vision from God, but it was 

definitely filled with love that only He is responsible for). I was in the front yard with 

Abigail, having a "dance party". We already have them all the time where we blast the 

music and mostly spin around and laugh. But in this daydream, it was Abi and me 

holding hands and spinning, the wind was in our hair and she was smiling with those 

huge cheeks. Then, suddenly, I looked over, and the whole yard was filled with 

people who love us. We were all dancing together with joy because of God's great 

love.  
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We're going to have that dance party when He heals me. 

Abi just caught me crying as I was reflecting on the daydream. She asked, 

"Why are you crying?" I told her it's because God is so good. She wisely responded, 

"Well, whenever you want to cry about something you should just sing, 'God is so 

good' instead". I think I'll try that more often. 

Wednesday, November 30 

I'm baaaaaaaack!!!!!! 

That’s both literal and figurative. Yesterday I had an MRI of my brain, then we 

left to get another medical opinion at the Mayo Clinic.  I struggled with a bad attitude 

for a few days as I grew negative about Mayo, and of the prospect of finding out there 

was cancer in my brain. I mean, I do get a lot of headaches. 

My pessimistic side started convincing me there was no chance we'd hear any 

good news, and I didn’t think I could handle more bad news. I remembered that the 

Lord is my strength (Ps 28:7, etc.), but it seemed like the part of me that it takes to 

move one foot in front of the other wasn't strong enough to even lean on His arms.  

The kids cried through the whole drive to St. Augustine, where we were 

staying before going to Mayo. Naomi was up most of the night, yada yada. We stayed 

with our amazing friends, Andrea and Neenad Shah, who are the ones helping with 

medical decisions. He graciously does all my cancer-thinking for me. He found all 

my beloved doctors for me and is the one who got me into Mayo in the first place. 
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But he can't erase the cancer on my PET scan or remove it with the wave of his 

hand. God can, of course, but sometimes it's hard to really feel that when you're 

down. 

When we arrived for our first appointment at Mayo, there was a woman my 

age, leaning on the desk next to me. She could barely stand and wore a pink surgical 

mask to protect her from germs. Her mom had to check her in for the appointment, 

because she couldn't speak for herself. She needed help getting around. I wasn’t 

eavesdropping, her mom was just talking so loudly that I got her life story. Or, the 

story that currently mattered, anyway. Turns out the daughter needed a pail to throw 

up in because she had had two strokes and couldn't hold her own puke bag. "No! A 

bag will not do! I must have a large pail for my daughter's vomit."  Her momma 

repeated this over and again. The ultimate advocate.  

That mom must have ordered her special surgical masks in pink, because all 

the others I’ve seen are blue. Do gestures like that help their situation? By the time 

you get to the point of not being strong or coordinated enough to hold your own bag 

of vomit, exactly how important is the color of your face mask? And how bad does it 

have to get before you start ordering smaller quantities of masks because you won’t 

be around long enough to use them? How many times has this woman wished it was 

her with the cancer, instead of her daughter? Probably as many times as I have 

already thanked God that I have it instead of the girls or Yaacov getting it.   
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I tried to rest in the promise that I don’t need to worry about the answers to 

the other questions just yet. For the day, I just praised the Lord that I would be able 

to hold my own, flimsy puke bag.  The prayer fell flat, but He still deserved the 

credit. 

The first doctor we met with was a little put off that our insurance didn’t cover 

the visit. Even though we planned to pay out of pocket, she kept stating the things 

she would not do, to save us money. Do we look that poor? Since when does the 

diagnosis, prognosis, and treatment plan of Stage 4 breast cancer depend on 

insurance coverage? I just wanted another opinion, based on truth, rather than the 

amount of superfluous tests they might choose to run. Oh, and, thanks, Mayo, for 

freaking me out about money again. I mean, we have good insurance, but how much 

will the out-of-pocket stuff cost? Everyone says cancer is expensive, is the idea that 

we’ll spend our life-savings on my treatment? Sell the house and cars to fill my 

prescriptions? And that brings up more questions…how much is it worth to extend 

my life just a little? Is it martyrdom or stupidity that would drive me to tell Yaacov to 

just let me go? I hate this kind of question! Questions like these are the reasons I 

don’t even have a living will! I don’t know what kind of treatment I would want if I 

was on life-support, because I don’t know what God has in store. And now we might 

be forced to make decisions we aren’t ready to make. 
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We were at Mayo for the better part of the day, awaiting different 

appointments with different doctors, and lots more of them examined my test results 

and my body. At some point in there I realized I’d been using the men’s restroom 

all day, but it didn’t dawn on me to cringe. I just needed to keep my mind set on 

what matters. 

They insisted I get genetic testing to see what’s up with the cancer coming on 

so young and so strong. It’s completely overwhelming because if I have a genetic 

mutation that causes it, the girls might have it, too. I can’t believe the doctors even 

want to get started on all that. It’s bad enough that they are scheduled to lose their 

mom very soon, but now they also might die of this? Their entire lives would be 

ruled in some way by cancer. First, recovering from my death, then fearing their 

own.  

It’s possible that knowing it could help treatment and care. I don’t know that 

finding this stuff out now would actually make a difference, plus they kind of didn’t 

give me a choice. So, basically now I’m struggling with the reality of dying to leave 

my babies motherless, and finding out that I might have sort of killed them with my 

genes anyway. 

This is a lot. I never thought I was immature before, but I am way too young 

for this. I’m 32 but feel like I’m being forced into retirement at age 12. Lord, this is 

so much more than I can handle! A few weeks ago my prayer requests were things 
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like, “Pray Naomi would sleep through the night so I can get some shut eye!” Now, 

they’re things like, “Pray the Lord would have mercy on me so I don’t have to shut 

my eyes forever while the kids are so young.”  

I can’t…I just can’t do this. I can’t go through it. I can’t survive today, knowing 

chances aren’t great that I’ll survive tomorrow. I can’t face leaving my kids. No one 

turns out normal if their moms die when they’re young. My dad’s mom died when 

he was 10, and he’s still so wounded by it. There’s this basic understanding that he 

lost the love of his life when he was too young to care for himself. And the hole has 

been there ever since. Ohhhhh, the agony of despair! I can’t do this. I can’t do this. 

I’m not ready. Jesus, don’t make me do this. Don’t make me go through it. Don’t 

make Yaacov go through it. Don’t make my perfect Abigail and amazing Naomi go 

through this. Do you know, for as long as I can remember my mom has always said 

there’s nothing worse than losing your own child? And now that’s just what she’s 

about to do. This isn’t right, have mercy on us. I don’t deserve to live, but don’t 

make me die! 

Yaacov painstakingly attempted to get me to focus back on God, but how 

could I function with a broken heart? By the time I met with the main oncologist at 

Mayo, I was sprawled out on his waiting room couch, crying that there was no hope 

left. 
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Yes, I know it was sort of bipolar considering how I felt just days ago. I 

needed to climb out of that pit, but…I didn’t want to. Plus, no one was left to give me 

a boost. I embraced the sadness while curling up in fetal position to await death.  I 

wonder if that was how the paralyzed guy waiting by Bethesda felt? He told Jesus 

there was no one to put him in the water. That was me—no matter how many 

awesome people the Lord puts in my life, there was not one who can help me. Only 

Jesus, Himself, could do it. 

The oncologist interrupted my funk while examining the protrusion from my 

breast, asking, “You’re a smart girl. How did you miss this?” I think it was meant to 

be a rhetorical question but it involved the one answer I knew by heart, and deep 

within my soul: 

“God.” 

The doctor didn’t understand. There was no Holy Spirit in him to clarify. But 

it was still true. I’m an idiot in so many ways. I was naïve to think I would know 

when I was terminally ill, or even sick in the first place. Pride told me God had given 

me so much insight I would just “know” when something was up. But one truth in 

my personal storybook is highlighted, underlined, and starred:  

 

 

 

*God allowed this cancer to be 

hidden from me. 
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It defies logic and science, two of my favorite things. But the truth is more 

powerful. Based on the size and severity, they say this cancer has been growing for at 

least 8 years. So, it had to be His sovereignty in keeping every doctor and lactation 

consultant who felt me up during that time from noticing the tumor. The thing is so 

big and prominent now, the day we met, Dr. Rassam even pointed out that he could 

see it protruding from the outside of my shirt. Missing it isn’t one of those things that 

you can explain away. Instead, the explanation can only reside in the heavenly realm. 

I had all the recommended annual healthcare, plus extra attention to that area, when 

I had both kids and nursed them. The only way that many people and experts could 

have missed it was that God allowed it to be hidden from all of us. 

Therefore, this doctor who tried to bury me with even more shame for 

missing the lump actually served as an encourager. If the creator of the universe 

decided it was good for me to go through this cancer at this stage, then I am on 

board. I am His daughter, and I will not question His authority. Instead, I will lean 

on the One who controls it all, and who loves me enough to let me go through it. He 

will be glorified for this. So no, I will not be put to shame for serving the One who 

sees it all, knows it all, and controls it all. Selah, pause, and think of that!  

My resolve to be steadfast did not force the oncologist to bring good news 

about the cancer, but God was definitely with us. He showed how He still answers 
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prayers, even when I fall short and lose sight of what's really important. He 

concluded word for word what Yaacov and I had privately said to each other, and to 

God, the other day. He said, "We're just going to treat this cancer like it hasn't 

spread. Like it's Stage 3." No one else had suggested this, online or in person. The 

words were so beautiful.  

I know cognitively that pretending it's Stage 3 is not the same as it actually 

being Stage 3, but the difference to me is huge. Not only did God put that in our 

hearts to pray for, days before it was independently suggested, but the treatment plan 

itself also highlights the difference in being treated like you're living instead of dying. 

And guess what? I'm ALIVE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

I'm so grateful to be alive at all, and that God set it up with those words, just to 

comfort and remind me that He's listening. Plus the last few days I had fleeting 

thoughts telling me to stop thinking like I'm dying and remember that I'm living. But 

I've mostly ignored those. 

Not anymore! I'm alive in and through Christ. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

But because of his great love for us, God, who is rich in mercy, made 

us alive with Christ even when we were dead in transgressions--it is by 

grace you have been saved.  

Ephesians 2:4-5 
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I'm also just alive in general. None of us know when our last day on earth will 

be. At least this way I have a warning. I always thought I'd sort of know when things 

like this were happening, but I was wrong. I had no inkling about this cancer thing. 

So I probably won't have an inkling about the day He heals me either. It's so that no 

man can boast.   

Thursday, December 1 

The doctors at Mayo were content to give their recommendations even 

though I’d have the treatments in Tallahassee, and Dr. Rassam was happy to follow 

their suggestions. He ordered the drugs I need right away, and concurred with 

everyone I’ve seen so far that I need to get a port placed for it. Apparently, that’s 

totally normal for people going through chemo, but since I’ve never actually known 

anyone with cancer, it’s new to me. It’s some sort of tube I’ll get surgically connected 

to my collarbone, so the chemo drugs can get pushed in that way instead of through 

a regular IV. It makes the chemo treatments go in faster, and will leave my arms 

available to do other stuff during the treatment. The sad part is that it’s not optional 

for me. If I was just a little sick, I could elect to go with a simpler IV. But someone 

like me needs a more permanent option to receive drugs. But, for better or worse, 

everything’s moving quickly now, and I don’t have time to dwell on it. 

We’re back from Mayo for a day, and then get the port put in at the hospital 

tomorrow morning. Dr. Crooms is doing it, and he and Karen take such good care 
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of me that it doesn’t occur to me to get nervous. It’s like I’m just going in to check in 

with them. It’s weird how much I don’t care about good bedside manner for other 

things. I’d rather have straight facts than to have them sugar-coated. But with Dr. 

Crooms, it makes all the difference. He, Karen and all the other nurses there really 

care for me in a kind and parental way that can’t be matched. I wonder if they know 

how well they love me, and how much difference it makes. And I wonder if I’ll be 

around long enough to convey that to them, and to tell others about it. 

The surgery sounds like a minor thing, but I have to be at the hospital for 6-8 

hours. A nurse told me I can’t have the surgery if I have a fever, and was a little 

concerned that it’s 99.7 today. Yesterday, Mayo noted that it was 99.3, so I’m a little 

rocked by the fear that it’ll just keep going up. I imagine 100.4 would be the cutoff 

for surgery, and we pray a ton that it goes down tonight. I know things like that are 

only controlled by God, and He could use that to keep me from having a surgery I 

shouldn’t have. But in reality, if they tell me it’s a no-go in the morning, I’m not sure 

how much consolation that’ll be. 

The stupid fever and cough have been with me sporadically since September, 

and only go away while on antibiotics. The Mayo oncologist yesterday said it's not 

related to the cancer, which is a big relief. Not that it gives me any other sort of 

answers about the cough, but I'm pretty sure terminal breast cancer is a bigger deal.  

There’s a verse from the book of James which says: 
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It’s been on my mind a lot because it seems like a promise that He will heal me. It 

also seems like a command that we need to really obey. This isn’t like before cancer, 

when there were tons of opportunities for trial and error. This is game time, no 

turning back. We need to literally do everything by the book, which means I’ve 

searched my heart for every possible sin I ever committed and didn’t repent of. I 

confessed every time I ever lusted for another life, or another man to Yaacov. I’ve 

even prayed a ton about sins he might be committing that he didn’t repent of yet. It 

might seem excessive, but I’m dying, I can’t afford the risk. I am no cat with 9 lives, 

this is it for me. 

I have been praying a lot for the elders of the church to come pray for me, 

and before I mustered up the courage to request it, our pastor called and asked if he 

could bring a group of them over to pray for me! I’m so touched, not only by the 

offer, but that I didn’t have to ask them to do it. We don’t even know any of the 

elders at the church, we haven’t been there long enough. And I don’t know if this is 

a regular thing they do, or if they just felt the Lord calling them to do it. But I do 

know that the verse specifically says the prayer needs to be offered “in faith”. Does 

Is anyone among you sick? Let them call the elders of the church to 

pray over them and anoint them with oil in the name of the Lord. 

And the prayer offered in faith will make the sick person well.  

James 5:14 
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that mean they need to have faith that I will be healed? What if they don’t? Again, 

there are no do-overs when you’re already on the fast track to the grave. I tried to get 

Yaacov on my side to ask the elders to only come over if they believe I’ll be healed. 

But he isn’t really ready to say he believes it yet, and, surprise, surprise, my own 

belief needs some reinforcing. I want the faith-boost of others who believe it, but my 

heart aches more at the reality that I might be sitting in the living room alone, 

praying for myself, because I’m the only who can kinda-sorta offer that prayer in 

faith that it’ll happen.  

