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 I have always been someone that attacks life 
with courage, tenacity, and spunk. The curve ball that 
was thrown at me at the age of 22 has since made me 
dig really deep for that courage, and re-define my 
strength. While living in Arizona on an 
eight-month work rotation, I discovered 
a pelvic tumor, which was the size of a 
baby’s head. The doctors had no idea 
what they were dealing with until we 
got the pathology back. In November 
of 2010 I was diagnosed with 
Aggressive Angiomyxoma – a rare 
pelvic sarcoma. When I say rare, I mean 
250 reported cases in the world, ever.  
 I have had three major surgeries 

and my tumor; Frank (he is shaped like a hot dog) has 

now been stable for two years on medication. I will be 

managing this disease for the rest of my life, and 

aspects of my life are going to look a lot different then 

I once thought they would as a little girl. 

 My journey has been one of extreme unknowns, 

Google searches from doctors, what feels like a million 

different specialists, heartbreak, recovery, love and 

support, and self-awareness. When you have a rare 

cancer you often feel forgotten because there is never 

any research in your future. Well, I am never content 

with the norm; I fight, fight, fight. After five years on 

this journey, I have found a doctor who is interested in 

researching my sarcoma, which is partially the result of 

my extreme persistence, and a miracle. 

It has been a roller coaster, but I am 

now using my story to help others and it 

is an incredible feeling. My Dana-Farber 

nurse once told me helping others is 

addicting, and she was so right.  

 

 

 

“Out of suffering have emerged the strongest souls; 

the most massive characters are seared with scars.” 

      ~ Khalil Gibran 


