Linda’s Story
January 2010 my husband, Reverend Ronald McRae, and I had just returned from our annual vacation trip to Myrtle Beach. It has long been an annual retreat for us that prepares us for the new year. We had no idea that our lives were about to take a turn and we would need that extra support—time would become pre and post cancer.

Not long after returning from vacation I found myself standing in my bathroom looking in my mirror one evening when I felt something was different in my lower right abdomen. I asked my husband to feel it—he did not feel anything. When he didn’t feel anything, I thought I was imagining things. I thought to myself, maybe it’s muscle, given that I had started to work out and was doing Zumba Fitness at The Rush. A week or so later, while lying on my bed I found myself again feeling what seemed to be a hard mass in my lower right abdomen. Again, I asked Ron if he felt it—again he could not. It was then that I made the decision to go to my gynecologist. It was there that I was greeted with the news no woman ever wants to hear—she suspected that I had ovarian cancer. The next few months were a blur. March 2, 2010, I underwent a bilateral salpingo-oophorectomy where both my ovaries and both fallopian tubes were removed. March 12th the pathology report confirmed what the gynecologist and the gynecological oncologist had been saying—I had cancer—dysgerminoma, a kind of ovarian cancer typically reserved for women in their 20’s.

I’ll never forget that day sitting in the Forsyth Cancer Center when my doctor, Dr. Elizabeth Skinner, came in to tell me—there isn’t a good way to tell anyone that they have cancer. She prefixed her comments with the words, “We can beat this.” Likewise, I’ll never forget what Ron said to me at the gynecologist office when I was first told I probably had ovarian cancer, “Come on, you’re going to be alright, we’ve fought bigger devils than this.” Although, I didn’t think that we had, I did not cancel out his faith-filled words. These words and so many other faith-filled words of family and friends would be the hope that I needed in the days to come.

March 29th I began four 3 week cycles of chemotherapy (Vepesid, Cisplatin & Beomycin). This was a frightening time. I can remember many days and nights confessing that God had not given me the spirit of fear, but of love, power and a sound mind. I am a high energy person and it was most difficult not to have energy to do the things that I was accustomed to doing. I’ll never forget the words of my friend, Reverend Tacuma Johnson, “You’ll need to let others take care of you.” In his pastoral care voice he offered me hope that there would be others available to help me as I was accustomed to helping everyone else. He was correct. During treatment I experienced such a flood of family and friends supporting me, especially in prayer. Each day it was assuring to know that I was on the heart and minds of such faithful people who believed in the healing, restoring power of God, hallelujah!

June 5th I stopped chemotherapy due to my lungs being compromised—a side effect of the medication. June 17th I took an MRI. June 21st Dr. Skinner reported what I already knew the MRI was clear—I was cancer-free! When she asked me when I wanted to remove the port that they had placed in my upper right chest for the chemotherapy medicine I said right away. Two days later the port was removed.

Today I am an Athena’s Run committee member. Athena’s Run, a 5K race, began October 2010 to celebrate those who have survived, honors those who have passed and encourages those who are in the fight against gynecological cancers. As a survivor—one who has conquered cancer, I have to be involved. I have been given the opportunity for life. I must be involved in helping others who are in the midst of treatment or may get diagnosed in the future. I want to encourage all women to be sensitive to their on bodies—more importantly, sensitive to the voice of God. I have no doubt that it was God who prompted me to find the mass in my lower right abdomen. Not only that, I am certain that God lifted a standard for me in the kind of cancer that I was diagnosed with and the excellent treatment that I received. My life is changed forever. It is fuller, and I am even the more assured of the healing power and presence of God.

When you hear the word cancer there can be an immediate kind of oppression or depression that occurs that can take us to a place where there is no hope. I want people to know that there is hope—healing is available—there is life after cancer.