Friday, December 2 

Jumped out of bed this morning at 5, bright and early, to check my temp. 98.6 

degrees, perfect! That was another special gift from the Lord. He didn’t just let me 

get the surgery, He also took all hint of fever away without any medicine. He is my 

perfect physician! And only He could allow me to rest peacefully while I waited to 

have a hole drilled through my neck. 

Right before we ran out the door for the hospital, I realized I was going to get 

scared before the surgery, and did a quick Google search for "Bible safety". Some 

really nice, but not applicable, psalm came up and I didn't have time to look for 

more. I ran to our room to grab something else, and noticed Psalm 4:8, which I 

posted on the wall a few weeks ago. “I will lie down and sleep in peace, for you alone 

O Lord make me dwell in safety" WHAT? It used the exact term, 'safety' that I had 
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on my heart, and was the type of encouragement I was looking for. When I did get 

scared, right before the anesthesia knocked me out, I recited it to myself. I don’t 

think I could have felt any safer knowing God already gifted me with the only 

surgeon I could ever innately trust, and having perfect words from His book that He 

had blessed me with.  

Our God is such a personal treasure. He does stuff like this all the time, we 

just don’t always have awesome opportunities to notice and appreciate them. It’s 

quite possible that these little gifts will be enough to keep me going the next time I’m 

too weak to get up off the floor. Or on that day I’m finally too uncoordinated to hold 

my own puke bag. 

Yaacov took the day off work to watch the kids during surgery, and was going 

to mostly stay home with them throughout. Without family in town we don’t usually 

have options to do things together without the kids. Plus, we want to keep their 

schedules as consistent as possible, considering we have no idea what the future 

holds.  

I planned to spend the day alone at the hospital, which was less than ideal, but 

much better than not having surgery at all. It was a scary thought, but I figured it was 

a time for the Lord to give me courage. I know the Lord is my shepherd, He is my 

friend. He is my comforter. But the same part of me who feels like a little kid forced 

to go through adult situations still wanted some company. Especially when I was 
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getting prepared for surgery and had to repeat the reason of my procedure to every 

nurse who came in to check on me.  

Without any pre-planning, my friend Susan ended up taking Abi home from 

preschool for us, so Yaacov and Naomi surprised me by being there throughout. 

Another treasure. Another precious memory. Another pillar I can hold onto when 

the force of fear tries to knock me back into the pit. 

I thought I held it together during the surgery but must have been repressing a 

lot of sorrow, because when they woke me from the anesthesia I heard someone 

frantically sobbing, "My babies, my babies!" and a bunch of nurses ran over to 

distract and comfort me. Oh yes, that was my own voice and I couldn’t make it stop 

immediately. When I finally regained my faculties, I silenced it, and prepared for a 

discussion about the girls. The nurses just moved on though, so I guess this is one of 

those weird things they deal with all the time. I guess deep sorrow and grief are just 

par for the course if you’re spending your days caring for cancer patients.  

I think the surgery went well. I had something called a power port installed, 

which includes placing a foreign object of sorts in my chest (that's the part that hurts 

and runs down my arm), and something in my neck. That part doesn't hurt, it just 

feels weird. Overall, the surgery and port caused a lot of pain, and I’m a little 

surprised all three doctors who mentioned it acted like it was no big deal. I guess no 

one talks about that because it’s so small compared to going through the chemo in 
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the first place. Especially if everyone knows it’s just the last step you take to in your 

short, pathetic life. It feels like I got beaten with a baseball bat, then forced to 

swallow a phone cord. If that’s not even noteworthy to those in-the-know, I can only 

imagine what chemo will feel like. And the discomfort reminds me of the reality that 

my days are greatly numbered, with the port a symbol of my earthly lifeline. 

I felt crummy enough to stay at home and skip the church Christmas party 

tonight, but got my act together instead. We got to wear our pajamas and dance, 

which is sort of living the Petscher family dream. Plus, how could I stay home feeling 

sorry for myself when I’ll be dying soon enough? I tried to hide all the bandages 

from the procedure and get in the Christmas spirit.  

Saturday, December 3 

Yaacov and I just watched a movie, which is the first entertainment I've had 

since the diagnosis. I won’t pretend I focused on it enough to tell you what 

happened, but I stayed in the room throughout the whole thing, and my eyes were 

oriented toward the television for most of it. In other words, quality time! 

We have been added to a ton of prayer chains and lists that I didn’t even 

know existed. I wanted to start tracking it, and couldn’t shake this idea of going 

bigger—of trying to get someone from every state to pray for me to be healed. So, we 

reached out on the blog and social media to ask for more prayer. Our goal is to have 

at least one person in every state praying for us, so that when God heals me we can 
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spread the good news back out and the entire land will hear of His glorious deeds! It 

feels prideful to act like I’m so important that people all over the country should 

want to pray for me. Like other people don’t have problems, too. But it feels 

important and this whole death sentence has made me a mad woman. Might as well 

embrace the insanity—we all know it’s the cancer, not the embarrassment, that is 

about to kill me. 

We learned our Mayo visit officially won't be retroactively covered by 

insurance, which is okay, except that means if we need to go to Texas it definitely 

won’t be covered. I had really started thinking my best shot with medicine would be 

to get into a new clinical trial there. Even with massive fundraisers it wouldn't be 

possible to pay out of pocket for all the travel, treatment and whatnot to be done 

there. I’ve heard it costs tens of thousands just to get some of the tests done. Oh, and 

I took off some of my bandages from the surgery and I literally have holes in my 

neck and chest. Holes! Anyone walking by can see them.  

This is seriously happening. I can feel the tube in my neck when I cough, and 

when I laugh it feels all gurgly. The fight of my life is underway.  God can still heal 

me, but it probably won't be before chemo. Before an earth-sized dose of hell. 

Oh, and Abi asked me last night how many days until we go to heaven and 

meet God and Jesus…whew, deep breaths! We'll be okay. Somehow.  God promises 

to help us. I guess I wish there was a due date in with some of His promises. 
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  The Lord is near to the brokenhearted 

and saves the crushed in spirit.  

Psalm 34:18 
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Monday, December 5 

Today's the day! This is it. No turning back—even if I wanted to. I feel much 

better about everything today. I somehow lost my focus over the weekend and got 

caught up in worldly things that don't matter. By yesterday morning I felt dead 

inside. I woke up reminding God that I'm just a kid, and this was too much of a 

burden for me. Then He reminded me this is the same age Jesus was when He 

ministered to everyone, then, you know, took on all the sins of the world… how dare 

I complain about my petty issues? 

We've been praying a bit about how to thwart Satan in his tracks. Ephesians 6 

gives us some clues, but it feels like often when I leave him a foothold I can't figure 

out a practical way to get it back. Obviously I shouldn't let him in in the first place, 

but it happens.  

Regardless, God brought me out of it in a very different way than usual--

people! Instead of crawling into a hole of depression like I wanted to, the events of 
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the day required me to be around lots of supportive and loving people. In my flesh I 

would have hated that. I don’t want to worry about being “on” when I’m trying to 

keep my body from turning off forever! The night culminated with our fellowship 

group having a special night discussing cancer. I left with no fears, no feelings of 

mourning, no tears. Chemo is the next step in my healing process. The next chapter 

of the amazing life God has blessed me with. And even if I don't always feel His 

presence in times of trouble (Psalm 46:1), He is with me and set up my days to help 

me through them. 

As I prepare for what I thought of as doomsday just 24 hours ago, I will 

rejoice in this place as it is and will be filled with joy instead of mourning. I am so 

blessed to have the opportunity for good treatment, people to take care of my family 

and me in these times of need, and prayers from various parts of the entire world. I 

will praise His name despite my circumstances, today, tomorrow and beyond! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Let everything that has breath  

praise the Lord. 

Psalm 150:6 
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********** 

My first treatment experience was so weird. The room is a big rectangle with 

patients set up in recliners all around the perimeter. Everyone gets his or her own IV 

pole to drag around if they need to use the restroom. The old timers bring activities 

to keep them entertained, and the less organized ones just watch the game shows 

that play quietly on the interspersed televisions around the room. Some were passed 

out and drooling by the time I even got to my assigned station. I felt like an outsider, 

looking in on all these poor, pathetic cancer patients. I was a hundred years younger 

than the spring chickens, and on some sick level I sort of looked at them like they 

deserve their cancer. Because clearly, once you're old you don't deserve to be 

healthy. I forced myself to empathize and finally noticed they were sitting there 

pitying me. With "righteous indignation" I thought, "you don't know I'm not really 

going through this. I'm going to be healed. I'm not one of you." That’s when the 

nurse came over and switched my nausea medication for the real thing.  

And suddenly I was one of them. At one point she inserted a tube of red 

poison and told me it has been nicknamed, the red devil. Enough said. 

As surely as I knew it would not happen, I stubbornly waited the entire 3 

hours to be rescued. I envisioned an old man, in a long white robe and long beard, 

bursting through the doors and announcing there had been a mistake, that 

mysterious paperwork came through that revealed I was actually healthy as a horse. 
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In other scenarios, Dr. Rassam would quietly pull me aside, and with shame try to 

explain that the original, cancer-free, findings had been the accurate ones. I 

angelically decided I wouldn't sue for the emotional distress I'd gone through with 

the recent nightmare. 

It’s painful to face the truth. I wasn't rescued in that way today. And, um, I 

wouldn’t tell this to your face, but I am a little surprised and more than a little 

disappointed. I know it’s stupid to hope for things like that, and in some ways it’s 

worse to hope and then get disappointed, but I kind of can’t help it…I just really, 

really don’t want to die yet. 

People who do not have a relationship with God, or who knew me before I 

had one, probably think it's pretty crazy, or even stupid, for me to put all my trust 

and hope into Him healing me. Maybe you think my time would be served better 

trying to find a magical cure for the situation, or ruminating on all the would-be's, 

could-be's, and should-have-been's. But it's different once you know Christ. I can say 

that with certainty because I've lived my life both ways. I had a tough exterior before 

I met the Lord. But that was founded in faith in myself, instead of the One who is 

infinitely smarter. When I was faced with adversity back then, I depended on myself 

to get through it. If I was incapable, I had to find someone to blame. With this 

diagnosis, I would have been so angry. So out of sorts when doctors told me there 
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was no hope for me. I would have alternated between a deep depression and seeking 

vengeance. 

Things are different now that I’m in Christ, though. Now the world, doctors, 

and statistics tell me there is no hope for me, but I know the truth. There was 

NEVER any hope for me without God. If you choose not to believe in Him, it 

doesn't mean He's not there. It just that you don't receive the help and relief He 

offers. So I will keep on hoping and trusting in Him, just like I did before cancer. 

Because He's always been the same. He knit me in my mother's womb and knew my 

life story before I was ever born. I wish I knew the ending to it, but I will trust in 

Him for a beautiful end that serves its purposes.  

In other words, no matter how hard it gets, I will not give up hope of such a 

rescue. In fact, I will abound in hope. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

May the God of hope fill you with 

all joy and peace in believing, so 

that by the power of the Holy 

Spirit you may abound in hope. 

Romans 15:13 
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Wednesday, December 7 

The pastors, elders, and loved ones from the church came over to pray for us 

last night, and I’m so glad we didn’t screen people out upon believing I’d be healed 

or not when they entered. It was perfect. They anointed me with oil, didn’t try to 

shame me for hoping, or to lambast me for not hoping I‘d be healed well-enough. 

Instead, they just loved on us and washed us with the Word of God, which does not 

return to Him empty.  

There was one moment where my mind started freaking out that no one 

believed I’d be healed. And right then, one of the elders announced that he believed 

I would be! Right or wrong, that was what I needed to hear. My soul was comforted, 

one vitally important prayer answered. 

We also got the results of the genetic testing in. It confirmed that I have a 

genetic mutation called BRCA 1, which is passed down from the Jewish side of my 

family. My dad is Jewish, and that’s likely what predisposed his own mother from 

dying from breast cancer when she was so young. They just didn’t know that sort of 

thing back then. It’s discouraging in the sense that Abi and Naomi are more likely to 

also have this genetic mutation. But it’s still encouraging because I was praying so 

much before the diagnosis that the Lord would do anything it takes to let all my 

family know Jesus, and now it turns out it’s that it was brought on by my familial 

genes. Somehow it feels like another answer to prayer, along with this reminder: The 
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only One who can control it also set all these things in motion from before I was knit 

together in my mother’s womb. It rocks me back to my place at the foot of the cross. 

Glory be to God! 

All this is so big, it makes the journey with cancer feel so much more 

important than just an illness. I feel chosen and honored to get to be used as a 

catalyst for the Big Things God is doing in His kingdom! We are praying more 

boldly now. Not just that I’ll be healed, but that I’ll also be healed in such a way that 

it is apparent to all that God Almighty did it. I don’t want to be miraculously healed 

if the doctors get to steal the credit for my survival. We’ve heard many times now 

that there is no medicine that can cure me, but we know that God still can. So, we 

pray that He does, and that it is in such a special way that the doctors see Him at 

work. May the nurses know His name because of it. May my dad and any others 

who don’t know Him renew their love of the Lord because of the amazing way He 

changes my prognosis from death to life.  

A pastor joked that we’ve gone “too big” with this prayer. We should settle for 

just being healed. Little did he expect that I would treasure those words as a 

challenge to fuel my faith in the glory of God, who alone is able to do all things for 

His glory. This world is so dark, it doesn’t need more Erins in it. It needs more light. 

More Holy Spirit. Yaacov and our kids need the Spirit more than they need me, 

too. I’d love to be around to share what the Lord has done, but if it’s just for the 
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sake of glorifying doctors and doing dishes, I don’t have as much desire to fight and 

pray. This journey is about Him. My need for healing is about Him. My family’s 

need to have me around is nothing compared to the blessing of witnessing a 

firsthand miracle. 

It was an eventful night. By bedtime it was clear that Abigail was sick. Her first 

ear infection, which was poorly timed because her first school play was the following 

day and she had to miss it. But this stuff happens. It is real life. I'm so fortunate to 

have the type of schedule and lifestyle that I could stay up all night with her, cancel 

everything scheduled for the day at the drop of the hat, and have no repercussions. 

Taking care of her kept me from worrying about how many more chances I might 

have to see her in a performance, too. Not only is all this a great reminder that God 

is taking care of us, but it makes me so grateful that I'm the sick one instead of 

Yaacov or one of my precious babies. Thank-you, Lord, for your ultimate wisdom 

and for the lessons we're all learning through it. 

God showed me a little more about Him while I laid with Abigail last night. 

