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So when facing a life threatening trial, how do you refuel the transformation needed to replenish
the balance in life itself? What do you lean on, trust on, or hope on? I am a recently retired OB-
GYN-Infertility nurse practitioner of almost thirty years in the field, and I experienced delivering a
spectrum of diagnoses in my area of expertise. There were the ‘good news’ moments with joy,
success, and cure. But there will be moments we witness overwhelming pain and the
devastating news of death. The shoe is on the other foot now for me. I am the patient with
metastatic melanoma skin cancer and not the provider, a very uncomfortable and humbling
place for me. Sometimes the biggest battle fought isn’t the cancer, but the emotional battle we
suddenly find ourselves in. We are not prepared for this emotional turmoil or how to deal with it.
The journey I experienced and now share with you had its difficulties, filled with approximately
fifty appointments, two surgeries, hospitalization and therapies, but life continues. If you have
recently been diagnosed with cancer, I know you are scared; I certainly was. Because in the
beginning when you first hear the news, you immediately wonder: ‘How is this all going to end?’
The journey has only just begun and we are already wondering: ‘How it’s all going to play out?’ I
know all the questions you are asking yourself, for I am the patient now and my perspective has
changed. I can feel the uncertainty of your courage and strength to proceed through the
demands of appointments, diagnostic testing, surgeries, pain, and treatments. I know the tears
you will wipe quietly away from your cheek in the middle of the night when you can’t sleep or
when you are simply all alone, afraid, in pain, or discouraged. I can feel your heart pounding so
loud that certainly anyone standing next to you must hear it also. Your mind is spinning with
worry from all the ‘what ifs.’ What will help me ‘succeed’ at alleviating the fear that is ever present
and now sprinkled into my daily life?As a lifelong believer in Christ, a foundation of faith was laid
long ago. I was just a believer, as some years were more inclusive of Christ Jesus than others.
But I never doubted there was a God. I would learn how to respect, love and nurture this new
found relationship in the months ahead. I chose to lean on, trust on, and hope on my faith and I
began introducing a spiritual element into my new daily routine. In the months of pain and
challenges, reaching for spiritual encouragement and journaling as the days, weeks, and months
would pass, I found myself in a relationship with my Creator. He sat with me, walked with me and
became my companion when I was alone and tired. Experiencing the joy with this new
relationship was a gift to me, from God. But, of course, the medical provider in me led me to
bring an educational element to my book. It is not the number one cancer killer, but it is the
universally number one diagnosed cancer. I had recognized the lack of awareness amongst my
friends and family, in regards to skin cancers and the serious threat they pose. So I include many
Medical Pearls, which may be facts, or a helpful hint to pay additional attention to. For those who
want to read about an amazing spiritual journey I include several Holy Spirit Moments which
could be visions or occurrences in which only God could provide and explain. And, I share
Spiritual Pearls which are my spiritual thoughts on scripture, visions or dreams that occurred



both past and present, as it contributes to who I am. In my most vulnerable moments, my trust
needed to lie somewhere other than myself. I am very good at taking care of myself, thank you
very much. Suddenly my life takes a turn, and I better get ready for the unchartered course it will
take. One day at a time. We all have a story within us. This shall be my story.



SCARS TO PEARLS SCARS TO PEARLSA Medical Healing and Spiritual Journey Throughthe
Phases of Malignant Melanoma Stage IIIASkin Cancer with Micro-Metastasis.LITA M.
WORTHINGTON RNC, RNPOB-GYN, REINFERTILITY NURSE PRACTITIONER © 2018 Lita
WorthingtonSCARS TO PEARLSAll rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced,
stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical,
photocopy, recording, scanning, or other—except for brief quotations in critical reviews or
articles, without the prior written permission of the publisher.Published in Nashville, Tennessee,
by Elm Hill, an imprint of Thomas Nelson. Elm Hill and Thomas Nelson are registered
trademarks of HarperCollins Christian Publishing, Inc.Elm Hill titles may be purchased in bulk for
educational, business, fund-raising, or sales promotional use. For information, please e-mail
SpecialMarkets@ThomasNelson.com.All Scripture quotations, unless otherwise indicated, are
taken from the Holy Bible, New International Version®, NIV®. Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984,
2011 by Biblica, Inc.® Used by permission of Zondervan. All rights reserved worldwide.
www.Zondervan.com. The “NIV” and “New International Version” are trademarks registered in
the United States Patent and Trademark Office by Biblica, Inc.®Scripture Notations are from the
following sourcesThin Line Bible, NIV (1996). Zondervan PublishingReferenced Authors within
this Book include:Stanley, Charles F. (2017). The Charles F. Stanley Life Principles Bible, C. F.
Stanley (Ed). Thomas NelsonYoung, Sarah (2004). Jesus Calling, Enjoying Peace in His
Presence, S. Young (Ed). Nashville, TN by Thomas NelsonMorgan, Robert J. (2016). The
Strength You Need, R. J. Morgan (Ed). Nashville, TN by W Publishing Group, Imprint of Thomas
NelsonCollins, Francis S. (2006). The Language of God, F. S. Collins (Ed). New York, NY, Free
Press a Division of Simon & Schuster, Inc.NIV Women’s Devotional New Testament with Psalms
& Proverbs (1993). Zondervan PublishingReferenced Institution Mentioned in this BookStanford
Health Care, Stanford Cancer CenterLibrary of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication DataLibrary
of Congress Control Number: 2018948245978-1-595558237 (Paperback)978-1-595558282
(Hardbound)978-1-595558497 (eBook) Information about External Hyperlinks in this
ebookPlease note that footnotes in this ebook may contain hyperlinks to external websites as
part of bibliographic citations. These hyperlinks have not been activated by the publisher, who
cannot verify the accuracy of these links beyond the date of publication. I Dedicate this Book
to;My husband Scott ~God brought us togetherWithout your love and unfailing supportMy life
would be emptyYou are my lifeThank you for loving meTo Lindsay, Matthew, Hawkeye, Easton,
Kendyl, Daniel,Karrington, and ReaganHow blessed am ITo have you all be my rock ~ when I
needed you mostI cherished all my boo-boo kisses and squishesThank you for loving meTo my
entire family, Pastor and friendsHow I have appreciated all the loveThoughts and prayers this
past yearYou have meant so much to me and I am humbledThank you for loving meTo my entire
team of physicians and staffYour knowledge and confidenceAllowed me to trust you with my
carePlease know I’m grateful and love you all INTRODUCTIONWalk with me on a journey



toward Heaven“Our journey toward Heaven begins with each step we take here on this earth. At
times we chose a path that seems lost or off track. We are constantly redirecting or not. Our life’s
journey does not mean we will never experience sin, failure, frustration, hardships or trials. A life
without pain, sin, trials or failure is simply not a guarantee. Our trek can be on rugged terrain with
steep climbs and unsteady footing. But our time spent in His Word, with His Gift, His Riches to
us will strengthen and mature our trust in Him. It is with trust in Christ Jesus that sheds light unto
our path, eases our trek, and stabilizes our footing. Then our journey toward Heaven will be filled
with Peace to guard our hearts and minds, always. It will always be through Him who gives us
strength to continue the climb. Even with a mature faith and love for our Lord, our challenges on
this earth continue. But it is the hope of salvation and life eternal with Him that help during these
trials. I’m counting on it. We cannot know the strength of our faith until it has been tested. Even
during our trials, He is watching and waiting for us to seek Him out. It is with prayer and a
thankful heart which will grab His attention. For He is always watching and waiting for us to invite
Him in. He will hold us by our right hand and He will meet us in the quietness of our soul.”I wrote
the opening notation when I found out I had malignant melanoma skin cancer, Stage I, for the
second time. This was late January of 2017 and I had just made it past my third year of being
clear, without reoccurrence from my first diagnosis back in November 2013. No big deal, many
of those who have had melanoma skin cancer stage I before would think. Get it excised and
move on with life. This is what I also thought at first. But it was the news of cancer having made
its ghostly way into my lymph nodes that redirected my plans for the year. Suddenly I was Stage
III A, and the unexpected had occurred. How did this happen?One of the major contributors to
skin cancer is sun exposure. I have lived a very sun-exposed life, having participated in
competitive outdoor athletic activities of tennis and swimming at a very young age, and still do. I
also experienced life on a tropical island for about six years and, for the past fifty, sunny
California has been my home. This coupled with a significant family history of skin cancer, my
personal history with ALL three of the various skin cancers, and the medical provider in me (OB-
GYN nurse practitioner) motivated me in part to bring additional awareness to skin cancer and
all that surrounds it. The good news is I do not have to reinvent the wheel here.There are many
experts already leading the charge on skin cancer research. We have excellent cancer research
institutions in the United States and I was fortunate to literally stumble into one of them. The
health institution I crossed paths with has been recognized and earned top designation from the
National Cancer Institute (NCI) for its broad scope of research, in which they are known to be a
leader in breakthrough treatments. They were one of only forty-nine top cancer centers to
receive such recognition. A prestigious and well deserved acknowledgement. The
multidisciplinary care within the entire department was executed seamlessly. I did not know any
of this with my first appointment. It was by chance that Stanford Medicine, Dermatology Clinic
and Cutaneous Oncology, is where my story begins. I have been appreciative of all the medical
expertise within this department and the attention I have received during my recent diagnosis.
Which is why they deserve recognition in this book. However, I will not be mentioning any of my



team of physicians by name.I have learned so much about skin cancer and felt provoked to
share the most accurate facts from current information available regarding the risks associated
with it. To receive care from well-respected and world-renowned leaders in the area of
dermatology was my good fortune. I will be sharing a broad overview of current information on
skin cancer and all that goes with it, in respect to my journey.With my recurrent diagnosis, I have
had excellent resources made available to me as I wandered again into the skin cancer arena.
But a person usually doesn’t just go research skin cancer, unless they have been diagnosed
with it. So in trying to cope or deal with this new health challenge, I preferred to reach for spiritual
encouragement and, in doing so, I experienced a spiritual revival. I thought perhaps in sharing
my personal experience with this dual awareness which would infuse my life this past year, in the
form of a book, it would reach more people. People who may not have otherwise given skin
cancer or Christianity a second thought.I am writing as a patient now. An awkward position for a
provider to experience, as I am the one who is used to examining, diagnosing, and formulating a
treatment plan. Now, I feel vulnerable and exposed. I began journaling for spiritual therapy at
first. But as I proceeded through one phase of treatment to the next, with such raw emotion I
began including in my journaling the medical experience through the different diagnostic phases
and surgeries I would eventually progress through. With the end goal of being cancer-free. I
journaled almost the complete year in regards to malignant melanoma and all that went with that
diagnosis for me. There came a moment, many months later, August in fact, in which I would feel
compelled to write this book, share my experience, and bring a heightened awareness to the
universally number one diagnosed, reported, and treated cancer—skin cancer.I chose to keep a
chronological order to the process of dealing with this diagnosis and all those that surrounded it
as the year unfolded. I felt passionate to include more skin cancer awareness so you will find I
address all skin cancers, the serious threat they can pose if ignored, as well as who is at risk. I
review only my treatment options, as treatment plans need to be individualized from patient to
patient, with so many factors to take into consideration that are between you and your physician.
All my surgeries are detailed, including: shave biopsies, complete reexcision surgery, sentinel
lymph node dissection biopsy (SLN), complete axillary lymph node dissection (ALND), and
Mohs surgery (from the physician, Frederic E. Mohs; is a microscopically controlled surgery
used to treat common types of skin carcinoma). Preventative measures with mole mapping and
routine skin self-exam and, in my case, the additional potential complications in dealing with
lymphedema are outlined. Helpful hints with a common-sense approach in regards to
lymphedema, signs and symptoms, lymphatic massage exercises, importance of keeping up
your immune system, when there has been an insult to it, are included. I will share which
immunizations and vaccinations to consider if over the age of fifty, especially if immune-
compromised, but at a minimum should warrant further discussion with your physician.I do not
include the staging for melanoma cancer in this book, as this is an area you as the patient must
really understand. If the guidelines change, your physician will be able to better discuss with you
what stage cancer you are in. Staging does require a collaborative effort of many different



