
This Is Only a Test: What Breast Cancer 
Taught Me About Faith, Love, Hair, and 

Business
 Free Ebooks

 Chris-Tia Donaldson

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/oEPrB/This-Is-Only-a-Test-What-Breast-Cancer-Taught-Me-about-Faith-Love-Hair-and-Business
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/oEPrB/This-Is-Only-a-Test-What-Breast-Cancer-Taught-Me-about-Faith-Love-Hair-and-Business
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/oEPrB/This-Is-Only-a-Test-What-Breast-Cancer-Taught-Me-about-Faith-Love-Hair-and-Business
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/oEPrB/This-Is-Only-a-Test-What-Breast-Cancer-Taught-Me-about-Faith-Love-Hair-and-Business
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/oEPrB/This-Is-Only-a-Test-What-Breast-Cancer-Taught-Me-about-Faith-Love-Hair-and-Business
http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/oEPrB/This-Is-Only-a-Test-What-Breast-Cancer-Taught-Me-about-Faith-Love-Hair-and-Business


Chris-Tia Donaldson knows what it means to beat the odds. Going from the inner city of Detroit
to the Ivy League to founding a successful hair care company and facing brutal trials like breast
cancer along the way, she embodies the strength so many women in America aspire to have—
and knows how the challenges women face can create remarkable perspective, calm, and
understanding. In This is Only a Test, Chris-Tia reflects on her journey as a black woman in
corporate America and shares the lessons that life has taught her. From faith, family, and
relationships to the importance of embracing gifts and defining success on one’s own terms, she
shows how all women can follow their dreams while still staying true to their own needs,
physically and emotionally. Letting the world go and finding their own pace. Every woman’s path
is different. But the way to get there is the same: keep your head up, rely on your true self, and
ultimately, pursue your dreams—no matter what stands before you.

"Throughout This Is Only a Test, Chris-Tia dives deep into her personal struggles with work
addiction and how it affected every aspect of her life, from relationships with others to her
relationship with herself. Join her on her journey of self-rediscovery as she comes to grips with
what it's like to truly live life on her own terms."--Erica Love"For years, Chris-Tia was stuck in an
endless cycle of work, work, and more work; that is, until she was diagnosed with cancer and
her perspective on the world was changed forever. In This Is Only a Test, she dives deep into her
struggle with self-care and reveals the practices that helped her gain some control in her daily
life."--Lyric Taylor"Women of any age can learn a thing or two about self-love from This Is Only a
Test. In this raw, honest retelling of her unforeseen battle with cancer, Chris-Tia is able to deliver
a powerful message to her readers: live life on your own terms, no matter the circumstances."--
Jessica ThomasAbout the AuthorChris-Tia Donaldson was once just a street-smart girl from
Detroit with a passion for hair and a dream of owning her own business. Now a two-time Harvard
University graduate, bestselling author, and lifestyle expert, she is also the founder and CEO of
a nationally distributed beauty brand, Thank God It's Natural (tgin). Her products are sold in
Target, Sally Beauty Supply, Walgreen's, and Whole Foods, and the company continues to grow.
Chris-Tia has been named one of Chicago's 40 Under 40 and has been featured in USA Today,
Marie Claire, Essence, Black Enterprise, Heart & Soul, and the Chicago Tribune.
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AuthorIntroductionI never set out to write a book about breast cancer. This time was one of the
darkest periods in my life—one I didn’t think I would have the strength to live through, one where
I doubted my faith in God. As a result, I wanted to move on with my life after finishing treatment,
but for one reason or another, people were able to relate to my story of overcoming adversity,
even if they weren’t personally dealing with this disease.This book is as much for me as it is for
you. The truth is I’m still scared—scared of dying, scared of my cancer coming back. But each
and every day, as I wrestle with these thoughts, I commit to living, even though I know that we’re
all dying. There were so many things I chose to ignore and wipe away from my memory. Writing
this book has allowed me, or perhaps forced me, to remember this painful time in my life and sit
with my emotions rather than run from them.My story is also meant to show you that your test—
whether past, present, or future—is for a reason. It’s an opportunity. It’s preparing you for more
and giving you a way to become more.Throughout this book, I draw on my own personal
experiences—building this company, dealing with relationships, and battling cancer—to give
insight on how I found love, how I held onto faith through these challenging moments, and how I
ultimately had to let go of my obsession with more achievement and success in order to be a
better friend, daughter, businesswoman, and hopefully one day, wife and mother. I’m still a work
in progress. In fact, I’m far from perfect. But what I am, is real.I also hope that a little insight into
my journey gives you that extra nudge you need when something doesn’t feel right or when your
girlfriend keeps ignoring whatever her body is trying to tell her. Please, listen to your body and
trust what it is trying to tell you. And ladies, if you’re over forty, please get your mammogram. If
you’re under forty and feel something strange in your breasts, talk to your doctor and insist on a
mammogram, even if they tell you things are fine.For those of you who are battling cancer or
have a loved one who has been diagnosed with this condition, I’m telling you my story to shed
light on the emotions you, your mother, daughter, son, or best friend may be experiencing. In
these situations, you have to decide whether you’re going to accept your fate and let it take you
into darkness, or whether you will fight and not allow your circumstances to define you.Cancer is
just one storm. It didn’t define me, and you don’t have to allow your storms to define you.Finally,
if you take anything from this book, take the opportunity to start putting yourself first. I offer my
testimony, my path, as an intimate look into what living in a world where women don’t take care
of themselves looks like, particularly women of color, and how I opted to change my life as a
result.So, pull up a chair, pour yourself a nice, tall glass of wine, and get comfortable. Here we