She was so sick and upset, crying out for comfort. But no matter how hard I tried to 

break through her discomfort with my hugs and snuggles, she couldn't get past her 

feelings to accept it. Even when I silenced her she woke again shortly and was in the 

same state of mind. I wonder how much I do that to God. I think I want His help, 
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but am I really ready to receive it? Or am I going through the motions but really 

wanting to stay wrapped up in my personal tragedy? 

A few days ago I mentioned my difficulty getting Satan and his influence out 

of my life. Then, what do you know? Yesterday I flipped through the radio and 

Joyce Meyer was ranting about something. I was looking for a great song, not a 

message, so almost changed the station. God didn't let me though, and it turned out 

she was talking about that exact issue. Coincidence? I think not! She was talking 

about James 4:7, that says to "Submit yourselves therefore to God and the devil will 

flee from you". The key I was missing was the submission part. I need to live in a 

constant state of submission anyway, but if I still find myself in a bind with his 

influence around me, I need to stop, pray, release any of my own desires, and get 

that loser devil out of here. 

Thursday, December 8 

Yesterday I called Abi's school to tell them she was sick, and the woman who 

answered knew my story. She just finished chemo herself and encouraged me to, 

"Fight, girl, fight,”. I hung up serenely, rejoicing that the joy of the Lord is my 

strength, and agreeing silently about how hard I'll fight when it's time. 

I had no idea that time was about to start. Within minutes of hanging up the 

phone, it started. The nausea, the pain, dizziness and exhaustion. I could barely lift 
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my head or open my eyes, let alone continue playing Super Mom. It was particularly 

difficult because Abi was so miserable and needed her mommy to be 100%.  

I rapidly declined to the point where I couldn’t do anything more, and right 

then the Lord removed some of the pressure: 

First, my dad showed up to help. Then, Abi's doctor appointment was much 

quicker than expected. Naomi was so amenable all day that I was able to cuddle and 

rest with Abigail. It would have been a tough day even if I was healthy, because Abi 

was about as sick as she's ever been. And if I was even one degree sicker, or didn't 

have people who could help there's just no way I could have done it.  

I feel like I did okay with the mental part of the fight, but it leaves me 

wondering about the physical part. Does fighting mean you don't let yourself rest, 

just drag yourself around the world? Or do I rest so I can do better the next day? If 

this was a regular illness I know the answer would be to rest. But, remember that I’m 

actually fighting to live in the first place, and sleeping seems like a big waste of the 

time I have left. Plus, sleeping doesn't seem like fighting, even though at times like 

those I know I need some amount of it. I kind of don’t know the difference between 

wanting to rest, and needing to rest. It’s like with the port placement, I would have 

thought that was a huge deal, lots of pain that would require taking time off. But the 

doctors didn’t even think it was a blip on the radar. If those are my “good” days, I 

can’t waste them in bed! I guess part of the wrestling is that it’s bad enough no one 
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knows how many days I have left in general, but part of it is that no one can predict 

the degree of misery I’ll be in for any of those.  

I guess I need to pray more about how to behave during these fights. I felt 

much better in the morning, but part of the issue is it's all so unpredictable, so I need 

to ready for war at all times. I might not have learned how to fight yesterday, but I 

remembered what I'm fighting for. The bittersweet moments with my amazing 

family. Laying down, nose to nose, with Abigail--her crazy curls strewn about and her 

stinky breath blowing warmly into my face--is the ultimate victory for any fight. I will 

pray for countless more moments like that. I will fight for countless more moments 

like that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Friday, December 9 

I've tried really hard not to focus on the vain aspects that go with cancer and 

chemo, but the time has come and I'm consumed by them. I pray for total, 

supernatural healing, but let's face it, if God wants to sustain me for many years on 

The LORD is my rock, my fortress and my deliverer;  

My God is my rock, in whom I take refuge.  

He is my shield and the horn of my salvation, my stronghold. 

Psalm 18:2 
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chemo, that would still be an enormous blessing. Unfortunately, that could potentially 

mean spending the rest of my life without hair. Or eyebrows. Or eyelashes. It's all off-

putting, but there's something just so ridiculous about having no eyelashes during the 

crummiest part of your life. Eyelashes serve a purpose--to protect your eyes. 

Seriously, God? THIS is the time of my life that I don't deserve an eyelash to direct 

my tears?!! 

The mutant Jewish gene, BRCA1, that predisposed me to the cancer in the 

first place, will soon ensure that look like a mutant on the outside to match. Because 

of that gene, recommendations are to have my ovaries and breasts removed 

(combined with the lack of hormones, this will make me look like a round ball), and 

of course I'll be bald. I know I can still be beautiful on the inside, but who cares if I 

look like The Thing (that gross, bald monster) from the Fantastic Four on the 

outside? And God definitely knows I don't have the personality to pull off looking 

like that. I don't have the personality to pull off looking like I do now! 

As always, God is teaching me, growing me, stretching me. I know before even 

posting this that the answer about my tears is in various parts of the Bible. One 

example is that "The Sovereign Lord will wipe away the tears from all faces; He will 

remove the disgrace of His people from all the earth."  Isaiah 25:8. I also know that 

He doesn't want me to live in sackcloth and ashes, so I don't need to be crying all the 

time. I need to be rejoicing about the amazing things He has done and will be doing 
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in my life and in yours. So, I'm going to take off my sackcloth now and stop mourning 

for myself. Time to put on some makeup along with my big girl pants. I have some 

living to do.  

Saturday, December 10 

There are people in many countries and most states praying for our family. 

This prayer for His people is spreading like wildfire, and everyone who's praying is 

being obedient and awesome for His Kingdom. 1Thessalonians 5:11 says, "Therefore 

encourage one another and build one another up, just as you are doing." That's what 

you're all doing for me, and most of them don't even know me. I don't even know 

people in most of the states where people are praying. I am so humbled by their 

kindness, I would love to beg them to stop and focus on other things. But I really 

desire healing for the sake of my babies, and I really want to see whatever awesome 

plans God has for this big experience. It's so fun to be a part of it. I've never 

personally seen God work in this way, with the spreading of prayer and concern for 

someone like me to go so far and wide. 

Am I the only one pumped about this? Throughout the drama, I haven't done 

much wondering of "why me?", but I have wondered a more general "why?”. I know 

it's for growth and glorifying Him. I have a few thoughts of how God is going to use 

this for my own growth (I'm too blind still to see which specific areas He might be 

focusing on), and for some family members who just don't know Him. I've gone so far 
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to consider pounding on them until they accept Christ because maybe that would 

mean the mission is accomplished and God could heal me. I'm relatively certain that 

isn't the way to go though. Regardless, I see without any doubt now that this 

movement from God to get so many people concerned and praying is way beyond 

me. I have complete strangers emailing me, stopping me in stores, etc. He's moving 

on these people's hearts. It's about Him and His people, who He's mobilizing and 

unifying for His purposes. It's similar to the time in Babel when the people got 

together and decided to build a tower to heaven. They were not doing it for the right 

reason, so in that case God confused their language to keep them from working 

together. But now that we live by grace and are focused on God, we can work toward 

the common good of His people and His name instead. 

I guess what I'm trying to say is that I'm so glad for all who are on this fast-

moving God train with me. God can do whatever He wants, with whomever He 

wants. He doesn't need us to do His work (remember, He hardened Pharaoh's heart 

multiple times, got a donkey to speak truth to a prophet, etc. He's not waiting around 

for a few good men to enlist). But we're invited to join Him and it's an honor to do so. 

Big things are going to happen, and big blessings and valuable experiences come from 

such things.  
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Sunday, December 11 

Yaacov and I are struggling a little with all the sickness stuff. We might have 

gotten ahead of ourselves in believing I'll be healed, because now instead of focusing 

on how awesome that part would be, we're getting frustrated by the reality of all the 

permanent issues cancer is going to do to my life. To our lives. We definitely need 

to take a step back and remember that it will be an honor if God chooses to spare 

me, and if He does that, He will also help us with any repercussions. And, you 

know, this is part of my journey. The Lord didn’t promise an easy, perfect life on 

earth. All that stuff is for heaven. 

I love the holiday season. My illness doesn't even put a damper on it, I'm just 

so glad to have a chance to spend time with family and express and share some of 

God's love with those I love. But I'm struggling with the temporal aspect of 

everything. If this is my last Christmas, will it be good enough as a grand finale? Will 

showing my love for Christmas now, make it harder on my family to enjoy 

themselves if I'm not around? In movies you see families sitting around dinner tables 
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saying, "Oh, Mom would have loved this", or whatever. I don't want anyone to ever 

say that about me. I want them to just be happy and love things themselves, instead 

of feeling sad and thinking about someone who isn't there anymore. I know that 

sounds weird, but it tortures me. 

It's important to say that I don't blame God for this death sentence. Instead I 

have this guilt and fear I can't get rid of. Everyone says I need to stay positive, fight, 

do or eat certain things, whatever. It can be uplift and motivate me in many cases, so 

I don’t want to discourage it. But at times like this my mind twists that into the going 

the other way, too. As in, if I die it's because I wasn't positive enough, didn't fight 

hard enough, did something wrong. It wouldn't make it true that I caused my own 

death, but it hurts me to think people think that. And deep down, it makes me 

wonder if they're right. Maybe if I die it'll be because I didn't try enough. Couldn't 

figure out how to love my precious children enough to live for them. Did I really 

type that? Ohh! The agony of despair! 

Whether or not a person could truly have beaten death in reality, other 

people still think they can. When my dad's mom was dying of breast cancer many 

years ago, they knew it was bad so shoved her into a now-famous alternative 

medicine inpatient facility. She was separated from her baby boys and husband, and 

lived out her last days there on a strict juicing regimen. Somehow in that time, 

someone snuck her a piece of candy. She got caught with it, and the doctors there 
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told her that would cause her death. I don't know if she believed it, but she was 

already having to leave behind her 10- and 5- year old little boys, and then she was 

blamed for it. Oh, and she died soon after. No quantity of juice (+/- 1 piece of 

candy) in the world could kill off the cancer that infiltrated her body. 

It's just too much. I can't handle it. 

I guess this is why I spent all yesterday repeating, “I will not worry about 

tomorrow, tomorrow will worry about itself. I will not worry about tomorrow, 

tomorrow will worry about itself…” 

Today definitely has enough of its own trouble, so I need to stay focused on it. 

If I'm blessed to survive tomorrow, I will submit myself to the Lord, present my 

requests, and wait with eager expectation for my miracle. For His Miracle. I have to 

remember, this is for His Glory, His Purpose.  

It's not about me. 

I caught part of a song I’d never heard before. Something about, "all you have 

to do is try, then let Jesus do the rest". It was such a kind and loving answer from a 

kind and loving Savior. From a Savior who already brought me out of the depths of 

hell and redeemed me so I could spend some time on earth worshiping Him. From 

a Savior who has blessed me with 7 amazing years with my perfect match, who He 

created just for me. From a Savior who allowed me to give birth and to raise the 

funniest, most joyous and wise almost-4-year-old the world has ever seen. From a 
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Savior who knit beautiful Naomi in my womb and let her bring me indescribable joy 

for 8 perfect months now. If I believe God did all this for me, why would I believe 

He would suddenly stop loving me now? More importantly, how could I not trust 

Him to take care of my perfect family that He created if by some chance I don't 

make it? 

 

 

 

 

Monday, December 12 

The chemo effects hit my mouth yesterday so I'm having difficulty speaking, 

eating, and swallowing. From what I’ve surmised in my online studies, it will be at 

least 9 weeks before this improves, so of course I spent the morning ruminating on 

how I can raise my children without a voice and the difficulty of a long-term liquid 

diet.  A quiet voice reminded me, "Do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will 

worry about itself."  

With some difficulty, I let it go. 

Next, Yaacov was supposed to leave town for a short business trip. That 

means both of us would be out of town tomorrow because I need to be at a monthly 

Therefore, do not worry about tomorrow, 

for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each 

day has enough trouble all its’ own. 

Matthew 6:34 
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job I do, leaving my children in the hands of my overwhelmed father for the entire 

day. 

"Do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself." 

Okay, Lord. 

My doctor's office wants a bunch of paperwork for our appeal to go to a 

hospital in Texas by tomorrow. We needed confirmation from the doctors at Mayo, 

and they were unhelpful. The oncologist there was offended that I wanted to go to 

Texas at all. The phone calls I had to make for it ran me ragged and I got nowhere. 

“Do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself." 

Got it. 

These are the types of concerns I typically think need to be worried about, or 

they just won't get taken care of. But for once, I took the hint and let them go. 

Instead of everything falling apart, God took over. Yaacov's trip was canceled so he 

can help with the girls tomorrow. The Mayo clinic called me three times, (instead of 

my having to call them) and the doctor agreed to write a letter I needed. Then a 

friend dropped off dinner--soup! It felt great on my mouth and is so much more 

satisfying than the all-juice diet I had started planning. 

Perhaps God's word is alive and well. Perhaps he does find me more valuable 

than a bird of the air. Perhaps I need to stop trying to do His job and just do my 

own. 
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Thursday, December 15 

 

 

 

 

 

 

That is Yaacov's favorite Christmas verse. At Christmas, we celebrate the 

greatest gift God could give--His only son. He gave it freely to us, without even 

asking, despite all the crummy things we were doing, still do, and will do in the 

future. You might think I'm talking about this because of December 25 coming 

around the corner. But you would be WRONG! 

I'm talking about God's awesome gifts because He has blessed me so much, in 

His own timing, and on His own terms. He keeps me on my toes but that just makes 

me a better dancer. Seriously, you should see me spinning around right now! To get 

to the point, He is doing SO MUCH to get us to the special hospital in Texas and 

just put one of the final dots on the line.  

Before I had any interest in going to Texas, we started having people offering 

help us go there. To summarize, we already have had: a bunch of Yaacov’s academic 

friends from around the U.S. raising money for us through a team race they were 

For to us a child is born, to us a son is given, and the government 

will be on his shoulders. And He will be called Wonderful 

Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace. 

Isaiah 9:6 
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doing, people offering us places to stay there, people telling us they can expedite my 

case to be seen there in a timely manner, people telling us they can get us in to see 

any of those doctors, doctors calling my insurance company to find out exactly how 

to finagle it, and doctors writing letters to the company on my behalf. So, all we need 

now is insurance, and the insurance head told us all she needs is the name of the 

doctor I want to work with there. Easier said than done, as no one perfect for my 

case was standing out.  

