FLOYD WARRIORS- MY JOURNEY

This is dedicated to my Mom and Dad- my ultimate fans

I BELIEVE IN GOD

  I am sure I will reference the many unusual happenings that have occurred over the past few months to show why I have such a strong belief in a higher being. In connecting with an organized religion, I am still trying to sort out those details (as men have for centuries) but suffice it to say, I know there is a higher power. Here is my Angel encounter that I had experienced the day I lost my Mom on October 17th, 2008. She as you will come to know was my best friend long before I took my first breath and will continue to be just that long after I take my last. I simply cannot write any more in my journal without telling my Angel story because from that incredible day, my entire life changed.
  The doctor came in the room around 3pm Thursday. Mom was out of it and looking terrible, although through it all managed to say “Hi” by name, perfectly well to each of us who came into the room. She even perked up when the doctor came in with a slight smile and eyebrow raise. (Of course she cleaned her teacher’s chalkboards!). We worried, what was the magic potion we could give her to fix it all now. He said the transfer off her IV morphine was trial and error to get the dosage and combination of pain killers just right. “What about an IV? How can she get fluids if she can’t drink?” we clamored. “If she is thirsty, she will drink,” he assured. “Let her rest”. Jim missed most of the day from work so he dropped Caden off at the hospital. Following the doctor’s orders, I left bringing the baby to the mall for lunch and to spend some time. After about 2 hours I was almost done shopping. I walked pushing his stroller. In the near distance within the usual flow of busy mall shoppers my eyes fell upon a beautiful woman approximately 5’8” with the sculpted face of a model. I specifically looked at her and noticed from head to toe gorgeous white pants, a white cashmere sweater, again a white scarf over the back of her head with long straight golden brown hair flowing down to just past her shoulders, perfectly clean white leather boots and even a large white leather shoulder bag with a large rectangular silver buckle. She was sharp, as though she walked off the pages of Vogue Magazine. Her look alone was something to be noticed. I bent down alongside Caden and whispered “Do you see her Caden? She’s beautiful. She’s an Angel!”  I stayed crouched down next to him noticing unlike anyone else shuffling by she was very deliberately walking heel to toe, with one foot and then the next watching each step she was taking. After 4-5 steps she began placing one foot directly in front almost crossing over the other. She seemed completely amused by her walk and it almost appeared by her half smile that she had never ever I am sure I will reference the many unusual happenings that have occurred over the past walked before, but could. She maneuvered herself out of the main flow over to the perimeter of the mall walkway and continued ‘walking’.  I finished up buying a couple more items and left for our car. I put Caden in his car seat. I emptied the back of my stroller and with a baby wipe began wiping one of the back stroller wheels, crouched down towards my open hatch back. From behind I heard the sweetest voice, “Hello”. I slowly turned and looked up, almost knowing who it was. Sure enough, it was the Angel. She walked past me and I of course replied “Hi!” I had to say something…speak to my Angel. “I love your outfit!” I blurted out as she stood opening her driver’s side door of the car directly next to mine. “Thank you,” she kindly replied. I was in utter disbelief that a woman so beautiful dressed to the nines all in white walking through Wilton Mall that I would call an Angel, would walk behind me saying “Hello” without any kind of eye contact and also of all places be parked directly next to me. Stunned, I placed the stroller in the trunk and walked around the front of my car to get in. “Was that a message? Did I just have an Angel tell me Mom is leaving today? Is she here for me?” all raced through my mind.  Once more I glanced down into her car. Looking out she gently leaned a bit forward and with a slight nod and smile, she waved to me. I got in my car realizing it was the answer to my questions.  Mom is not going to be here very much longer, maybe a day and that was my sign. I immediately broke out sobbing and sobbing. Still I wondered if this perhaps was a perfect stranger looking at me who just might be prompted to get out and ask if I was alright, having gone from smiling and waving back to her to a completely distraught state, with a baby in the back seat. I looked over rather quickly to see if she indeed was coming to my window but the parking spot was empty. Driving out straight ahead I saw though the back of a used blue Honda my Mom’s Angel looking towards the right checking for traffic and preceding to pull out of the parking lot, leaning peculiarly forward over the wheel, as though she had never driven before.  I looked at the clock on my dash and minus the time it was set ahead, it was approximately 4:45pm. I drove right to my sisters’ home hoping they would be there to tell my encounter and to let them know Mom is leaving us very, very soon.  My Mom died almost 8 hours later at 12:30am on Friday October 17th, 2008. (Her favorite combination at the races 1-7) She nicknamed me (un-jul) Hungarian for angel and throughout her life called me her Guardian Angel. I know this was an Angel delivering me that message so I would be prepared for her to leave me, and on that day I passed the baton to her next Angel who came to take her away.  I Love You Mom.  Your Baby, Lisa 

 The night of my Angel encounter I told Jim, “I know I’m taking this all as a way to cope with my Mom, but I had such a strange feeling she was coming for me. I can’t say how or why, I just know deep down in my heart I felt like she was coming there for ME,” “That’s ridiculous,” Jim retorted, “you’re not sick!” “I know,” I uttered under my breath.  
DIAGNOSED 
The craziness of my Mom’s passing settled down and October soon turned into November. I went away for a few days t o Orlando for a get away with my sister Patti and my amazing son Caden, in which one night lying still in bed I 
thought things seemed a bit different on my body. Perhaps after the two years of IVF ‘stuff ’ ( InVitro Fertilizat ion), being pregnant, breast feeding, and then taking care of my Mom,  this perhaps was the first  time I  paid attention to me. At least that is the only way I can justify getting this sick, without knowing it. I visited my doctor’s office December11th and during my exam my doctor’s face looked as though he stumbled across a live grenade. Within days I was in for ultrasounds, a mammogram and then an MRI. It  was December  23rd when I got the MRI and all my doctor kept saying was his daughter’s angels would pray for me and that I needed a lot of hugs and prayers this Christmas. Before it  could even register  in m y brain I might have ‘ cancer ’ he instructed me he would set  me up with the best  oncologist/ surgeon in the Capital District . Oncologist, I thought, shit I haven’t heard that kind of doctor mentioned since 
my Mom had cancer! This was definitely not good. I went in for a mammogram and came out with breast cancer.    

MERRY CHRISTMAS- I HAVE BREAST CANCER  
A day later was Christmas Eve and over the course of that day up north in Lake Placid where my whole family rented a B&B we were staying at, I systematically had to tell each person I loved more than life what was happening. I felt like they were walking into a firing line carrying gifts and one by one I had to shoot them in the head. Actually with my family it was like shooting them in the foot. They winced from the pain, hugged me and together we all hobbled down to drink, play games and have a semblance of a normal Christmas. It was far from normal. I am the youngest of six and this was a mere 8 weeks after losing the hub of what made us all spin, our Mom. I saw those few days through Christmas through the eyes of Ebenezer Scrooge as though the ghost of Christmas future were leading me telling me how it might look next year without me in the picture. I saw everyone around me, without me there, my husband holding the baby without me there, and Christmases to come without me there. It was a very daunting time. I made a point to get my picture with as many of my brothers and sisters as I could, not knowing how severe my cancer was and what my days ahead would look like. While I still looked good, I wanted these pictures. That may have been a little dark and morbid to them, but I plan to go into every phase of this with my eyes wide open. They can close theirs when they need.  
HAPPY NEW YEAR 

  Within days of returning home from Lake Placid I was scurried in for a biopsy and then soon into surgery. Not until they remove the actual tumor and get the pathology do you really know where you stand, so I thought. From December 23rd till my surgery January 9th, it seemed like an eternity. I felt like one of those people in the movies, an innocent bystander a whacko grabs and straps a ticking bomb to. Walking around with this cancerous mass was awful, but sleeping was worse. You can’t roll over onto it! My stay had very little to be desired at the hospital, but my Dr. Edmondson appeared like an angel next to me before I was wheeled in for surgery. It is a very strange relationship you have with your surgeon. I can’t describe the love you develop for them because not many people on Earth are here to actually save your life. He was a brilliant, determined very young doctor who carried a very heavy concern about him regarding me. I knew I was a special case to him, for some reason. Every time he appeared in my hospital room the days after surgery I looked up through tired eyes and smiled, “Ah Saint Edmondson!” I would exclaim. He so modestly bristled at the notion he was a Saint, but to me he was and will always be.  A week after surgery we came in to hear my report. This was the verdict, what I wait almost 3 weeks to hear. In a very matter of fact way he explained my tumor was much, much larger than he expected from the ultrasound. It measured 8 cm. I freaked out when I saw at home how big that really is. It was a grade 3 which was the worst grade to get. It showed up in 11/16 of my lymph nodes. “Oh good, I was afraid it was in 12!” I shot back when he said that. My sister Becky couldn’t help but chuckle at my knee jerk optimistic response. Walking out of the office I was beside him. I looked up and said smiling, “Hey you don’t get to take an 8 cm tumor out of someone everyday!” I quipped. He smiled, “No I sure don’t”.  I’m sure at some point I will tell a little bit about each of my sisters and brothers. To tell any more would be an entirely new book. My sister Becky was there, of course, at my doctor’s appointment. As she had been there for each one and as she had been there next to me at basically every stage of my whole life, there protecting me. My Mother Bear, everyone’s Mother Bear. For the very first time in my life I see a small way in which I am more equipped and better able to protect her. Finally it took me getting cancer to in some small way carry her now. 
This is 8 cm ( _________________________________ )    


LANCE ARMSTRONG 

  I could have sat and finished the Lance Armstrong book I started just this afternoon. I hate reading. Thoughts, realizations, moments of sheer clarity forced me to stop and find a piece of paper to jot them down, if only for tonight. This is where my journal was actually started.  When I was diagnosed I thought how much it made sense (in a very non-sensical way).  Suddenly I knew why I tried to enjoy every bit of what it was I was doing. Why I loved Jim’s band so much, why I had to dance the hardest, took everything in, making every dear friend I met along my path, such a wonderful, dear friend. Tonight that initial belief of “because I knew I wasn’t going to live forever” changed. Somewhere in between the pages I flipped tonight, I realized my thinking was entirely flawed. All the incredible relationships I made along the way were entirely created by the hand of God, to be here for me now, to pump me up & and put me on my bike, to push me, to give me water, change my tires, and to cheer me on as I compete now in my very own ‘Tour De France’. Where the finish line is, is up to God, how and if I run is up to me.     Throughout my life I always had an unyielding need to be my parents’ keeper. It was up to me to keep them safe, happy and healthy. The sicker they became, the greater I felt an urgency to do just that. Until the moment they took their last breath, I believe I did all three. I clearly remember riding next to Jim in the passenger seat looking out on the lake, shortly after my Mom passed away. “Now what am I going to do?” I said bewildered.  Now I know. That same unyielding need to keep safe, happy and healthy has now become my own.  
CHAPTER 2? 

  I struggle to pick up the pen and write worried it will all seem so out of order. I am used to drafting a perfect outline marked by Roman numerals filled in by plots and subplots for each chapter. My days will simply have to be my outline as I write for once I am not the one writing the story. Today is the day I await the phone call to let me know Stage 3 or Stage 4. “Curable or incurable” are the only words reverberating through my heart and mind. As most would imagine how nerve-racking it must be, I have to say at least for this moment, as I sit in my Mother-in-law’s peaceful, warm home by the fireplace I feel the same serene sense of calm, as I had the night my Mom passed. “It’s ok, Mom” I assured her. “I’m O.K. … I’m Good!” I pray I carry this same sense of calm throughout my ordeal, however blindly optimistic it is. It is because of my Angel encounter I feel this way.  
MY FIRESIDE CHAT 

  It’s later in the day and I finished the Lance Armstrong book (275 pages); one whole book in three days, my own Tour De France victory. Already cancer has changed me. As you will come to understand the only other book outside of school I ever read cover to cover was “The Magic of Believing” by Claude Bristol. Good thing!  As I sit here alone in my mother-in-law’s house completely sequestered from my home, family and friends who in the course of one week all became infected with a terrible head cold, I remain here ‘well’. “I’m the healthiest person you know”, I kid Jim. Jim is my amazing loving husband who treats me like a queen. Within three months of meeting he had me on a multimillion dollar yacht (not his) in the Bahamas on vacation and since then I’ve been around the world more than once with him. I could write an entire book on how such a diagnosis affects a spouse. All I can say is I can bear all the unknown debilitations of my upcoming chemo treatments and endure the ravages this insidious disease might have upon my body. I cannot bear to watch my husband witnessing every moment and for this I pray, Stage 3. In some quiet dark place in my heart I fear not to be diagnosed Stage 4 might make the victory beating cancer less jubilant, the battle somehow less courageous. If this is my life’s path, to affect others and change the world, would a lesser diagnosis mean less to the others I would help? I know my naivety is bordering utter stupidity.  
NOTHING IS A COINCIDENCE

  All that comforts me is the absolute belief that nothing is a coincidence. It is my job now to understand when they present themselves, how and why they apply.  These are just a few of those moments I can recall just now off the top of my head.  My Mom nicknamed me ‘Tiger’ in my 20’s. “Go get em’ Tiger!” she would always say to me.  In 5th Grade I choreographed a dance routine to the song “Eye of the Tiger” by Survivor.  In 12th Grade my boyfriend of 5 years, Jay Simon, loved the group Pink Floyd. The connection there will later be seen- the Floyd Hammers, Pigs on the Wing, Tigers Broke Free, will all show their significance; how right now I cannot say.   Soon after Jim and I began dating I found in the grocery store parking lot a little gold pin.  It was a baby with little baby blue gems on his diaper. I knew I would have a boy one day, the Angels told me so. I had to do IVF when we could not get pregnant and two years into it, I was pregnant. “It’s a boy!” they said but then, I knew that.  I insisted we kept the tradition of The Peppermint Pig going this past Christmas. It’s a nice annual tradition we found years ago at a local Saratoga Sweets Shop where families give thanks and speak of their hopes while nicking a piece of pink  candy from the peppermint pig. They use a small metal provided hammer. This year my family chose to pass doing it. I was hurt, but know the Pink Pig has an underlying message for me that will later be revealed. How and when I’ll find out.  I have a very dear friend who has been a wonderful source of strength for me during this time. We met last year up at the Christmas House. At 1 a.m. Christmas Day while we were up drinking and up partying- playing games, her husband stumbled to the front door of our house.  His car was broken down out front completely out of gas. We took he, his wife and two children in and made them our family that night, little did I know then forever.  Olga is now my friend and their breaking down was no more a coincidence in my life than me getting cancer. Soon after I lost Mom I was searching for signs to still feel her presence. Each week almost for about 5 weeks I got something! She was very cool. One day I looked out of my back window in early November and saw a perfect dried sunflower head (my favorite flower) perched perfectly on our porch railing. I ran to the basement to ask Jim if he put it there. My Angel did, a sign from Mom. Thank You.  For months I could not find my most treasured piece of jewelry, a beautiful Citizen gold and silver watch with a black rectangular face, my Mom had given me. For months I looked and when she passed away my heart sank. I feared I lost it on a trip perhaps to NYC that summer. Anyone who knows me knows I lose things on a regular basis. This is probably the one thing about me Jim absolutely cannot stand. On several occasions I’ve emptied my purse looking for a 'lost item d’jour.'  Most recently I totally dumped my purse out frustrated I lost a necklace my sister Patti gave me for Christmas. The day I received my pathology report- 8 cm, 11/16 lymph nodes, Becky and I went to lunch at the Chocolate Factory. Looking once again for a gift card in my purse, I pulled out my sacred watch.  The Angels returned it to me on the day I needed a sign. Thank you, I will be ok.    
This past spring I had a friend on my pool league give me a mahogony Budda to mark my pocket. Days after losing my Mom I was alone at her apartment one late night cleaning our her drawers and in her Bingo Bag found her good luck charm- another mahogany Buddha, just a different pose. Coincidence... What do you think! They sit side by side now in front of my favorite picture of she and I.
 Over the years Jim happened to connect with an organization he sent money to periodically. Need I say it was a Tiger Rescue? Well, upon receiving a newsletter two years ago I clipped out one of the Tiger tributes. On the back I wrote, ‘This River Glen Tiger died of cancer, My Inspiration’ (I underlined). It was in his eyes I saw “Damn, here I am one of nature’s most fierce beautiful creatures and this thing got me. Damn!” I was inspired at that moment to do whatever it was I was put on Earth to do, since he was so early cheated. That Tiger has been on my desk since then watching me. My Reiki treatment the night before surgery I saw a repeating image of a Phoenix and also I felt the warmth of a glowing orange flame that also kept reappearing before my closed eyes.  Driving home from my treatment Jim asked how it was and I told him how strongly I felt these images. He almost drove off the road saying something about a Phoenix Rising. When we got home I learned online about the mythical bird and how it made a nest and set itself and the nest on fire to rise up out of the ashes totally reborn, new again. Cool, some people see colors- I see Greek Mythology. Again, I will be ok and God is telling me that.   Perhaps my coincidences seem too contrived, that I work too hard to connect dots. Some laugh when I try to explain them. God is very clever and gives me those signs he knows I’ll connect with. I will be a faithful servant, that he knows and I will tell everyone I meet along the way.  
CHEERS 
  I cannot emphasize enough how much I feel I am doing God’s will. His light and love are coming through me and I will see how through my illness is how I am able to do what it is He intends. It is his healing energy that kept this unbelievably huge mass from spreading, it seems, past my lymph nodes. On January 23rd Dr. Wu my Oncologist called. “Your PET scan looked fine” were her first words.  For the first time in a month I was able to breathe a little. “Fine?!” I exclaimed. Oh no, I thought, there’s a mistake. She’s looking at the wrong patient’s report. They don’t know what they’re doing. How could it possibly be fine? Again, God needed me to be ill, just maybe not terminally ill. As good as the news was I couldn’t escape a fear that lingered in my soul. I felt as though I was pulled from icy waters and while everyone rejoiced from me not drowning, I was about to die from hyperthermia and no one knew it. It was a feeling I learned to get over, but was there all the same. The next day my whole family gathered for a celebration. A combination party to honor my great news and my mother in law’s birthday, Saint Margaret, we affectionately call her Pinky.  As people raised their glasses and gleefully toasted “To Stage 3!”  I couldn’t help but want to cry. Great, I have Stage 3 cancer.  
GREAT I HAVE STAGE 3 CANCER 

 Those not told “You have cancer” may not understand. I hope to feel this way forever, that I am chosen, again, another perhaps stupidly blind optimistic hope. How often does the average person get told via hundreds of e-mails how loved and prayed for they are.  Friends of friends telling you they are creating prayer groups and rallying the healing energies of Reiki Masters and beyond for you. A stack of Easter egg colored cards fill my mailbox on any given day full of hopes, prayers and love. To say freely without a moment’s thought or hesitation, “I Love You” to a friend, a simple friend met just four years ago, granted he is my biggest fan. But to say “I love you” and mean it so much is so great. How lucky am I to feel this way. Some people live their whole lives and never get to experience this. Which is more important, quality or quantity? With a seventeen month old baby, both still I hope! 
GINGER TEA

I’m sitting enjoying a ginger tea at a local Irish pub, aptly named ‘The Local’. I did an article for their business opening for the Saratoga Business Journal last year. I think I’ve spent more money frequenting the businesses I’ve met interviewing than I’ve made getting paid to write about them. It’s all good. I’ve made a 3:30 appointment with a myofascial therapist. Over the past few years I saw advertisements for it and was always curious. There’s no better excuse to splurge on some massage treatments, than cancer. What extremes I go to! “Myo” refers to muscle and “fascia” to the connective tissue that ties your body together. 
Well, as I sit here sipping my tea I’m contemplating if it will feel more comfortable to just walk around bald than it is now with a haircut I never would have normally chosen. At least with cancer people know you have no choice, but with this, my judgment is in question- that’s awful! Actually I’m quite surprised how much I like my pixie haircut, but then ‘pixie’ always sounds cuter than it ever looks. I decided to cut my hair this week so I could lose my hair incrementally, so not to have to watch my hair falling like a victim in the shower. Everything till now has been on my terms, why not this.
Not for a moment do I forget to sit here and ponder my thoughts and enjoy ample massage treatments, it comes with an army of support behind me. Of course, Jim my most major sponsor, lover, friend and fan. Behind him my many caregivers for Caden, my chefs who for the past four weeks have filled my refrigerator with food and numerous personal caregivers who pamper me with their free massages & Reiki treatments. Not for a moment do I forget my army.
LOCKED IN THE BATHROOM