professionals besides your managing physician. The pathologist, radiologist and cancer
registrar provide valuable staging information to your physician (s), who is the only one who has
routine access to your personal history and all your pertinent information (biopsies, imaging
studies, procedures, surgical findings) regarding your initial diagnosis. So with the entire picture
in front of them, they take the lead in staging for a cancer in a patient.The skin cancer topics or
related facts will be set in black bold print and sprinkled throughout as my story unfolds. I will
add a Medical Pearl, which could be a fact or medical suggestion to pay additional attention to,
and this will be emphasized and set in black bold print as well.I came to recognize that as I
progressed from one area of specialty within the dermatology department to another, I was
relying completely on their expertise and a flawless execution of it to promote an optimum
outcome for me. Out of fear, my expectations were extremely high for my team of physicians and
staff to provide care and execute the treatment plan—near perfectly. Isn’t this what most patients
expect from doctors—asking, do I really have the best? Then I realized while I am frightened
going through this—whatever ‘this’ is and whatever outcome awaits me—it is an unfair
expectation to have on them. But I had never met any of them before, nor did I know their skill
level or reputation within their field. Of course they will try their best: they’ve taken an oath to do
so, but they are not God. I needed to rely on my faith in Jesus above all else. He who is so much
more qualified and will oversee my team of physicians for me. He is the Chief of Staff during all
this, so to speak. So I would take the expectation off them and place it in the power of my prayer
for them to execute their part to the best of their ability, as I transitioned through the phases of
tackling this cancer. I can appreciate the fact we are all human, and I would soon recognize God
has blessed some people with amazing, exceptional skills. I had just crossed paths with some of
them and was extremely thankful I had.In the months of pain and challenges, reaching for
spiritual encouragement and journaling as the days, weeks, and months would pass, a spiritual
awakening occurred, which was more powerful and unlike anything I have ever experienced. As
the months unfolded, it began to stir a passion within me for writing this book. The Holy Spirit,
definitely making His presence known to me throughout this journey, became my fuel and the
driving force that would spark the idea. Could I merge these two topics—bring heightened
awareness to skin cancer as I journey through its phases, plus incorporate how I came to be in a
relationship with my Creator during this cancer challenge? I certainly could not write one topic
without the other, because these two experiences were so tightly woven together within me as a
whole. They were fused as my daily walk throughout the year. I will remember how and why my
journey through malignant melanoma skin cancer, with all the scars serving as a constant
reminder to me, would become a trek I will be forever thankful for.I decided to write this
semibiography in chronologic timeline as well while I progressed through the realm of my
spiritual walk, appointments, surgeries, treatments, and recovery trying to become cancer-free.
In trying to understand exactly what my faith means to me, I pulled from various sources and
meditated on the truths of His promises in the quiet stillness of the mornings. I chose from a
variety of resources, especially the NIV Bible, and when scripture is quoted, it will appear



italicized. I have included very briefly a consolidated version of the history of the Bible, as I
needed to try and understand where this all began. My thoughts on the definition of “faith,” “trust,”
and The Holy Trinity as defined by me I reveal. I listened to online ministry, read daily
devotionals, and a couple of well-written books. One book was written by a pastor, the other by a
scientist/geneticist. I will share my spiritual thoughts, how I found myself in a relationship with
God, and some past memories, which is why this reads like a biography, as it contributes to who
I am. I find I must share my spiritual thoughts, visions/dreams, or Spiritual Pearls also, that
occurred both past and present. How I deepened my faith, learned to pray, how you can pray,
and several moments in which the Holy Spirit made His presence known to me during this
cancer trial, which will have a title Holy Spirit Moment, both will be in italicized black bold
print.Then there was an amazing experience my daughter and I shared the day of my ‘big
surgery,’ which was life-altering for her, me, and many who pondered it long enough to see God
had orchestrated the entire event. In one single moment, which took years in the making, He
showed us the wonder of His Mercy. This experience surrounding my ‘big surgery’ day, slowly
over time is what truly sparked the idea to write this and share it as written testimony. I believe it
to be a testimony of His Word, being the Truth. We first sought Him out in prayer, we listened and
because of His grace, He willingly answered us, as He often does, in visions or dreams. All of
which will be mentioned in more detail as it would unfold before me. Each day I was discovering
a spiritual yearning I never knew I had. As I spent time on the Bible getting to know Him over the
months, He graced me with courage, strength, and hope to tackle all that awaited me. You will
see how He allowed me to witness the Holy Spirit’s presence off and on through phases in my
recovery and provided strength in my setbacks. I would not be disappointed in my time spent
with Him. You will not either. This was my chosen meditation or yoga for my mind, which gave me
strength and hope throughout all my medical challenges and setbacks. But I am still only
human.I fueled my mind with scripture almost daily and over time in the maturing of my faith. I
discovered what my new friend was all about. He unveiled something new to me daily. In time, I
turned my faith into complete trust in Him. This complete trust in Him showered me with inner
peace as my reward. His Perfect Peace. A peace that would calm my racing heart and mind. I
found this inner peace provided me with the strength I needed to get through the challenge of
the day, as some days were much more difficult than others. I will share scripture that helped
restore my energy, nourish my soul, and provided the courage I would rely on in the midst of this
trek. He would become my companion when I felt alone. I was merely a believer, and my life
transformed as I welcomed being in a relationship with my God. His Truth provided all the hope I
needed. But not ‘hope’ in the sense of ‘I hope I get well soon,’ or ‘I hope it’s true and there is a
Heaven,’ or even ‘I hope I am right’; instead, it is with the ‘Hope’ of His Promise to all of us who
love Him. A life everlasting with Him. My belief in my Maker is what sustains me and brings the
greatest joy to my life. I recognize and accept this extraordinary gift that exists by faith alone.
Something that our five senses cannot even confirm. It has been a choice for any of us to take
advantage of, since His death on the cross was when every single failure disappeared. The



same choice we ALL get to make now and in the future, until God calls us home.I was also
learning the meaning of patience as the hours, days, weeks, and months unfolded. I have a Type
-A personality, so while recovering, sitting still all day long is difficult. However, as the days and
weeks would pass, I began to get excited for what He was about to do. Day after day and week
after week, as I would sit and read, and it took me several months before I realized I had
discovered trusting Him completely meant ‘without question’ also. I began to trust in His plan for
me no matter what. In case He doesn’t move those mountains or chose to heal me, His Promise
is worth whatever challenge awaits me. My desire was to stay in His Will. With His Grace and all
my baby steps, I was experiencing growth and maturing of my faith, which brought me great joy
during a significant trial in my life. I would gradually view all of my scars as my newfound pearls.
At times I still cannot believe I have experienced this journey. I certainly did not welcome this
trial, for my emotions would get the better of me at times as I share it all with you here. Until I saw
how He equipped me to persevere through it, and He never left my side.As you read on, I give a
small Christian bio and share my first religious memory at the age of six or seven. It was
extremely powerful and only as I wrote this book did I recall the details. The resources I
gravitated towards and read on an almost daily basis were inspirational to me and led me to
parts of scripture that would address my spectrum of emotions. I would recommend reading all
of them. My emotional lability was very raw and the intensity at times was overwhelming and
uncomfortable. It was a strong driving force, and I was committed to stay in His Word because I
needed to. Even after months in prayer and journaling, I realized I never once prayed or
bargained for a cure. It never even occurred to me. My only desire was to stay in His Will. After
months meditating on His Word, my faith was gaining momentum. He continued to provide the
strength along the way, and every single day for me.Throughout my years as a Christian, I have
experienced visions/dreams in the dark of the night. I do not include these to coerce you into
believing for it is my walk, but they seem to have pertinence as I write this bio so I include some
of them. I know this must occur to other people as well; I hear it often. Some of the visions/
dreams have been uplifting and comforting, others dark and disturbing. I will share an extremely
personal moment my daughter experienced while I was in surgery and the impact it had on my
husband’s family. I think it will prove emotional as we shared this moment with family and
recognize the comfort that followed, convinced that our God is a merciful God and full of
Grace.This past year, which was filled with approximately fifty appointments both locally and at
Stanford, two surgeries, hospitalization and therapies, life manages to continue. There will be the
‘firsts’ I discover that I cannot do as well, or partake of, as I try and adjust to a ‘new normal’ for
my life. I will share family life and a family crisis with the sudden death of the matriarch of the
family during my recovery. The stressors in life do not lie solely with our health challenges but
also with work, family, and everything else on our plate. It can all seem overwhelming and cast
doubts as to when any form of normalcy will return. Only when the ‘new normal’ is welcomed
and feels natural again will our focus change for the better. You don’t realize the months or even
years this may take.My journaling continues as I wait and ponder my options. But in considering



my next steps with my diagnosis, I noticed fear beginning to loom within me. It seemed like it
would take forever to make the final decision in my treatment plan. Where would this untraveled
road I was about to embark on lead me? I needed to find courage, strength, and hope to move
forward, as I knew I could not muster up the strength or courage on my own. No way. As a
provider we need to exude confidence in our skills, diagnosis, and treatment plans for our
patients. That is how I practiced anyway. Now as a patient, I will forever be aware of the ripple
effect of worry, concern, and fear that my patients can have ‘awaiting what is next’ after a
challenging diagnosis is delivered. I recall trying to reassure patients ‘not to worry’; it seems
almost insensitive now. Even when I am so confident in the potential outcome, it just seems
insensitive. Some people will worry no matter what. The mind is the hardest thing to control and
God knew this when He made us. I’m thinking so we would look to Him first with all our
concerns.I absolutely cannot imagine trying to tackle this on my own, especially when there is a
way to find encouragement and hope that will provide the strength I now need. I know there are
many people who have done so on their own. How? It must be so frightfully difficult. My faith was
being tested, and I followed the pull of His power within my soul. I will share my own spiritual
thoughts along the way through my various trials. This focus is what would shed the light on my
path for what awaited me. God had a hand in this. I will witness the presence of the Holy Spirit on
many occasions, and through almost each phase as I dealt with this challenge. I recognize all of
this was a ‘Gift’ to me from God.News of micrometastasis to my lymph nodes occurred in early
March 2017, after I underwent a diagnostic procedure called lymphoscintigraphy or sentinel
lymph node mapping. More options would need to be discussed following this new diagnosis.
More surgery, diagnostic testing, blood work, and possibly a chemo-like infusion treatment
called immunotherapy, partaking in a drug trial, and every-three-month skin checks could be my
reality. The risk of melanoma spreading to other areas in the body can be a devastating and life-
threatening cancer.For those who are reading this book and have recently been diagnosed with
cancer, I know you are scared; I certainly was. Because in the beginning when you first hear the
news, you immediately wonder, ‘How is this all going to end?’ The journey has only just begun
and we are already wondering how it’s all going to play out. I know all the questions you are
asking yourself, for I am the patient now and my perspective has changed. I can feel the
uncertainty of your courage and strength to proceed through the demands of appointments,
diagnostic testing, surgeries, pain, and treatments. I know the tears you will wipe quietly away
from your cheek in the middle of the night when you can’t sleep or when you are simply all alone,
afraid, in pain, or discouraged. I can feel your heart pounding so loud that certainly anyone
standing next to you must hear it also. Your mind is spinning with worry from all the ‘what ifs.’
Then there is the protective nature we have as a mother or father, to keep a brave appearance
when we are around our loved ones, children (grown or not they are still our children), friends,
but the fear of the unknown remains ever so real. I know your raw emotions, from concern, worry,
discouragement, sadness, fear, pain, fatigue, loneliness, and exhaustion, just to name a few.We
often associate the word ‘cancer’ with end-of-life situations. It is a very hard word to hear for the



first time. But even with all the uncertainty of the future, the hope for a positive outcome is always
on the table. There can be ‘hope’ in every situation. Never lose hope. Positive thinking and hope
should be in your treatment plan. Remember in the midst of all your fears there can be elation
and thankfulness. Good news does happen. It can be felt deep in the soul, and it can be fueled
by faith.As I complete this introduction, I am nine months clear, with status posttreatment by
choosing the surgical route of complete axillary lymph node dissection for malignant melanoma
stage III, with micrometastasis to the lymph. I have had three brain MRIs and three PET scans
that have all returned negative. This is all good news and puts me eleven months out from the
original surgery, which took me from stage I to stage III overnight.This was my second
melanoma stage I diagnosis, but something was different. There would be options to discuss, as
my overall family history and personal health history needed to be considered. I had a strong
feeling that I couldn’t ignore. After much dialogue with my team of physicians at Stanford, my
family, but especially my dermatologist who suspected melanoma again to begin with, I chose to
stay proactive. I have maintained an aggressive approach, which isn’t for everyone, and
diligently keep my follow-up appointments. I have had setbacks because of my proactive
approach, but remain thankful I did, because the chance of malignant melanoma stage I cancer
being in the lymph nodes at all was less than four to six percent. Nine months out and three
scans later, I finally feel like I can breathe a little deeper, sleep a little sounder, and laugh a little
louder.Such great news came in the beginning of December, my absolute favorite month of the
year. Just yesterday in fact, as I lunched with my mother and youngest sister, December 22,
2017, I said; “I would go through this challenge all over again, because it was during THIS trial in
my life that He grabbed my attention.” This intimacy with my Maker I recognize as a Gift to me. A
Gift of Grace and Hope that we unwrapped together. As I slowly and gently untied the ribbon and
carefully opened this Gift, He would extend His hand and unveil inside a Promise. His Promise to
be there for all who call Him by name. He walked with me. He talked with me. He sat with me. He
had my right hand and provided the strength for my day, and it was always just enough. I was
never alone. He carried my burdens, as I felt them lifted on occasion, and I will never let go of His
hand.In sharing my story, I must share a part of my life that includes where I came from and who
I am spiritually, personally, and professionally. I had no idea my journey through this challenge
would lead to this writing of my story. I certainly wasn’t expecting the growth I would experience
as a believer in Christ Jesus. For it felt like He was chasing my heart. In my most vulnerable
moments, my trust needed to lie somewhere other than myself. I am very good at taking care of
myself, thank you very much. Suddenly my life takes a turn, and I better get ready for the
unchartered course it will take. One day at a time. We all have a story within us. This shall be my
story. CONTENTSINTRODUCTIONGETTING TO KNOW MESKIN CANCER AWARENESS
BEGINSIT IS ALL IN THE RAYSANOTHER MELANOMA LESIONIT IS ALL IN THE
DELIVERYREFLECTING AND INVESTING IN THE WORDIN THE BEGINNINGALWAYS
SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUTIS HE NEARNOT TO BE TAKEN LIGHTLYLIFE MAY
CHANGEPREPARING FOR SURGERY AND FINDING PEACEGRAND ORCHESTRATIONTHE



FIRST FOUR WEEKSFIVE AND SIX WEEKS POST-OPSEVEN TO TEN WEEKS POST-
OPWEEK TWELVE POST-OPFOUR TO SIX MONTHS POST-OPWHAT IS MOHSWHAT A
JOURNEYACKNOWLEDGEMENTSFOREWORD CHAPTER ONEGETTING TO KNOW MEMY
PERSONAL BIOGRAPHYI was born in 1959 when the cost of a gallon of gas was 25 cents. The
average cost of a new house was $12,400, a new car $2,200, movie tickets were $1.00, and a
loaf of bread 20 cents! It was also the year when Alaska became the forty-ninth and Hawaii the
fiftieth state of the United States. Michael was the most popular baby boy name and Mary was
for baby girls. The first Barbie doll was launched by Mattel and I became the third of six children
weighing in at almost ten pounds. So aside from Fidel Castro becoming a communist prime
minister for Cuba, 1959 was a decent year! I enjoyed reading about these fun facts of ’59.

