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	Health is inner peace.
Course in miracles


	 

	Health is the ability of people to deal with physical, emotional, social and spiritual life challenges while exercising as much self-direction as possible.
Inspired by Machteld Huber


	 

	 

	
Foreword by Dr. Willem Lammers 

	 

	Cancer is a many-headed monster. The word alone causes shock, fear and even panic, especially if it involves you or people close to you. Most adults know and have known people with cancer, and those experiences define their coping with diagnosis and treatment. If you look beyond these first reactions, there is less reason to panic. It is not as widely known, but most people recover from cancer, modern treatments are versatile, precise, and effective, and the odds of survival and cure have increased dramatically.

	 

	This is not to say that cancer is a small thing. Cancer turns your life upside down, whether you are the patient yourself, or you are involved, as a partner, child, parent, friend, or family member. Even health care professionals are personally involved. Jannie Rispens' account in this book makes that abundantly clear. It deals with three major themes.

	 

	First, cancer confronts us with the fact that we are all mortal. That's a fact we don't like to be reminded of in our Western culture. Death from cancer is not out of the question, even though there are many forms of effective treatment. There is nothing we can do about that: Everyone must find a form to accept the temporary nature of life and the finality of death.

	 

	Symptoms and treatment are the second theme. They are linked to limitations, to pain, and even to disfigurement due to the tumours themselves, to radiation, to chemotherapy and to surgery. Clinicians in this field of modern medicine can do a lot when it comes to diagnosis and treatment. Patients and those around them do not have as much influence here - aside from limited opportunities to make choices about treatment and practitioners.

	The third theme is coping with symptoms and treatment. This is where the coaching, counselling and psychotherapy professions can have their beneficial influence: supporting people in accepting the facts and then discovering what becomes possible. When people find constructive forms for the latter, their chances of survival and healing increase. 

	 

	It is important that those who offer help have an eye for opportunities and do not get stuck at existing limits. This applies to professionals as well as family and friends. When I work with cancer patients, I always make people aware that everything doctors know about cancer is derived from others who had cancer before them. Their own unique potential does not show up in those statistics. The point is precisely to mobilize that potentials. 

	 

	Some time ago, a friend of mine was told he had acute leukaemia, with a life expectancy of weeks or months. He was admitted to intensive care and hovered between life and death for two months. At some point the doctors decided they would only treat palliatively. Now he is home, and everything is different. The number of cancer cells in his blood has been tremendously reduced, and instead of palliative treatment, rehabilitation follows. I can only surmise how my comrade managed that, but the example shows, that a diagnosis or prediction is an interesting hypothesis, but it need not be a final verdict.

	 

	In my work, I often deal with people who are ill. Especially when it comes to chronic diseases, there are two patterns that come to mind: In one pattern, people ignore the disease. As a result, inevitable treatment begins later than necessary and is then often more invasive, with larger surgeries or stronger medications. In the other pattern, people are so anxious that they see nothing but the disease and let it define their entire lives. Between these two patterns lies reality, with its facts and possibilities. Health manoeuvres between these two poles, as Jannie beautifully describes.

	 

	You can influence your healing process. Jannie writes very clearly about that in the second part of this book. To do so, however, you must first arrive at reality, which moves permanently between pessimism and wishful thinking. It is about your own reality in the here and now. Not about how it used to be, not about how it should have been in the past, not about how it will be in the future, and not about how others think it is or should be. Arriving at reality means weighing the facts and possibilities and making decisions about the direction of your life. 

	 

	Logosynthesis® is the best tool I know of for arriving at reality and shaping your own life. The model offers methods for neutralizing painful memories, resolving fantasies about everything that can go wrong, and clearing out beliefs that don't make your life better. The technique Jannie presents in this book is astonishingly simple and effective.

	Logosynthesis is a model for healing and development; it helps you become whole - physically, mentally, and spiritually. The thoughts behind the model go deeper than biology and psychology. Often when we talk about cancer we talk about healing, but physical recovery is only one part of what people go through. Cancer also involves people starting to think about what is really important in their lives - loving relationships and meaningful tasks. 

	 

	You are more than a body, a biological machine with ears and eyes. You are more than a computer, processing information from the environment and making decisions. You are Essence, a spark of something immortal that is greater than all of us combined.

	 

	Logosynthesis helps you to reconnect and deepen your contact with your Essence - each time you engage with it. The better that contact is, the greater are your chances for healing and wholeness, and the greater is your contribution to the lives of all in this world.

	 

	Willem Lammers

	 

	Dr Willem Lammers is a psychologist and psychotherapist. Based on his long experience in the border areas of body, mind and spirit, he developed Logosynthesis®. willem@lammers.ch

	 

	 

	 

	
Introduction 

	 

	In December 2020, I was diagnosed with breast cancer. To my surprise, I was not afraid, though I did encounter many frightened people when I told them I had received a cancer diagnosis. In their eyes I saw the terror reflected, and between their words; I heard shocked gasps. During the treatment process that followed, I could look at what was happening from different perspectives: as the one undergoing the treatment as well as from the position of the observer. I was both in the process, and I could watch the process from a distance. I noticed what happened to other people when the word 'cancer' was mentioned.

	 

	Deep inside me was a 'knowing' that I would not die from this. I didn't start fighting the cancer, but I focused on behaviour and activities that would help my body's natural healing process. Apparently, I was not in harmony, otherwise I would not have become sick; it became my job to find and restore the balance. In Part I of this book, I will let you look over my shoulder at how I experienced this period in my life, after being diagnosed with cancer. In the journal I kept during this period, you can read that during this time I started to wonder if I could transfer the peace I was experiencing to others. I then began to analyse what brought me such peace. 

