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The journey begins … 

Written Dec 12, 2011 10:19am by Cathie Young 

Last week we were diagnosed.  At first, based upon the MRI, it appeared to be ductal carcinoma but our breast 
surgeon updated the diagnosis after the pathology report came in.  It is the less common lobular carcinoma.  It is 
invasive, meaning it has broken through into the breast tissue.  There is good news in that it is slow-growing and 
appears not to have invaded the muscle or lymph nodes.  As mentioned in the My Story entry, we have been told to 
expect chemo, mastectomy and radiation.  Rest assured, we'll be holding on tight to Jesus' hand because this "E-
ticket ride" might get a little wild! 

The next step is meeting with my oncologist. (Weird thing:  having your own oncologist.)  We meet her tomorrow, 
Tuesday, December 12 a 9 am.  Please pray for Dr. Rhee as she will be the primary manager of my case over the 
next weeks and months.  She is a breast cancer oncologist.  Pray also for Dr. Coleman, my surgeon.  Pray that 
God's will unfolds in this meeting where we will hear about the "staging" for the therapy -- which comes first, the 
chemo or the surgery. 

Pray also for a CT/PET scan this week.  We need it to show that there is NO OTHER CANCER in my body! 

Pray for my Philip who has been a pillar of strength to me.  It's weird to think that God made him for this moment, 
but I see evidence of that in all of his words and actions.  I have always known that I have been mightily blessed 
with this wonderful man, but I am more convinced today than I have ever been. 

Thank you for your prayers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

He forgets not His own … 

Written Dec 13, 2011 7:27pm by Cathie Young 

An update after Philip and I met with my oncologist today.  It's good news in the larger picture.  This cancer 
(Invasive lobular carcinoma) has probably been growing in my breast for years -- it is the uncommon type which is 
not seen in typical screening tests.  Although the mass is very large, it has other markers which indicate the tumor's 
"behavior" and it appears this cancer has relatively good "behavior."  We found out today that the "behavior" of a 
cancer is just as important as its size.  Here is the good news: 

 The cancer is very slow growing.  This means I can finish out the month and serve through Christmas, 
praise the Lord. 

 It is hormone-receptive which means that taking estrogen inhibitors will prevent its growth.  I'll be on the 
estrogen inhibitors for 5 years to prevent re-occurrence. 

 It is of the type which is not as prone to re-occurrence in another part of the body. 

As well, it will not respond to chemotherapy so the Lord has spared me that ordeal, for which I am MOST 
grateful!!  No chemo (unless at surgery time they find cancer in the lymph nodes which they are not expecting). 

Early in January, I will have a double-mastectomy since this type of cancer is prone to go bilateral and if I leave the 
left breast, I will need to be screened carefully for the rest of my life.  Philip and I would prefer to live without that 
cloud over us.  After healing from the mastectomies, I will have about 6 weeks of daily radiation.  They will have a 
plastic surgeon at the initial surgery to prepare the breasts for reconstruction which will be completed after the 
radiation. As my sister said, I will be able to boast of getting implants from an Orange County plastic surgeon.  Look 
out, Housewives of Orange County! 

I will miss 2-3 weeks from the church because of the surgery but will probably be able to work from home by the 
second week.  The radiation will make me fatigued, but I'll still be able to function most days.  This is an answer to 
prayer as neither Philip nor I wanted to be out of ministry for an extended time period.  Another praise! 

This is still serious, but so much less urgent than we thought before seeing the oncologist.  When I asked her about 
the CT/PET scan which is later this week, she said, "It will be normal."  What a huge load she lifted from my 
shoulders! 

We praise the Lord with all that is within us for this good news in the midst of the storm.  I feel a little like Lazarus 
coming out of the tomb.  Truly, "He forgets not His own." 

Keep praying!  We love you dearly. 

Love and blessings, 
Cathie+ 

 

 

 

 



Prayers for today December 15 

Written Dec 15, 2011 8:43am by Cathie Young 

The Lord showed me how vulnerable and naked we are in times like this.  But He also showed me that "prayers are 
the clothes you wear".  With prayer, we are covered and no longer vulnerable and naked.  Thank you for the prayers 
you cover us with today. 

Requests: 

 I have a CT/PET fusion screening today in the early afternoon.  This type of cancer likes to travel, so please 
pray that NO OTHER CANCER is found in my body.  Pray for peace today and confidence in a God who 
"forgets not His own". 

 Pray that the surgery will be scheduled in His perfect time.  My dear sis Joanie reminded me yesterday that 
God's timing is perfect -- that even finding this cancer later after it had grown large does not mean God is 
late.  His timing is perfect so pray for the surgery to be in His perfect time. 

 Pray that the Spirit will keep this cancer contained to the breast and that there is NO LYMPH NODE 
INVOLVEMENT. 

 Pray of course for our strength and for God to be glorified in this. 

We treasure you and your prayers. 

I may have cancer, but cancer does not have me ... God does. 

Love, 

Cathie+ (and Prince Philip) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PRAYERS ANSWERED! 

Written Dec 15, 2011 4:58pm by Cathie Young 



Our God is just crazy-good!  And I feel a little like the disciples in the boat after they awakened Jesus with "don't you 
care we are perishing?" and He instantly stilled the storm to perfect calm.  You remember the moment?  He turned 
to them and said, "Why were you afraid?  Is your faith still so little?" 

All this to say that our God answered the cry of heart that the CT/PET fusion scan done today would be 
completely clear other than the breast tumors.  AND IT IS!  Praise the Lord with us that this weight has now 
been lifted and we can breathe a big full breath.  He is so good to us. 

Philip's first question when I told him the good news was, "is the breast tumor still there?"  He wasn't trying to be 
funny.  He is praying for God to decrease it and get rid of it completely before surgery!  My hubby believes in God's 
healing power and so do I so I've just asked for healing soaking prayer.  Let's see what God will do! 

Also, got word this morning that the breast surgery is booked for January 4. 

Two praise reports in one day -- I think I have a case of the vapors; I am so in love with Jesus. 

Thank you, dear ones, for your prayers.  They have moved the hand of God and brought His Kingdom to this earth 
on our behalf.  Oh, how we need you! 

I may have cancer, but cancer doesn't have me ... Jesus does! 

Love, 

Cathie (and Prince Philip) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It's time to rebuild … 

Written Dec 19, 2011 1:17pm by Cathie Young 

Friends, Colleagues and Family, 



It is impossible to express how much your visits and your caring and encouraging words mean.  To know that 
prayers are going up for us in this cancer storm is the epitome of what Christianity has to offer those who are 
suffering -- your love and your prayers become the love and protection of our Lord Jesus himself.  Your words are 
food and nourishment for us and as I have said before, your prayers are the clothes we wear in this time.  Thank 
you from the bottom of my heart.  My dear Philip thanks you also. 

Well, it appears it's time to rebuild.  The Lord is ministering to me out of Haggai which is the call to rebuild the 
temple, God's house -- His dwelling place.  He has given me this word to carry me through the rebuilding of my 
'temple' which is His house, His dwelling place also. 

"Go up to the mountains, bring wood and rebuild the temple, that I may be pleased with it and be glorified," says the 
Lord. (Haggai 1:8)  And so each morning, I go up the mountain of prayer and sit with my Lord.  There I find strong 
timbers of truth and hope and presence so that my body, His temple, may be rebuilt.  Dear Jesus, be pleased -- be 
glorified. 

In chapter 2 God speaks of the temple in its former glory (before cancer) and the way it is now (during cancer) -- 
"does it not seem to you like nothing in comparison?" (2:3). you’re right, Lord; it seems like nothing in comparison to 
the way it used to be ... nothing. 

And later in the same chapter, He promises to be with us in this rebuilding process -- "My Spirit is abiding in your 
midst, so do not fear."  (2:5) I know You are here, living in me, so I don't fear ... most of the time. 

Then in 2:9 the greatest promise, "The latter glory of this house will be greater than the former."  Really, Lord, 
really?  Do you promise?  If you do, I choose to believe. 

So I ask your prayers this week for the rebuilding process. 

 For a spirit of wisdom and revelation as we meet with the plastic surgeon this Thursday who will work 
with the breast surgeon so that after the mastectomies, there can be reconstruction.  What type?  I don't 
even know the questions to ask.  But God does. 

 For courage as we look at pictures and drawings and read descriptions of what will be done.  This is 
hard.  And there is so little time to make choices that last a lifetime. 

 For strength that only comes from the inside where He is "in the midst." 
 For faith to press in to healing before the surgery and to believe that the nodes will be found clear of any 

cancer. 
 For joy -- because the Christ Child is coming and the angel is readying himself to pronounce the Good 

News which shall be for all people ... including us and others like us who find ourselves rebuilding God's 
temple this Christmas. 

Our love and gratitude for you is inexpressible. 
Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

Let the Testimony Begin! 

Written Dec 21, 2011 7:55am by Cathie Young 

Dearest Friends, 

It seems since this cancer storm began two weeks ago, Philip and I have been dealing so much with howling winds 
and rocky waves, that we've not simply centered ourselves on focused healing prayer!  I'm kind of embarrassed to 
admit that considering how much I believe in, teach and minister in the healing power of the Lord!   Truthfully, there 
has been so much "triage" since the diagnosis and so much due diligence that needed to be done, I've not made the 
time for healing prayer that I should have. 



But our God is merciful and gives me grace this morning as He pointed that out -- He knows how overwhelming all 
this has been.  And I know that so many are praying strongly for healing -- such as you all and my dear Philip -- and 
I'm grateful that you have carried that torch for me! 

But now I have done all the due diligence I can do between now and January 4 when the surgery will take place. I've 
learned the language, done the research and had all the tests.   There are a few doctors’ appointments but other 
than that, Philip and I are ready to turn our faces to Christmas and fully toward God's desire to heal my body. 

All that having been said, I'd like to let you know that I will receive daily prayer for healing and I'd love it if you would 
stand in agreement with Philip and me for healing!  Some of the healing times will be here at home with 
Philip.  Others will be with faithful intercessors.  I will always receive laying on of hands and anointing with oil 
(James 5:13-16). 

We are fully surrendered to however God wants to heal me -- miraculously, instantly, with surgery, radiation ... 
however!  But in this daily healing prayer we are targeting our prayers specifically for God to: 

 Shrink the tumors (there are two large masses) 
 Eliminate the cancer foci which are like (in the words of the oncologist) tentacles reaching to all 

quadrants of the breast 
 Eradicate my body of all cancer cells 
 Guard the lymph node against any cancer invasion 

We are most grateful if you would pray with us and would be thrilled to know that we are all praying the same 
specific prayers. 

I am reminded this morning that Jesus taught us to pray, "Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done on earth (in Cathie's 
body) as it is in heaven."  Since there is no cancer in heaven, I know we pray in accordance with His will that there 
be no cancer in my body. 

Let's reach into heaven and pull down His perfect will.  I will be thrilled to report that with or without surgery, with or 
without radiation -- God has healed me.  To God be the glory!  Let the testimony begin! 

Much love in this week before Christmas, 
Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

Christmas Eve - lots of reasons to celebrate … 

Written Dec 23, 2011 7:38am by Cathie Young 

Tomorrow, Christmas Eve, Philip and I celebrate our 27th wedding anniversary.  Yes, we were married on 
December 24 which is the birthday of Philip's daughter (and my daughter now) Kameron.  She was my maid of 
honor at a tiny service held between the early and late services at a little church in our hometown of Bend, 
Oregon.  Garrett, Philip's son (and my son now) was his best man.  It was a snowy, cold night with lots and lots of 
hope, love and the promise of long life together. 

Philip and I will celebrate that hope, love and promise of long life together in a special way this year.  We'll have 
a lovely dinner together tonight because as you might guess, we'll be a little busy tomorrow!  Christmas Eve may be 
the busiest day of the year in my vocation with three worship services which musical concerts beginning at 4 pm and 
not concluding until Philip and I lock the church doors around 1 am Christmas morning!  And we couldn't be happier 
-- we love this life God gave us. 

But in the face of this cancer storm, we find more reasons to celebrate than ever before.  Our love is a strong tower 
and it shines brighter this year than in previous years.  It brings me more comfort and hope than I can 



express.  Philip is my pastor in this time.  And I'm just crazy about this man who holds my hand when I weep and 
goes faithfully to doctor appointment after doctor appointment with e. 

And the Good News of Jesus as our Emmanuel -- God With Us -- is more real this year than ever before.  When the 
Scriptures say He is an Ever-Present Help in time of trouble -- it means it!  The operative phrase here is "ever-
present".  We are not without Him for a moment.  He has been with us in a way that confounds my ability to 
comprehend it!  What a great and awesome God we serve. 

He was very present with us yesterday as we met and spent 3 hours with the plastic surgeon who will finish up my 
surgery on January 4.  The breast surgeon will do the bilateral mastectomy and then the plastic surgeon will take 
over.  She will prepare the area for future reconstruction.  We did find out that because of the radiation I will receive, 
I will need two more surgeries in 2012.  One in the summer for reconstruction on the non-cancer breast and one late 
in the year for reconstruction on the right breast (the one with cancer).  This is because of the way radiation affects 
the skin, making it fragile and needing time to heal.  So, I receive healing prayer today and will continue to receive 
healing prayer through to the surgery date. 

As always, we are grateful to those who visit this site and we want to say over and over again that we depend upon 
your prayers.  Please continue to pray that God will shrink the tumors, eliminate the spread of cancer foci, guard the 
lymph nodes against invasion by the cancer, and eradicate all cancer cells from my body. 

At the close of this year -- in the face of this serious storm -- I find myself with more reasons to be thankful than at 
any time in my life.  I have a husband who loves and supports me -- who shares my every pain.  I have a family who 
prays for me constantly.  I have Christian brothers and sisters who carry me on the pallet of their prayers into the 
healing presence of Jesus Christ.  I have a vocation which I love and which gives great meaning to my life.  And I 
have a Lord who has promised He will make all things -- including this cancer -- work out for my good! 

Merry Christmas, Friends.  May you greet the birth of the Christ child with the faith and excitement of a child.  And 
May Jesus be born in your heart anew this year! 

With love from Philip and me,   Cathie+ 

Cancer couldn't steal my Christmas … 

Written Dec 26, 2011 12:16pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Praying Friends, 

In my sermon called "Got Joy?" preached on the third Sunday of Advent I spoke of Grinch's failed attempt to steal 
Christmas joy from the Who's of Whosville.  When he steals all the gifts and toys, Grinch expects Christmas joy to 
be gone also. 

And the Grinch with his Grinch-feet, ice cold in the snow, 
Stood puzzling and puzzling, how could it be so? 
It came without ribbons!  It came without tags! 
It came without packages, boxes or bags! 
And he puzzled three hours till his puzzler was sore. 
Then the Grinch thought of something he hadn't before. 
Maybe Christmas, he thought, doesn't come from a store. 
Maybe Christmas, he thought, is a whole lot more. 

Well, this year was our year to live out that reality -- Christmas IS INDEED a whole lot more. 

Christmas Eve was filled for us from 10 am until after midnight.  In those glorious services celebrating Christ's birth, I 
found myself, probably understandably, aware of this disease in my body and because of that, a little removed from 



the joy around me.  I awoke early the next morning wondering if cancer had stolen my Christmas joy.  I suspect 
many of those suffering from cancer or other great difficulties found themselves wondering the same thing. 

So early on Christmas morning, my prayer chair became a place to weep before God, asking Him if He remembered 
me that day.  Like a child not wanting to be forgotten by Santa on Christmas, I didn't want to be forgotten by our 
Lord on Christmas. 

I was led to weep by the story of King David in the wilderness fleeing Absalom who sought to kill the king.  In 2 
Samuel 15:30, I read, "David went up the ascent of the Mount of Olives and wept as he went, and his head was 
covered and he walked barefoot."  David, when he knew his life was in danger, ascended to the place of prayer, 
crying the whole way.  In this cancer, there are times when only the presence of the Lord will do -- so we ascend the 
hill of prayer, crying the whole way, downcast and feeling vulnerable and exposed like we are without even shoes to 
cover our feet. 

I wept and wept, saying the only words that came -- words from Scripture.  "Son of David, have mercy on me" - the 
cry of blind Bartimeaus.  "Let this cup pass from me" - the cry of Jesus in the Garden.  Then, after awhile, "Yet not 
my will but yours be done" - the surrender of Jesus in that same Garden.  And "May it be done to me according to 
Your will" -- Mary's yielding to the will of God. 

And as I opened my eyes I saw my dear Philip, who had heard me weeping, sitting on the floor next to me in silent 
prayer.  His quiet presence was representative to me of our Jesus, our Emmanuel -- "God with us."  And with that 
came the first of many presents yesterday -- Jesus hadn't forgotten me!  He had heard my cry and He came with 
wonderful gifts! 

First, His dear presence in Philip's silent vigil.  Then a sweet Christmas Day service where I was able to celebrate 
Holy Communion with the church family I love.  Faithful prayer warriors who stayed after the service to lay hands 
upon me, anoint me with oil and storm the gates of heaven on my behalf.  A quiet dinner with Philip and a 
movie.  Opening gifts around the tree -- each one saying my family and dear ones extend their love across the 
miles.  And finally quiet slumber, uninterrupted by the spirit of fear -- or awful post-menopausal hot flashes! 

I awoke this morning with a grateful heart!  I realized that cancer didn't steal my Christmas -- cancer couldn't steal 
my Christmas because Christmas IS Christ and cancer can never take my Jesus away from me.  Whoo-hoo and Ho, 
Ho, Ho! 

I pray for you on this second day of Christmas that Christ will be born anew in your heart.  Regardless of what you 
may be going through, remember that Jesus never forgets a child of God.  Look for Him!  Seek Him and He will visit 
you ... I know from personal experience! 

Much love and many thanks for your faithful prayers for my healing, 

Cathie (and Prince Philip) 

PS:  For a podcast of my sermon on JOY, go to http://stjamesnb.org/podcast/got-joy-sermon-rev-cathie-p-young 
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Your prayers mean so much … 

Written Dec 27, 2011 12:50pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

This is the day that many of my St. James church family will receive the letter from Pastor Richard with news of my 
cancer storm.  So this is a special word for those brothers and sisters who will log on to this site for the first time. 

Both Philip and I want you to know how much we love you and how much your prayers mean to us.  If you have the 
time, take a few minutes and read through my journal entries from my first post.  I hope you will see how God has 
been with us every minute and how He is making us strong in this storm.  His dear presence and His power and 
love have never been closer to us.  I feel need to reassure you that the Youngs will not only be "just fine" -- we will 
better than before because of who God will be to us in this time.  Just you wait -- there will soon be great reason to 
celebrate! 

Also, this site has received more than 500 visits in the short 2+ weeks it has been up.  That is a reflection of the 
prayers of three primary groups who have carried the torch of prayer for us before our dear congregation knew of 
our storm because we wanted to wait until after Christmas so as not to damper their joy. 

First, our special appreciation to a core group of confidential intercessors who have carried us on the pallet of 
their prayers. 

Second, special thanks to my colleagues in ministry who have taken me to the Throne Room daily in their prayers 
-- you have each been a pastor to me and I am so grateful.  I am especially grateful to the women clergy of the 
ACNA who have been a shield of protection and provision for not only me, but my sister clergywoman Claudia 
Dickson in our cancer battles.  You are the best!  I’m sure Claudia would agree that we don't know what we would 
have done without you.  You are my Tribe and I love you and need you and you have been SO there for me in this 
time! 

And finally, my dear, dear family.  Not only have my parents, sisters, brothers and our dear Garrett and Kami and 
their families carried us in prayer but that family connection has extended to aunts, uncles, cousins.  Your dear 
prayers and wonderful notes in my guestbook section of this site have been water to the thirsty.  Thank you -- I love 
you each and every one.  Keep praying! 

So now that my parish family is aware and on our side in prayer -- well, cancer better watch out -- there's a mighty 
army coming to destroy its power! 

Amen and Halleluiah! 



Don't forget to leave a guestbook greeting if you can -- they mean so much to Philip and me! 

Lots of love and blessings, 

Rev. Cathie+ 

 

Today's a big day … 

Written Dec 29, 2011 7:49am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

My, my.  All your visits and posts mean so much.  We are overwhelmed by God's goodness displayed in the 
extension of your love and care.  Philip and I gobble up your encouragement sent via the guestbook or email and as 
I've often said, we use up every prayer even as they are spoken!  Thank you, thank you.  And keep them coming! 

Today will be a big day in this cancer storm.  We receive healing prayer and anointing with oil this morning and we 
are thrilled because the prayers are working, praise the Lord!  As of Christmas Day's prayers after our worship 
service, the fear is gone -- completely gone!  This is such a praise as I believe fear is a greater foe than 
cancer.  Also the pain I have been having in my right breast is also completely gone!  It really troubled me 
during the Christmas Eve services but as of the prayers on Christmas Day, it is gone!  So we look forward to today's 
prayers and what God will do.  GOD IS ON THE MOVE SO KEEP PRAYING FOR MIRACULOUS HEALING! 