I have learned so much about skin cancer and felt provoked to share the most accurate facts
from current information available regarding the risks associated with it. To receive care from
well-respected and world-renowned leaders in the area of dermatology was my good fortune. I
will be sharing a broad overview of current information on skin cancer and all that goes with it, in
respect to my journey.With my recurrent diagnosis, I have had excellent resources made
available to me as I wandered again into the skin cancer arena. But a person usually doesn’t just
go research skin cancer, unless they have been diagnosed with it. So in trying to cope or deal
with this new health challenge, I preferred to reach for spiritual encouragement and, in doing so,
I experienced a spiritual revival. I thought perhaps in sharing my personal experience with this
dual awareness which would infuse my life this past year, in the form of a book, it would reach
more people. People who may not have otherwise given skin cancer or Christianity a second
thought.I am writing as a patient now. An awkward position for a provider to experience, as I am
the one who is used to examining, diagnosing, and formulating a treatment plan. Now, I feel
vulnerable and exposed. I began journaling for spiritual therapy at first. But as I proceeded
through one phase of treatment to the next, with such raw emotion I began including in my
journaling the medical experience through the different diagnostic phases and surgeries I would
eventually progress through. With the end goal of being cancer-free. I journaled almost the
complete year in regards to malignant melanoma and all that went with that diagnosis for me.
There came a moment, many months later, August in fact, in which I would feel compelled to
write this book, share my experience, and bring a heightened awareness to the universally
number one diagnosed, reported, and treated cancer—skin cancer.I chose to keep a
chronological order to the process of dealing with this diagnosis and all those that surrounded it
as the year unfolded. I felt passionate to include more skin cancer awareness so you will find I
address all skin cancers, the serious threat they can pose if ignored, as well as who is at risk. I
review only my treatment options, as treatment plans need to be individualized from patient to
patient, with so many factors to take into consideration that are between you and your physician.
All my surgeries are detailed, including: shave biopsies, complete reexcision surgery, sentinel
lymph node dissection biopsy (SLN), complete axillary lymph node dissection (ALND), and



Mohs surgery (from the physician, Frederic E. Mohs; is a microscopically controlled surgery
used to treat common types of skin carcinoma). Preventative measures with mole mapping and
routine skin self-exam and, in my case, the additional potential complications in dealing with
lymphedema are outlined. Helpful hints with a common-sense approach in regards to
lymphedema, signs and symptoms, lymphatic massage exercises, importance of keeping up
your immune system, when there has been an insult to it, are included. I will share which
immunizations and vaccinations to consider if over the age of fifty, especially if immune-
compromised, but at a minimum should warrant further discussion with your physician.I do not
include the staging for melanoma cancer in this book, as this is an area you as the patient must
really understand. If the guidelines change, your physician will be able to better discuss with you
what stage cancer you are in. Staging does require a collaborative effort of many different
professionals besides your managing physician. The pathologist, radiologist and cancer
registrar provide valuable staging information to your physician (s), who is the only one who has
routine access to your personal history and all your pertinent information (biopsies, imaging
studies, procedures, surgical findings) regarding your initial diagnosis. So with the entire picture
in front of them, they take the lead in staging for a cancer in a patient.The skin cancer topics or
related facts will be set in black bold print and sprinkled throughout as my story unfolds. I will
add a Medical Pearl, which could be a fact or medical suggestion to pay additional attention to,
and this will be emphasized and set in black bold print as well.I came to recognize that as I
progressed from one area of specialty within the dermatology department to another, I was
relying completely on their expertise and a flawless execution of it to promote an optimum
outcome for me. Out of fear, my expectations were extremely high for my team of physicians and
staff to provide care and execute the treatment plan—near perfectly. Isn’t this what most patients
expect from doctors—asking, do I really have the best? Then I realized while I am frightened
going through this—whatever ‘this’ is and whatever outcome awaits me—it is an unfair
expectation to have on them. But I had never met any of them before, nor did I know their skill
level or reputation within their field. Of course they will try their best: they’ve taken an oath to do
so, but they are not God. I needed to rely on my faith in Jesus above all else. He who is so much
more qualified and will oversee my team of physicians for me. He is the Chief of Staff during all
this, so to speak. So I would take the expectation off them and place it in the power of my prayer
for them to execute their part to the best of their ability, as I transitioned through the phases of
tackling this cancer. I can appreciate the fact we are all human, and I would soon recognize God
has blessed some people with amazing, exceptional skills. I had just crossed paths with some of
them and was extremely thankful I had.In the months of pain and challenges, reaching for
spiritual encouragement and journaling as the days, weeks, and months would pass, a spiritual
awakening occurred, which was more powerful and unlike anything I have ever experienced. As
the months unfolded, it began to stir a passion within me for writing this book. The Holy Spirit,
definitely making His presence known to me throughout this journey, became my fuel and the
driving force that would spark the idea. Could I merge these two topics—bring heightened



awareness to skin cancer as I journey through its phases, plus incorporate how I came to be in a
relationship with my Creator during this cancer challenge? I certainly could not write one topic
without the other, because these two experiences were so tightly woven together within me as a
whole. They were fused as my daily walk throughout the year. I will remember how and why my
journey through malignant melanoma skin cancer, with all the scars serving as a constant
reminder to me, would become a trek I will be forever thankful for.I decided to write this
semibiography in chronologic timeline as well while I progressed through the realm of my
spiritual walk, appointments, surgeries, treatments, and recovery trying to become cancer-free.
In trying to understand exactly what my faith means to me, I pulled from various sources and
meditated on the truths of His promises in the quiet stillness of the mornings. I chose from a
variety of resources, especially the NIV Bible, and when scripture is quoted, it will appear
italicized. I have included very briefly a consolidated version of the history of the Bible, as I
needed to try and understand where this all began. My thoughts on the definition of “faith,” “trust,”
and The Holy Trinity as defined by me I reveal. I listened to online ministry, read daily
devotionals, and a couple of well-written books. One book was written by a pastor, the other by a
scientist/geneticist. I will share my spiritual thoughts, how I found myself in a relationship with
God, and some past memories, which is why this reads like a biography, as it contributes to who
I am. I find I must share my spiritual thoughts, visions/dreams, or Spiritual Pearls also, that
occurred both past and present. How I deepened my faith, learned to pray, how you can pray,
and several moments in which the Holy Spirit made His presence known to me during this
cancer trial, which will have a title Holy Spirit Moment, both will be in italicized black bold
print.Then there was an amazing experience my daughter and I shared the day of my ‘big
surgery,’ which was life-altering for her, me, and many who pondered it long enough to see God
had orchestrated the entire event. In one single moment, which took years in the making, He
showed us the wonder of His Mercy. This experience surrounding my ‘big surgery’ day, slowly
over time is what truly sparked the idea to write this and share it as written testimony. I believe it
to be a testimony of His Word, being the Truth. We first sought Him out in prayer, we listened and
because of His grace, He willingly answered us, as He often does, in visions or dreams. All of
which will be mentioned in more detail as it would unfold before me. Each day I was discovering
a spiritual yearning I never knew I had. As I spent time on the Bible getting to know Him over the
months, He graced me with courage, strength, and hope to tackle all that awaited me. You will
see how He allowed me to witness the Holy Spirit’s presence off and on through phases in my
recovery and provided strength in my setbacks. I would not be disappointed in my time spent
with Him. You will not either. This was my chosen meditation or yoga for my mind, which gave me
strength and hope throughout all my medical challenges and setbacks. But I am still only
human.I fueled my mind with scripture almost daily and over time in the maturing of my faith. I
discovered what my new friend was all about. He unveiled something new to me daily. In time, I
turned my faith into complete trust in Him. This complete trust in Him showered me with inner
peace as my reward. His Perfect Peace. A peace that would calm my racing heart and mind. I



found this inner peace provided me with the strength I needed to get through the challenge of
the day, as some days were much more difficult than others. I will share scripture that helped
restore my energy, nourish my soul, and provided the courage I would rely on in the midst of this
trek. He would become my companion when I felt alone. I was merely a believer, and my life
transformed as I welcomed being in a relationship with my God. His Truth provided all the hope I
needed. But not ‘hope’ in the sense of ‘I hope I get well soon,’ or ‘I hope it’s true and there is a
Heaven,’ or even ‘I hope I am right’; instead, it is with the ‘Hope’ of His Promise to all of us who
love Him. A life everlasting with Him. My belief in my Maker is what sustains me and brings the
greatest joy to my life. I recognize and accept this extraordinary gift that exists by faith alone.
Something that our five senses cannot even confirm. It has been a choice for any of us to take
advantage of, since His death on the cross was when every single failure disappeared. The
same choice we ALL get to make now and in the future, until God calls us home.I was also
learning the meaning of patience as the hours, days, weeks, and months unfolded. I have a Type
-A personality, so while recovering, sitting still all day long is difficult. However, as the days and
weeks would pass, I began to get excited for what He was about to do. Day after day and week
after week, as I would sit and read, and it took me several months before I realized I had
discovered trusting Him completely meant ‘without question’ also. I began to trust in His plan for
me no matter what. In case He doesn’t move those mountains or chose to heal me, His Promise
is worth whatever challenge awaits me. My desire was to stay in His Will. With His Grace and all
my baby steps, I was experiencing growth and maturing of my faith, which brought me great joy
during a significant trial in my life. I would gradually view all of my scars as my newfound pearls.
At times I still cannot believe I have experienced this journey. I certainly did not welcome this
trial, for my emotions would get the better of me at times as I share it all with you here. Until I saw
how He equipped me to persevere through it, and He never left my side.As you read on, I give a
small Christian bio and share my first religious memory at the age of six or seven. It was
extremely powerful and only as I wrote this book did I recall the details. The resources I
gravitated towards and read on an almost daily basis were inspirational to me and led me to
parts of scripture that would address my spectrum of emotions. I would recommend reading all
of them. My emotional lability was very raw and the intensity at times was overwhelming and
uncomfortable. It was a strong driving force, and I was committed to stay in His Word because I
needed to. Even after months in prayer and journaling, I realized I never once prayed or
bargained for a cure. It never even occurred to me. My only desire was to stay in His Will. After
months meditating on His Word, my faith was gaining momentum. He continued to provide the
strength along the way, and every single day for me.Throughout my years as a Christian, I have
experienced visions/dreams in the dark of the night. I do not include these to coerce you into
believing for it is my walk, but they seem to have pertinence as I write this bio so I include some
of them. I know this must occur to other people as well; I hear it often. Some of the visions/
dreams have been uplifting and comforting, others dark and disturbing. I will share an extremely
personal moment my daughter experienced while I was in surgery and the impact it had on my