	 

	In Part II you can read what helped me on my life’s journey to live more consciously. Because I knew who I was at the deepest level, I didn't have to focus on the fear. From years of working to expand my consciousness, I now experienced the freedom to choose. I chose ‘opportunity’ over ‘fear.’

	 

	In Chinese, the character for 'crisis' consists of two characters. One character represents 'danger,' this side of cancer is commonly accepted. The other character for crisis is 'opportunity,' this side of crisis is less known in our Western world. Therefore, this book explores the opportunity side of the crisis we call cancer. How can you bring yourself from a state of being, in which cancer is perceived as threatening, to a state of being in which cancer is seen as an opportunity? This question was the beginning of the creation of this book. It was written with the knowledge I have now. However, I am aware of the fact that I am learning more every day and that my insights may change and develop as a result.

	 

	For me, health has always been a broader concept than just a body that functions properly. Machteld Huber introduced the following definition: ‘Health is the ability of people to deal with physical, emotional, and social challenges of life while exercising as much self-direction as possible’. In my definition I would add the spiritual challenges to the list. Health encompasses many areas of life, all of which are interrelated. A challenge in one area has an effect in another. It was particularly the word ‘self-direction’ that struck me when I first read this definition of health. After a cancer diagnosis, people are quick to think that they must now relinquish control. Nothing could be further from the truth. In Part II, I explain the areas in which you can make an impact after a diagnosis. Numerous ways are provided to help you restore balance. In my view 'not being healthy' is a call to look at which area needs work: physical, emotional, social, or spiritual. Ultimately, I believe health is an experience of inner peace. Can you go with the flow? Can you accept the way things are? Can you surrender to that which is bigger than us humans? These are the questions you have to answer. Healing is experiencing inner peace in your heart and mind; an acceptance of what is now.

	 

	Part III is entirely devoted to Logosynthesis, an approach developed by Dr. Willem Lammers. This method, based on working with energy, has proven to be a great tool and resource to support both physical and mental health. It gives a boost to the healing process - not only for the person who has received a diagnosis, but also for the people around him or her, the loved ones. For them, this period is often at least as intense as for the person directly affected. Logosynthesis can reduce or even eliminate their fears. The worries and fantasies about the future, leading to so much tension, are put into perspective. Logosynthesis can also help you to increase self-healing at any stage described in Part !!. 

	 

	In Part III, I juxtapose Logosynthesis with the various stages of the journey that follows a cancer diagnosis. This allows each reader to get started with Logosynthesis at the point where they are. To become familiar with the detail and use of Logosynthesis, you can also take an course or workshop. Please check the website www.canceropportunities.health  to see when the next workshops will be held. The workshops are sometimes held at a physical location, but more often is held online.

	 

	Parts I, II and III can be read separately. You can start where your greatest interest lies. In Part IV, I go further into the role of loved ones, and how they relate to the themes and issues mentioned earlier in Parts II and III. Those close to the person with a cancer diagnosis can, often unconsciously, make things considerably more difficult for the person with the imposition of their own fears and grief. If they work on their own reactions to a diagnosis to reduce their anxiety, their presence can be of great support to the person who has received a diagnosis. This does require that they stay in the here and now. Then they can positively encourage the person facing diagnosis and treatment as they find their new balance.

	 

	This book was written with the desire to shine a different light on cancer. You can become aware of the directions you can take and the choices you can make. It is my contention that there is a great change in healing processes when the fear, right at the beginning of the process, is reduced with the help of Logosynthesis. Both for the person affected and for those closely involved. It would be a significant gain if in the future, cancer is not only associated with fear and suffering, but is also seen as a door to a process of awareness, of wholeness. That afterwards you can say that you have become a wiser person because of it. That you know better who you are at the deepest level and are able to live it. You no longer need a mask to hide behind. Through the process you have become aware of the power that lives within you. And you also know how to make use of this power. It is touchingly beautiful when you can say afterwards that the healing process has helped you, after a cancer diagnosis, to continue the rest of your life with a clear direction and purpose. That you live with inspiration because you have come to know what gives your life meaning.

	 

	I wish you much courage and the guts to change - to always take that extra step outside your comfort zone. Love will guide you. 

	 

	I wish you a beautiful journey,

	Jannie

	 

	 

	This book is not a substitute for medical care. 

	 

	You cannot force anyone to read this book or follow its instructions. A person must come to the point of curiosity about the opportunities available to them and start their journey themselves.
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Part I Diary

	Cancer diagnosis

	 

	Peach

	All the photos included in this book, including the front cover, were taken in my own garden. For me, the garden symbolizes change and growth. The newly planted garden near my home was my motivation for recovery.  I wanted to see the garden develop and bloom, to be part of its future. Part I, the journal, includes photos of some of the fruits that grew. They symbolise the fruits of years of personal development that allowed me to not be fearful on this journey. 

	 

	 

	DIARY, part I

	 

	Never measure the height of a mountain, until you have reached the top. Then you will see how low it was.

	Dag Hammerskjöld

	 

	September 20, 2020

	Back to the roots

	 

	Over a year ago we were on a weekend vacation in Friesland with friends from Twente, two different parts of the Netherlands. My friend saw me blossom as I stood on the sea dike in the country where I was born. That day, my friend and I took a beautiful walk in the salt marsh area of the Wadden Sea. It's true: this is where I am at home. Unexpectedly, a feeling of homesickness came to the surface. After that weekend, Friesland came to my mind more and more often… How it would feel to ride my bike and to drink coffee with my parents; how nice it would be to settle back into my familiar landscape. How wonderful it would be to speak my native language again – all day, every day. 

