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 Hope for me is synonymous with “eternal optimism.” It 
is how I live and approach every day and has helped me get 
through some tough times which sometimes  seem to come in 
bunches. 

 In the summer of 1988, my husband 
died unexpectedly at a young age. Two 
weeks later his parents were in a 
devastating, life altering automobile 
accident. While grieving the loss of Philip 
and trying to be the main support for my 
children and in laws, I went for a routine 
mammogram and had the first of several 
“suspicious outcomes.” As a result, I needed 
to have a breast biopsy and while lying on 
that operating  room table, I said to myself 
or maybe it was a prayer, “If I can get 
through this after all that has happened, I 
can get through anything.” 

 The year before all these events, at 
my church, we had read and studied the 

book, When Bad Things Happen to Good People by Rabbi 
Harold Kushner and I think I was greatly influenced by this 
study.  In his book, he emphasizes that we are not singled out 
for bad things to happen to us but it is how we deal with them 
that is our choice.  For me, it is not an inactive state of 
acceptance or a “Why me?” attitude, rather it is quite the 
opposite, allowing me to accept what is and then take my 
most positive approach to do what needs to be done. So 
rather than use my energy being mad or angry, I try to channel 
it towards healing. (However, being human, there have been a 
few times when I went outside, channeled my energy and 
chopped down some poor unsuspecting bush.) 

 So I mentioned that things come in 
bunches – in 2006, I was diagnosed with 
breast cancer and had it all with surgery, 
chemo and radiation. I sure needed my 
eternal optimism then. This past year, I lost 
three beloved family members within several 
months of each other and also had two major 
surgeries to restore the lose of vision in one 
eye due to a retina detachment. That recovery 
required almost six weeks of being flat on my 
stomach. Each time  I did not lament, “Why 
me?” but instead, I focused on the generosity 
and kindness of so many people who came to 
my assistance and showered me with  
friendship and caring.  This is how I live and 
what works for me. 