husband’s family. I think it will prove emotional as we shared this moment with family and
recognize the comfort that followed, convinced that our God is a merciful God and full of
Grace.This past year, which was filled with approximately fifty appointments both locally and at
Stanford, two surgeries, hospitalization and therapies, life manages to continue. There will be the
‘firsts’ I discover that I cannot do as well, or partake of, as I try and adjust to a ‘new normal’ for
my life. I will share family life and a family crisis with the sudden death of the matriarch of the
family during my recovery. The stressors in life do not lie solely with our health challenges but
also with work, family, and everything else on our plate. It can all seem overwhelming and cast
doubts as to when any form of normalcy will return. Only when the ‘new normal’ is welcomed
and feels natural again will our focus change for the better. You don’t realize the months or even
years this may take.My journaling continues as I wait and ponder my options. But in considering
my next steps with my diagnosis, I noticed fear beginning to loom within me. It seemed like it
would take forever to make the final decision in my treatment plan. Where would this untraveled
road I was about to embark on lead me? I needed to find courage, strength, and hope to move
forward, as I knew I could not muster up the strength or courage on my own. No way. As a
provider we need to exude confidence in our skills, diagnosis, and treatment plans for our
patients. That is how I practiced anyway. Now as a patient, I will forever be aware of the ripple
effect of worry, concern, and fear that my patients can have ‘awaiting what is next’ after a
challenging diagnosis is delivered. I recall trying to reassure patients ‘not to worry’; it seems
almost insensitive now. Even when I am so confident in the potential outcome, it just seems
insensitive. Some people will worry no matter what. The mind is the hardest thing to control and
God knew this when He made us. I’m thinking so we would look to Him first with all our
concerns.I absolutely cannot imagine trying to tackle this on my own, especially when there is a
way to find encouragement and hope that will provide the strength I now need. I know there are
many people who have done so on their own. How? It must be so frightfully difficult. My faith was
being tested, and I followed the pull of His power within my soul. I will share my own spiritual
thoughts along the way through my various trials. This focus is what would shed the light on my
path for what awaited me. God had a hand in this. I will witness the presence of the Holy Spirit on
many occasions, and through almost each phase as I dealt with this challenge. I recognize all of
this was a ‘Gift’ to me from God.News of micrometastasis to my lymph nodes occurred in early
March 2017, after I underwent a diagnostic procedure called lymphoscintigraphy or sentinel
lymph node mapping. More options would need to be discussed following this new diagnosis.
More surgery, diagnostic testing, blood work, and possibly a chemo-like infusion treatment
called immunotherapy, partaking in a drug trial, and every-three-month skin checks could be my
reality. The risk of melanoma spreading to other areas in the body can be a devastating and life-
threatening cancer.For those who are reading this book and have recently been diagnosed with
cancer, I know you are scared; I certainly was. Because in the beginning when you first hear the
news, you immediately wonder, ‘How is this all going to end?’ The journey has only just begun
and we are already wondering how it’s all going to play out. I know all the questions you are



asking yourself, for I am the patient now and my perspective has changed. I can feel the
uncertainty of your courage and strength to proceed through the demands of appointments,
diagnostic testing, surgeries, pain, and treatments. I know the tears you will wipe quietly away
from your cheek in the middle of the night when you can’t sleep or when you are simply all alone,
afraid, in pain, or discouraged. I can feel your heart pounding so loud that certainly anyone
standing next to you must hear it also. Your mind is spinning with worry from all the ‘what ifs.’
Then there is the protective nature we have as a mother or father, to keep a brave appearance
when we are around our loved ones, children (grown or not they are still our children), friends,
but the fear of the unknown remains ever so real. I know your raw emotions, from concern, worry,
discouragement, sadness, fear, pain, fatigue, loneliness, and exhaustion, just to name a few.We
often associate the word ‘cancer’ with end-of-life situations. It is a very hard word to hear for the
first time. But even with all the uncertainty of the future, the hope for a positive outcome is always
on the table. There can be ‘hope’ in every situation. Never lose hope. Positive thinking and hope
should be in your treatment plan. Remember in the midst of all your fears there can be elation
and thankfulness. Good news does happen. It can be felt deep in the soul, and it can be fueled
by faith.As I complete this introduction, I am nine months clear, with status posttreatment by
choosing the surgical route of complete axillary lymph node dissection for malignant melanoma
stage III, with micrometastasis to the lymph. I have had three brain MRIs and three PET scans
that have all returned negative. This is all good news and puts me eleven months out from the
original surgery, which took me from stage I to stage III overnight.This was my second
melanoma stage I diagnosis, but something was different. There would be options to discuss, as
my overall family history and personal health history needed to be considered. I had a strong
feeling that I couldn’t ignore. After much dialogue with my team of physicians at Stanford, my
family, but especially my dermatologist who suspected melanoma again to begin with, I chose to
stay proactive. I have maintained an aggressive approach, which isn’t for everyone, and
diligently keep my follow-up appointments. I have had setbacks because of my proactive
approach, but remain thankful I did, because the chance of malignant melanoma stage I cancer
being in the lymph nodes at all was less than four to six percent. Nine months out and three
scans later, I finally feel like I can breathe a little deeper, sleep a little sounder, and laugh a little
louder.Such great news came in the beginning of December, my absolute favorite month of the
year. Just yesterday in fact, as I lunched with my mother and youngest sister, December 22,
2017, I said; “I would go through this challenge all over again, because it was during THIS trial in
my life that He grabbed my attention.” This intimacy with my Maker I recognize as a Gift to me. A
Gift of Grace and Hope that we unwrapped together. As I slowly and gently untied the ribbon and
carefully opened this Gift, He would extend His hand and unveil inside a Promise. His Promise to
be there for all who call Him by name. He walked with me. He talked with me. He sat with me. He
had my right hand and provided the strength for my day, and it was always just enough. I was
never alone. He carried my burdens, as I felt them lifted on occasion, and I will never let go of His
hand.In sharing my story, I must share a part of my life that includes where I came from and who



I am spiritually, personally, and professionally. I had no idea my journey through this challenge
would lead to this writing of my story. I certainly wasn’t expecting the growth I would experience
as a believer in Christ Jesus. For it felt like He was chasing my heart. In my most vulnerable
moments, my trust needed to lie somewhere other than myself. I am very good at taking care of
myself, thank you very much. Suddenly my life takes a turn, and I better get ready for the
unchartered course it will take. One day at a time. We all have a story within us. This shall be my
story. CONTENTSINTRODUCTIONGETTING TO KNOW MESKIN CANCER AWARENESS
BEGINSIT IS ALL IN THE RAYSANOTHER MELANOMA LESIONIT IS ALL IN THE
DELIVERYREFLECTING AND INVESTING IN THE WORDIN THE BEGINNINGALWAYS
SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUTIS HE NEARNOT TO BE TAKEN LIGHTLYLIFE MAY
CHANGEPREPARING FOR SURGERY AND FINDING PEACEGRAND ORCHESTRATIONTHE
FIRST FOUR WEEKSFIVE AND SIX WEEKS POST-OPSEVEN TO TEN WEEKS POST-
OPWEEK TWELVE POST-OPFOUR TO SIX MONTHS POST-OPWHAT IS MOHSWHAT A
JOURNEYACKNOWLEDGEMENTSFOREWORD CHAPTER ONEGETTING TO KNOW MEMY
PERSONAL BIOGRAPHYI was born in 1959 when the cost of a gallon of gas was 25 cents. The
average cost of a new house was $12,400, a new car $2,200, movie tickets were $1.00, and a
loaf of bread 20 cents! It was also the year when Alaska became the forty-ninth and Hawaii the
fiftieth state of the United States. Michael was the most popular baby boy name and Mary was
for baby girls. The first Barbie doll was launched by Mattel and I became the third of six children
weighing in at almost ten pounds. So aside from Fidel Castro becoming a communist prime
minister for Cuba, 1959 was a decent year! I enjoyed reading about these fun facts of ’59.I have
two sisters and three brothers. I was raised in a traditional home with traditional values. My
ethnicity is part English, French, and Mexican. I wouldn’t say I have fair skin, but medium skin
tone. Both my parents were Catholic and we were raised in this faith. We lived on the tropical
island of beautiful San Juan, Puerto Rico, for almost six years. There I learned to swim just
beyond the breakers in the ocean by the age of four. I loved it! From the moment my father put
me in the water, I felt like a fish.Otherwise, sunny California was our home. I was an above-
average student, enjoyed athletics, was very competitive, relentless, and not just in sports. I
played tennis as a youth, water skied, snow skied, but swimming has always been my favorite
sport. I swam competitively on the local swim teams, and then in high school. I competed for
almost twelve years, and many of those years we trained twice daily in outdoor pools. Early
morning and afternoons, with swim meets almost every weekend. When I wasn’t swimming, I
was either on the tennis court or watching one of my siblings’ outdoor sports. We were active
kids and our parents were very busy with all six of us heading off here or there. All this outdoor
activity was without sunblock. If my mother knew of sunscreen, I am sure it was not in the budget
for applying it on six children every single day several times a day, while outside in our bathing
suits. Putting a T-shirt on when we had enough sun was our sunscreen. I do recall zinc-oxide.
You know, that popular skin protection paste that had been around forever. I can only recall my
father slathering this white paste all over his nose and lips whenever we were outside. This was



never an attractive look on him, but especially not on a girl. Let alone a teenager.But it was all
about the tan when I was a teenager, and I always had a head start. My sport being an outdoor
sport and, as a bonus, I was in a bathing suit! As I got older, swim workouts were longer and
twice daily. Meets occupied our every weekend. Give me the baby oil, Crisco, cocoa-butter or
whatever greasy thing I can put on my skin to help this tan along! I know there are some of you
reading this right now who know exactly what I mean. Then as a young mom, I had no time to
just lie in the sun. So I did the next best thing: lay in tanning bed for the quicker tan. Even when
tanning beds came out, they claimed it was safer than the sun’s UV rays. What a great invention,
and it only took fifteen to twenty minutes per session! I did not know all of these contributing
factors, in the detail of risk, associated to skin cancer as I do now. But, if you can relate to this,
make an appointment with your dermatologist if you have not done so before. Being proactive in
this area may save your life. When you read the risks associated with melanoma skin cancer, it
looks like I set myself up for this and I did, but I didn’t even know I was doing it. Now, I need to be
smarter about tackling the challenge before me. It will be crucial.I married my high-school
sweetheart in 1979, and graduated from a registered nurse program in 1980. We had grown our
family with the addition of two daughters by 1984. I worked on the pre- and postsurgical floor and
practiced my newfound skills in our local hospital until 1986. Wanting more of an eight-to-five job
and to avoid the weekend shifts with hospital nursing to enjoy motherhood, I went to work for my
OB-GYN as the in-office nurse. I enjoyed my experience in this specialty, so I decided to go back
to school to further my career options. I attended San Jose State University, School of Nursing,
continuation program, for my family nurse practitioner license in 1989. Once that was completed,
I would continue in the program to obtain my specialty in obstetrics and gynecology soon after.
Within the couple of years that followed, I completed a certificate program in reproductive
endocrinology and infertility and obtained a level 1 ultra-sonography certificate. Our practice had
a very strong infertility program that I prided myself in being a part of. We had much success in
helping women conceive.I worked in private practice for almost twenty-plus years with two of the
finest, respected, and most knowledgeable physicians in town. Both of them took pride in
staying current, and had excellent work ethic. I learned so much from both of them throughout
the years. The experience was an education in itself and allowed me to build a broader
knowledge base. This was the foundation I needed and would take with me as I worked part-
time and became the GYN or women’s health specialist in the student health center at a state
university only twenty minutes from my home.My time at the college health center was priceless.
I found the seven years I spent in this role to be extremely rewarding. I enjoyed my coworkers,
which made it pleasant to go to work. Aside from the clinical appointments like complete
physical exams, pap smears, STD testing, birth control, and other routine female issues, I found I
gradually morphed into the role of a counselor as I began to see its need. The college years for
some may bring the most difficult of growing pains. It can be the ‘Year of Firsts’—first
relationship, first breakup, first sexual experience, first sexual violation, first sexually transmitted
disease, or even a pregnancy and maybe abortion. Then there is the first time away from home,



the first failed class, the first time intoxicated, first time without friends, and the loneliness
associated with that. Nowadays with the social-media world, it can destroy a person in the time it
takes to tweet something. The anxiety, depression, and eating disorders during these college
years can occur more frequent than most people think.During my time at the college as the GYN
practitioner, I felt there might be a need to expose and inform students of these ‘growing pains’
through the four years on campus. So I considered writing a book about ‘All you can expect from
college years.’ Kind of a guide, awareness, to the reality of all these potential ‘firsts,’ including the
overwhelming emotional lability and its normalcy if it doesn’t linger too long. Of course the
possible weight gain, but with the end focus goal—of graduation. This book was going to be
titled The Little Pink Book. The focus was for young women. I was feeling very passionate about
this, and even wrote two chapters. I don’t know if I will be driven to complete it, as I have been
working nonstop, relentlessly driven, and much more passionate to complete this book.As for
my writing skills, the scope of my writing talents are minimal. I wrote and developed some of the
policies and protocols for our private office. I did some educational in-service handouts in this
setting, as well as wrote some medical language text for our electronic medical records system.
My husband and I renewed our marriage vows and we wrote our vows—this counts, right? We
celebrated our thirty-sixth wedding anniversary in Maui in September 2015, with our youngest
daughter and her family in attendance. A priceless moment.Then the past year was the year of
the ‘Birthday Poem/Prayer,’ in which I wrote a poem/prayer for each member of my immediate
family; husband, daughters and their husbands, each grandchild, and gave it to them on their
birthday. I did not do this because of my diagnosis; this was a thought prior to even knowing I
would have cancer. It was only after my son-in-law insisted on “no gifts’ for his birthday in
February. So I thought, What else can I do so he knows how much I really love him and am
thankful for him being a part of our lives? The poem/prayer is what I came up with. After I read a
couple of different poem/prayers I had written to my mother, she said to me, “I want a prayer,” so I
wrote one for her and gave it to her on Mother’s Day. Which led to writing one for my sisters also.
I have one left to do and that is for my youngest grandson, Easton. He just turned one, but I
wanted to get to know his personality a little more before I write his poem/prayer.I have included
the prayer to my mother below. She loved it.Mother’s Day PrayerGod knew when He made
mothersHow important they would beSo He made them strong, with hearts of GoldAnd You
made her ~ just for meYou blessed her with six childrenThree girls and three strong boysAnd
she never seem to tireWith sleepless nights, through all the noiseThere were countless baths
and storiesMany kisses, hugs and smilesThen swim meets, games, and matchesShe
chauffeured us miles and milesThe years have passed and we’ve all grownThe memories we’ll
hold dear