Next is an appointment with the surgeon to go over all the important but icky details of the surgery set for next 
Wednesday, Jan. 4.  Please pray for Dr. Coleman.  I will ask if I can pray for her and anoint her hands with oil.  Last 
night in my sleep I saw her hands were to be to me as the hands of Christ.  She is the one God will use to remove 
all cancer from my body, provided the Lord hasn't supernaturally done so first.  She knows the Lord so 
please PRAY THAT TODAY ANSWERS ALL QUESTIONS, GIVES CLARITY AND BRINGS RESOLVE AND 
STRENGTH FOR THE JOURNEY. 

After this, we meet with Hoag Hospital for my Pre-Admission Screening.  This is a 2-hour meeting -- again, 
important but hard.  As anyone who has gone through this knows, this process is downright overwhelming.  PRAY 
THE LORD PROVIDES US WITH COMPASSIONATE CAREGIVERS AND THAT WE CAN MOVE SWIFTLY 
THROUGH THIS PROCESS WITHOUT ANY SNAGS. 

Then Philip and I meet with a dear attorney friend to update our will and get our living trust in order.  We know God 
will carry us through this cancer storm to the other side, but I preach to people all the time to make sure their "house 
is in order" and we must make sure that is true for the preacher also!  PRAY THAT THIS IS A SWEET TIME AND 
NOT TOO HARD, ESPECIALLY FOR MY DEAR PHILIP. 

Tomorrow we drive to Oak Park to see our son Garrett, our daughter-in-love Theresa and grandsons Gavin 
and Harrison.  That will be joy upon joy upon joy. 

God is good to us -- and you and your love are a great testimony to His goodness.  Thank you for praying -- don't 
stop! 

Love, 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 



I love to tell the story … 

Written Dec 30, 2011 6:50am by Cathie Young 

It's been three weeks today since my diagnosis. 

Yesterday Philip and I were in back the same surgeon's office where we received the news -- where we felt like we 
had been hit with a baseball bat at full force.  At that moment it seemed our lives were crumbling underneath us.  I 
remember calling my sis and saying, "The news isn't good." 

"The news isn't good."  For Good News people like Philip and me, that's not, well ... good!   On that first night after 
the diagnosis, I wept and wept, saying to Philip, "life will never be the same again."  I loved my life as it was and I 
couldn't bear the thought of it changing -- especially not for this -- not for cancer!  All through that night, I would 
wake up wanting the nightmare to end.  But it was a nightmare I couldn't wake up from. 

But as Philip and I sat waiting for our surgeon in that same office yesterday, we had to marvel at how incredibly 
GOOD our Good God is and how He can take even really, really bad news and make it good.  And He has 
indeed.  "We know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called according 
to his purpose."  Romans 8:28 

Friends, just three weeks into this storm, I can say with all my heart that if I could have my old, wonderful life back 
again, I wouldn't want it.  This "new normal" is more beautiful and more rich and more precious than that old, 
wonderful life. 

And why is that?  Well, I only have one story to tell -- and it's a story about a God who shows up in the midst of the 
storm.  It's about a Savior whose power is greater than any old storm, any old cancer!  Cancer came to destroy my 
life, but Jesus showed up and is bringing a glory to life that Philip and I have not known before.  That's my story! 

The old hymn declares, 

I love to tell the story of unseen things above,  
Of Jesus and His glory, of Jesus and His love. 
I love to tell the story, because I know ’tis true;  
It satisfies my longings as nothing else can do. 

Refrain:  I love to tell the story, ’twill be my theme in glory,  
To tell the old, old story of Jesus and His love. 

The words to that hymn "I Love to Tell the Story" were written in the mid-1800's by a woman named A. Katherine 
Hankey.  It is said that the author had a serious sickness and that she spent long days of convalescence in writing 
the poem. 

It appears Katherine Hankey experienced in her illness what Philip and I are experiencing in my illness.  When the 
storms of life beset us, Jesus will come and take really, really bad news and make it work for our good.  His 
presence in the midst of any storm changes everything!  

So there are no more nightmares -- when I awaken in the night now, I am profoundly aware of the presence of my 
Jesus who, like in the storm in Mark 8, is calm and peaceful and resting in the stern of the boat.  He invites me to 
join Him.  No need to fear though the winds howl around us.  I lay my head near Jesus and fall peacefully asleep. 

It's a good story.  It's a true story.  It's my story.  And I love to tell it. 

Thank you for your prayers for yesterday.  It was a really good day.  And for Good News people like Philip and me, 
that's, well ... really good! 



Keep praying!  The surgery is 5 days away after which I will be cancer-free!  That's good news! 

Happy New Year!  May the peace of God which passes all understanding keep your hearts and minds in the 
knowledge and the love of God and of His Son Jesus Christ!  And the blessing of God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit 
be with you and those you love and those for whom you pray -- now and always! 

Love, 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2012: Living on Grace … 

Written Jan 1, 2012 5:34am by Cathie Young 

Joyful New Year, friends and Family!  If you've heard my December sermon entitled "Got Joy," you'll know that I 
prefer to wish you a Joyful instead of a Happy New Year.  Happiness is good, but Joy is so much better!  Happiness 
is temporary - Joy is permanent.  Happiness is based on outward circumstances - Joy is rooted in inward 
character.  Happiness is about what happens TO you -- Joy is about who lives IN you.  I pray Jesus Christ lives in 
your heart today and if so, Joy lives in you - so Joyful New Year!  In the midst of this cancer storm, Philip and I plan 
to fly high the flag of JOY this year to show that the king is in residence in our hearts and home.  We hope you will 
do the same. 

Proverbs 3:34 says that "God gives grace to the afflicted" so Philip and I have been living on grace since the news 
of this diagnosis -- since, in essence we were "afflicted" with cancer. 



It's rather weird, isn't it, how the world rewards us for our accomplishments and in God's Kingdom, we are rewarded 
instead for our lowly estate?  I can be somewhat proud of myself for my accomplishments like completing my 
seminary education and marrying the most handsome man in the nation! (smile!)  But this little verse tells me that 
God is not impressed by my accomplishments.  Instead, he regards my lowly estate -- that's what captures His 
attention. 

He sees me in my place of need and rewards me because I am afflicted.  How upside down to the world is 
that?!  Here's the truth this passage reveals -- because I am afflicted, God rewards me with a special grace.  And 
that is the special grace that Philip and I have been living in, on, and under since December 8.  A special grace that 
is available to all who are afflicted -- all who will receive it. 

Then in 2 Corinthians 3:34, St. Paul shares what he knew and experienced about grace in his affliction.  "The Lord 
said, 'My grace is sufficient for you, for power is perfected in weakness.'  Most gladly therefore, I will boat of my 
weakness, so that the power of Christ will dwell in me."  Therein lies our path.  Philip and I know that a special grace 
has come upon us in this time of our affliction.  We are hungry for it and we receive it with open arms.  In our state of 
affliction -- our state of weakness -- God's power has shown up and is PERFECT.  It gives us all that we need in this 
time. 

That's the reason we boast, Dear Ones.  That's the reason we are without embarrassment in saying that I have 
breast cancer and that we are in desperate need of your prayers.  In this amazing state of weakness, the power of 
Jesus Christ dwells within us.  The weakness that comes with cancer is great.  But the power of Christ that comes 
with that weakness is ... in the wording of St. Paul, just PERFECT! 

Thanks to one friend who reminded us in a guestbook post:  "Don't tell God how big your cancer is.  Tell the cancer 
how big your God is!"  Cancer -- my GOD IS HUGE!  And His grace is beautiful. 

3 more days until surgery for bilateral mastectomy.  His power is made perfect in my weakness. 

Thank you for your prayers and posts -- they mean so much to us.  Keep both coming! 

With love and GRACE, 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

Holding two things in tension... 

Written Jan 2, 2012 8:52am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

The surgery day draws close -- day after tomorrow, Wednesday, January 4.  As we come nearer to this important 
intersection there are many thoughts and feelings emerging.  In sharing with a friend going through her own cancer 
storm, I was reminded that this journey takes us to the high places of God's presence, His grace and His power, but 
asks that we travel through the valleys also, knowing He is will us there.  In the reality of this disease, there are 
moments when we must ponder practical and pragmatic things like a hospital stay, surgery, pathology reports and 
recovery. 

How often I have taught in healing classes about "holding two things in tension"!  

On one hand we hold to the unwavering belief that our God is a God of healing and that the bible teaches us 
through the ministry of Jesus Christ that God desires healing for all and that He has the power to heal all.  And so 
we pray everyday for miraculous healing before the surgery!  In a few minutes Philip and I leave for another 
wonderful session with faithful prayer warriors who will pray for miraculous healing.  And we will not stop one prayer 
short of a miracle -- we will "pray through" with confidence that God wants me healed and that He will heal! 



And then on the other hand, we must walk that "practical path" -- doing all our due diligence medically.  We must 
schedule surgery, consider what life will be like after a bilateral mastectomy and plan to be away from ministry work 
for a month or so.  For God may choose to work in this way and so we prepare for that which we do not want 
to experience but that which God promises He will provide the strength for us to endure. 

I have often said that it is a mature Christian who can "hold two things in tension."   Attending to the practical does 
not dim our conviction of and commitment to and belief in the miraculous.  We will pursue the miraculous!  Likewise, 
our pursuit of the miraculous does not prevent us from pondering the practical and walking this out medically. 

So Philip and I walk parallel paths -- in essence, one foot on each path.  But we do so knowing that the paths take 
us to the same place of destination -- healing and wholeness because of the mercy, grace and power of our 
Jesus.  Pray for us that we may walk faithfully and in perfect step with the Spirit of God who leads us. 

One of my dear intercessors in praying for me yesterday said, "We serve a Healing Jesus!"  Yes and amen!  This 
Jesus -- He is a Healing Jesus.  Today we ask that you pray with us for miraculous healing -- let's not stop one 
prayer short of our miracle. 

And as you pray with us for the miraculous, hold out another prayer that as the surgery date draws near, God will 
bless the work of surgeons, anesthesiologists, pathologists and others who will be the hands of Christ for me. 

Much love and many thanks for your prayers today, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

The precious and the practical … 

Written Jan 3, 2012 6:37am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

THE PRECIOUS: 
I cannot express to you how precious the Word of God has been to me in this cancer storm.  In my December 
sermon on Joy, I mentioned Psalm 126 which says:  "Those who sow in tears shall reap with joyful shouting."  And 
later in the same psalm, "He (or she) who goes to and fro weeping, carrying their bag of seed, shall come again with 
joy, bringing their sheaves with them."  This passage promises joy for those going through crisis, even life-
threatening ones, IF THEY WILL CARRY THEIR BAG OF SEED WITH THEM. 

Well, my "bag of seed" has been the Word of God and the promises found therein!  I have carried it with me every 
moment in this journey.  In fact, about a week ago, I dreamed I was pregnant -- VERY pregnant.  When I mentioned 
this to my intercessors, dear Liz Barrett got so excited.  She'd once had a similar dream about herself and she said, 
"You are pregnant with the Word of God."  Yes!  My bag of seed is IN me -- the Word of God sustains me! 

This morning, from my precious bag of seed, the Lord gave me Isaiah 35 which says, "Get yourself up on a high 
mountain, Cathie, and be a bearer of Good News!  Lift up your voice mightily, Cathie, and be a bearer of Good 
News!  Lift it up, do not fear, say to everyone who will listen, 'Here is your God!'" 

So today, I say to all who will listen -- Here is our God!  He is mighty to save!  He is dear and kind and merciful and 
gracious to the afflicted!  He gives hope to the hopeless and strength to the weary!  He will not forget His 
own!   Here is our God and I rejoice that you and I are held in the palms of His hand! 

THE PRACTICAL 
Tomorrow, the two paths we have been walking -- seeking the miraculous while planning for the medical -- merge 
and the strong right arm of God will be revealed.  So here are some things to know and certainly to pray for: 



1.  If I awaken tomorrow, Wednesday, January 4, and do not feel the tumors in my breast, I will ask for an MRI.  We 
don't want to stop short of a miracle!  If I awaken tomorrow and the tumors are still present, I will have surgery for a 
bilateral (double) mastectomy. 

2. The surgery will take place at Hoag Hospital in Newport Beach at approximately 1:30 pm.  It is scheduled to take 
4+ hours.  My breast surgeon is Dr. Colleen Coleman and the plastic surgeon who will, after the mastectomy, 
prepare me for future reconstruction is Dr. Eleonore Zetrenne.  Please pray for them and the whole medical team. 

3.  Philip and my dear sister Joanie will be with me at the hospital.  Many of you have offered to be with them.  They 
prefer to be together just the two of them where they can focus on their own prayers, so thank you for honoring their 
desire.  Jane Irvine, our head intercessor will check on them and be there for them if there are any needs. 

4.  Jane will be our contact to let you know the results of the surgery.  She is a co-author on this blog so will post 
the news as soon as it is known.  The church office will be closed by the time the surgery is completed so if 
you want to know the news about the surgery, it is best to be close to your computer where you can log in 
to this site.  Philip and Joanie will have their hands and hearts full, so again, thanks for letting them be quiet and 
prayerful together. 

5.  At this point, I will be in the hospital overnight for observation and then home for several weeks of recovery with 
my dear sis being my "nurse."  Please pray for Joanie and for Philip that they may be strengthened in this time.  This 
has been a roller coaster faith walk for them also and I am so moved by their faithfulness to me and to the Lord in 
this time.  Pray they stay healthy and that in spite of the hard parts of this journey, we can remember the month of 
January 2012 as a time we spent together in the joy and strength of the Lord. 

6.  I'll post this again tomorrow but here are the specific requests concerning the surgery: 

o Continue to pray for miraculous healing, right up to surgery time! 
o Pray then that God's presence is in the surgery suite -- I will go to sleep praying the Lord's 

Prayer.  (Thanks, Judy!) 
o Pray that the surgeon's hands are the hands of Jesus to me for healing from all cancer! 
o Pray that every cancer cell is removed from my body. 
o Pray that the lymph nodes ARE COMPLETELY FREE OF CANCER CELLS! 
o Pray that I do well with anesthetic and that I be able to come home on Thursday, January 5 which is 

PHILIP'S BIRTHDAY! 
o Pray that God be glorified in all of this! 

Our love and deep heartfelt thanks for all you are doing for us in this time. 

I may have cancer, but cancer does not have me ... Jesus does! 

Love, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Today is surgery day … 

Written Jan 4, 2012 6:50am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I feel your prayers.  They are palpable under me, carrying me into this day.  No one who has ever made it through a 
life crisis being carried on the prayers of God's people can ever doubt again the awesome power of prayer.  Thank 
you for lifting me on the pallet of your prayers to the Father.  He is responding with remarkable love and 
grace.  Today I am at peace.  Isaiah 40:31 promises, "Those who wait for the LORD will gain new strength."  Philip 
and I have waited through these weeks supported by your continuous prayer and today the promised peace and 
strength of the Lord is here for us as we enter this important day of surgery. 

Last night before sleep, after Philip and I had said special words to one another in anticipation of this day, I told the 
Lord that I really didn't want to "do" today.  I'd prefer to skip it, please.  I'd like to stay home instead.  Didn't want to 
go to the hospital.  Didn't want to have surgery.  Didn't want to walk through a year of treatment, radiation and more 
surgeries. 

He was sweet and said that well then, I didn't have to do today.  I didn't have to walk this walk.  He would do it for 
me.  Then in my spirit I saw Him come and lift me up, holding me in His arms like a child.  "Just rest and I'll carry 
you."  I fell asleep.  This morning as I awoke the same image came back strong and clear.  But this time, Jesus 
carried me to a small boat at the water's edge and placed me on a pillow in the stern of the boat.  He stood in the 
boat next to me and led the boat into the storm.  His message to me was clear.  "We are sailing into the storm, but 
you just rest.  I'm on duty and I'll make sure we make it to the other side." 

So today I rest while my Jesus leads our boat through the cancer storm.   The next time I awake, I'll be cancer free. 

Please watch for a post from my dear friend and intercessor Jane Irvine sometime around 6 tonight.  The surgery is 
scheduled for 1:30 this afternoon and we anticipate it will conclude around 6 pm. 

Prayers for: 

 Miraculous healing 
 Perfect surgery - no complications, no infection 
 All cancer cells gone from my body 
 Lymph nodes completely clear 
 Home on Thursday, Jan. 5 - Philip's birthday 
 Strength for Philip and Joanie 

"Do you not know?  Have you not heard?  The Everlasting God, the LORD, the Creator of the ends of the earth 
does not become weary or tired.  His understanding is inscrutable.  He gives strength to the weary and to him who 
lacks might, He increases power."  Is. 40:28-29 

May God alone receive glory for the way this story ends! 



Love and blessings, 

Cathie+, Prince Philip, and Sissy Joanie 

Written Jan 4, 2012 3:32pm by Jane Irvine 

Dear Friends, 

As Rev. Cathie told you, I, Jane Irvine, will be sending a brief updates.  For now a brief update. 

The surgery did not start on time, which is not unusual.  Cathie was very much at peace and enjoying the Peace of 
the Lord and the company of her dear Philip and Joanie.   The actual surgery start time was 3:00 pm.  We have 
been praying for the Lord's perfect plan for this surgery and rest in the knowledge that this is His plan for today. 

There is already one praise report.  When they injected the dye for the Sentinel Node Biopsy, Cathie experienced 
very little pain; she had been told it would be painful.  As Joanie said "This is the first of the miracles for today".  We 
pray that the Lord's hand of Healing be on our dear sister, Cathie and on her surgeons who also work healing under 
His Power. 

In His Mighty Name, 

****************************************************************************** 

Update after surgery 

Written Jan 4, 2012 9:11pm by Jane Irvine 

Dear Friends, 

It is late and the surgery went long.  Rev. Cathie was out of surgery around 8:30 and into recovery.  She will be 
there for about 1 to 1 1/2 hours then on to her room.  She did tolerate the surgery well.  There will be more 
information available tomorrow about the results of this surgery.  Please continue to pray for relief of pain and 
recovery from anesthesia as well as complete healing.  May the Lord minister His Love for her in this fog of post 
anesthesia and may she we very aware of His Presence. 

In His Mighty Name, 

Jane 

Update 

Written Jan 5, 2012 10:40am by Jane Irvine 

Dear Friends, 

I am sitting with Cathie in her hospital room right now.  She is resting, relatively comfortably and is peaceful and 
confident of the Lord’s Presence.  She can see St. James Church from her window. 

In her own words, “Thank you for your faithful prayers, especially during the surgery which as you know, went longer 
than expected.  I was very peaceful going into surgery and I knew God was with me every moment. 

And I was very grateful for His Presence because as I awakened from the surgery the surgeon had to tell me that 
sadly she had found cancer in the Sentinel Lymph Nodes, because of that she had to remove additional lymph 



nodes.  This was something we had prayed would not be, and were disappointed as this will mean our storm will go 
on longer and will be more difficult than what we had hoped.   However, we are very grateful that what was held in 
darkness has been brought into the Light and will not have power over us. 

I am recovering well from the actual surgery, but the next six days of prayer battle will be important ones.  Next 
week we will receive the pathology report which will tell us if any of the other nodes contained cancer.  Please join 
Philip and me in praying diligently that all other nodes are clear of cancer. 

In spite of news which was not so good, we are still committed to being Good News people and believe that our God 
is faithful and He will get us to the other side of this storm. 

Thank you again for your prayers.  We need them now more than ever.  Thank you also for your love and 
encouragement, we need that also more than ever.” 

As I send this, I lift my eyes to the Lord, entreating Him and calling on all the prayer warriors to bring their prayers to 
the Throne of Heaven, bring our dear sister Cathie to Him for complete healing and restoration. No further cancer in 
her body!! 

In His Mighty Name, 

Jane 

Cathie is home 

Written Jan 6, 2012 2:03pm by Jane Irvine 

Dear Friends, 

It has been a joy and privilege for me to update this journal for Cathie. She has asked me to send this update, most 
likely the last I will be sending as she is doing so very well.  All praise and glory be to God!  And many thanks to all 
of you who have prayed so diligently.  Cathie has said more than once that she feels she is being carried on the 
prayers of the people of God. 

Cathie was discharged home yesterday, late afternoon, and was so delighted to be able to go home.  I know she 
was not the only one in that home who was happy about that, I am thinking particularly of Philip and Joanie. 

She used the word "astonished" when she spoke of how well she is doing.  Eph.3:20-21 "Now to Him who is able to 
do exceeding abundantly beyond all that we ask or think, according to the power that works within us, to Him be the 
glory in the church and in Christ Jesus to all generations forever and ever. Amen" When she spoke of this verse, 
she spoke even more than "exceeding abundantly"; but, to the point, there are no words to describe His great 
goodness to her right now. 

She is resting relatively comfortably.   The medications for pain have been doing a wonderful job and have allowed 
her to be able to take walks around the house and to rest in her chair more easily.  These are all good things and 
yet just the beginning of recovery from the great trauma to her body that this surgery was.  She is trusting in the 
Lord to carry her beyond the storm and through to recovery. 

There is much Joy and Peace in their home, for which all glory is given to our God.  Cathie is so aware of how 
dependent she is on Him and on your prayers and give thanks for your faithfulness in continued prayer to sustain 
and escalate her recovery. 