	 

	To cut a long story short: after six months of considerations, as a family, we bought a piece of land on which we built a house. We had tried many times to move back to Friesland but until now, it had never worked out. Before we knew it, we had children and a mortgage and were less flexible. I preferred not to interrupt the children's schooling, especially in the last year of primary school or the exam year of secondary school. And so, we lingered in Twente. This time, we confidently bought a house before the job search had even begun. Something, very deep inside me, knew it was time to go home. Up until this move, we had always first found a job and then a home. This time we bought a house and the jobs followed on.

	 

	Today is the day before the move. The boxes are piled up to the ceiling and are to be picked up by the movers soon. Thirty-two years ago, we packed up our possessions and left Friesland to settle in Twente for what we thought would be a few years. It turned out to be much longer. Twente is beautiful, but Friesland is more beautiful to me, it is familiar and it is home: The landscape, the language, and the family…we are coming home.

	 

	Over the past year I have put my ear to my heart. I’ve been listening. I sense it is time to take stock, to do some things differently. I'm going to work less and be outside more. At the new house, I have room for a flower garden as well as a vegetable garden. I am already dreaming of that while sitting here between the boxes. Fruit trees, berry bushes and growing my own vegetables in a way that is natural, friendly to the local ecology, and incorporating natural fertilization etc. The farmers’ blood of earlier generations flows through my veins.

	 

	Having a sense of direction is not among my natural talents. My sense of direction works differently than most peoples’. To get to our new house, you have to turn left at the two big red beeches on the left side of the road. Often, I remember a route because significant trees or flowers catch my eye. Nature changes during the seasons, so sometimes, I will lose my way again. But I can still tell you where, as a seven-year-old, I could find the double daisies for making necklaces. I could still show you where the poppies bloomed in forgotten splendor at the edge of a wheat field. I knew where the most beautiful peonies took root in our village, and that at the house at the edge of the playground, just left of the front door, was a flower I had never seen before: a white and pink clematis. What a beauty!

	 

	Soon I will have my own garden. A garden that I will design and shape myself. Right now, it is a rough plain of towering weeds. For the past 10 years only sheep have walked and grazed there. There is so much potential! Everything has yet to take shape, but in my mind’s eye I see beautiful images of how it will be… Wow!

	 

	November 26, 2020

	Mobile cancer screening

	 

	Because of the move, I didn’t pay much attention to the letter inviting me to come to the mobile breast cancer screening clinic – At that time, it felt much more important to organise everything around the move. Because we moved more than a hundred and fifty kilometres away, it took a lot of organisation to get everything right. Choosing colours, ordering paint, picking out tiles, the pavement plan, making appointments with suppliers and professionals etc. etc. The initiative for moving came from me, so I was prepared to make it happen and I took on most of the work. 

	 

	In the beginning, we received our mail in dribs and drabs. Sometimes we got mail delivered to our new address via a long detour. The reminder letter to come for a breast cancer screening x-ray was one of these. I called the number on the letter a few weeks later to make an appointment. The bus for the screening was in Dokkum, which is ten kilometres from our new home. Very convenient. So the appointment was made. 

	 

	On the day in question, I’m standing in the rain waiting for my turn. Because of the corona pandemic measures, I am not allowed to wait my turn inside. I call my sister to pass the time and she give me the tip to take some paracetamol beforehand. Ah yes, I had forgotten that I had done that the last time. ‘I'm hanging up now because I still have one at the bottom of my bag,’ I say, and then frantically start searching through my overflowing bag. Even though I purposely purchased a small bag to avoid lugging around unnecessary junk, I still manage to make it chock full. After some rummaging, I find the plastic strip of four, with one paracetamol left in it.

	 

	The door at the top of the stairs opens and I go inside. My details are checked, and I am directed to a small room where I am instructed to undress my upper body. While I am still changing, the door on the other side of the changing room opens and I am told that I may walk through when I am ready. At the x-ray machine is a lady well into her fifties; nice, not an inexperienced trainee. When I see the machine, memories of the previous time come up. I remember that the last time I was screened for breast cancer, it hurt quite a bit. I think I had swollen glands at the time, so it hurt a lot when I had to squeeze my body flat against the plate for the picture. The nurse begins to explain to me what she is doing. Her explanation is clear - I am too tall for the machine and will need to sit down. My breast is placed on the plate. She places a hand above and below my breast and pulls it forward. She has warm hands, and the soft skin that you find in older people. Very gently she pulls on the breast before the plate presses on top. Then she finds she can press it on even tighter and pushes a button again. To my surprise, it doesn't actually hurt - at least not like last time. The process repeats for the other breast. Then she asks me to stand, diagonally in front of the device which is now tilted. Again, the gentle hands smooth my breast before squashing it hard between the plates for the image. How lucky I am to meet this lady, I think.

	 

	I get dressed while she checks to see that the pictures turned out well. Everything looks good, and I’m free to leave. I decide to do a little shopping while I am near the stores. In our new hometown, many of the stores have closed due to economic pressure and the pandemic, and I no longer live just a few blocks away from the main stores. I have found that it makes me less materialistic. In our previous hometown, I would cycle down the shopping street on my way to and from work and would often see something in a shop window that I thought I should have. Here, it turns out, that's actually not true at all! I am very happy about this.

