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They say when significant things happen you never forget where you were.   I can tell you where 

I was January 28, 1986 when the NASA Space Shuttle Orbiter broke apart 73 seconds into its’ 

flight...I was sitting in 8th grade English class.  August 31, 1997, the day Princess Diana died I was 

sitting on my couch in Texas.  I was driving to work September 11, 2011 when I heard on the radio 

about the planes crashing into the World Trade Center. 

I can also tell you where I was when I received “that” phone call and was told I had breast 

cancer…I was sitting at my desk at work. It was January 8, 2016.  Let’s rewind 3 years.  I had the 

recommended mammogram at the age of 40 and everything was fine.  A year later, I went through 

a divorce, relocated back to my hometown of Mt. Pleasant with my then almost 8 year old daughter 

and almost 3 year old son, my children started a new school and I started a new job...to say I had 

a lot going on was an understatement.  The last thing on my mind was my health, besides no one 

in my immediate family had had breast cancer and cancer itself didn’t run in my family so I wasn’t 

worried about skipping my annual mammograms.  Fast forward to November, 2015, I decided it 

was time to set up an appointment for my yearly physical, which included a mammogram.  I had 

the mammogram and received a letter in the mail, stating that the results weren’t “normal”, which 

I failed to open.  I then received a phone call and was informed that I was sent a letter explaining 

that the results of my mammogram were questionable and that I needed to come back for a follow-

up mammogram and a possible ultrasound.  I still wasn’t too worried.  I went back in December 

for a second mammogram.  When I was done with the mammogram, the tech told me to sit tight.  

They then came in and told me they wanted to do an ultrasound.  While performing the ultrasound, 

they showed me two spots on my right breast that didn’t look “normal” and told me they could do 

a biopsy if I wanted.  All of a sudden it got real!  I was by myself and didn’t know what to do.  My 

emotions were all over the board. I told the radiologist that I wanted to consult with my family 

physician before making any decisions.  I met with my family physician who referred me to a 

general surgeon.  My mom went with me to the appointment with the surgeon.  If you know my 

mom, you know she worries a lot!  The surgeon performed an ultrasound and didn’t seem real 

concerned with the spot he saw.  I say spot because he only saw one.  The spot he did see, he told 

me that it looked like a lymph node.  He did tell me that he wanted a biopsy just in case.  My mom 

and I left that appointment relieved and I felt like I had just dodged a bullet.  I decided before 

scheduling a biopsy, I would get a second opinion.   I went for a second opinion with a breast 

surgeon.  She looked at my mammogram and performed an ultrasound. She also recommended a 

biopsy.  I was worried but I had a lot on my mind so I didn’t completely freak out.  I should 

mention that my 95 year old Grandmother had fallen December 21 and had a terrible head injury, 

my Father had double bypass surgery December 28 and I was in the middle of co-chairing my 

children’s schools biggest fundraiser of the year.  I really didn’t have time to worry about myself; 

I was worried about Grandma and Dad and was busy planning a fundraiser.  Besides I kept telling 

myself I didn’t have a family history of breast cancer so I was going to be fine.  January 6, 2016 I 

had the biopsy and was called January 8 with the results.  That’s when my “normal” life changed.     

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/NASA
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Space_Shuttle_orbiter


The hardest thing I had to do was tell my 10 year old daughter.  Two years prior she had a friend 

whose mother passed away from breast cancer and just two months after she passed away, another 

one of my friends also passed away from breast cancer.  All she knew was that people died from 

breast cancer.  I had rehearsed in my mind for weeks what I was going to say to her.  I remember 

sitting on the couch cuddling with her when I told her.  The first thing she asked was if I was going 

to die like Angel’s mommy did.  Fighting back the tears I told her that I was going to be fine and 

that I was not going to leave her or her brother.    

This story is getting very long so I will try and speed it up.  I was diagnosed with Stage 1A breast 

cancer.  I had a lumpectomy followed by chemotherapy and radiation.  I chose to have 

chemotherapy once a week for 12 weeks.  My oncologist told me there would be fewer side effects 

with weekly chemotherapy treatments.  Being a single mom and working full time, I had to “be on 

my game” at all times.  At 4 am the morning of my first chemotherapy treatment, I was lying 

awake in my bed thinking about my day and what was going to happen.  I noticed my sister had 

just posted something on Facebook so I texted her and asked what she was doing awake.  She 

asked the same thing of me.  I told her I couldn’t sleep.  She then texted me a picture of my friend 

that had passed away two years prior and told me it was her birthday and that she would watch 

over me and keep me safe.  I laid in my bed crying for a couple of hours then decided from that 

moment on that I was going to face this head on and that I was going to beat it and it was NOT 

going to beat me! I got up showered and headed for chemo with my sisters by my side.   I also 

decided that I was not going to use the term chemotherapy or chemo but instead “happy hour”.  

Every week I invited someone new, I called them my chemosabe’s, to go with me to “happy hour” 

and have “cocktails”.  I have always hated having my picture taken but decided that I would take 

a weekly “happy hour” picture and post to Facebook.  My intent was that someone would see my 

post and take control of their breast health.  I had several friends comment on my posts and told 

me that they had scheduled a mammogram because of me.    

After my 3rd treatment that one thing happened that I dreaded the most…my hair started falling 

out.  Before it fell out too much, I had a “shave that hair” party.  My mom, sisters, nieces, aunts 

and close friends came to my house and we enjoyed wine and cut my hair very short.  Everyone 

took a turn.  My son thought it was very cool!  Let’s just say, I don’t think he will have a career as 

a hair stylist!  I decided that I would wear hats and not a wig.  A wig just wasn’t me.  The Monday 

after I shaved my head, I went to work and was greeted with several hats.  Every one of my co-

workers bought me a hat to wear!  I had a whole new wardrobe!      

My last “happy hour” my entire family came to celebrate with me.  At one time, there were 11 

people crammed in that little “happy hour” room taking pictures and toasting with sparkling grape 

juice!  After 12 weeks of “happy hours”, I then had radiation every day for 4 weeks.  I referred to 

that as my “tanning sessions”.  God kept giving me signs that everything was going to be ok.  The 

day of my first “tanning session” a memory from Facebook popped up and it was a picture of my 

other friend that had passed away from breast cancer and me.  I truly believe these two strong 

women, Keisha and Summer were (and are) with me every step of the way and are protecting me! 

I tell people that this was just “another bump in the road” and that I will be fine….no I will be 

great!  I also told myself that the divorce I went through was preparing me for this very time in my 



life.  If it weren’t for my divorce, I would never have moved back to Mt. Pleasant and would never 

have had the support of my family and friends…and new friends.  I truly believe that a positive 

attitude will get you through most anything.    

This cancer diagnosis has made my family much closer (well that and the fact that in 2 months… 

my Grandmother passed away, my Father had double bypass surgery, my Mother broke her ankle, 

I was diagnosed with breast cancer, one of my Brother-In-Law’s lost his job and my other Brother-

In-Law had a heart attack).  Let’s just say my family has seen enough excitement this year and we 

are looking forward to a healthy 2017!   

I will always remember where I was the day I received the news…“you have breast cancer”. It 

was a day that I will never forget.  Not because my life was ending but because my life was just 

beginning!  That day threw me another curve ball…but batter up and bring it on because someday 

soon I’m going to hit a home run!  

I thank Community Cancer Services for their support and financial assistance and for giving me 

the opportunity to share my story.         