With Thanks and Glory to God, 

Jane 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Near to the Heart of God … 

Written Jan 7, 2012 5:41pm by Cathie Young 

Dear, Dear Praying Friends, 

Pastor Cleland B. McAfee, a Presbyterian minister from the late 1800’s accomplished some significant things for the 
Kingdom of God.  But what he’s remembered for most is an act done in a very private, family moment.  His brother’s 
daughters contracted diphtheria, which would eventually take their life.  In his desire to comfort his brother and his 
family, he wrote the hymn “Near to the Heart of God” and sang it in a choking voice outside the quarantined home of 
his brother's family. 

There is a place of quiet rest, 
Near to the heart of God. 



A place where sin cannot molest, 
Near to the heart of God. 

O Jesus, blest Redeemer,  
Sent from the heart of God,  
Hold us who wait before Thee 
Near to the heart of God. 

There is a place of comfort sweet, 
Near to the heart of God. 
A place where we our Savior meet, 
Near to the heart of God. 

There is a place of full release, 
Near to the heart of God. 
A place where all is joy and peace, 
Near to the heart of God. 

It’s that hymn that’s been ringing in my heart since arriving home from the hospital after my bilateral mastectomy for 
breast cancer on Wednesday.  How good can home feel?  So good it’s beyond description!  My dear hubby with his 
handsome, smiling face, his eyes of love and his unyielding confidence in God and God's plans for our future.  My 
sissy who cares for my every need – cleaning drains, rubbing my back and telling me over and over again how 
“beautiful” my new (yes, flat) chest looks – and I know she means every word!  My comfortable recliner which is my 
place of rest during the day and for at least a little longer, my bed at night.  Joanie, of course is just a few feet away, 
sleeping on the sofa and making sure she sets her alarm for the middle of the night so I get my pain meds exactly 
on time. 

God’s presence surrounds us.  The flowers sent by loving folks multiply on the mantle over the fireplace and they 
speak of beauty and the sweet, sweet fragrance of new life.  Cards are coming in with hand-written notes, a lost art 
for which I am most grateful that folks are resurrecting at this time.  I am saving every one.  Meals are being 
delivered which spoil my dear husband and Joanie and me – I am not much of a cook (okay, so I’m not a cook at 
all) and we are eating happier and healthier than we have in a long time. 

Pain levels are managed.  The healing from the surgery is happening at a remarkable rate.  Sleep comes at night 
and most of all, God’s presence surrounds us.  Jesus may have taken a different route through the storm than I 
certainly wanted Him to take, but He is still in my boat and leading us every bit of the way to the other side of this 
cancer storm. 

Yes, there is prayer work to do – prayer that the pathology report from the surgery shows completely clear margins 
and that the extra nodes taken show NO cancer.  We want and need this cancer buried in a deep pit and never to 
be heard from again.  And yes, there will be a month of recovery from this surgery and then more treatment – 
probably both chemotherapy and radiation. 

But as the hymn-writer Pastor Cleland B. McAfee knew in the face of great health challenges in his family, 

“There is a place of quiet rest, 
Near to the heart of God… 

There is a place of comfort sweet, 
Near to the heart of God… 

A place where all is joy and peace, 
Near to the heart of God.” 



Right now, an angel stands outside the Young’s house in Costa Mesa and sings that song "Near to the Heart of 
God" to comfort us as Pastor McAfee sang it to comfort his brother.  And as the hymn proclaims, we are living in the 
joy and peace that is only found in the heart of God. 

Rejoice with us!  Keep praying, keep singing, keep rejoicing! 

All glory to the Father of Pastor McAfee, the Youngs and all those in need, 

Cathie+, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thanks for saving my place, Lord … 

Written Jan 9, 2012 9:44am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Today is the first day back in my beloved “prayer chair” since the surgery last Wednesday.  Since last Thursday, I’ve 
been 24/7 in a recliner in our family room – a comfortable place and certainly conducive to the rest and healing 
process that’s taking place.  But this morning, it was time to venture up the stairs and sit for a time in my prayer 
chair where God’s special blessings always await me.  Wasn’t it the old Campbell soup commercial that said, 
“mmm, mmm, good!”   Well, that’s the way I feel about my prayer chair!  It’s mmm, mmm, good! 

This is the place where I have met with God in the early morning hours for years and where He has met with 
me.  (“You will seek Me and find Me when you seek Me with all your heart.”  Jer. 29:13; Deut. 4:29)  It’s an ordinary 
chair really – nothing glamorous about it, but oh, when there is a Bible on my lap and a prayer on the wings of my 
heart and the Presence of the Lord comes, this little corner of our living room turns into something quite 
impressive.  Even my two ragdoll cats can sense it – when Mama prays, those furry babies want to be nowhere else 
but in that room.  Yes, all creation longs to be close to the Presence of the Lord.  Me included – like the woman with 
the bleeding issue knew, it's all about being close enough to touch Jesus. 

It was here that I poured out my heart to the Lord when we first found out about the cancer.  It was here I shared 
with Him my broken heart, my shock, my devastation – and here that I heard Him say over and over again, “Don’t be 
afraid, Little One.  I am with you and all shall be well.”  It was here Philip and I wept together.  And here where we 
made an agreement and shook hands to seal our promise that we would not have a faith crisis in this time of fiery 
trial.  It was here we spoke of hard things you don’t want to talk to your husband about but you can speak aloud 
because God provides a safe place where even the hardest things can be said. 



It was here we prepared for the storm.  Here I fed myself on the Word of God and here I rehearsed the stories from 
Scripture where agents of death pursued God’s people and time after time, God came, rescued them and saved 
their lives.  Here I read and re-read the stories of Jesus who hated disease and in overt combat against it, He 
healed “every disease” and “all who came to him.”  (Matthew 3:23-24, Acts 10:38). 

It was here in this prayer chair that I decided that I would believe Isaiah 3:5 that by the wounds of Jesus, I am 
healed – certainly this passage pertains to salvation, but it also extends to the fullness of the word used most 
frequently in Greek for salvation – “sozo” – a word used interchangeably for spiritual healing (salvation), physical 
healing of the body, and soul healing from demonic oppression as well.  Here I recommitted to my belief that God is 
healing God and Jesus, my Savior, is keenly aware, interested in and committed to my physical healing as well as 
my spiritual and soul healing. 

This unassuming little prayer chair with its view out our living room window is my little chapel where I view my world 
from a perspective only found in God’s embrace.  I come here with one express purpose – to meet with the Lord of 
Heaven who is also the Lover of my Soul.  As I sit here this morning, I am keenly aware He did not stand back aloof 
and uncaring, waiting to see if I would first come to meet Him.  Instead, He was already here, ready and anxious to 
meet me in “our special place.”   Could it be true that He was as pleased to meet me as I am to meet Him?  The 
warmth of His embrace seems to say so! 

It’s good to be back in my prayer chair, Jesus.  Thank you, Poppa, for saving my place while I’ve been away! 

Prayer Requests 

Please pray in these most important next few days that the pathology report will show no cancer in the additional 
lymph nodes taken during the surgery. 

Pray that margins are clear. 

Pray for wisdom for my oncologist Dr. Rhee as she determines the modes and timing of future treatment. 

Pray for perfect healing and no infection. 

Pray for dear Philip whose heart is hurting that his wife has to go through this.  And for sissy Joanie who is the 
world’s best care-giver that she will be filled with physical strength and joy in this crazy adventure with her sister 
Cackie! 

Thank you for your prayers – don’t stop, we need them desperately! 

In love with Him and with you, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Pathology report and the power of love... 

Written Jan 11, 2012 11:56am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

First of all, I have to say that I continue to be brought to tears by all the expressions of God’s tender love through 
you.  Your posts on this site mean the world.  I read every one – every single one.  As I do, I picture you taking time 
from your busy day to reach out to me with words which become for me, a warm hug.  Thank you, thank you. 

And oh my, the food!  Those who are a part of feeding the Young’s – a special “thank you.”  We never dreamed how 
much easier it would make things for us – and we are grateful recipients of healthy and really wonderful 
meals.  Today arrived one of those “Edible Arrangements” with fantastic fruit dressed up like a floral arrangements 
and thanks to my dear friend Sandy, I had a chocolate-covered strawberry!  This thing is AWESEOME! 

Then there are the flower and cards which arrive daily now.  The flowers fill our fireplace mantle and are gorgeous – 
the only challenge is how to keep my kitten Luke from making the big jump from the sofa to the mantle in order to 
chew on a leaf or two and then promptly vomit it up in front of my chair as if it is some weird gift of love and honor! 

When the cards arrive, my sis brings them in and lays them reverently on my lap.  She sits next to me as we open 
each one – relishing the loveliness of the card itself and then, the pièce de résistance – your personal, hand-written 
words of love, affection and prayers for me and for Philip and Joanie.  Pièce de résistance translated into English 
means “the best part of feature of something as in a meal, a showpiece, the highlight.   That’s what your notes mean 
to me – they are the highlight of my day and I “eat them up.”  Afterward, they are carefully placed in a special basket 
close to my chair as showpieces of your love and care.  I wish I had words to express my delight in each one. 

May I tell you about one I received yesterday?  It was from my dear little sister-in-Christ Courtney Knepher and her 
darling daughter Anna (sorry to tell your story without asking, Knepher girls, but we sick people can get away with all 
kinds of stuff!)  In the envelope was beautiful hand-drawn picture by Anna which now hangs on my mantle directly 
across from my recovery chair. 

Also was a card with nothing but the phrase “je t'aime” (French for “I love you”) handwritten over and over again in 
pink ink until the card was filled with that one phrase – that one message.  I counted, “je t'aime – (I love you)” written 
more than 100 times! 

In her accompanying note, Courtney explained that in the French production of “Le Miserables” the main character 
while in prison finds a pastor to write a letter to his beloved wife for him as he is illiterate and cannot write it 
himself.  He dictates the letter to the pastor saying over and over again, the simple phrase, “je t'aime” (“I love 
you”).  The pastor finally asks if there is anything else he would want to say.  The imprisoned man said “No.”  When 
the letter is delivered to his beloved, she, also illiterate, finds someone to read the letter from her dear 



husband.  After the reader reads “je t'aime” more than a few times, she asks “This is all it the letter says … do you 
want me to continue?”  With tears in her eyes, the dearly loved wife says, “yes.” 

I held that note from Courtney in one hand and Anna’s hand-painted picture in the other and just wept and 
wept.  There wasn’t anything I could have imagined which could have meant more.  You see, in times such as these 
in which we find ourselves – things get amazingly clear.  Life simplifies.  Priorities crystallize.  In those times, “je 
t'aime – I love you” is all that matters. 

The Lord knew that last night was the right time to remind me not only of Courtney and Anna’s love but also of His 
love.  I received a call from my surgeon just hours earlier that sadly, there were more of the lymph nodes taken at 
the time of last week’s surgery which did contain cancer.  Out of 24 nodes taken, 8 contained cancer – 3 sentinel 
nodes and 5 others.  This was another hard hit and great disappointment. 

But Courtney’s note reminded me that in the face of God’s immense, constant and irrevocable love – this news 
really didn’t change a thing.  God is the one who loves me and He sends you all to remind me of that love.  His plan 
is to heal me – not matter how many doggone lymph nodes have been hit with cancer.  And honestly, how ‘bout 
those odds?  Out of 24 nodes, only a 1/3 of them showed cancer – twice as many did not!  I’m liking that 16 out of 
24 good nodes!  Philip agrees -- and if Philip is happy, I'm happy! 

So today dawned with new hope and new commitment:  Stay in God’s love (and yours).  Get well from the 
surgery!  And kill the cancer however we can. 

The larger understanding of the full pathology report will come next Monday at a meeting with my oncologist, but 
dear ones, the enemy has shot all the bullets in his gun.  He has no more bad news to deliver!  Today and from now 
on, there is only God’s love and God’s healing.  With “je t'aime” ringing in my heart, I’m ready to face tomorrow and 
the rest of the long life God will give us. 

To you all today who have been so kind to us, I have just one thing to say (over and over again): 

je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime 
je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime je t'aime 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Our first outing! 

Written Jan 13, 2012 10:31am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Yesterday was a big day for the Three Musketeers!  Philip, Joanie and I had our first "outing" with two post-
operative appointments with both my breast and plastic surgeons on the same day!  Woohoo -- it was a big day in 
the Young household. 

Philip was our extremely well-dressed and handsome chauffeur and did a great job of getting the "patient" in and out 
of the car at the appointed times and places.  Sissy Joanie was the keeper of the purses (both hers and 
mine), and my ever-increasing in size and importance medical 3-ring binder with every possible piece of both crucial 
and inane information on this cancer journey. Philip was the guide to and through elevator and office doors and 
Sissy was the arm that steadied me so I wouldn't trip, fall and make a fool of myself in front of perfect strangers! 
Sounds quite exciting, doesn't it? We were quite the entourage. 

First was the breast surgeon appointment and Dr. Coleman went over the 5-page pathology report with us. Although 
we were disappointed about the cancer being in the lymph nodes, the LORD has given us perfect peace so 
there were no surprises and no bad news in what she shared.  As I keep saying - the enemy is out of bullets and 
can only shoot blanks from now on! 

Dr. Coleman was thrilled with the way the wounds were healing and how well I'm recovering.  We of course told her 
this was due to the huge amount of prayer I am receiving and because of Jayzey who is the world's best nurse!   I 
don't see Dr. Coleman again for three months but will see Dr. Rhee, my oncologist on Monday, to determine the 
plan for staging the mode and timing for chemotherapy and later, radiation.  None of this will begin until later in 
February but Joanie and I are beginning to stroll through the bevy of wigs and hats available through the American 
Cancer Association.  Some cute things, there, girls! 

So yesterday's best statement from Dr. Coleman:  "All the cancer is gone from your body!"  God truly rescues 
His people from the threat and peril of death!  Wow. 

Next was a quick bite at an Olive Garden restaurant since there was no time to come home before the next 
appointment.  Prince Philip wasn't going back to work and so it felt like a bit of a celebration. 

Then the plastic surgeon.  Now this was the highlight of our outing as Dr. Zetrenne is top in her field in 
reconstruction after breast cancer.  She is brilliant, funny, accessible, open, informative and just plain delightful.  All 
three of us paraded to the examining room with her and the bandages came off for the first time. The moment that 
for some is terribly traumatic for us was peaceful and in its own way, pretty. 

The Lord gave us a spirit of joy as I stood in front of the mirror and we all sort of ogled my post-surgical rather 
lovely-in-a-weird way chest. My three drains from the incisions are in for another week or so but Joanie doesn't mind 
cleaning them, praise the Lord, and she's becoming the world's best surgical drain cleaner!  Dr. Z, like Dr. Coleman, 
was astounded by how well I am healing -- so know that your prayers are WORKING! 

I see Dr. Z weekly for awhile and her office is filled with hope and joy and excitement for what is possible for the 
future.  So we left not only happy, but joyful -- God is so good! 

Once we were home all three of us crashed and I am pooped today but just had to get this note off to you. With all 
that I am and all I have within me, I thank you for your faithful prayers.  They are making all the difference.  I know 
that God's hand of favor is upon me -- He has heard your prayers and is answering them in spades.  Thank you 
from the bottom of my heart. 



I used to sign my updates, "I may have cancer, but cancer doesn't have me... Jesus does."  Dear Ones, I never 
have to say that again.  Instead, I say this to us all today: "I don't have cancer because Jesus Christ saved me and 
delivered me from the jaws of death!  I am rescued.  I am healed!!!!" 

With love, 

Cathie, Prince Philip, and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Today's Sunday view from my window... 

Written Jan 15, 2012 1:48pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

It's Sunday - the Lord's Day.  The most special day in the week!  When I minister to families who have a loved one 
who has gone home to be with the Lord on a Sunday, I tell them God has given them a great gift.  It's not called the 
"Lord's Day" for no reason -- it's very special.  So, for what it's worth, I hope when it's my time, Jesus calls me 
home on a Sunday! 



To not be in church today is decidedly odd.  Usually, Philip and I arrive to open church doors by 6:30 am and after 
three worship services, we don't leave St. James until around 1:30 or 2 pm!  Then it's time for a quick lunch and 
some well-appreciated "horizontal theology" -- that's what we preacher-types call a NAP!   Oh, we love our Sunday 
afternoon naps! 

But today my church family worshiped without me.  I prayed from my prayer chair at home for Pastor Richard and 
others who led the services and for the church family who gathered to worship.  I prayed for the sermon, for the 
beauty of the worship and that all who were present would experience God in a precious and powerful way.  In 
those prayer moments, I was aware that though I was not with my church family in body, I was one with them in 
Spirit.  As some wise person once said, "There is no distance in the Spirit of the Lord."   I'm glad of that truth ... 
especially today. 

So this Lord's Day is spent quietly hibernating with my Friend Jesus.  This Sunday's perspective from my prayer 
chair has been an interesting one.  Out our large living room windows, I see out to our neighborhood -- the houses 
of those families who live across the street.  I see the neighbor who stands on his roof, inspecting what I hope is not 
a leak since rain is forecast.  I also see the walkers -- the dog-walkers, the health-walkers, and the older couple who 
walks hand-in-hand, more intent on their conversation than the speed of their stride. 

It dawns on me that most months of the year I don't see this much detail when I look out these same windows. 
Usually the maple and aspen trees in our yard and in adjacent yards are blanketed in leaves and the spring, 
summer and even fall foliage create a drape which prevents a view beyond its lush beauty. 

Today, there are no leaves, not one.  There are only barren limbs on those same maples and aspens.  Today there 
is nothing blocking my view -- that's the reason I see things I'm not used to seeing.  Today's Sunday view, although 
not nearly as pretty as in other months, is more complete with much more detail. 

Yes, there is a metaphor here -- there is a Sunday sermon, if you will.  

When I first realized my cancer surgery would come at a time when the trees outside my window would be bare, I 
was saddened by the obvious and painful analogy.  Like the maples and aspens, would I too be barren?  

The Lord was good and kind to answer my sad question.  He reminded me that though barren trees are not as 
"pretty" as those in full blossom, the season of barrenness is essential for new life and growth to come. 

And from today's Sunday perspective, He is also showing me that bareness allows us to see things better -- with 
greater clarity, greater detail, even greater precision.  We sometimes see more truthfully when beauty does not 
obstruct our view.  Maybe that's good enough to say again.  We sometimes see more truthfully when beauty 
does not obstruct our view.  

Well, there is no beauty to obstruct my view today.  I see clearly and with great detail.  I see a neighbor checking 
for a leak in his roof.  I see a man walking his dog, or in truth, a dog walking a man!  I see an older couple obviously 
still in love as they stroll hand-in-hand in the neighborhood they call their home. 

And I see a God who loves His girl-child enough to let her be barren for a little while.  I see an eviction notice posted 
on my body to cancer and I know Jesus put it there.  I see a faithful husband, a selfless sister, and more than 5000 
visits to medical blog where an ordinary girl-child of God's shares her story.  It's a simple story of a barren season 
that holds a God-given promise of another season some months from now -- a new season which will be 
characterized by life and health and lush green growth.  Thank God for the barren seasons in our lives that lead to 
life and health a lush, green growth. 

Today's Sunday view may not be from a church pew, but it's certainly a heavenly perspective! 

PRAYER REQUESTS 
Tomorrow we meet with the oncologist and appreciate your prayers for the following: 



1.  Please pray for Dr. Rhee for God to give her a spirit of wisdom and revelation as she plans the staging for my 
future treatment. 

2.  Pray for a decisive plan to emerge for chemotherapy (or not) and for radiation (or not).  Pray that we do all we 
need to do to bury any possibility of the cancer returning but no more than is needed. 

3.  Pray for peace and joy for Philip, Joanie and myself that this appointment will have no surprises, except good 
ones. 

4.  Pray for my continuing recovery from the major surgery which has been very good although today has been a 
tougher day. 

5.  Pray my strength will increase day by day so I can be back at St. James in my ministry role by the first of 
February. 

We Three Musketeers send our love and thanks! 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Today is not about being sick, today is about living life! 

Written Jan 18, 2012 12:35pm by Cathie Young 

Philip, Joanie and I met with Dr. Rhee, my oncologist (and my new best friend) on Monday and we have a clear path 
toward healing and eradication of all microscopic cancer cells in my body forever and ever, amen!  We feel very 
positive about this plan.  But before I share the plan, may I first share what has emerged as the most important 
message from that meeting?  Thanks for your patience with this preacher who really does see a Biblical truth in any 
and all moments of our lives.  I promise to return to the nitty-gritty details of our recovery plan momentarily! 

So a moment for this Bible reflection: 
The Gospel Evangelists Matthew and Luke both share the story of Jesus talking about some things that God cares 
very much about.  In Matthew 10 and Luke 12, Jesus focuses on one of His favorite themes as He tells the disciples 
not to be afraid of anyone (or anything) that can harm the body.  After all, Jesus says, there’s nothing they can do to 
your soul, your core being!  Now for someone going through cancer treatment, I’m thinking this could be a pretty 
important message, so it was time to sit up, listen up and take some notes! 

