
I Won the Battle 

Carol Ellis, age 81 

Ever since my oldest daughter was born, I always had my mammograms on her birthday, 
March 7th. Eventually I moved away from Miami to West Palm Beach then Melbourne, but I 
continued driving to Miami to have my mammograms on her birthday. I would go through the 
boob squeeze and then we would celebrate her birthday. 

However, in 2016 things changed. My doctor was going to be out of town, and I was 
rescheduled for May 16th. No big deal I thought I would just celebrate Dawn’s birthday later. 

May 16th arrived, and I arose early for the 3-hour drive to Miami and the boob squeeze. I was 
called back to the room and when the press came down on my left breast, I noticed it hurt, but 
just a teeny bit. For a split second I was scared. I When the technician was finished, I returned 
to the waiting room for the results. 

Within 20 minutes I was called by the technician and told Dr. Kellos wanted the left breast 
redone. Then I was scared. The technician took me into an exam room and Dr. Kellos came in 
immediately. She said she had checked my previous mammograms for the past 40 years and 
nothing showed up. But that day she discovered something that needed to have a biopsy. 
Thinking I would return for that she said “Carol, I’m going to do it right now.” She numbed the 
area, removed what she needed to and said she would call me as soon as she had the results. 
It would be no longer than 2 days. 

I had my birthday lunch with Dawn and then headed home to Melbourne confident I’d be fine. 

The next morning as I was getting dressed my cell phone rang and the ID showed Dr. Kellos. 
She said “Carol, the test was positive for Triple Negative Breast Cancer. I want you to see a 
doctor immediately. It’s no bigger than a pencil eraser but I want it taken care of immediately.” 

What’s funny is I didn’t cry, wasn’t scared I just turned to my husband, Bill, and said “I have 
breast cancer and she wants me to see a doctor immediately.”  I just wanted it over with. 

Telling my daughters, Dawn and Joni, was the hardest part. But Bill immediately called Steve 
Johnson, CEO of Health First for whom he worked, for a reference as to who I should see and 
he without hesitation said, “Dr. Sharon Norri.” 

Within days I was sitting in her exam room with Bill and Joni. She had all my mammogram and 
test results from Dr. Kellos. 

After an exam and discussion with Dr. Norri she said we would schedule my surgery for June 
28, 2016. She would also remove some nodes to send out for testing. Still no tears. 

The day arrived and I just wanted it over with. I remember having a nuclear test and had a 
BRACA test done to determine if my daughters were candidates for breast cancer. It was 
negative thank God.  

The one thing I remember about the day of surgery is my anesthesiologist. He was a tall doctor 
and he told me he had something come up and that another doctor from his office would be 
with me and that she was wonderful. 



Time had passed and for the first time since the diagnosis as I was laying on the surgical table 
in the OR and I felt tears rolling down my face. Suddenly these giant hands gently wiped away 
my tears and it was him. He had returned and he said “Carol, you will be fine. I’m right here” 
And I was at peace. 

The next thing I knew surgery was over with and Bill and Joni were standing by my side in 
recovery. I remember crying. Joni asked what was wrong and through my tears I told her I had 
missed Nate’s wedding. Nate is Joni's son.  

I must say she was smart enough to pull her cell phone out and begin recording because Nate 
was just 12 years old. But I was positive I had missed his wedding. Drugs do crazy things.  

Following my surgery, I had 16 radiation treatments, no need for chemotherapy and would 
follow through with my yearly mammograms which have continued to be negative. 

It’s been 4 years since that day and so far, all my mammograms have been negative. Yes, I 
am nervous each year when it is mammogram time. I pray every day and thank God that I 
have been negative but deep inside there is that fear it will return. I’m sure it’s a normal 
reaction. Each day when I shower I see the scar and I remember what it means and I say 
“Thank you, God.” 

My daughter Dawn said to me after the diagnosis “Mom do you know how lucky you were that 
Dr. Kellos couldn’t’ see you in March? The cancer was so small it probably would have been a 
year before it was discovered.” How right she was. My angels were watching over me that year 
and continue to do so.   