As I said I could write an entire book on my siblings alone. My sister Patti spent many years struggling with her happiness in the mortgage industry. Although she mastered it over the past ten years, in November she finally decided to quit. Life was too short to do something that you simply did not want to do. She fell in love with Caden as soon as I became pregnant and over and over she told me how excited she was to be part of my raising him. When I was diagnosed we soon realized how integral a part of our life she would become. Quitting her job was part of this master plan I keep referring to. Nothing is a coincidence. Her success over the years afforded her the ability to quit and her time now off enabled her to offer us help, so about 5 days a week she is Caden’s ‘mom’.
I am the youngest of six children and my sister Patti is 14 years older than me. From the day I was born she was very much my mother, having to baby sit me often, which basically meant watching me rock back and forth sucking my thumb and periodically popping in the living room to make sure I didn’t fall off the couch and hit my head. I was insufferably shy as a little kid. She did take me once to Vermont with a boyfriend. I sat in the back seat and didn’t speak the entire trip. That is all she remembered. I remember more. I remember she was always there. She was there for me and my sister, Becky. My parents had a very turbulent relationship and fought often. Patti saved us regularly bringing us to the refuge of her apartment, to the park, shopping or out to eat. She was in her twenties. She was very independent, classy with impeccably great taste. She was a great role model. For a time she took Becky under her wing, to do even greater things like camping and skiing. How jealous I was of their bond. At four years old I clearly remembered getting upset, in which I hid- a usual occurrence. I locked myself in the bathroom off the family room. Perhaps it was the inconvenience of tying up the facilities that prompted everyone to try to lure me out. I don’t think they were really worried I was locked in and might hurt myself. I don’t think they worry now that I’m locked in and might get hurt. Well, it was like an Olympic sport, everyone giving their best try to think up what a four year old might want most in the world. Patti finally said, “I’ll take you skiing”. Hours after that got me out I soon learned childhood is full of heartbreak and disappointment and being a little kid just means you have to get bigger to have fun. I don’t think she knew what she meant to me then, but I did. She was better than Bomb Pops, Bubble Yum and Slinky’s.
HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO ME

I think it was my 11 birthday and I was devastated coming home from school. I had 10 girls coming for my party and my Mom was in the psych ward of the hospital. Did I say ‘turbulent relationship’? I walked in the door and knew immediately Patti must have called into the restaurant to cancel her waitress shift. It was that day I knew she knew what really mattered in life and would help me anytime, anywhere. That was the best ski lift ride ever. 
She is my surrogate Mom for Caden. I will never be able to express how much it means to me I can sit here, sip tea, relax and write knowing full and well Caden is safe, eating well and probably laughing. His well being means more to me than my own and without that as a concern I have been able to focus on myself, what a relief. I feel so fortunate to be able to express my thoughts on paper. I find when I talk to my siblings I subconsciously slip back into that shy thumb sucking little kid and my words stumble out of my mouth, out of order, out of context. On paper they are clear and my pen has no past.
GOOD BONES
This whole experience has been a stripping process for me, at least that is how I am choosing to view it. Throughout our life, regardless of individual circumstance, we get stripped. My Dad always said, “The older you get, the more yourself you become,” . Now I think I know what he meant.  Being diagnosed was my first layer- stripped of security and feeling immortal. Again, my mastectomy stripped me of the physical body that I so became identified with. Next, I was stripped of being a Mom. Having to watch a friend of my sister’s do the simplest act of putting Caden up in his highchair because I couldn’t lift him after surgery, made me feel six feet under and totally insignificant, more depressed than I had been up to that point. Next I was stripped of my long hair, what made me, me. Soon chemo will strip me from inside out and then radiation. As most would assume I might feel weaker and more vulnerable with each layer removed. I have to say, at least for now, everything has been an uncovering process, revealing what really lies beneath. Like a blackened, scuffed hardwood floor getting stripped just to reveal beautiful planks that lie beneath. Most people choose to live blackened and scuffed, as I might have. Cancer simply is forcing me to strip with a world watching. It’s kind of fun to see what’s beneath. I quite like being an A cup (thanks to my very cute padded bra), having a ‘model’s haircut as my dear brother Ben’s wife, Jennifer, called it yesterday and I can use my leg now to help me lift Caden. So far my extreme makeover is going really well, I’m 8 pounds lighter, my leg muscles look better and I became a writer!
IF IT IS TO BE, IT IS UP TO ME

I choose this title not lightly. This was the magnet on my Mom’s refrigerator- her favorite motto. Anyone who knew my Mom knows the power of this message. It is on my refrigerator now.
I know it seems there’s got to be a point when enough positive attitude is enough. How can someone be this upbeat and seemingly happy just days before chemotherapy in the throws of stage 3 cancer? I write during the daytime as at night I get more worried and full of angst. Xanex helps. As I said before, I choose to view my situation a particular way. It is what it is but the way I consciously choose to view it is a concerted effort. Choose your thoughts, make up your mind, I guess is how I would describe it (watching masters like Wayne Dyer helps, too). I firmly believe in the power of attraction and The Magic of Believing (Claude Bristol).
RANTING AND RAVING

For most of us the age old search of ‘Who am I’ and ‘What am I suppose to do’ eludes us. With cancer God pops a small GPS system into you and although you hear ‘recalculating’ constantly you know he has it all programmed, you just have to hear the commands and drive. I am not saying one needs a serious illness to instantly find their way, but I do think people find their way to a serious illness largely because of the lifestyles they live. I will never say this directly to you or try even not to think it, as I believe in everyone’s right to choose how they live. I would like to say it once to my loved ones (for my conscience), if you smoke, please stop. If you eat poorly, please stop. If you drink too much, please stop. Your channels will open up and your purpose will become clearer and your body healthier. As much as I think my illness ‘just happened’ I truly believe it was God’s way of derailing me off an unhealthy lifestyle I was beginning to live, the consequences of which may have been far worse than cancer.

BUT WHO IS ANNA!
About five years ago I attended a spirit circle led by an American Indian named Two Feathers. I ran into one of the guys days later from the group and he out of the blue asked, “Who is Anna? She is all around you!” That night I realized my Mom was Irene Anna and I asked her how I was related. She was my great-grandmother. 

About a week later I was in the grocery store and two bees were buzzing all around me. I shooed them away and warned the woman behind me. She smiled and simply said, “Good Old Anna!” I almost fell over. She explained since her sister passed away bees come around her as a way to connect. I told her of my Great-Grandmother Anna I just ‘met’. “They must be playing with us!” she laughed.

The night my Mom passed away I walked into her hospital room. On the white board in green felt marker it said, “Nurse in charge: Anna. Second Nurse: Brianna”. I was overcome with a sense of calm and relief, we all were being watched over tonight.

A week before my doctor dropped the C-Bomb I was celebrating my Birthday- a surprise pedicure my sisters treated me to. As I lay waiting for my toes to dry in their relaxation room, I was leafing through books intent on finding the one I was meant to read. Even at that point I knew in my heart I was on some kind of mission. The forth or fifth one I picked up was a book about real women. From infant to eighty it described each year and a different special lady. I of course had to find Anna. I knew she lay there somewhere in between the pages. Sure enough, she was there as well as my message. I was so intrigued I asked the girl at the front desk to copy it for me. It has sat on my office desk since that day waiting to be explained. In a short paragraph it described Anna growing up and then went on to say:
Anna lives true to her middle name, Zimra, “She will bring enlightenment to others and allow them to see the might of G-d.” Anna defers to the Buddhist Patanjali to express how she sees herself in the present moment, “When you are inspired by some great purpose, some extraordinary project, all your thoughts break their bonds; your mind transcends limitations, your consciousness expands in every direction, and you find yourself in a new, great and wonderful world. Dormant forces, faculties and talents become alive, and you discover yourself to be a greater person by far than you ever dreamed yourself to be.”

I was so excited after my treat to share this revelation and what it might mean with my sisters at the Mexican restaurant we met at for drinks. I think somehow that day I knew this was coming. I know they certainly didn’t.

Ok, it is February 12th my first chemo treatment. All I kept hearing over and over was, “Oh, I feel nauseas! I have a headache. I couldn’t sleep! I kept having chemo dreams! I have a headache!” Finally I told Jim to “Shut up!” Just as a little aside, I HATE the word nauseas. How come so many people know exactly what it is, how it feels, but no one knows how to say it, not to mention SPELL it! Anyhow, the nurse came in and called an Audry. A very old woman sitting next to me began to stand up, but it was another Audry. I smiled at her and said, “That’s unusual for a name like Audry.” She laughed showing all two of her lower teeth perfectly symmetrical, one on each side of her lower lip. “Oh, I’ll tell ya something that’a give you a jolt!” she laughed back. “My doctor is Catherine, my nurse is Anna and my daughter is Anna too. Isn’t that funny!” If only she knew. Any traces of apprehension slipped away and I was excited once again to finally begin.
HEY, HEY, HEY, HEY and CHERRY KOOL ADE!

I entered the treatment room which was a very large and bright open room. There were aisles of lazy boy chairs with several people mostly between sixty to eighty years old hooked up to IV stands sitting idly by. As I chose my seat I couldn’t help but laugh at the irony of ‘Good Times’ on the TV. It was actually nice to hear the familiar voice of JJ above my head. Soon I realized it was the adorable black man across from me with a lively smile and quick witted spirit that had the remote. He reminded me of my Mom and I we exchanged smiles a few times. I hope to see him again. Treatment began with my nurse walking up with a brightly red filled syringe in her hand. Cheerfully she explained it was Adriamycin. “You know it’s adriamycin because of the red color…” She went on to give me a short chemistry lesson, I think she missed her calling. I focused rather on that sweet cherry kool-ade. Cherry was definitely the best flavor. Lime always tasted like floor cleaner. I never drank floor cleaner, but somehow knew that. Treatment was pretty much a breeze, sipping seltzer while chewing crushed ice. My blood pressure was monitored constantly. It was an even 110-120 over 70-80. Perfect! My Mom was a firm believer if her vital signs were regular, she was good. I am good.
NO REGRETS

It is the morning after my treatment. I am back at my Mother-In-Law’s next to the fireplace. What a respite. Yesterday ended up better than I expected. Even though I took the anti-nauseas medication I kept waiting every hour for something horrible to happen. By 7 pm I felt very tired and believed it was the medicine. Today I awoke relatively clear, relatively not nauseas. It was much better than after a night of partying. I lived through those mornings pill free, I’ll live through this. It was then I decided to go without any kind of anti-whatever. If I start to feel too sick I’ll take something. I’ll call this my 5 o’clock hangover. I can manage to eat as long as it is just the right thing, but forget the hair of the dog.
It was about four months before my Mom passed away. I hate saying ‘passed away’ because I talk to her every day and she hasn’t passed anywhere. She is alive and well right here within me. Anyhow, it was about four months since my Mom passed. I clearly remembered sitting with her on her white leather sectional couch in her living room. I was filling in the pages of a Mary Englebreit baby book I had for Caden. How I wished I had a tape recorder that night. She reminisced of her early days. “I had a really great childhood,” she confessed. I just sat imagining all the times she simply wasn’t admitting to or that she buried in some deep, dark recess of her mind. Then I just prayed it really was a great childhood and decided to leave it at that.
She went on to describe her life in chapters, being single in the 1940’s, beautiful and carefree. How she loved to go to dances with her best friend Dorothy, ride the bus with her sister Goldie and working one of her first jobs selling jewelry at a famous department store. She was the love of many boys too with her gift of gab. Some things you never lose. She remembered ‘Chick’ too chicken to ask her out, as she aptly nicknamed him. The night she ran to church to pray for Lester, a sweet boy with a beautiful smile that was tragically killed in a car accident she once dated. She and I recited the poem together she wrote and sent to a local paper. I prided myself that night on the fact I knew her so well, I knew each line by heart from all the times she recited it. All I remember today is “L is for the lonely way you left us”.  Cleaning out her belongings shortly after she died I found a letter from Mrs. Emma L. Bohning, Lester’s Mother. “I do want to thank you for that lovely poem you sent to the paper, it was well expressed,” she wrote. I saved that letter.  I saved old bingo cards from nights I’d tag along with her. I saved everything about her and that is how I am here today.
She went on to describe her life living on welfare, having to cope with a cheating husband, divorcing that cheating husband, having to give her oldest daughter to her sister to raise for a while, while she struggled with two younger ones. I say struggled because that is what I imagine it must have been like. In pictures though she and Sandi, Ricky and Patti were always dressed impeccably and she always wore a smile. The stories were also happy too from that time, even though the times were hard. She eventually met my Dad, had three more children and lived another pretty rocky forty six years with him. After our long wind down memory lane that night she took a slow drag from her Basic cigarette and said as cool as she really was, “Ya know, if I had to live my life all over again, I wouldn’t change a thing.” She skillfully peeled a tiny piece of white cigarette paper from her lip using the tip of her finger and her tongue, an art she mastered in her fifty five years of smoking. “I can honestly say I lived eighty years without any regrets.” I knew as each word came out of her mouth I knew they would be words I would remember forever.
NO REGRETS…ME TOO
For the first time in keeping my journal I’ve come to a minor dilemma. At first I began writing for me and only me. Jim loved what I was saying and begged I share it. I have and plan to continue. There will be nothing in here I wouldn’t share with my Mom. Staying true to myself I will document my journey exactly as it happens, regardless of what others think. As I said before I am not the one writing the book. 

As I said the anti-nausea medicine I refused to take led me to lie on the couch late Friday afternoon like some kind of martyr. I thought about taking a tiny pinch of marijuana out a friend had given me shortly before Christmas to smoke. I hadn’t eaten during the afternoon and knew it might help. When Jim came home from work and saw my condition he was bewildered I had no problem smoking recreationally as a teenager, but now that I really could use it, decided to climb upon some high and mighty horse. I just felt like the last thing I wanted to do was ingest something potentially harmful, once your diagnosed your whole world changes. I decided though to try just a little bit to be able eat and hopefully feel a bit better. For five days after my treatment I smoked just once a day, a small puff that my doctors, the law or even I, couldn’t take issue with. I would have left this chapter out because it was such a tiny amount, but the way it enabled me to eat and ride out the worse part of those days simply keeps me from leaving that part out.  
MT KILIMANJARO

I just realized today that when I journal I don’t all of a sudden think to write…I write to think. I write to feel, to understand, to release. It is like something coming through me that thankfully comes out the ink of my pen. I think people who suffer from writers block are trying to try too hard. If they truly connect with whatever it is they want to say, the words will come.

I just climbed a mountain today and saw the other side. I had no idea when I put Caden’s bottle in to warm up that I was on the brink of owning my life again. Today, February 20th, is the first day since January 8th I’ve picked Caden up and carried him. I carried him with his bottle upstairs and gently laid him in his crib. I carried myself as well. I carried us both past the diagnosis, past the surgery, past weeks of doubt if I’ll be his Mother again, past the fear of tomorrow. This was major and I had no idea when I put his bottle in to warm I was on the verge of owning my life again. 

IT’S ALL IN YOUR MIND! BODY! AND SPIRIT!
I just read my last few chapters to Jim. He is an amazing ‘editor’ and a better husband. We laughed over the cherry kool-ade. “Hey I was there!” he said. I have to bring up seeing the medicine as cherry kool-ade because I see so many people that comment on how great I’m doing and how good I look. I agree. I am doing great but I have to definitely say, it doesn’t come without trying. I think I could begin to write a book on positive imagery…maybe I already have. For anyone going through something like this I have to say you constantly have to program your mind with mental images. Some of this might sound crazy or unpleasant but it has gotten me through to how I am this moment. Every time I sneeze, cough or burp I envision any traces of cancer, those tiny traces that might remain leaving my body. When I wash my hands, I spend an extra minute washing cancer away and down the drain. Every bath I take I use this wonderful milk bubble bath my sister gave me for Christmas. She never would have imagined this bottle of white blood cells I would come to rely upon. Every time I would slip into the tub, I would spread these thousand of tiny white foamy bubbles I envisioned as white blood cells coating my body. Mentally I see a factory production line pumping out white cell after white cell. Any opportunity I have to heal myself with my mind, I do just that. Dear friends of my sister gave me a tiny bottle of blessed oil. I religiously rub it on my chest, neck and arms nightly chanting, “I am healthy, I am wealthy, I am oh-so wise…healthy an…nd oh so wise!” Hey I might as well, ask and thee shall receive! I pray every night. I make a very concerted effort every night, usually holding hands with Jim and we each say a prayer. I am a firm believer in having a healthy mind, body and spirit to heal and over the course of my treatment hope to make others believers as well. “She will bring enlightenment to others and allow them to see the might of G-d.” Thanks Anna.






OLM……..
A really nice retreat I discovered on my cancer recovery journey is a yoga center in western Massachusetts. I won’t go on and on about all the services they offer, suffice it say it is a place to heal, cleanse and relax while you are surrounded by mostly young women wanting the same. I admit I have indulged quite a bit in all my holistic endeavors, almost waiting any day for Jim to say, “Ok that’s enough already!” He knows that would be like saying, “Ok, you’re well enough already” while just in my beginning phases of chemo.
I have wanted to treat my immediate family with some small favors for being everything to me during my recuperation. This treat was for my oldest sister Sandi. She is 19 years older than me and has continually sought to better herself mentally, spiritually and physically and I have always admired her for her dedication. I knew Yoga would be right up her alley!
My first vivid memory of being with Sandi was in my first house in Charlton, NY. I was just about 3 years old when she was married and had her first son, Robert. The upstairs girls’ bedroom was quiet and very dimly lit. I was there with my Mom on the bed while Sandi sat next to us gently breastfeeding Robert. I was most curious and feeling almost left out as they tried to explain the baby was drinking his milk. I too was a baby, why couldn’t I? Boy, in a split second a three year old learns family trees, who belongs to who and how it is all arranged. I liked my Mom so I wasn’t too hurt. I do remember feeling embarrassed. I also remembered thinking how much she must have loved him and wondered how come my Mom didn’t do that with me. My Mom back then I could tell was uncomfortable with the whole process, somehow I could sense that and ever since I grew up to realize it was such a foreign act to her. I was so blessed when I had Caden to share how wonderful and natural breastfeeding was and eventually she helped me every time, getting the right size couch pillows even to tuck under his suckling head. I think she came to appreciate how easy, healthy and wonderful it really was. Well, at least she wasn’t uncomfortable with it any more. As I sit here now realizing I will never ever experience that again with any other baby or my Mom, I am saddened but more grateful I had my chance. That time in our lives I would never change and I pray to God I remember exactly how it all happened, always.

Sandi was like a second mother to me, but then having Robert and then soon thereafter my niece Elizabeth and then very soon after divorcing her first husband, her life became entangled with her kids and surviving. My days were filled with riding Inch Worm down to the end of the driveway and back. Her life changed entirely when she met her new, younger husband to be James Robert Adkins. We call him ‘Rob’. Her son’s name was Robert James and I always thought that was a sign their relationship was just meant to be. Their small family of four moved to Florida just before she and Rob married. Although they distanced themselves from all of us, their almost annual visits and regular calls kept us close. 






“LUV YA!”

I believe Sandi was the very first person to say ‘I love you’ to me. My other siblings and Mom of course, said ‘I love you’ in a million ways of tickles, laughs and hugs, but Sandi I am sure was the first to come out and say it, so full of heart in her southern drawl at the end of our AT&T calls. I clearly remember being caught off guard, I don’t think I even said it back the first few times. Soon, I anticipated her saying it and tried to prepare myself to say it back. At times my mind would wander toward the end of the conversation and I would become nervous. Remember I was kind of a weird kid and painstakingly shy. Eventually I was able to anticipate the end of the call and was prepared to say “Love you too!” as though it were natural. I would at times beat her to it, feeling so proud. I just wanted her to know I really loved her and loved her for loving me too and wasn’t afraid to say it. I am sure it was Sandi who began us all saying ‘I Love You’ to each other and we haven’t stopped since. A Yoga Retreat at Kripalu, hardly seems appropriate. She loved her treat so much though, I think it was.







GIT- MO NOTHING!

When I was in 12th grade I had my heart set on going to college in Florida. My parents set me up perfectly at the Community College of Jacksonville, paid for my dormitory room at the University of North Florida, and with my sister and family nearby they didn’t worry. Just days after moving to college, my visits over to Sandi and Rob’s house after class soon turned into overnights and then I moved in altogether, happy to crash every night on their brown couch. They made me feel so wanted, despite having a daughter in junior high and a son in high school. Our days were spent watching M.A.S.H., drinking coffee, watching more M.A.S.H and drinking more coffee, with a tweedle-deedle-dee in between of Rob’s figer pickin’ guitar licks. I have to say our fine military does not torture. When one has to endure attempts of hearing someone trying to teach themselves the exact right way to fingerpick ‘Dallas Rag’ on an acoustic guitar, our military has nothing on him. During one of my daily morning torture sessions of ‘twa-dee-dle dee-dle dee dle twa deed’, “SHUT UP!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”  was all I could manage to scream back lying in bed, in retaliation. Those were most definitely some of the best days of my entire life. Perhaps that is how my warrior soul developed. All kidding aside, we became closer than ever. All kidding aside Rob is one of the best finger pickers you’ll ever have the privilege to hear…performing daily on You Tube. Rob was the very first person I saw after seeing my Angel and that too was perfectly designed. He sat in awe as I sobbed in sheer disbelief recounting every second that happened. I remembered thinking the whole entire time, “Thank God it’s Rob!” No one will ever quite know how that encounter felt, perhaps except for him. He in a large way too was visited simply by being the first to happen upon the scene. I am glad Rob was there for no one on Earth I would say would appreciate how it all happened as much. Again, I could write a whole book…
Sandi and Rob are the happiest couple I know and I know any happy couple would quickly agree. I lived with them for months and remember the good morning hugs, good by kisses and hand in hand walks they took daily, even in the rain. Just today they had a dinner date. I teased them Jim, Caden and I would circle the restaurant and happen to show up dining right next to them. Their alone time is cherished. They always have and continue to nourish their marriage, even twenty eight years later. They have been the best role models for a happy healthy relationship, as well as my spiritual guides. Maybe Kripalu wasn’t enough.
KODAK

It is moments like tonight that my mind is able to roam back to those places I have eternally stored on my hard drive. I call them my snap shot moments and when I think back to them I can almost hear the poof of an old time camera flash going off. It is a sensory observation that when something really significant happens, I hear the bulb explode and the vision of whatever it is I am seeing at that second becomes emblazed forever, I hope and pray, in my memory. I can’t imagine having a worse fate than Alzheimers Disease. It is these flash bulb moments that have carved me and that I can reflect back upon, especially during times like now. 

