A Lesson from the Universe
Although I have been working on myself for a very long time, I am
still having problems dealing with others. I want to change them. I
want them to be who I want them to be rather than who they are. I am
learning a lot, but not enough. The Universe, as I now call my higher
power, has another lesson for me to learn. I have been diagnosed with
Breast Cancer.
Today is February 2nd, 2005. I am going in to get my regular
routine mammogram at Suburban Radiology. The next day I get a
call from the Southdale Breast Center saying that they would like me
to have an ultrasound as there is a small spot on my left breast that
doesn’t look right.

two choices. Either I can wait six months and have a re-check or have
I couldn’t imagine anyone waiting. What do people do that feel they
lieve everything their doctor tells them. I knew I could make choices
for myself. There are so many that can’t or don’t. I had no symptoms,
no physical pain at all, not even a twinge.
I haven’t told anyone I am having a biopsy done. Ed is in the Ba-
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my right breast, so this didn’t seem like a big deal.
I am lying on the table with a hole in it for your boob. How
strange. Then they put a small mammogram machine on to hold it
hardest part is holding still for a half hour on my stomach. I have to
wait a week for the results.
I have an ice pack inside my bra to help with the swelling. I am
supposed to change the pack every hour for approximately six to
eight hours. I want to go to a retirement party for a friend tonight
so the nurse told me most restaurants have crushed ice. Just ask for
a glass, go to the bathroom and put fresh ice in the pack. As it starts
to melt, I ask for crushed ice and of course they don’t have it. About
twenty minutes later the water started running down my side. I am
are trying not to laugh.
Today is February 14, 2005. Dr. Radcliff calls me about 3:30. “HapI don’t quite know what to do. She is going to call me back in a few
minutes after scheduling the doctor appointments I will need the next
day. When she calls back I am really scared. I ask her if I should call Ed
Dr. Radcliff tells me to call a good friend and stay on the phone
as long as I need to talk. I call Kathy; she is a nurse. We talk and
and positive.
I am waiting for Ed to get home from work and I am going to be
very strong and tell him. Then we will talk about it. Ed is coming up
the stairs. The second I see him I burst into tears, the kind of crying
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