I tried all the avenues I would think of on my own to figure out who could be 

best. I tried calling them directly, checking out all the doctors people have 

mentioned, reading the vitae online, and having doctors ask their friends. There 

were no clinical trials of interest so I couldn't do it that way, and none of the leads 

seemed like a match. I was uneasy about it all and unsure how to proceed, because 

the doctor really does matter. I am much younger than women normally are who get 

diagnosed with breast cancer, and, it’s very rare for it to have spread by the time of 

the initial diagnosis (normally that’s for a recurrence). I also have the BRCA 1 gene, 

which can change the way I should be looked at. I don’t just need anyone with a 

fresh set of eyes to review my case, I need the right eyes that will open wide, pour 

over my case, and to make a way where there is no way! Only the Lord can actually 

do this, but we have been praying that since He is sending me to Texas, He would 

reveal the person there who He has prepared to do this. 
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Then it happened--in an unrelated issue, I decided to go through all my 

backlog of email before we leave town, and saw that someone sent me a link to a 

news story about a promising cancer finding. I thought it would be about 

untouchable treatments, but read it anyway. There it was--a story about some great 

findings for people similar to me at that very hospital. And, of course, with one 

specific oncologist as the head of a promising clinical trial. I don't know if I missed 

her vita the other day or what, but upon reading it tonight I see she has serious 

interests in cases similar to mine. Just looking at her little bio gives me goosebumps. 

She is definitely the doctor we've been looking for. God is the healer but she is one 

of the players. It is such a load off, and I'm so excited to finally have a name and 

move on to the next step toward the airport. 

This shows conclusively that God is working and helping me, and He does it 

for His glory and His name, not in the ways that would leave me room to boast. But, 

"Let him who boasts boast in the Lord" (2 Corinthians 10:17). God set it up. If I 

found a doctor there I might have started thinking I was in control, and I was finding 

the right doctors. But He knew it was this doctor from the beginning and hid her 

from me until the perfect time. 

I am really happy for the gift of Jesus, and really happy for the gifts like this 

that Jesus brings. 
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Oh, oh, and there’s more! I have the world's greatest husband. Literally. He is 

amazing, so thoughtful, so dedicated, never complains or worries. He is my rock 

and, even though I whine and complain about almost everything he does, he never 

actually does anything wrong. He takes the kids all the time, let's me rest when I 

need it, talk when I need it, cry when I need it. He is perfect for me and I will do all 

I can to be considerably more perfect for him. 

Our friends, loved ones, family, and absolute strangers have been SO kind to 

us. It's actually so kind that I have had a really hard time coming to terms with it. I'm 

not sure if it's a pride thing because I've never been a "charity case" before, or what. I 

have never seen love at work like this before. I am so humbled to be a part of it. I 

hope and pray that we won't need all the things people have given us, and if that's the 

case I'll get it back to them or donate it in their names. But for now we're accepting it 

because if God put it on people's hearts to give us things, He knows we either 

already do need, or will need, it.  

Among many other things, we have had care packages from people I haven't 

spoken to in 15+ years, money from people we've never met, even a tiny Christmas 

tree! My Mothers of Preschooler’s group gathered with a pastor to all pray for me, 

my Bible study group did the same and presented me with a massive gift card, and 

my friends from our Mom’s Club have set up food, diaper collections, and chores to 

be done around our house! I mean…seriously? Yup.  
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To top it all off, a complete stranger is lending us her beach house for the 

upcoming weekend, and a ton of people contributed with money and gift cards so 

we can truly relax. I am so looking forward to it. We leave tomorrow afternoon. 

It’s a little weird to write all this because I don’t want anyone to feel sad that 

they don’t get this. I mean, who wants to hear about all the great things someone else 

has? But I can’t stop the joy over what God is doing through His people. I'm so 

excited to be able to share the uplifting stories! It’s never wrong to boast about what 

He is doing, and I assure you that He is richly lavishing blessing upon blessing on 

our family. He deserves the credit and the glory from it! 
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Sunday, December 18 

We had a really sweet vacation. It was much more relaxing than any we had in 

the past, because we focused on bonding and hanging out instead of doing a lot. Life 

is generally really weird though. My hair has started falling out, and my solution is to 

stop brushing it. I know that sounds ridiculous, but I don’t want to shave it in case 

somehow the Lord spares me from losing it all. And it still looks full if I don’t touch 

it. So I wear it down and tangled, or with a scarf or hat covering it. I can’t tell by 

looking at people if they think I just like hats or am going through chemo.  

People on the outside might thing a terminal diagnosis involves some sort of 

adjustment to “new normal”. But so far it’s not filled with gratitude for the special 

moments. My death sentence is such a present thing with me that I don’t have even a 

second of getting lost in joy. Everything I do, each word I say, is filtered through the 

very present truth that I’m dying. This might be the last trip we take. This might be 
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the last time we sing this song. I feel healthy enough that I don’t usually fear it’ll be my 

last Christmas, but that kind of thing can change quickly.  

Being alone is the worst of all. I tried to take a bubble bath to relax, and 

couldn’t escape fast enough. Stuff like that has become so wasteful. How can I waste 

some of the final minutes of my life “relaxing”? And what else can I do? There’s 

nothing productive left. After the kids go to bed, there aren’t sweet, life-giving 

conversations for Yaacov and I. Anything we have never said is too painful to bring up 

and just makes things worse. The Lord always comforts me though, so no matter how 

many tears I shed before falling asleep, He is with me. He shows me His love in the 

Word, in prayer, and within me. I think it might be like being wrapped in a warm 

blanket on a cold night—while I’ve been locked in the trunk of my car by kidnappers, 

racing down the back roads toward heaven. The destination is certain and sweet, and 

the blanket is warm and assuring. But everything else is scary and unknown. My 

stomach lurches through every turn, I have no idea when we’ll get there, or in what 

condition. But still, the Lord helps me to rest in His warm blanket. 

My relationship with Naomi had been a little off since weaning her, and we 

completely got it back this weekend. I am happy to report that when my mom held 

her earlier today, Naomi reached over to me and cried. Because she wanted her 

mommy. Needed her mommy. Just like I need her.  

We must get through this. 
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My mom came to town from Michigan a week early because I have my next 

chemo treatment on Tuesday and need help with the girls. The last treatment really 

wasn't bad but I'm preparing for a tough week anyway. Abigail loves when Grandma 

comes to town so I should be able to rest without feeling too guilty, and I imagine it’ll 

be good for Mom to feel helpful considering how desperately she wishes she could 

take the cancer from me. 

Unfortunately, I seem to have moved past the denial stage of this ordeal and 

have accepted that I really have advanced breast cancer. I sort of miss the denial stage. 

It was more of a roller coaster but the ups were really fun. I'm in a bit of a depression 

now, even though I am not going to accept the death sentence that comes along with 

my diagnosis. 

God does not like for us to be lukewarm about Him (Revelation 3:15-16, “I 

know your works: you are neither cold nor hot. Would that you were either cold or 

hot! So, because you are lukewarm, and neither hot nor cold, I will spit you out of my 

mouth”). But, that's where I am right now. I don't want to be, but it's hard to find 

motivation to burst at the seams with joy, or even to seethe with anger. I'm just "blah". 

I know that God is love. Besides believing the Bible is true and that it says 

specifically that He is love, I was thoroughly convinced of it many years ago, when He 

rescued me from my life of destruction and created a completely new me. An 

eternally new me. He pursued me when I was steeped in sin, showed me the love that 
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He is, and filled me so fully with it that the love overflowed into all areas of my life. 

That happened eight years before my cancer diagnosis. In His sovereignty, I had that 

many years to hate my previous life, to long to please Him, to beg to be used mightily 

for His kingdom, and to love others. In that time I witnessed how good people suffer, 

how devoted believers falter, how we all sin and we all deserved death. Yet in that 

time my certainty of what Love is, how it behaves, how we might define that, did not 

waiver. It hadn’t been thoroughly tested, thus it hadn’t been questioned or adjusted. 

I'm not going to make any more excuses, I'm going to remember amazing 

things He has done for me, and for all of us. The biggest thing He did lately was to 

have us get insurance approval for Texas. I can't express how clearly I know it was 

Him who set up the whole thing. In the past, we would have done tons of research to 

identify the best center, then worked on getting in, etc. But God set this up 100%. Just 

shoved the program and all the details at us until we couldn't help but want to go 

there. If you're not a believer you would have a hard time getting past the 100 

"coincidences" that lined up for it. Anyway, I wasn't that worried about the approval 

(yet), because so little time had passed. When I got the call that we were approved, 

my whole body started shaking and I could barely speak or breathe. Yaacov and I 

started screaming and we had a family dance. Abi immediately asked if it meant I 

wasn't sick anymore, and I definitely believed the answer was that I won't be soon. All 

of this is to say that when I got that call, I felt the same joy I would have expected to 
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feel weeks ago when I was falsely told I didn't have cancer. But both of the times I was 

misdiagnosed I felt numb instead of relief. I believe God did that to protect me from 

false hope, whereas this time He allowed it, even gave it as a gift of real hope. I know 

that this verse can be misunderstood, but it feels relevant to me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I want to look beyond myself so I don't get wrapped up and stuck in my own 

depression. I’ve been reading about Esther, who set a great example for me. God 

used her for great things, just like He will for me either during this season, or once 

I'm refined and strong from living through it. In Esther 4:16 she said, "When this is 

done, I will go to the king, even though it is against the law. And if I perish, I perish." 

She was braver than I could ever be--she had a choice and risked her life for what 

she believed in. It wasn't thrust upon her like my diagnosis was on me. She 

knowingly and prayerfully broke the law to approach the king, even though she 

legally should have been put to death for that. She did it anyway, and the Lord made 

it work out for her.  

“For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, 

“plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you 

hope and a future.” 

Jeremiah 29:11 
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Before this cancer mess, I never bothered to wonder if I would have made the 

same choice as Esther. I would have told you I'd do it in a heartbeat. But I would 

have been wrong. At the very least it would have been an enormous decision. I only 

think it’s easy now because I know the ending--she lives! But if you really didn't know 

you would live, would you risk losing your life to save your people? Your distant 

relatives? Close family? Who, or what, is worth dying for? I have a pretty short list, 

which I guess is why God didn't leave it up to me. 

For some reason this is embarrassing to admit, but I kind of think the Lord 

reminded me about Esther for more reasons than just the example. I think there’s 

something about her story that will be like mine. It’s not that I think I’m as great as 

her, but I do think we’re being asked for the same faith and courage. We’re both on 

roads that could lead to death, and are begging the Lord to change that path. Neither 

of us knows how it will go, but I want to be as faithful as her. I want to make the 

Lord smile at me with pride. And I want all on earth to smile because of what He 

does in me.  

Tuesday, December 20 

Abigail has become afraid that I'm going to leave and never come back. 

Where is this coming from? I have no idea, but it could not be timed worse. I guess 

none of us should ever promise that won't happen, because we can't control 

everything. James 4:13-16 says, "Now listen, you who say, ‘Today or tomorrow we will 
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go to this or that city, spend a year there, carry on business and make money.’ Why, 

you do not even know what will happen tomorrow. What is your life? You are a mist 

that appears for a little while and then vanishes. Instead, you ought to say, ‘If it is the 

Lord’s will, we will live and do this or that.”  I'm really aware of all that right now. I 

want to promise and assure her that I'll always return, but I just can't. Not now or 

after I'm healed. 

I will settle for promising her that I would never want to go away from her. 

The second chemo treatment went well and if I wasn't so tired I would be 

encouraged. The chemo nurse says I seem much better than the other people she 

gives these drugs (Thank-you, Lord, you are my healer and strength, Exodus 15:2, 

15:26). Dr. Rassam did a little exam and noted my lump is much smaller, which 

means the chemo should be working on the parts of my body he can’t feel as well. 

He is really concerned about my going to Texas, thinks I should just do that as a last 

resort after standard treatment doesn't work. I see his point, but I know God wants 

May the God who gives endurance and encouragement give you 

the same attitude of mind toward each other that Christ Jesus 

had, so that with one mind and one voice you may glorify the 

God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ. 

Romans 15:5-7 
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me to go there. So maybe I'll get better results than the standard treatment. Or 

maybe I'll go “just” to glorify God to all the people who need to hear about Him 

there. Maybe I'll be so humble that I'll get out of His way and He can use me in the 

most amazing ways that none of us would ever expect. All these options are amazing 

blessings, and I can't wait to see how He works. 

*********** 

What in the world is God doing? The Bible is full of all these warnings about 

how believers on earth will be hated and all that. But in what should be the darkest, 

loneliest time of my life He is showing me nothing but love. Love through His 

people, which I know better than to even waste time hoping for! Through people like 

you, who read this, stop me at stores, call me, leave or send me things. Many are 

people who I know, but many, maybe even moreso, are from those I don't. When I 

first had children I thought I got a pretty good handle on God's love. He loves us 

even more than we love our kids, and that amount is far beyond measure. I get that, 

cognitively. But it's hard to process. Like right now, I feel like if I'm going to go 

through this storm, I should be isolated, miserable and despised. I should be feeling 

like Job when he's lost it all. But instead I've never felt so complete. I am showered 

with blessings and feel so loved. What kind of storm is filled with love? But that's 

what this is. A love storm. I have to remember this. To embrace it instead of 

questioning it. I don't need to wonder about the ending, just to enjoy today. 
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Friday, December 23 

We officially have people praying for us in every single state! There are a ton 

of international pray-ers as well, I think representing 18 different countries. We truly 

are eternally grateful. There’s something about it that feels “all in”. When the Lord 

first put it on my heart to ask Him for people in every state to pray, it felt selfish. But 

the way people eagerly took up that challenge is so comforting and encouraging. 

Every single person who is praying for us will be blessed in some way. I pray it is by 

having these prayers answered, but even if it’s not, we’ll know that we did everything 

possible to keep me alive and to see the Lord glorified. Prayer is so much more 

valuable than drugs and healthy eating. And if the Lord called us to do it, He has 

Be sure you do not feel self-important and forget the Lord your God who 

brought you from the land of Egypt, the place of slavery, and who brought you 

through the great fearful desert of venomous serpents and scorpions, an arid 

place with no water. He made water flow from a flint rock and fed you in the 

desert with manna (which your ancestors had never before known) so that he might 

by humbling you test you and eventually bring good to you. Be careful not to 

say, “My own ability and skill have gotten me this wealth.” 

Deuteronomy 8:14-17 
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excellent reasons. I know He hears all our prayers, and that He planned and fulfilled 

this call for prayer. 

I have always been a jogger, but lately while I’m out I have been adding in 

some sprints, too. I don’t exactly have the boundless energy from before, but it still 

feels good to push myself while I daydream. I escape into a world of make-believe, 

where I can outrun the cancer, where the pounding of my legs bang the pavement 

louder than the voice of truth. I think about all the ways the Lord might heal me, and 

about how I can tell all the people who have been praying that He answered their 

prayers. Those thoughts provide enough adrenaline to carry me farther. 