I want to recall so many poofs, but I have to say my absolute favorite was about four years ago the week my Dad lost his electric wheel chair privileges at his nursing home. I brought my Mom into visit him as I so faithfully tried to do every week. At this point her legs had already begun to fail her so she too was in a wheelchair. We sat for a few minutes in his room and I suggested going to the activities room. At first they were leery almost scared, at the thought of me having to push both their chairs, side by side, down the hallway. As I picked up momentum, they each grabbed a hold of each other’s chair and in a really awkward kind of three legged race we managed to get all the way there, laughing. I was their legs and they were my will. I had, I believe, been the one after Dad’s stoke to hold them arm and arm so the last twelve years they spent together made up for the unhappier times. 
I could not begin to write a whole book on my Dad. It was Father’s Day sometime few years after his stroke. I wrote a poem in his card, “A Stroke of Luck”. I went on to describe how before his stroke we rarely spoke, never took a walk together, he didn’t hear what I said and rarely saw what I did. After his ‘Stroke of Luck’ he was able to talk, walk, see and hear. We were each other’s best friend. He published the poem in the newsletter he put together for the nursing home and unfortunately I don’t think I have a copy. The unimaginable frustration he experienced daily just trying to do basic life functions with a paralyzed right side, I hope to never know. The grace, beauty and dignity he carried about himself though, I hope to live and breathe with every single obstacle I encounter. 
DUDE

A dear friend just asked me a couple of weeks ago, “Who inspired you to write?” (That is exactly why I love you Paul…who inspires me to think) Well, I instantly recalled another flash bulb moment this time in second grade when I realized what the formula was to constructing a perfect sentence and my S- (unsatisfactory) grades soon turned into E’s (excellent). That was the moment in school I learned I would be an A student. Again, I write to think so I now remember who inspired me to write. It was two people, my Dad and my other best friend and brother, Ben. Actually, I can’t say my Dad inspired me to write, but he certainly taught me. I had him proof read a paper in high school once. It was worse than southern guitar picking torture for him to weed through the first paragraph of my composition. It was the last paper I gave him to proof but his explanation of small paragraphs and concise wording was not lost on me, so I hope. The poem my brother Ben wrote the week my Dad passed away March 7th, 2007 (exactly two years ago yesterday) will show why he is probably my greatest inspiration to write and why I call Ben, “Word Man”.
This is what he wrote:
The Bernie Flop
 

I remember watching him transfer onto his bed.

"I can do it I can do it" he would insist, and then with all his might pivoting on his good hand he would catapult himself onto the bed. His body would eventually clumsily come to rest. I would tease him and call it "The Bernie Flop" I can remember thinking how awkward and clumsy it all looked but this was in fact, a feat that he had perfected. Just like an Olympic gymnast, this was his routine that he performed every night without an audience, no spotters, no cheers, no medals. Whenever I had to bring him home from an event, everyone would feel bad that I was missing out on the fun. Little did they know what a performance I was going to witness. "The Bernie Flop"  
  -Ben
My first recollection of Ben or should I say the first time I realized he was my bestest friend was during a game my Mom devised called “Let’s See Who the Baby Loves Most!” Ok, that wasn’t the name but it was the game. It was kind of a cruel game because she usually won and the baby knew people would feel such anguish knowing they weren’t the baby’s top pick. At least I did. Everyone would line up on their hands and knees and like a sick horse race put the baby at the other end of the room and begin wildly yelling “C’mon baby , come to me…come right here!” It was like watching Baby Plinko. We each went through that right of passage, I’m sure. I remember starting out always crawling to my Mom but as I was able to just walk, I ran to Ben. He was the most fun. It was probably the hardest for me on this Christmas Eve to go to him one more time, but this time it wasn’t with outstretched arms able to see him ‘win’. Crawling to him only to see a bit of fear and pain in his eyes, knowing soon after my diagnosis he would be Googling what I have, how bad it is, maybe survival rates. I don’t know. I just know from the day I ran to him so he could win ‘The Baby race’ I never ever wanted to see him lose, ever. He and I were bestest of friends, then, growing up, caretaking Dad exactly as he needed each of us and even now. He recently began a Conservative Coalition and I joined just to be with him, support him as he has always supported every single one of my own endeavors, and as he supports me now through treatment.
I mentioned my parent’s turbulent years fighting, days spent in the psyche ward for my Mother, having to dial 911 because the fights were so bad and having to explain to police officers why the Christmas tree and ornaments were dragged outside the house. If anyone asks me how my childhood was, my immediate reaction is, “Great!” Despite the times my parents fought like two warring teenagers, Ben kept me constantly amused whether it was lining rocks to skateboard around down the driveway with him, or perfecting the absolute best paper air plane we would race. Everything was a game. I lost more money playing poker to him, more Halloween candy over playing ‘football’ on the card table, and I suffered more mini-seizures over laughing so hard that I couldn’t breathe. The times with my parents were mere time outs in between my rounds with Ben. He made my childhood ‘Great!’  

TWEET
I awoke this morning with an excited energy running through my veins. No kind of medicine could kill the side effects of chemo quite like writing. It is a time I disconnect and let God happen through me. It is after nights of writing I wake with that surge of energy still streaming. I pondered what I had written about, about Sandi, Dad and Ben. My mind quickly drifted to my Mom and I wondered if she really hadn’t said “I love you” out loud to me when I was little. Actually, I think she said a lot of things like “I love my baby” when hugging me. After Sandi opened the door, as I grew I said it more and more to my Mom. The past couple of years we exchanged “I love you’s” at the end of each and every phone call, as well as every time we hugged goodbye. I felt panicked if I forgot. When she told me “I love You” each word was so full of heart they seemed to have multiple syllables. The last voice mail she left me was her teasing me, complaining I ran out without even saying goodbye. She was just kidding around with me and told me to “Never let it happen again! Please!” Her sense of humor was perfect. As I lay in bed this morning the poof went off again and I saw myself lying over her small crumpled body in her hospital room, like a bird fallen out of its nest for the last time. “I love you too” were the last words she said to me. Each word though soft and weak was still so full of love. Thank you Sandi, I just might have to build a Yoga Retreat center for you to live in.
NO JOKE

I just returned from my last A/C treatment the fourth, with only 12 weeks of a new chemo drug Taxol & 6 weeks of daily radiation to go (yeah!). This chapter I dedicate to Roy, Louise and their little one, Kirsten. I make a point to mention them by name because I am sure one day they will read these words and understand exactly why we met. It is yet again another divine intervention that will reveal itself. So many people experience encounters every day, but they want to fast forward to the end to see how it all plays out, ending up frustrated, scared and angry. Remember nothing is a coincidence. Patience is more than a virtue. 
Well, it is April Fools Day. I promise everything I will write today will not be a lie. It will be the brilliant truth. Trust me I could not make this stuff up. My Mother-in-law Pinky, yes Saint Margaret with the great fireplace, drove me to my chemo treatment. I was so excited, just buzzing with enthusiasm for the new website based organization I am starting. I named this journal ‘Floyd Warriors’ when all I had was the concept and some sketches on notebook paper I made while in the hospital the weekend of January 9th, 2009. I named this journal that knowing one day you could Google www.floydwarriors.com and up it would come, like tonight.
 My life since my diagnosis has been completely consumed by starting this organization and actually the only mental break I have had from it has been the few times I journaled. Writing opens a door that gives me a chance to breathe, observe, reminisce and understand. I decided tonight to break that rule. The website is almost done and ready to roll out and I managed to develop a line of greeting cards along with it. Today is April 7th, so I am pretty proud. I have the fun things to do now like business cards, pamphlets and connecting with those groups who will surely benefit from it, like Gilda’s Club, CRABB and NYOH. 
TWINKLE, TWINKLE LITTLE STAR

When I was born I knew I wanted to be an artist. I loved to draw and being the youngest of six I had an automatic channel to market my creations. The really colorful big pictures were of course a quarter, hey in 1974 that was a good wage! Patti and Sandi were the easiest targets, loving sisters and waitresses with extra cash, always. The entrepreneur in me was born. Well, in elementary school I wrote my first Haiku so I decided I wanted to be a writer. ‘Deer run all about. Drinking water from the stream. In the evening sun.’ Who remembers their first Haiku!?? Those who remember Baby Plinko, that’s who! Between elementary and middle school I sent countless index cards to Hallmark and American Greetings. I even sent some story ideas into magazines. Needless to say my aspirations of writing, drawing and making greeting cards was a long time coming. My hope of doing something big in my life, too, was a long time coming. 

Through the years I would write small affirmations on slips of paper. They ended up in a cigar box I keep on a shelf directly above my computer. This is also where my Inspirational Tiger Glen Tiger resides. One example of these slips is “a dream is something you can only let go the few hours you’re asleep”. Another was a Bazooka Joe comic fortune that read, “You Can Make it Happen”. It was years ago I saved this knowing I needed to one day “Make it Happen” the dream that tugged at my heart I only could realize after I was diagnosed. It just so happens my company motto is “We Can Do It!” and not because of Bazooka Joe. I spent a lifetime till then preparing. I gathered all the tools I needed along the way. When my surgeon confirmed I did indeed have a large cancerous tumor that needed to be removed right away and I asked, “but who will come in and put food on the table, clean my house and care for my baby” I knew I was able to make that happen. All the pieces began to make sense! I understood why the night out by the campfire last summer, looking up into the illuminated sky at my favorite blue star I exclaimed to my sister Becky, “I feel like I am a star. I am burning up and I feel like I have so much to do!” She shrugged it off but I somehow knew then, I needed to learn so much. Graphic design, Adobe Photoshop, website development, getting over my abhorrent fear of public speaking by chairing the Events Committee with the Saratoga Lake Association, and even starting my own business called ‘Granted Wishes’ so I could learn a little bit about starting a business, all for a bigger reason. Now it all makes sense and why at times I did three to four jobs at once. It was simply to prepare myself for the Mission in Life Olympics, that when I did become diagnosed all my energies went into “This is why!” and I could pull it off in basically 12 weeks. This has been the hardest part of my treatment and focusing on this mission made recovery so much more tolerable.
ROCKY MOUNTAIN HIGH (that’s for you Cheryl!)

I hope to spare many others from that dreaded thought of, “how will I be able to take care of my household while I recover?” Floydwarriors.com saves families from having to field calls and then make calls, which they seldom do, to get the help they so desperately need in the home while they undergo months of treatment. The crux of the website is an interactive day timer so families can post needs and loved ones can sign up for those needs, as well. It isn’t the ideal site I had in mind, but it functions for now. It didn’t cost thousands to make, just my ingenuity and a few hundred dollars. The proper version will happen in due time.
 Surgery is debilitating and immediate help is necessary and so appreciated. The next few months of chemotherapy is as, if not more debilitating and that is why families need floydwarriors.com. It is a lot like a tornado. Days later everyone sees the aftermath and they come running, giving shelter, food and clothing. A week later when boards are put up and the family is out of sight, they assume they are ok inside. That is not to say they are unwilling or wanting to help, in most cases they are. Life simply gets in the way and people get busy. Hopefully with the interactive day timer system I implemented into the site, loved ones will see week by week and they can get into the fold when the house is first hit. The success of the website and my greeting card line will happen as it needs to. The fact I brought my idea to fruition makes it in the end all I need.
Many things happened along the way that shaped floydwarriors.com into being. I will mention just a few here and the others can be read on the site. Around the beginning of February I stayed at Pinky’s house, that damn fireplace! For about three days straight two numbers kept coming to me, 11:11 and 7:47. I even told Pinky about the numbers and asked what they could mean to me. When I came home after my short respite I went onto the computer determined to know. I thought a 747 was an airplane so on a lark I typed in ‘Flight 1111 on a 747’. The very first blurb to come up was about a flight to Denver. I tucked that mental note away knowing Denver was a piece of my Mission’s pie. 
Just about two weeks ago I was exasperated. I spent since January searching for an interactive scheduling system. I even developed a line of greeting cards, hoping to parlay that money into financing the site. Jim passed by my office door. I was tucked in the day bed trying to fall asleep, sobbing. Forget about cancer, I had this life mission I was on. He was frustrated I wasn’t worried about getting well. To me they were one and the same. Although he desperately wanted to fix it all for me, paying a web developer $10-$15,000 thousand dollars was not going to happen. That night I had two encounters. An encounter differs from a dream because when you wake and even years later it is crystal clear. It often is the time you in your open dream state connect with passed loved ones. My Dad showed me into a small white room. There was a supercomputer in it. He assured me it had all I needed and left the small room. I found myself then flying over the snowcapped mountains of Colorado. I yelled at my companion who was flying next to me (Angel Anna?) for making me look down- I hate heights! I thought how is my body going to cope being in the Mile High City. The next morning I awoke with purpose. I sat up straight in the day bed and thought, “Day timer…a web based day timer system!” In all my searching I checked everything Googling ‘scheduler’ and ‘appointment maker’ but never ‘on line day timer!’ Within one minute MH Software came up. I signed up for the free trial. Before my eyes was my answer. I quickly called my computer/business connection and partner in invention crime, my brother Rick. Within a minute he was up and on the system and signed up to watch Caden! I could see his post and voila, my interactive calendar system was enabled! I don’t need to say the company is within 15 minutes to Denver, CO, but it is.
CANCER-TAINLY CHANGE THINGS!
That is a ton about my whole life’s missions, dreams, and wackiness that makes me, me. Back to the chapter I dedicated to Roy and his loving family. Well, driving with Pinky to my fourth chemo treatment I tried to explain to her the site is only for families with little ones. It is for Moms and Dads like my situation. “I know!” I exclaimed, “I’ll have people list in registration how many kids they have at home.” There, problem solved! After my three hour treatment I went to schedule my next appointment.  At the New Patient desk I saw Roy and Louise’s little one, Kirsten, standing behind her two parents with glassy eyes and a red rose, wiping it constantly. She tried to stand stoic though, behind Mom and Dad, who were both well into their 80's. They were no less scared, Dad just diagnosed with cancer. She was no less their daughter. She could not do it alone. As I sat waiting for my schedule, I grabbed a Kleenex. She was me taking care of my Mom and Dad. Perhaps that is why all along I was my parent’s keeper so when I saw Kirsten on this fateful day, I knew her.
When I overheard Kirsten say, 'Dad we'll look up what you should eat on the internet and what the side effects will be.' I was compelled to speak. ‘Make eye contact, make eye contact!” screamed through my conscience. When our eyes connected he said ‘You know? You know about this?!’ he asked so hopeful. I said many things, none of which their receptionist could interrupt, she never had cancer. I told them everything they needed was is already in their mind and heart to cope. ‘Keep little kids close, they are good for you.’ Although Kirsten couldn’t speak, she nodded vigorously. I felt like a medium channeling what it was God needed me to convey. I witnessed a wave of relief wash over them and Roy perked up. ‘Well you look like you have a lot of energy and you have quite a good attitude!’ he exclaimed. Kirsten couldn’t help from breaking. It was the first moment she let down her guard, someone else could carry Dad besides her. We talked about their two beloved dogs, I hope were Irish Wolfhounds. I remember they were huge dogs! We talked for a few minutes about Taxol he was scheduled to get and it would be a walk in the park. In fact, it was the next drug I was looking forward to getting. He and his wife had twinkles in their eyes. We exchanged handshakes and pats of courage. 'Well, I'm so glad I met you!' Roy said with a little twang of Jimmy Stewart in his voice. Perhaps maybe it wasn’t the sound of his voice but his words that rang out like “It’s a Wonderful Life!’ I confess at first I felt like a proud peacock, doing what it is God intends me to do, as I pray each night. Well, very soon I came to realize, he was there for ME! Nothing is a coincidence. The website is for everyone with cancer, for cancer knows no age. 
P.S.
'Stay off the internet!' I told Roy. The night of my pathology report I asked on cancer.org 'Who else had an 8 cm tumor out there?' And no one replied. Three days later I reluctantly went on to see any replies. Still no posts and my heart sank. I saw nothing close or to the effect of 'Me and I'm starting a community care links network and greeting card line!' I hope to be that reply now for someone tonight asking, ‘Who else out there had an 8 cm tumor’ knowing they too can now start their life’s mission, who cares about cancer!
The beautiful thing about a life mission is I believe people have several. My website and cards will be part of something else and that will then be part of something else. I do know I will be a teacher in some fashion. Caden is my first student, “So smart!” I always tell him. I am so glad to know I am not the one in charge. As I say every night, “Dear God, please shed your love and light upon me so I can do what it is you intend I do for so long as you allow me to do it’. Only God knows.
HAPPY EASTER


I am writing tonight as I am optimistic tomorrow (Easter Sunday) I will feel better than today, so tomorrow I will not have time to write. Today I am twice as good as yesterday and yesterday I was way better than the day before. My last treatment was April 1st and it took until today April 11th to feel pretty normal again. My forth treatment I made a point to get acupuncture two days prior and that saved me huge from feeling really queasy. I don’t think I took any kind of meds to counter the nausea. Just writing that makes me sick. This last A/C treatment affected me much more than any of my prior treatments, not so much physically, but mentally. Yes, I was flat on my back and feeling like a steam roller went right over me for about eight days straight. Each day though I managed to hobble about and do what I needed to do and I took many couch breaks, but I think I had a more of a mental breakdown. I attribute it to two things. The first and probably the trigger, was I knew this was my last A/C treatment. Next I will be switching over to Taxol, which comes with much more tolerable side effects, so I liken to a race where all you can do is run flat out with your eye on the finish line and not until you cross it can you double over and collapse. After I crossed my finish line, I broke. I knew this was it. This was going to be the hardest part and I did it! I celebrated briefly, I think bouncing out of the doctor’s office that day so Roy and the family could see how well I was! Then I doubled over with pains throughout my body, my heart constricted, my stomach flipping constantly. With my fists clenched and eyes winced I laid in bed, just listening for the phone to ring. I wanted my lifeline to call. ‘You did it, how do you feel, I can’t believe we’re past the forth treatment’ my entourage would cheer. That day I had no entourage. I had Jim, poor Jim. It was the one day I missed getting a phone call from my sister, Becky. It was the day I had the very harsh realization that all it took was for her not to call one day for me to realize how completely dependent upon her I was and that feeling was more debilitating than any chemotherapy treatment. I also realized all those people who tell you their horror stories of being doubled-over sick didn’t have a Becky. They didn’t have her there on the stairway the night the florescent light streamed into the living room where we three kids crouched on the stairway just in the shadows so not to be seen. My parents viciously fighting and tearing through the cupboards breaking our dishes, as brother Ben, Becky and I huddled together. I will always remember the stream of tears going down her face, as she watched fearful and disgusted. I remember as the glasses really began to fly, I thought we should do something, go in and stop them. I felt bad for the innocent bystanders needlessly being destroyed. I was just about three maybe. Becky was about 30. Ben has always been about the same age…what I’m still not sure. The moment I just had the thought of intervening, she shook her head and I think corralled us back up the stairs, away from the madness. Somehow she knew what to do. It would be years of her absorbing the conflict between my parents. So long as Becky was there though to climb between them when it got rough, I would be ok. We would all be ok. I know Becky is not ok to this day because of that. We are all ok. I could write a whole book on the Christmas Tree being dragged out the front door, wedding rings tossed out the back window, my Mom wanting to kill herself in the bathroom. It was not good, but so long as I could lock my door and take shelter in my bunker, I knew Becky was on the front lines so despite whatever happened, we would all be ok. A chapter, a novel or a lifetime could not begin to address how bad it probably was. I was not Becky. I had a great childhood and I am sorry she had to pay the price. So as one might imagine, after almost two months of chemotherapy, not getting one phone call over an eight hour stretch almost killed me because I worried maybe my hero took it for the last time on the front lines and was done taking it for me. How can I expect anything but that? 
I just read this last bit to Jim, as he is the best editor on Earth. If I can read my writing aloud and he ends up crying and only able to say, ‘Very Good’, I’m psyched. I was able to convey my words as clearly as I hoped. Leaving the room he asked rhetorically, “That was called Happy Easter?!” He has a great sense of humor.