go. Raw, real stuff. My journey, as a gift to you: This Is Only a Test: What Breast Cancer Taught
Me about Faith, Love, Hair, and Business.Chapter One1. The Bali WithinI was down to three
pairs of clean underwear and two pairs of socks. For once in my life, I packed light. I had come to
Bali almost three weeks ago with a pair of flip-flops, two bathing suits, twenty-one pairs of
underwear, ten black Old Navy tank dresses, and no makeup. I was on a mission to figure out
what the fuck just happened to me. I had no clue what I would find there—all I knew was that I
wanted a complete do-over.People come to Bali for all kinds of reasons. This magical place set
in the heart of the Indian Ocean, just off the coast of Indonesia, is known just as much for its rich
food, beautiful culture, and lush greenery as it is for its beaches. For years, Australians have
flocked to Bali’s waters in droves to surf the epic waves, communal bonfires, and endless nights
of drinking and partying.Me? I’d come to Bali to find answers.I had never been before, but many
years ago, I read Elizabeth Gilbert’s New York Times bestseller, Eat Pray Love, a book about one
woman’s journey to put her life back together after a divorce. The book would lead to Bali
becoming the destination of pilgrimages for many women in crisis. I was self-admittedly in crisis,
so I thought, why not go to Bali and figure out who I was and why I never felt like I had, or was,
enough? So, the day after finishing my cancer treatments, I booked a ticket and began my
journey of self-discovery.I had no idea how I ended up here—thirty-six years old with breast
cancer and no family history of the disease. I was in pretty good shape, especially for my age.
For the last few years, I had eaten a mostly vegetarian diet. I didn’t smoke. I worked out regularly.
So, after being a picture of health, how did I get breast cancer? It’s a question I still can’t answer
with certainty, to this very day. But if I had to guess, I’d say it had a lot to do with stress and the
pressure I put on myself to be perfect and live my life on other people’s terms. Many women are
raised with the unrealistic idea of being a superwoman, wanting it all, having their cake, and
eating it, too. I’ve pushed myself all my life to be the best, to be number one, to live up to my
mother’s legacy, and by some measures, I’d done it. Or so I thought.***I always say 2015 was the
best and worst year of my life. On March 1st of that year, my company, Thank God It’s Natural
(tgin), launched in 250 Target stores. We had an incredible year, and it took the company to a
whole new level. On December 16th of that same year, I was diagnosed with Stage 2 invasive
ductile breast cancer.After nine months of doctors’ appointments, endless biopsies and X-rays,
eight rounds of chemo, thirty-three rounds of radiation, five to six trips to my therapist, a
lumpectomy, and freezing my eggs, my company was somehow still intact.I, however, was a
complete and utter mess. It was like I had fought in a war, only to come home and be thrust back
into my old reality with a major case of PTSD. Nothing felt normal. Cancer treatment was
grueling, not just physically, but also mentally and emotionally. Even though I had a pretty
positive experience while undergoing treatment, with every test, X-ray, and biopsy, I was waiting
on pins and needles to know whether everything was all clear, whether the cancer was
responding to treatment, or even worse, whether it had spread to other parts of my body. After
surviving all of that, I felt like I’d dodged a bullet. The stress was more than I could handle or
even imagine.Yet, all the tests, treatments, physical pain, and exhaustion that came with battling