I was also learning the meaning of patience as the hours, days, weeks, and months unfolded. I
have a Type -A personality, so while recovering, sitting still all day long is difficult. However, as
the days and weeks would pass, I began to get excited for what He was about to do. Day after



day and week after week, as I would sit and read, and it took me several months before I realized
I had discovered trusting Him completely meant ‘without question’ also. I began to trust in His
plan for me no matter what. In case He doesn’t move those mountains or chose to heal me, His
Promise is worth whatever challenge awaits me. My desire was to stay in His Will. With His
Grace and all my baby steps, I was experiencing growth and maturing of my faith, which brought
me great joy during a significant trial in my life. I would gradually view all of my scars as my
newfound pearls. At times I still cannot believe I have experienced this journey. I certainly did not
welcome this trial, for my emotions would get the better of me at times as I share it all with you
here. Until I saw how He equipped me to persevere through it, and He never left my side.As you
read on, I give a small Christian bio and share my first religious memory at the age of six or
seven. It was extremely powerful and only as I wrote this book did I recall the details. The
resources I gravitated towards and read on an almost daily basis were inspirational to me and
led me to parts of scripture that would address my spectrum of emotions. I would recommend
reading all of them. My emotional lability was very raw and the intensity at times was
overwhelming and uncomfortable. It was a strong driving force, and I was committed to stay in
His Word because I needed to. Even after months in prayer and journaling, I realized I never
once prayed or bargained for a cure. It never even occurred to me. My only desire was to stay in
His Will. After months meditating on His Word, my faith was gaining momentum. He continued to
provide the strength along the way, and every single day for me.Throughout my years as a
Christian, I have experienced visions/dreams in the dark of the night. I do not include these to
coerce you into believing for it is my walk, but they seem to have pertinence as I write this bio so
I include some of them. I know this must occur to other people as well; I hear it often. Some of
the visions/dreams have been uplifting and comforting, others dark and disturbing. I will share an
extremely personal moment my daughter experienced while I was in surgery and the impact it
had on my husband’s family. I think it will prove emotional as we shared this moment with family
and recognize the comfort that followed, convinced that our God is a merciful God and full of
Grace.This past year, which was filled with approximately fifty appointments both locally and at
Stanford, two surgeries, hospitalization and therapies, life manages to continue. There will be the
‘firsts’ I discover that I cannot do as well, or partake of, as I try and adjust to a ‘new normal’ for
my life. I will share family life and a family crisis with the sudden death of the matriarch of the
family during my recovery. The stressors in life do not lie solely with our health challenges but
also with work, family, and everything else on our plate. It can all seem overwhelming and cast
doubts as to when any form of normalcy will return. Only when the ‘new normal’ is welcomed
and feels natural again will our focus change for the better. You don’t realize the months or even
years this may take.My journaling continues as I wait and ponder my options. But in considering
my next steps with my diagnosis, I noticed fear beginning to loom within me. It seemed like it
would take forever to make the final decision in my treatment plan. Where would this untraveled
road I was about to embark on lead me? I needed to find courage, strength, and hope to move
forward, as I knew I could not muster up the strength or courage on my own. No way. As a



provider we need to exude confidence in our skills, diagnosis, and treatment plans for our
patients. That is how I practiced anyway. Now as a patient, I will forever be aware of the ripple
effect of worry, concern, and fear that my patients can have ‘awaiting what is next’ after a
challenging diagnosis is delivered. I recall trying to reassure patients ‘not to worry’; it seems
almost insensitive now. Even when I am so confident in the potential outcome, it just seems
insensitive. Some people will worry no matter what. The mind is the hardest thing to control and
God knew this when He made us. I’m thinking so we would look to Him first with all our
concerns.I absolutely cannot imagine trying to tackle this on my own, especially when there is a
way to find encouragement and hope that will provide the strength I now need. I know there are
many people who have done so on their own. How? It must be so frightfully difficult. My faith was
being tested, and I followed the pull of His power within my soul. I will share my own spiritual
thoughts along the way through my various trials. This focus is what would shed the light on my
path for what awaited me. God had a hand in this. I will witness the presence of the Holy Spirit on
many occasions, and through almost each phase as I dealt with this challenge. I recognize all of
this was a ‘Gift’ to me from God.News of micrometastasis to my lymph nodes occurred in early
March 2017, after I underwent a diagnostic procedure called lymphoscintigraphy or sentinel
lymph node mapping. More options would need to be discussed following this new diagnosis.
More surgery, diagnostic testing, blood work, and possibly a chemo-like infusion treatment
called immunotherapy, partaking in a drug trial, and every-three-month skin checks could be my
reality. The risk of melanoma spreading to other areas in the body can be a devastating and life-
threatening cancer.For those who are reading this book and have recently been diagnosed with
cancer, I know you are scared; I certainly was. Because in the beginning when you first hear the
news, you immediately wonder, ‘How is this all going to end?’ The journey has only just begun
and we are already wondering how it’s all going to play out. I know all the questions you are
asking yourself, for I am the patient now and my perspective has changed. I can feel the
uncertainty of your courage and strength to proceed through the demands of appointments,
diagnostic testing, surgeries, pain, and treatments. I know the tears you will wipe quietly away
from your cheek in the middle of the night when you can’t sleep or when you are simply all alone,
afraid, in pain, or discouraged. I can feel your heart pounding so loud that certainly anyone
standing next to you must hear it also. Your mind is spinning with worry from all the ‘what ifs.’
Then there is the protective nature we have as a mother or father, to keep a brave appearance
when we are around our loved ones, children (grown or not they are still our children), friends,
but the fear of the unknown remains ever so real. I know your raw emotions, from concern, worry,
discouragement, sadness, fear, pain, fatigue, loneliness, and exhaustion, just to name a few.We
often associate the word ‘cancer’ with end-of-life situations. It is a very hard word to hear for the
first time. But even with all the uncertainty of the future, the hope for a positive outcome is always
on the table. There can be ‘hope’ in every situation. Never lose hope. Positive thinking and hope
should be in your treatment plan. Remember in the midst of all your fears there can be elation
and thankfulness. Good news does happen. It can be felt deep in the soul, and it can be fueled



by faith.As I complete this introduction, I am nine months clear, with status posttreatment by
choosing the surgical route of complete axillary lymph node dissection for malignant melanoma
stage III, with micrometastasis to the lymph. I have had three brain MRIs and three PET scans
that have all returned negative. This is all good news and puts me eleven months out from the
original surgery, which took me from stage I to stage III overnight.This was my second
melanoma stage I diagnosis, but something was different. There would be options to discuss, as
my overall family history and personal health history needed to be considered. I had a strong
feeling that I couldn’t ignore. After much dialogue with my team of physicians at Stanford, my
family, but especially my dermatologist who suspected melanoma again to begin with, I chose to
stay proactive. I have maintained an aggressive approach, which isn’t for everyone, and
diligently keep my follow-up appointments. I have had setbacks because of my proactive
approach, but remain thankful I did, because the chance of malignant melanoma stage I cancer
being in the lymph nodes at all was less than four to six percent. Nine months out and three
scans later, I finally feel like I can breathe a little deeper, sleep a little sounder, and laugh a little
louder.Such great news came in the beginning of December, my absolute favorite month of the
year. Just yesterday in fact, as I lunched with my mother and youngest sister, December 22,
2017, I said; “I would go through this challenge all over again, because it was during THIS trial in
my life that He grabbed my attention.” This intimacy with my Maker I recognize as a Gift to me. A
Gift of Grace and Hope that we unwrapped together. As I slowly and gently untied the ribbon and
carefully opened this Gift, He would extend His hand and unveil inside a Promise. His Promise to
be there for all who call Him by name. He walked with me. He talked with me. He sat with me. He
had my right hand and provided the strength for my day, and it was always just enough. I was
never alone. He carried my burdens, as I felt them lifted on occasion, and I will never let go of His
hand.In sharing my story, I must share a part of my life that includes where I came from and who
I am spiritually, personally, and professionally. I had no idea my journey through this challenge
would lead to this writing of my story. I certainly wasn’t expecting the growth I would experience
as a believer in Christ Jesus. For it felt like He was chasing my heart. In my most vulnerable
moments, my trust needed to lie somewhere other than myself. I am very good at taking care of
myself, thank you very much. Suddenly my life takes a turn, and I better get ready for the
unchartered course it will take. One day at a time. We all have a story within us. This shall be my
story. CONTENTSINTRODUCTIONGETTING TO KNOW MESKIN CANCER AWARENESS
BEGINSIT IS ALL IN THE RAYSANOTHER MELANOMA LESIONIT IS ALL IN THE
DELIVERYREFLECTING AND INVESTING IN THE WORDIN THE BEGINNINGALWAYS
SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUTIS HE NEARNOT TO BE TAKEN LIGHTLYLIFE MAY
CHANGEPREPARING FOR SURGERY AND FINDING PEACEGRAND ORCHESTRATIONTHE
FIRST FOUR WEEKSFIVE AND SIX WEEKS POST-OPSEVEN TO TEN WEEKS POST-
OPWEEK TWELVE POST-OPFOUR TO SIX MONTHS POST-OPWHAT IS MOHSWHAT A
JOURNEYACKNOWLEDGEMENTSFOREWORD CHAPTER ONEGETTING TO KNOW MEMY
PERSONAL BIOGRAPHYI was born in 1959 when the cost of a gallon of gas was 25 cents. The



average cost of a new house was $12,400, a new car $2,200, movie tickets were $1.00, and a
loaf of bread 20 cents! It was also the year when Alaska became the forty-ninth and Hawaii the
fiftieth state of the United States. Michael was the most popular baby boy name and Mary was
for baby girls. The first Barbie doll was launched by Mattel and I became the third of six children
weighing in at almost ten pounds. So aside from Fidel Castro becoming a communist prime
minister for Cuba, 1959 was a decent year! I enjoyed reading about these fun facts of ’59.I have
two sisters and three brothers. I was raised in a traditional home with traditional values. My
ethnicity is part English, French, and Mexican. I wouldn’t say I have fair skin, but medium skin
tone. Both my parents were Catholic and we were raised in this faith. We lived on the tropical
island of beautiful San Juan, Puerto Rico, for almost six years. There I learned to swim just
beyond the breakers in the ocean by the age of four. I loved it! From the moment my father put
me in the water, I felt like a fish.Otherwise, sunny California was our home. I was an above-
average student, enjoyed athletics, was very competitive, relentless, and not just in sports. I
played tennis as a youth, water skied, snow skied, but swimming has always been my favorite
sport. I swam competitively on the local swim teams, and then in high school. I competed for
almost twelve years, and many of those years we trained twice daily in outdoor pools. Early
morning and afternoons, with swim meets almost every weekend. When I wasn’t swimming, I
was either on the tennis court or watching one of my siblings’ outdoor sports. We were active
kids and our parents were very busy with all six of us heading off here or there. All this outdoor
activity was without sunblock. If my mother knew of sunscreen, I am sure it was not in the budget
for applying it on six children every single day several times a day, while outside in our bathing
suits. Putting a T-shirt on when we had enough sun was our sunscreen. I do recall zinc-oxide.
You know, that popular skin protection paste that had been around forever. I can only recall my
father slathering this white paste all over his nose and lips whenever we were outside. This was
never an attractive look on him, but especially not on a girl. Let alone a teenager.But it was all
about the tan when I was a teenager, and I always had a head start. My sport being an outdoor
sport and, as a bonus, I was in a bathing suit! As I got older, swim workouts were longer and
twice daily. Meets occupied our every weekend. Give me the baby oil, Crisco, cocoa-butter or
whatever greasy thing I can put on my skin to help this tan along! I know there are some of you
reading this right now who know exactly what I mean. Then as a young mom, I had no time to
just lie in the sun. So I did the next best thing: lay in tanning bed for the quicker tan. Even when
tanning beds came out, they claimed it was safer than the sun’s UV rays. What a great invention,
and it only took fifteen to twenty minutes per session! I did not know all of these contributing
factors, in the detail of risk, associated to skin cancer as I do now. But, if you can relate to this,
make an appointment with your dermatologist if you have not done so before. Being proactive in
this area may save your life. When you read the risks associated with melanoma skin cancer, it
looks like I set myself up for this and I did, but I didn’t even know I was doing it. Now, I need to be
smarter about tackling the challenge before me. It will be crucial.I married my high-school
sweetheart in 1979, and graduated from a registered nurse program in 1980. We had grown our