It took me twenty-one pages to begin to open up a little as to how much a part of me, Becky is. There is a scene in my absolute favorite movie Wuthering Heights when Cathy turns and in a strange kind of horrified relief she exclaims, “I am Heathcliff”. I wish I could convey this better, but for anyone who has another person on Earth who their inside person is so much a part of truly understands. I knew this chapter was important and needed to be written, I just had to wait for the words to come in a way that is would to do it justice. Jim said ‘I never knew that Becky was such a big part of your recovery…throughout your whole life’. That was when I knew it certainly needed to be said and I hope in a very tiny way I was able to say it. 
Easter was one of my Mom’s favorite holidays. She made the quintessential Easter Basket perfected wrapped in beautiful colored cellophane with a huge bow for each of us. It would be midnight and in our dreamy midst we’d hear the tearing and twisting of her magical creations from the kitchen table. She also painted a florescent huge Easter basket on our front window every year- she was an amazing artist. She dressed all of us is incredible Sunday Easter outfits, though I don’t think we ever made it to Church? I found this a fitting day to pay tribute to Becky as she has been as wonderful and perfect to me as my Mom made our holidays to us. I waited a lifetime to have my son, Caden, a brilliant genius. I was so debilitated these past two weeks I could not manage to put together an Easter Basket for him. I waited a lifetime to put together my son’s real first Easter Basket. I know next year will make up for it and for now, Becky still has my back and I’ll be ok. Happy Easter, Mom. Happy Easter, Becky!
JUST SAY NO!

I mentioned some snapshot moments, forever emblazed in my memory. I will always remember these moments although there are thousands I am sure beneath the surface with Becky. I remember when my Mom finally broke out and was living in an abandoned gas station (I’m guessing, not really sure where she was). She was living with another homeless woman who took her in. All I remember from that time, I think I was in maybe 6th grade, was watching Becky drive me there. It took her getting her license to free my Mom. I was really proud of her rescuing  Mom and bringing me to her, as she was my Mother and best friend. So long as that night I could crawl up and snuggle in her blue fuzzy bathrobe and have a cup of tea with her I knew it was all ok. Becky made that happen for us. We knew we could survive anything. Another Becky to the Rescue was when I decided to finally leave my boyfriend of five years, Jay. I was living in an apartment house with a crack dealer on the 3rd floor, two heroine addicts on the 2nd floor, and my unemployed, overly stoned & usually drunk boyfriend Jay and myself on the first. They were all actually good guys, with just a few addictions in the way. Jay sat in the living room as he had the three months prior playing video games with his friends. We were all around 23 years old. Becky came in to help me move out, loading her car and mine. She watched as I unplugged MY floor lamp and Jay who was undistracted from the game until then cried out in the dark room, ‘You’re taking that too!’ It was the first time that his light bulb went on. Becky and I laughed. Thankfully since I left him he managed within months to go back to school and do what he needed to do to get his life going. Anyone suffering in a dysfunctional, enabling relationship should take comfort in knowing necessity IS the mother of invention, and they will survive without you.
I have to say just a few words about relationships. Jay and I were very much alike at that time in our lives, though thankfully for us I was able to work two jobs while going to college, and still party. We were both pretty much gluttonous creatures. When a couple is too much alike, although they get along great most of the time, there is absolutely no balance which usually sends them both off the deep end. Jay and I fell one too many times. I met (or should I say re-met) my Prince Jim just five months after leaving Jay, in November of 2003. Our story is yet to be told. In February of 2004 he treated me to the Bahamas and I told his co-worker Leslie he would be my husband one day. Little did I know it would take another eight years!! Anyhow, one more note about kids moving in together. When I told my parents when I was 19 that I wanted to move in with Jay, moving into Cohoes next to the ‘Ghetto Chopper’ was probably not the best place for me. I knew I did not want to marry Jay- ever. I just wanted to have fun. Not one person stood up and said, ‘Ya know, maybe that isn’t a good idea’. I know they all thought it. I know people say that I would have wanted to then that much more, but I can’ help but think if someone I really trusted and respected stood in my way, I maybe would not have moved in with him. I know God decided to move in the way, sparing me from an unwanted pregnancy, arrest, who knows what else. I always say, if a loved one is going to do something I think might be really harmful to them, I will speak up, because I always think to this day that one person would be the one I would always listen to because they had the foresight and courage to speak up and I learned my lesson to find out they were right. Parents always tell your kids what you think and advise them not to do something you’re against. Ensure them you will always be there for them, but don’t make everything easy thinking, ‘They’ll do it anyway!’ They just might surprise you.
Well, appropriately enough on Easter Day, I managed to hop all around splattering my thoughts onto the plastic black keys below. As I said in the beginning though, there are no chapters, as my days just write the pages.

(update April 13th, 2009)

I suggest you copy and paste this hyperlink and enjoy the music after you read!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PoaT6WXUV_M
OH IT’S WHAT YOU DO TO ME!

March 1st, 2004- “Driving to Nana’s after your basketball game, you asked, ‘Lisa, what was your life dream when you were young’ I answered I wanted to be an artist then an author and the older I got the less I knew. Your life dream…To be a basketball player! And you’re doing it- you said.” That was five years ago. Today you’re 13.
This was one of many conversations with my best friend, Becky’s son, Oliver. I feel guilty though. My husband should be my best friend. My Son should be my best friend. They are, in a whole different way. For me, a best friend is someone knowing your thoughts by a glance. Someone you don’t have to talk to in months and time stands still and everything remains perfectly unchanged. Every action is almost forgiven before it happens and a best friend never needs telling they are you’re best friend. To me, that is Oliver. If my diagnosis has shown me anything it has shown me I have a pretty huge web of support and loved ones. I have many really special bonds and you know who you are out there. To know I have Oliver as my best friend, well he must be pretty special. What 9 year old asks, ‘What was your life dream when you were young?’ I’ll tell you, Oliver, that’s who. I am glad Oliver can see his Aunt’s life dream coming true and it is happening during cancer. I hope this shows him that proverbial saying, ‘It isn’t what happens to you in life, it‘s how you react to it’. 

Having this special bond with Oliver over the years, I had made a point to capture these conversations, because he is the coolest kid I know. He came out into this world thinking. You could see it in his eyes. I could always see me in his eyes, too. Between having Caden, then caring for Mom and now myself my energies have been split. What were our weekly outings to play pool became monthly and now basically non-existent. I will get well and we will have many more racks- I taught him how I can proudly say. We will have many more camping trips and days singing in the car to songs. I’ll never forget driving up his driveway to drop him off after a pool date one night. ‘Hey There Delilia’ came on the radio as we neared to a stop. I turned off the engine and blasted it on 10. We sang together at the top of our lungs, ‘Oh it’s what you do to me…it’s what you do to me’ He knew every single word. I pretended. Our hearts swelled knowing we were each other’s best friend, without any words just a song to sing. He knew the radio was too loud and I wanted to be there longer with him, if only to sing. The song, it’s words really meaningless. Now his days are busy with 8th grade, friends, computers, text messaging and girls. I am busy with Caden, chemo and realizing my life dream, though we are still singing, together as one voice. That is a best friend. 
One image came to me the day I was diagnosed. I have since had another three added. My very first image was more efficacious than any cure-all in a bottle to beat cancer. I saw myself dancing cheek to cheek, looking the same way out onto a dark dance floor with Oliver. It is his wedding night. I see it so crystal clear! Maybe it will be “Hey There Delila!! ’Doctor’s can do many miraculous things, my surgeon is a Saint after all! Doctor’s cannot give you those lifesaving images that are burned into your psyche that make you live to see the day. Doctor’s don’t give you Oliver. I pray anyone battling an illness have the fortune of having someone in their life that makes them believe very deep down in the pit of their soul, they know they will live, for they have that memory to realize. 
LET’S GO FLY A KITE!

A lot of motivational speakers talk of envisioning what you want to accomplish, see yourself doing it, in order to achieve it. I think the picture is already there, you’re not creating it. You have a glimpse into the future like a fortune teller. You are connected by a string to the universe and its energies you are tied to. God is intrinsically the Universe, and thus you are intrinsically the Holy Spirit, all that is permeates within this realm beyond. Energy cannot be created or destroyed. I think there is a tiny window, though, when God allows you to see for a brief moment this place, an image, a memory to be had, that lies ahead. This glimpse is into that realm I believe my Mom’s spirit exists where past, present and future are all one. Most times we sense our place in this future spot as a feeling not an actual image. God doesn’t make it so easy for us, we’re here to learn something after all, duh! It is this that causes a lot of angst, unease and worry when our life isn’t quite going in the direction it should. You feel the pulling, ignore it and perhaps run the other way, causing a lot of flapping, twisting and even snapping of the string. This feeling of interruption or disconnect forces us to align ourselves with this purpose. Aligning takes a lot, sometimes treatment centers, jail, or breaking up with people like Jay. When people refuse to align themselves they end up very crooked and sick. The lessons to be learned, energies not conducted, will manifest again just not in this physical plane, in this lifetime, for some. When we need more than a feeling for our existence, God lets us see a little glimpse, this filmstrip in our mind of our tomorrow, of us being there and doing what it is his will intends. Luckily for me this scene after being diagnosed was dancing with Oliver on his wedding day. I hope above everything else he will know it was this image I saw, not my choosing but God’s, to tell me here’s the scene I know you need to receive. Wow. Don’t get me wrong, I LOVE Caden and need to dance with him too on his day. God just presented me with the clip I needed at this moment and Caden will grow to realize and understand why it was Oliver, and he will thank him for saving his Mom’s life. At first journaling I worried I would or could hurt some feelings along the way. I know anyone who knows me, knows where my relationships lie. They all especially know where Oliver is, right in my heart, ‘Always and Forever thank you for being my best friend, Ol’ L.

CONAIR

Well, it’s a breezy April 17th day and my sister-in-law Jeanette drove down from Plattsburg this afternoon and stopped by to pick up Caden from me after his nap. They left around 2pm giving me a nice quiet afternoon to rest- WHICH I DID! I napped on the couch in our sunny living room, the second best place to be other than Pinky’s fireplace.
Jeanette married my oldest brother Rick- who I yet to pay tribute to. Rick saved my life physically three times from choking to death, besides the many other times mentally and emotionally, so I’m not sure just a mention in a Journal will do him justice! Jeanette has been in our family longer than anyone else married in, with Rick since 1978. I’m truly guessing that year because that is the number I envision on the back of one of his wedding day photos, my Mom had written in black magic marker. Just remembering the slant of her ever too perfectly written numerals brings her right back to me. The mind is amazing. I’m so glad I had a great Mom; imagine what thoughts I might have.

During those turbulent times that were too much for Becky to handle, and ‘Let’s call Ricky!’ was all our salvation, Jeanettte was as much of our fix as he, in a quiet, maternal way. They lived in a double wide trailer at that time, that was very nicely done but the love they filled it with, between the two of them, truly made it home. The middle of the night ‘going to Rick’s’ sleepovers gave me a moment of peace so I could sleep a few hours and go to school to be a normal kid again.
 My snapshot moment with Jeanette, I’ll never forget. I stood in front of her bathroom mirror, as she brushed my thick, wet hair for school. Just brushing my hair was nice. My Mom loved me, the Tom Boy me wearing Toughskin jeans, Jox sneakers and never fussed over grooming. Jeanette asked as she brushed, ‘Wouldn’t you like a little curl in your hair?’ I was 12 years old. “Curl?” Hmmm…I never thought of that, but it would be nice to see if I could ‘feel pretty’. I never felt ‘pretty’; cool, smart, hip, athletic maybe, but never pretty. Becky was the ‘Pretty One’. Maybe Jeanette thinks I am pretty. “Sure!” I happily agreed. She took the time to put a few long curls in my hair, which undoubtedly fell out within hours. She had no idea what she ironed in that didn’t fall out was the belief I could be pretty. When you come from a chaotic home and you are twelve, it is extremely important you feel good about yourself. The dangerous teenage years that lie ahead waiting to prey on young girls with low self esteem; I can say for sure as much as Rick, Jeanette played a huge role in saving my life. I can confidently walk into Stewart’s today, bald as ever, and still feel pretty. Thank you, Jeanette. No curls needed.
MACK THE KNIFE

I can’t write another word without a mention of the Greatest American I know, my oldest Brother Rick. My very first impression of Rick and how great he is was actually perceived through my Mother’s eyes. It was her reaction to him as he paid a surprise motor cycle trip home for Christmas (1973 I’m guessing), from being out west in Arizona that molded what I thought of my ‘Brothern’ I affectionately nicknamed him. I heard commotion in the living room- all us five kids, teenagers down to me about three years old scurrying to the door. “Ric-keey!” she squealed. I knew there was no one cooler than my brother Rick, simply from her reaction. In my memory I remembered a good guy, Ricky fourteen years old when I was born, who held me, made me laugh, would sing, and throw me in the air higher than anyone! Yes, I remembered Ricky, but when I heard the screen door slam and he walked in, I thought he was God. People took turns, of course after Mom, to welcome him home. I wanted in the mix. He lifted me up and I will never forget his Dr. Doolittle hands lifting me, the softness of his gentle spirit, his long black wispy hair on the nape of his neck and that was the first time I ever smelled leather. His black leather coat. He was the coolest person in the family. He was my personal savior at least three times before I was four. Each time Rick saved me from choking to death. I mean to death. I think I have an unnatural fear of Caden choking for this reason. For me, once it was on a pretzel he had to reach down my throat to pull out. He remembers pulling the bloody nub out of my throat as much today as when it happened. The other times were a coin and something else I jammed down my throat. I remembered once he grabbed me so fast by my heels and swung me upside down, in one fell swoop- I thought he was playing. As he smacked my back and something popped out, did I realize he saved me from something terrible and he would always be my Savior. Rick was the family’s Savior as well. A mechanical genius, he was usually called out on the coldest nights that our family station wagon would die. I could clearly remember as we all huddled inside the dead car, peering nervously outside the small part of the windshield not frosted over. My Dad would hover under the hood, doing who knows what until he would finally concede after many high pitched expletives “Let’s call Ricky” he would say climbing in. We would all breathe a sigh of relief. Ricky always fixed things. The nights too much for Becky with Mom and Dad fighting she would concede “Let’s call Ricky!” Over the years my relationship stayed strong, but he relocated up to Plattsburg sometime while I was in Junior High so the distance kept us from seeing each other, but the same way I always felt love for my doctor for saving me, I’ve always harbored for Rick. I’ll never forget our trip to see Glen Beck in one of his ‘Support the Troops’ rallies back during the beginning of the War on Terror. We had the best day ever. My feet so hurt from the miles and miles I walked in my black high heels. His memory never forgot his crazy sister in pain, walking those miles in black leather high heels just to look good, steadfastly holding my Red, White and Blue sign above my head with both arms outstretched; belly button shining through; so ‘Proud To be an American’. The day after I dropped the Cancer Bomb at Christmas, part of my family went for our ‘Traditional’ lunch at the Cottage in Lake Placid. While we were waiting by the bar for a table, Rick moved to stand next to me. This ever so quiet gesture screamed out how gentle and caring his spirit was and it knocked me over. I for a split second looked at my wounded family; everything fell silent in my head. I fast forwarded to next year when “Pop!” I’m out of the Christmas lunch picture. I turned away from everyone so they couldn’t see me and began sobbing. My Heathcliff Becky felt me crying, we are one. She grabbed me, hugged me, totally on cue. She has never and will never let go, this I know. I foresee next Christmas buying a Bloody Mary for everyone, everyone in the Cottage next year because I saw the possibility of Christmas future then and I see it now! 
I DO- TOO!

Baby Plinko Ben called tonight. For a whole week he and his wife Jennifer, who I yet to mention, but can’t end my Chapter without mentioning called to say “Hi” from my favorite casino in Vegas, Planet Hollywood! As I came to rely on God for my spiritual needs, I came to rely on my family, friends and doctors, Reiki Masters and acupuncturists for my mental and physical needs. The hours of my most sick times were those times God warned I would need to feel the illness as others have, so I could speak to them. Those moments I laid on the couch my bones just hurting, my nerves jumping out of my skin at four in the morning suffering insomnia because if I let my guard down, I may be attacked again! Well, it was within these few weeks I couldn’t some days take my head off the couch pillow and my eyes swirled in dizzy sickness, to see my Angel of Mercy, my sister-in-law (I call my Sister) Jennifer come in and not do anything but ask how and when. She knew my needs without telling her and quickly, amazingly quickly learned exactly how I fed Caden so she could step right in and do it for me. I was filled with relief as I lay motionless on my living room couch to hear her upstairs say,” Which arm?” letting Caden dress himself as she guided his limbs into his sleeves, to help him ‘do it himself’. I could rest! I could just sit back and she would be me. Thankfully those weeks I pray, I really pray have passed. I need to be Mom but for those few days when it mattered so most, she wore Mom’s halo for me and did what I needed to have done most, not let a moment pass I felt I was cheated of being Mom. Those days she helped not only Caden’s little body get dressed and be carried, but she was letting mine get dressed and be carried as well. She fed him and she fed me; neither of us asked. I got to go to sleep and get off night watch for a few hours. What that did for me then mentally and physically I could never repay. I hope to and will. When my brother said ‘I do’ I had no idea what that meant. I do now. They called tonight to see how I was, and to confirm that it was ok they were able to go on vacation, that I was still ok. At the end of the call, for one of the first times, with Sandi’s help, Ben so easily and happily said, “We love you!” Cancer, what a small price to pay for all this. 

TALKIN’ BOUT… MY GIRL

I had so many unbelievable experiences during the past few months.  I did die when I was diagnosed in Winter. I in many ways died in Winter. I am not the same person I once was. Some people I know are still grieving from this loss of the ‘me’ I was. I hope one day they will see that old me is still here just healed in the ways I needed to be. A huge part of my healing walk was being treated mentally, physically and spiritually by Reiki practitioners. I had an incredible session with Jim’s co-worker’s wife- a Reiki Master the day before my double mastectomy during which I saw a Phoenix Rising. I explained to Jim on my ride home, with my closed eyes I envisioned a grand bird with outstretched wings and a turned head to reveal a black hooked beak. I could also feel the heat of orange fire repeatedly that session. He almost drove off the road. When we came home I looked up on the internet the Myth of the Phoenix Rising. Out of ashes of my death, I would arise anew. I was initially introduced to Reiki first though, when on a complete, or so I thought whim, I cut out an ad from Moneysaver offering a free Reiki session.  It was December 7th a mere 2 weeks before my diagnosis. I went and enjoyed the session with who I now lovingly refer to as ‘My Girl’ Gina! Gina Clemente Reike Master in Saratoga Springs. working out of Phoenix Rising Acupuncture. Again, not a coincidence. My replying and our meeting was not a coincidence! I have seen her consistently throughout my treatment and just a couple of experiences I would like to relay I had with Gina, I hope will appear in her book ‘The Reiki Room’ she plans to write one day. 

Prior to Gina coming into the treatment room she allows me to relax and settle. This particular day I asked aloud, “Mom, please let me know you’re here with me.” It was more of a game; I knew she was always with me. Toward the end of the session my eyes were closed but I felt Gina moving from down by the end of the bed around towards the top where I was laying to place her hands on my head. Although I felt her move I felt two hands definitely place themselves upon my feet. The end of the mattress went down a bit and for a few seconds I felt my Mom’s loving hands channeling comfort to my toes. She had that way. It was the exact same feel I felt as a little kid when she laid her palm on my forehead to feel for a fever. My test worked! She was always game. The next session I said before Gina came in, ‘Ok Mom, this time let Gina know you are here’. Just like clockwork, near the end of the session I could feel as Gina moved away from my feet, my feet began to burn! They were ablaze with energy! I felt like I walked on hot coals. When we discussed our session, Gina couldn’t wait to tell me about the amazing energy she felt coming out my feet. She then went onto describe “It was unlike anything I think I ever experienced. I felt as though I had one hundred tiny Angel hands were sweeping down your body towards your feet. I could see them” she said exasperatedly. As she mimicked these heavenly helpers, the tiny abrupt motions of her fingers, were my Mom’s. My Mom really didn’t understand Reiki but a few times she let me do what I thought was Reiki on her and I swept my hands evenly and slowly across her. She always had to be a little more girly, more perfect, like a little ballerina dancer so poised and beautiful; just like the tiny sweeping healing Angel fingers she gave Gina that day. My last session was still yet more amazing. I didn’t pull any punches this time, I called in everyone, God, Jesus, My Mom and Dad and Guardian Angel Anna. All before Gina walked in the room I prayed this very quietly aloud. Towards the end of our session, I squinted my eyes open a second. I saw Gina above my right shoulder. I thought “I’m so glad she’s Catholic!” I don’t know what religion Gina is!! I just for a brief moment felt she had the aura of Mother Mary with the halo around her head and I had that thought of her being Catholic. During our pow wow afterwards she said, almost fearing I might doubt her, but she said this session she was absolutely positive Mother Mary was with us. I don’t think either Gina or I were or are very religious, just in these quiet moments of healing God is coming though her, through me, to both of us. I can’t wait for my next session. I would recommend Reiki, (ha ha).