	 

	The following Monday, I walk slowly through the house, enjoying what I see: everything is decorated, and the garden is laid out in outlines. The fruit trees and berry bushes have been planted; I am still waiting for the beech hedge to come. The paving around the house is laid and looks good. We had to wait a long time for all of the bricks and tiles to arrive, that was partly due to corona though.

	 

	After the move, I settle into a new routine of working three half-days a week as a psychosocial therapist. Before the move, I’d been working four or five full days a week, so as far as I am concerned, I could easily enrol some new clients. I send up a prayer for new clients from the local area. I have kept some of my old clientele. As I had started counselling people online due to the corona restrictions, I'm still as accessible to them as befor. Being online is a good thing.

	 

	Diagnosis

	 

	On Tuesday, I get a call from the family doctor. Nice, I think, she must have a new client for me now that I am up and running. But no, this is about me. She has had word from the breast cancer screening unit - my picture is marked as a 4. At 4b you definitely have cancer, at 4 it is ‘most likely’ cancer. She got right to the point. Fortunately, I’d had an introductory meeting with my new GP several weeks ago, so I know who’s speaking on the other end of the line. I notice that my breathing does not skyrocket in terror. Strange, I think, am I now watching myself from a distance? I hear the doctor sum up what the next steps are. I ask when further tests can be done. I grab the calendar from my workspace to see when it would be convenient for me to go to the hospital. On Wednesday afternoon would be convenient, that would mean that Johannes, my husband, could also come along, I see. I ask the doctor if I should make an appointment at the hospital myself, or if she will do it, and she sends me an online conformation of the details I need to make the call. When I finish speaking to her, I take a deep breath and call Medical Centre K. Bummer, they only answer the phone until four and it is now four-thirty. I notice that I am not afraid of cancer. I believe that I will survive, and I am confident of a good outcome. There are just some things that need to happen before my body is back to normal.

	 

	Our son went upstairs when the call came, and I go to him first. As I walk up the stairs to the attic, a thought enters my mind: What would it be like for a 20-year-old to lose his mother? My heart quickens slightly, and my breath becomes shallower. Suddenly I am overwhelmed by a wave of turmoil and anxiety - just for a moment, and a few tears come. I tell him what the phone call was about. He asks sweetly if he can do anything for me. I can't think of anything. I walk back to my workspace and read the further information the GP has sent to me. As I sit back at my desk, I realize that the turmoil came when I stepped into my son's shoes. It is now very calm; both my breathing and heartrate are calm again. I hear the door suddenly slam at the front of the house; Johannes is home. He walks through to the practice and asks me how my day has been. 

	 

	‘Well, the family doctor called and said I most likely have cancer,’ I say. He is silent for a moment. After the short version comes the long version, and he says defiantly, ‘That's not what we moved here for, for you to get sick!’ I can see all the thoughts flashing through his mind. His eyes shoot back and forth across the room without seeing anything. He goes quiet, and leaves for the kitchen to make some coffee. I try again to call my parents, but they don't answer. When our oldest daughter comes home, I tell her what the doctor has said, and I call our second daughter who lives a long way away. That night we lie awake.

	 

	On Wednesday morning my first call of the day is to the Breast Cancer Clinic in the hospital. I can go there for further tests and an examination as early as Monday. Earlier than I thought. That's great. I am pleased. The lady on the phone says, ‘Well, that must be a shock!’ I notice that I am almost beginning to feel embarrassed because I am not lying on the floor crying like a baby. Sometimes an anxious thought flares up, but after it I think: It's just a thought, and a thought is not yet a fact. I refuse to let fear guide me. I just don't feel like it. My body has a tumour, and it needs to be removed. As far as I'm concerned, this needs to happen as soon as possible, and then I'll just move on. I've always thought I'll live to be 92 - and I'd like to keep it that way!

	 

	I start work for the day and around 11:30am I call my parents. My father answers the phone and listens. I briefly tear up at the beginning of the story as I tell him. The thought that preceded it: ‘What is it like for parents to lose their daughter?’ I notice that the thought makes me emotional. ‘Well, that's something!’ my father says, and pretty soon he continues with: ‘I'll pass you on to Mum, you just talk to her for a bit now’. I tell my Mum everything I know right now, I find my balance again, and my mother begins telling me a story about someone in her village who had surgery and didn't even need post-operative treatment. I listen. 

	 

	Later in the day, I go to the kitchen. Johannes is sitting there having coffee, he is working from home today. Over his shoulder, I cast a glance into the garden; I see the pear tree standing there, and I feel tears are welling up. Just last week it was transplanted to a place where it can grow well and have space. The past few weeks I have put a lot of energy into designing, shaping and planting a flower, fruit and vegetable garden. I want to see that one pear tree grow! I want to see the blooms in spring! I want to touch the developing new leaves! I plan to be old and plump with grey hair and to be meandering among my green beans and tomatoes…to grow old and be healthy...that's the plan. To live like the people in the blue zones. Blue zones are certain regions on earth where people tend to live closely with nature and grow very old. Most of them have vegetable gardens in which they work, even if they are over a hundred years old. I have planted young fruit trees so that I can see them grow to maturity over the next forty years. 

	Boy, what the sight of a small pear tree can do! The little pear tree brings me to doubt for a moment. Then I choose to envision the image of this garden a few years from now. In my dreams, I already regularly walk around in it. I visualize what the garden will be like when all the seeds - which I now keep in a box like my treasure chest under the stairs - are in the ground and have flowers. The cancer is not going to take that away from me! The unease that surfaced for a moment at the sight of the pear tree disappears fairly quickly when I choose not to follow the anxious train of thought. 