cancer were far more relaxing than juggling being the CEO of tgin while also working a full-time
job as senior corporate counsel at Oracle, one of the world’s largest software companies.***It
was my last day in paradise before I headed back home to Chicago, and I had some tough
decisions to make.I sat there, looking out from my hotel room at the lush, tropical foliage that
went on for miles just outside my window. I had spent days gazing at the mountains of jungle
rainforest and listening to the rushing waves from the Ayung River crash against the rocks a few
hundred feet below. And, on certain days, if you caught the sun at the right angle, you could see
the most brilliant rainbow sparkling in the reflection of crystal-clear waterfalls. Beyond that, there
was only peace. And calm. The life-altering kind of calm you never experience in your real,
everyday life.The last three weeks had been nothing short of magical. Aside from a few cultural
excursions into the heart of the city of Ubud, I spent my days eating Balinese food, drinking
lychee martinis, and journaling poolside as I took in the tapestry of the breathtaking landscape. If
I was feeling really motivated, I would take a walk along the beach and find one of the local
women sitting in a small, makeshift hut and get a soothing ninety-minute back massage for just
five dollars. I needed this. The beauty of Bali. A chance to pause and reflect. A chance to
breathe. This is what my soul had been crying out for these past few months, and maybe even
years.For once, I was able to hear myself think and enjoy a kind of stillness that can only be
found when you go off the grid. You can’t even begin to imagine what life is like when you’re not
constantly consuming the false reality that is pumped through social media feeds, the latest
political antics, or the story of yet another innocent black man losing his life at the hands of an “I
was afraid for my life” police officer. Instead, in Bali, you have nothing, no one but a few sweet-
faced Balinese who greet you with a warm smile and speak the few words of broken English they
know. You can’t put a price tag on that kind of peace; it’s invaluable.Even with all of this harmony
surrounding me, I knew it was time to make a choice. The last day of my trip had arrived. Should
I stay an extra week? An extra month? Or should I say “peace out” to the craziness that was
awaiting me back home and start fresh here on this little island on the other side of the world?
Here I was on the other side of cancer, with a new slate, a clean bill of health, and a fresh start.
Would I go back to who I was and continue to chase money, men, and fame, or would I really use
this time to figure out my “why” and my true God-given purpose?I was scheduled to go back to
work at Oracle a week after my return from Bali. After being diagnosed with breast cancer, I had
taken a leave of absence from practicing corporate law to focus solely on my health and keeping
my company afloat. Now that I was “cured” and the doctors had declared me cancer-free, it was
time to get back on the grind. I thought it would be easy. I had dealt with other crises before, like
losing my mom to cancer right after graduating from high school and the unnerving struggles
that come with building a business, but somehow, I always managed to pull it together quickly
and get back to my “normal.” So naturally, I thought I would be able to seamlessly transition from
cancer patient to cancer survivor. Unfortunately, that was not the case. My battle with cancer at
such a young age not only taught me that life was short and precious, but it dealt a major blow to
my sense of security. I was no longer a superwoman.The day I left for Bali, I checked my Oracle