MRS. HARRIS- THANKS FOR THE RIDE!

Before I was diagnosed I thought there might be a God. I though believed in Evolution and Jim and I actually grappled with having a baby because he did not want me to instill my belief system in his child. “You don’t get this from two rocks smashing together in outer space…” he would insist. I would roll my eyes as soon as he would start his rant. Well, seeing the Angel thankfully showed me right with my own two eyes in broad daylight, yes there was a God. God knew how far away I was and it would take a good looking Angel in beautiful white classy clothes, to not only see but to hear! I had a few spiritual encounters that significantly impacted my psyche that occurred before my diagnosis. Those happenings had prompted me to investigate an organized religion, that I so tried to avoid my whole adult  life. Just to recap two of those experiences and what I attribute to me finding God and now knowing Jesus walks beside me, and why I believe I was able to do what I have done and will continue to do. 

When I was very small, about 8 yrs old I had a dear best friend, Laurie Harris. Her parents Janet and Don were my parents whenever I visited their house and no matter how old I became while I was friends with Laurie, her Mom insisted on walking me halfway home, until she could see I reached my driveway. She insisted on reading good night books to me. She insisted on all her seven children and husband to sit at 6:00 for dinner and talk after the meal. She didn’t insist on bringing me to Church, but I was curiously eager to go. My parents spoke of God, but only surrounded by expletives when they were frustrated or angry. I went to church with Mrs. Harris and Laurie. I clearly recalled going and learning the Ten Commandments. I prided myself on memorizing them all. I would sit in the bathroom and talk to Jesus and God. When I was at the playground, my heart would swell as I smiled looking up to the clouds. I would pump my legs harder and harder reaching up to the sky with outstretched arms. “Jesus, I’m going to hug you” I would let stream throughout my body. “I Love You!”. I knew I was not alone. I knew Mrs. Harris was with me and was really great for bringing me to Church. I couldn’t understand why Laurie didn’t love to go like I seemed to. I hope to talk to her one day again. At my Dad’s funeral I had the fortune of having Don and Janet show up. They were much whiter with slower steps. I couldn’t say enough to Mrs. Harris about the way she raised me. I was about 4 months pregnant at the time and I told her over and over how grateful I was she showed me all the things a Mom should do. I promised her I would do them for Caden. I said I would bring him to Church, but at that time I was very disconnected. I said he would, go, but as I write tonight I can confidently say we happily go together.
IS THERE A LISA HERE?
The day I stopped talking to Jesus was the day my parents decided to send me to Hebrew School. I was about 11 years old and as quickly as I absorbed myself in the Church, I did the same at Hebrew School. I did so well, I skipped the first year to catch up to my classmates. I had an instant family there. A big family. I realized it didn’t matter what religion, religion gives you a comfort outside your home with people who care about you just because you belong. As I grew up I became jaded that that belief system rang true, it didn’t matter who you were or what you thought, so long as you checked your mind at the door, others inside would indoctrinate you into their system. Well, I am still Jewish, I cannot deny my heritage. I am proud to be a survivor of that incredible lineage. I know it saddens the Jewish community perhaps that I am Jewish, yet I don’t practice the faith and its customs. My spiritual path has just begun and I know not where it winds.  A few weeks before I was diagnosed, four days before my Mom passed away, I saw a glowing white cross on the side of the road. That cross for those four days as I drove home at night from the hospital shined as if it were calling me. My cynical self of course immediately transformed this ‘sign’ back into the street construction sign it was and the white reflection tape I was seeing, each of those nights my Mom laid in her hospital nest. I would feel the same warmth in my heart though each night for a brief moment and was comforted knowing it just might be Jesus telling me he’s with us. I drove past it though each time changing my thoughts back to “There is no Jesus! Damn reflection tape and you see Jesus! C’mon!”. The day after I lost my Mom the sign came down. I couldn’t deny that sign was up for me. A few weeks later I closed Caden’s door and was overwhelmed to make the sign of the cross over my chest in front of his door I did! I thought I was losing it. The only people I could tell these strange happenings were Rob and Luv Ya Sandi. As Rob completely absorbed the Angel encounter and knew it was God’s message, he would be able to help me figure out what all this meant. A few days later I had a dream. It was Halloween night, exactly 2 weeks after losing Mom. It was an encounter. I drove to a gas station off exit 16 of I-87. I asked the attendant, “Where is Mary Knoll???” I drove and drove asking another station, “where is Mary Knoll???”. I soon pulled up to a place in the country that yes sat up on a knoll. There was along winding drive going up to the top to the right of the place. It was a large missionary style building with many arches made of stucco. A guide showed me around as I saw many people enjoying the large grassy area, swimming in a big, blue pool. The guide explained the retirement community was for cancer patients and it had a treatment facility on site and it was also a retirement home. My dream took a weird turn, and turned into a classic Lisa dream, where I went inside and saw a large table of Top Chefs preparing to eat a dinner. Chef Colicchio jumped up when a waiter complained of a baby in a van alone outside. Chef chewed me out for leaving Caden in the hot car…but hey, it was a dream and I met Chef Colicchio. I was thrilled to have him ball me out. I deserved it. He was secretly amused how enamored I was with him. Ok…my dreams are good. Well, needless to say I awoke and asked Sandi immediately, “What the heck is Mary Knoll!!”. She explained she knew of a Mary Knoll in Cleveland our Grandmother visited. It was a park. Becky later that day soon reminded me a few days prior she and I opened several cards and a card form the ‘Brothers of Mary Knoll’ were amongst them. I shrugged the dream off as my buried subconscious from  seeing that Prayer card. That was about seven weeks before I would learn I had cancer. I looked up Mary Knoll on the computer just for fun, and could not believe the image, the only picture I found of a Mary Knoll convent that was converted into a retirement home. My spiritual path with God and Jesus swinging with me began a long time ago, and as I explained to Saint Margaret, the size of my tumor to me simply represented my lack of faith. I have just started this relationship with God but as I mentioned in the beginning of my Journey, my path with organized religion was just beginning. I just know I did not seek God out, he found me and it was a perfect time just after losing my Mom and having to face Stage 3 Cancer weeks later.
The Perfect 5 Star Flake is Not Evolution!
I dedicate this title to my Mom and her very first real date with Ray Carley. The snow was perfectly falling; little white amazing crystal stars drifting down upon my windshield as I drove her home from the Racino back in February of 2008. She recalled a story that made me feel like I was riding in the back seat of Ray’s car. ‘Let it Snow’ just debuted on the radio, it was 1946, her very first real date driving with a boyfriend in his car and she was 19 years old! It was snowing exactly the same way and I was amazed she recalled this sixty plus years later, and not an hour seemed to pass. Her memory was as crystal clear as the snow that night. My memory of her telling me, crystal clear as well.
I hated the fact I was given this disease. Back when I was diagnosed I thought, “I don’t want to be the Poster Child for Breast Cancer!” I don’t want this disease and I DON’T WANT this mission! I didn’t pick it, but it picked me. In the process I didn’t find God, He found me. In fact I believe he knew I was there swinging with my outstretched arms long ago wanting to embrace Him then and he never let me go. To all who have been diagnosed, I hope you can read my words and believe in your heart that we are the chosen. When does this Journal end? When will I be able to write “The End” and put the pen down? Hopefully not for another fifty years, but I did want to share this chapter of my life sooner with others. This first season, my first 38 years of not believing in anything beyond, to seeing my Angel and realizing yes there is another dimension where Angels operate as Gods messengers and they come to us specifically at determined times, exactly when we need them to. This first season of being diagnosed and operated on and while laying in my hospital bed being overwhelmed of a mission and sketching out on notebook paper The Hammers and each page of Floydwarriors.com’s content.  Spending the past couple of months of treatment absorbed in this mission has helped me heal and now feeling like God is commissioning me to do more, much more, this is but the beginning. As the passage I was compelled to photocopy from the salon on my Birthday said, “Anna lives true to her middle name, Zimra, ‘She will bring enlightenment to others and let them see the might of G-d”. I had no clue that mid winter afternoon , when all I had to worry about was the shade of polish for my toes, how within a week I would be put on a path that that message intended for me alone, would come to apply. I have a glimpse by my healing and the many encounters and messages I have been given that it may be my mission, if nothing else but to impart to others there is something bigger, greater than us paving our way. I know everyone’s individual ways to connect differ; for some it is in the form and rituals of Judaism, others Hinduism, or for many Christianity. For Karen, a woman I met this weekend at a cancer survivors’ retreat, it came in the form of her horse staying alive until she neared the end of treatment and the horse’s passing was her message from Spirit, some call God, that she no longer needed the care of the horse, she would be fine and was on her own. Organized religion confined within structured walls for her came in the middle of a pasture. It doesn’t matter how we get there, all that matters is that we arrive. If we all travel knowing there is a current we are a living part of, none will question our vehicles. I know for me personally in these most physical days of great need, to visualize a figure with amazing kind eyes, gentle soul and incredible healing hands touching me, I was more effectively healed, quicker than left to my own devices. Knowing how to open up one self to the messages they are presented with, to accept them and allow them to flow through, when they happen that matters most. It is ideal when this happens during the course of one’s physical lifetime on Earth. For many I believe this message comes very soon before their physical death or at the moment of. For others it is when they pass that very thin screen between this world and the spiritual world when they realize the Greater Good, most call God lives. I believe we are all little missionaries of God, daily performing his acts of kindness to show his love lives and comes through each and every one of us by our special gifts and unique ways. When we so freely let this happen, others notice. I have been especially cognizant of this because of the number of people who come up to me now and say, “Can I hug you? Can I just touch you? You are so cute?” I’d like to think it’s my charm, amazing personality and bald head drawing them in. I know it isn’t. I just let God’s energy flow through without blocking the flow with my ego. Like you Dominick the gym teacher, who I spoke to at the retreat; a volunteer at Double H who was compelled to sit next to me and talk a while. We could have talked for days. He was on the fence about God, but said more than once how he noticed I was beautiful and wanted to let me know others were saying the same thing. I smiled wide and said, “It’s not me you’re seeing, it is the light of God”. Know there is a God, otherwise you wouldn’t notice. All this as I write sounds very self aggrandizing. For what I am trying to say and for you who ‘get it’, know it is anything but. God though, is very grand. Others of you believe, it’s not some higher power called God, it’s just me. That to me is more unbelievable. We all have our own paths. Believe what you need.






HOW

My life is propelling forward now at exponential speed. This season is coming to a close but oh, there is much, much more to say, that will be my next Chapter’s Journey. I had a very enlightening talk with my other half Heathcliff Becky April 28, 2009. It was partly that talk, my first real sale yesterday of my Floydwarriors.com Greeting Cards and Specialty Products to a gift shop and an e-mail from a friend today that confirmed it for me. I know the time is right to bring this Chapter to an end. My next Chapter I am dreadfully behind on starting is WOW, full of my new life budding soon out of chemo come June! My Spring started with a bang getting my Cancer Care Cards into 4 respectable locations in the Capital District, I saw the Dali Lama (for FREE!) on a last minute whim, I made my way into the National Stationary Show (again for FREE $150 savings!), I found out of 3700 vendors at the show the one man I drove 4 hours to meet, I debuted in two local newspapers in the past week and now I have three official Floyd Warriors signed up and their friends and family have access to the web calendar I envisioned the nights lying in St. Peters Hospital, and just yesterday I sent my card line to a National Stationary Sales rep who personally is battling cancer and enduring chemo for a 3rd time. She may be my link to launching floydwarriors.com Cancer Care Cards nationally! I was also just invited to Washington DC as part of a lobbyist group, The Patient Advocate Foundation for the end of June to have breakfast with the House of Representatives and lunch at the Capitol with the Senators! Not a bad 3 weeks. Much more to come! Stay Tuned…my Spring has sprung fast.
The best e-mail my Dad ever sent me was an Indian story about a Chief and his four sons. It affected me so deeply, yet at the time I couldn’t really explain why. Now I know that e-mail, that lesson is the framework upon which I will construct my story, and it will enable me to close this chapter of the season I am exiting and help me open the pages to my next season. My Dad sent probably 4-5 emails a day to his Friend’s List , the years he was in nursing homes. When he passed away I took over his e-mail account checking messages and periodically typing out ‘E-Mails from Bernie’ just to keep his spirit alive in others. I did that until the year Anniversary of his passing. He is completely with me now, and I think probably a little less overwhelmed with all my ideas now he physically doesn’t have to hear me spout them all, absorbing what I was saying, shaking his head telling me to focus. He is appearing to me in dream encounters, guiding me, and at the end of the day all I hear is “Good Lee”. 

It is all together perfect that my biggest fan, my Dad, would send me an e-mail and it was the only e-mail I saved from him, that would provide me the framework to bring this chapter of My Journey to an end. Those I referenced in this season might fear they would be categorized, labeled, perhaps only known by the few words from just that one season in my life. The roles they played to me, to others, perhaps were not the roles they chose. I know this is the perfect time to close My Winter so people like my ‘Heathcliff’ Becky will not be limited to that. She, I and many others have many days and seasons in my chapters to come. As her own Savior and husband Mike, builds their dream home on their dream property, I know their Spring is upon them too as well. Thank you Mike for the night in the garage last week…all our own family’s Partridge Family Boys jammed, Jim on bass,  Oliver oh so naturally on drums, and Mike most naturally on keyboards. I was able to just dance. Be me and dance that hippy dead head girl born 20 years too late. I just danced. Rob soon wove into my web and we slow danced together loving ever minute of it. I joked I felt like I was back in Junior High. OK, Rob is a little short on height but he makes it up in character, love and spirit ten times over. I was on my tippy toes I think! Well, I know how I feel when I write, when I simply channel Gods words onto these blank pages. I know how it looks though, how it looks when God channels by watching Mike on the keys. He is just letting God happen through his soul and what a great thing to not only watch, but to be part of. He shares that piece of magic that happens with anyone taking part.  Mike is like that in so many ways. Every week their door wide open letting us bring in Caden, like we will again tomorrow night. Not for a second have I ever heard Mike say a word. He having his own two kids, bills, worries, my sister, never ever made Jim or I feel like we were imposing. He seemed to truly enjoy watching Rob and I dance, as I hope he in some way enjoys watching my family ‘dance’ as he ends up the caregiver for us all in so many ways. I don’t think I could ever adequately thank him, but I know he will get his one day. I hope soon, he deserves it so.
In my life before cancer I thought there may not be a God, when we die we die- that’s it! I emerged after 38 years after having a huge tumor removed to realize there is a God and He will show his power by my healing. I have been able to take this time after surgery to rest, reflect and see the soil my soul was planted in, the foundation I call family and friends, enabled the roots of ‘me’ to take hold and grow. I pray this change of season in me shows every person coping with whatever trouble they have tonight that it too just might be their beginning. I know my treatments will soon end and I will be able to grow my healthy new body, stronger than before. I can’t wait for this time to watch everything flourish, my spirituality, my loving relationship with my husband, my beloved son Caden, my family, my business, my life! I will be able to revel in the sunshine and splash in the water! I will one day, hopefully many, many years away, experience yet another season of my life. Watching the leaves of my children around me, my memories painted vibrant hues of gold and like my Mom’s when she lived the last years of her life, enjoying everything more than ever. The final season when we move on to the next realm, all seasons are one and everything is perfect.

The Indian Story- author unknown
There was an Indian Chief who had four sons. He wanted his sons to learn not to judge things too quickly. So he sent them each on a quest, in turn, to go and look at a pear tree that was a great distance away.
The first son went in the winter, the second in the spring, the third in
summer, and the youngest son in the fall.

When they had all gone and come back, he called them together to describe what they had seen. 

The first son said that the tree was ugly, bent, and twisted.
The second son said no it was covered with green buds and full of promise. The third son disagreed; he said it was laden with blossoms that smelled so sweet and looked so beautiful, it was the most graceful thing he had ever seen. The last son disagreed with all of them; he said it was ripe and drooping with fruit, full of life and fulfillment. 

The man then explained to his sons that they were all right, because they
had each seen but only one season in the tree’s life.
 

He told them that you cannot judge a tree, or a person, by only one season, and that the essence of who they are and the pleasure, joy, and love that come from that life can only be measured at the end, when all the seasons are up.
 

If you give up when it’s winter, you will miss the promise of your spring, the beauty of your summer, fulfillment of your fall.
 

 

 Moral:
Don’t let the pain of one season destroy the joy of all the rest.
Don’t judge life by one difficult season.
Persevere through the difficult patches and better times will come when it is their time.
Live Simply.
Love Generously.
Care Deeply.
Speak Kindly.
Leave the Rest to God.
Happiness keeps You Sweet,
Trials keep You Strong,
Sorrows keep You Human,
Failures keep You Humble,
Success keeps You Glowing,
Each of God’s Seasons prepares you for the next.
YIN
Much has happened since I last wrote. So many blessings bestowed upon me. I’ve had some amazing experiences and know more are around the corner. Today though, I have the luxury to reflect, and yes, worry. When you roll back down into the foxhole and feel relatively safe for few moments and let your guard down, I think that is when you surrender, at least to yourself. I’ve heard many people say, “You’re amazing!” and have heard others think, “You’re just in denial”. I’m sure I may be a little of both or somewhere there in the middle. All my optimism does not come without a price. Without a Yin there would be no Yang. It is days like the past few that are my Yin. 

It was a simple scene during a no name film I had on the other night. The scene took place in the winter and snow was falling. My tears began to fall as well. I thought for a brief moment, the next time I feel flakes upon my face I will either be much better or much worse. The great unknown made my stomach turn upside down like a snow globe and its flakes melted into tears as they streamed down my face. 
Two nights ago I had the pleasure to participate in the Relay for Life in Saratoga Springs, NY. It was a surreal experience that I will describe more in paragraphs to come. I know what most people might expect me to write and what others perhaps felt the first time they walked shoulder to shoulder with their fellow survivors. I speak only for myself this year, four and a half months after my surgery and I tell you as they read each person’s name and the number of years since their diagnosis ‘Survived’ as they entered onto the track, to me it seemed like an eerie Memorial Celebration. The last time I heard so many names recited one after another was 9-11. I was almost the last in line; they earned what this tribute was about. Before every name of the at least hundreds ahead of me the announcer read how many years they were out. I kept prepping myself as to how I was going to whisper to him I am 5 months, as my bald head would attest. Of all the people there, I didn’t hear anyone in the months category, that was until the man directly in front of me. Yes, he too was exactly 5 months. I had less prep to worry about. As I heard my name then announced, I saw in front of me that famous Revolutionary picture of the three men staggering with one of their heads wrapped from bleeding playing the fife and drums. I’m truly guessing that was the war I’m recalling and the picture. In any event, what I experienced that moment was that I wasn’t a survivor. I was plucked off the battlefield for some strange celebration for a victory that I didn’t yet achieve. I hobbled a few steps and another woman who I spoke briefly in line to must have sensed my state of mind; perhaps she remembered my state of mind, I don’t know. All she said as she saw my tears rolling and I staggered was “Are you ok?” I nodded and she knew that was all I needed to hear. I can’t imagine after a cancer diagnosis, even years later, not to feel still on the battlefield. Well, I can’t wait for the Relay next year to not feel this way hopefully.