	 

	The thought that I will soon be walking around in my fabulous flower, fruit and vegetable garden is much more engaging. Lots of people blindly run after their thoughts, and those thoughts are often rooted in fear. I know that I can choose which thought I follow. I get a peaceful feeling as I envision the garden as it might look next summer. With my eyes closed, in my mind I am already walking around next year's garden. I feel the sun stroking my back as I bend over to harvest the green beans. I see the tomatoes still need some sun; they are still green. I walk over to the spring carrots as if they are already there. I smell the flowers. Within me grows a sense of peace.

	 

	Johannes thinks it is unfair. After thirty-two years, we have left Twente behind to return to our roots in Friesland. After all this time. We are all having a great time here so far. My husband and eldest daughter have jobs where they feel at home, and we have a beautiful new house with a garden. Our son is beginning to find his feet. For Johannes, a cancer diagnosis does not fit into this new life. To limit the flow of negative thoughts, we count our blessings. Fortunately, we are very good at that, we regularly reflect on what we have instead of what we don't have. We put on our walking shoes and go for walks in the neighbourhood. As we turn out of our street, we are already in the woods, this is the advantage of living on the edge of the village. We know we can get through this together. Johannes takes my hand and together we relax and walk, we are peaceful today.

	 

	At noon, I send a message in the family WhatsApp group to inform my brother and sisters of our news. We have been using this WhatsApp for a while, and it means that I don't have to call and say the same thing five times. Everyone who calls me after reading the message starts the conversation with: “You must be very shocked!" I hold back a little, because apparently, I must be very shocked and I'm not. Yes, it is annoying, but I am not very shocked, my world isn’t standing still. I notice that I do not share this alternative view because I am afraid that they will find me ‘strange’ again. I am a highly sensitive person, and I often felt 'strange' as a child - with my intense perception of the world and extreme responses. Now I’m writing it down, I realize that I don't directly oppose what they say because I want to continue to belong. What all of those callers really mean is that they are very shocked and that they would be shocked by such a diagnosis. They project that onto me. I am thankful that I am aware, and I manage to leave that idea with them and so limit its effect on me.

	 

	I am not my body

	 

	Speaking of blessings, I am incredibly grateful that I have been practicing spiritual growth for years. 'I am not my body'  is something I learned when, eighteen years ago, I spent months on the couch almost all day due to rheumatoid arthritis. I had little energy to do anything else. Our three children were in primary school at the time. They walked home from school by themselves, made themselves drinks, took a cookie, and went to play. I laid on the couch, too tired even to sit up. Leaning back into the cushions, I read books to my children - I had all the peace and quiet I needed to do that. Around 4:30pm I would push my body up from the couch and with the necessary effort, start cooking. I still consider eating together an important time in our family day. By the time we had finished eating, I would be hanging askew from my chair as I didn't even have the muscular strength to support my spine.

	 

	At the time, I felt like a failure as a mother and as a partner. It was getting darker and darker inside me. I became unsure of who I was, and whether my existence added anything that mattered to the world. After spending my days like this for several months, I thought, ‘If this is life, I'm done with it’. At that moment I somehow stepped out of my body and looked from above at myself on the couch and thought, ’I'm not ill, this body is ill.’ That's how I learned to let go of the identification with my body. I am not my body. I have a very healthy soul that lives in a body that is sick. That body on the couch was not who I am at my deepest level. My Essence, who I am at my core, is separate from my body. From that moment on, things began to improve. I had regained access to my energy flow and as a consequence, my world slowly began to expand.

	 

	This afternoon sitting cross-legged on the couch for a meditation, I feel very peaceful. I visualize sending light to the area around the cancer. A little later, I visualize wrapping the tumour in cling film. I have no clue where this impulse came from, but I wrap the clear film around the tumour, I go across, and round it again. I keep on wrapping and I see that after a while, the plastic has turned black, and it has become strong industrial plastic. I have a little black cocoon in my chest, so to speak, and I am sending light to the cells around the cocoon.

	 

	My body is sick, this is the doctor's conclusion after looking at the X-ray. However, I feel perfectly healthy and plan to live to be 92. Whether that is with one or two breasts, I'll see later. I can't worry about that today. 

	 

	This morning I will continue writing. For myself, but perhaps also for others. I will describe the whole process after the diagnosis. Who knows, someone might find it useful later. In any case, it helps me keep everything in order. After the first two pages, Tietia comes over for coffee. Thirty-five years ago, I went to teacher training college with her. We always kept in touch until I had my three children, and she had her two. It became more difficult to visit each other, and the contact became less frequent. We haven’t seen each other for eighteen years, but even so, we are able to continue where we left off. It’s amazing how eighteen years fall away, we discover that we actually experienced many of the same things in those intervening years. In terms of experiences, we share a lot. In our minds we have always kept in touch, there has always been a bond. I've got a soulmate back. 