family with the addition of two daughters by 1984. I worked on the pre- and postsurgical floor and
practiced my newfound skills in our local hospital until 1986. Wanting more of an eight-to-five job
and to avoid the weekend shifts with hospital nursing to enjoy motherhood, I went to work for my
OB-GYN as the in-office nurse. I enjoyed my experience in this specialty, so I decided to go back
to school to further my career options. I attended San Jose State University, School of Nursing,
continuation program, for my family nurse practitioner license in 1989. Once that was completed,
I would continue in the program to obtain my specialty in obstetrics and gynecology soon after.
Within the couple of years that followed, I completed a certificate program in reproductive
endocrinology and infertility and obtained a level 1 ultra-sonography certificate. Our practice had
a very strong infertility program that I prided myself in being a part of. We had much success in
helping women conceive.I worked in private practice for almost twenty-plus years with two of the
finest, respected, and most knowledgeable physicians in town. Both of them took pride in
staying current, and had excellent work ethic. I learned so much from both of them throughout
the years. The experience was an education in itself and allowed me to build a broader
knowledge base. This was the foundation I needed and would take with me as I worked part-
time and became the GYN or women’s health specialist in the student health center at a state
university only twenty minutes from my home.My time at the college health center was priceless.
I found the seven years I spent in this role to be extremely rewarding. I enjoyed my coworkers,
which made it pleasant to go to work. Aside from the clinical appointments like complete
physical exams, pap smears, STD testing, birth control, and other routine female issues, I found I
gradually morphed into the role of a counselor as I began to see its need. The college years for
some may bring the most difficult of growing pains. It can be the ‘Year of Firsts’—first
relationship, first breakup, first sexual experience, first sexual violation, first sexually transmitted
disease, or even a pregnancy and maybe abortion. Then there is the first time away from home,
the first failed class, the first time intoxicated, first time without friends, and the loneliness
associated with that. Nowadays with the social-media world, it can destroy a person in the time it
takes to tweet something. The anxiety, depression, and eating disorders during these college
years can occur more frequent than most people think.During my time at the college as the GYN
practitioner, I felt there might be a need to expose and inform students of these ‘growing pains’
through the four years on campus. So I considered writing a book about ‘All you can expect from
college years.’ Kind of a guide, awareness, to the reality of all these potential ‘firsts,’ including the
overwhelming emotional lability and its normalcy if it doesn’t linger too long. Of course the
possible weight gain, but with the end focus goal—of graduation. This book was going to be
titled The Little Pink Book. The focus was for young women. I was feeling very passionate about
this, and even wrote two chapters. I don’t know if I will be driven to complete it, as I have been
working nonstop, relentlessly driven, and much more passionate to complete this book.As for
my writing skills, the scope of my writing talents are minimal. I wrote and developed some of the
policies and protocols for our private office. I did some educational in-service handouts in this
setting, as well as wrote some medical language text for our electronic medical records system.



My husband and I renewed our marriage vows and we wrote our vows—this counts, right? We
celebrated our thirty-sixth wedding anniversary in Maui in September 2015, with our youngest
daughter and her family in attendance. A priceless moment.Then the past year was the year of
the ‘Birthday Poem/Prayer,’ in which I wrote a poem/prayer for each member of my immediate
family; husband, daughters and their husbands, each grandchild, and gave it to them on their
birthday. I did not do this because of my diagnosis; this was a thought prior to even knowing I
would have cancer. It was only after my son-in-law insisted on “no gifts’ for his birthday in
February. So I thought, What else can I do so he knows how much I really love him and am
thankful for him being a part of our lives? The poem/prayer is what I came up with. After I read a
couple of different poem/prayers I had written to my mother, she said to me, “I want a prayer,” so I
wrote one for her and gave it to her on Mother’s Day. Which led to writing one for my sisters also.
I have one left to do and that is for my youngest grandson, Easton. He just turned one, but I
wanted to get to know his personality a little more before I write his poem/prayer.I have included
the prayer to my mother below. She loved it.Mother’s Day PrayerGod knew when He made
mothersHow important they would beSo He made them strong, with hearts of GoldAnd You
made her ~ just for meYou blessed her with six childrenThree girls and three strong boysAnd
she never seem to tireWith sleepless nights, through all the noiseThere were countless baths
and storiesMany kisses, hugs and smilesThen swim meets, games, and matchesShe
chauffeured us miles and milesThe years have passed and we’ve all grownThe memories we’ll
hold dearHer job is done, it is our job nowTo love her through the yearsPlease bless my precious
motherWhose heart You made of GoldYou made her in Your ImageNow make me in her
moldHappy Mother’s Day ~ Lita ‘17Through my years as a midlevel provider, I experienced a
spectrum of diagnoses in my area of expertise. There were the ‘good news’ moments with joy,
success, and cure. But in the area of medicine no matter the specialty, there will be moments we
witness overwhelming pain and the devastating, always unwelcomed news of death. The shoe is
on the other foot now. I am the patient and not the provider, which is a very uncomfortable and
humbling place for me. All of this I have just shared with you does not qualify me as an expert in
skin cancer. My personal history is—I have experienced all three—squamous cell carcinoma,
basal cell carcinoma, and malignant melanoma. Oh, no, I don’t pretend to be an expert. I am
very thankful I had excellent physicians to guide me through this trek, as it did have its rugged
patches. But I would learn about it along the way.I want to preface this all by saying I by no
means think my news is the most devastating news, nor the ‘worst of the worst’ that one can
receive. I truly recognize this. But I had reason for worry and concern. I have known many people
who have had to endure a more difficult path to wellness. For some, no recovery at all was in
their future. Some of you reading this right now may have been dealt a much more difficult and
trying diagnosis in life. My hope is that you find the daily courage and strength you need to
continue tackling your own challenges, cancer or not. How do you chose to replenish your
strength as the daily grind can become so fatiguing, frightening, and all-consuming? Because it
does take courage and strength while in the battle. A battle where fear and loneliness can creep



in and surround you. Sometimes the biggest battle fought isn’t the cancer, or an illness, but the
emotional battle we suddenly find ourselves in. We are not prepared for this emotional turmoil or
how to deal with it. How do you get by?There are those who have suffered intense and
devastating issues with poor prognosis, even worse treatment options and risks. Having to
succumb to an illness is a very real part of life. It is the sign our time here on this earth, or our
journey, will come to a close. Most of us are unprepared, and we may never feel ready for it all to
end. But no matter how we choose to tackle our illness, most of the time it is with the hope to be
cured or, at minimum, extend our life span. For this world is all we know, and we do not want to
exit it any sooner than is necessary. I have the Hope of Eternal Life as I walk on my journey
toward heaven. To experience and know what this Hope is—is my prayer for all humanity.MY
CHRISTIAN BIOGRAPHYI was raised with a Catholic upbringing. I feel compelled to share
some of my Christian background because I think there is something to be said about why this
current trek has a spiritual hold on me. I was introduced to God at young age. I began going to
church as early as I can remember. The ‘basic’ foundation was laid and I have carried this faith
with me, and hope to continue this walk until my death. Maybe death will seem less frightening—
I don’t know. But no matter what age we are when we first get that exposure to church and God,
with some of us it just means we have more years under our belt. It may not mean we have been
in a relationship with Him for long, like myself. A relationship with God is different from just
believing in Him. My early introduction to God may be the reason during this challenge I have felt
a ‘pull.’ But the very slow transition I made from being a ‘believer’ to being a ‘believer in a
relationship’ with my Creator is the joy to life itself. Both are Heaven-bound, but I gratefully
welcomed what had evolved.Now I, as we all, can experience the irritability in life’s demands,
with family or duties. I am not perfect and I write this with my trials, complaints, and frustrations
throughout. One can have faith, one can even exude joy and still live in the reality of frustrations
and pain. But the good that can come from a spiritual pull can manifest itself in other areas of our
life and with each other. If we were perfect, then without fail others would feel the love,
encouragement, hope, goodness, compassion, empathy, and the giving selflessly all of the time.
Oh, that’s Heaven, and I still remain human—on this earth—with you.Can people be this way
without knowing God? After all, there are ‘good’ people in this world, both those who are
believers and those who do not believe in God. What and who qualifies as ‘good’? Is just being a
‘good’ person, versus an evil person, good enough in God’s eyes? And what about the people
who say they are a Christian but whose hypocrisy or pretense is clearly visible. Then there are
your Sunday Christians and that is all. How and does all this matter to God? And if so, how will
we be judged? That is, if this judgement matters at all to us. As I am recovering from my previous
surgery, these are but a few of the questions I would become curious about. How deep is my
faith and His mercy now? What are His rules?Now I have never experienced an AH-HA moment
like some believers have. My Christian faith has continued to evolve over the years. Some years
have been more inclusive of Christ Jesus than others. But there was never an AH-HA moment. I
don’t think there needs to be either. The reality of that AH-HA moment may simply be the



ongoing comfort and joy we experience in the depths of our soul knowing that we will be
welcomed into the Kingdom of Heaven. It is a daily spiritual sustenance of goodness.I was
around six or seven years old living in Puerto Rico when my very first religious memory
occurred. I can vividly recall one Good Friday, my parents taking us to a reenactment of the
Stations of the Cross. It is a Catholic devotion that commemorates Jesus Christ’s last day on
Earth as man through a series of fourteen images. It is also called the Way of Sorrow or Via
Crucis. The only station I remember specifically was the Station of the Crucifixion (Jesus dies on
the cross). I can remember it was in the early afternoon; we stood at the bottom of a small hill
and I was looking up. We could not see what was on the other side. I must have been four feet
tall or so back then. I remember seeing the first full-size cross being raised by ropes, very slowly.
Then the second cross was slowly raised, and there were men on them, bound with ropes. Then
they raised the third and center cross where Jesus would be hanging, and there was also a man
on this cross. His arms outstretched and he had what appeared to be like a crown of thorns on
his head. He had a bloodstained face and side, with a white drape around his pelvis. The cross
seemed to loom over the other two and appeared so big. I am sure there must have been gasps
from the crowd; it was frightfully impressive. Suddenly it fell darker and there were sound effects,
like the roaring of thunder and clashing, like the boom of lightning. I don’t remember how I felt.
Fear, sadness, even sorrow I suppose … I was young. Needless to say, it left an impression. This
vivid memory has been with me all these years only to resurface now as I began writing my
Christian bio. I shared this memory with my mother last week and she recalled the impressive
theatrical display, as did my older brother who was probably nine or ten at the time. He said it
was one of the scariest things he had ever seen. Can you even imagine witnessing the
crucifixion in real time? What kind of impression would that have left? Would it have made
believing in Jesus easier?We as a family would attend church on a Sunday morning. I admit at
times it felt more like an obligation or even a chore to attend. But I liked wearing a dress, and
even on vacation, even if we were only camping, I made sure I had my dress and nylons.
Remember nylons? No one wears them anymore! I would make sure I had my proper attire to
attend church wherever we were, and I got kidded about it. Even to this day, my siblings
remember this and laugh at me. So I was exposed to church and God at a young age and now
with some life situations behind me, my faith has evolved into something more. But I don’t
remember when I became ‘more serious’ about my faith. Most of the time when I did attend
church, I was always glad I had made the effort to go. I think I was around age thirty-five or so
when I let ‘it’ become more important to me—or I took ‘it’ more seriously. But once I did, I began
to feel a change in my soul.I was sort of the middle child—but without issues. I had three
brothers and two sisters and we all played together a lot. I for some reason loved to play school. I
confess that I stole the missalettes from the pews in church at the age of nine, so I could have
some reading material for my students when we would play ‘school’ in my garage. I used to
recruit neighbor kids and some of my siblings to be the students. I became a thief and a teacher
at age nine! My sisters remember this and they were my most difficult and unruly students.My



siblings and I all attended parochial school. We had the uniforms and cute little caps, and we
had a special uniform for Fridays. I went to Catholic school up through the seventh grade. I
received some of the Sacraments; Baptism, First Communion or Eucharist, Confirmation, and
Marriage. My husband converted to Catholicism two months before we were to be married. We
did marriage counseling that was required before we were to wed, and the priest had said we
were testing at opposing ends of the spectrum. We were oil and water. I say the old saying may
be true—opposites do attract! I was certainly the more extroverted and social one and he was
more introverted, athletic, and handsome. I needed to be around people to reenergize and he
would prefer to be alone to reenergize.My husband learned more about Catholicism in just two
months of study than I did in nineteen years. We eventually married in the Catholic Church.
Married by that same priest who took us through our marriage counseling. I think he liked both of
us very much. We were both barely twenty years old. Since I have been a believer as far back as
I can remember, I don’t remember ever doubting that God was real. But I saw my husband
striving for a relationship with Our Lord, where I was recognizing myself to be just a ‘believer.’ It
was after the baptism of our first daughter when we knew we wanted to change our church
affiliation for this exact reason. He wanted to learn how to have a relationship with our God and I
would still be a believer. But we were committed to attending church as a family and not split up.
So we began attending a Protestant church and we raised our daughters with an introduction to
Christ in the Protestant church at a very young age.I did some volunteering here and there for
Sunday school or other activities along the way. I listened to sermons, some better than others. I
have never read the Bible in its entirety. But when I do start reading the written word, I am
enthralled and admit at times confused. Off and on through the years I would read daily
devotionals and spend time reading, pondering. This was never a daily routine for me. It was
important and it was not important. Still just a believer. Never took notes. I am not sure why this
has ‘stuck.’ I am not an expert in the Bible, again no pretense. We still attend the Protestant
church and are hit and misses with Sunday services. Some reasons are simply lame: too tired,
entertained last night, have company visiting. I feel bad that He doesn’t get the front seat all of
the time. I apologize for the neglect. I am a sinner. I will always look forward to our next visit. I am
never disappointed when I do attend church and always manage to feel lifted and reenergized to
begin a new week. It is food for my soul and how I appreciate this now.As I mentioned there were
certain memories that came to surface as I explore with my writing. I have experienced several
visions or dreams that have come to me in the middle of the night over the years. They are
always, always, in the middle of the night. You need not be convinced this really happened or
believe me, as it is my good fortune. Most of the visions or glimpses had comforted me. But not
all of my visions were comforting: two of them have been very dark, but I will only share one with
you. As you read through this, you will find other visions included here and there. But the very
first vision I ever remember having was when I was twenty-seven years old and about fourteen
weeks pregnant with my third child. It was early April. I had a fever of 103, my neck was causing
me excruciating pain, and I was on antibiotics. I had not felt the baby move as yet. It was the