Today I insisted on driving my dear best friend, Nephew Oliver to the Great Escape with his three friends. I have spent such little time with him, especially since January that I wanted to at least sit in the car next to him a short while on a day I felt really good. As we began to drive north my ears were starved for their 8th grade conversation. A part of me reverted back to being in 8th grade myself and the other part longed to hear what Caden might be saying with his friends, when he is being driven to the Great Escape one day. I wanted to hear everything they said morbidly fearing this will be the chance to hear my son’s conversation with his friends. After I dropped them off I felt so thankful to have this small moment in time that I could consciously pay attention to every word and absorb it, so not to feel I ever missed out. That is what cancer does. Yes, it makes the sun look brighter. It makes you “Live Harder, Laugh Louder and Love Deeper” and feel you are “The Chosen” as my Floyd Warrior motto states, because of this heightened state of awareness. It also makes you painstakingly aware of those moments in the future that the uncertainty of Cancer carries. After all I went in for a mammogram and came out with Stage 3 Breast Cancer. In a short ten minute conversation sitting across from my surgeon, the entire course of my life changed and a cancer diagnosis makes you feel as though you are never safe from another ten minute conversation. Again I look forward to next year. So until then, I shall immerse myself in things like starting an online business, creating a line of greeting cards, taking the opportunity to see great people like the Dali Lama, going to Washington D.C. as I have been invited to by my oncologist’s office the end of the month, and yes, sharing my belief in a higher power with as many people as possible. The night before I was told I was Stage 3 not Stage 4, when praying aloud was still a very foreign thing for me to do, I asked God to please let it be Stage 3 and I would promise to do whatever it is He intends me to do, so long as I can do it. Today I attended Church with Saint Margaret and had the opportunity to ‘Witness’. She asked if I wanted to go and share whatever it was in my heart with the congregation. With my Angel experience, the glowing crosses, Mary Knoll and more, I thought what better audience to share what was happening to me. I stood in front of perhaps 50, it could have been 500. I did not feel nervous a bit. I was glad to have the opportunity to share what was happening to me, believing this is part of that bargain I made months ago- that I would do what it is He intends I do, and this sharing I believe is part of that intention. Having gone to Hebrew School and being raised in the Jewish faith, coming to terms with Jesus and where he fits into this spiritual path I am traveling I do have to say has been difficult. Today’s sermon helped though, as Pastor Alan spoke of the conversation Jesus had with a fellow Jew Nicodemus. I was Nicodemus today sitting in the pew. It will take a few conversations more with me and Pastor Alan. I do feel good though as I close my eyes and imagine Jesus’ healing hands channeling God’s loving and healing energies through me. I will be meeting with Pastor Alan to fit the beginning pieces of this religious jigsaw puzzle that lies before me together so I can see the full picture and ‘get it’. Saint Margaret warns it takes time and sometimes a lifetime. I want answers and it all to make sense. Between my studies of Taoism and other religions, as well as being guided by a faith I am finding, the answers I seek I believe will reveal themselves in time, by encounters with people like David Snyder.  I know I am exactly where I need to be for myself. Others may feel like my old self died and others may wonder if they ever knew me at all. This higher power I conveniently call “God” so others know immediately what it is I am referring to. It is this massive huge source energy that created all, empowers all and knows all. It is the tapping into this system of God’s energy that I have found so healing and connecting to one of his messenger’s, Jesus, I have found helpful. I know the times that the cross was glowing, during my conversation with my Angel, when I asked in a dream to find Mary Knoll, and when the Holy Spirit moved me to make the sign of the cross, it was not me finding God or Jesus but the Lord finding me. The fact I was a non believer simply was not an issue. I was sick and in need without knowing it. When I was diagnosed and able to reflect back on that reflection tape and know it was God coming for me that enabled me to ask that night for Stage 3 to do what it was He intended I do so long as I could do it. Without those prior instances of God touching me I may have cried myself to sleep wondering if there was a God, not knowing if there was a plan for me. I slept relatively well that night knowing, yes, there are both. 
YANG

It is now days later, June 17th, and I was able to get my chemo treatment after being denied the past two weeks because my counts were too low. Today was a good day and my treatment resumed; being cured resumed. I had to write to reprint a letter that appeared today in the Saratoga Newspaper, ‘Letters To the Editor’. My dear friend we very affectionately call ‘Grandma Julie’ saw it and believed it was about me. At first I thought she was just using the letter as an example of how I have been trying to cope it; until I read it. Yes, it was about me and it was the best letter I ever received in my whole life. Thank you, Amanda. Amanda is my loving niece who knew not what to do like my whole family when I was diagnosed, but she knew to rally everyone together for the American Cancer Society Relay for Life and be the team captain. She is going through a very difficult time in her own life with a 3 year old, going through a divorce and only being 22 years old. I hope to rally to her aid soon, once I am a little better. I love her dearly. Back to the letter- I will reprint it here. Despite what I was thinking while entering the track, I was amazed how I was still able to let God’s energy stream through me and how I was still able to touch another. As I pray every night I will do what He intends me to do despite myself. That is a wonderful thing. We can be our greatest enemies. 
Here is the e-mail I received and the Letter:

Hi Lisa, I knew you were going away, but thought you would be back for treatment on Tues., thus my phone message.   When is your treatment??

I hope that you had a good trip.  I do want to call your attention to the letter to the editor in today's Saratoga.  The nice woman that the writer refers to sure sounds like you.  Check it out.

 

Kiss the Prince.   Jules

The Saratoga Newspaper- June 17th, 2009

On a recent Friday I attended a cancer walk at East Side Rec. I met a beautiful young woman. A wife and mother. She approached me asking if I had also been diagnosed with cancer in January as had she. I sadly learned that her cancer was far more aggressive than mine. She had gone through a double mastectomy and had endured countless chemotherapy treatments.

We talked about doctors and treatments and how devastating those words, "it’s cancer" are. I looked at her bald head surrounded with a beautiful, colorful scarf and was overwhelmed with her spirit and pride. We touched hands and pledged to pray for each other.

This very young woman pledging to pray for an elderly man far less ill than she ...

She turned and walked toward her husband and child then looked back with an incredible smile. A smile that could easily illuminate every home in Saratoga.

I also met a woman with an incredibly loud and annoying voice with a cell phone. She had decided that her conversation was far more important than the doctors, nurses, city fathers or cancer survivors speaking at the podium. After being repeatedly asked to stop by those around her she continued her loud conversation until the program was ending. Then she put her nose in the air and pronounced that we were all rude and walked off. Clueless.

On a recent Friday I attended a Cancer walk at East Side Rec. and met the best of us and the worst of us.


David Snyder, Saratoga Springs
Yin and yang are complementary opposites within a greater whole. Everything has both yin and yang aspects, which constantly interact, never existing in absolute stasis.     –Wikipedia
I wondered when I wrote before that I would describe the Relay in paragraphs to come, I had no idea how I could possibly. I had maybe six or seven other encounters like the one with David Snyder, how can you explain that. Luckily he did it for me in words I never would have imagined. How wonderful. The Relay was my launch of Floydwarriors.com with my whole family there by my side. We had a tent, my banner, my cards, my product line of shirts, neckalces and all. I was able to touch in some way a few people like David, I believe. I felt the incredible power of Source’s energy streaming through me. Jim left early with the baby and I promised him I would be home early. I left at 3:30am. I did not stay all night like I had wanted, so that to me was early, and he was surprised I was in bed by 4am. Like Amanda, my whole family wanted to ‘do something’. They help in every way imaginable, every day. All their support being there for me felt like a fortress, an iron fortress completely built up around me. I am untouchable to cancer, or so I feel. With God’s love, my family, husband and son Caden I am unstoppable. We all are.

I resumed playing pool tonight with my old team from the fall. I was psyched I was able to walk into the bar tonight with my head high, bald as the cue with my rainbow bandana on and pull off a few shots that proved I deserved to be on the league. I lost my match but played really well. That is all we all can hope for in the end.
I find myself ‘having to write’ because so much has happened and I fear I will let some wonderful detail, some nuance of my latest life slip away. God does not stop in Saratoga, He followed me to Washington DC. Yes, I was asked a few weeks ago to be my oncologist’s guest patient representative for a conference in DC for the Patient Advocacy Foundation. This invite came I think the day I delivered my greeeting cards to a great shop in Albany and just before I was asked to debut Floydwarriors on a news spot on TV. My life is on a fast track and I am running to keep up with it. DC!! What are the odds?! I was going to help promote PAF’s agenda of affordable healthcare options for everyone, eliminating preexisting conditions from policies and to cap out of pocket expenses and patient co-pays. We had a day on Capitol Hill to lobby our legislators. How exciting!
So I will begin my trip to Washington as it happened on Tuesday June 24th. I walk with an extra spring in my step knowing at any moment some miraculous event might occur, reconfirming God’s sprit flows through me and connects in really fun ways! I checked my one bag and proceeded to the gate after Jim and Caden dropped me off at the US Airways curb. I glanced very quickly at my boarding pass, was about an hour early so I made myself comfortable at the gate. Four strangers ‘Empty Nesters’ engaged in conversation I loved over hearing. They talked about parents today…no schedules, McDonalds, cell phones and more that drove them crazy with their kids and grandkids. I noticed a young girl next to me weraing a black tee shirt that said ‘Lucky’ across the front and I laughed to myself. I was relieved I was flying with ‘Lucky’ God made sure of that. Well, a few more minutes passed and I thought it was strange my counterpart, a research nurse named Gerry Ann wasn’t at the gate yet. I double checked my boarding pass to realize my seat on the plane was C-2 not at Gate C2 so I made my way to MY gate B8! At least I was there to see ‘Lucky’ was with me at the airport and my flight would be fine. You have to not only see signs but totally take them in and own them as yours. Well, on the return flight home, wouldn’t you know on my plane I saw another young person, a teenage boy also wearing a tee shirt that said ‘Lucky’. This time I pointed it out to Gerry Ann so she too could feel at ease and all would be fine on the flight. It took reading just one small 96 page book, The Remedy, my accupuncturist and Savior Kevin Campopiano loaned me to arrive in Washington DC. Just a mere 50 minute flight. As it turned out the model his office uses does not involve using insurance (at least for me) and patients pay what they feel they can afford. We, like the book suggests, are treated in one large Zen-like room and the energies that flow and let the needles do the work is extremely theraputic. I will talk more about accupunture later. The book was a nice read, but I wasn’t sure if I would be able to use any of the information as a basis for my case for PAF’s position on reforming health care.
Amongst MANY great happenings in DC I had the incredible fortune of meeting Elizabeth Edwards and to hear her speak at our last night’s dinner, and to get a copy of her latest book ‘Resilience’ she signed ‘To my lovely sister and floydwarriors.com”. WHO has a life like this?? She amazed me. All she has been through losing a son at sixteen years old to a freak auto accident where his car was blown to the side of the road and flipped. She survived an initial cancer diagnosis to now have to relive it again now at a later stage, now progressed to her bones. She endures bone scans by which x-rays show exactly where her cancer lies and where it is growing. That has to be the most horrible test to get. Ingorance is bliss. She survived the spotlight of her husband running for vice president and daily survives the fallout still of his  infidelities. She is a survivor who now attends functions like our to be present, speak from her heart and glow, despite it all! She is a Floydwarrior. The night I returned home from DC well past midnight I couldn’t put her book down. On page 77 she began to recount a dream. As you all know I believe there are dreams and then there are encounters. In this encounter she saw her son, Wade. She described there was a couple who first met her and then introduced her to their son who they also lost young in a traffic accident. In her encounter this couple’s son’s name was…Lucky and that’s how she saw Wade again.
I couldn’t make this stuff up. Thank you God. I acknowledged Lucky’s presence during my trip after reading I knew Wade was there too. The plane to this other dimension where the sprit lives is so very, very close. The veil lifts at times and perhaps I take a peek by simply seeing something that seems to stand out, as silly as seeing ‘Lucky’. I know now when it happens to tell someone. It usally uncovers itself as to why eventually. My going to the ‘wrong’ gate not a coincidence. Nothing is a coincidence. How wonderful.

Well, the first day in DC Gerry Ann and I enjoyed a free day. We ended up walking a total of 9 miles sight seeing! The last stop we made was a visit to the Vietnam War Memorial. The sheer number of names on the shiny black granite wall was incomprehensible. We stood and took pictures but I wanted more. I saw a black older gentleman proudly wearing a blue baseball hat with bright yellow lettering. We have all seen the blue cap. He stood and greeted the people and asked if anyone had any questions for him. He was abviously a Vietnam War vet, wounded and you just knew was homeless. My heart broke. To walk past him was like walking on broken glass. How so many people can walk across glass, not wince but the moment they pass and in five seconds be back in their world, unaffected. All I had the courage to ask was ‘When did you serve?’. He proceeded to tell me about his first tour in 1970, the year I was born and then even after being wounded was redeployed for a second time a year later. Between then and now he spkoe of his personal battle with mental and physical illness. I’ll take cancer. Here he served our country for our freedom and his story is not his story. It is all too many vetrans’ stories; to the point we all shake our heads and say ‘Yeah, it is so wrong’. We do nothing but shake our heads and five seconds later we return to our lives. I began to walk away with my head hung low ashamed to be part of that America. “God Bless You!” he said as I left. I wanted to just cry. My return of “God Bless You” I can’t imagine was even audible.
I couldn’t walk the rest of the day with that glass chard stuck in my heal from leaving him. I returned quickly back and extended a $20 donation in some cold monetary way to tell him I loved him. I had the chance to shake his hand and say ‘Thank You’ and that was priceless. I can’t believe for a second I looked at my assortment of singles, fives and tens and had to even think about giving him $20. No amount could convey our gratitude. I wished to ease his life if only for a moment.
Gerry Ann and I returned after our 9 mile sightseeing journey, got cleaned up and went for dinner. We enjoyed (eventually) a very nice dinner and laughed comparing who was ‘thriftier’ (is that a word!?) her boyfriend or my husband. DO not call them cheap!  Well, after returning to our hotel around 11pm she made her way to the elevator and I to the front desk to pick up a toothbrush. I proceeded to the elevator relinquishing to go to bed. I love the night time! 
I entered the elevator and immediately a young blond woman with a couple of acquaintences immediately said, looking directly in my eyes with such intent, “YOU are going Salsa dancing!”. Well, that was quite an invitation and she reminded me of myself. It sounded intriging, but as crazy as I could be, I wasn’t about to leave the hotel with strangers on a trip especially while someone else was paying my way to be there. She reeled me into her world of solving world poverty,hunger and disease and in just one minute I wanted to join her outside as company while  she smoked a couple of drags of a cigarette. She had such passion. Anyone couldn’t help but listen to her. I was so thankful someone like her had the job to talk to lawmakers about what solves real problems in third world nations. I was glad people like those on the Board for the World Bank hears from people like her! We all know of the millions, billions of dollars going toward world relief and it is Angels like her that help show the dollars the way. Well, this was all well and good and I was glad to have a few extra minutes outside with someone so inspiring. 
What she said next almost blew me over. I asked more about the conference she was there attending and she began to say things like ‘microcredit’ ‘Mohammed Yunus’ and ‘the Grameen Bank’. It was Results.org’s International Summit on Microcredit. Well, that  good book I read on Community Supported Accupuncture just hours before, on page 76 also spoke of ‘microcredit’ ‘Mohammed Yunus’ and yes, ‘the Grameen Bank’ in three short paragraphs. Needless to say I found my way up to room 801 where her International counterparts were hanging out. She opened the door and introduced me to the 30 or so people inside, “Everyone! Everyone! This is Lisa Morahan and she will be our next Results executive director for The United States”. Needless to say I went Salsa dancing and even had a spotlight playing the bongos a few minutes. Everyone with the organization was vibrant, engaging, young and bigger than their box. We all danced together and they welcomed me in with open arms. Every moment she saw a new face, she hurried me over to introduce me to them. I was so taken in by how she wrapped her arms around me and repeated over and over I came to Washington to meet them. It just took a little getting cancer, to be invited with PAF to make it. Not bad. That night I was part of that energy solving world disease, dancing the Salsa and drumming my heart out. Who has a life like this?! Well, I made my way back to the hotel by 3am. That was my first night. Awesome! Yeah, it was a little cult like, but hey, there could be more evil groups out there. They are doing God’s work every day and I got to see a tiny glimpse of who ‘they’ are. God bless all of them!
A couple of thoughts popped into my head and since I don’t have a stict outline to follow, I’ll jot them down. I’ve learned as I’ve gotten older to do things as I think of them. I simply don’t remember later, and I hate that feeling of forgetting something I actually thought to do. Not to remember at all is one thing, but to forget after remembering is horrible. Especially with an almost 2 year old, I do while the doing’s good. 

Shortly before my surgery, after being diagnosed with my big problem I had a dream. An encounter. It was the same dream at first as a reoccuring one I’ve had throughout the past 15 years. In this ‘dream’ I find my selfself looking out our front glass doors that overlook Saratoga Lake. Each time in this reoccuring dream I would watch the water come up across the lake, rise into a tsunami and the wave would wash over my 3 story house. I would float away, relatively unharmed in the broken wooden house debris, though losing everything I had. I would drift and drift in the water, with the current taking me away into waking up. The last time I had this dream, was that night between the news and surgery. I got that all too familiar pit in the bottom of my stomach as I looked out and saw the water rising. The wave began to form, rising higher and higher as it approached my house. This is where I made a conscious decision, in midst the dream to switch gears. I knowingly lifted my arms up and very diliberately where I saw the top edge of the rising current, I placed my fingertips. I, with all my powerful intention, focused on bringing the wave back down. As I lowered my hands I did indeed see the water begin to receed! My dream, that reoccuring dream at that moment I knew, switched into an encounter by which I gained control and for once the wave did not overpower me. I brought the wave back down willingly to an again calm lake, awoke finally relieved this ‘dream’ was over, and I had the ability I knew to bring the wave of my cancerous tumor back down and out. The feeling of immense power that experience gave me internally cannot be described; as hard as I tried here to do it.
I have had a few encounter dreams ever since I was young. I think they really began in Junior High School. I call them encounters, but dream books I am sure probably have a name for them. I just know I wake up while in the sleep state and can do things I specifically put my mind to. I was able to in eighth grade see someone doing a french braid on my head and I managed to see the back as it was being done, and there once I awoke in the morning I immediately began to braid away. Easy. I had another encounter where an instructor hooked me up to a hang glider and off the ledge I stepped. I knew exactly how to turn and shift my body weight and during my sleep state directed myself whirling and swirling exactly where I thought to go. I know for sure if I get the opportunity to hang glide I just might. I know how. I had another encounter in which I went cross country skiing. It was about two days prior to actually going up in Lake Placid, luckily. When I strapped on the skiis I had the basics down and took the minor hills with ease and loved it. People think I am crazy when after a dream I tell them I learned something new. I actually taught myself how to moon walk, also. Thanks Michael. I haven’t had a learning dream in a while, but I’ve been busy. As strange as it sounds I also had a pre-birth dream. I drempt I was still in the womb and it wasn’t so much anything I saw, I don’t believe I saw anything, my body was enveloped in a warm, beautiful lovingness and I could feel the sensation of a pulsating rhythm to my core. I awoke that morning knowing that is exactly what I experienced and I was a teenager. I was so calm and peaceful when I woke up. I can’t say having cancer brought Angels to me and unbeliveable occurances with God. They’ve happened all along for me. I have felt connected all along, I guess. I just took for granted this kind of thing happen nightly to a lot of people. 

Back to DC. The second day was filled with a workshop so we attendees knew what to expect as we descended upon the Capitol with the message PAF needed us to so eloquently deliver. The highlight of the day was having the incredible fortune of Debbie Wasserman Schultz, D-FL, from the United States House of Representatives speak to our group. She spoke of her battle as a Mom at 42 years old with breast cancer and what she is actively doing on Capitol Hill to pass legislation to put a greater emphasis on early detection and focus on women under 45 with cancer intervention and treatment. Ashkinazi Jews are 5 times more likely to get breast cancer, she implored. As I sat there I truly felt as tears streamed down my cheek that is why I came. I came to hear she is doing something about us Generation X’ers getting crazy big tumors that might get in the way of our hopes, dreams and God’s work. I simply turned to Gerry Ann when she was finished and said, “She was talking to ME!”. Although some attendees were there because they were cancer survivors, and of those some were breast cancer survivors, the majority were not and I believe she was there for me. As she is standing up and speaking out, I shall too. Each in our own God given ways. A minute before she ended and her entourage scurried to be by her side, I hustled out the conference hall to intercept her and shake her hand. I saw dozens of nervous eyes watching the unknown varible, c’est moi, leave the room. I knew no one could or would stop me. Being bald gets you where you need to go usually. Well as she was swept out by her security detail going over the last hour of happenings on the Hill with her, I intercepted  breifly for one moment. I told her ‘Thank you so much for being MY voice on Capitol Hill’. You are working to help others like me and I can’t thank you enough’. She extended how sorry she was I had to deal with cancer so young. I just always think when people seem hurt or shocked over my situation, I just can’t help but thinking how relieved I am that I have the next 40 years or more to live as fully as I can. Some people never live. We are not put on Earth with expiration dates or lifetime guarentees. It is what we do in between that matters no matter if it ends up being one, five, ten or fifty years. Do it now. 

That leads me to think of another one of my own life’s lesson learned. I try to do something, as I mentioned before, right when I think to do it. If I remember someone’s birthday I grab a card. If someone had a recent loss and I want to send flowers, I get right on the computer. Take that extra five minutes out and just do it. For those times I didn’t, my butt still hurts from kicking it.