	 

	I have already ordered new pyjamas, a robe, and a tracksuit. Every disadvantage comes with an advantage too, as the famous Dutch soccer player Johan Cruyff said. I expect my package to arrive in two days. I’ve ordered a very nice set - with polka dots.  The old washed-out pyjamas with the too-short sleeves and pant legs can stay at home. When I was in the hospital thirty years ago, Johannes showed up with pyjamas with a bear on them. They were terrible! Back then you couldn't order anything online. This time, I have ordered a nice blue tracksuit with a zipper. It's easy to change a bandage, so you don't have to take off your shirt. I can hear you say: Aren't you getting ahead of yourself? Well, I have a feeling that I will be operated on within a few weeks. Sooner than I think. My mother always has a stack of new underwear ready in the back of the closet for when she has to go to the hospital. We like to joke about that. My underwear has seen better days too, not all of it, but some of it; so, I'm ordering that in as well. I am ready. For now, I will stop writing. It's been nice. I make fresh tea, get chocolate from the cupboard, and watch TV, with my legs stretched out on the couch.

	 

	The man who delivers the beech hedges to our house, the last thing left to do to the garden, responds to the news, that I have been diagnosed with cancer, with: ‘Cancer never comes at a good time, does it?’ I wonder, is this true? Before the summer I was working four or four and a half days a week, now I’m working only one and a half day per week. So actually, it's more convenient now. I'm near my family now, which is also more convenient. The house and garden are pretty much done, except for the beech hedge, so that's also convenient. "I've mastered the thinking around this quite well," I say to myself with a smile on my face. 

	 

	As I stand in the driveway with Johannes later that week, I see that I have really mastered the art of reversal thinking; we don't have a lawn in the front garden with flowers at the side. No, it’s the exact opposite: in the middle of the lawn there are two rectangular flower beds at right angles to each other. We laughed heartily about it.

	 

	November 30, 2020

	Examinations at the hospital

	 

	This morning I’m going to the hospital again for further examinations. Last night I slept pretty well, then took a relaxing shower. Then we went to the hospital. Fortunately, the corona rule of having to go in alone does not apply to us. Johannes and I can go together. That's allowed at oncology. I register at this hospital where we don't know our way around yet, that's what happens when you move over such a distance. We follow route 77 to the x-ray department. 

	 

	We are taken to a room where a specialist nurse first assesses how badly we are shocked. "It’s not too bad," I say. Once I knew where the lump was, I could also feel it and it started to hurt not long after. Due to the rheumatism, I have a constant pain in my right shoulder and the surrounding areas, so I had not noticed this pain in the breast before. The nurse examines both breasts with cold fingers. A marker is used to outline the area that will later be x-rayed.

	 

	Then the friendly nurse takes us to the next location. We sit in a large waiting room with four people. There are about thirty chairs, many of which are taped with a sticker that says you are not allowed to sit there. Johannes and I are the only two allowed to sit next to each other. Everyone else comes in for their x-ray by themselves during this corona period. While waiting, we play a game on the iPad. Wordament with English words is wasted on me this morning. 

	 

	Johannes walks with me to the room where the ultrasound will be done. I’m freezing as I lie on the treatment table. It froze last night and the temperature in the hospital has not yet been adjusted. A blanket is draped over me. There I lie, under a blanket, wearing a face mask. The wall is painted in an intricate pattern with many colours. It is nice that I am not lying alone now, while the lady is consulting with the doctor. We laugh at the futuristic mural. There is a pink circle on the wall containing a seven-headed tumour - surely this painting would have been better placed in another room. Then I am collected by the porter for to go for the x-ray. Taking the picture hurts more than it did when I was in the mobile screening center. Afterwards I return to the table, under the blanket. I can honestly say that they do everything they can to make the wait easier, but it is still a wait, and it’s difficult.

	 

	The doctor comes in and he does an ultrasound of the tumour and of the lymph nodes. Fortunately, he can interpret the pictures better than I can. He talks somewhat inarticulately and with a mask on, he is sometimes difficult for me to understand. He is a gentleman, and kindly repeats what he has said when I ask him a question. Then it is time for the biopsy. Johannes waits in the corridor for a while. We have agreed on that beforehand. It is better for him to wait in the corridor , because he might faint. The skin of the breast is sterilized. The drops roll along the skin and fall under my armpit onto the cloth on which I am lying. Next, I am given a few pricks to numb the area. Then a small incision is made into the skin to do the biopsy. This means that some cells are taken from the tumour to be cultured in the lab. Exactly how the biopsy is done, I can't tell you because I turned my head the other way – I didn’t look! I am fine with it being done, but I am not watching. I don't want to remember these images.

	 

	All the people are very nice. Someone always walks with us to the next location that we have to report to, and they are friendly. We eventually arrive back in the waiting room with the specialist nurse. According to my watch, we need to wait another half an hour. We got through the whole process pretty quickly though. We don't have many questions; we don't need to be reassured and we have no panic that needs to be taken care of. 

	 

	As we wait, for the last time today, at a desk again, I am looked deeply into by the eyes of the specialized nurse sitting there: How am I doing? Because of the facemasks, it is more difficult for her to see. Intrusively, she examines me, with eyes this time. The diameter of the tumour has gone from 1.4 to 1.1 cm on today's image. Ha! you see that meditation in which I wrapped the tumour in many layers of cling film was not so crazy after all! There is no question that there are cancer cells there - but I already knew that after the call from the doctor. Now we must wait and see if the cancer is hormone sensitive or not. This may affect the radiation and chemo options that I have. For today, we have no more questions. I haven't looked up anything on the internet about breast cancer either. Next Thursday, we will return and proposals for the best treatment path will be made.

