
Jeff  graduated from seminary in 1993. His first call was to 
St. Luke Lutheran Church in Santa Rosa, California. He               
was a part-time Associate Pastor and 3/4 time Mission 
Church Planter. When it was God’s timing he would be                    
released from St. Luke and start a daughter congregation                
in Windsor, California. 
 

God’s timing was swift and we began worshiping in        
December of 1995. I remember during that time feeling                 
so blessed and excited to be a part of such an awesome              
adventure with our Lord. It couldn’t have been more                      
exciting for all of us involved in the new church plant!  
 

Around the end of March I was due for my annual doctors               
exam, although I had not been keeping up with it annually. 
But circumstances pushed me to go for it that year. So I 
found myself in my new Gynecologist’s office. During my 
exam my doctor asked me if I was pregnant. I said no! And 
his response sounded something like “hum”. He then said he 
would like to run more tests. Not what you want to here!      
I am sure at that moment the anxiety started to grow inside 
of me.  
 

Further testing discovered I had a tumor growing and                
needed it removed immediately. He assured me all was               
fine and this is a fairly normal procedure and he has done 
thousands of them throughout the years and never had one 
been cancerous. I went in for surgery the following week, 
somewhat annoyed because I was very active in the church 
plant with Jeff and this was causing me to slow down! But 
my doctor assured me that I would be back on my feet in no 
time. 
 

As I was recovering from surgery Jeff was sitting next to me 
in my hospital room when the doctor walked in. He then 
shared that pathology had discovered abnormalities in the 
tumor. He didn’t want us  to be concerned because he was 
confident (from his perfect record) that I did not have can-
cer.  
 

My doctor was so unsatisfied with the pathology report that 
he decided to send my tumor to Stanford pathology in the 
San Francisco Bay area. He even joked about how I wasn’t 
going to break his perfect non-cancerous track record with 
his patients! 
 

I was sent home and told “not to worry”. Three days later 
my doctor called and asked me to come in to see him, and 
he added “maybe you should bring your husband too”.  
 

We went to the doctor’s office the following day and sat in 

front of his desk while he said “Stanford says you 
have   cancer”. They were diagnosing me with a rare 
cancer in the blood stream and there was very little 
survival rate with this type of cancer. I don’t really 
remember word for word what my doctor said after 
that because I was suddenly consumed with fear. 
Questions immediately started popping into my head 
like, “Why would God allow this now?” and “Lord, 
what are You doing?” My doctor was still not satis-
fied with me breaking his perfect record so he sent 
my tumor on to Harvard! Yep, off to the big  Ivy 
League for the guru of tumors to examine.  
 

For three days I wrestled with God. I cried. I 
screamed. I questions Him. I was angry at Him.                
But on the third day I found myself on my knees            
surrendering. I remember saying “Your will be 
done”. And I truly meant it too. I was finally at peace 
with His will. If I was going to my heavenly home 
now, then I surrender. I immediately had a sense of 
peace envelope me.  
 

That was on a Monday mid-morning. Jeff came 
home for lunch and could tell I was at peace. We 
prayed for what was coming. Then the phone rang.  
It was my doctor saying that he just got off the phone 
with Harvard and they said “You all are crazy out 
there, this woman doesn’t have cancer!” I dropped to 
my knees and started praising God with my doctor on 
the other end of the phone! My doctor chuckled and 
said something along the lines of knowing that his 
perfect track record wouldn't be broken after all! I 
told him I was happy for him. I also told him that 
God was in control. And I had finally surrendered        
to that truth and was ready for whatever the outcome 
was going to be.  
 

We can have peace in the midst of challenges when 
we remember Romans 8:28. We can choose peace 
rather than give way to fear and worry. Inner peace 
resulting from a close personal relationship with God 
allows us to keep things in proper perspective. I still 
keep a laminated “alien card” in my wallet that my 
husband passed out to everyone in a  sermon he did 
once that reminds me that “heaven is my real home”.  
So during this difficult time when we are finding our-
selves in unknown waters, let’s keep a God-centered       
perspective.  
 

In HIS grace, Lynda 