Ok. Back to DC! My first night and my ‘Lucky’ flight proved well so as Gerry Ann made her way up to bed at 9pm I knew I had to stay up a little longer, on night two. I saw her off and went to the bar for one drink. How nice to have a glass of wine. Doing things like that don’t make me feel like a cancer patient. It is the constant enveloping yourself in other things that keeps you on this side of well and not on that side of sick. It is a daily conscious effort and one I am sure that exhausts people to hear we have to do. “You look so well!” people remark. They have no idea it is the keeping of a tube of hair conditioner in my makeup bag I need to move daily that helps me feel unchanged. It is still having hair rubber bands I wore daily in ponytails on my dresser that makes me feel unchanged. It is the glass of wine a night or two a week that makes me feel unchanged. As I begin to get my hair back and blend back into the rest of society once again, I fear I will lose the power I have now. The liking myself bald with a rainbow bandana on. Feeling hip with my Born Again Tees on. I know when that part of my ‘recovery’ comes I will then too hold onto to things to make me feel unchanged yet again. So I may hold onto this less ego-filled self I have become. Will hard wood look as beautiful when covered with throw rugs and furniture? I guess properly placed hair and clothes can’t cover up the brillant hard wood that must still shine through. I will find my way to merging the me now with the me then. I can roll with things, I have learned. Most people have a lifetime to learn who it is they are and to apply or not apply life’s lessons. I am just on a fast track, I guess.

 It has been scary at times these past few months, but the string to my kite has luckily stayed taut and God’s winds have helped me fly it high. I feel badly for those who have no string to hold and don’t know the solice of feeling that strength lifts and guides, and allows you to run and your heart to smile. I mentioned earlier my Kite story. Just last night in a small booklet Saint Margaret (with the firplace that is NOT on now) gave me. In it Billy Graham speaks of this same kite analogy! The young boy running with his kite, flying it so high it is in the clouds. A man watching questions whether the kite is there and the boy assures him faithfully it is and God is flying it in the wind, high above where he perhaps cannot see. Children have an immediate connection to God, perhaps from the miraculous day they came to Earth. It is years of layering negetivity on and taking that faith away. The day I bought my Mom a small religious necklace pendant at a garage sale and brought it home, her immediate reaction took away my slightest belief in God. She stashed it away quickly without the typical fanfare she usually gave my gifts. I was eight years old. It took her passing away really for me to find it again. I believe she passed on finding it too, so we’re both good. As often as things happen, I still couldn’t get over I had the same kite analogy that Billy Graham gave. Cool! He knows a thing or two!
Now I have finshed that glass of wine at the hotel’s bar on night two. A forty-something year old gentleman sits down two stools away from me. His being seemed heavy and he had his laptop with him. He ordered a rather strong drink and asked about the price. I almost chimed in to go for it, life was too short. Something kept it to myself. Within a minute he said ‘hello’ and we struck up a little conversation. Within another two minutes he was unloading, thankfully, on me an e-amil he just received from his best friend from 5th grade. He was still in shock by the news of his friend’s bone marrow cancer that only he and his wife  knew about. He was going to be flying out to see him within days. He didn’t know what to say to him. I told him it was his going and just being there that said it all. Those are the best friends to have. I felt compelled to share with him my Floydwarriors.com site and knew God set him down next to me to hopefully feel a little hope out there virtually was for him and his friend’s family. People diagnosed with cancer rarely die immediately. There is a lot of life energy still inside and that energy fights. To hear any kind of devastating news like that is unbearable, but some focus needs to be put on I still have today. What can I do today to make myself well. This won’t take me today and every day I live with intention and can feel relatively good is a great blessed day. Before I left Chuck so graciously said he would pray for me, and he was not a praying man. I told him “You are now!”. I said I would surely say a prayer for he and Bob and Bob’s family and our meeting was no coincidence. He shared he was glad we spoke and in the two hours shifted from illness to music from the 70’s to George Carlin jokes and it was a nice conversation. Otherwise, he said, he would have read and reread the tortured e-mail from his best friend that began something like, “Hey man, you know the slight pains I’ve been having we thought was from working out so much…”. He would have drunk himself into a depressed slumber. He confirmed for me yet again, that I will do what it is He intends I do, so long as I can do it. Boy, I had to catch someone and tonight I just made it! I believe like the passage from my Birthday book on Anna’s page said, ‘she will bring enlightenment of God to others’. Back then I had no real religious bent and didn’t know how THAT was going to play out. It is and I am glad. I say my prayers every night with intention and walk my days with lightness. Thank you God.
Now it is day 3 in Washing DC. The skies are blue, the sun is hot and it is nearing 80 degrees already and it isn’t eight o’clock yet. As our group descended from the shuttle bus on Capitol Hill I looked for Gerry Ann. She is a nurse. No that is not a title she wears or just a job she puts on when she wears her white smock. Gerry Ann is a nurse 24/7. I admire her so and was not surprised at all to see her holding the arm last in line of an older, overweight black woman who I learned suffered from asthma. I grabbed her shoulder bag and looped her other arm and slowly we three walked together up the long pale grey sidewalk that many who shaped the direction of our country walked. It was my latest snapshot moment, Thank you Lord, I shall never forget. Here we were not too many years from the stuggles for equality, struggles that exist yet still today, but certainly don’t keep us from grabbing on no matter what color to another woman’s need. For that moment we were all three sisters arm in arm, God’s daughters all together. I wanted to cry. How lucky am I. As we walked Dorothy described to me her own personal battles with cancer and how her last doctor saved her life. She was also saved by Jesus and told me of the years of struggle with various ailments but it was HE who kept her well. I shared with her my own growing belief and we saw eye to eye. She was so glad for me and I for her. As we neared the top of the walkway and eventually parted into our predetermined groups she and I hugged. That night at the beautiful sit down dinner PAF put on for us, Dorothy came over to me and insisted she get her photo with me. She and I had our arms wrapped around one another’s waist and as she leaned her head into mine, I will never forget she told the photographer, ‘This is my Spiritual Mother’. That was the greatest thing anyone, especially someone so connected, has ever said to me. Who has moments like this? Again, I couldn’t make this up. Thank you Dorothy. My way is reconfirmed by souls like yours.
I find thunder very energizing. What a great time to write. Caden will soon be getting home after a fun filled day with Aunt Patti. I am so glad he has these days out where she just smothers him with love. I will never be able to pay her back for all this love, time and attention she gives him. It allows me time to heal, get Reiki, write and do what it is I do. I hope she feels the love back.

31,000 words. That seems like a lot. I just did a word count. I guessed Elizabeth Edwards book to be about 10,000. Hmmmm. War and Peace here I come? I hope not! I hate big books! I’ll never read this…good thing I wrote it.
So now it is the last night in DC and shortly after Dorthy’s picture and Elizabeth Edwards gave her very endearing speech, the best speech I have ever heard was coming up next. Just a regular guy from Arizona with a beautiful wife and three little kids got up and enveloped the room into his own personal battle with cancer. He was one of the most courageous people I have ever heard speak. His power point slides made it all so entertaining and real. To see him then, bald like me. To hear how sick his much harsher regimen of chemo made him. To hear the love, the same love, I have for Saint Edmondson, for his own surgeon. It was awe inspiring and again, someone who was up there to speak to ME! I thanked him afterwards and we chatted a bit. You find a whole new family opens up to you when you get hit with cancer. I am in great company. Jon is the Vice-President of Business Development for Roush Fenway Racing and so humbly speaks to his amazing efforts raising millions of dollars for his NASCAR team. Again, he is the first to tell you he is a regular guy. Jon is far from regular. He is a devout believer and he urged I get the Prayer of Jabez, that I just ordered on E-Bay. Thank you Jon. 
After the dinner I made my way once again over to the bar to see what might happen. Luckily I soon struck up a conversation with a rowdy group of steamship workers. Within minutes I challenged the only girl with them to a pool game. I was dying to play for three days. I raced to my room to change out of my fancy clothes and I enjoyed a Corona, laughs, 1970’s trivia and just being myself for a few hours. They weren’t there with who they viewed as a sick cancer patient. They were with Lisa, more alive than ever. They finally conceded to going to bed. It was 2am.

So people asked me when I got home,
 “How was Washington?!”. 
Caden will be home soon. I have to change into my pool get-up. Jeans and a tee and my rainbow bandana. I hope I shoot straight….all the time.

Happy 4th of July, 2009

Independence Day for me has always been about ‘The Party’. Having people over, serving up good food and drinking beer, and if we’re lucky some fireworks too. Ever since I was little the 4th has always been about ‘The Party’. This year I celebrated my own ‘Independence Day’. It was 3am and I made my 100th trip back into the house cleaning up the outside porch from leftover food dishes, half drank beers and parts of toys strewn around the deck. A warm breeze blew and the rain was cool. I looked out over the lake and towards our neighbors’ homes quiet and completely dark. I was up. I was up and had the energy to clean and I laughed I outlasted all of them! My Independence Day was wonderful.
IT’S SUMMERTIME!

It’s July something…I don’t even know. My days are filled with Barney and bubble baths. Tonight I feel the wave of my life shifting. How wonderful. Again. Today was a blessed day…I hit the ground running and did everything I thought to do. Tonight my sisters, Heathcliff and Luv Ya Sandi went to the ballet. I saw but a glimpse of the large screen with what looked like dancers across the lawn. Becky and I were busy bonding with two strangers who happened upon our party at the far corner of the lawn and she and I stayed out till, it is now 2 am as I write. Need I say one of the girls had a Phoenix tattoo on her?
I was inspired on a few fronts to tune in and tap out my thoughts. The last bar we stopped at found us playing pool with two young guys; one I struck up an immediate conversation with and just ‘knew’ he was a fire sign. I also guessed he was a Leo and what I loved most was that Shane at 24 was a self professed writer. Who says that but writers at heart. I don’t know what I was doing at 24. Writers I think are channeled in to that spirit that makes their heart beat and the pen move. Maybe that was my problem, I hated the physical act of writing. It made my hand hurt and I hated my handwriting. Typing is great. Spell check is better. Well, after talking a while with Shane I found myself on the other side for once. Instead of being the one to have the encounter, I felt for once it was he in midst of all the ‘Oh my God, that is so weird’ and the ‘you don’t understand’s’ I did understand. I tonight was on the other side and I got to preach if only to the choir, God’s greatness. Shane knew of it, he asked God to show him a sign and somehow tonight I for a moment got to be it! How wonderful. Check out not only this picture of Wayne Dyer on the cover of his book ‘Inspiration’ but this is me at the Braveheart’s camp taken this May. The two pictures almost identical of he and I both gentle cradling butterflies on our hands. A coincidence, Shane? I think not. You are a writer and great things will come your way. You are already looking for them. The Prayer of Jabez…ask to be blessed!
Tonight’s encounter with Shane and a few others while out with Becky allowed me to feel for once, for once in a long time I am back. I am back, but even better. Last week I felt I was Jonah, still in the belly of the whale but I saw light glimmering through his teeth. Tonight I felt like I played for a few months on the other team, but that game is almost over. Although I was the second to last to be picked, they all saw how I single handedly dribbled the ball straight down the field and powered it into the net. I showed them all and I will not be picked second to last again. Everyone wants me on their team and I am almost back playing on the side of the healthy. For a long time I saw the world through eyes of ‘them’ and ‘us’. Soon I will be them again, in the land of the living healthy, as that is what God intends. I will always be ‘us’ too. That I will never forget or be able to rid myself of. Thank God.

A few days ago I went to a family day, incredibly All American Day in my sister’s new home town of Mechanicville. I didn’t know towns like that still existed off the pages of 1950’s books. They do and I was there. After the Time Capsule unveiling, walking side by side pushing Caden in his stroller, Patti exclaimed, “Oh my God it looks like your hair is coming in!” I screamed “It is!” as I whipped off my rainbow bandana. Her eyes welled with tears. She squealed and in one glance I saw a glimmer in her eye of “You ARE going to be ok!”. We both shook our heads in elation at my hair growth and my new found ticket back to life. The moment I looked stright ahead again, my eyes locked with another girl’s as she passed us by. She grabbed a hold of a chunk of her thick brown long hair and exclaimed with the same degree of our jubilation, “And then it gets to look like this!”. We all laughed. The moment she connected with us, I saw her beautiful face which instantly in my mind became surrounded by a bald head, like an eclipse and I knew she walked in my shoes and I would soon be walking in hers. How wonderful, again. I love my life and I would not change one blessed second. Not one. Thank you God. It is 2:19am…goodnight. 
Tonight I will pray as I write, my typical goodnight prayer:

“Thank you Lord for yet another blessed, blessed day. Thank you God for surrounding Caden with loving Angels who surround, keep and protect him as they guide his way. Thank you Lord for surrounding me with Angels…Guardian Angel Anna, Mom, Dad.. Thank you all. Thank you Jesus for laying your healing hands upon me and walking beside me.  God, I pray as I have prayed, that I will do what it is you intend for me so long as I can do it. So Help me God. In Jesus’s name I pray. Amen.” 

Every night I pray on my knees and rise feeling stronger than the day before. Ask for your prayers to be answered and God will. I am living proof.

THE CHECKERED FLAG

Well, life seems to have an odd way of being consistent. Whatever it is you imagine, bank on it not happening, at least not the way you think. Regardless of the occassion- first dates, proposals, weddings, births…it doesn’t matter, you will inevitably be disappointed in some way, shape or form. Just know with whatever grand plans you have for yourself, life will take the wheel and you will have to just ride shotgun and be happy where it decides to go. Chemo is no different. Since the first day I was hooked up to my line of Kool Ade I imagined that glorious day I would go in and gleefully sit through my ‘Last Treatment’. Happy nurses would send me farewell bubbles, the ritual at least at NYOH to mark your last chemotherapy treatment. Would I hug other patients or not make eye contact fearing they all have longer to go and I should not outwardly celebrate? Oh the grand plans I had to imagine. Well, needless to say life has an odd way of being consistant.
Last week July 21st 2009 I was scheduled for my ‘Last Treatment’. After having my blood drawn I soon encountered the unusual long wait which I learned over time meant the counts weren’t good and someone was busy counting under a microscope my white blood cells, in hopes a manual count would yeild more than the intial reading. No go- I was postponed to July 27th.  I packed up my Mom’s blanket (which kept me warm every week duing chemo) and carried my bags back home, disappointed. I had to wait another week to experience my final chemo day. That did give me whole extra week of dreaming up my last day and how it would look, feel and be. So back again I went, as excited for myself as I was for my sister-in-law Jennifer who steadfastly accompanied me on almost every chemo treatment, not because she had to but because she wanted to. Her being there every treatment meant so much to me, I was just as excited about seeing her celebrate my victory lap as I was. I had a whole extra week to scheme how she would enjoy the final hour as well. It would be her celebration too. Well, believe it or not, the unusal long wait began again. At first our conversation was excited and chatty, and I did manage to hold it up pretty well, but as the time dragged on I couldn’t fake it any longer. I saw Jennifer looking down the aisle as intently as I at each nurse who happened to walk by. As the minutes ticked by I thought there was no way I would be kept from this part of my victory dance.. I did notice as intent as we were on the nurses, so was an older woman who was being treated right next to me. Her eyes darted like a nervous squirrel’s along with ours. When nurseYas finally did make the dreaded walk towards us shaking her head, my count once again was too low and I would have miss it, all our hearts sank. I glanced just a moment at the older woman because I knew she must have known what that felt like to be turned away from treatment and in just one blink she managed to say ‘I am so sorry. That really sucks. I know.” I wanted to cry. Like I said, life has an odd way of being consistent so my hopes and dreams of the final day would not happen. My research nurse, cheerleader and partner in erradicating cancer from my life, Theresa, came over to explain where I stood and what we had to do. At first I was so disheartened. I wondered how I could muster the strength to stand, collect my bags of token gifts I bought for the Angels that cared for me these past 6 months, yet again another week. I was done imagining how it would be. I was done mentally. I was done physically. Well, that was when Theresa began saying things like, “You might not have to come next week. I need to check with Dr. Wu, because missing three weeks straight may be too long to warrant another treatment. The Taxol loses its effect if not done within its prescribed cyclel’. Well, that was all I needed to hear. I was done, oh let it be. For a few brief moments I could imagine what that phone call would be like that Theresa would make to me. How would her voice sound as she told me I was done with my chemo regimen. For at least a few minutes, while Jennifer and I enjoyed lunch at Crossgates Mall I was able to hope and dream what those words would sound like. A few minutes later in the aile at Walmart, Jennifer’s cell phone rang with ‘Private’ as the ID. We knew it was for me. “You’re done!” Theresa said as jubiliently as she could. It was no bag of chemo, but I was offically done according to Dr. Wu and the chair of the entire trial drug study. “I would skip the last dose and move on”. Kathy Miller recommended. Jennifer and I did the “You Did It” high five and hugged. This was our celebration and we thoroughly enjoyed it, even if it was in the middle of Walmart. Thanks Jennifer. We’re done.
CROUCHING TIGER, HIDDEN DRAGON

Yesterday, August 6th I had a follow up visit with my oncologist Dr. Wu. Along with St. Edmondson, Dr. Wu invested 110% of herself into making me well again. I knew she was a perfectionist from the moment I saw her, and who better to be one than your doctor. On the day we met she reviewed where I was, where I was going and where ideally I could end up. It was all very clinical and serious, up until the moment she stood and put one arm around me with a firm, lasting hug, and continued to speak without missing a beat. It was this moment Dr. Wu then became Nini Wu, my Mother, sister, friend. My knees finally felt the sensation to buckle. As she spoke all I really heard was ‘You’re on my team now and I don’t lose’. Heathcliff Becky noted how she and I walked shoulder to shoulder at 5 ft.1” down the hall looking like two warriors marching into battle. 
Dr. Wu was out of the office the day my counts were too low and treatment was suspended, so this was my official wrap up visit. Although the day Jennifer and I had our party in Walmart, I did not feel a sense of closure yet. It was a lot like that ride at the fair that finally stops, you can see the ground, but not until you are unhooked by the guy who strapped you in, do you feel like you are really off the ride. Well, as Dr. Wu explained my treatment plan she did not speak just in terms of weeks and months, as my life’s schedule had so revolved. No, she spoke in terms of years for my treatment plan. Yes, chemo was done, but now I am entering radiation that combats the disease from recurrance. At the same time I will be on Tamoxifen, a pill used to turn estogen receptors off like a light, to kill off any wonton cancer cells. That is my laymen’s understanding anyhow of how it works. Luckily my type of breast cancer is hormone positive, so treatments such as Tamoxifen are effective. Yeah! Dr. Wu unhooked me yesterday and I am off that chemo ride.
Looking back over the past seven months I am pretty proud of myself. I know I tell people, you either sink or swim. Yes, I know everything I did was out of a pure survival mode and instinct, but still, I’m glad I was able to rally like I did. I feel pretty confident whatever comes my way now, I can handle as well. I am also very proud of my family. Although I tried as best I could to absorb the shock, they were also in battle mode juggling my doctor’s appointments, feeding us  and taking care of baby Caden. They all rose to the occasion and not once did I sense any kind of burden upon them. We all rallied together. They let me heal and do whatever it was I needed to do. They always had and I know they always will. Much change is happening within the family and I hope to be more present for all of them now. As they climb upon their own rides, I hope to stand by waving and cheering them on, as they had for me.

THE WHEELS ON THE BUS GO ROUND AND ROUND!

Do you ever drive and after a few minutes have that strike of fear in your heart that time passed while you were daydreaming at the wheel and you hardly paid attention to the road? Driving has a way of doing that, but today I noticed something that snapped me out of that wandering, before my heart skipped. I was driving behind a big, yellow schoolbus and noticed a handwritten sign in the back window. “Children on Board”.  I had to read it a second time, because I always tend to drive behind schoolbusses, assuming there are kids on board. I am always more cautious around schoolbusses, but what this sign said to me was some people need to be TOLD there are kids aboard, the big, yellow bus wasn’t enough. Apparently the driver knew the sign made a difference. Of course that sent my thoughts reeling, thus entering my driving into auto-pilot  once again. Cancer, with the bald head and scarfs, cause people to see your sign as “Young Woman Dying Tomorrow” or “Poor Mom Has Cancer!”. So invariably people tended to drive a little slower around me. They gave me the right of way. They were nicer. I, like the driver, knew the difference. We are put on Earth in our perfect yellow busses, but we don’t see each other through considerate, compassionate eyes always. Isn’t it enough we are God’s children, already needing a kind word, a helping hand just being a young woman or Mom. No, unfortuately in today’s society you need to go that one extra step, as the bus driver had. In this case, cancer  hung the sign in my window. As my hair is coming back, my sign is no longer as visible. A lady just yesterday was quite disgusted she thought I cut ahead of her in line. Welcome back to the life of the living.
RUN UP THE SCORE

Weeks have passed from my ‘last treatment’ and I have begun my radiation regimen. I actually have nine down and only twenty-four to go. Yes, I tend to be sarcastic. Well, today I received an e-mail from the Director of Stores for The Cotton Market, a fast growing East Coast retail chain I tend to think of like a Green Gap. Hey “E” for effort. I sent him an e-mail explaining Floydwarriors.com and how expanding to a clothing line was part of my overall vision. Pretty quickly he got back to me and said I could send in a proposal outlining my idea. I have it packaged and ready to go. 