Jesus goes on and minces no words as He says who or what we should fear.   I like how Eugene Peterson renders 
it, “Save your fear for God, who holds your entire life—body and soul—in his hands.”  (Matt. 10:28; Luke 12:5)   In 
other words, there should be no room for fear of cancer!  What a waste of time!  After all, even cancer is really just 
an inconvenience that affects the body!  But instead, I need to tell this disease (and my own mind and emotions), to 
be in awe of the God who holds my entire being in the palms of His hands.  (Isaiah 49:16) 



I don’t know about you but from where I am sitting in my prayer chair, I like what I am reading!  So I read further in 
these two chapters – always a good idea – and I came across the illustration Jesus used to demonstrate His point. 

Now every preacher loves illustrations – in fact, we preachers know that people remember our illustrations much 
more than they remember the outstanding theological points we try to include in our sermons!!    Jesus, the Master 
of Sermon Illustrations here uses the smallest and least significant of all birds to illustrate His point.  He says (and 
let me take a little liberty with the text here), “What’s the price of a few cheap birds – some loose change, that’s 
all!  But God cares deeply for every one of those insignificant birds!  And He pays much greater attention to the 
smallest details of your life than any bird!  You are worth more than a million sparrows!  Dear Child of God, what 
matters to your heart matters to God’s heart too!” 

It just doesn’t get much more encouraging than this.  This illustration captivated a woman named Mrs. Civilla Martin 
in 1904 when she visited a very sick friend.  The sick woman shared that whenever she became overwhelmed at 
her illness, she remembered that if God watched over the smallest, most insignificant birds in creation, He would 
certainly care for her – after all, she was worth more than a million sparrows!  By the close of that day in 1904, 
Mrs. Martin had taken her sick friend’s application of the illustration of Jesus in Matthew 10 and Luke 12 and penned 
a poem which would later become one of the great hymns of the church.  You can guess it, I am sure!  The chorus 
goes like this, 

"I sing because I'm happy. I sing because I'm free. 
His eye is on the sparrow, and I know He watches me." 

Now the nitty-gritty plan for my cancer treatment: 
First, my healing from the surgery is going well.  I am gaining strength every day and the doctors are pleased.  I will 
still have the rest of January to remain quiet, to rest and heal, but I plan to rejoin the church staff (at least some 
hours each day) as of February 1.  Praise be to God. 

Second, because the cancer was found in 8 lymph nodes, I will require two phases of chemotherapy and a session 
of radiation.  The surgery did remove all cancer (good margins all the way around), however, my oncologist wants to 
eliminate any possible microscopic cells that may be floating around and might cause a reoccurrence in the 
future.  Philip, Joanie and I are in complete agreement -- we want no mercy shown this disease and want it 
destroyed completely.  We are ready for the battle the Lord will lead. 

1.       My first round of chemo begins mid-February and I’ll receive a 2-hour infusion one afternoon every three 
weeks for 12 weeks -- a total of 4 infusions.    I'll feel pretty good most of the time, but crummy some days, 
especially a few days after the infusion.  We’ll just wait and see how things go, but most folks going through this type 
of chemo are able to function pretty well most of the time – they just need to take it a little easier and simplify their 
lives!   And there are many ways to help manage those side-affects!  That’s what we’ll be praying for. 

2.       After a break for a few weeks, I’ll begin a second 12-week round of chemo.  This is a 1-hour infusion I receive 
weekly and there will be fewer side affects, praise the Lord. 

3.       I’ll get another few week break and then will begin localized radiation which I’ll receive 5 days a week for 6 
weeks.  From many who I’ve spoken to, the only real side affects include fatigue and some skin irritation. 

Good News: 

o All this therapy will take place either in my oncologist’s office or at Hoag Cancer Institute, both of 
which are less than 5 minutes from the church. 

o Although this treatment will take many months, it's all do-able in the normal course of life.  People 
manage this all the time!  Philip and I have committed to taking it one day at a time and it will 
become our "new normal".  We’ve promised ourselves that each day will not be about being sick, but 
about living life to the fullest! 

o At the close of 2012, we will have survived the biggest storm of our life but will come through to the 
other side stronger in the Lord and more committed to His purposes in our lives and His love and 
purpose for others as well.  We aren't minimizing the severity of this life-threatening disease -- but I 



believe with all my heart God will use it for His glory.  We believe it will not only enhance my 
personal ministry, but the ministry of St. James Church as well! 

“I sing because I’m happy!  I sing because I’m free! 
His eye is on the sparrow.  And I know He watches me!” 

Many thanks for your continuing prayers, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

Words are just plain crazy-cool... 

Written Jan 19, 2012 11:51am by Cathie Young 

Words have always been to me a close and valued friend. They used to call me "Chatty Cathie" as a kid -- hard to 
believe, I know.  But I've always loved words! 

And not just the spoken, but the written word as well.  I've loved reading since I was little and in my adult 
years writing became a lovely dance that taught me steps of grace I would never have learned otherwise.  There is 
a rhythm that happens when I daily write my prayers.  The Lord of the Dance invites me to take His hand and 
through those opening words of prayer, I say "yes" to letting Him lead me in this prayerful dance of love and 
grace.  He leads.  I follow.  He steps.  I step with Him.  And most days, there's a twirl here and there that makes the 
dance not only fun but unpredictable and keeps me coming back for more. 

Yes, there are times of complete and contended silence between us, but for me, words are important.  I like talking 
to God and more, I like to listen and hear Him speak to me.  That's why I love the Scriptures so much -- God 
speaking to us.  And I like to ponder our Jesus as the "Logos" - the Word of God.  The thought reminds me that 
words are important to God.  After all, He spoke all that exists into being by His beautiful and commanding 
words!  God's words were the paintbrush, the fabric, and the clay through which He rendered His great work of art 
we call creation. 

Words are cool -- just plain crazy-cool.  And that's what this Caring Bridge blog has given witness to since 
its inception on December 12, 2011. 

Words have allowed me to process a weird and awful disease called cancer.  Words have let me say that as big and 
scary as cancer can be, my God is much bigger and cancer better watch out because my God is out to destroy 
it!   Words have let me praise God without embarrassment and without limit!  Words have let me declare that Good 
News always prevails over bad news.  And words have allowed me a platform to say that when you face a life-
threatening illness like cancer, the single thing that matters most is Jesus Christ -- His love for you and your 
security in that constant, lavish and unrelenting love.  End of sermon.  Amen. 

But there's more!  Words have also allowed you, my family, friends and pray-ers, to tell me your story!  Words have 
been the way you have encouraged me and my dear Philip and sissy Joanie!  You have used words to bless us, 
comfort us, love us and share with us your strong faith that God has more, much more, for me.  And you know 
what?  I believed your words!  I ate them up and they tasted really good!  In fact, I think I might be getting fat on 
those rich words you've been feeding us! 

Your words shared about others who you told my story to and that my story made them more aware of Jesus 
too.  You used your words to ask others to pray for me and as of today, more than 6000 folks are reading our words 
(yours and mine) and praying their hearts out. 



I'm tellin' you -- words are crazy-cool! 

Revelation 19:10 tells us that words about the goodness of Jesus have a prophetic power to bring about more good 
things -- kind of like "Christian cloning" -- share a word of testimony about Jesus and that testimony re--creates itself 
in someone else's life. 

So today, I'm thankful for God's gifts of words.  I'm thankful for this Caring Bridge website and the way God is using 
it to "clone" my experience of faith and trust in a God who is ultimately good so that His goodness can happen over 
and over again in your life and the lives of those with whom you share my story! 

Thanks for your prayers, Friends, and today, thanks for your words.  And together let us use our words to thank 
God for Jesus, His Word made flesh. 

Lots of Love, 

Chatty Cathie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Another big (great) day... 

Written Jan 20, 2012 9:15am by Cathie Young 

Well, Dear Ones -- a big day yesterday for the Three Musketeers! 

It began like this: 

In the early am, Philip came down the stairs handsomely dressed in Tommy Bahama grey slacks, a white button-
down shirt, beautiful tie and black Tommy Bahama blazer.  His silver-fox hair was (of course) impeccable and, no 
surprise, he smelled great. 

I, on the other hand, was sitting in my prayer chair in my pj's with hair askew, no make-up, coffee-breath, three post-
surgical drains protruding from my mid-range like weird alien implants and smelling like I need a shower -- which I 
do but I can't have until all the drains are removed in another week or so!   It was such a PRECIOUS marital 
moment!  Sometimes it's just not easy to be married to Prince Philip! 

But my darling husband looked at me like he thought I was pretty (so glad he's badly near-sighted!)   He then prayed 
for me and kissed me liked he just loved me to death even if I did have weird alien-like drains protruding from my 
body! 

And the day got better from there! 

We saw the plastic surgeon yesterday.  Joanie looked great.  I looked a little gamey.  But Philip looked very 
handsome.  But here's the good news:  I got one of three post-surgical drains removed!  To say this is a relief is 
a vast understatement!  Now I still have two more drains to go and they are a pain especially for my dear sister who 
has to, shall we say, "tend" to them twice daily - and it's kind of a nasty job.  But I believe I'll be free of them by next 
week -- PRAISE THE LORD! 

That good news of one drain removal was multiplied by the surprise that the surgeon also put a little saline in each 
of the breast expanders!  Now I know this is TMI (too much info) for some of you guys, but the gals are really 
anxious to hear this.  The expanders are put in place under the breast muscle at the close of the mastectomy 
surgery and are inflated slowly over time with sterile saline which allows the patient to begin to have a "female form" 
-- if you know what I mean!   Later, much later in my case (like 2013 probably), those expanders will be replaced 
with true breast reconstruction. 

So we left the surgeon's office saying "This is a good day!"  One drain removed, the doctor affirming that the healing 
is progressing marvelously and even some saline in the expanders.  Doesn't get much better than that! 

Now two things to pray for, please. 

1.  Because of the remaining drains and my state of recovery, I was not released to attend this Saturday's 
Ordination service to be held at St. James.  This is a disappointment to me but not a surprise.  Please pray for this 
marvelous service and especially for my dear friends Pete Forbes and Glenn Baaten to be ordained to the 
transitional deaconate.  And very special prayers for my sister Joyce Brooks who will be ordained to the Holy Order 
of Priests.  In our tradition, when a candidate is ordained a priest, all other priests present come forward to lay 
hands on the newly ordained.  I will miss this moment, but will be with Joyce, Pete and Glenn in the Spirit from 
home.  My pajamas will be my vestments, and my prayers will be my stole. 

2.  We learned yesterday that I will have another surgery to insert a porta-cath in my breast area on Monday, 
January 23 at about 1 pm.  This will be done at the hospital by my breast surgeon and this will remain throughout 
my treatment as the location where all chemo, etc. will be fed into my body.  It is done under full anesthesia but I 
can come home after.  Most folks say you feel pretty crummy for a few days.  Let's pray God intervene and that the 
surgery goes smoothly and my recovery is smooth and without complication. 



I want to close with a quote from one of my CaringBridge guestbook posts.  It's from Patricia Snider and man, oh, 
man -- it captures what my heart is saying in the midst of this cancer storm which not only affects me and my family 
but so, so many others.  Here is what Patricia says, 

" I feel the Lord calling us to a prayer war against cancer in the whole of Southern California. Multiple times 
over the course of the day, you are lifted up for complete healing. That word cancer is but a name and every 
knee shall bow at the name of Jesus! Let's all pledge to flood our Heavenly Father, praying continually, to 
bind cancer in Southern California...for a start." 

Don't know about you but I've got Holy Ghost goosebumps!  I say, "Preach it, Sister.  Amen and Amen!!!!" 

Love, 

Cathie, the ever well-dressed Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dreams in the night... 

Written Jan 22, 2012 8:57am by Cathie Young 

Friends and Family, 

I don't know about you but I pay attention to my dreams.  No, I don't believe every dream is worthy of great attention 
-- after all, there are those dreams you get when you watch a weird movie, or after eating too much queso dip, and 



then there are the dreams that I believe are somehow authored by the enemy of our soul.  I don't pay too much 
attention to any of these. 

But those aside, dreams can be instructive, very helpful and yes, dreams can be sent to us by God Himself to 
communicate to us that which we may not be able to receive or process while we are awake.  All of us must sleep. 
And in sleep, we are vulnerable.  Our control mechanisms are put on hold and we become open to internal stirrings 
which we do not initiate and for which we do not hold the strings!  Dreams come uninvited most of the time and as 
one Christian writer has said, "Dreams invite us beyond our initiative-taking management." 

The Hebrews and Early Christians knew about dreams.  Psalm 16:7 declares that God "instructs me in the 
night."  Scripture records at least 21 dreams, not including ”visions" -- those messages sent from God while we are 
in a wakened state.  In the Bible, dreams were reserved for times of sleep and regarded as unbidden "visitors in the 
night" having importance which could actually reveal the holy purposes of God.  Think of it: 

o Jacob's dream in Genesis 28 introduced him to the pre-incarnate Christ and resulted in a 
total reconstruction of Jacob's life and the life of God's chosen people. 

o The dreams of both Pharaoh in Genesis 41 and Nebuchadnezzar in Daniel 4, left these pagan 
rulers completely undone -- so much so they sought out young Israelite outsiders for 
interpretation.  These powerful rulers during the day were powerless at night and subject to 
God's instructions and warnings at night. 

o Of course the most well-known dreams of Scripture are those which came to Joseph, the earthly 
father of our Lord Jesus, recorded in the first two chapters of Matthew.   First dream:  Joseph is told 
not to be afraid to take Mary as his wife because the baby in her womb was conceived by the Holy 
Spirit.  Second dream:  Joseph is warned to flee to Egypt with his pregnant wife.  And third 
dream:  Joseph is told it is safe to go back to Nazareth with his wife and child. 

I like Joseph.  He's my kind of guy.  We're not sure how brilliant Joseph was in the daytime, but this guy was 
amazing at night!  A true Dreamer!   I can imagine Mary, waking up each morning asking, "Well, honey, what did the 
LORD say last night?  Anything I should know about?"  Let's be honest -- life must have been exciting for Mary, 
married to Joseph, the Dreamer. 

So I had a dream last night.  (Some of you knew I was leading up to this!)  It was an odd but not disturbing dream.   I 
was living in the same house that in the dream I had been living in all my life -- that's 59-going-on-60 years for those 
who are interested and I sincerely hope some of you are slightly surprised by the revelation of my age! 

In the dream, I knew it was time to leave that old house and "get my own apartment" -- not a new house, but "get my 
own apartment."  (Philip was not in the dream -- sorry, my Beloved -- but I think this dream was Jesus speaking to 
me about the condition of my own soul.) 

I knew I'd need to start looking right away for the right apartment -- big enough for my needs, but I was aware I 
would be downsizing.  It would have to be something I could afford, although I knew I'd have to give up some 
things I was used to having in order to afford this new place. 

I walked through the old house, determining what I would take with me and what I would leave behind.  I knew that 
some furniture, pictures, clothes, even plates, pots and pans would have to stay in the old house, but there would be 
treasured possessions that I would be able to take with me to the new place.  And because I would have less than 
before, I would treasure what I had more.  In the dream, I wasn't worried -- I would have all that I would need.  And I 
knew this move would happen soon -- there was no time to waste.  It was time to look at Craig's List for available 
apartments!  End of dream. 

Dear Ones, the Lord is good when He prepares us for a life's change --which is what this dream was to me. It was in 
some sense, my "Joseph" dream -- get ready, get packed, change is on the way! 

Tomorrow, Monday, January 23, I return to Hoag Hospital and at 1 pm I'll have a porta-cath installed surgically 
beneath the skin on my chest.  It is a small medical appliance that connects to a vein so that drugs can be installed 
through it when I undergo chemotherapy.  Nothing scary, but this procedure signals a change for Philip and 



me.  Our lives will be different in 2012.  Certainly the major surgery I had on January 4 was the beginning of our 
life's change, but between two 12-week sessions of chemotherapy and subsequent radiation, there will be some 
type of treatment happening until close to the end of this year. 

The Lord says it's time to downsize!  Philip and I have lived a rich, full and very busy life and we've loved every 
second of it!  But now will be a time when we will live in a "smaller place" in terms of our busy-ness.  There are 
many things we'll be able to take with us into this important year of therapy and healing.  And sadly, some things will 
have to be left behind.  I have already had to retract a promise made to lead a women's weekend retreat in May.  It 
was one thing I had to leave behind.  My love and thanks to the dear women of Presbyterian Church of the 
Covenant in Costa Mesa for their grace to me. 

There will be a cost that will come with the new place of being -- a physical, emotional, financial, and yes, spiritual 
cost.  But God has said that if we are willing to downsize, He will provide all that we need in all areas of our being 
and existence. 

God also promises that we will be able to take to this new, smaller existence those things which are most precious 
to us.  I was happy that in the dream, family and ministry colleagues were there, helping me to do what was 
necessary for the move.  That assures me that God is saying that treasured relationships and ongoing Christian 
ministry will be included in this upcoming year.  God reminded me that He didn't bring me this far to drop me! 

So, family, friends and St. James brothers and sisters -- in the words of an actor and former California governor who 
shall remain nameless, "I'll be back!"  Be assured of that!  Although my speed may be a little slower and the extent 
of my ability for long days and many days in a row will be limited, I'll be back!  We have planned my first day back at 
St. James to be Sunday, February 5.  On Sunday the 12th, I will preach again -- one of the treasures I am grateful 
the Lord is letting me take with me into this new season. 

I appreciate your prayers for tomorrow's surgery.  It is general anesthetic and will be done at the hospital, although 
I'll be home within hours.  Please pray for everything to go smoothly, for good pain control and for the Lord to meet 
me in my anesthetically-induced sleep.  I'd love to hear more from Him in my dreams.  Like the Early Church, I 
regard dreams as unbidden "visitors in the night" having importance which can actually reveal the holy purposes of 
God.   Let's the dreams begin! 

As always, thank you for your dear love and even more dear prayers.  We are moved by your Guestbook posts -- 
they strengthen us -- so keep them coming, please! 

On this day -- the Lord's Day -- let's be willing to ask the Holy Spirit for some of those "Joseph Dreams."  Who 
knows?  Maybe God will give us a dream that like Joseph's can change the world because Joseph's dreams were 
all about Jesus Christ!  May ours be also! 

In Love with Him, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Porta-cath, The Matrix, Great Food and other such stuff... 

Written Jan 24, 2012 1:41pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Just a loving check-in today to say that I appreciate so much your prayers for yesterday's surgery to install my porta-
cath, the medical appliance inserted under the skin in my upper left chest, which will allow chemotherapy drugs to 
go directly into my body without inserting an intravenous feed each time.  The surgery was not only successful; it 
was so smooth that I knew I was riding on the wings of your prayers and the kind presence of the Lord.  I have had 
no pain from the porta-cath and although I am tired today, my sissy is making me rest, rest, rest -- so I'm sure I will 
be feeling refreshed tomorrow.  I am very glad to have this procedure done which will be the last surgery now until 
reconstruction which is not even on the radar screen until 2013! 

And after yesterday's surgery I'm rigged and ready for chemo to begin February 14, Valentine's Day.  Philip has 
agreed to be with me and be my partner at this first chemo infusion because of the romantic day on which it will take 
place.  So we'll hold hands and look lovingly at each other as they hook me up through my porta-cath to the chemo 
that the Lord will use to eradicate this cancer from my body!  Mmm, Mmm, sounds romantic, doesn't it?  Actually, it 
will be romantic in a weird-good-crazy-Philip&Cathie kind of way! 

For those of you who remember "The Matrix" trilogy, I must let you know that Philip is kind of excited about this 
whole porta-cath thing!   Get this: Philip likes to think of my porta-cath as like that appliance at the base of Neo's 
head.  Insertion of the special rod into the Matrix "porta-cath" allowed a download of instant knowledge on things 
like piloting a helicopter or being an expert at jiu jitso.  Philip is fully expecting me to have increased knowledge in 



some area of great importance with each infusion.  Actually, I think he might be hoping I'll come away with a new 
ability to be an outstanding cook!  Dream on, Darling, dream on!!!! 

Speaking of great cooks - a special word of love and thanks to all the folks who have prepared and brought us 
meals in these last weeks.  Truly my dear Philip has never eaten better and we are more grateful than we can 
express.  I would love to have energy to send each of you a handwritten thank you note, but one of the 
disappointments of this recovery is the lack of energy -- so different than from how I am used to living my life. 

So those of you who have cooked, prepared and lovingly placed your offerings of food at our door -- please receive 
our heartfelt thanks.  You have shown us God's love in a very special way. 

We love you -- keeping praying!  I have a special request that at tomorrow's appointment with the plastic 
surgeon, I will have my two remaining drains removed so I can say with Martin Luther King, "Free at last, 
free at last!" 

Love and blessings to all, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

Times of refreshing; moments of freedom and faith... 

Written Jan 26, 2012 8:55am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I love quirky little things that pop up in Scripture.  Perhaps it's an odd occurrence like in Numbers 22 when God 
speaks through Balaam's donkey or the young man in Mark 14 who fled the Garden at the arrest of Jesus leaving 
his clothes behind (awkward!). 