Eventually I run out of steam, and the reality of today dries the happy tears 

that mingled with my sweat. By the time I recover, the sadness of the world’s 

expectations consumes me and the daydream has vanished. But the Lord is still with 

me, and I will rejoice in that for another day. 
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DECEMBER, 2011 

SUN MON TUES WED THURS FRI SAT 
25 

CHRISTMAS! 

 

26 27 

 

28 

 

 

 

29 30 

 

31 

NEW 

YEAR’S EVE 

 

Sunday, December 25 

He is with us. He came to live among us, and left His Holy Spirit as our 

counselor, who gives us wisdom and understanding. These are things I need. 

I've been wrestling for weeks with the idea that God is asking me to be a 

"willing" sacrifice for Him. It actually started in the bubble bath I tried to take on 

vacation, but I couldn’t quite resolve it. The point of Jesus coming and dying for us 

was so He would be the sacrificial lamb, and He doesn't require sacrifices now 

(Hebrews 10:5), so it's a little unexpected. I'm thinking of it as not being required, 

just requested. Of course, anything He requests, I will do my best to perform. I feel 

like He's telling me this is an issue of getting my heart right. Not that I would try to 

die or stop trying to live, but I suppose more of a willingness to go through this no 

matter what the cost. 

Obviously, I don't have a choice in whether I die from this disease, so I feel 

like I'm currently trudging along to the grave, hoping to get pulled out alive. And 
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now I'm supposed to keep walking that way because He wants me to, or sort of 

because I want to do it for Him. Not because I have to. 

I want to want to please God.  

If I knew this experience would result in my healing--that I would live on earth 

and raise my girls--I would joyfully and willingly go through a short cancer/chemo 

trial for His purposes. But not knowing the exact purpose, and not knowing if I will 

live or die from it makes it really hard to do this joyously. I hate that my willingness 

to please God is still dependent on "ifs" and "buts", and I guess that's the evidence 

that my heart is wrong in the first place. 

If I didn't have kids I'd die if that meant someone would turn to Christ and 

spend eternity in heaven. But what if the whole reason behind this cancer stuff is just 

to get some stranger to know more about Christ, and then they still reject Him? Do I 

want my children to grow up without their mom for a stranger's missed opportunity? 

Nope. I just don't.  

I'm trying though. 

It all looks like a non-issue on the surface, because I cannot control when I 

will die. God does that, and He controls or allows every issue on earth, whether it's 

my advanced cancer or someone else's stubbed toe. Below the surface, though, is a 

matter of the heart that I need to resolve.  



  E. Petscher 

 

87 
 

Today we celebrate the anniversary of Jesus' birth, and He struggled with the 

same thing when He asked God to take the cup from Him. It was much harder in 

that case, because Jesus had the power to actually stop what was going on, and 

couldn't demonstrate it. Mine is a perceived control issue, and I actually have no say 

in the outcome. 

************ 

I have wrestled with how to fight to trust Him and now I finally get it... 

It's not about cancer, it's not about me, this is about Him. Hebrews 11:1 says, 

"Now faith is being sure of what we hope for and certain of what we do not see.”  If I 

have any faith at all, I will trust Him through this. I will follow Him.  

Willingly.  

With joy.  

No matter what the cost.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And so, dear brothers and sisters, I plead with you to give your 

bodies to God because of all he has done for you. Let them be a 

living and holy sacrifice--the kind he will find acceptable. This is 

truly the way to worship him. 

Romans 12:1 
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God is supreme. He is the inventor of all things, and if He thinks it's a good 

idea for me to go through this stage of cancer at this time of my life, I will go. With 

glee. He picked me for this job! He knows best. How arrogant of me to say what is 

good or bad, what should or shouldn't be! How quickly I forget all the amazing 

things He's done for me, and stopped praising Him so I could complain about Him. 

To think basically that I am smarter than Him and my plan is better than His. How 

ridiculous and embarrassing! 

I really was being that ungrateful and prideful for the past few weeks. That 

burden of stupidity is gone now though. I am relieved that I don't have any say in 

who lives or dies. I don't even have the burden of going through this on my own.  

I am not trudging alone to the grave, God is carrying me to the place I need to 

go. In His arms is exactly where I want and need to be.  

Wednesday, December 28 

Last night, Naomi was sleeping in my arms while I was sad. I couldn't wipe the 

tears from my eyes for fear of waking her, so I let them fall off my face and felt them 

land at the same time as hairs that were falling out of my head. Just as I inhaled to 

really lose it, God enveloped me with His love instead. I had been in the middle of 

praying for Naomi--that she wouldn't go through this pain with me or because of me--

and felt His answer so clearly.  
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Instead of assurance that she won't suffer from this, I received what He knew I 

needed more--a reminder that He is looking down at me the same way I look at her. I 

felt strongly that it pains Him as much to see me hurting as it does for me to think of 

my girls hurting. More, probably.  

I am undone. 

I know that God is love, and that He created me in His image. But somehow 

it's really hard to see and accept this fatherly-style of love. I don't know if everyone 

struggles with this, or why it's an issue with me, but it is. I hope I can retain this one in 

my long term memory for once. This cancer issue is part of His plan, but that doesn't 

mean He has turned off the sensitivity meter and left me to free fall. Pain and trials 

are difficult to go through for us and for Him as our Father. I am so grateful to have 

my loving, sovereign Father (as well as an awesome earthly one!)! 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Praise be to the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the 

Father of compassion and the God of all comfort, who comforts 

us in all our troubles, so that we can comfort those in any trouble 

with the comfort we ourselves receive from God. 

2 Corinthians 1:3-4 
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Friday, December 30 

I heard a sermon today that reinforced the same idea the Lord showed me in 

Naomi’s room. We remember often that Christ experienced so much pain on earth, 

but don’t always point out that God is also the perfect father who had to watch it. He 

could have ended it at any time. He would have stopped it if that was the right thing 

for the good of His people. But this was the only way for us all to be forgiven and able 

to reconnect with both of them in heaven. Jesus had to be punished for my sins so 

that I can be righteous. And God had to give Him that sentence. 

The preacher of the sermon pointed out that when we have physical pain, our 

whole body compensates and comes to the rescue. Like if you break your arm your 

other arm and muscles help to let the bad one recover. I strongly believe that is going 

on with the body of believers (and tons of nonbelievers) helping our family right now. 

I have never seen a community reach out like this and it's amazing. Romans 12:4-5 

says, "Just as each of us has one body with any members, and these members do not 

all have the same function, so in Christ we who are many form one body, and each 

member belongs to all the others." This is really big to me because I've been 

wondering why God is putting us on so many people's hearts. There may be many 

other reasons, but demonstrating truth from the Word is a good one. It reminds me 

that the rest of it is true, too. I've said it before, but my family and I are so grateful for 

the outpouring of love and concern from everyone. I mean, my dad has been retired 
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and living in West Palm Beach for decades, and when he heard about my diagnosis, 

he literally moved to Tallahassee. He glanced at a few apartments, and rented one 

without any fuss. Not only did he completely uproot his life, he also still has a ton to 

do down there and drives back and forth frequently to do it. Not only has he not 

complained once, he doesn’t even make it seem like a big deal. I can’t say I would do 

that for someone. I definitely never thought I knew someone who would do it for me! 

Next to the stage 4 diagnosis, this outpouring of love from everyone around us is the 

biggest surprise of my life. And it is definitely the best one. 

The Lord doesn’t just use people in close proximity either. He used that 

sermon to encourage me, and also to regain some perspective. And the preacher who 

gave the sermon died years ago! Not only did he share what I needed to hear, it’s 

super encouraging to realize that the fruit of our labor extends farther than we can 

understand or imagine. So no matter what happens with me, the things that matter 

will outlive me. 

Saturday, December 31 

We made it through 2011 and I have some hair left, too! I can't believe how 

long ago last New Year's Eve seems. At the beginning of 2011, we didn’t even know 

yet if Naomi would be a boy or a girl, and now she’s crawling circles around her 

dying mother. Despite the circumstances, I am ready for 2012, and am determined 

for it to be the best year of my life. I normally have a long list of resolutions and 
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goals, but this year I just plan to be healed, and to be the most amazing mother, 

daughter, wife, friend, and sister I can be. 

I’m going to keep my mind on what matters. Romans says that those who live 

according to their evil flesh set their minds on things of the flesh. So I am going to 

keep my mind set on the things of the Spirit, which will bring me life and peace (8:5-

6). If I live according to my flesh, I will become consumed with the things of this 

world. Those who offend me will be seen as evildoers, and that will keep me from 

receiving any truth they could offer.  

My mind has truly been out of control lately, and I remember now that a 

friend warned me not to let my mind “go there”. At the time I felt like she was 

discounting my thoughts, my heart—me--because she had her own agenda. I couldn’t 

receive the truth there, and even felt prickly about her pushiness. But now I see the 

truth. I thought it would be like living in denial, but it’s more like living in God’s 

Truth. I just can’t let my mind start thinking about it, because I will literally never 

stop. If I dwell on the fact that I’m dying for more than a few minutes, the entire day 

is quickly ruined. Then the entire night is spent crying, instead of seeking Him. And 

of course, I wake up in a really bad state the following morning. It spirals out of 

control. Yaacov sees it, but his words can’t control my thoughts any more than I can. 

Because they’ve already been released.  
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I’ve noticed that in these valleys the Lord eventually does take pity on me and 

pulls me out. That’s when I see evidence of the truth. The Lord is my shelter. He is 

my banner. He speaks, and I hear. He comforts me. He continues not to answer the 

big question I have right now—will I live or die?—but, I still know He is there. And 

that He does want me to be content, right now. Where I’m at, in this hellish limbo. I 

feel like He’s supporting me more than I ever could have hoped, just not in the way I 

want Him to. Still, I’m not alone. I am held. 

We are leaving for Houston in just a week! I suspect I will have a PET scan or 

another way of searching for cancer, so we're praying specifically that it will show 

supernatural healing in my spine. Chemotherapy can not destroy the cancer there, so 

this is asking for a miracle.  
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JANUARY, 2012 

SUN MON TUES WED THURS FRI SAT 
1 2 3 

 

4 

CHEMO #3 

 

 

5 6 

 

7 

 

 

Wednesday, January 4 

Today was my third chemo treatment. I’ve gotten into a comfortable routine 

now. I’m going as frequently as possible, which is every 15 days. That means I often 

see different patients each time, since most people are there on consistent days of the 

week. But I’ve been there so much that many faces are familiar, and because I’ve 

been praying more than ever in my life, I’m filled with faith and confidence. I meet 

complete strangers and tell them about Jesus. The room is a big rectangle so we all 

can look at each other for the hours we spend there. The drugs mostly keep me 

awake, and my vision has gotten really blurry so I can’t read. I just sit there and pray 

for everyone I see. Once there was a woman who went for a non-chemo infusion and 

had a panic attack. While they were calling for help, I dragged my IV stand over to 

her and prayed with her. Nurses and the doctor rushed in, but they all waited for me 

to finish with her before stepping in. It was a holy respect, and an experience I never 

would have had the confidence to be involved with in the past.  
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Our family celebrates Passover, a festival of the Jews and one that Jesus 

celebrated, and there are always eye-openers about how certain components of it 

were fulfilled by Him. Parts of it get boring and feel ritualistic because I'm a sinner 

with a short attention span. However, throughout this cancer process (I really need a 

good word for it!) I have often prayed "Dayenu" and thought of that part of the 

Passover. 

Dayenu means "we would have been satisfied", and the head of the household 

reads a list of awesome things God did for the Jewish people and the people in turn 

cheer, "Dayenu!" to indicate that what He did was more than enough for us. Of 

course, we are all sinners so those are just words. We know from experience that no 

matter what we say, we forget the awesome things God does frequently. For example, 

"No sooner had Gideon died than the Israelites again prostituted themselves to the 

Baals. They set up Baal-Berith as their god and did not remember the LORD their 

God, who had rescued them from the hands of all their enemies on every side." 

(Judges 8:33-35) 

An example is, "If He had merely rescued us from Egypt, but had not 

punished the Egyptians, DAYENU". I am so touched by the Lord's mercy and love I 

had to make my own! 

 If He had merely saved my soul but left me without a partner, DAYENU! 

 If He had introduced me to Yaacov but left me without children, DAYENU! 
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 If He had blessed me with Abigail for even a day, but hadn't given me almost 4 

years with her, DAYENU! 

 If He had given me Naomi but gave me less than 9 months with her, 

DAYENU! 

 If He had put friends and family in my life but not allowed us to grow together 

from an advanced cancer diagnosis, DAYENU! 

 If He had moved my Dr. Perry to order an ultrasound for my lump, but it was 

left with a false negative and thus shorter life, DAYENU! 

 If He had Dr. Perry refer me for a surgical consultation, but didn't have 

Neenad tell me it should be with Dr. Crooms, DAYENU! 

 If He had introduced me to Dr. Crooms but didn't get him to secure a proper 

diagnosis so quickly, DAYENU! 

 If He had merely allowed Satan to threaten my life but chose not to give me 

the warnings, DAYENU! 

 If He had given me the warnings via proper diagnoses, but didn't get me to Dr. 

Rassam, DAYENU! 

 If He had convinced us to go to the hospital in Texas but did not secure 

insurance approval, DAYENU! 

 If He had secured insurance approval but not a fundraiser to help with other 

expenses, DAYENU! 
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 If He had moved people to raise funds for us but it was not incredibly 

successful, DAYENU! 

 If He had helped me cover my head but not to overcome the shame from 

losing my hair, DAYENU!" 

 If He had allowed me to go through chemo but hadn't made my tumor shrink 

2 cm, DAYENU! 

 If He had just comforted me through three rounds of the worst type of chemo 

but didn't make me feel better than ever, WE WOULD HAVE BEEN 

SATISFIED! 

Thursday, January 5 

“Data Driven” was an awesome team of 11 friends from Yaacov’s research 

world who ran a 200-mile relay race (Ragnar) from Miami to Key West. They 

picked us to raise money for and I think they raised more than $9000! Before this 

diagnosis, Yaacov was supposed to run it with them for some other charity but he 

dropped out when it turned out I was dying. 

This is one of those things people like me never expect. I just never thought 

people would need to raise money for. Never thought anyone would want to, either. 