work email as I was heading to the airport. I hadn’t been into the office in almost nine months,
and sitting in my inbox were thousands upon thousands of unread emails. As I quickly skimmed
through them to see if I missed anything important, one email immediately caught my eye. It was
from the general counsel informing our department that a woman in the office had died after
battling breast cancer. I can’t describe the sudden “oh shit” moment that erupted inside me. I
knew I had to make some changes. Just weeks before, I had been struggling with when to quit
my day job and focus on tgin full time. Right then and there, a voice inside me was telling me I
couldn’t go back to operating at that level—to who and what I’d been before.As much as I
wanted to stay in this newfound wonderland, the reality was that I had a mortgage to pay, a job to
start, and a company to run on the other side of the world. My employees, many of whom had
built careers with the company, were counting on me. I was faced with an odd contrast as I
peered at the jungle beyond my windowsill. I knew back home in Chicago lay the real jungle,
filled with endless concrete, towering skyscrapers, rumbling traffic, roaring horns, and earth-
shaking subways. I was always running from one event to the next, preparing for the next
speech, going over my endless to-do list, solving factory issues, or meeting up with a girlfriend
for brunch and drinks. Daily, I battled the constant stress and warfare of growing my business.
Decisions had to be made in milliseconds, calls had to be answered, emails needed responding
to. And I always had to be “on.” Hair done, nails done, everything done. It was too much.But not
here in Bali. There was no schedule to keep, no event I was scheduled to speak at, no inbox of
emails to respond to, no one to look good for. Nothing mattered.I didn’t know what I’d find in this
mecca for the broken and lost—or whether the myth and lore surrounding it would help me find
myself. The only thing I did know for sure was that I never wanted to leave.As I continued to
deliberate on whether to stay or go, I couldn’t stop thinking about an encounter I’d had earlier
that morning. I went to visit a spiritual reader who was recommended to me by one of my
girlfriends who had visited Bali the month before.To meet with this reader, I traveled to Kuta, a
town known for its surf-friendly beaches and wild parties. She owned a cute little restaurant right
off the beaten path. When we sat down for my reading, she pulled out her deck of cards. I was a
bit skeptical. Her card reading abilities seemed less than average compared with other readings
I’d had before. Forty-five minutes into the session, after hearing a stream of one wrong thing
after another, I was ready to walk out and say, “Thanks lady. Keep the $40.” But as they say, “In
for a dime, in for a dollar.” She suddenly said something that struck a chord.“Chris-Tia, you’re an
empath,” she said. “You’re also extremely intuitive. You have a gift; you just need to use it.” I had
always known that I was intuitive, but I never fully trusted or gave much credence to my
intuition.In the past, that voice would always be like a soft whisper in my ear. It would tell me over
and over again, “That girl is not your friend,” “That guy is running games,” “You need to release
this product.” When it came to business, I always listened. When it came to personal matters, I
rarely did. After years of being a lawyer and hanging out with Harvard folks, I always felt
compelled to make a case for why I felt what I felt with data, witnesses, exhibits, footnotes, etc. It
could be about the simplest of things, but I was always forced to offer up support or a complete



analysis for what I was thinking or feeling. That dulled my intuition over time. But like Dorothy in
The Wizard of Oz, this woman was my own personal Glinda the Good Witch, telling me that my
ruby slippers were my intuition and that I had the power to go home—or be who I wanted to be—
all along.As she continued flipping the cards, she asked me about the details of my trip. I
revealed to her my desire to move to Bali and leave my old life behind. She responded with
words that have stuck with me to this day.“Look, girl. It’s not about Bali the place. It’s about
finding the Bali within you.”That’s where my journey took a turn.The rest of the day, I kept thinking
about what she said. What did it mean to find the Bali within? What was it about this place that I
loved so much? I started to realize that it wasn’t about selling all my stuff back home and leaving
my old life behind to move to Bali. It was about truly looking at my life and finding peace with who
I was, what I had, and where I stood, no matter where I lived.So many times, I traveled to places
around the world, looking for an escape from the stress that came in my everyday life. I was
committed to the idea of taking regular vacations, but she helped me realize that vacation is truly
a state of mind rather than a particular place. How many times have I traveled to Mexico,
Jamaica, Vietnam, Greece, Italy, South Africa, you name it, only to come home and feel like I
needed another vacation two weeks later? I realized that if I were truly going to make it through
this thing called life, I would have to be able to create peace in my daily life. I had to make it a life
I wanted to come home to, a life that I felt relaxed in, a life that had more meaning than just being
a CEO.As I continued to process her words, I realized that finding the Bali within meant being
grateful and staying present. I needed to create boundaries for myself, spend time with the ones
I love, and ultimately, find peace within me, my home, my heart, and my spirit.She may not have
been able to predict my future or tell me if I was going to get married, but she gave me a piece of
advice that will stick with me forever. That short visit with her ended up being the best forty
dollars I ever spent.Chapter Two2. The DWhen I tell people I grew up in Detroit, without fail, they
have one of two reactions. The first is, “No way. You didn’t really grow up in Detroit. Are you really
from Southfield?” The second is, “How did someone who grew up in Detroit get into
Harvard?”Detroit is an interesting place. When people think of Detroit, images immediately
come to mind of vacant lots, five-dollar houses, Devil’s Night, and former hip-hop mayor Kwame
Kilpatrick, who is now serving a twenty-seven-year sentence for public corruption—God bless
his soul. Yes, Detroit is all those things, but we’re also known as the home of the Motown sound,
which gave birth to the careers of Diana Ross and the Supremes, Martha and the Vandellas, and
Smokey Robinson. We are Eminem and 8 Mile, Joe Louis, and the auto industry.Most people
wouldn’t know this, but Detroit actually has some of the most beautiful homes in the country. As
with every city, there are good neighborhoods and bad neighborhoods, high-end areas and
places where you have no business being after dark. Detroit is no different. People
underestimate Detroit, just as they have underestimated me as a black woman.One of the many
things we continue to have in common is our unbreakable spirit. We have swag, and we own it.
I’ve traveled to many cities across the United States and around the world, and I promise you,
Detroit is like no other place I’ve ever been.***Growing up in a predominantly black city with a