In my quest to find a place to call home to quench my spiritual thirst, I made my way about three weeks ago to Northway Church in Clifton Park. Just before I was diagnosed, early December when white crosses were glowing on the side of the road and I was waking from dreams about places called ‘Mary Knoll’ I cut out an ad from the newspaper Northway ran about a Christmas service they were having. I neatly tucked the ad away,though, into a Bible that sat on a shelf, figuring one day when I open the Bible I might make my way to that Church. Well, about 3 months ago, when I began to feel my direction was heading down Christianity’s road, I opened that Bible once again. I peeled out the ad from behind the cover and remembered when I put it there. This time I noticed how perfectly on the opposite side of the Church’s ad was an ad for a local artist. It just so happened I went to visit that very same artist at her gallery not too long ago because she specialized in Angel paintings and my Reiki Girl Gina encouraged I meet her. I told her via e-mail I couldn’t believe months ago I inadvertantly cut her ad out- our meeting was destined. She laughed noting, it certainly was, for that was the only paid advertisement she ever ran. Needless to say, she will be exhibing the night of my official Hot Pink Ribbon Cutting in October and I ended up going to Northway Church, for three weeks now.
Well, as I said at the onset of this Journal, I believe in a higher power. I am still making my way through connecting to that power with the help of organized religion. I asked God to help give me a sign that this Church was where I was supposed to be. The first week I attended, halfway through the service the Pastor made a sports analogy and kept saying “Run Up the Score! Run Up the Score”. Since this came just days after I wrote my own sports analogy about playing for the other team, but that game was almost over, I decided to give that Church another try the following week. The night before that service, I was up late preparing for Caden’s birthday party- Sunday, August 16th. I used my last bit of tin foil and thought how much I needed to buy more when I went to pick up his cake. The following morning I raced he and I to Clifton Park so I could fit Church in, go to the store to get his cake, hit the Party Warehouse to pick up his 18 balloons and be home, set, ready and decorated by 3pm. Needless to say I would have forgotten the tin foil, if during that Sunday’s service the Pastor didn’t hold up a roll of Reynolds wrap to help demonstrate his point. I almost fell over. Well, yesterday I had to go a thrird week…what might happen. What would my next sign be? Again, a little ways into the message the Pastor cited the song “Eye of the Tiger”. That was the same song, practically the only song, I mentioned in this Journal. “Eye of the Tiger” by Survivor. I almost fell over. So I guess I have to go next Sunday and I won’t sit on the edge of my seat, just in case I almost fall over.
Waiting for my Lorazapam to sink in so I could fall asleep easier, I decided to tap out a few thoughts. Not often do I have a Yang day, but I’m allowed. I’ve been fixating tonight on my lungs. I inhaled deeply earlier and had a shooting pain in my back. It is the same spot for weeks I’ve had Jim massage. Along with being my massuse, he is my psychotherapist. He keeps trying to assure me I am fine and it is a muscle problem, but I know it must be cancer. That is what cancer does. It completely robs you of well being, or should I say the feeling of well being. A simple pain I’d otherwise discount, becomes a monumental worry. 
HAL

I started radiation and haven’t said much about it. It really is seemless. The physical side is really not too bad at all. With everything I’ve experienced through cancer- it isn’t the physical that gets you, it is the mental. The first day I went in for the radiation simulation so they could mark where to specifically apply the x-ray, it reminded me of Space Odessesy 2001. The long metal table on which to lie with all the futuristic machines around it. I knew I had six weeks of daily doses to get through so my mental game was on. Each day I hop up on the table, close my eyes and for about 10 minutes could hear the shifting of machines and the technicians talking to me through a microphone behind a protected glass window.  When the radiation is being applied a vibrating buzz is emitted and you know you are getting zapped. Unable to move, it can be very disconcerting. Your mental game has to be on every second. I have found picking a number, sometimes 50, sometimes 100 and counting back keeps me from fixating on the radition intervals. I never know if the zap will be four seconds, ten or more. Each day a series of zaps are applied. The other day, though. it went long, much longer than ever before and I found myself slipping into an anxiety attack. Anyone who suffers from anxiety knows the snap in the brain and the inability to right yourself and your bodily functions. Your heart races and once an attack is out of the gate it is too late. I have 33 daily doses to get through with no option, so I slammed the gate in my mind that day I began to slip and began counting back from one hundred. I think the zizzing lasted around twenty five seconds.  I am not sure, that is just what I guessed afterwards. So everyday I prance into the treatment room, convincing myself the $1000 daily spa treatment I am receiving is very relaxing and like the Count on Sesame Street I lay there counting and counting until it is over. Every day it does get over and I am positive there will be a final day of it, my final countdown. I won’t have cancer, anywhere, and I can get on with living my life. Until then I go to radiation, worry, take pills to help me sleep and watch my hair grow.
Just as an aside, I have suffered over the years with anxiety attacks. I know how dibilitating they can be. I had one pivotol moment when I had to decide whether I was going to pull over and walk across the Jacksonville Bridge or force myself to drive over it. It was that day I got over my bridge phobia, years ago, and since that day knew to get over any kind of phobia you have to drive right through it. Yes, you may die in the meantime, but if you can slam your minds gate not to let the stream of thought “oh no” get out and you quickly fixate on how you are feeling- how your breathing is smooth, your heart feels fine and then to distract your thoughts a moment to derail the anxiety express, you should be able to cope. There is a small window of opportunity between the mind’s acknowledgement of panic and the body’s response to that thought, and that is where you need to trap it. Once you program your brain how to deal with an attack it enables you to switch off the panic button while lying on a cold, hard table getting scored with radiation. Anyone who has an anxiety disorder is suseptible to others, completely unrelated. It typically is an irrational fear. The trigger may differ at one point but the conditioned response is the same, and then the physical side effects to follow. I just know from my experience with various situations, I have come to use this coping mechanism of  Acknowledge the attack, Slam the gate and insist the attack is not acceptable, and then Concentrate on how you do feel- breathing still normally, then divert your Attention to something else.Not everyone carries pills with them and may not be prepared when the ugly monster rears its head. This is just my own system.
MY CHRISTMAS LIST

I had an ‘Aha’ moment this evening. I was driving home from a Bravehearts baseball outing to see The Wildcats in Troy, and was listening to my new found radio station K-Love. It is a Christian rock channel that I have come to rely on. It helps me connect daily with God, prayer and Jesus. As I have said my game is on and staying connected is a daily need. I feel better when I feel God’s energy flowing through me and music helps that happen. Well, I began to think about my childhood and that old saying, “I want to make sure my kids have what I never had”. I thought for a moment my parents, though didn’t spoil us, did give us everything we really needed and wanted, if we really wanted it. I thought there was nothing I’m going to pass onto Caden that my parents didn’t afford me. Then I thought again. Caden is getting a solid foundation in faith, belief and Christianity and will be able to share it with me.  Sure I went to Hebrew School and helped my Mom decorate the Christmas Tree, but my parents and I didn’t share a faith together. I have to say when I got cancer, I got a whole lot more, and so did Caden.  
17 BLACK
Well, I just sat down to tap yet again, having no idea where the string of my ideas will lead. I have a moment to just sit and relax. Well, just sit anyhow. I am in the midst of planning my Hot Pink Ribbon Cutting Celebration to mark the offical end of my nine months of treatment and the launch of floydwarriors.com and floydwarriors.com Cancer care Greetings. I imagined it in my head one day. I saw a beautiful art gallery with pictures on the wall, telling the story of my Angel, my Signs, my Journey. It was the silent voice in my head the day of my birthday, before diagnosis, that kept saying ‘Find The One!’ that prompted me to find the ‘Beautiful Women’ book on the shelf in which my passage ‘Anna’ awaited. It was that electric energy I felt in my figertips then that must have drawn me to that Nancy Bruno’s book, somehow knowing she would be one of my two feauted artists at this grand celebration. My Girl Gina, Reiki Master, Guru and dear, dear friend  suggested I meet Marina Petro- Angel artist. That same Marina Petro that was tucked gently away in my Bible for months, awaiting her time to also be involved. That same marina Petro that will be the other featured artist. Although I feel it is all part of a great master plan, I can’t help but still marvel at the unbelievable wonder of it all. 

The arrangements for the night are pretty well set- a wine tasting by Swedish Hill Winery, my husband’s band Watchdog playing (unlugged of course) and appetizers served by a new personal chef service that was featured in the Business Journal called Dine. I used to write a couple of years for the Journal and the fisr issue I leafed through since my ordeal happened to feature both the House of Creative Soul Gallery (where the celebration will happen) and Dine. I knew again, it was fate. 

The night of October 17th 2008, when I laid across my Mom’s little frail body, so gently not wanting to put any uneeded weight upon her, I promised and pleaded, “I will never leave you Mom, don’t you ever leave me”. I can say already the night of my Hot Pink Ribbon Cutting on October 17th 2009, all will see we both kept up our end of that bargain. All will also see there is a God.
FROM THE MOUTHS OF BABES
My new bumper sickers-
God Loves Atheists….they become His biggest fans!

God Loves Children More…they already are His biggest fans! 
One of the biggest fan of His I know, and someone who from the day she was born was so keen, so observant, so quick is my incredible niece Emelia, whom we have called Mimi since she was a baby. In her five years, she has shown a faith deeper than many I know. Before my diagnosis my family was very non religious. Many still are. That was except for Mimi. At each family dinner she would insist we join hands to say grace. God flowed so easily through her, it did make me wonder back then maybe there was something to it. Now I know. I know Mimi knew all along. As fate would have it, she is now going to a Catholic School and I am so glad she will be in an environment where God walks freely down the halls and will be holding her hand more than just at the dinner table.
Much of my Jouney has been spent with Mimi. She has been a great source of strength for me and humor, especially. There is no pretense with her and there will never be. She calls her shots and it is so refreshing. The few weeks that led up to me finally losing my hair, Mimi was especially bothered. All she said to me every time I saw her was, “Lisa, I don’t want to see you bald-headed!”. This from a four year old sounded so funny, she made me laugh and I loved she said exactly what we all thought. The day my hair finally fell more than it was staying in and I decided to shave it off, I drove to Mimi’s to show her my new look in the scarf wasn’t so scary. The moment I saw her I knew it was going to be a tough sell. “Go ahead, take it off!” she stammered. With a bright smile I could try to bribe her with I removed my covering. She scrutinized my head and without missing a beat said, “Ok Lisa, you can put it on now. You’re making me nervous.” Four Years Old! I am glad God gave me the opportunity to show Mimi at such an impressionable age that ‘stuff happens’ and you go bald-headed and then you grow your hair back and keep going. Now she loves feeling my new hair and I am so thankful to have her in my life. She is very special. I am so glad she knew her Nana. It makes Caden not getting to know her so well, easier. The few months I needed Heathcliff Becky to be me, Mimi had to share her Mom with Caden- the little hitting Tazmanian Devil. Although it was hard, she ebraced him because she has such a big heart and they will always be great friends I am sure. She was able to put up with him this far and still sqeals, ‘Caden!’ when we come to visit. Mimi, if you read this when you’re older, ‘Thank you.’ Thank you for sharing your Mom and Dad, your house, your toys, yourself, with Caden. You were only four and sharing was hard to do, but you did it so well and I hope you knew how much I loved you for being such a good girl during this time for me; for all of us.
Twas’ the Night Before Christmas

The night before my last treatment of radiation, my last treatment for cancer, I have cookies baking in the oven and I feel as excited as I had the night before Christmas as a child. It is the same stir of emotions inside of me, as I once had, feeling only but a few hours seperated me from the wonderous gifts I had waiting. Those wonderous gifts tomorrow would open up for me. Tomorrow when I didn’t have to think the moment I woke up, “I have cancer.” Tomorrow when the moment I go to bed I don’t have to think’ I have cancer.” Oh what wonderous things I can open myself up to when I am free of this all emcompassing life called cancer. I am ready. Ironically it was but a few wee hours before Christmas when I was first told I had cancer. It is now nine months later I can finally enjoy the holiday. 

RACK ‘EM!

Oh how my life has changed since then. I feel older. I feel better. I feel more at one with the world. Sure tingles of fear still touch my fingers and toes, usually as numbness when I first wake up. But soon the blood flows into my veins and life returns to my arms and legs and I am good again. I hold steadfast to the belief that no matters what happens from this point on, if numbness returns my blood will flow again and life will return- that I have no doubt. 
When I first rejoined my pool league this summer after taking the spring off, my brand new teammate Walter, a wonderfully gentle & kind soul, confided in me his Dad passed away from pancreatic cancer when he was 49 years old. He told me every day he feared getting cancer and was so relieved to see how good I seemed to be doing. Since then my hair has grown in and summer turned into fall. I have to ask Walter if he worries everyday still. I don’t think he does. Now in reflecting back I hope whoever happens to read these pages of my months of me finding my family, finding my faith, finding myself, I am able in some small way to relieve them as well of the fear of getting cancer. As I have said since the first treatment, “It hasn’t been bad yet!” I say that knowing how optimistically blind it is. But there again, I don’t believe there is anything blind in being optimistic. To be optimistic, especially during cancer treatment, means you have all the floodlights on high, directly aimed at the power of positive thinking. 
Well, much thanks to Walter and my other teammates I am closer now to achieving one of my dreams, to play in a Vegas pool tournament. Although I only started to play pool on a league three years ago, I steadily inproved and by watching and learning so much from incredible players like Walter, I am closer to that dream. I actually earned the title this summer of ‘Top Gun’ meaning I had the highest percentage of wins for all the women in my league. I was really proud about that. I teased everyone it was the chemo and radiation, but deep down I knew it really was. The ability to concentrate, block all things out, put your eye on the goal, know what you need to do and make it happen, all with many eyes watching come into play fighting cancer and playing pool. I have to laugh because now people will wonder who in the heck would choose to play such a nerve racking sport. I ask myself that question every match, but every week I go back. Who knows, one day I may be playing in Vegas. God knows I had no idea nine months ago I would be on television twice and published in Women’s World magazine! One of my angel stories ‘Always on My Mind’ made it to print in September 21st  2009’s issue. 
JUST IMAGINE!
Well, Jim is in bed, the baby is in bed and I am typing feverishly on my computer at 11:56pm. All is returning back to normal in the Morahan house. It took a year of twisting in the tornado, but I feel like my feet are beginning to hit the floor and I can stand once again. I haven’t made it back to the gym yet, but who am I ‘Wonder Woman!?’ I have to say I am beginning to feel myself again and that is nice. I am beginning to feel like I am the healthiest person I know, once again. When I see a bump or bruise I am beginning to think, ‘Aw, that’s ok, it’s not cancer’. Well, I am beginning to think that, but still have some ways to go. 
This past weekend was very magical for me. It was a culmination of many months in the making. I was able to exbibit my version of ‘There is a God!’ by the way of an art show/benefit I called A Hot Pink Ribbon Cutting Benefit and Celebration. It was a wonderful event marking the end of my treatment with my closest friends, loved ones and some I had never even met before, for the official launch of floydwarriors.com. Soon after I was diagnosed I had the vision of the web calendar, thanks be to God, and then my card line. All with God’s help, I managed to make both happen. Then while in the middle of treatment I had this amazing vision of a white art gallery spotted with hot pink lights, as hip as any NY hot spot showcasing to all what can be done with a little belief and a lot of inspiration. That night came to fruition, on October 17th exactly one year to the day my Mom passed away. 
I believe my Mom had a premonition of this day. I think an Angel whispered in her ear the day she called me a few months before passing . She exclaimed on the phone, ‘Lisa, do you know what name I think is so pretty? I was just watching tv and the commentator was so beautiful I had to write her name down. Alana’. I forgot this conversation almost with my Mom, that was until a few days after she died and I came across the small notepad she had written on the back ‘Alana’. Just a couple of weeks before my big shin dig my dear friend, Diane, called me. She confirmed her granddaughter would be thrilled to help at the event, watching Caden the whole night. Her grandaugher Elaina. Sure it was spelled differently but it was the same name.  I am certain my Mom somehow knew Elaina would be the beautiful girl helping me this magical night. 
Nay sayers may not believe this to be true. Nay sayers don’t believe very much. I am so thankful I live in the world of belief and can see the miracles that happen daily. Anyone who has studied the power of attraction knows how important it all is. I can look every night up on my desk where my Mom’s ‘Alana’ schetched word sits on the back of her memo pad. I can hear her say ‘Alana’ just by seeing the letters. There was a beautiful curvature to the way she said things. My Mom’s penminship was as classy as she was. I also saved an old grocery list of hers for the same reason. I could hear her say perfectly the name of each item on the list. I love to hear my Mom’s voice. How clear it remains in my head, even a year later. I pray for many things, I know. I really pray I never stop hearing her voice. As the days go on I find more and more her words becoming my own. The night she lifted from her broken frail body, I gently leaned over her. I whispered ‘I will never leave you Mom. Don’t you ever leave me’. I can definitely say over the past year she has not and it was most apparent the wonderful night of my Hot Pink Ribbon Cutting  Celebration. 
DON’T STOP…THINKIN ABOUT TOMORROW!

As my days begin to meld back into some semblance of ‘Life Before Cancer’ I fear I will journal less and less. I worry I will lose that introspective edge not being zapped by daily radiation. I can only imagine my all consuming thoughts of life’s deep meaning will simply be replaced with whimsical playtime with Caden. What more could I ask for. Well, as the days ahead will soon become months and hopefully years for me, I don’t know where my road leads. I am only riding shotgun. I will coninue to do what it is I believe God intends for me to do, so long as I can do it- my nightly prayer. I do know I will make small differences to many over the course of my time. How many that needs to be, God will provide. I believe I will be a teacher one day. I think my nephew Oliver believes that too. All in due time. For now, I am thrilled I can peddle my greeting cards, help a few families with the website and hopefully be a role model for those logging on asking, ‘Anyone out there in breast cancer land with an 8 cm tumor??’ How exciting we do not know the ending, but can really the flip the pages as we like. It is no wonder Freewill is one of my favorite rock tunes by the band, Rush. God has granted us all freewill. I remembered waking the day I was to get my pathology report and thought, I’d rather be optimistic and happy every day with a more severe diagnosis, than pessimistic and depressed with a less serious degree of cancer. Doctor’s can help you medically better than mentally. So long as you have mind and spirit, they will give you your body back. I thank each and every one of my loving doctors, for doing just that.  It is 12:43 am and have half a mind to try the gym tomorrow.

BOO!

Once again, I am back to the computer. Caden is sleeping and Jim is playing guitar in the basement. All is well in the Morahan household. I saw the moon tonight. Although just a crescent, it was shining so brighly. I thought for a moment, I can only see a part of the moon but know it’s full round shape is there in the shadows. At times we can only see a sliver, other times clouds obscur it completely and other times it is full and radiant for all to see. Despite what shines, we know it is always there- much like God. I pray the clouds part for those who haven’t gotten their glimpse of faith, as they had for me. I pray it doesn’t take cancer for that to happen. 

I had my first six month follow up today with ‘Saint’ Edmonson. Driving to my appointment I felt so relieved, reflecting back over my past 10 months. I had quite an amazing team. Dr. Edmonson my surgeon, Dr. Spector my radioligist, Gina my Reiki Master, Kevin Campopiano my accupunturist, my incredible husband, loving family, network of friends, God and Jesus. What more could you ask for. I am so blessed.

I explained to Dr. Edmonson I was doing well overall, but had experienced strange sensations in my back through to my neck and I wasn’t sure if it was something to worry about or if it were a phantom ache attributed to anxiety. As much as I would love a scan to prove, ‘It isn’t cancer!’ I just want to stay out of the doctor’s office a little while longer. I am sure it would yeild me peace of mind, but then I am sure another symptom would appear. This just goes to show it doesn’t matter how well you battle and wage the war, it is difficult not to get the feeling of Space Invaders out of your body, wondering how and when cancer will rear it’s ugly head again. I don’t know how those who suffer a recurrance do it. I’m sure I would manage, just as I had. I just don’t want to- ever. 

I will soon be switching the web calendar on the site over to a broader application. Although my energies will be directed at helping families coping with cancer treatment specifically, I will be opening up the use of the day timer on my site to any family needing help for whatever debilitating illness they are suffering. So long as they can use the calendar to coordinate schedules of friends and family to come in and help with cooking, cleaning and kids- it will be available for them to use. I hoped after six months I would have more takers using it. I don’t so I will expand the service.

OK. Jim’s about to put on his favorite movie ‘Dawn of the Dead’ and is begging me to watch a little bit of it. ‘Do you Lisa, take Jim, to sit with him through cheesy black and white horror films, till death do you part?’ ‘I do.’

Well, I feel like my Cancer Journey is nearing an end. After so many months of journaling and having so many crazy experiences and revelations, it seems like I should be summing up everything with some final, great statement. I just thought that is how so many of us envision the end of our life, like some huge ‘Ta Da!’ will happen. It won’t. It is the daily living we do that is the grand finale. God gives us the chance to celebrate it everyday, so when that final day comes as it had for my Mom, not a word needs to be said, by anyone. It was said everyday in the hugs, laughs and kisses shared. The way you live everyday is the history you leave. I’m no longer worried about any kind of ending. This for me is just the beginning afterall. “There’s the movie” Jim just yelled, “I’m going to make popcorn!”