Or if they did, that it would be so much money. We never asked anyone, we didn’t 

even know what we might need money for. I mean, obviously if I die there will be 

expenses, but we have good health insurance in the meantime. There’s something 
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humbling about knowing the Lord put your husband, your kids, your story, your 

problem, on someone else’s heart in such a strong way that they could not forget 

about it. They are compelled to check out their bank balance and send money to 

strangers to support you. Money isn’t always the same as love, but it is love that 

compelled them to share their money. 

Saturday, January 7 

This was a really crummy day. I am much sicker than usual and for the first 

time in my life, feel like a freak. I’m completely bald, and don’t feel human.  It really 

stinks. I know I wasn’t focusing on the vain aspects of cancer, but it turns out when 

you lose your hair, it doesn’t feel vain. I can’t think of a painful enough description 

for what I feel like...I guess the closest would be if half my face got melted off. 

People try to say, “it’s just hair”, but I wonder if they know how belittling that is. It’s 

not just anything. It’s something I had my entire life. Every picture, every memory, 

every day. It changed the way I looked and felt, and different styles came and went 

with it. But the fact that it grows back doesn’t downplay its importance. For one, it 

actually hurts to lay down without hair. It’s really sore and nothing can ease the pain 

of every one of those empty roots.  

The pain would be manageable if it signified the beginning of a healing 

treatment for me. But knowing that there’s no chance chemo can cure me just 

means the bald reflection could be the last type I see of me. Part of my head is 
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missing, and it might just be the first of all my body that goes rogue. Now that I don’t 

have hair, something big is wrong with me. I am a permanently different person, and 

the shame that comes with it is like nothing I ever imagined experiencing.  

With painfully shallow breath I try to remember that nothing truly important 

has changed. God is still good, there is still a reason for all of this, and I'm still the 

most blessed person I know. It's harder than usual to buy into these truths right now 

though. The memory of wads of my hair falling out of my head and into the 

dishwasher before I shaved it last night is stamped more boldly into my brain than 

the truths about His goodness. 

I know I need to get out of this downward spiral before it's too late, but I don't 

really want to. I want to feel sorry for myself and post a list of every bad thing that 

happened today so that everyone who reads this will feel sorry for me too. Oh, and I 

want to eat a huge brownie sundae while I do it... I deserve it, right? 

Maybe. But more importantly, it’s time to get it together. One of the worst 

things about knowing what the Bible says is that I have no excuse to make bad 

choices. Not that I'm a Bible expert, but I can't plead ignorance on this. When I 

committed my life to Christ I knew that I didn't deserve His love, sacrifice, or 

forgiveness, but He gave it freely. Just because times are tough now I can't waste time 

acting like some poor victim who deserves better. I certainly can't break all the rules 

and blame it on my circumstances. For the record, the rules I'm referring to now are: 
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1) Say positive things 

a. A good man brings good things out of the good stored up in his 

heart, and an evil man brings evil things out of the evil stored up in 

his heart. For the mouth speaks what the heart is full of. (Luke 6:45) 

b. Death and life are in the power of the tongue: and they that love it 

shall eat the fruit thereof. (Proverbs 18:21) 

2) Focus on God instead of myself  

a. Since, then, you have been raised with Christ, set your hearts on 

things above, where Christ is seated at the right hand of God. Set 

your mind on things above, not on earthly things. (Colossians 3:1-2) 
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JANUARY, 2012 

SUN MON TUES WED THURS FRI SAT 
8 

FLY TO TX 

9 

CHECK IN AT 

TX HOSPITAL 

10 

(HEAD 

BACK TO FL 

EARLY) 

11 

 

 

 

12 13 

SCHEDULED TO 

RETURN TO FL 

14 

ABI’S 4
TH

 

BIRTHDAY! 

 

 

Monday, January 9 

We got into Texas last night, right before a storm. It started this morning, just 

in time for my first appointment at the hospital. I was headed over there just for the 

check-in and consultation, after which the plan was to schedule me for whatever 

other tests and treatments would be needed throughout the week. So, Yaacov stayed 

at the apartment we rented with the kids. There was a tornado watch and flooding 

everywhere. The signage here is awful so I trudged through the rain (without an 

umbrella) for half an hour before finding the place. Soaked and frozen, I texted with 

friends that it could only get better. 

Oh, how wrong I was! 

Now that I've lost my hair, at my best I feel like a hideously disfigured clown, 

so it wasn't hard for the cruel doctors to crush what was left of my spirit. Still, they 

did everything in their power to make sure I was utterly devastated.  
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It worked.  

First, the nurse practitioner met with me and told me there was no point in 

my ever having surgery to remove my tumor, because I'm going to die of breast 

cancer regardless. I happened to be acutely aware of the tumor because my shirt had 

gotten wet while trudging through the rain. I had walked for half a mile or so, trying 

awkwardly to cover my tumor with one hand and keep the scarf from blowing off my 

head with the other. It’s not like I’m eager to get my breasts amputated, but telling 

me the fist-sized lump on my chest is the least of my worries was kind of 

disheartening. The way she was so negative about it established the message: I don’t 

hear you. I don’t like you. You are not important. I wouldn’t have felt great about 

this under regular conditions, but when someone sends you that message while 

reminding you you’re dying, it adds: You might not want to die, but I don’t care 

enough about that to try to help you. And by extension, I don’t care that your baby 

girls are going to be motherless.  

The esteemed oncologist eventually joined us, along with two witnesses from 

other parts of the hospital, my hopes were shattered even more. She just served to 

drive the point home. "Don't look at this like chemo will be done in 6 months and 

then you'll move on. Think of it like you're chronically ill and maybe you'll be on 

chemo until you die."  



  E. Petscher 

 

103 
 

When I became teary-eyed, she pursed her lips, tilted her head in an 

exaggerated motion and said without emotion, "I know."  Just like she had learned 

from reading the back of an empathy book in medical school. I didn't bother taking 

notes on all the “helpful” tidbits she shared, but she generously repeated them all for 

me so I wouldn't forget or get confused. "I would hate to give you false hope...our 

goal is not remission, it is just to control it... metastatic means it spread. If it hadn't 

spread, it would be different...cancer is smarter than us..." Then she sent me on my 

way. 

I’m still a little shocked by it. Like with the nurse practitioner, the insulting 

part was not the outcome, but the lack of interest. I know some doctors look at 

clients like statistics and numbers, but this one supposedly has a particular interest in 

cases like mine. Even being a nameless number in her file cabinet seems like it 

would have been worth something.  

But it wasn’t. I received the message from her even louder than I had from 

her nurse: You don’t matter. Your death is of no concern to me, and it never will be. 

My time is more important than your life. 

I was supposed to be here for the week, but no matter what I said, she 

wouldn’t let me stay that whole time. “Go home and be with your family. There’s 

nothing else to test or to do here.” This was just supposed to be our introductory 

meeting, to decide what else would need to be tested or decided to save my life. But 
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even though insurance approved all that sort of thing, I’m not worth it to the hospital 

to fill in an empty time slot. My case is so hopeless they won’t even take my money. 

Who knew that was even a thing? 

They originally scheduled us to be here through Friday, because they 

normally redo all the tests and have you meet with a variety of doctors. Instead, the 

oncologist called in several doctors to stare at me and witness all the news she 

shared, and they seemed to agree with her bad news. The point was clear within 

minutes of arrival—there’s nothing about my case that warrants special interest. 

Nothing about me that is worthy of pursuing more deeply. In summation, this 

hospital had no hope to offer me, but if one was dispersing points for efficiency in 

which they expressed it, they would receive full credit. 

No words describe my despair. Truly. 

I wish I had been strong enough to say something awesome about how God is 

smarter than her and cancer. Instead I thanked her profusely. Why do I do that? As 

soon as the door shut behind all the doctors who had witnessed my humiliation, my 

body filled with terror. I moved as fast as humanly possible to get out of there. As I 

scrambled to gather my things, one of the witnesses tapped on the door. I can’t 

remember who he was. Maybe the one from the Pharmacy Department? He 

handed me his card and said to call with any questions. He was offering an olive 

branch, but to me the building was still on fire. I dropped all my paperwork while 
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grabbing his card, and even though he helped me scramble to snatch them up, the 

card was somehow left behind.  

I wish I’d been more gracious, but just had to get away. That man was trying 

to tell me something. I’ll never know for sure, but have prayed for him to be blessed 

for it. I couldn’t receive the kindness from him in the moment, but since then I have 

treasured the memory of a light in that dark place. 

It felt like I sprinted a marathon, racing my way through the whole hospital 

and to the parking structure where I’d left the rented minivan. I had to be alone to 

really release the sorrow. When I was finally locked in safely, I sobbed until I was 

dry heaving. The agony and profound sadness I felt was incomprehensible.  

I knew there was a chance there wouldn't be good news here, but I didn't need 

to drag my family across the country to be pounded with negativity. And why on 

earth did I feel such peace and joy about coming here? I neeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeed an 

advocate. I am so alone! I have never felt like this. The emptiness is deeper than 

anything I have ever experienced. I know the Lord is the only One who can help, 

and I don’t hear Him. I don’t see Him. It’s like I don’t know Him. 

I cried in the van for what felt like hours. It was dark in the parking structure, 

and I could hear the storm pounding on the roof. I learned later that I cried through 

the first hurricane of the year in that city, at that very moment. But the howling of my 
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heart was louder than any hurricane. The shaking of the van was actually from the 

ripping of my soul. I told the Lord I had nothing left, and I would not make another 

move until I hear from Him. Deep down, I still thought He must love me enough to 

speak audibly to me in a time like this.  

He must care enough to answer me. 

There was nothing left of me. I had to wait for Him to rescue me. It was all I 

can do. There was no one on earth who can help me. No one left to guide me. 

Through the storm, I waited for His voice. 

Hearing nothing, I remembered Elijah, who had to wait for the silence after 

the storm to hear His voice. 

I reminded the Lord that I was willing to hear whatever He says. If His verdict 

is that I will die, then I will do so with grace. 

It felt like weeks passing, but it was probably minutes. I was ready. 

But I heard nothing. 

Lord, I neeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeed you! 

The nothingness I received in response was even louder than my inner 

emptiness. 

Loooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooord! 
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Silence. 

As the hurricane outside moved on, it carried every hope, dream, and desire 

of my 32 years along with it. I needed to hear something from the Lord to go on. He 

knew that! And He didn’t care. I had said everything there was to say. Begged in 

every way possible. What was left? Even my inner voice faded. There were no 

thoughts left to think. No backup plan for even the rest of the day, let alone my life. 

I had already passed away. A bald, empty shell of a woman eventually drove the van 

back to the apartment.  

************ 

Yaacov is at least as broken as I was. If this was fiction you’d expect it to be a 

precious, bonding moment where we lived out our days in bittersweet bliss. But this 

was real. We had nothing to offer each other. Nothing. Without the comfort of the 

Lord’s hope there isn’t anything left.  
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The End… 

Tuesday, January 10 

We are utterly destroyed. I feel like that woman ripped my heart out, then 

everyone in the oversized parking garage drove over it. Oh, and after that, instead of 

returning it all, they laughed and stapled just a segment of the pulverized organ to my 

ugly bald head and kicked me out the door. 

Our support system has been great until now, but there's no help for this type 

of sorrow. God needs to do a serious intervention just to get me through the day. 

Yaacov, too. 

I modified Jeremiah 14: 19 to help remind us: "Have you rejected [Erin] 

completely? Do you despise Zion [the Petschers]? Why have you afflicted us so that 

we cannot be healed? We hoped for peace but no good has come, for a time of 

healing but there is only terror. We acknowledge our wickedness, Lord, and the guilt 

of our ancestors; we have indeed sinned against you. For the sake of your name do 

not despise us; do not dishonor your glorious throne. Remember your covenant with 

us and do not break it. Do any of the worthless idols of the nations bring rain? Do 

the skies themselves send down showers? No, it is you, Lord, our God. Therefore 

our hope is in you, for you are the one who does all this." 
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**********   

Yes, it seems I’m about to die. Only a crazy person might consider the matter 

still open. However, for now I am still alive and am not going anywhere. Nothing 

changed in Texas, there were actually a few positives. For one, we found a third 

doctor who agreed with the treatment I was receiving. That’s apparently unheard of. 

For another, we had the blessing of a closed door. We don't have to consider going 

back there, making the decision of switching treatments or doctors, etc. 

So, the case about men finding a cure for me is closed. In less than two 

months I've gone from thinking I was fully healthy to being told time and again that I 

am about to die. We made a decision NOT to accept that though. Instead, we 

embraced that as evidence that no one on earth had the power to heal me. What I 

heard was actually these learned men declaring, "I have nothing for you. Don't put 

your faith in me. I am worthless, go elsewhere."   

They were right about that, and I am grateful for the discernment. I didn't 

need to get confused about who to trust or follow. My guy said, “I am the light of the 

world. Whoever follows me will never walk in darkness, but will have the light of 

life.”(John 8:12) 

I had spent a lot of time over the past few months praying for God to tell me if 

He would heal me before I died, or wait until after. He had officially confirmed His 
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answer--His lips are sealed. Until now I have found this issue of not knowing to be 

the worst part, but I finally found peace with it. 

I have been seeking peace about this silence for a few reasons. For one, 

throughout history God has been silent for our own good. He didn't tell Job that he'd 

suffer for a given length of time then heal him. He let him suffer, watched his 

response, then restored him. He told Abraham He'd be the father of nations, but 

didn't tell him how that would pan out. Again, Abraham's belief in the promise was 

credited to him as righteousness. Even Jesus, who was all God and all man cried out 

for release from his circumstances and said God forsook Him, but again the all-

knowing father didn't just tell him how it would work out. Finally, Mark reminds us 

that God doesn't tell anyone, even His son, when heaven and earth will pass away. 

So, I do not blame God for leaving little old me without answers. 

Mark 13:32-36 clarifies that we cannot know when the end will come because 

the unknown will keep us alert. This is a reason I believed He was keeping me from 

knowing what is going on. If I knew I'd be healed soon I might lose focus on Him, 

and if I knew I was about to die, I'd probably stop spreading His word to retire 

inward. Plus, He (and I) had to see how I will handle all this. If I knew I'd be healed 

next month I would be able to handle this situation with such grace and ease. Wow, 

I would be amazing! 
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The truth is, I can't change God's mind. Romans 9:15 and Malachi 1:2-3 say, 

"I will have mercy on whom I have mercy, and I will have compassion on whom I 

have compassion". However, time and time again Jesus also told us to bring our 

requests to Him so that's what I'm doing. And I do know He will heal me, it's just 

that it could be on earth or it could be when I'm fully restored in heaven. 

