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CHAPTER 1

Diagnosis Day

The Call

9:34 a.m.

I know the exact time because I was sitting at my desk staring at my computer screen 
when the phone rang.

“Good morning.”

It was the surgeon.

He asked for Yvonne.

“She’s at work,” I said, feeling my stomach tighten.

There was a pause. Not a long one. Just long enough.

“We’d like you both to come in tomorrow morning at 9:30 to discuss the results.”

My mind started calculating. Tomorrow morning? Why tomorrow? Why both of us?

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

Another pause.

“It wasn’t all benign.”

That was it.

In less than thirty seconds, my life was divided into before and after.