black mayor gave me exposure to black lawyers, black millionaires, black doctors, black
leadership, and black people who were simply doing well for themselves. Seeing black people
run their own show, at least on a local level, shaped my outlook on the world and gave me a
tremendous amount of confidence, as well as the belief that I could do anything and be
anything.For the young folks reading this, a black mayor was a big deal, no, a huge deal in the
1970s. Coleman Young (Detroit, 1973), Maynard Jackson (Atlanta, 1973), Tom Bradley (Los
Angeles, 1973), and Harold Washington (Chicago, 1983) were pioneers and raised the bar and
the sights of what black people could become and achieve. Growing up with Young, Jackson,
Bradley, and Washington shining a light was like growing up with Barack Obama for many young
black people of that time.But, in my life and in my home, the influence and mindset of
overcoming didn’t begin with whomever sat in the mayor’s seat. It started with my
parents.MarieMy mom, Marie Farrell-Donaldson, was born in Detroit and was the first black
woman to be certified as a public accountant in the state of Michigan, which was major back in
the 1970s. She had an amazing career holding high-level government positions in what was then
a thriving Detroit in the midst of transitioning from white to black leadership.My mom grew up
poor and was the first person in her family to earn a college degree. Despite the fact that my
grandmother was a housewife with a high school education, she always impressed upon her
children the importance of getting their degree, and three of her four children ended up going to
college. The fourth earns six figures working in an auto parts factory.She somehow managed to
put herself through college by working at a grocery store. One fateful day she went to her college
counselor to inquire about choosing a profession. She informed them that she wanted to major
in accounting but was told that women didn’t major in accounting and that she should consider
teaching instead. In her usual fashion, she didn’t pay any mind to what people told her she
couldn’t do. She did what she wanted to, graduated with a degree in accounting and finance,
and went on to become a pioneer for black women in Michigan’s accounting industry.Shortly
after earning her degree, she married her college sweetheart, a Kappa by the name of Joe
Farrell. They divorced just a year later, which would leave her as a single mom to my sister,
Piper. Like most recently divorced women, she struggled financially to make it on her own. Since
she was just getting her start as an accountant, she went to the public aid office to get
assistance with caring for my sister. As the story goes, my mom showed up at the welfare office
first thing in the morning, but when the clerk told her she was going to need to bring her lunch
because she would be there all day, my mother made the decision right there on the spot to
leave and never look back. Instead of waiting on someone to give her money, she set out to
make her own.Throughout her early twenties, she fought to gain her footing professionally, as no
accounting firm would take the chance of hiring a young black woman. The lack of opportunities
ultimately required her to start her own firm, with my grandmother being her sole financial
backer.Over the years, she earned a reputation for doing good work, and by the young age of
twenty-seven, she became the first female auditor general and, later, ombudsman of the City of
Detroit. This was quite an accomplishment for someone her age. As a result, she was often



