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The title at the heading of this page has became my motto for life.  That, combined 

with “It can always be worse.”  

 

I have a drunk driver and breast cancer to thank for this optimistic outlook on life 

(insert mildly sarcastic laugh here).  Sometimes life just keeps handing you lemons 

and you learn how to make really good lemonade.  

 

When I was 16, a drunk driver hit the car I was driving.  I was left with severe 

injuries to my legs and back.  I spent two years in recovery.  I learned how to walk 

again.  I fought hard to live and I became stronger with each success.  Then, as an 

adult, my family learned we had a BRCA gene mutation which increased our risk 

of breast cancer.  I watched as my grandmother, my aunt, my mom and finally 

myself received a breast cancer diagnosis.   

 

My story with cancer began when I was a girl of 12 and my grandmother was 

diagnosed with cancer, breast cancer to be specific. At that time, the big “C word” 

was just that, no differentiation between kinds and we just though of breast cancer 

as the doctor letting us know the location of the cancer.  In my child’s mind, I 

thought it meant my Granny was going to die soon.  

 

What no one realized was that her breast cancer diagnosis was the beginning of 

finding out we carried a family legacy no one wanted or expected. Information 

about genetic markers and the idea that cancer could be inherited was not known to 

us at that time.   

 

A few years after Grandma passed, my Aunt Helen was diagnosed with breast 

cancer. A lump was found in her breast and a lumpectomy was performed. I do not 

remember if she had any additional treatment at that time as cancer treatments 

were not as advanced as they are today. In two years, cancer returned in the form 

of another lump.  She has had two more battles with breast cancer and a double 

mastectomy with no reconstruction. Aunt Helen is in remission now but still 

fighting the battle.  She’s been very fortunate that there have been so many 

advancements in detection and treatments since her original diagnosis. 

 

Next! My Mother was diagnosed in 2011 with breast cancer.  She is the youngest 

sister of three sisters and two brothers.  Of those five souls, three have been 



diagnosed with cancer (we won the genetic lottery). My mother’s breast cancer 

was found when a routine mammogram revealed a lump in her right breast.  After 

a biopsy confirmed cancer, a lumpectomy was performed.   This was followed up 

with oral hormone therapy which she has just discontinued due to the interaction it 

had with her other medications.  She was never given the option to have a 

mastectomy and would have chosen to go that route if she had.   

 

As the only child of divorced parents, my mom’s care and needs fell directly to me. 

I would not trade that for anything because my mom is my rock, my best friend 

and my ride or die!  

 

After finishing my mom’s surgery, physical therapy, and weekly trips to the cancer 

center for a year, I was thinking, “Amen! We have reached the finish line!  We can 

now relax and recover a bit from the trauma of worrying about the logistics of 

getting to appointments, working full time and raising a family.”  We thought we 

were in the clear. Mom’s prognosis was excellent, with no signs of cancer.  We 

were at the oral chemo stage, with only limited visits to physicians, and it was 

smooth sailing.  You know that is when life always throws you a curve ball!  

Well… here comes mine! 

 

Next!  It’s my turn! In 2012, I was 37 years old, with two active children ages 12 

& 13 and a wonderful, but demanding, career as a Veterinary Technician at a 

specialty hospital.  I was floored when I found out that I had to add my own breast 

cancer to my list of things to do. 

 

I had been having problems with my breast since my 20’s when it was discovered 

that my breasts have very dense tissue and were very cystic.  A large cyst was 

drained periodically for a couple of years, so a painful change was nothing new to 

me and I really didn’t think much of it.  My mammograms always came out clear 

and normally, an ultrasound was also performed to check deeper and monitor the 

cyst because, at this time, we knew a strong family history of breast cancer was 

emerging.  The genetic mutation was discovered at this point.  A change in the 

large cyst began to occur and the cystic fluid changed in nature and my breast 

became even more painful.  This was my first warning sign.  My doctor ordered 

the typical diagnostics, mammography and ultrasound. Nothing was found. This 

began in March of that year (which is my birthday month, insert sarcastic laugh 

here).  The cyst continued to become increasingly painful and the draining 

procedure was repeated more often. Yay me!   

