
My Cancer Story 

By Mary Bair, age 60 

“Cancer” – a word we all dread to hear as a doctor’s diagnosis.  I have had this experience 
several times throughout my life.  However, the most devastating time for me and my family 
was when my mother was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer at age 61.  She died only six 
months later from this horrible disease, just two weeks prior to her 62nd birthday. 

Personally, I have had three diagnoses of cancer in my life (so far!).  The first one was when I 
was 25 years old, during a routine physical when my doctor discovered a red ring around a 
black mole on my back.  After removing and testing it, the doctor confirmed that it was 
melanoma.  Back then I was not familiar with melanoma, so the doctor explained that I had a 
fatal form of skin cancer!  I went to a surgeon and had a margin of tissue removed around the 
area, to be sure that all of the cancer was removed.  He told me I was very blessed -- I could 
have died within three months, had it spread to my bloodstream or lymph nodes. 

In 2008, another melanoma was discovered in another mole during a routine skin check-up at 
the dermatologist’s office.  I again had the procedure of removing a margin of tissue, to be rid 
of the cancer.  In both cases of the melanoma, no further treatment was needed. 

In January 2019 I had my annual routine mammogram, as I have done faithfully for many 
years.  Within an hour, the doctor’s office called to say that the mammogram looked 
suspicious.  I had more tests done, including a biopsy which confirmed that I had a pea-sized 
tumor in my left breast.  I then had surgery - a lumpectomy and two lymph nodes removed.  
Thank the Lord there was no cancer in the lymph nodes!  About a month later I had 28 days of 
radiation therapy, and so far I am cancer-free once again. 

I would like to stress that no one should put off having a yearly mammogram done!  It may be 
a little uncomfortable for a short time, but it could save your life.  My little cancerous tumor was 
not there the year before, and yet it was already at Stage 1 when it was tested. 

Last but most importantly, I thank Almighty God for the early detection of these cancers I have 
had.  He has been with me through every step of the way, from diagnosis to treatment and 
recovery.  My own experiences with cancer have not been nearly as lengthy or involved as 
what many other people go through.  I sympathize with anyone who has had any kind of 
cancer diagnosis.  My heart and prayers go out to all of you! 