In the end, God has opted not to tell me what will happen today, tomorrow, 

next year, or in the next decade. That's okay. He was watching my response and that 

is something I can foresee: I will act in faith, I will pursue Him, try to please Him, 

and praise His name until my last day. I will! Like Esther in her phase of not 

knowing, we declared, “If I perish, I perish.” 

Saturday, January 14 

Abi turned four today! I am thrilled to have known and raised the most 

amazing little girl this whole time. It is a complete honor and I can't wait to see how 

the next four pan out. We had a birthday party for her and I went through all the 

expected emotions. Every second I spend with her I’m aware of the reality of my 

dying body. But I’m also struck by the beauty in those moments,  that she can laugh 

and enjoy her friends without worrying of what is ahead for her. 

I was praying this morning about precious Abigail and what a blessing she has 

been, and got to thinking about how we all should have faith like little children. 
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Matthew 18:3 says, "Truly I say to you, unless you turn and become like children, 

you will never enter the kingdom of heaven". Abi sets an amazing example of faith--

no bad things have gotten in the way of her belief or tainted her pure, unadulterated 

passions. She doesn't understand everything about God or Jesus, but she does 

believe the truth about what they've done for us. She doesn't know the extent of my 

illness, but she believes Jesus will heal me. 

So if I am to be like a child in my faith, I will take the living word of God and 

believe what it says. There are many examples in the Bible of Jesus healing people. 

In fact, it happens nonstop in the New Testament, not just one in a million times. 

Yes, I am aware that Jesus didn't heal everyone, but using that as an excuse for 

unbelief contradicts behaving like a child. The Bible doesn't refer to all the sick 

people off somewhere who Jesus ignored, people just grow up and realize there must 

have been some, then put God in a box accordingly. That's not the point of having 

faith like a little child. The point (or at least one of the points) is we don't need to 

overanalyze everything, or to let common sense get in the way. To be like a child we 

just do what the Lord says and believe He will do His part. 

Matthew 21:22 says, "If you believe, you will receive anything you ask for in 

prayer." 1 John 5:14 adds, "now this is the confidence we have in him, that if we ask 

anything according to His will, He will answer us." In John 14:13-14 Jesus said, "And 
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I will do whatever you ask in my name so that the father will be glorified in the son. 

You may ask me for anything in my name, and I will do it.” 

So, I'm resolving to toss out the past 28 years that I’ve spent with jaded, 

biased, negative thinking, and return to the faith I might have had when I was 4. I 

will keep praying, and most importantly, believing, that I will be healed. Cured, 

actually. Not by doctors, not by diet, but by God Almighty. By the sovereign God 

whose wrath I deserve but will not face.  

  

Be exalted, O Lord. We will sing and praise your power. 

Psalm 21:13 
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Sunday, January 15 

The problem with feeling like you’re dead while you’re still functioning is that 

you still have to function. We invited a big group of friends who had already been 

supporting us through this journey. I tried to remember how blessed I was to get to 

witness this birthday. Plenty of women can’t have kids at all, or die before their kids 

turn four. But I couldn’t find joy in anything like that. I just went through the 

motions. 

The wounds were too fresh and deep to discuss much, but it was clear that 

those around us were in mourning, too. People were so kind, they grieved with us 

and reminded us of other hope that the Lord offers. Our true hope is in the eternal 

salvation of the Lord, not in whether He would heal me or not. It felt like cruel 

abandonment, but what actually died in that minivan in Texas was my self-

righteousness. It was a true kindness that He did not answer me that day, but I didn’t 

understand the depth of that lesson yet. 
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If it weren’t for the girls, maybe Yaacov and I could have fallen deeper into 

our respective depressions and refused to deal with the truth. But Naomi isn’t even a 

year old yet, and Abi just turned four. They need their parents to be present, loving, 

and as devoted as possible for as much of their lives as possible. I had been waiting 

to get that hospital’s advice on my diet before changing anything, and because they 

don’t care what I ate (or if I ate), I started following an anti-cancer eating plan that a 

friend sent me. It’s really expensive and time-consuming, not to mention I might not 

ever get to eat anything tasty again. But my taste buds aren’t very inspired these days, 

anyway.  

After much obsessing, I’ve concluded that the Lord did want us to go to Texas 

in the first place. All things pointed to that, and it gave us hope at the time we were 

approved. Maybe for some reason when the trip came together, God knew I really 

needed that good news. And of course there is a time for every season, "A time to 

weep, and a time to laugh, a time to mourn and a time to dance..." (Ecclesiastes 3:4). 

It also seems important to note that it wasn’t actually that he said I would die, 

it was that He refused to answer. My question was whether I would live or die, and 

on that, He was silent. So, maybe He still will spare me, He just wouldn’t give me the 

promise I was hoping for. In the meantime, I will still lean on Him. Either way, He 

is still my creator, and even if I don’t like His choices, I won’t consider denying Him 

as my Lord.  
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So then, what? Why did I have to get that bad news? A pessimist (okay, or a 

normal person) might say it was to tell me to get ready to die. But what would be the 

point? I've heard it before, why I would need to go through all that hassle to get it 

engrained in me. People with the most positive outlooks stay healthier and respond 

better to treatment, so I reject the hypothesis that God would send me here to learn 

to shut up and die. Instead, I consider it more evidence that humans aren't 

responsible for my imminent, total, (unexpected to the medical community) healing. 

Selah! 

Thursday, January 19 

Today was my fourth chemo treatment. This is a big accomplishment because 

after that I get to switch to a gentler drug for the next 12 weeks. We also scheduled a 

PET scan for Thursday (1/26), and I will get the results within a week after that. The 

point is supposed to be to check if the chemo has been working until now, but in 

truth, it’s time to see if God has healed me yet. I’m so excited, so excited, so excited! 

See to it that no one takes you captive through hollow and 

deceptive philosophy, which depends on human tradition and 

the elemental spiritual forces of this world rather than on Christ. 

Colossians 2:8 
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I know some of you will think it's a bad idea for me to be excited about this, 

because I should actually expect the worst. However, I don't think that's biblical. 

How can I have all this hope and joy but stifle it in case I get disappointed? First of 

all, I would be doing that just to protect myself. I don't need protecting anymore, 

that's God's job! Psalm 127:7 says, "The Lord will keep you from all harm--He will 

watch over your life."  

I also don't want to expect bad results because that would be a lack of faith. I 

believe God will heal me. I don't know for certain that this scan will show He has, 

but it very well could. There are many cases in which the Lord slowly heals. Instead 

of making it all disappear at once, it's gradual, with restaging to lower and lower 

stages until it's gone. Then, the doctors say it was due to misdiagnoses. In my case, 

three oncologists reviewed the case and told me unequivocally, "there is a 0% chance 

you will be cured of cancer". We'll know the truth--that God healed me. 

So, this is officially THE time we need everyone we can to pray. I know it's 

selfish but I also know a ton of people have offered and are praying already, so this 

is really specific. At this point, it's the most important, time-sensitive prayer I've ever 

had. This could be the beginning of my healing! Please, please pray and ask those 

people you have praying for us that: the results of the next PET scan will accurately 

demonstrate that there is no cancer beyond my breasts. That my lungs, spine, and all 
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other bones and organs are entirely cancer free. I'm so very hopeful that God will 

choose now to answer this prayer. Please remember that this is the time to 

BELIEVE God will answer. That belief is called faith, and James 5:15 says, "And the 

prayer offered in faith will make the sick person well; the Lord will raise him up. If 

he has sinned, he will be forgiven." 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

  

But when he asks, he must believe and not doubt, 

because he who doubts is like a wave of the sea, blown 

and tossed by the wind. 

James 1:6 
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Wednesday, January 25 

I was in a Bible study this morning and the speaker mentioned 2 

Thessalonians 3-4, "We ought always to thank God for you, brothers and sisters, and 

rightly so, because your faith is growing more and more, and the love all of you have 

for one another is increasing. Therefore, among God’s churches we boast about 

your perseverance and faith in all the persecutions and trials you are enduring." The 

leader posed the questions, "How has your faith grown lately? What evidence is 

there that your faith has changed?"  

My initial thought was that my faith has grown a ton and the evidence is all the 

people who've been moved by this situation. Then God reminded me that none of 

that is true. I am depending on Him because I have to. I don't have the luxury of 

choosing to trust Him or the doctors, because the doctors are telling me they have 

nothing worth trusting. I mean, I want to trust Him anyway, but I can't say I definitely 
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would do so if the situation was different. And the truth of all this ticks me off. Even 

though I'm physically doing well, I still feel like I'm going through hell. I'm furious at 

myself that I still can't get it together. Still haven't learned what I need to. Still am not 

the Christian I should be. Not the woman I should be. Not the mother I should be. 

Nor the wife. Or the chef. Not even the housekeeper.  

If this journey doesn't get me where I need, what will it take?  I will keep 

trying no matter what. 2 Thessalonians 3:13, "And as for you, brothers and sisters, 

never tire of doing what is good." 

God has been working in so many ways it's hard to describe. I have lost a bit 

of my oomph and excitement about the upcoming PET scan results, but that's just 

Satan bringing me down. I know God has tons of miracles and surprises up His 

sleeve and I can't wait to see them all come together. It’ll still be a few more days 

before we know, though. It feels like a lifetime to wait in the short run, but in the 

grand scheme of eternity, it’s nothing but a moment.  

I have prayed a lot for those following our story. I pray we all remember 

there's no prayer to big or too small for God. If you have faith the size of a mustard 

seed you can move mountains in His name! If you have a stupid stubbed toe that's 

driving you crazy, He will relieve that too! Don't insult our creator by keeping Him 

locked up until you finally find something you can't do on your own. This is His 
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world, we are His people. Believe what He says, today and always. Let Him comfort 

you today. Let Him wipe your tears and blow the ashes off your lovely face. Accept 

the crown of beauty He has for you. You deserve it, not because of who you are or 

what you've done, but because you are His child. Now, and forevermore. 

I think I forgot about love lately. I've been increasing my efforts to be really 

present with the kids and Yaacov, so there have been times that God hit me over the 

head with it. Like the other day when Naomi was napping. I normally try to rest at 

that time, so Abi takes quiet time but instead we sat outside on a blanket, enjoying 

the beautiful day God created, and talked about important 4-year-old girl issues. It 

was so much more meaningful and memorable than anything else I could have 

done. 1 John 4:8, "Whoever does not love does not know God, because God is 

love." God made that day. That child. Gave me the time to enjoy it. Yes, God is love. 

Now that this A/C chemo regimen is complete, it seems like time to take note 

of my physical status. A big one is that I still have my eyebrows, arm hair and 

eyelashes! My mouth sores have been mostly gone, although I have some today. I 

think getting extra sleep will help because I've been deprived lately. I had all 4 very 

harsh chemo treatments, and in 2 weeks (so 3 total weeks of vacation from chemo) I 

start the easier treatment. I'll get it each week for about 12 weeks. They say my hair 

could start growing back anytime between now and the 8th treatment. I often think 
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it's already growing, but I got a good look at it today and realize that isn't the case. It 

has gotten a little easier to be bald. It’s still hard to look in the mirror. I have an array 

of hats, turbans, and scarves to cover myself, but there’s really no pretending I’m the 

person I used to be. It’s not like a new haircut that you eventually get accustomed to. 

But, thankfully, some of the shame has eased so it’s not as difficult to make it 

through a day. 

Fellow behavior analysts will appreciate the respondent conditioning that goes 

on during chemo. For me I noticed that the one time I went to the office and did not 

receive any treatment, my port started burning while I was sitting in the nurse's room. 

It hurt for the following 2 days even though no needle touched it! I also cannot stand 

the smell of coffee because it's the first thing I drank after my initial chemo 

treatment. My responses have generally not been too bad, and many people fare 

much worse during this type of chemo. The nurse told me that one woman begins 

throwing up as soon as she sees the syringe filled with that disgusting stuff. 

Thursday, January 26 

I was bold with the PET scan worker today, telling him that I believed I’ve 

been healed and asking if all the metastases have disappeared. He didn’t answer—I 

know he’s not allowed, but I still hoped—but I bet it made an impression on him. 

Maybe he was the first to see that the Lord healed me! And if not, maybe he was 
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encouraged by my mustard seed of faith. Only the Lord knows which of these daily 

moments were divinely encouraging. 

Along with my increased boldness, I might have changed a bit in some 

undesirable ways. It’s like someone else took over my body. My nose runs so much 

that I just stopped blowing and wiping it. Sometimes I have little flashbacks to 

conversations I’ve had with people and realize that my having ignored the snot as it 

ran down my face might not be the same as if it actually hadn’t happened. And I 

can’t remember many things or people anymore, so just don’t bother trying. I kind 

of wander around Tallahassee chatting with anyone who looks my direction. 

Sometimes it turns out I know them, other times…not so much. It turns out that 

once you’re dying, that kind of thing just doesn’t matter anymore. I don’t have room 

in my brain or sands in the hourglass of my life to waste worrying about that sort of 

thing. 

People have been unpredictable, and I somehow don’t have the courage to 

stand up for myself. Like one day a friend grabbed me to tell me how I should talk 

to her sister, who had breast cancer. The sister had stage 3 breast cancer and was 

afraid she was going to die. The friend kept explaining how it was just like my case, 

because she thought  she was going to die. But…fearing you’re going to die when you 

have a curable disease is not the same as having an incurable disease and being told 
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by three independent experts that you’re going to die. I eventually took the woman’s 

number, so even though I’m not struggling with a fear of death, I suppose I might 

have a little fear of man that holds me back on occasion. 

The other day a woman congratulated me, but I didn’t know why. I just stared 

at her, trying to figure it out. Have I convinced her I was healed? It turned out she 

was rejoicing that we found out I don’t have cancer in my brain. I vaguely remember 

thinking that was a good thing, but it hadn’t been high up on my list of blessings. But 

maybe it should be. Things could be so much worse. 

A lot of people stop me in the grocery store to talk about cancer and life, too. 

One little girl started yelling at me that I should be wearing a wig. “My mom says you 

should wear a wig like my grandma!”, she repeated over and again. It was so weird 

that her father witnessed this but didn’t stop or correct her. Awkward.  

Another time, I was walking around in a hat and Abi was in the grocery cart. 

We were having a great time and an older woman walked by, misunderstanding 

something Abigail said. Suddenly she was leaning on the cart, teaching Abi “a 

lesson”. My brain was slow to process a response, so I’m pretty sure the woman is 

still thrilled with herself for parenting a cancer-patient’s kids. I guess she wants to be 

part of our village. 
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Monday, January 30 

While I have not heard from the doctors about the PET scan yet, I much 

more importantly believe I have been healed by God. So it doesn't matter what they 

say Thursday. 