 

More diagnostic testing was done with no outcomes other than the cyst was the 



problem and lots of expense and frustration.   I couldn’t shake the feeling that there 

just had to be more to this.  In October of that same year, after two mammograms 

and three ultrasounds and multiple draining procedures we still had no conclusive 

diagnostic results because of the multiple cysts and dense breast tissue.  

 

My mother’s oncologist was at the hospital the same day as my last ultrasound.  He 

joined my doctor for a consult about my case and they concurred that the 

possibility was strong that something was hiding behind all that mess in by boob.   

 

This partnering probably saved my life!  My mom’s oncologist came into the 

ultrasound room where I was still laying on the table and told me what had been 

discussed between the two doctors and the radiologist.  What he said to me 

changed my life and most likely saved it. Thank God for brave people who care 

about people. He told me, “If you were my wife, I would tell you to go to a 

specialty center, a breast center with advanced diagnostic capabilities and pursue 

this theory. There is a faint shadow at the edge of the large cyst and we cannot 

determined what is causing the shadow.  I feel it could be something worth looking 

into.  However, since it also could be a result of the imaging itself, we cannot be 

sure that it is, or is not, a cause for concern, or if there is even truly anything there.     

Based on this, you will again get a letter saying nothing conclusive has been found 

on your mammogram or ultrasound.”   

 

I thank God for that man!  That was my tumor hiding back there. I proceeded to go 

to my PCP and ask for referral to a breast center.  There, I was given a radioactive 

dye infused MRI which the tumor lit up like a Christmas tree and there it was, 

stage 1 breast cancer.   

 

My life story is a long one with cancer and it is like a suspense novel it just keeps 

getting better. Like watching a train wreck you just can’t turn away from.  

 

So, home I go to tell my husband the wonderful news and when I get there, he 

greets me with some wonderful news of his own. On that very day, my father-in -

law was diagnosed with Stage 4 prostate cancer, which had already spread to the 

surrounding tissue and bladder.  So, when my husband finally asked me about my 

test result, I reluctantly told him that a tumor was found and that a biopsy was 

performed and that we were waiting on confirmation of Stage 1.  That day, with 

the double cancer diagnosis, was the icing on a very big cake. 

 

We chose not to tell the girls that day about me, they had just found out about their 

grandfather and had a million questions about him and cancer and the future. Now, 



as I write this, I’m crying, as I always do when I go back to this day in time.  This 

was just the beginning of many tears shed all alone.  I felt very alone during my 

cancer journey, not for the lack of being surrounded by loved ones, but lack of 

being connected to someone I could talk to about what I was feeling and going 

through.   After all, my father-in-law, whom I loved very much, was going to die 

from his cancer, and I was most likely going to be “just fine” as everyone put it.   

 

I was anything but “just fine”. Mentally, emotionally and physically at times, I was 

anything but fine, but I hid it well. Good Mothers do that you know, they take care 

of everyone and everything. (P. S. - inside I’m still an emotional mess about it.)  I 

made sure everyone thought I was fine all the time.  I kept the household routine as 

normal as possible.  I kept going to ballgames, driving hundreds of miles to horse 

shows pulling a trailer with horses, equipment and girls until my procedures 

limited my driving.  Then my husband drove and I rode in pain and silence and 

cheered like a good mom and told everyone I was fine.  After all, my oldest 

daughter took 6th place in the Southeast Regional Championship that cold February 

in south Georgia and cancer was not going to take that away from her. It was 

already taking her grandfather.  He passed away July 3, 2012. 

 

I can tell you a lot about what cancer takes and I can tell you a lot about what 

cancer gives and what it leaves you with. And I can tell you that you will not 

expect any of it no matter how prepared you think you are to handle it. It takes a 

community of support to get through this trial by fire.  That is why Komen is so 

important: to provide the opportunities to find this community support and the help 

it brings.  I did not find Komen until after my journey was started but I wish I had 

known it was there from the beginning. With your help and support it can be for 

many women, men and families.  

 

So Live Strong, Live Well and Be Brave and learn to make really good lemonade. 

 