And I enjoy Biblical comments that seem to be somehow ill-fitting or sort of tangential to the text.  It always provokes 
the question "why are they there?"   Is there something more underneath them that we should know about? 

Well, I have one of those neat but odd, cool but strange statements I have loved for a long time and it's found in 
Acts 3:20.  This is post-Pentecost.  Jesus has ascended to the Father and the great Gift of the Holy Spirit has been 
given to the Church!  In Acts 2, we had hurricane force winds, tongues of fire, people praising God in languages 
they'd never learned and Peter preaching the first good sermon he'd preached in his life and 3000 got saved.   THIS 
was a good day in the Kingdom! 

By Acts 3, Luke the Gospel Evangelist and writer of the Book of Acts, places before us what he considers to be the 
"first place winner" of the most important miracle performed by the apostles in the earliest days of their 
ministry.  And it was a biggy.  This story was the man born lame, so his legs would have hung like a puppet, no 
strength or function on their own, lest someone assist him.  He had no career, no purpose, no goal in life, so he did 
the only thing he could do -- he was a beggar who learned the skill of spotting the merciful as they approached the 
Temple to worship.  He looked in their eyes and when he found compassion there, he quickly asked for money. 

You remember what happens next -- Peter and John, now filled with the Holy Spirit don't have a dime to their name, 
but they know what they do have and they can hardly wait to give it away!  So they do what they had seen Jesus do 
many times -- they looked into the man's eyes, took him by the hand and commanded those legs to get up and 
walk!  It was a great Kingdom moment!  The man was not only healed, but it caused a huge reaction at the gate to 



the Temple -- and the man went jumping a leaping into the Temple to worship the Lord.  Appropriate response, I'd 
say! 

But it's what happens next that sets the stage for the odd but delightful comment I love so much.  Peter doesn't miss 
the chance to use this miracle healing to preach about Jesus -- after all, he's attracted a crowd so it's time to share 
the Good News!  This is a great lesson for us -- whenever God does something cool in your life or those you know, I 
hope you to use the opportunity to share the Good News.  People are hungry to hear good news -- let's not miss a 
chance to give it to them because God is always doing something GOOD! 

Anyhoo -- in the midst of Peter's sermon we find him speaking of how cool it is when we are in relationship with God 
because through the Holy Spirit -- here it is, don't miss it: "times of refreshing will come from the presence of the 
Lord."  Let me repeat that -- "Times of refreshing will come from the presence of the Lord." (Acts 3:20) 

Now I hope you aren't disappointed.  I hope I didn't build this up so much that when I finally got to the great 
statement, you aren't saying, "what's the big deal about that -- 'times of refreshing?' -- Really, Cathie?  That's it?" 

I know this isn't a ground-shaker or a mountain-tumbler kind of statement, but Peter was really clued into something 
powerful here.  You see, when you have the Holy Spirit, He not only meets you in your moments of great 
desperation -- He also knows when plain old refreshment would be just the right thing for you.  And the dear, sweet, 
wonderful Holy Spirit stands ready to give you just that -- a time of refreshing.  The Bible says it and I believe it! 

So yesterday at my plastic surgeon's office, the Holy Spirit showed up.  And I can't express how grateful I 
am that He came with a time of plain old refreshing!  

First, my two remaining surgical drains were removed -- my body is no longer hooked up by tubes to little clear 
plastic hand-grenade things that catch drainage and need cleaning at least twice a day. Praise the Lord!!   Hey 
listen, I am refreshed -- and so by the way is my dear sissy who cleaned every single one of those drains for three 
entire weeks! 

And we laughed at this appointment -- golly, it was refreshing!  My plastic surgeon is African American with a great 
sense of humor and we talked about the difference between black and white people and their ability to clap their 
hands to the beat of music.  And we laughed and laughed as she explained how hard it is for black people to 
understand how we white people just can't seem to get the "beat" thing right! 

There was the time of refreshing as Philip, Joanie and I left the office, realizing it was three weeks ago that day that 
the bilateral mastectomy surgery had taken place.  It has been a very hard three weeks, but it is done.  The 
drains are gone.  The porta-cath is in.  Three weeks down and as the Three Musketeers got into the car, the Spirit of 
the Lord settled upon us with a time of refreshing.  This was a moment to be savored and boy, did we savor it! 

Now I know that from the bigger Kingdom perspective, my miracle is not as big as the lame man at the Gate 
Beautiful, but for me yesterday, it felt pretty darn big!  So just as Peter used that man's miracle as a chance to speak 
of the Holy Spirit, so must I use mine to speak of the Holy Spirit and His incredibly sweet gift of refreshment for 
Prince Philip, Sissy Joanie, and me. 

What about you?  Where do you need the Spirit's refreshing today?  Maybe just reading this testimony will stir His 
presence within you and bring you a special moment when He lifts your spirits and bring new joy to your heart.  Ask 
Him for it.  If I could, I'd share some of mine with you today.  He sure gave us enough last night to spare, so go 
ahead, take some of ours and enjoy yourself and Him too! 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

We need love... 

Written Jan 28, 2012 1:05pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I just finished writing an article for the February St. James newsletter. Obviously, in the midst of the cancer storm, 
it's hard to write about something that has nothing to do with this current crisis of ours, so I wrote about three things 
which have emerged as key in my healing process: fear, faith and love. 

Now, over these many journal posts since mid-December, I think I've spoken about fear plenty of times! It is our 
greatest enemy in my humble opinion. It is a bigger enemy than cancer or even death. As one dear friend going 
through her own cancer storm said the Lord revealed to her, "Fear blocks the power of God." Nasty thing, fear. No 
wonder Scripture, God, angels, and Jesus had so little tolerance for it. 

I think I've also talked much in my postings about faith. Ah, faith -- beautiful, beautiful faith! In the presence of faith, 
fear evaporates. In a room where faith lives, fear turns tail and runs. But faith does make a requirement of us -- 
according to Hebrews 11, it demands that we look for that which we cannot see with human eyes and that we 
become confident in that for which we hope in Christ Jesus. Faith, you are hard; you are beautiful; you are strong! 
Faith, you are what I dream of in times of trouble! 

But with much talk about fear and faith in this journey, have I spoken much about love? Oh my, how I am learning 
about love!! Love is becoming new and bigger to me -- it is morphing into something that sparkles in the nighttime 
and makes me silly-smile during unremarkable moments in the day. Love -- the greatest gift of the Father through 
Jesus His Son. Love that originates from Him, flows up and out of His crazy-huge heart and overflows the divine 
Throne Room, bursting the belly of heaven and raining down in huge showers on hearts and souls and bodies who 
are hungry, even starving, for this kind of perfect, lavish, sweet, and strong God-love. 
This journey of these last seven weeks has been as much about love as it has been about faith. I realized yesterday 
that when St. Paul wanted to strike his mortal blow against fear, he didn't bring out his faith-sword, but instead 
brought out his love-sword, In Romans 8:15-16 Paul says that it is love that is the true opposite of fear. What's that 
mean for me or people like me who are going through life-threatening crisis? 

It means this: I will never defeat fear of cancer, fear of surgery, fear of chemo, fear of radiation, fear of dying -- if I do 
not somehow receive on a deep, deep level the love of God for me. 
The other night I had a scary dream. In it I was about 3-years old standing on a New York City street corner. It was 
raining and it was chaotic. The cars, the buses, the cabbies, the noises, the people -- everything was so scary. I was 
afraid. In my dream Jesus showed up at my side and asked if He could walk me across the street. Now I knew if He 
took my hand, I would get across the street safely, but that wasn't enough for me. I just looked up at Him and 
knowing my thoughts, he leaned down and asked quietly, "Would you like me to carry you?" I nodded. 
In less than a nanosecond (which is a real word, by the way, and means one billionth of a second!), Jesus picked 
me up and pressed me to His chest and with my arms wrapped around his neck, I crossed the street not only safely, 
but quite happily, thank you very much. 

In these weeks, Jesus has carried me across many scary streets with His arms of love wrapped around me. In these 
weeks, I have received meals and cards and prayers and notes and CaringBridge posts which have all actualized 
and made tangible to me the love of God for me. I have received one comfy pillow, two gorgeous prayer quilts and 



one stunning hand-knit prayer shawl -- when I snuggle into any of these beautiful gifts, I am wrapped in the love of 
Jesus for me, given to me through you. 

In times of crisis, it's not just prayer and Scripture and faith we need to crush fear. We need love. We need love. 
Just one more time: WE NEED LOVE!!! 

What was it Paul said so well in 1 Corinthians 13:13? "These three remain: faith, hope, and love. And the greatest of 
these is love." Amen, St. Paul -- you have such a nice way with words! 
Our love to you all. Remember, our dear sissy Joanie travels home to her family on Monday, January 30 so pray for 
safe and joyful travel. I will miss her terribly but she has finished well and I am ready to test my strength now without 
her (but loud sobbing will be heard from my home for at least 48 hours,) When I try to thank my Joanie, she just 
says over and over again, "Oh, that's just what sissies do for each other." I guess the truth is -- that's what THIS 
sissy does and did and I can't love her more for her love and care for me! 

Living in the Love of Jesus, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Every day with Jesus... 

Written Jan 31, 2012 7:05am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Do you ever wake up with songs in your head -- ones you haven't sung or thought of in years -- ones you're 
surprised you even remember the words to?  I suppose everyone does.  But, no shock here, mine are all "Jesus 
songs," most of which I learned in my early Baptist growing-up years.  My favorite memories are of Sunday night 
"Singspiration" (no, not kidding on the title) when my handsome father was the song-leader and with songbook in 



one hand and leading the congregation with the other, we sang chorus after chorus of "Jesus songs."  That's just 
bound to have an effect on you! 

So several days last week and again this morning, I woke up with this chorus floating around in my head and 
dancing through my heart.  Sing it with me if you know it! 

"Every day with Jesus is sweeter than the day before. 
Every day with Jesus I love Him more and more. 
Jesus saves and keeps me and He's the One I'm waiting for. 
Every day with Jesus is sweeter than the day before." 

John Piper, Christian author and pastor makes a point in reference to this song that I guess is worth mentioning at 
this point.  He says, "Christian hedonism is very much aware that every day with Jesus is not 'sweeter than the day 
before.'  Some days with Jesus our disposition is sour.  Some days with Jesus we are so sad we feel our heart will 
break open.  Some days with Jesus fear turns us into a knot of nerve ends.  Some days with Jesus we are so 
depressed and discouraged that between the garage and the house, we just want to sit down on the grass and 
cry.  Every day with Jesus is not sweeter than the day before."  ("Desiring God:  Meditations of a Christian 
Hedonist" by John Piper) 

Okay, Pastor John, point well taken.  Some days are the pits.  Yesterday I said goodbye to my sissy Joanie, my 
caretaker of the last month and clearly my best girlfriend.  I admit the day began with weeping, not quiet, neat crying 
but sobbing out loud to Jesus.  Not because it wasn't the right time for her to go home -- I am well enough now to 
care for myself and she has a husband and family and her own life, for goodness sake!  But sobbing because she 
has shown me love in a way that I've not known before. 

Both Philip and I agreed with something our dear brother Frank Daniels said at church on Sunday when Joanie took 
me to sit with her to worship at the 9 am service at St. James.  Frank said, "Joanie has released Philip to be what 
God wants him to be for you at this time:  your husband." 

And this is so true -- while Philip loved me like a husband, Joanie cared for me like a sister.  She washed me, 
cleaned my drains, helped me dress (from one set of pajamas to another endless set of pajamas), and kept telling 
me what I so desperately needed to hear, "We are going to make it through this.  We ARE going to make it through 
this."  She told me my post-surgical chest looked "beautiful" and meant it.  She made sure I took my meds at the 
exact appointed time and made me drink lots of water and eat only the right foods.  She tried on the wigs we 
ordered online for when chemo takes my hair -- and by the way, looks far better in them than I do!  She held my 
hand and kissed my cheek and softly stroked my head in the hospital, while I was in my infamous recliner, in the car 
on the way to doctor's appointments, in the middle of the night and as I sat looking pretty pathetic (undoubtedly) in 
my little "sits" bath that she made sure had smelly-bubbles because she knows how much I love them.  And then 
she washed my back.  I'll never forget her washing my back.  Ah, my sweet, sweet sissy Joanie. 

To say goodbye to her yesterday in John Piper's words, made me "so sad I felt like my heart would break open." 

So to have that song be in my head and heart this morning was such a sweet trick from God.  You know He likes to 
mess with us in that way, don't you?  He loves irony and on my first day awakening without my sissy to help with my 
morning routine, that song won't leave me. 

"Every day with Jesus is sweeter than the day before. 
Every day with Jesus I love Him more and more. 
Jesus saves and keeps me and He's the One I'm waiting for. 
Every day with Jesus is sweeter than the day before." 

In his comments about the initial fallacy of this little chorus, John Piper goes on to say that what is true is that some 
days are really awful.  Like when you are diagnosed with cancer -- that's a pretty bad day.  Or, on a smaller scale, 
when the sister you love with all your heart leaves to go back to her own life and family.  Some days are just 
sad.  BUT the Bible isn't afraid to address those days, Piper says. 



He says that all the "biggies" of the Bible had bad days -- from Abraham to David to Peter and Paul.  There were 
some days when it would have been really tough for them to sing that "every day with God is sweeter than the day 
before!"   But in each case, for each person and in each situation, it was the presence of God with them, alongside 
them, indeed in them, who became the sweetness in a sour or sad or even tragic day. 

Today, I remember that it was my Jesus who gave me a sister named Joanie.  Golly, I love Him for that!  Today I 
can't help but think that Jesus knew that someday I'd need a sweet, patient caregiver with soft hands and heart and 
in His kindness, grace and outright crazy-love, He made a Joanie just for me.  Now I know that sounds terribly self-
centered, even narcissistic, but forgive me for this moment of self-indulgence please. 

I love Jesus for lots and lots and lots of reasons.  Every day I DO love Him more and more.  Today I love Him for 
giving me my sissy Joanie and for the goodness and love He put in her which He lavished on me through her over 
the last month. 

Thank you, Jesus, for my Joanie.  Keep her in Your care.  Love and protect her and make her a joy to her family and 
all she meets as she has been to Philip and to me in our time of need. 

Thank you for sharing our lives, 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

Welcome, New Normal... 

Written Feb 2, 2012 7:58am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I have a guest in my home.  Well, not a "guest" really - I hear he's moved in for good or at least for some longer, 
undetermined length of time.  His name is "New Normal." 

You've probably heard of "New Normal."  I hear his name spoken more and more lately.  My niece Maleea met New 
Normal when she got married last October 8 and she and her darling new husband Nate began to live together and 
New Normal moved in with Nate's guy-things.  (That's been a very happy and successful New Normal, by the 
way!)   I see New Normal all the time when I minister at Teen Challenge, a Christian outreach to the drug and 
alcohol addicted of our culture.  Some of them are straight off the street with no knowledge of Jesus and all of a 
sudden they are immersed in Bible Study, soaked in the Holy Spirit and most certainly urged to become a "new man 
in Christ Jesus."  Wow, that's one BIG, GREAT New Normal!  But New Normal isn't always as positive as these two 
examples, unfortunately. 

So New Normal has moved in to the Young household and made himself comfortable.  I'm not quite comfortable 
with him, admittedly.  Truthfully I really liked my Old Normal and there are moments when I'd take it back in a 
second, although those are my weaker, human moments when my flesh, not my spirit prevails.  So, I guess it's time 
to surrender to reality and say with a lump in my throat and butterflies in my stomach, "Welcome, New 
Normal.  Welcome." 

New Normal isn't always kind.  I still wake up many times at night and in the morning with pain from the surgery -- 
but goodness, it's just been two days shy of a month so that's to be expected, I guess.  A warm bath (only deep 
enough so as to not get "those" bandages wet!) seems to ease some of the discomfort.  And I can reach for those 
medications that really dull the pain but they also dull the brain and I'm just thinking that as I ease back into ministry 
this next week, those pills may not be my best friend any longer!   I think I may hear an "amen" coming from my 
congregation members! 



New Normal isn't always convenient.  I went to the grocery store on my own the other day -- just for a few 
things.  I spent less than $70 and it took me two hours - TWO HOURS!  And then another 45 minutes getting the 
groceries from the car to the kitchen counter and from the kitchen counter into the fridge or cupboards. It was 
doggone exhausting!  Those who know me know I am a fast talker and a fast walker.  Well, New Normal has slowed 
this girl down, that's for sure! 

New Normal isn't always happy.  Philip and I sit at night together in the evening and I notice New Normal has 
taken away some of our laughter.  Life is more serious now.  And I still cry with some regularity, doggone it!   Philip 
asks kindly, "Are you feeling emotional?"  Nope, Honey, it's just that dumb New Normal again! 

New Normal likes to try to scare us.  That's the thing I dislike the most.  He reminds us we have six 
longgggggggggggg months of chemotherapy and we won't know the side effects until we, shall we say, bump into 
them!  It makes me picture driving a car and getting side-swiped suddenly by another vehicle.  We just don't know 
when or how bad.  So we prepare as best we can and I think that preparation is good.  I grew up with brothers, after 
all, and all brothers like to scare their sisters!  So I think God prepared me in a very practical way.  We'll just do what 
we can and go each day one day at a time. 

Now New Normal isn't all bad -- don't let me give you that impression.  New Normal brings with it some good 
things.  I'd be lying if I told you I'd choose this New Normal all on my own, but because this New Normal has been 
thrust upon us, we are looking for its good attributes as well as recognizing its challenges. 

New Normal brings radical dependency on Jesus Christ.  New Normal makes me grateful for every breath I 
take.  New Normal makes the little remnants of the Old Normal which are still left behind particularly 
precious -- the softness of a kitty's fur; the tender gaze of a husband; the encouraging words of friends; the 
power of the Word of God and especially the Salvation message. 

So, welcome, New Normal.  Make yourself at home.  I guess you'll be sticking around for awhile so I might as well 
get used to you -- flaws and all!  But just don't be thinking that you are going to be in charge around here!   I'm 
sending you notice that there's only one King in this house and Philip and I take our orders only from Him -- and not 
from you!  That King is Jesus and you may be my New Normal, but He is my Forever Normal.  So, New Normal, sit 
down, shut up and behave yourself! 

PRAYER REQUESTS 
Today I have two doctor's appointments.  Pray they go well and that we reconcile some pain issues I am having at 
the porta-cath site.  Pray for increased strength - I will serve at the altar at three services this Sunday and begin my 
in-office ministry schedule next week. Please pray particularly for a nice bubble of protection around me against 
infection.  Chemo begins February 14 and it will be important for me to remain infection/cold/flu/virus FREE! 

Thank you for your love, 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Special day for the Young’s... 

Written Feb 4, 2012 10:54am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Philip and I had breakfast out this morning!  Now I know that may not sound like a big deal for lots of folks, but it was 
for us.  Why?  Saturday breakfast out is one of our favorite things and well, we haven't done it for quite awhile as 
we've been busy with other things!  But we love Saturday breakfast out!  Like Mary Poppins and her raindrops on 
roses and whiskers on kittens, sitting side-by-side at our neighborhood Polly's Pies and Restaurant, ordering 
omelets, and taking time to talk about any and every thing -- well, "these are a few of our favorite things!" 

Another thing that made our breakfast out so special is that today is our anniversary!  Not 
our wedding anniversary which is December 24 (yes, 28 years ago getting married on Christmas Eve seemed like a 
good idea - now it's the busiest day of the year for this lady pastor).  No, today is the one-month anniversary of 
my breast cancer surgery!  So at our omelet breakfast at Polly's Pie's this morning we shook hands, congratulated 
each other and gave God glory!  Through the grace and power of God, we made it through what might likely be the 
hardest part of this one-year journey to healing and wholeness.  It was time to celebrate!  Woohoo and yeehaw! 

Early in my cancer diagnosis, the Lord spoke much to me through the Old Testament book of Haggai and the call 
of Yahweh upon His people to rebuild the Temple, the dwelling place of God on this earth.  Through this short but 
powerful book, I sensed the Lord telling me that it was time to rebuild my body, also now the dwelling place of God 
on this earth. 

In Haggai, time plays an important role.  More than several times, the prophet mentions specific dates and days.  In 
the first verse of the book, we read "the second year of Darius the king, the first day of the sixth month."  In chapter 
2, verse one,"the twenty-first day of the seventh month."  And later in chapter 2,"the twenty-fourth day of the ninth 
month, in the second year of Darius." 

Days and dates matter to the Lord.  And they seem especially important when it comes to this "rebuilding" 
thing.  We see the same careful attention paid to specific days and dates in the earlier Old Testament book of 
Nehemiah which tells the story of rebuilding of the wall around Jerusalem, the Holy City. 

Why do you think?  Well, I think it's because God wants us to take note of His work in our lives.  He wants us to 
pay special and careful attention to what He has done and how day-by-day, week-by-week, month-by-month, He 
is busy building, restoring, and bringing to completion His appointed work.  He likes it when we press the pause 
button and take time to mark a day, remember a moment, and celebrate an occasion of His goodness.  This day, 
this moment, this occasion then becomes an indelible part of our history. 