middle of the night that I recall a dark vision and a visit from several dark-hooded and cloaked
spirits, all with sickles. The gang of them glided into my room as if floating, and they were all
peering down at me, surrounding me. I felt like they wanted my baby. In my sleep I said, “Go
away. You can’t have my baby.” I immediately woke up, drenched in sweat. Maybe this was a
fever breaking? Hallucinating, I don’t know. I don’t need to know, because I remember this so
vividly. I have never had a visit from them since, yet I have had fevers with other illnesses
since.When I mentioned this dream to my doctor at my next appointment, he said that some
women have complained of this type of ‘dark dream’ experience before. I was worried that
something must be wrong. When we did the Doppler test to find the heartbeat, he couldn’t pick it
up. So we proceeded to the in-office ultrasound. I of course knew what to look for right away. I
saw plenty of amniotic fluid, a perfectly formed fetus with all its organs. It had both hands and I
even counted five fingers on one of its hands. The hand was very still but was completely open,
like a wave of a hand. I saw the head, body, two legs, everything was there, except … the
heartbeat. I said to the doctor, “You don’t see a heartbeat either, do you?” Sure enough there
was no heartbeat. I was fourteen weeks pregnant. The measurements had shown the baby was
only shy of twelve weeks. Which meant it had passed earlier in the week before. I think the
cloaked spirits were there to collect. Then the options were reviewed with me and I had chosen
to have a procedure done the following day. Then I grieved the loss of my baby.My husband
didn’t really seem to get too emotional or grieve. It had not become real to him as yet. He had not
felt a connection, and he is a great father. But he could manage to comfort me. I am a firm
believer—mothers do not forget specifics. I do remember thinking, If I hear “It’s Mother Nature’s
way” one more time…. This comment does not help. I tried so hard not to say this in my practice,
but sometimes I would slip. This is also one of those life’s ‘why’ questions that has NO answer.It
was almost two years after this miscarriage when my second vision came to me. Again, it was
the middle of the night. I heard beautiful music and saw a meadow so rich in color palettes of
blossoms everywhere. I specifically remember this dream took place close to what my due date
would have been, in October sometime. There were little children, boys and girls happy and
laughing, and all were dressed in white gowns. They were playing and dancing about within this
low picket wooded fence area. They couldn’t go beyond the fence. I did not see any adults with
them. Then suddenly a little blonde child maybe two years old stepped up on the bottom rung of
the fence and started to wave at me. She had a page-boy haircut and a white gown that stopped
right above her ankles. She had no shoes on. She was beautiful and she knew me! How can this
be? I woke my husband up in the early hours of the morning to tell him, “We have a baby girl,
and she is waiting for us in Heaven.” Then I described my vision to him. I was comforted. He, my
Lord, had comforted me by giving me a glimpse into Heaven to see our baby girl. I often thought
of this vision as my reward for shooing off the black-hooded cloaked spirits just two years
before.Our baby would have been due in October of 1987 and I miscarried in April of 1987, so
this vision came to me in October 1989. Two years later and I don’t know why. Maybe so I could
see her precious face. For those of you who have seen the movie, The Shack, do you recall the



part in the movie when the Holy Spirit allowed the father to finally see his daughter because he
missed her so much and felt so guilty? How she was playing in the beautiful meadow with all the
other little children. I watched this movie alone when my husband was traveling. When I saw that
scene, I choked up and my eyes filled with tears. I recalled how the Lord blessed me with the
glimpse of her, waiting, joyfully, happily in Heaven, in the meadow. Rent this movie and watch it
with a box of Kleenex! I am not going to spoil it. It falls under the genre “Realistic Fiction.” You
can take away whatever you want from it; what He reveals is up to you to consider as
possible.God does know my heart even when I am not visiting with Him. He knows your heart
too. Even with all your questions. He knows I am a sinner, and that I am human. He knows all,
and does not need to be made aware of anything. He is my instant, my constant, and my ‘Go To.’
He is in everything, everywhere, and in every moment. I know God wants to be my
center.CHOSEN RESOURCES TO FUEL MY STRENGTHI’ve already divulged that I am not a
Bible-versed follower. I don’t have scripture memorized like some may. I do believe in the Bible. I
miss church on occasion. Which I am not proud of admitting. I am a Christian and I love the Lord,
but I am definitely not claiming to be an expert in theology. I do feel that God knows what I am
about, and possibly that most people who have met me would say I am a ‘good person.’ During
my recovery, I did however experience growth with the maturing of my faith during my recent
trek. By maturing of my faith, I mean I reeducated myself and tried to explore and understand the
history of the Bible, read Scripture and understand the Trinity. I ‘started’ spending time in
readings and pondering these avenues I chose to gain my encouragement from. Then began my
scriptural journaling on what touched me, or became pertinent to me. I tried to tie whatever
emotion I was struggling with during each challenge with my cancer and see what scripture had
to say about it. I found I used my Bible resource as the ‘dictionary’ for tackling emotions, which
were intense and unfamiliar to me. What does the Bible say about it? I soon discovered this was
not an ordinary dictionary, and as I explored more, this dictionary would prove to be nourishing,
inspiring, encouraging, and validating. Even with my baby steps, it would grant me grace and
then strengthened my Hope as the challenge for healing progressed.I also would engage in a
mixture of readings and online sermons. The sermons were from Charles Stanley, a senior
pastor at a First Baptist Church in Georgia and the founder and president of In Touch Ministries.
Many scriptures from the NIV Bible, and also The Life Principles Bible by Charles F. Stanley. It is
the NIV bible with which he provides additional life lessons pertinent to the scripture for a better
understanding in the early days. He makes things very clear as to what a particular verse may be
conveying, and he incorporates the life lessons for this world of here and now. I would also read
from a daily devotional, Jesus Calling, written by Sarah J. Young who shared she has had
melanoma on two occasions. She does not elaborate to what extent on this at all, just gives a
mention to it. Every day her devotionals were inspiring, as if God were speaking directly to me. I
would read her devotional and then look up the scripture verses she had drawn her inspiration
from. There were so many occasions when I would be feeling a particular way and I opened up
either the bible or a devotional and it addressed the emotion so perfectly and provided



encouragement for me. Time after time this occurred, and that alone spoke volumes to me, as if
the Holy Spirit were seated right in front of me having a conversation. I am sure now He was. I
could not believe how ‘perfectly pertinent’ so many messages in another daily devotional I would
read, called Women’s Daily Devotional, were. These are devotionals written by many different
women who have enjoyed both the joys and the struggles of Christian living, and were willing to
share their experiences in triumphs or trials with us. Familiar names to you.Then there was a
book recommended to my husband called The Strength You Need, written brilliantly by Pastor
Robert J. Morgan, who is the bestselling author of Then Sings My Soul and The Red Sea Rules.
Both of which I am looking forward to reading.The Strength You Need is a book that offers
encouragement and strength when you feel like there is nothing left in you. You are physically,
mentally, and spiritually depleted and drained. You can be exhausted just with life itself and all
your duties within it. You certainly do not have to be stricken with an illness to read it. The author
has chosen what he considers to be the twelve great strength passages of the Bible. He
expands on these scripture verses with personal stories as well as makes some parallels for us
to see the strength the Lord imparts as depicted in biblical stories. His wife who has challenges
of her own adds her personal experience at the end of each chapter pertinent to the topic of the
chapter. Very sweet idea, and this makes it real. Very here and now. I became inspired and
passionate in the variety of readings I was engaged in almost daily, and sometimes for hours.
Such a great gift to me. Thank you Pastor Robert J. Morgan and all the rest of the authors that
inspired me. It is a must read if you need to find your strength, or simply find encouragement in
replenishing it.Last, I read the book The Language of God by Dr. Francis S. Collins, a scientist
who presents evidence for belief. This book may be a challenging read, but only because it is
written by a highly qualified and brilliant scientist/geneticist. In a nutshell, it is during his
assignment as head of the Human Genome project that took over a decade to map out when his
journey unfolds. He went from being an atheistic scientist to a scientist who says ten years later
when the project is complete, “It’s a happy day for the world. It is humbling for me and awe-
inspiring to realize that we have caught the first glimpse of our own instruction book, previously
known ‘only’ to God.” His work is with DNA, ‘the hereditary code of life’ through building of a
human being. He makes his stunning case through modern science for God and for science. He
can refute every argument against faith by scientists, as well as support some scientific truths for
religious skeptics. He discovers the beauty of how science and Christianity are complementary,
and sights how they “reinforce each other’s existence.”Reminder: scripture for the NIV Bible
quoted will be italicized. I would recommend checking these sources out, as they all provided
and imparted wisdom and encouragement when I had felt empty. All my sources helped me stay
focused on the bigger picture, finding Strength and ultimate Peace in my journey.With regards to
skin cancer awareness portion of this book, I have included educational information that I pooled
from multiple resources. Some definitions are just that: they don’t change, just the verbiage in
describing them does. This is a little more informative than basic understanding, but is not to
take the place of anything your personal dermatologist tells you. Yet it is more comprehensive in



other areas that I had a personal journey/experience in. You may be less enthused about reading
some of it, but you can refer to it whenever. Some forms of literature I received was from
Stanford Cancer Research or from my team of physicians at Stanford during this process. Other
information was researched through the American Cancer Society (ACS), Journal of the
American Academy of Dermatology (JAAD), National Cancer Institute (NCI) with regards to skin
cancer. NCI has the accurate, up-to-date, comprehensive cancer information from the US
government’s principal agency for cancer research, and it also recognizes Stanford Dermatology
as a major contributor to the advancement of skin cancer research. And last the Skin Cancer
Foundation (SCF). You can find many of these sources online. Again, you will find any references
made to skin cancer in black bold print.I have never been a big reader. There is always so much
reading involved in staying current with all the changes or new studies in medicine that I rarely
had time for reading something for leisure. Maybe because this diagnosis was a hefty health
scare or life event, I decided to reach for something that may provide encouragement or give me
fuel. Something to help me understand when there is nothing else I can do. People tried so hard
to be encouraging and say the right thing when I would share what I was going through, but
some just don’t know how to respond. Maybe because they didn’t understand the gravity, others
just stumble. Both are understandable and that is okay. It is hard to know what to say other than
‘I’m sorry.’ So I would slowly begin reading scripture in March of 2017, but more regularly than I
ever did before. I had just received news that was unchartered in my life’s book. I had many
diagnostic tests scheduled ahead of me to determine how extensive or progressive the cancer
was. So I had a heightened sense of fear and worry, in which I had never experienced this
intensity either. Does anyone really enjoy being the patient? I am so humbled.In the beginning,
after the second diagnosis of malignant melanoma was made and waiting seemed like all I was
doing, I experienced many days that were ‘sprinkled’ with fear, anxiety, loneliness, and just
frustration with my body. The diagnosis of cancer was very real. It was a shock. The courage it
takes to tackle cancer I had never thought about before, and now it is here and needs my
attention. I would also not realize nor understand the strength my God could and would provide
me, because I had never given Him the chance before. I-had-never-given-Him-the-chance-
before. I just heard how that sounded. I do so many things unassisted and I am very ‘capable.’
Which is a word I prefer using instead of ‘controlling.’ But to not give Him a chance to do with me
what He will? What will be in store for me if I would only let Him—mold me like clay to a Potter,
be the Captain of my vessel, or the Painter of my canvas?SCRIPTUAL JOURNALING
BEGINSFor some reason one morning, I decided to listen to my very first online sermon with
Pastor Charles Stanley, founder of In-Touch Ministries. On that particular morning and this
particular sermon, he had been insistent on note taking. I thought, Surely he’s not talking to me.
Then he literally stopped preaching and said he wanted to see more people taking notes, for
them to get their pens and paper out. It was almost like he saw me just sitting all quiet on my
couch sipping on my coffee and he was looking right at me. Yikes, so I hit the pause button, got
up off the couch, picked up a legal pad and pen, restarted his sermon, and began taking notes. I