	 

	Feeling quite excited, we walk down the corridor to the exit. A quick stop at the parking meter and then we find our car again. ‘Would you like to drive past your parents?’ asks Johannes. I think that's a great idea. On the way, I type a WhatsApp message describing the latest developments in it and send it to all the people who are in the know. When we walk into my parents' kitchen, my mother, after a brief moment of doubt, cannot resist giving me a big hug. Yes, something like this calls for touching each other for a moment, this corona period has been a cold and distant time, after all. It is strange how it affects our spontaneous reactions, our normal behaviour. Physical contact is connection and it’s very necessary.

	 

	In addition to the information in the WhatsApp, we are able to say that it is probably going to be breast-conserving surgery in which a lymph node will also be removed. My father says he is happy to see us. They are extremely happy that I now live close by and no longer in Twente. They too, have been busy all morning with my examination. I talk about it easily. I am not afraid. I notice that my calmness affects them. My mother quickly makes coffee for Johannes, I get tea. I really have a mother who likes to care. I can feel the level of tension in the kitchen dropping in the minutes that follow. We drink coffee and tea and have fun. Humour helps put everything into perspective.

	 

	Back home, Johannes squeezes oranges for lunch, delicious! My mother-in-law gets a call and I notice that she is doing quite a bit of doom and gloom. I take the phone from Johannes. I notice that she too becomes calm after I talk to her. I am calm and at peace with it, and apparently, I can transfer this state to other people. 

	 

	Our son doesn’t seem worried either. The nice thing is that he is not immediately in my personal space, but I do think he needs to realize that not all people experience it this way. The older generation is immediately worried at the word cancer, they have lost people to it, and our younger generation has no idea yet what cancer might entail. I ask Johannes if he can have a little conversation with him about it. After lunch I lie on my bed for a while, listening to an interview with Wayne Dyer, a man who has helped me to see opportunities where others see threats. While lounging in bed, I am encouraged to travel this path that I am embarking on. I am staying in the now, not thinking too much about the future. I will wait for the facts. 

	 

	December 1, 2020

	Emotional reactions

	 

	Last night in bed I thought, ‘Am I in denial? Have I gone into survival mode: here and now and nothing else?’ In my practice as a psychosocial therapist, I have counselled many people who had completed the medical process of treating a cancer diagnosis that were trying to get back on track with their lives. Often, they didn't succeed. They could no longer enjoy life and did not dare to bring this up with their loved ones. The loved ones were so happy when the doctor said they were cancer-free. They said, ‘I have so much to be thankful for, my family has been very good to me, I was allowed to return to my old job. Still, I can't concentrate, and I can't enjoy myself anymore.’ This is a common reaction.

	 

	A cancer diagnosis is followed by a healing process in which many emotional events take place. These events don't penetrate very much, if at all, at the time. The person has been present to the events that happened to them during their period of illness, they have witnessed painful and frightening things, but things have not sunk in or processed like a normal event. This is where the energy has stopped moving freely, this is why it is so difficult to pick up the threads of life again. They have needed all their attention for their own recovery and have needed to shut themselves off emotionally from their surroundings. By continuing to reflect on the important events during the period of illness, even after the ‘all clear’, the emotions can surface and flow again, now that there is space and attention for them. The process doesn’t end at the ‘all clear’ announcement.

	 

	Often, the stories are about their own illness process, the diagnosis, telling the children, following various treatments, reactions from the environment, grief, and mourning. In addition, I always ask about what happened in the world around them during the period of illness. If they have been to a funeral during this time, this is often an event that has not yet taken place inside. Frequently, they also feel guilty for having fun because other people they met on the same ward in the hospital did not survive. In the memories of these events the energy stagnates, it gets stuck, and this life energy can no longer be used. Experiencing the emotions around the death of a loved one, for example, slowly opens the door to the future again. Over time, they come back with a wonderful story about something they did, and it always ends with: ‘Jannie, I was able to enjoy it so intensely! I thought I had lost it, that it was over. I am so glad I was able to experience this emotion, this joy again!’

	 

	One of my daughters asks in WhatsApp if it is ok to discuss my diagnosis with others. I encourage it: ‘Of course! Go and talk to others! Otherwise, you will reduce your chances of receiving support from others and that is important in this process.’

	 

	My body has cancer cells and that affects the whole family dynamic. Everyone reacts differently. One person starts talking a lot and another becomes quiet. My family members also need support in their own environments. A place to for emotions to have space. The more often I talk about it, the easier it is for everyone. Johannes has recovered from the initial turmoil. He sees that I am dealing with it in a very down-to-earth way and that I have full confidence in a good outcome. He puts the fear-filled future aside and all the thoughts that come with it. Again, my calmness in this story of cancer can calm the other. This time I am not in fight mode, as after the rheumatoid arthritis diagnosis, but in ‘I accept what is’ mode. I have a strong, harmonious energy field around me that pushes fear into the background - even for other people. I see the next few months as a process I must get through and it has a happy ending.

	 

	December 7, 2020

	Hospital visits

	 

	There are new appointments. A phone appointment about rheumatoid arthritis medication on Tuesday. On Wednesday we go to the hospital again. This time, the radiologist will place a radioactive seed into the tumour. This is done with a hollow needle, without anaesthesia. I’m not looking forward to it because my breast is still quite blue on the side of the biopsy last week. By simultaneously consulting the ultrasound, the seed can be placed in exactly the right place. The function of such a seed is that the surgeon can see very precisely that she is in the right place when cutting away the tumour. A cutting guide, so to speak. 

	 

	Last Thursday we received the results of the biopsy from the surgeon and the specialized nurse. I was diagnosed with a very special kind of cancer. A kind that does not occur very often. This kind never actually spreads. That is positive. Now they will remove a lymph node during surgery. They may not do that for future surgeries because there is actually never anything wrong with the nodes with this type of cancer. I like having this contact with the surgeon and the nurse. This hospital has at least three female surgeons in oncology and three female specialist nurses. I can honestly say that I do like being helped by women. The only man so far has been the radiologist.