Philip and I will never forget January 4, 2012.  It was a very important day in our family history.  It is worth 
remembering and celebrating!  On that day God did a significant work in the rebuilding of this little temple called 
Cathie Young.  And that day marks the beginning of a rebuilding project that will span months, but when he is the 
Architect, the Contractor and the Builder, we can be confident that this rebuilding work will not only be completed 
on-time but to HIS divine and appointed perfection.  Wow. 



So today, as we congratulated ourselves on our one-month anniversary since my major surgery, we thanked God 
for His call in the latter months of 2011 to realize that my body needed to be rebuilt.  We expressed our gratitude 
that God stirred the spirit and skills of excellent physicians and surgeons to aid in that rebuilding process.  And 
we gave Him glory for you -- the faithful prayer warriors who have held your swords high for us as God took his 
trowel to our lives. 

Late in December in a journal post I said, 'Let the rebuilding begin!"  Well, Dear Ones, the rebuilding has most 
certainly begun and on this fourth day of the second month in 2012th Year of our Lord, the Young's are celebrating 
what God has already done!  Celebrate with us and claim with us the same promise given to God's people in Haggai 
2:5 -- "My Spirit is abiding in your midst; do not fear!" 

PRAISE REPORTS 

 The pain at the porta-cath incision site was resolved!  It was only due to my seatbelt rubbing against it and 
irritating it.  It hadn't happened before because my dear sissy Joanie was doing the driving!  But my friend 
and fellow cancer-victor Tina Moody is taking care of that with something that alleviates any pressure on 
the wound! 

 The discomfort/pain I am having at the breast site is normal -- I like that word "normal"!  It is due to 
expanders under the muscle which when filled weekly with saline, cause muscle expansion pain.  This will 
continue and the doctor encourages me to increase my pain meds a little when I have the expanders filled 
weekly which I have done. 

 My strength is increasing day by day! 

PRAYER REQUESTS 

 We appreciate the many expressions of loving concern for me as I resume my ministry activities beginning 
tomorrow, Sunday, February 5.  Be assured that I am working closely with our rector Pastor Richard Crocker 
so that I won't push myself beyond what is wise.  Do pray for increased strength and protection against any 
cold/flu/infection/virus! 

 Please pray for me to hear from the Lord as I prepare my first sermon since this storm began.  I preach on 
Sunday, February 12.  As always, the preacher will preach to the preacher first, so I ask God to speak to 
me, that I will receive His Word and then be able to deliver that Word so that hearts and minds will be 
enlightened and encouraged. 

Thanks for sharing in this special day for the Young's! 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What an excellent day in the Lord... 



Written Feb 6, 2012 10:20am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

This entry will be short -- do I hear someone chuckling with skepticism?!   No, I really mean it -- this will be short and 
hopefully somewhat sweet! 

Yesterday was a truly delightful day for me -- my first day back in ministry service at Sunday worship since more 
than a month ago!  I was able to vest and serve alongside our beloved clergy at the Lord's Holy Table at all three 
worship services at St. James.  I didn't quite make it to the completion of the third service before my energy ran out, 
but I was with my parish family from 7 am until close to 12:30 pm!  It was glorious to worship the Lord together and 
to once again gaze on those beautiful faces I have missed so much in this past month of recovery. 

When Scripture uses that "shepherd" analogy in referring to those of us who care for God's dear flock, it is an 
accurate one.  I love every precious St. James' lamb and nothing could bring me more joy than to be in the midst of 
this wonderful flock.  Special love and thanks to each who greeted me so warmly and love both Philip and me so 
well.  How blessed we are to be part of such marvelous Christians -- we are far more than a faith community; we are 
family!  Your love astounds and amazes us! 

Pastor Richard and his dear wife Caroline leave for the Holy Land today so God has been good to give me strength 
enough to be back in my "associate rector" chair as of tomorrow!  Praise the Lord for His perfect timing!   I look 
forward to using well the energy God has given me within the framework of godly wisdom.  Please pray for both -- 
energy and godly wisdom! 

Next Sunday I will be preaching and today is an important sermon preparation day.  I appreciate your prayers for me 
to hear from the Lord. 

And of course, now is the time to press in to prayers for my upcoming chemo which begins Valentine's Day, 
February 14.  Pray against any and all infection and pray against nausea and other ill effects of the chemo.  One of 
my friends in her guestbook post reminded me of the promises of Jesus at the close of Mark's Gospel.  "If they 
drink deadly poison, it will not hurt them..."  (Mark 16:18b)  I am claiming that passage for my 6 months of 
chemotherapy!  Will you pray it for me also? 

Love and blessings to all (see, I told you this would be short!), 

Cathie+ 

 

 

 

 

Stand up straight... 

Written Feb 8, 2012 6:47am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Do you remember your mom or dad reminding you to "stand up straight" when you were a kid?  I do.  My dear 
Grammy Gracie (one of my heroes of the faith) was really short, probably not much more than 5 feet tall to begin 



with.  With age and weakened vertebral support, she lost inches.  Toward the end of her life, she was so short that 
when she drove, she couldn't see OVER the steering wheel, so she just looked THROUGH THE MIDDLE OF IT!   It 
was weird to see her driving toward you on the street, that's for sure!  In those days, they didn't understand 
osteoporosis much, so everyone's remedy in the family for not being like Grammy was to "stand up straight." 

I'm trying hard to stand up straight as I return to my ministry work this week.  Being up and around for hours at a 
time, I find my natural tendency is to want to slump.  My shoulders naturally want to fold forward as if to protect the 
parts of my chest which are still healing. 

Also, I'm carrying a heavy weight in my chest.  Now, here's a warning that this may be TMI (too much information) 
for some, but during a mastectomy when reconstruction is planned for some time later, after the breast tissue is 
removed, the plastic surgeon comes in and places "expanders" in the chest region.  They are placed against the 
chest wall and the chest muscle is moved forward, on top of the expanders.  The expanders are filled slowly over 
time with saline, making a female form for the chest and forcing the chest muscle to expand to make room for future 
reconstruction.  (Sounds like a house reconstruction project, doesn't it? Well, in a way, it is!) 

Now these expanders are important but not fun.  They feel awkward, hard and heavy - not at all like real breast 
tissue or even implants.  I feel a little like I'm wearing the front grill of a 1948 Studebaker inside my chest!  (If you 
want to see what the front grill of a 1948 Studebaker looks like, I've posted a photo in my photo section so you can 
get the picture!) 

Before you feel too sorry for me, let me say that it's not painful per se -- just uncomfortable and heavy, which leads, I 
think to the desire to slump forward.  Realizing this, I'm working harder to stand up straight and to walk tall.  And a 
cool thing is happening -- when I do, I actually feel better, not worse.  Nice. 

In this morning's prayer time, I saw how symbolic this is -- how much like my spiritual walk this aspect of my physical 
walk could be.  In this cancer storm there is a natural, human tendency to spiritually slump, to weaken in my 
Christian walk, to forget to stand tall for Jesus.  And how I walk through this storm could affect my witness and 
my testimony.  And it's not just about me and my witness -- it's also about how others perceive God as I walk 
through this difficult time.  Some may see this cancer as a fissure in the perfection of God's faithfulness and 
protection for me. 

I know without a doubt that God did not give me this cancer and that He has been faithful every moment of this hard 
journey through which He has carried me in His loving arms.  So I need to stand up straight and walk tall through 
this time.  It's not always easy and sometimes I just fall to my knees in need of the grace and strength of my 
Jesus.  But every time I do drop to my knees, I remember to get back up again because doggone it -- it's not the 
time to slump! 

Instead, it's time to choose to stand up straight and walk tall, and when I do I feel better!   Spiritually, the heavy 
weight of this disease gets lifted and distributed more evenly so I'm not aware as much of the discomfort of this 
cancer storm.  So that's the way I want to approach these new days as I re-enter ministry and church life.  There will 
always be time to rest in God's loving arms at the close of every day.  But as I walk through the day, Lord, let me not 
slump -- physically or spiritually -- at least not for long!  Let me stand up straight and walk tall in Your power and 
strength. 

Third verse of "Stand Up, Stand Up for Jesus" 
Stand up, stand up for Jesus,  
stand in his strength alone;  
the arm of flesh will fail you;  
ye dare not trust your own. 
Put on the gospel armor,  
each piece put on with prayer;  
where duty calls or danger,  
be never wanting there. 

May the Lord bless you this day and in case you need a mother's reminder -- be sure to stand up straight! 



Love, 

Cathie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Donna Reed and White Linen perfume... 

Written Feb 11, 2012 1:05pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I realize with a title like "Donna Reed and White Linen perfume," I risk pushing away my male readers even before 
they read the first sentence of this post!  But if you are a male reader and you've read this far, keep going -- I 
promise this really isn't a chic-post.  It has something for both genders, I hope! 

Icons may not have a lot of value to all evangelical Christians, but I like them.  An icon is really just a visual 
representation, an image or a symbol of something else that has deeper meaning. So religious icons may be a 
painting or rendering of a saint, or perhaps a meaningful biblical moment such as the Last Supper or the crucifixion 
of our Lord.  Looking at that icon can take us to a deeper place of meditation and communion with Jesus.  So I like 
icons. 

Well, I've found two cancer icons.  Not icons that make me meditate on or commune more with this disease -- God 
forbid it!  But rather, outward signs and symbols that help me do the opposite, namely keep me focused on what 
takes me deeper into God's healing and further and further from this disease. 

My two icons -- can you guess? -- are Donna Reed and White Linen perfume. 



Donna Reed was of course one of the stars of "It's a Wonderful Life," Frank Capra's classic 1946 film which many of 
us still watch every year at Christmas time.  More to my iconic point, though, was her starring role in the television 
show which bore her name, "The Donna Reed Show."  It ran from 1958 to 1966 and in it, Donna Reed was always 
perfect as Donna Reed!   If you remember, you only saw Donna Reed with her hair combed, her makeup on and her 
clothes matching. 

As silly as it may seem, in this battle with cancer, I have chosen to be like Donna Reed.  After a full month dressed 
only in pajamas, no makeup and my hair -- well, let's not talk about my hair -- it became an accomplishment to get 
dressed every day and to keep my hair and makeup looking, well, Donna Reed-ish.  Trust me, I don't strive to look 
perfect, but there is something about "putting on health" instead of "wearing disease".  I feel better -- and I think 
Philip appreciates the effort.  Each morning now as I come down the stairs, I announce, "Donna Reed's in the 
house!" and Philip (my own Carl Betz) knows exactly what I mean.  Today I choose life! 

And the White Linen thing?  Well, that was Philip's favorite perfume when we were first married.  Back then, I wore it 
because it pleased him.  Then I got fragrance-creative and tried all other kinds of perfumes, not wearing White Linen 
for years.  He gave me a new bottle this Christmas, after my diagnosis.  We laughed because I already had two half-
used bottles I'd had for probably two decades.  But I threw those away in preference for the new bottle! 

I spritzed some on to make him happy in the days before my surgery.  After surgery, I spritzed some on because it 
made me happy.  It smelled pretty, like I didn't really feel.  It smelled happy and fresh and alive when I had to work 
to feel that way and somehow, smelling that way made it easier to feel that way.  It smelled like I wanted to be after 
this dread disease is expelled from my life forever.  So now I wear it every day.  It's my icon for healing. 

Is all this just superficial?  Silly externals that have no deeper meaning to our Christian experience?  I don't think 
so.  In addition to just being the efforts of someone who has a life-threatening disease to feel better and stronger, I 
think there is spiritual value 

When I do my "Donna Reed" thing every morning in getting dressed and combed and all that pretty stuff, I think 
about Paul's several admonishments to "put on Jesus Christ" (Romans 13:14), to "put on the new self" (Ephesians 
4:24), and to "clothe yourself in Jesus Christ" (Galatians 3:27).  Paul seemed to understand that dressing ourselves 
up in Christ made living like Christ a lot easier!  For me, dressing the part of the life God has given me makes me 
live more faithfully to that truth. 

And of course, it's 2 Corinthians 2:15 where Paul tells us that we are the "fragrance of Christ" in this world.  I like to 
think that our Christianity has an aroma in the spirit realm!  I'm not silly enough to believe that Jesus smells like 
White Linen but the symbolism of the purity of white linen doesn't escape me!  If I have to smell like something in 
this time of healing and getting whole, let me smell like the purity of Jesus. 

So each day in this cancer storm, I take out my Donna Reed and White Linen icons and I get ready for another day 
to (hopefully) demonstrate how good is our God. 

PRAISE REPORT 
Thank you for your prayers for my strength this last week and for my sermon preparation!  God answered both 
prayers in a marvelous way.  I am most humble and grateful for your faithful prayers. 

PRAYER REQUESTS 

 Please pray that tomorrow's worship services will glorify God and that the Word He has given me to preach 
will resonate in the hearts of his people.  Please pray for my physical strength. 

 Please pray for the upcoming chemo infusions to begin this Tuesday, February 14.  Pray that my body will 
be prepared and that the good effects in destroying any microscopic cancer cells will be great and the ill 
side-effects will be minimal. 

We are so grateful for you! 

Love, 



Cathie (Donna Reed) and Prince Philip (Carl Betz) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“This Little Light of YOURS ….” 

Written Feb 14, 2012 9:48am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

The day has arrived!  Yes, Happy Valentine’s Day, but for Philip and me, this is also our first chemo infusion day 
and we’ve been waiting for this in some sense, since my surgery the beginning of January.  “Waiting” is an odd word 
to use because it may imply excitement – and that’s not really accurate in conveying our feelings.  (I’m sure you’re 
not surprised!)  But there is a sense of anticipation, because today means we are now entering the second phase of 
our 4-phase healing process. 

The first phase of course was the bilateral mastectomy surgery done January 4.  This second phase is the first 12-
weeks of chemotherapy with 2 strong drugs given through a several-hour infusion process once every 3 weeks – a 
total of 4 infusions.  The third phase is a third chemotherapy drug given via infusion every week for 12 weeks.  The 
fourth and final phase is 6 weeks of radiation, 5 days a week.  There really is a fifth phase which is breast 
reconstruction, but quite frankly, there’s enough on our plate in 2012 so that’s off our radar screen until 2013! 

So Philip and I will spend Valentine’s Day afternoon together at my oncologist’s office where she has a special 
“infusion room” and I’ll receive through my newly installed porta-cath the medicine that will attack any microscopic 
cancer cells in my body!  Philip and I will be together.  We’ll be comfortable with hand knit shawl, handmade quilt, 
pillow, Bible, books and snacks in hand!  We may take a nap.  We may just chat.  We may just be quiet 
together.  But there is one thing we will be thinking of – and that’s YOU. 

Yes, I said YOU!  Romans 16 is one of my favorite chapters written by St. Paul.  In it, he sends warm, loving and 
very special greetings to more than two dozen people.  People who came alongside him in his ministry – in the good 
times with calm ministry seas and in the difficult times of even violent storms.   These are the people who filled all 
kinds of roles in assisting him do what God had called him to do.  They were leaders, servants, workers, kinsmen, 
fellow prisoners, brothers and sisters.  Paul greets them, thanks them, praises them, encourages them and exhorts 
them.  And finally, at the close of this incredible chapter, he blesses them with the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ 
and gives glory to God “who is able to establish you according to my gospel and the preaching of Jesus Christ …” 

Over and over again he mentions these friends, pray-ers, and ministry partners being “WITH HIM” as if that was the 
thing for which he was most grateful.  Philip and I understand what Paul was saying.  In this time of more than two 
months now, YOU HAVE BEEN WITH US.  When we prayed, we knew you were praying.  When we were joyful and 
hopeful, we knew you were with us.  When we wept, we knew you wept also.  YOU HAVE BEEN WITH US and for 



that we are grateful beyond expression of words, except that today, we want to do what Paul modeled for us in 
Romans 16. 

Dear Friends, we greet you with the love of Jesus Christ for that is the love you have given us.  We thank you from 
the bottom of our hearts for all of your expressions of “being with us” – the quilts, the flowers, the cards, the food, 
the messages on voice mail or CaringBridge.  And most of all, we thank you for your prayers – they have been the 
greatest and most important gift of all.  We affirm you in the love given to you by Jesus Christ and which you have 
shown to us in such lavish manner.  And we encourage and exhort you to keep pressing in to Him – to love Him and 
His Word more and more.  To pray more and more for the saints – yes, for us, but for others too!  Because the 
greatest story to be told from this amazing “Cancer Storm” story of ours is that God has used your prayers, in the 
words of St. Paul in Romans 16:20, to “crush Satan under your feet!” 

Dear Brothers and Sisters – dear fellow workers in the Kingdom of God – May the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be 
with you all.  Amen! 

PRAISE REPORT:  
Sunday was a glorious day in worship and I was able to preach at all three services the word I believe God gave to 
me.  The Holy Spirit fell powerfully at the 11 am service and since then, my pain and discomfort levels have been 
significantly reduced from my surgery site and related areas!  My strength has been increasing also.  Praise be to 
God and thank you for your prayers. 

PRAYER REQUESTS:  
~ in prayer this morning, I believe I heard the Lord assure me, “I will ease you through this day.”  Please pray that 
this be so and that this also be Philip's experience.  As you know, watching a spouse go through this is difficult at 
best.  His heart is so soft for me. 
~ Pray also for the next several days, that there will be NO ill effects of the chemo.  I know this is a big prayer, but it 
is what I believe the Lord has asked us to pray.  That again, He will “ease me through” these next few days when 
the ill effects can be greatest. 
~ Pray that the medicine zero in on any stray or rebellious microscopic cancer cells and (in my sissy Joanie's 
words) "like a missile hitting its target" obliterate them! 
~ Pray that my immune system will be as strong as it needs to be to ward off any infection. 
~ Pray that I am wise with my schedule and that in the words of my brother-in-Christ and cancer victor Bob Boragno, 
that “naps will become my best friend.” 

I’ll close with this childhood song which I woke up with this morning as I was thinking of YOU: 

“This little light of mine, I’m going to let it shine. 
This little light of mine, I’m going to let it shine, let it shine, let it shine, all the time.” 

Thank you for letting your light in Christ shine upon us! 

Je t'aime!  (We love you dearly), 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Oh, For a Thousand Tongues to Sing... 

Written Feb 15, 2012 1:28pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

There are so many of you who are waiting to hear how yesterday went at my first chemo infusion.  As some may 
have read in yesterday’s post, the Lord had spoken to me in my prayer time that He would “ease me through the 
day.”  That was certainly true!  The day was completely trauma-less, praise the Lord!  When Philip and I drive to a 
doctor’s appointment our prayer is:  “Lord, please, no surprises today except good ones from you!”  And yesterday 
He answered that prayer in spades. 

I admit as a planner that I packed quite a few things in my rolling bag (just in case) and Philip commented I looked 
like I was checking into a hotel for the weekend!  Next time I’ll know to take less and what is important to 
have.  Philip was dressed in his Valentine’s red sweater and was just marvelous.  He was the best thing I took with 
me yesterday! 

I got hooked up through my porta-cath with NO problems – the answer, I am sure, to my dear friend Jane Irvine’s 
prayer which she’d been led to pray for me!  It was several hours of several items being infused through the porta-
cath including an anti-nausea drug, then steroids, then the first chemo medicine, then the second.  I was 
comfortable the whole time in a nice recliner used especially for this purpose!  (Recliners are becoming one of my 
favorite things, I’m afraid!) 

There were two other infusion chairs in this small room and two other women who came in after me for their 
treatment.  Here’s my confession:  I had not thought I would be in a frame of mind to use that time to “socialize” or to 
“witness” to anyone (sorry if I’m shocking you, but sometimes even the pastor doesn’t want to be the pastor!)  But 
God of course had another plan and don’t know about you, but I find He wins our arguments every time! 

The first woman’s husband left her when she was diagnosed with breast cancer.  She is from another country and 
has no family here and few friends.  When she saw Philip, she began to weep.  She kept saying to me, “You so 
lucky.  You so lucky.”  The second woman had been married 37 to the love of her life and he passed away 12 years 
ago.  She commented that to see Philip’s and my relationship blessed her in remembering the love she had shared 
with her husband. 

Well, we talked about our struggles and we did talk a lot about God and Jesus and how much He loves us.  By the 
close of the hours together, I knew Philip was a Valentine’s gift to both of these ladies.  “I loved sharing my husband 
with you,” I said.  He gave them both a godly hug and when I asked if I could pray for them they practically jumped 
out of their recliners to get prayer and a blessing – sign of the cross on the forehead and everything! 

When Philip and I got in the elevator, we realized our good God had taken a day for which I had a measure of dread 
and turned it into a Kingdom time.  I don’t know if I’ll see these ladies again as their infusion schedule is different 
than mine, but I do know on Valentine’s Day, 2012, God showed up in a cancer infusion room at the corner of 
Placentia and Superior in Newport Beach and touched them with His love.  Trust me – that made the time go by 
very fast and Philip and I will never forget His presence in that room as He took tears and turned them into smiles, 
hugs and prayers. 