thought, Why not. Really, I’m not going anywhere anytime soon. There is a first time for
everything. I can look back and reread this richness anytime I feel like it. This first online sermon
moment became the little seed that began my writing and I didn’t even know it. Nor did I know
where this discovery would lead me, unless I tried.It would take months before I would be
overwhelmingly compelled to put it all together in this format, to share with anyone who would be
interested, at a later date. I do not know how it will be received, nor in which avenues it will be
accessible to read. I am just going to continue with my writing. But this will be twofold, with my
attention to detail in both my medical and spiritual journey. So walk with me.If you have ever
wondered, ‘What if God is real,’ I hope you can keep an open mind as you read the spiritual
journey I embraced. I absolutely know that my walk of faith will not be your walk of faith. We all
have to choose our own path in our own time while here on earth. It may have God in it, but for
some it may not. If you are curious, my sincere hope when you read this is that it leaves you at a
minimum wanting to ask one more question about what it means to know God. For His Grace is
precious, His Mercy is exhaustive, and to trust in the Hope for Eternal Life by allowing Him to
simply ‘love you’ is free for you to discover. The foundation for me was poured long ago; now I
absolutely cannot ignore this pull, so I will continue to be led and I will continue to write.My
spiritual journey was first and foremost in my desire to put this down on paper. But my medical
background had created an additional tug in the area of skin cancer awareness. I wanted to
include my personal journey, with all my frustrations through the challenges of this cancer, as
well as help broaden the awareness to include a knowledge base regarding the number one
reported and diagnosed cancer for as many people as possible. Again, this area of writing for
me was prompted as I advanced through the different phases of procedures or challenges for
this type of cancer, while aiding myself for the best possible outcome. Survival. What a variety of
knowledgeable team members I had in this with me.If you are in medicine, a provider, or anyone
who has direct contact with a cancer patient, I hope as long as you are in the role, you thirst to
increase your knowledge base. The confidence exuding from such a broad knowledge base as
you educate your patient aids in establishing a trust-based relationship. This relationship
provides a comfort to us, with a trust in you. We patients need a confident and well-informed
clinician to guide us through this trek. We stay hopeful as we trust we are getting the best and
most current information to make a well-informed decision for the challenges ahead. Our
ignorance in this unchartered territory yields to fear within us. No matter the significance, you will
witness the degree of impact this type of news can have on a patient, as it did me and my family.
The ripple effect, so to speak. The reality is the “C” word, cancer, starts an entire sequence of
events within oneself and a family. Which is what I have tried to capture in this book. Patients
need to sense the empathy and confidence by you, as we feel you are in this with us. The fact of
the matter is cancer is real, bad news does happen, and it has to be delivered. We are counting
on you to bring your ‘BEST’ every time. Don’t let me become- just another cancer patient.I like
counting on myself and making my own decisions. But these become tougher when I don’t feel
well informed or don’t completely understand the particulars. I needed and wanted opinions,



direction, and guidance. I was very direct with some of my physicians with questions like, “What
would you do, if you were me?” Or “If I was your sister, what would your advice be?” “Did I
understand these risks correctly?” My team was excellent in providing me with answers, but of
course the decisions are always the patients’. The decisions had to be mine. My post-op trial will
definitely be an education that my physicians will recall for any future patients who may
experience the same thing. It may have seemed outside the normal course, but for me as the
patient, I still consider it a varying degree of ‘normal’ post-op recovery course. Maybe just at the
upper end. A setback will require the need for patience in my recovery, which is proven here. A
tolerance for pain and patience is needed in most recoveries and it’s the one thing we are the
worst at. Well, I am anyway. There were many blogs regarding post-op courses for sentinel
lymph node dissections of the axilla, but fewer detailed ones for complete axillary dissections
and what limitations may await, another reason I felt compelled to write my experience down and
expand on the breadth of symptoms that befell me, but tried to make it even more informative, so
I include what burdened me.As I began interacting with friends and family, unveiling some of my
current challenges of my health issue, it became evident that many people did not know what
malignant melanoma was, let alone how serious it could be if left untreated. And if they had
heard of skin cancer, they certainly were not aware of the different types nor the risks associated
with these cancers if left untreated. So many people are still very unaware of the effects of skin
cancer.Medical PearlBottom line, as with any potential life-threatening illness, the earlier it is
identified, the sooner proper treatment can begin. Sometimes early detection is the life-saving
key element. Never ignore a change in a skin lesion, or a new lesion.It was after my second
diagnosis in February 2017, when I was shopping, that I purchased a pink journal at a local little
shop and on the cover it read, ‘Think Happy, Be Happy.’ So I bought it, only because it was really
cute, and set it down on our coffee table. It sat there for a couple of months. Then one day in
April, a Sunday to be exact, I just picked it up and started writing my emotional experience down.
I would add a thought down here and there, as my journey unfolded. My scriptural note taking
was on a legal pad and had begun a month or so prior. My notes were from sources of the
moment I would read, and they varied daily. Random choices, from scripture verses to daily
devotionals, etc. as I mentioned before. I could refer to these notes and reread them with the
hope they would provide me courage and strength in my days ahead.It would be safe to say my
writing began when my emotions were so raw, fragile, and surfaced that you could almost touch
them. Surely I was wearing ‘worry’ on my sleeve. Writing was very therapeutic: it kept evolving
and seemed to come to me easily. It was my release, especially trying to keep a brave front. Only
after I would share some of my notes with family would they have a mere glimpse of my worry. I
think this was unnerving for some. I truly began to realize, and believed even with all the fearful
moments that would come and go, that I was never alone. I was already enjoying my choices for
my spiritual hour, or two or three. The truth behind anxious moments and fear, coupled with
loneliness, feels overwhelming and may become paralyzing. The loneliness I would feel was
simply because I felt I could not share my innermost concerns or thoughts with anyone. Not that I



felt unloved or unworthy, but I think because I am a social person and all the alone time I had on
my hands contributed to this feeling. It also felt too burdensome to share. I think I am viewed as a
strong woman, and I needed to stay strong for the entire family to be able to get through this
without their lives falling apart at work or at home. I have amazingly strong daughters. But this
type of news when everyone is already wondering how all this is going to end can create an
entirely new daily worry.The only time I fell apart (burst into tears for a few minutes) was when
my husband’s brother, Tom, came for a short visit and I shared how frightened I was. I had
shared I had an 80 percent survival rate in five years. I cried in his embrace, with my mother-in-
law in the room. I wept for several minutes and told him I have not fallen apart in front of Scott,
my husband, and nor would I. My fear and loneliness slowly over time, several months even,
transformed and morphed into ‘Power’ and ‘Peace.’ I felt the rawness of a multitude of emotions
during this challenge, but these two had their grip on me. What I felt as my weakness was being
carried, lifted, I cannot explain it, but ‘Power and Peace’ would make their presence known with
a visit here and there, a burden lifted when I needed it most.So this pink journal of mine, Think
Happy, Be Happy, was meant to become my Little Pink Book. The book that I have not
completed as of yet. Is the fact that it is pink a coincidence? This pink journal is leading me down
this writing path instead. I perceive this redirection is from the power of the Holy Spirit. But hey,
that’s me. Maybe after this I will be so moved to complete the ‘other’ Little Pink Book.This is
simply my personal experience, my opinions, my views with these events simultaneously
affecting me. In regards to my spiritual revival, it is my story. It is my testimony so to speak, and
how I chose to cope through the fear with this initial news of cancer for my spiritual wellness. The
treatments and choices I would make to tackle this, with an unknown recovery regarding
limitations, is awaiting me. The mental and physical challenge it presented was not only to me
but to my family also. Most importantly, how I felt the presence of the Holy Spirit through it all. I
felt the comfort in knowing I was never really alone, but then shared in a moment when I KNEW I
was not alone. As I began journaling through this recent challenge, I began to recall and expose
past spiritual memories that I had not thought about for quite some time. These collective
memories have unveiled spiritual clarity and permanency for my life. I believe each had a hold
from within, and must have been my sustenance through the years as a believer and now it has
evolved into my story on paper. The bonus was now finding I was in a relationship with my
Creator, and the exact moment I would and could recognize this. My hope is that it may make
you ponder a little longer and question a little more if there is something to this Heavenly Father. I
have never doubted but I am human, and I have experienced the fear that goes hand in hand
with a cancer diagnosis. Being consumed with fear is an unhealthy distraction. It was through
this recent medical challenge that I would discover just how powerful of a life-changing grip it ‘all’
would have on me.Lastly, as you turn the pages please know this was written from my heart. At
times it may read as complaints or what you may think are insignificant consequences to a
surgical intervention. But I wanted to share ‘everything’ I was experiencing. I know some of you
will relate to what I have experienced, and I recognize that some of you have suffered so much



more than I can even imagine. Even those of you who have had or will choose the same surgical
path, our outcomes may not be similar, but the experience will certainly be identifiable. One thing
we will share is the reality the difficulties a single day may pose, because we lived it—to different
extents. Sharing my family life’s moments and it’s frailty with you as they occur in real time
causes me to pause, be thankful, and appreciate all that should be truly important to
me. CHAPTER TWOSKIN CANCER AWARENESS BEGINSMY FIRST DERMATOLOGY VISIT-
THE DISCOVERYThis new skin cancer awareness began for me in November 2013. This is
what I meant when I said I stumbled into this cancer institution without knowing all the glowing
accolades or even what my relationship with this team of physicians would come to mean to me.
I had a friend who wanted to go shopping at Stanford Shopping mall, and she asked me to join
her. But first she needed to see her dermatologist, and suggested I make an appointment with
her dermatologist for the same day as well. So I did, and there you have it.She saw me, did a full
body skin examination, and spotted the lesion on my upper right post neck area. She
recommended and performed a shave biopsy right then. My friend and I went to lunch and
shopped. I bought a beautiful huge wrought-iron lantern at Pottery Barn. It is a unique piece and
every time I look at it, I can recall the events that unfolded on this day. I received a phone call
three days later confirming malignant melanoma stage I. I was referred for a wide reexcision of
the lesion within two weeks. It is very important to make sure all the borders are clear, which will
minimize the chance for recurrence. I had seen my local dermatologist for a full-body skin check
just eight months or so prior, and he did not spot this lesion. This was not a coincidence either,
no way.

Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and Spiritual journey tattoo Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing
and Spiritual journey pdf Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and spiritual journey Scars to Pearls
A Medical Healing and spiritual healing Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and spirituality Scars
to Pearls A Medical Healing and spiritual awakening Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and
spiritual awareness Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and spiritual development Scars to Pearls
A Medical Healing and spiritual care Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and spiritual warfare
Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and strength Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and comfort
Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and wellness Scars to Pearls A Medical Healing and recovery
Scars to Pearls A Medical healing center Scars to Pearls A Medical healing place Scars to
Pearls A Medical healing centre Scars to Pearls A medical assistant Scars to Pearls A
medical history Scars to Pearls a singer Scars to Pearls A medical card Scars to Pearls A
medical medium Scars to Pearls a novel alessia cara scars to your beautiful lyrics scars to your
beautiful instrumental

The Locked Door: A gripping psychological thriller with a jaw-dropping twist The Man Burned by

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/myDNz/Scars-to-Pearls-A-Medical-Healing-and-Spiritual-Journey-Through-the-Phases-of-Malignant-Melanoma-Stage-IIIA-Skin-Cancer-with-Micro-Metastasis


Winter (Rooker Lindström Thriller Book 1) Things We Never Got Over Nightwork: A Novel
Reminders of Him: A Novel The Candid Life of Meena Dave The Housemaid: An absolutely
addictive psychological thriller with a jaw-dropping twist The Wild Side: A Small Town Friends-To-
Lovers Romance (The Wild Westbrooks Series) Last Summer Boys: A Novel Shattered Altar
(Makarova Bratva Book 1) Ruthless Rival Quicksilver Book Lovers My Evil Mother: A Short Story
Where the Crawdads Sing Shattered Cradle (Makarova Bratva Book 2) The Venice Sketchbook:
A Novel One Bossy Proposal: An Enemies to Lovers Romance



lisa hunter, “Excellent true story.....all readers can enjoy it!. Excellent true story about a
melanoma cancer diagnosis combined with a most important life lesson, finding our spirituality.
The writer (a seasoned health care provider herself) shares details of the diagnostics, treatment
options, and medical information relevant to her melanoma cancer. This book will be a great tool
for those suffering from melanoma skin cancer; the writer shares good medical information,
presented in a way that all of us non-medical people can understand. All readers can enjoy this
book, whether you have experienced a melanoma cancer diagnosis or not. The life lessons and
spiritual growth written about here are convertible to any of us, as we experience our own
difficulties and grow in our own spiritual walk here on earth.”

Cynthia Ann Bell, “Informative and inspirational book - a great read for all !. Scars to Pearls is a
must read for everyone! Whether you have been diagnosed with Malignant Melanoma or know
someone who has, this informative and inspirational book will give you many insights on the
journey a person goes through when being diagnosed with and treated for cancer. Lita
discusses the medical aspects of Malignant Melanoma, the fear of cancer, the pain of treatment,
and her relationship with God through this life changing, very scary challenge.”

Corilee price, “Everyone should read this book. What a wonderful book! I had similar cancer, and
it was such a pleasure to read and know I didn’t do it all by myself. Thank you, Lita Worthington.”

The book by Lita M. Worthington has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 6 people have provided feedback.
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