It all started with my new favorite verses from the Bible. Mark 11:22-24 says 

these extremely important words, " 'Have faith in God' Jesus answered, 'Truly I tell 

you, if anyone says to this mountain, 'Go throw yourself into the sea' and does not 

doubt in his heart but believes that what they say will happen, it will be done for 

them. Therefore I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have 

received it, and it will be yours." 

I spent days asking the Lord to help me really believe them. I meditated on 

these verses, discussed what else they could possibly mean with Yaacov, and prayed 

a lot about it all. I couldn’t shake the point that those words are in the Bible for a 
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reason, and there’s no way to feel peace about ignoring them. But it’s not natural to 

just demand that the cancer flees and believe it’ll happen.  

Finally, I started praying that the Lord would help me to do it, with real belief 

that He would answer. I know there are people out there who actually believe that 

He will heal everyone if they just believe it, but that doesn’t align with what I’ve read 

in the Bible and what I’ve prayed about. That type of thinking can go with the Mark 

verses, but doesn’t allow for the Sovereign God to reign. There are so many 

references to the suffering we must endure for the sake of the gospel. If we could just 

ask Him to take it and the suffering leaves, it’s like we’re the god and He’s the 

servant. More importantly, it puts the blame of not being healed onto the shoulders 

of the one who is sick, instead of growing our faith to see Him as the all-powerful 

and wise one who chooses and defines “good” for all His people. 

Nevertheless, I couldn’t shake the verse and the feeling that it was important. 

It was not the same as reading it and automatically believing. It was much harder 

than that. In fact, I’m going to call this the hardest thing I have ever done. There is 

no earthly evidence I’ll be healed, and no special words or feelings from the Holy 

Spirit that somehow I’ll be spared. But if I say I’m all-in with this journey, I need to 

act like it. 

So, finally, I went outside, rebuked the devil in Jesus' name, and prayed for 

help keeping him out. One of the things I had prayed about was the fear that I 
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would not feel different when He healed me, and that would be so hard. Of course, 

that’s what happened. I didn’t feel any different while praying, or after it. But, the 

Lord had prepared me and helped me to believe despite those circumstances. 

In that prayer, I specifically asked for healing along with freedom from this 

issue that has been making me misplace items all the time. If you don’t lose things 

often, you might think that’s odd, but this issue has been plaguing me, it seems like 

everything I touch disappears. So, even though I couldn’t feel anything change when 

I prayed, I knew the Word says, "believe you have received it", so I embraced the 

belief, even though it didn’t make any sense without evidence.  

I went back inside and found Yaacov in the other room, pushing through the 

nerves to “boldly” share that I was healed. Poor Yaacov, we weren’t on the same 

page with this stuff in the first place, so he probably thinks I went crazy. After I 

retreated from that awkward moment though, the Lord filled me with His Spirit. It 

flooded over and into me. His love consumed me and I know, know, know, that I 

did the right thing. It was awesome and reassuring! 

There are still so many doubts in my overthinking brain that I don’t know for 

sure if the Lord was reassuring me that I would be healed, or that He was proud of 

me for trying to believe. But, the truth is that it doesn’t matter. He clearly spoke to 

me, and what He said was good news! I pleased Him and He loves me desperately! 

His plans are the best for me and I’m happy to be on the right side of that. I am still 
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going to believe that He healed me, but the confidence in His plan comes even 

more naturally.  

That should be enough (Dayenu!), but it gets better. I decided that someone 

who is healed does not check on her lump so I'm not feeling it anymore, nor am I 

saying, "I have cancer" because I don't. If it continues to show up on the tests I will 

say, "I was diagnosed with cancer." 

Throughout the day I was frustrated to misplace a few more things. So I 

finally prayed that God would show me missing items to demonstrate that my 

prayers had been answered. As I finished praying I lifted up the deflated air mattress 

that has been sitting in our junk room for two weeks. No one has touched it during 

that time. Underneath the mattress was my missing hat. Mind you, I was given that 

hat last Wednesday (1/25) and hadn't seen it since I wore it (1/26). I rarely go into 

that room and had not on the day I wore it. But there it was. Under something that 

hadn't been moved since January 16. Get it? I couldn’t have put it there when I 

moved the mattress, because I didn’t own the hat yet! Only the Lord can make that 

happen! "BELIEVE THAT YOU HAVE RECEIVED IT AND IT WILL BE 

YOURS."  

That's it. It is done.  
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Wednesday, February 1 

Can't sleep. Suspense is killing me. I was just telling God I've never prayed so 

much in my life. Not that He hadn’t noticed. Then I realized if there was ever a 

time, this is it. So I guess I'll just read and pray all night. 

A lot of good things happened today. The early morning was crummy so I was 

praying about some things and feeling lonely and discouraged. Then I got to my 

morning Bible study and a woman there (who has been miraculously healed herself) 

pulled me aside and told me exactly what to do and pray. She had no idea that's 

exactly what I'd done last night. That was nice encouragement, and a great reminder 

that I'm not alone, no matter how it feels sometimes. 

Later, I was still feeling a little down and opened my devotional. It happened 

to be incredibly encouraging and reassuring. It reminded me to stay focused and to 

not lose heart. Even if I can’t see what is going to happen, eternal good will come 

from all this. 

 

 

 

 

Let us not become weary in doing good, for at the proper time 

we will reap a harvest if we do not give up. 

Galatians 6:9 
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Finally, at my evening Bible study (yes, Wednesdays are filled with God 

times!), we are studying James and learned that the original Greek term for 

"Greetings" is "Joy to you", and that we all have joy as a birthright. I don't feel a lot of 

joy right now, except when I imagine telling everyone I'm officially healed. That will 

be a great day and I sure hope it's tomorrow. But if not, my joy is actually in the 

Lord no matter what, and I have to remember that. 

If the results are bad tomorrow it's okay, because I will still be healed in His 

time. God is good no matter what, and we're going to have a little celebration in His 

honor tomorrow, regardless of the circumstances. I stopped at a Bible bookstore to 

buy a CD so we’d have something to dance to. 

So...that's it. I feel like I've been waiting years to get these stinking results. It's 

definitely time.  

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 2, 2012!!!!!!!! 

Finally! After what felt like years of waiting, today was the time to get the PET 

scan results. All our faithful loved ones and prayer warriors around the world (18 

different countries that we know of) have been praying for my miraculous healing. 

People approached me and told me how they haven’t been able to sleep, checking 

the blog constantly for updates. I had hoped that if the results were good, Dr. 

Rassam would call to tell me about them before my appointment. Dr. Crooms 
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always calls me with results the day after the scan. But Dr. Rassam loves to keep me 

in suspense. 

 Yaacov took off work and joined me at the appointment. He hadn’t been 

there since the first time we met Dr. Rassam and he told us I was going to die. As 

you might expect, we had to wait forever to be seen. Just when I could take it no 

more, the nurse called me back to the triage to take my vitals. That’s when it started. 

Dr. Rassam was walking by, then poked his head in to interrupt, "Your PET scan! 

It's all gone, your cancer is gone and I can't explain it! I’ve never seen anything like it" 

I jumped up and asked him to repeat it and he said, "well, there's a little in your 

lungs still." 

I wasn’t sure what to think, it didn’t add up. So I returned to the waiting room 

and Yaacov and I absorbed it and prayed. Even though Dr. Rassam had basically 

reported a huge answer to prayer, that stuff about it being in my lungs didn’t fit. The 

Spirit clearly led us to pray that he was wrong about it still being there. We prayed 

specifically that his eyes would be opened to what the PET scan results actually said. 

Finally, we met with Dr. Rassam and that's exactly what happened! I am not 

exaggerating. We all looked the report and it clearly says there’s no cancer there. 

ALL the metastases are gone--it's gone from my spine ("impossible", they'd said!), 

GONE from my lungs (5 minutes earlier he'd said it was there, but I saw it in 

writing), ALL lymphnodes are cancer-free, too! 
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I am entirely cancer-free except for a tiny bit in my left breast. He felt and said 

it's primarily fibrous tissue in that. Regardless, the part in the breast (the primary 

tumor) is the curable part! That is the one none of the doctors cared about. It was 

the fact that it had spread, and all the places it had spread to that were untouchable 

and incurable.  

Yaacov was with me and we both said, "It's a miracle!" to which Rassam 

agreed. I kid you not. This isn’t a dream or a joke. HE REALLY HEALED ME! 

HE REALLY HEALED ME! THE PARTS OF CANCER THAT SPREAD, THE 

PARTS THAT MADE IT INCURABLE, THE PARTS THAT COULD NOT 

DISAPPEAR, DISAPPEARED!!! THEY’RE GONE!  

No words. I have no words. Glory be to God the Father. To Jehovah Rapha, 

the Healer. No words. Just awe. 

************* 

It gets even better. I got to call everyone I know and tell them the truth about 

God! I heard their shaky voices answer, prepared for the worst, then listened while 

they processed the news that our God answered our prayers. He answered their 

prayers! He made a way where there was no way! All things that are impossible with 

men are possible with God! I told them that He is mighty. El Shaddai. That means 
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His power bursts through rock like a volcano. His power burst through my cancer 

with His volcano of love. Selah! 

 

 

 

He can destroy or create anything at all, with just a word. Just like He did with 

me. He doesn’t need people, or answer to anyone, yet He chose to answer our 

prayers. “Who can utter the mighty deeds of the Lord, or declare all His praise?” 

(Psalm 106:2). What He did for me is so unfathomable I'm incapable of completing 

a thought. I’m awestruck. Despite all our prayers I didn't exactly expect this to be the 

best day of my life. I just can't wrap my head around it. Why did He do this for me? 

How could He love me this much? 

What is impossible with man is possible with God. 

Luke 18:27 
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Sing to the Lord, all the earth; proclaim His salvation day after day. Declare His 

glory among the nations, His marvelous deeds among all peoples. For great is the 

Lord and most worthy of praise; He is to be feared above all gods. For all the gods 

of the nations are idols, but the Lord made the heavens. Splendor and majesty are 

before him; strength and joy in his dwelling place. Ascribe to the Lord glory and 

strength, ascribe to the Lord the glory due His name. Bring an offering and come 

before Him; worship the Lord in the splendor of his Holiness. 

1 Chronicles 16:23-29 
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Epilogue 

My story isn’t over, just a portion of the drama is. I got to call all my family 

and friends and cry with them about how the Lord answered our prayers. That was 

probably the best part of all the many highlights of this journey. We definitely had 

that giant party celebrating what the Lord has done, even though I spent most of it 

talking instead of dancing. I completed the full chemo regimen, and it got harder 

every single day. It didn’t get easier just because I was healed. We prayerfully took 

the doctors’ advice and eventually went through radiation, mastectomies, 

reconstructions, and adjuvant therapies.  

After years of struggling with side effects of drugs I did quit the aromatose 

inhibitors. Some of the treatment decisions were difficult because of my miraculous 

healing—I will always have a Stage 4 diagnosis, yet there’s no cancer in my body. So, 

doctors don’t necessarily know what to do with me.  

The next scan after my main healing I had showed that every bit of cancer in 

my body was gone, and every one after has concurred. I am alive, but not always 

well. I have physical consequences of the cancer and its’ treatments, and of other 

choices I’ve made, just as the world is still affected by darkness after Jesus rose from 

the dead. I have had times of deep depression, confusion, and sorrow as I try to live 

out the great blessing of having been chosen for this miracle.  It’s been almost six 
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years since the first time I was told I could never be cancer-free for even a day. 

Despite a few health scares along the way, I haven’t had any cancer return since that 

miracle. 

The other day I put on an old Newsboys CD. The first song completely filled 

me with the Holy Spirit and I was flooded with peace from His awesomeness. The 

chorus is, "It's all God's children singing 'Glory! Glory! Hallelujah, He reigns!" And 

that is the summary of this journey. Because of all those people praying for us and 

passing the information along, people in all parts of the country and world knew 

about this. Because of His mercy, love, and kindness all those people are now 

singing "Glory, Glory, Hallelujah, HE REIGNS!”.  

No matter what your circumstances look like, no matter what junk you're 

dealing with, no matter what the naysayers shout, God reigns now and forever. One 

day everyone will recognize it, we just have to wait patiently. "As surely as I live', says 

the Lord, 'every knee will bow before me; every tongue will acknowledge God." 

(Romans 14:11). 

This healing has really humbled me. I want to make sure everyone knows 

what He did for me, but I can't get past the fact that it is me He healed. Funny how I 

never once asked, "why me?" about getting the cancer, but I need to know why He 

picked me to be healed. It doesn't matter, of course, but I'm so grateful I can't even 

handle it. 
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The first is that my "believer's prayer" from Mark 11:23-24 was the hardest, 

scariest thing I’ve ever done. It was not based on feelings, facts, or instinct. It was all 

because of the faith I have in my savior, and He helped me to choose to believe He 

would heal me. I had to wrestle with it, go against all common sense as well as the 

believers I spoke to about it. I believe I had to face all that and to declare it publicly 

before I could be healed.  

To be clear though, I did not earn this miracle, any more than I earned my 

salvation. But I did need to get it together, and that included stretching myself and 

my faith farther than I would have guessed it could go. I know the way I attempted it 

pleased Him. 

I believe one purpose for all this was to get so many people praying and allow 

them to witness the miracle. It is very important to me that it's clear that all those 

prayers from the body were vital. No one person or part is more important than 

another, so all get to reap the benefits of getting to share the good news and not feel 

insignificant. Galatians 1:6 says, "As for those who seemed to be important--whatever 

they were makes no difference to me; God does not judge by external appearance--

those men added nothing to my message."  

He did this great thing for all who prayed, for Abi and Naomi, for Yaacov, for 

me, and for HIS own glory. We all rejoice with Revelation 4:11, "You are worthy, 
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our Lord and God, to receive glory and honor and power, for you created all things 

and by your will they were created and have their being." 

This experience has helped me grow in faith and I know of several others who 

feel the same. I have a renewed thirst for the Word and can't get enough of it. I had 

gotten lazy with God and will pray and try not to do that anymore. If any readers are 

left unsure how to deepen their relationships with God, please don't be afraid to ask. 

If you don't know someone safe to ask, send me an email and I can try to help or 

find you someone. Most importantly though, God is the one with all the answers, so 

start with reading the Bible.  

 

 

 

 

 

You are worthy, our Lord and God, to receive glory and 

honor and power, for you created all things, and by your will 

they were created and have their being. 

Revelation 4:11 
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Abi and me posing after the good news 

 

 

 

The girls and me in our matching hats. 
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Family photo: All of us, including Buddy Bear wearing silly mustaches 

 

…and the four of us in 2017, almost 6 years cancer-free (so far!). 
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