I had what I thought to be a typical mammogram.  Although I felt a lump in my breast I felt confident that the lump would be no big deal and really was not concerned with the outcome.  I went through the motions of having what turned out to be my first of many surgeries which is a biopsy, where they remove as much of the lump as they can to test it to determine if it is cancerous or not.  The doctor allowed me to examine what the foreign object was that he removed from my breast.  He explained to me that he felt confident that it would be benign once the results came back based on the way it looked through his professional eyes.  I waited for the results not really concerned since the doctor was the professional and he expressed no real need to panic. It felt great having had the lump removed and I carried on life as usual.  I began to notice after surgery that I had bruises underneath my breast and that concerned me a little.  I then decided that I should call my physician & he was not available at that moment.  He called me back in my office with news that truly took my breath away.  I began to feel like I would hyperventilate when I picked up the telephone & heard him tell me the lump was in fact malignant.  Tears began to well up in my eyes as I held the phone in my office where two office mates sat carrying on as usual.  I didn’t quite know what to do.  He asked me if I wanted to come to his office to talk about it.  I feeling totally confused and like I was having an outer body experience said yes.  When I got to his office he had a look of concern on his face as to how I had received the news.  He began talking to what seemed like the person in the chair next to me although there was no such person about options of treatment.  He began going over the difference between a lumpectomy & a mastectomy, as sat there in a fog with only the word cancer ringing in my ears.  He informed me that statistically speaking the survival rate for pt’s that choose mastectomy vs. lumpectomy was basically the same.   I tried to wrap my mind around the fact that I was a cancer patient.  I quickly returned to my office where I called my husband with the “bad” news.  I also, called my mother and my best friend for words of comfort and encouragement.  My husband as well as my friend insisted that I go home.  I did that & that’s when Jesus showed up. The word of God says; seek, and ye shall find; knock and it shall be opened unto you: Matthew 7:7.  He made it plain to me that the reason I was allowed to get such a disease was because He loved me so… much that he wanted to build a strong relationship with me; that I may know him, and the power of his resurrection, and the fellowship of his sufferings, being made conformable unto his death; Philippians 3:10.  I was so honored that Jesus thought enough of me to take time out to give me a disease to help me to reach the purpose for my life.  All of my life I felt that I was missing something.  I often asked Jesus what that was.  I mean I have a loving family who care so much about me and who I love beyond words, but still there was something major missing in my life.  Jesus laid on my heart that we really didn’t have a relationship and that my spiritual life had been stagnant.  I mean I frequently went to church and worshipped God, but that was about it.  I never picked up my Bible to try to build a personal relationship with the God who so loved me he gave his begotten son. I didn’t join any ministry in my church.  I was lacking a personal relationship with God.   I was confused as to what my next step should be regarding this diagnosis and treatment.  I prayed to God & he really showed up.  I asked God to please make it so I really didn’t have to make any major decision apart from him.  I talked it over with my husband who was God sent to me since his only concern was for me no matter what I would decide to do with my physical body.  I decided to go with the lumpectomy where they would go back into my breast to take additional tissue to determine just how much had been affected by the cancer.  My physician at that time felt that he had gotten enough of it for me to make my next decision.  After some doubt as to whether he had taken the additional tissue from the same area as the old tissue I opted for a re-lumpectomy (were they had to go back in a third time to be sure the additional tissue was in fact from the same site) because there additional cancerous cells were found I decided to change physicians.   Armed with this new discovery of additional malignant cells, I decided but not apart from Jesus to have my breast removed and reconstruction.  It was a difficult decision for me because I was concerned with recovery since I had heard that the surgery was huge but just at that moment God gave me peace. “So do not fear, for I am with you: do not be dismayed, for I am your God.  I will strengthen you and help you: I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.  Isaiah 41:10.  I had the surgery and God in his mighty awesomeness allowed me to recover ahead of when the doctor had anticipated.  What that showed me is that when we have God’s covering fear should never hinder us in making tough decisions, I was reminded of God’s word; For God hath not given us the spirit of fear; but of power, and of love, and of a sound mind; 2 Timothy 1:7.  I am currently undergoing a series of chemotherapy treatments and I am so grateful to Jesus that he is available to me at any point in my life. God will never leave nor forsake you (Hebrews 13:5) even in the midst of your suffering   

I pledge my life to Jesus when my back was against the wall He delivered me and for that along with all the blessings He has bestowed upon me I praise Him who is the source of my strength, the light of my life, and the rock of my salvation.  I now and forever more live for Jesus and seek His face no matter how difficult a situation may seem.  “Not only so, but we also rejoice in our sufferings, because we know that suffering produce perseverance: perseverance, character; and character hope.  And hope does not disappoint us, because God has poured out his love into our hearts by the Holy Spirit, whom he has given us. Romans 5:3-5