	 

	As I sit here waiting like this, this second time in the oncology department, I notice some unease creeping in. How strange, because at home I am not bothered by anything. Could the tension be in the atmosphere of the hospital, and have I picked it up? I don't know. I resolve that next time I visit the hospital; I will consciously limit my own energy so that not everything can come in. I imagine myself, my body, inside a blue egg shape, delimiting me from my surroundings. If I visualize that, much less of what is going on around me can come in.

	 

	Today I also have another meeting with the anaesthesiologist. Then I will have had all the preparations for the operation. In principle, they can then call me at any time. I am ready for it. I would also like to get it over and done with as soon as possible. I think it will be my turn next week because I only work for one part of the day. In the past at work, it was often the case that people would cancel appointments when my body needed rest. I rarely had to take steps to do that myself. Building on that logic, I think it will be my turn next week. This week, I am working four half-days. I keep telling people who ask when the surgery is, that I am not yet sure if the surgeon has the appointment in her calendar yet. I think next week Wednesday or Thursday. We'll see...see if my gut feeling is accurate.

	 

	First Wednesday. I still have the feeling of the hollow needle in my chest.

	 

	December 10, 2020

	Iodine seed placement

	 

	The radiologist looks at the colours on my breast and says: ‘Well, you’re brave that you still came back!.’ I have to laugh heartily at this. Even with the ultrasound, several bruises can be seen under the skin. I tell him that I came back because they have now promised me the radiologist with the gentlest treatment. The nurse turns her head with some speed and immediately asks who promised me this. She laughs when she realises it is only my wishful thinking. Meanwhile, she sterilizes my breast. I get a blue piece of plastic to cover me, and the radiologist puts the ultrasound machine back on my chest. Meanwhile, he also has the hypodermic needle with the radioactive seed ready. Soon, he says he is ready to go through the skin. Fortunately, it's not too bad. The needle goes back and forth a few times to find the right spot and then the seed is placed into the tumour. Then another picture, an x-ray. Then it’s over. Actually, this didn't turn out to be so bad after all. Now, a day later, I can still feel the spot where the injection needle went in, it feels like a burning sensation, but not too annoying. I do feel that because of all the fuss, the rheumatism is manifesting itself more in my right shoulder. That is normally annoying 24/7, but now, for some reason, it is more painful.

	 

	It's crazy quiet as we walk down the hospital corridor. Nurses, patients from the outpatient clinic, everyone is wearing a facemask and keeping their distance from the other people walking down the hallway. I like that we can speak Frisian with many people, the language in which I was raised. Even when we walk down the hallways, I can hear nurses talking Frisian, which sounds very familiar and soothing to my ears.

	 

	My daughter makes pancakes for dinner tonight and I turn on a Christmas movie on Netflix. I settle down in the armchair with the ottoman in front of the TV. A cup of tea helps me to recover for a while. Back home, I notice that I am tired. The rheumatism has taught me to give in immediately and to take it easy, that way, the fatigue disappears quickly. This morning I started the day with a nice walk in the fog, so I’ve had my exercise. I plan to walk every day so that I go into surgery in good shape. This is a nice and relaxed way of life.

	 

	December 12, 2020

	Shopping

	 

	I searched the Internet for sports bras. No one suggested that to me, but I don't think a regular bra will be comfortable when I have surgery. Because of the biopsy and the application of the radioactive seed, my regular bra got quite uncomfortable. It is not comfortable at night either, while everything is still sore. A bra for night-time should really be softer than a bra for daytime. I find a nice dark blue one with a front zipper and I buy an extra one for when it’s in the wash. I also see a nice sweater while searching the internet. I ordered that too. And I don't feel guilty about it at all! In fact, I earned that new sweater last week with that nasty needle in my chest. How good that is! 
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	Part 1 Diary

	Surgery

	 

	Conference pear

	 

	This is the pear tree I saw from my kitchen window when the fear crept up on me that I would never see it in bloom, let alone that I would see the fruit. A brief moment that I was able to erase by remembering that a thought is not yet a fact.

	 

	 

	DIARY part II

	 

	December 19, 2020

	Surgery on Dec. 24

	 

	The surgery is scheduled for December 24th. Yes exactly, Christmas Eve. The surgery planner (I didn't even know that was a profession!) called me to ask whether I wanted that, to be operated on the day before Christmas. I am fine with it. The cancer doesn't belong in my body and the sooner it is removed the better. I will have surgery before Christmas, after all, it is something I have hoped for. The cancer is like a dragon arriving on my doorstep as an unexpected guest. He has been in my house for a while now; I am glad there is a date when this visit will end. 

	 

	On Thursday, December 24, the dragon will be collected and taken away. For most of the day I just try to ignore the dragon. That goes well, usually, but sometimes I lie asleep on my right side, and he wakes up, probably with flames coming out of his mouth. I am never aware of that moment, but I am aware of the burning sensation that remains when I turn over to continue sleeping on my other side. Since the radiologist placed the iodine seed, it is extra sensitive there.

	 

	No one has big plans for Christmas this year. The government has urged everyone not to celebrate Christmas in large groups. I can leave my Christmas dress in the closet this year. I have washed my new jogging suit and it is waiting for me for Christmas Day.

	 

	The surgery is a day-surgery.
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