featured in various local and national publications and was even personally invited to the White
House by Presidents Ronald Reagan and George Bush for her role in creating a more
accountable government.Most days during my childhood, my dad would pick me up from school
and drop me off at my mom’s office. Now that I’m older, I realize how impactful it was for me to
grow up watching my mom lead a staff of fifteen employees. Seeing a woman like her be in
charge became my norm; I knew nothing else. She backed down to no one, including the mayor
of the City of Detroit, whom she regularly went head to head with on various political issues. And
as a young child, she showed me how to be strong, no-nonsense, and fearless; she would
ultimately become my reference point for letting people know I was not to be played with, all the
while maintaining the image of grace under pressure.After my mom got off work in the evenings,
she was understandably exhausted. We would often laugh that dinner was sometimes a
combination of Swedish meatballs and chicken wings, a common staple at receptions and
cocktail parties that were hosted by local businesspeople and elected officials, including my
mother. To this day, my schedule looks almost the same, but I don’t have a daughter to tag along
as my mini-me. Still, my mom was an incredible cook, and when she did have the time to spend
in the kitchen, she would pull out all the stops and make sure our favorites were always prepared
with love.If there is one thing I remember the most about her, it was that she had phenomenal
fashion sense. Unlike me, she took tremendous pride in her appearance and made a point to put
on a nice dress or suit every single day for work. If she loved anything, it was when the Michigan
weather dropped below freezing. That’s when she had the opportunity to rock her furs—full
length, waist length, mink, and beaver—to show she had made it.She was proud of her
wardrobe that she found at quaint boutiques in hidden enclaves throughout the city. Again, this
was Detroit in the eighties, and everyone thought they were high couture, shopping for clothes in
stores that carried unique pieces with limited availability. This was back when shoulder pads,
giant necklaces, sequins, and long, flowing tunics with hand-painted and bejeweled adornments
were in. Truth be told, you’ll still find many sisters over forty back in the D rocking these items to
this day as if they have not gone out of style. There is no way you’re telling them they are not
Black Queens.As one of the few black women with blond hair in Detroit in the eighties, my mom
was often asked who her colorist was. But she refused to tell anyone her secret, including her
own hair dresser, as she had adeptly mastered the art of mixing salon-grade chemicals to
bleach and dye her own hair with the results being the perfect shade of honey blond. This was
before Dark & Lovely came out with high-lift blond box color, so going blond as a black woman in
the 1980s was considered a major accomplishment, especially if you managed to maintain a
head full of healthy hair.Although she never forgot where she came from, she and many other
blacks from that generation took tremendous pride in the fact that they were indeed “moving on
up,” just like the Jeffersons. Still, beneath the carefully curated exterior was a woman who was
not only humble but loving, kind, and of tremendous moral character. She was a confident and
take-charge woman in the professional realm but provided a great example of how to fall back at
home and let my dad take charge and feel like the king of the castle.ClintMy dad, Clinton



Lavonne Donaldson, hails from Davidson, North Carolina. Like many blacks, he moved to the
north after leaving the Air Force in hopes of finding more opportunity as part of the Great
Migration. When he landed in Detroit, he was among the first group of African Americans
selected to join the Detroit Police Department after the death of civil rights leader, Martin Luther
King, Jr. After building an excellent reputation on the police force, my dad eventually rose to the
top of the department, earning the rank of commander and becoming the head of Internal
Affairs. This was a major deal, considering the force had been largely white for years. In this role,
he oversaw major investigations involving corruption within the ranks, including high profile
murder and drug cases, which included major gangs, like Young Boys Incorporated. Given his
detective skills, telling a lie or trying to pull one past my dad growing up got me absolutely
nowhere.Like my mom, he had an appreciation for the finer things in life, considering he didn’t
come from much. On most days, you could catch him dressed to the nines in a custom-tailored
suit, butterscotch Italian leather shoes, a trench coat, and a black fedora hat. My parents were
both Leos, with birthdays five days apart from one another, so their love for nice clothes, luxury
cars, and shiny things was not unusual. Plus, everyone was extra in the eighties.After leaving the
police department, my dad went on to get his PhD, teach at the local university, and work as an
expert witness for wrongful death cases. As a product of the segregated South, he saw where
education could take you and always impressed that upon me. Given his law enforcement
training, he was, and still is, very methodical. Any time I ask him for advice, he is never quick to
respond. Instead, he will call me days later, long after I have forgotten what we were talking
about, with a fully researched answer, including a scripture. Of all the men I’ve ever come
across, he is by far the most religious in the sense that he grew up strongly rooted in the church
and reads his Bible every morning. I get my attention to detail, my hazel eyes, and, he would say,
my brains from him, although my mom would beg to differ.My parents, like most parents in the
eighties, weren’t the most affectionate people, but I knew they loved me. I had a really good
childhood. I got enough hugs, and they often told me they loved me and were proud of me. They
came to my recitals, programs, and parent-teacher conferences, but I could tell they were most
proud of me when I came home with all As. So much so that I think my unhealthy obsession with
success and accomplishment ties back to the feeling of being loved when I made good grades
as a child.Overall, though, I don’t have any real complaints about my childhood other than I wish
my mom was around a lot more, especially given that our time together was so limited.Grandma
LoloIf I were to describe my mom as high maintenance, my Grandma Lolo was the complete
opposite. For most of my childhood, I can remember her sitting comfortably on the couch in the
front room, wearing nothing but her bra and a pair of jogging pants. The phone was always
pressed to her ear for hours while she caught up on Young & the Restless. When she wasn’t
busy watching a house full of badass grandkids who were setting the carpet on fire—guilty as
charged—or playing Cowboys and Indians with my grandad’s loaded shotgun, you could find
her leading Bible study, ushering at a funeral, or doing missionary work in the community.Over
the years, she filled me and my cousins with a lifetime of black grandma-isms, like “If you gon’ be