So far, I am doing well post-treatment.  I slept well last night – I’ve been told that’s a miracle because of the 
steroids!  The anti-nausea medicine is working well and although I am not quite myself, I am grateful that your 
prayers are being answered and that the ill-effects from this medicine are minimal.  PLEASE KEEP UP YOUR 
PRAYERS OVER THESE NEXT SEVERAL DAYS WHICH IS WHEN THE EFFECTS CAN BE MORE DIFFICULT. 

To close this post, I’d just like to glorify our gracious God for what He did for us yesterday by using the words of 
Charles Wesley in the first three verses of his great hymn, “Oh, for a Thousand Tongues to Sing.”  After yesterday, I 



wish I had a thousand tongues to sing my great Redeemer’s praise!  He has been so good to us!  Be sure to check 
out the very last line – it’s crazy good! 

Oh, for a Thousand Tongues to Sing By: Charles Wesley 

Oh, for a thousand tongues to sing  

My great Redeemer’s praise,  

The glories of my god and King,   

The triumphs of his grace! 

  

My gracious Master and my God,  

Assist me to proclaim,  

To spread through all the earth abroad  

The honors of your name.   

  

The name of Jesus charms our fears   

And bids our sorrows cease,  

Sings music in the sinner’s ears,  

Brings life and health and peace. 

Love and thanks, 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Wigs and Weathering the Storm … 

Written Feb 20, 2012 11:38am by Cathie Young 

The first week after chemo infusion is, shall we say, interesting.  And I do mean that literally, not sarcastically.  I’m 
an observer – a learner – and even a difficult time (like the week after chemo infusion) can be fertile soil for 
learning.   I’m the type that when diagnosed with cancer did as much research as I could handle – one of my ways 
of coping, I suppose.   I like to think I’m learning a lot – not quite master’s degree level, but certainly a well-earned 
bachelor’s! 

I found the anti-nausea medication essential in the first few days.  My oncologist gave me two types – one to use 
and another to add if the first didn’t do the trick and I made friends with both.  When the nausea is under control, I’m 
learning that the weakness and sense of feeling “flu-ish” is the part I like the least.  I’m an extrovert (I know that may 
surprise some of you!), but feeling generally under the weather tends to turn one into more of an introvert.  Not that I 
have anything against introverts – I love and appreciate all my introvert friends!  But being one just doesn’t “feel like 
me.” 

One night in the last few days when Philip came home, he found me in bed at 6 pm, and he knew I was pretty 
miserable.  Being his wonderful self, he brought me watermelon with yogurt and ginger ale in a wine glass.  He 
shared how tough it is to see me hurt and I thanked God once again for a husband who would enter into my 
pain.  “Many waters cannot quench love, neither can floods drown it,” one of my friends reminded me from Songs of 
Songs in a recent CaringBridge guestbook post.  That’s right, real love is tested in times such as these and Philip’s 
love for me flourishes, even shines.    And it’s not just Philip’s love that strengthens me – it is your love also.  So 
many expressions of that love keep pouring in and I may be going through a tough storm but these expressions 
confirm that I am loved and that gives me more to be grateful for than I have days in my lifetime to express 
adequate thanks. 

Philip’s advice that night was so good.  “We’re just riding out the storm,” he said.  And you know when you hear a 
good word that you just know comes from God -- how you want to grab hold of it and tuck it into your heart?  Well, 
that was one.  “We’re just riding out the storm.”  How many times in the last few days I've repeated that good word 
back to Philip and to my own heart and mind.  "We're just riding out the storm." 

My friend Jill gave me a little plaque I’m keeping pretty close to me these days that says, “Sometimes God stills the 
storm and sometimes He lets the storm rage and stills His child.”  That’s what this feels like.  It feels like the storm is 
certainly still brewing on the heels of chemo beginning.  But God is helping Philip and I learn to “just ride it 
out.”   The storm may be raging, but God is stilling the hearts of His children and we are (mostly) at peace in His 
dear presence. 

On Saturday, Philip and I went together to my longtime hair stylist, Tina.   We had a private room and Philip sat in 
front of me holding my hands, telling me with not just his words but also his eyes how beautiful I was as dear Tina 
shaved my head.  No, I’ve not begun to lose my hair yet to chemo, but as a learner, I know I will in a week or so.  My 
oncologist tells me that most women find losing their hair more traumatic than losing their breasts.  I know not all 
women can understand that, but I can.  So I opted to avoid the trauma of finding hair on my pillow or in my hand in 
the shower by having my head shaved early in the chemo process.  Truthfully, other than my bilateral mastectomy, it 
was the thing I dreaded the most. 

But with Philip as a strong support, we “weathered the storm” and did the thing I was dreading.  On the way to the 
appointment, I asked God that He would allow the time to be without trauma and God granted my prayer.  It was 
quiet, peaceful and seeing Philip’s face light up with joy as his wife began to take on the appearance of Demi Moore 
in G.I. Jane … well, let’s just say that God showed up in the storm and “stilled His child” and that child would be 
me!   No trauma – thank you, Lord.  We left the shop in one of my five new wigs, already purchased, and Philip 
chuckled with delight all the way home. 



St. James members got a chance to “vote” on the wig thing yesterday.  I had mentioned last Sunday that this would 
be happening, so many were ready to offer their opinion.  I chose to wear a wig yesterday which is closer to my own 
color and previous style and many of the women were very positive and I think sincerely so, praise the Lord.  I even 
got a few thumbs-up from some of the guys!  Then there was the one dear brother who lovingly leaned in and said, 
“Close, but no cigar!”  That may be my favorite response so far. 

As we get to the one-week mark tomorrow since my first infusion, we enter the “rebuilding phase.”  These next two 
weeks will be when my body begins to rebuild itself from the first chemo infusion to get ready for the second infusion 
on March 6.  We appreciate your prayers during this time that I will be "rebuilt" both physically and emotionally.  This 
timing of course coincides with the beginning of the Lenten Season – a time in our tradition when we purposefully 
seek the Lord more diligently for His inspection of our lives and how we might be made more holy for Him.  For 
Philip and me, this timing is good -- it lets this be a time for spiritual rebuilding as well.  We deeply desire to be all 
God wants us to be and if “weathering the cancer storm” helps makes us more in the image of our dear Jesus 
Christ, so be it. 

With deep love and gratitude, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Boasting? I'm guilty! 

Written Feb 22, 2012 9:07am by Cathie Young 

Today is Ash Wednesday, the day the Church set apart to begin a 40-day journey to walk with Jesus through His 
suffering and to the cross.  This season is to prepare us for the glory of Easter and is marked with an intention for a 
simpler life, with more focus on being with Jesus and less on the busy-ness of life.  It’s also a time to do some 
internal “house-cleaning,” allowing the Lord to show us things in our life that do not please Him and to amend our 
lives. 



For as long as we've been married, Lent has been a special time for Philip and me.  We always sort of breathe a 
sigh of relief when Ash Wednesday rolls around -- "thank goodness, Lent is here."  We like the simplification of this 
season and the clear, central focus on Jesus.  And this year, well, since my diagnosis in December, we feel like 
we've had a real good head start with Lent! 

Last night was the Shrove Tuesday Pancake Supper at our church – when we use up all those good sweet, fatty 
foods that many folks don’t eat during Lent.  I was blessed to feel healthy enough to “work the tables,” just floating 
around and loving on all the wonderful people of St. James who have prayed so diligently for Philip and me.  People 
like Tim, my dear brother-in-Christ.  Always tall and handsome, Tim has just gone through his own health crisis 
which included some significant surgery from which he is recovering. 

It’s funny how fellow-sufferers recognize one another.  I saw on his face and in his eyes what I recognize in my own 
life – it’s a bold awareness of our human weakness.  We had a sweet talk, comparing notes on God’s faithfulness 
and how we are “weathering the storm.”  I am glad that the Lord is touching Tim with healing and I ask you to pray 
with me that God will complete this good work.  A husband and father of two darling daughters, I know he deeply 
desires to be back to full health.  I want that for him and I know Jesus does too! 

I thought afterwards that last night for me was really about boasting.   With Tim and the other folks there last night, I 
was really just boasting.  Really!  It was just plain old boasting!  Boasting is mentioned more than 70 times in Holy 
Scripture and I have to tell you, it’s generally not viewed favorably!  Over and over again, we are told to not do 
it!  Like in Psalm 75:4 where it couldn’t be clearer, “I said to the boastful, ‘do not boast.’”  

But then came along St. Paul who turned the tide on this boasting thing.  Paul didn't have any problem with 
boasting.  He was fond of it actually IF it was the right kind of boasting.  When we think of boasting, we typically 
think of people boasting on their strengths, abilities or accomplishments.  That's what Scriptures like Psalm 75:4 
condemn.  But Paul boasted about the opposite!  When Paul boasted about himself, he boasted about his 
WEAKNESS, not his strengths!  It's 2 Corinthians 12:9 where he said, speaking to his own malady which the Lord 
had not healed, “Most gladly, therefore, I will rather boast about my weaknesses, so that the power of Christ may 
dwell in me.” 

That’s really cool for people like Tim and me.  We’re both busy, active, achieving kind of people.  But now we find 
ourselves beset with physical limitations and in comparing notes last night, we shared about how our weakness 
prevents us from working and doing life like we used to!  Physical weakness is the thing I like least about this cancer 
thing, yet it’s the very thing that Paul says he boasted about himself. 

And why?  Well, in that same verse he quotes the Lord’s response to his physical weakness, “He has said to me, 
‘my grace is sufficient for you, for power is perfected in weakness.’”  Now that’s a quote that many of us know, but 
until you are weakened in body (or mind or spirit) for a period of time, I’m not sure you really can have a grasp of the 
reality of the statement.  I mean, it's wild!  In this time of weakness – for me, for Tim, for others who are suffering – 
God’s grace shows up and His power gets perfected in the very thing that we consider to be so difficult!  Man, that’s 
a life-changing reality! 

So last night, I got to boast about my weakness that comes with this disease.  And in that boasting, trust me, God 
got all the glory because it wasn’t my strength that got me to the Shrove Tuesday Pancake Supper – it was by 
God’s perfected power that I was there! 

I think Tim and I realize the same thing:  in this weakened physical place, God must show up for us – we need Him 
so desperately moment-by-moment.  And since Jesus always keeps His promises – that promise from 2 Corinthians 
12:9 gets lived out moment-by-moment:  God’s grace is given and in our weakness His power is perfected. 

What a crazy-good God we serve! 

Much love to you all, 
Cathie+ and Prince Philip 



P.S.  I wore a second wig last night which got a generally favorable reception.  Some thought the style was "cuter" 
than Sunday's wig, but there was a smidge too much strawberry in the blonde color.  So today, it's on to wig #3! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I'm giving up cancer for Lent... 

Written Feb 24, 2012 7:23am by Cathie Young 

Two days ago, I was sitting in the 12 noon Ash Wednesday service at St. James.  Since I was serving at the two 
services held later in the day, at noon I was able to just sit in the pew and be a worshiper, something that’s not all 
that common for a pastor.  I heard our rector in his sermon quote another Anglican clergyman on the issue of giving 
up something as part of your Lenten discipline.  He quoted his friend in saying, “If lust is your problem, don’t give up 
chocolate for Lent.  If drinking is your problem, don’t give up TV!”  The point of course being that the discipline of 
giving up something for Lent is intended to help amend the life and draw the Christian closer to God.  If you are 
going to give something up for Lent, for goodness sake, give up something that makes you a better Christian! 

That of course got me pondering what I would be giving up for Lent.  I have to be honest, considering the storm 
we’ve been in the last several months, there aren’t a whole lot of things that quickly jumped onto the list of 
possibilities.   I don’t have a lust problem.  I can’t drink alcohol on chemo.  I’ve not had much occasion to 
lie.  Although pride can always be a difficulty, I’ve been sent to my knees in humility since December 8.  And my 
Bible reading and prayer life – well, they’ve actually never been better.  I suspect I could work on my alms-giving 
and caring for the poor. 

But what God impressed upon my heart was different from anything I could have come up with.  Imagine that!  As I 
prayed, I heard the Lord say, “Give up fear of cancer.” Now that brought about a 24-hour discussion with the Lord 
since I thought I had given up fear already.  I had committed to live by faith in this storm, not fear, and Philip and I 
have applied ourselves everyday to not yielding to that fear thing. 



After a day of pondering and prayer, I think understand more of what God is asking of me.  You see, when you are 
in the midst of a cancer storm, it can take over your life.  There’s the surgery, then the chemo treatments, then the 
radiation.  With each come a series of symptoms or side effects, so you are continually focused on either the pain 
levels, or the nausea, or the fatigue, or the mouth sores or the … well, you get the picture.  Then there’s the whole 
head-shaving and wig thing which is another drama unto itself!  It’s seemingly endless – a parade of things that can 
absolutely control your life! 

Herein lies the problem and that’s where the Lord was pointing His finger.  Fear can take all forms and one of them 
is a worshipful awe, a paying attention to, a pre-occupation of thought – and that is how we are to fear only 
God, nothing else, no one else.  “Fear God and keep His commandments:  for this is the whole duty of 
man.”  Ecclesiastes 12:13 God desires to be the one we pay worshipful attention to.  He desires to preoccupy our 
minds with thoughts of His grace, His greatness, and His goodness. 

When I allow myself to be absorbed in this whole cancer thing, cancer sits down on the throne in my life.  When I 
allow treatment to be all I think about, it becomes the god of my mind and thoughts.  Jesus doesn’t want that for 
me!  He wants to be the One on the throne of my life for He is my King!  He wants to occupy my mind and my 
thoughts for He is my God and there is no other! 

So in this Lenten season, I am on my knees before Him.  And I am drawing a circle around that space where I kneel. 
In that circle, I will pray each day that I will fear only God and will worship Him alone.  I will think less of this cancer 
and dwell less on my treatment and symptoms.  Cancer will not control my life!  Instead, I will think more about God 
and how marvelous He is!  He and He alone controls my life, my health, my thoughts, my very existence.  To 
paraphrase St. Paul in Acts 17:28 – in Him I live and move and have my being for I am His child! 

So, here’s the deal, I’m not only giving up fear for Lent, I’m going one step further than that:  I’M GIVING UP 
CANCER FOR LENT! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stretching, stretching, stretching... 

Written Feb 27, 2012 12:02pm by Cathie Young 

First of all, dear ones thank you so much for your prayers!  So many of you have continued to pray for Philip and 
me, even daily, and we are warmed and blessed by your faithfulness.  Every prayer counts and believe me, we are 
seeing the glorious results of those prayers.  If you’ve ever wondered whether healing prayer has true power, I’ll be 
your visual aide to demonstrate that indeed it does! 

HEALTH UPDATE:  
I am in my third week of my first chemo treatment (of four total treatments).  I have a 4-hour infusion every three 
weeks and the first week can be tough, the second week is better and the third can be pretty doggone good, praise 
the Lord!  Yesterday was one of those pretty doggone good days.  In fact, I said to Philip that yesterday was the 
best I have felt since January 3, the day before my major surgery, AND yesterday gave me a glimpse of what life will 
be after this cancer storm!  That’s pretty great stuff, don’t you think?  Our God is so good! 

Yesterday in worship I could be fully engaged with the Lord’s presence and fellowship with my dear brothers and 
sisters in Christ because my pain and discomfort was at such a reasonable level and my energy was so good.  It 
was delightful!   SO KEEP PRAYING – YOUR PRAYERS ARE WORKING!!!  I would love to sustain this type of 
response to this rugged chemo regime, so I am unembarrassed in asking for your prayer! 

WIG UPDATE:  
I’ve posted a picture of me taken outside the church yesterday by my dear brother-in-Christ and photographer par 
excellence Joseph Konieczny.  I’ve asked him to snap a new photo each week if I would promise to wear another 
wig every Sunday until I run out.  He’s graciously agreed, so here’s where you come in.  On Mondays I’ll post the 
“new look” and you can guestbook post your comments.  Now trust me, my sense of self is in no way caught up in 
the appearance of these wigs, so I won't be offended!  I am really curious what you think! 

The wigs will have Biblical names and this is the REBECCA wig.  Rebecca, you’ll remember was Isaac’s wife, the 
mother of Jacob.  There was a nice love story here with Rebecca being courted from a distance and brought across 
the desert on a camel to meet Isaac, her betrothed for the first time.  Genesis 24:64 records the moment Rebecca 
sees Isaac from afar and in some translations she is said to “alight from” her camel, but in one translation it records 
Rebecca, after seeing Isaac for the first time “falling off” her camel.  I like that!  So this wig is dedicated to Rebecca, 
the woman who wasn’t afraid to fall off her camel for the sake of love!  Let me know what you think of Rebecca! 

FAITH UPDATE:  
Our rector Pastor Richard Crocker preached on God’s promises yesterday as the Old Testament passage for the 



day spoke to the rainbow which reminds of us of God’s promise (covenant) after the great flood of Noah’s time.  He 
affirmed that our God is a promise-making and promise-keeping God.  He read a little poem that spoke to those 
times when it seems as if God’s promise (for provision or health or restoration or …) doesn’t seem to be coming 
true.   In that poem was a reminder that when it seems as if those promises are eluding us, God sends His love and 
strength to carry us through. 

That spoke so deeply to my heart.  Philip and I have been earnest and relentless in “pressing in” through prayer to 
God’s promise of healing – for others and for ourselves.  Yet we are facing a year of medical treatment instead of a 
miraculous and spontaneous healing.  What’s the deal? 

Well, I think a year to ponder, pray and learn from the Lord what this is all about will be good – I don’t think I’ll have 
my answers until this year is complete and we begin to see fruit from this time in the cancer storm.  But what I can 
tell you is that I feel something changing in me in this protracted time of cancer treatment – my faith is stretching, 
stretching, stretching.  I feel it like a muscle being pulled and stretched – I feel the “burn” that comes with that kind of 
stretching.  It’s not always comfortable – in fact sometimes, my faith is being stretched so much it hurts!  But with 
that stretching, I know my faith in God is growing.  How cool is that? 

You see, it’s easy to believe in healing when you see it happen – which Philip and I have many times over and we 
give Him glory for every healing we have seen and experienced!  But what happens when you don’t see it, 
especially in your own body and especially when you need it so much?!  Well, I’m learning that this is the very 
crucible where faith is not only formed, but fashioned by God for His greater purposes.  Instead of letting this year of 
disease and treatment diminish my confidence in the great healing power of our God, I find my faith growing 
because of the severe stretching, stretching, stretching.  I have come to believe that these are the moments our 
Christian faith is made for – and when we have true faith, trust me, our faith can handle all that stretching. 

I’m not sure how the rest of this year will go, but I can say that now almost three months out from the devastating 
cancer diagnosis in December, my faith in a God who loves lavishly and who heals lovingly, is fully intact.  My faith 
before the diagnosis was good, but it was neatly packaged and tightly wrapped – theologically on target but not yet 
tested with the severe trials of life.  At the end of this year, I think my faith won’t be so neat or tightly wrapped!   It will 
have been stretched so much, so often and so many ways that it may not even be pretty!  It will still be theologically 
on target but it will bear the scars of a long, severe stretching and the burns left by times of fiery trial. 

But imagine what God could do with a faith that though scarred, stretched and burned, is tested and tried and 
comes out shining?  Won't it be fun to find out?!  Stay tuned! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Something special; something simple... 

Written Feb 29, 2012 7:42am by Cathie Young 

SOMETHING SPECIAL:  
I like to make my doctors happy.  Okay, I know that may make me a people-pleaser, but I’m not ashamed to admit 
it.  When my doctors are happy, I’m happy.  And my doctors ARE happy, so I’m happy! 

I saw my oncologist yesterday.  First for a blood draw which is done routinely the week before another infusion to 
make sure the blood levels have sufficiently recovered from the previous treatment.  Then for her to check my 
progress.  She was happy, very happy – I dare say impressed with how I am doing! 

Granted, this is my third week after infusion which is the week when the body has rebuilt itself after the ill effects of 
the chemo, but nonetheless, she was very impressed with how well I am doing.  The oncologist said that the first 
treatment shocks all the systems of the body and it can be one of the toughest for patients.  I have weathered that 
storm remarkably well and she was very affirming that this is a good indication of how I will weather the storm for the 
three remaining infusions of these very strong chemo medications. 

Praise the Lord!  This is the power of your prayers!  God’s response to your prayers is at work not only in my 
heart, mind and spirit, but also in my very flesh – from the skin to the muscles to the organs to the blood to the 
bones!  So this morning, along with Psalm 35:10 I rejoice saying, “All my bones will say, ‘LORD, who is like You, 
Who delivers the afflicted from him who is too strong for him?”  I love that!  God gave me a verse to praise Him for 
even my bones responding to this strong chemo with minimal ill effects.  Dear Ones, keep on praying for God is 
at work! 

SOMETHING SIMPLE:  
If you read my February 24 post, you know I “gave up cancer for Lent.”  So I am praying everyday with my face to 
the ground, praising God for His goodness and pressing in to whatever He would have for me in the midst of this 
cancer storm.  Like Peter when he walked on water, I am keeping my eyes on Jesus, not the stormy waters 
around me!!!  One of the ways I have found most helpful in keeping my eyes on Jesus, not the storm, is to look for 
the simple things for which I can thank and praise Him. 

