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Having recently turned a major corner in my ten month fight against cancer, it’s no surprise I 
have much to be thankful for this Thanksgiving, but it wasn’t until about two months ago that 
I actually realized I have so much more than science, luck and modern medicine for which to 
be thankful. 

While this experience has appeared to be about me and my cancer—it’s actually been mostly 
about my relationship with God. 

As much as we hate it, we all know we have very little control over our lives, but that doesn’t stop 
us from trying especially when it feels like life’s spiraling out of control—as mine did that life 
changing day back in February when I was told I had stage 4 melanoma. 

It took about a week for the initial shock to wear off. I met with my oncologist - (who didn’t 
look as if he held much hope for my recovery), we devised a plan for treatment and the terrifying 



cancer journey began. My well organized life was now completely out of control so naturally I 
thought, “What can I control?” Food was the answer. 

There are a multitude of “studies” and an equal number of people claiming how different 
diets fight cancer—from sugar free to Vegan to Paleo. Well-meaning friends, strangers and 
overnight celebrities touted their diet as “the one” that would fight off this monster disease 
and keep me alive. 

Over several months I bought into each one because that’s what one does when one is desperate. 
I started shopping organic and ordered Paleo food products to be shipped directly to our house. 
I filled the kitchen shelves with cancer fighting cookbooks, bought a NutriBullet blender to 
make all those healthy drinks and even installed a special water filter on our kitchen faucet that 
would somehow turn my apparently acidic insides into an alkaline environment - making it less 
hospitable to the thriving cancer.

I accumulated knowledge, supplies and the basic staples I needed to be successful in every 
type of cancer fighting food preparation. My family was on board and it should have been a 
slam dunk, but when it actually came time for me to dedicate myself to making this change, I 
struggled. On paper and in my mind it all made sense, but when it actually came time for me 
to prepare and eat this “healthy” food on a regular basis, I became depressed and then food 
became the battle. I kept thinking, “It’s only food! You should be able to do this!” But in the 
end, I couldn’t make it happen.

Did I feel guilty for not “doing it right?” Yes, absolutely because why wouldn’t I do everything 
within my power to fight? After all, I need to stay alive for years to come! I was frustrated by 
my failure, but even my kids understood that quality of life is important and if an occasional 
bowl of mac and cheese gives me comfort that was important, too. They didn’t fault me for being 
human. So, with my pantry packed full of good intentions, I compromised and decided I would 
attempt to make better decisions about what I ate. It was an opportunity for me to understand 
the human helplessness of my condition, but I wasn’t listening. There was still a little voice in my 
head saying I wasn’t fighting hard enough to win the battle. 

I started reading about the power of visualization and spent time with energy and 
transformational healers. During my infusions I imagined my immune student body sitting 
attentively as the Immunotherapy teacher attempted to explain the deception of cancer cells. 
They looked like they were paying attention, but they just weren’t getting it. I dutifully went 
to my doctor appointments - always hoping for, but never expecting that miracle. Month after 
month I heard the same depressing reports - only they got worse as time went on. The cancer 
was still there - growing and multiplying - the same as my despair.

I wrote my monthly updates, received a multitude of prayers and well wishes from friends and 
loved ones across the planet. I learned folks I didn’t even know were praying for me—it was 
mind boggling. I thought, “People have such strong faith and are so generous with their love, but 
why would God care enough about me to actually listen to their prayers?” 

I vividly remember hearing Dad testify to the power of prayer as he recovered from prostate 
cancer many years ago. My thoughts were, “Of course God’s going to listen to prayers for him. 



He’s, at least, been trying to live a life worthy of God’s love.” As far as I knew my life, while not 
criminal, hasn’t always been one that would make God happy. 

I cried for days on end—hours at a time—month after month—feeling the deep ache within 
my heart because my life would be cut shorter than I had ever imagined. I would miss out on 
marriages, grandchildren and the “yet to come” cherished, and meaningful talks I often have 
with my kids. In desperation and despair over my failure to fight this cancer battle, I prayed that 
God would let me have more time with my family. And then one night, about two months ago, I 
picked up the Bible, opened it to Psalms and started reading.

(Psalms 13:1-3) O Lord, how long will you forget me? Forever? How long will you look the 
other way? How long must I struggle with anguish in my soul, with sorrow in my heart every 
day? How long will my enemy have the upper hand? 

(Psalms 55:1-2) Listen to my prayer, O God, Do not ignore my cry for help! Please listen and 
answer me, for I am overwhelmed by my troubles.

(Psalms 102:1-2) Lord, hear my prayer! Listen to my plea! Don’t turn away from me in my time 
of distress. Bend down to listen, and answer me quickly when I call to you.

For a couple of weeks I read the passages in Psalms every night and slowly something within me 
started to change. The words from each chapter felt like they were coming from deep within my 
own soul. It felt like I was praying and God was actually listening. Finally, I realized I couldn’t 
control my situation and needed to trust God to lead me through the darkness to health or trust 
that my family would be okay without me. 

About five weeks ago, I heard both good and bad news. Many of the tumors within my body had 
shrunk, but a CT scan had revealed a growing tumor in my brain. While devastating, the news 
gave me an opportunity to put my trust fully into God’s loving hands. On the day of surgery I 
felt a kind of peace I’d never felt before because I’d finally let go of trying to “fix” or “control” my 
cancer and had turned it all over to God. I finally had faith in His timing.

Two weeks after the brain tumor diagnosis I had surgery to remove it. When I received the 
pathology report a week later, I was told the tumor the doctor removed was already dead. 
My own body had already destroyed it. I do have to give some kudos to science and modern 
medicine for helping my body achieve such an amazing feat, but even so, that’s nothing short of 
a miracle in my book. 

(Psalms 40:1-3) I waited patiently for the Lord to help me, and He turned to me and heard 
my cry. He lifted me out of the pit of despair, out of the mud and the mire. He set my feet on 
solid ground and steadied me as I walked along. He has given me a new song to sing, a hymn 
of praise to our God. Many will see what He has done and be amazed. They will put their trust 
in the Lord.

I am thankful for prayer and for God’s patience in showing me it’s not only okay, but probably 
best to trust in His love, timing and plan for me.