something, be the best,” “You attract more flies with honey than you do with vinegar,” “Never tell a
man everything,” and “If you sleep with a man, make him pay for it, even if it’s just a quarter.” Her
advice, both solicited and unsolicited, always came from a place of love and played a major part
in shaping me into the businesswoman I am today. She never hid her truth or tried to protect me
from the harsh realities that came with being a black woman in America.
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Mae Doss, “A MUST-READ. This is the raw, unabridged story of the author's life before the age
of 40. It will make you laugh and make you cry, but most of all it will make you take another look
at your own life. I could not put it down. It has great business advice and is a must read for every
woman.  Men need to buy it as a gift for their wives, daughters, friends, as well.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Inspiring & Empowering Story. I really enjoyed reading this book. It’s was
inspiring and empowering. She dropped some nuggets of wisdom that beautiful women like
myself can walk away with. Thank you for sharing your journey and story. I was able to relate and
truly understand being a recent breast cancer survivor. We need to hear stories like this to help
us along our journey. Her story will bless your spirit!”

Kiyona, “Thank GD for the long route. Where do I begin…for every woman that’s balanced or
trying to balance their careers, college, business, family and faith…if you find yourself at one of
life’s crossroads…this book is for you…there’s always an unseen pressure that forces us to think
we have to do everything now…Chris Tia’s thought provoking yet eloquent and vivid story let’s
us know it’s ok to slow down and enjoy the moment…I read the entire book cover to cover on a
return flight home and it was just what I needed…”

Ebook Library Reader, “Valuable Lessons. I loved the sincerity in the stories Chris-Tia shared in
this book concerning her career , family life and live life. She boldly shed light on the social
economic factors that affect the recovery rate for cancer patients.”

Destiny, “Transparent & Real. "This is Only A Test", delves deeper into the complexities and
struggles of black women and breast cancer survivors. Of course, this story is not a tell all for all
women, but it's insightful. From the pressures of corporate America, Chris-Tia struggled with
perfection, conformity and success... many successful women can relate. Learn to find your
balance, listen to your body and live in your truth with this read.”

Pamela Nichols - PamelaWrites, “Well done!. Amazing and powerful. I've read it more than once
and discover some new insight each time. Finding her calling in the midst of her pain and
confirming the power of vulnerability are life changing lessons. Her mother would be proud.”

Nicole Robertson, “On Point. This book hit the mark for me since I too am a Breast Cancer
Survivor. I purchased this book during my treatment and it brought tears to my eyes and shed
light on so many of the emotions I felt. Very good read and you did knock this one out the park.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Faith. It was relatable and honest. And that's what people need. Need to
take care of yourself first stop the worry.”



The book by Chris-Tia Donaldson has a rating of 5 out of 4.8. 79 people have provided
feedback.
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