There are of course many things, but last night He really thrilled me with one particularly simple thing.  One of the 
side effects of chemo can be low back pain which I’ve experienced at night especially.  It can keep me awake and 
I’ve taken to using a heating pad to ease the discomfort.  (Isn’t that something my grandmother used to do?)  But 
yesterday the Lord brought to mind that in the hospital, the nurses tucked a pillow under my knees, so I tried that 
last night.  Wow!  An entire night with no back discomfort – way cool!  So, on my face this morning before the Lord I 
thanked and praised Him that He would remind me of this simple, simple thing and that this one reminder would 
relieve my discomfort in such a significant way. 

My colleague Francisco at the church yesterday reminded me of Proverbs 3:5-8 which gives us profound insight into 
how keeping our focus on God and listening to His wisdom will bring health not only to our souls, but also to our 
bodies. 

“Trust in the LORD with all your heart and do not lean on your own understanding.  In all your ways, acknowledge 
Him, and He will make your paths straight.  Do not be wise in your own eyes; fear the LORD and turn from evil.  It 
will be healing to your body and refreshment to your bones.”  

Amazing!  In my Lenten journey to “give up cancer” I’ve pledged to fear not the cancer, but to fear God – to hold Him 
in awe and great reverence.  To pay attention to Him, not this cancer.  To listen more to His wisdom than any 
wisdom given by others.  Proverbs 3 promises that as I do this, healing will come to my body and refreshment will 
come to my bones.  And that is exactly what is happening! 



Last night, as I woke from sleep without back pain, I recognized that my Lenten commitment to fear God, not the 
cancer, had already yielded a good, even great reward.   My doctor was very happy and my back wasn’t 
hurting.   Something special, something simple – but both to the glory of God! 

I pray for you as you have so faithfully prayed for me.  Today I pray for fear of the LORD, not any circumstances that 
seem to surround you.  I pray for God's wisdom, and none other above it.  And I pray healing to your body and 
refreshment to your bones! 

And it’s just week 2 in Lent – imagine how marvelous things could get by Easter! 

With love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and my Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There's gold in the road! 

Written Mar 3, 2012 12:11pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Philip and I are amazed and blessed that so many of you continue to follow our journey through this cancer 
storm.  Today with more than 12,250 visits to this site, we are humbled by your interest and even more by your love 
and caring for us.  For those of you who post messages on this site or send me emails or cards, thank you SO much 
for taking the time to reach out to us.  We read every word and are strengthened daily by your messages.  So many 



times God has spoken to my heart through your words.  I also know there are those who visit the site and read our 
updates, but who don’t often post a message and I want you to know that your love and prayers are what mean the 
most. 

One of our dear and longtime friends and pray-ers Renee Redmond called this morning from the East Coast where 
she lives with her dear (and handsome) hubby and (equally handsome) son.  She was commenting about the 
CaringBridge site and I told her, “as long as you are willing to walk this journey with us, I am willing to share it!”  So 
to our visitors, friends, family, and precious prayer warriors, again, our deep thanks for sharing our journey.  You 
mean so much to us – more than words can express. 

In this last week I find my prayers are changing.  Tomorrow is the two-month anniversary of my bilateral mastectomy 
surgery and in just a few days, it will be three months since I was diagnosed with stage IV cancer.  Those who have 
gone through a similar storm will probably tell you the same thing – that in the weeks and early months after 
diagnosis, your most earnest prayer is, “Oh God, please heal me.”  And though I continue to desire that you pray for 
my full and complete healing, I find my own prayers aren’t much about healing any more.  You see, my most earnest 
prayer has now become, “Oh God, be glorified in this!”  Dear Ones, this is the cry of my heart at this point in the 
“new normal.”  It sounds like this: 

“God, if we must go through this, make it count for your Kingdom!  Touch lives!  Glorify Jesus!  Let others know You 
better because we share this journey into, through and up and out of the valley of the shadow of death!” 

This past week the Lord gave me a picture of myself walking a path through that valley.  As I saw myself, I realized 
my eyes were so fixed on the other side where I would be out of the valley that I hadn't taken much time to regard 
my surroundings in the valley -- to look at what was above me, around me, or below me.  When I brought my gaze 
closer to the path through the valley, I was astonished at what I saw in the path I walked.  There were pieces of gold 
shining up at me!    Literally imbedded in this rough and rugged, even treacherous path, nuggets of gold shone with 
brilliant light.  I was tempted to stop and try to pick up one of the gold pieces, but the Holy Spirit seemed to say, 

“No, these are not for you to take right now.  They are simply for you to see that you might know that on this most 
difficult journey, I have placed gold in the road for your pleasure and for your delight.  After you have passed through 
the valley, remember that I was with you and made gold for the road.” 

I knew exactly what the Spirit was speaking of.  In this dark valley, we are seeing blessings that accompany this 
hard journey – blessings which can only come from the Lord.  Blessings which make this journey worthy and 
worthwhile.  There is the gold nugget of hearing from you that this blog and our approach to this journey makes a 
difference in your life.  There is the gold nugget of a husband’s love and devotion for his wife which has reached a 
level of great nobility.  There is the gold nugget of knowing God and His presence in such a dear and treasured way 
that I can never go back to how it was before.  And there is the gold nugget of dreaming a dream that this 
journey really will make a difference for God’s Kingdom – that somehow, in His mighty and mysterious way, He 
will do something big and good and beautiful with our journey through this cancer storm. 

Man alive!  I wouldn’t trade those gold pieces in the road for anything!  Did you hear what I said?!  I wouldn’t trade 
what God is giving us in this difficult time for my old health, my old life, or my old body.  Those gold nuggets now 
weigh more on the scale of life's value than the pain and devastation of cancer and year-long treatment!  Cancer 
tried to compete, but the gold in the road won out.  Praise be to God! 

So two nights ago when I was awake in the night, not terribly comfortable and asking the Lord to please let me go 
back to sleep – that road laced with gold pieces came to my mind.  And in that otherwise silent moment in the 
darkness of night, I heard myself thank the Lord for the first time.  The Lord may not have given me this cancer, 
but He did give me the assignment of walking through this valley – and until now, I’ve not been able to 
authentically thank Him for this fiery trial.  But in that holy nighttime moment, I knew that our lives are more 
meaningful to us and more valuable to Him because we walk this path.  And my heart nearly burst with gratitude for 
this hard assignment. 

Thank you, Jesus, for this hard assignment. For without it, I would never have had a chance to see the gold in the 
road.  And I wouldn’t have missed that gold for anything! 



Thank you for your love and prayers – and for being part of the gold in our road! 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Priscilla" wig and powerful prayers... 

Written Mar 5, 2012 11:49am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

PRISCILLA WIG:  
Let me introduce you to “Priscilla” – the wig that debuted at yesterday’s worship services at St. James Church.  Like 
last week, my special thanks to my photographer extraordinaire Joe Konieczny who out of his kind heart is bringing 
his camera to church to take these fun pics!  Tell me, what do you think of her? 

Wondering how Priscilla got her name?   Well, as you may remember, I am naming my wigs after women in the 
Bible and I have my brother-in-Christ Bob Kirkland to thank for this name.  In response to last week’s Rebecca’s 
wig, Bob wrote in the CaringBridge guestbook this post: 

I vote for one of your wigs to be named "Priscilla".  Acts 18:18-26.  Priscilla, along with hubby Aquila, travelled with 
Paul to Syria (and Paul cut off his hair making a Nazarite vow!).  She taught everyone who would listen about 
Jesus.  They started a church in their home and Priscilla was an authority on the teachings of Jesus.  Priscilla 
understood her responsibility to pass along her knowledge of Jesus.  Sounds very much like you.  It's a good bet 
Priscilla and you are related!  "Priscilla" will look very good on you!  Bob Kirkland 

Who could resist such a suggestion!  Thank you, Bob!  “Priscilla” it is.  The cut is similar to the first one, just a 
slightly different shape.  The color is probably closer to my own – at least the last color my hair stylist helped make 
“my own!” 



It’s a good thing the wigs are in place as I, like my cats this time of year, am beginning to shed.  When you have 
your head shaved as a pre-emptive strike before your hair falls out on chemo, there is left a very short “stub” of hair 
on your head – think Demi Moore in “G.I. Jane”.  It’s sort of your head’s version of the proverbial 5 o’clock 
shadow.  Well, that 5 o’clock shadow has, as of Saturday, begun to shed.  This morning I stood at my sink and 
rubbed my head and as long as I rubbed it, little stubs of hair fell into the sink.  Although this is not a pretty sight, I 
can tell you it’s not traumatic for me, praise the Lord.  The pre-emptive head shave and wigs already being worn 
take the sting out of this not-so-fun but most-often inevitable chemo side effects.  Thank you, Jesus, and thank you, 
Priscilla! 

POWERFUL PRAYERS:  
Your prayers have been so powerful for me and I am so grateful.  I would ask that you continue to pray fervently for 
me, especially this week.   Tomorrow, Tuesday, March 6 at 1:30 pm, I receive my second of four infusions of 
the powerful drugs they are using to fight against any microscopic cancer cells left in my body.   I receive an infusion 
every three weeks with each infusion taking several hours. 

In this week, prayers are needed most for successful and uneventful infusion; for the infusion to destroy any and all 
cancer cells; and for me to have little to no side effects.  That is a big prayer, I know, but God honored it at my first 
infusion and although that first week after infusion was not easy, it was not awful, praise the Lord!  So I would 
humbly but boldly ask that you pray against nausea, fever, body ache, and extreme weakness.  Pray also that I 
won’t have mouth sores or bruising.  Pray that God would allow the pattern of my first infusion to take place again 
and that by week two, I’ll feel stronger and stronger! 

Philip will once again join me for my infusion.  I can’t tell you how thrilled I am to have him with me.  In this cancer 
treatment time, our life has gotten pretty small and simple and these several hours for us becomes equivalent to a 
“date!”  Also, at the last infusion the Lord honored our togetherness and used us to evangelistically touch two other 
women receiving treatment!  Pray that God will use us again this time that His kingdom will come and His will can be 
done in that cancer infusion room as it is in heaven! 

I’ll keep you posted on what God does!  Oh, and by the way, I’m thinking I’ll take Priscilla to the infusion – who 
knows, maybe wearing a wig named after her will give me her evangelistic zeal! 

Thanks and love, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

From the inside out … 

Written Mar 7, 2012 9:35am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you for your prayers for yesterday’s infusion and your continuing prayers for an increase in the positive 
effects of that infusion along with an equally-important lessening of ill side effects!  The Lord continues to remind us 
how much we need your prayers – they are the cloud of His presence on which we rest as we ride through this 
difficult journey! 

Yesterday’s time in the oncologist’s infusion room went quickly – about three hours this time and it went very 
smoothly accessing my porta-cath and the series of drugs and hydration given during those three hours, praise the 
Lord.  The room was a quieter one yesterday.  When Philip and I came at about 1:30, I saw Michelle, my Asian 
friend who we got to know and pray for at my first infusion.  She was thrilled to see us and had stories of telling her 
boyfriend in Canada “all about the lady minister and her husband.”  We talked for a little while, but she then dropped 
off to sleep which left Philip and me sitting quietly together, holding hands and watching the BBC 2006 video 
production “Planet Earth.” 

We were reminded in that quiet time of how fearfully and wonderfully God made this earth and all of His creation 
and creatures within that creation!  We saw intricate birds, complex water animals, and of course 4-legged 
mammals of all sizes and varieties from elephants and gazelles to hyenas and a mother panda bear cradling her 
young in her arms.  It was such a good thing to watch under the circumstances.  Because even more than all these 
marvelous works of God’s great creation, I realized once again that “I am fearfully and wonderfully made; 
wonderful are Your works, Oh Lord, and my soul knows it very well.”  Psalm 139:14 as this medicine entered 
my body, I knew that God is the One Who created this body of mine in the first place and He is able to restore and 
re-create my body … from the inside out.  Such a good reminder – thanks, BBC! 

We briefly met Sue in the infusion room.  A young woman in her early 30’s, she is a publicity agent who was lovely, 
but carried a sorrow about her that was tangible in the room.  She had gone through a year-long diagnosis and 
treatment, much like my cancer storm.  Diagnosed with cancer in one breast, but confident that no lymph nodes 
were involved prior to the surgery, she awoke from her mastectomy surgery being told, as I was, that the cancer had 
invaded the nodes and she would have to face chemotherapy and radiation.  Yes, I told her, that was my journey 
too.  She had finished with her treatment several months ago and she was there for her periodic blood draw to see 
how she was doing. 

And that was my question for her, “how are you doing?”   I could almost have answered the question for 
her.  “Physically I’m fine, but emotionally I’m not okay.”  That I knew just by looking at her and by watching her 
response to our initial conversation with Michelle which was peppered with talk of God and prayer.  Each time a 
mention of God took place, she turned her face away from us.  My heart ached – her need was so great, but could 
she be blaming the very One who could meet her deep, internal need?  As soon as the blood was drawn, she was 
ready to quickly leave this place which represented so much of her pain.  “Good luck,” she said, “it does get 
better.”  I thought to myself, how it really hadn’t gotten better for her … you see, “luck” buys you nothing.  Only the 
peace of God makes things better … from the inside out.  Please pray for dear Sue – I don’t know that I’ll see 
her again and didn’t have the time to build relationship and trust with her as we did Michelle, who we once again 
prayed for before she left.  Michelle has promised to return to church and she looks forward to seeing us two more 
times before her treatment concludes.  The Kingdom is on the move. 



It was that peace of God I just mentioned that got me through last night, all on the wings of your prayers.  This 
infusion hit me physically harder than the first time and the night was filled with difficult moments – soaking the 
sheets with perspiration, then shivering with cold so badly I was sure Philip would think we were having an 
earthquake.  He awakened, bless his heart, to pile on more blankets and a heating pad helped inside the bed.  Still it 
took a long time for the shaking to quiet down.  The nausea didn’t wait as long to begin this time, so the anti-nausea 
drugs (two of them) were called into service a little earlier this time.  The headache and body ache are notable and I 
am weak today, even with the steroids which accompany the infusion drugs. 

But the focus should not be on this “temporary suffering.”  As in the words of St. Paul in 2 Corinthians 4:17, “For 
momentary, light affliction is producing for us an eternal weight of glory far beyond all comparison.”  You 
see, in this time of increased suffering, I am finding those gold nuggets in the road and one of the great and glorious 
ones is the immediate presence of Jesus in times of trouble.  With each uncomfortable moment, all I could pray was, 
“Come to me, Jesus.”  And Dear Ones, He did and He does.  No fancy prayers last night – just childlike “need 
prayers.”  “Come to me, Jesus” brought His immediate presence – something, I suspect Sue from the infusion room 
sadly knows nothing of.   The Savior in my heart and the touch of Philip’s hand stretched across the bed to hold 
mine – these are things that get you through the hard moments.  Simple, but solid, trustworthy and true. 

So I am a blessed woman because today I am reminded that true comfort in the face of trial and testing and difficulty 
is not found from the outside in.  It can only be found through the abiding presence of Jesus who comes even in the 
darkest night and brings true comfort … from the inside out. 

This morning, His blessings are new and I am doing better.  Keep praying for these next few days, especially 
against the weakness, nausea, and chills in the night!  And may the Lord bless you – body, soul, and spirit.  May He 
strengthen you with His presence … from the inside out. 

Much love, many thanks, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Two Anniversaries Today... 

Written Mar 8, 2012 10:13am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 



Once again, thank you for your prayers.  After a first rough night following my chemo infusion, I was able to get good 
solid rest last night – no fever, no chills, no nausea!  Your prayers are working and our God is good.  I was even 
strong enough to teach the Bible Study on Luke’s Gospel last night at St. James and it was pure joy.  I’m sure the 
prayers I received after the study went a long way toward the good night’s sleep I had last night.  Again, my deep 
thanks. 

Today is the 4th year anniversary of my ordination as an Anglican minister.  It’s hard to believe it’s been four 
years!  That’s four years of doing what I was made by God to do and I am still blown away at the joy and privilege of 
serving Him, His Church and the world in this way.  I remember driving to my ordination service four years ago and 
reflecting on the fact that my parents had faithfully taken me to our little Baptist church as an infant and had 
“dedicated” me to the Lord – an act that has had lifelong ramifications.  It’s as if something was set into motion in the 
heavenlies in that holy moment and I reaped the reward of that faithful act decades later. 

Never underestimate the power of simple acts of faithfulness to our God!  It is Exodus 20:5-6 which teaches us that 
even though sin can be passed to the third and fourth generations of those who hate God, the faithfulness of one 
generation brings the blessing of God even to a thousand generations!    I look back on the faithfulness of my prior 
generations and I know that their faithfulness set the path before me which brought me to my calling and vocation. 

And marrying Philip didn’t hurt either!  In one of my seminary classes, I was required to do a 5-generation gen-o-
gram (a detailed family tree) which looked not only at my family line but also Philip’s.  In it we discovered that there 
were three Reverend Youngs before me!  Yes, three Church of England (Anglican) ministers in Philip’s family 
tree!  Isn’t that just great?  So when I married Philip, the faithfulness of my family line joined his and that Holy Spirit 
momentum resulted in my call and ordination to a life of fulltime ordained ministry.   Isn’t God cool?! 

It’s also noteworthy that it’s another anniversary for us today – the 3-month anniversary of my diagnosis of 4th stage 
cancer.  Philip seemed surprised this morning when I wanted to celebrate that also.  But I do celebrate it – for 
several reasons.  First, now that we are three months in and have endured the initial diagnosis, the surgery, the 
head-shave, and the first two rounds of rigorous chemo – quite frankly, we have gone through the toughest part of 
the journey.  Not that the rest is easy, but there will not be trauma around every turn now, praise the 
Lord!  Secondly, I am finding more and more gold in the road on this journey!  (See my March 3 post, “There’s Gold 
in the Road”)  God has been so much more powerful than this cancer; the weight of His glory far surpasses the 
weight of the burden of this disease. 

And finally, the Lord told me a few weeks ago that this cancer journey will be as pivotal a life-journey for me as my 
ordination to the ministry.  Sounds strange, doesn’t it, that a journey through a cancer storm could form and shape 
me as much as my calling to my ministerial vocation?  But I am beginning to see what Jesus might mean.  The 
changes that are taking place in me and in the lives of others as Philip and I walk this hard road are like that holy 
moment of my dedication as an infant – I believe they will have lifelong ramifications.  This disease may be 
temporary, but the benefits of this journey will last a lifetime – and perhaps longer.  Because God’s word says that if 
we are faithful to Him in this journey, our faithfulness will bring blessing to even a thousand generations! 

Wow, our God is so cool! 

Let me close with this.  On Sunday morning my dear Ethel Cate greeted me on the patio as she was leaving church 
with her daughter.  I had the privilege of being with Ethel in the time of her dear husband Jim’s passing and I 
preached at his funeral.  As Ethel greeted me and asked how I was doing, I told her God is good and He was taking 
very good care of me.   Then Ethel said this, “You know, they say the “Big C” is cancer.  But it’s not.  The “Big 
C” is Christ!” 

Amen, Ethel, Amen!  On this my two-fold anniversary, let me give all glory to Jesus Christ – the ultimate “Big C!” 

Thank you for your love, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tabitha and how I want to be like her... 

Written Mar 12, 2012 4:22pm by Cathie Young 

WIG UPDATE:  
Introducing wig #3!  If you speak Greek this wig #3 is named “Dorcas.”  If you prefer Hebrew, her name is translated 
“Tabitha.”  Since I scored better in my Hebrew classes in seminary, I have named her Tabitha.  Special thanks go 
out to my marvelous weekly photographer Joseph Konieczny for a picture that makes me look seriously better than I 
look in person (!) and to dear Bishop Terry Kelshaw who with his wife Hazel, in a CaringBridge post, suggested 
Dorcas/Tabitha as a woman in Scripture for whom I could name one of the wigs.  What do you think of Tabitha, wig 
#3?! 

Now where did Bishop Terry get the idea of naming a wig after this woman?  Well, Tabitha was a disciple in Joppa 
whose story is recorded in Acts 9.  Depending on your Bible translation, it may appear under the subtitle of “Peter’s 
Ministry” and certainly, Peter played a major role in this story, but the central role is played by Tabitha herself.  This 
woman, Scripture says, “was abounding with deeds of kindness and charity which she continually did.”  This was 
one amazing woman with a great impact on the community, it appears!  But Tabitha fell ill and died.  The Christians 
there asked Peter to come and when he arrived, “all the widows stood beside him, weeping and showing all the 
tunics and garments that Dorcas (Tabitha) used to make while she was with them.”  Imagine having a large group of 
Jewish widows weeping and sharing their grief with Peter! 

Well, that led to one of the greatest Holy Spirit moments in the Book of Acts, which is really saying something since 
Acts is filled with great Holy Spirit moments.  Peter knelt next to her body, prayed and then said, “Tabitha, 
arise!”  And arise she did – this amazing woman became even more amazing as she emerges from the pages of 



Holy Scripture as one of only two person raised back to life in the recorded work of the apostles.  (The other was 
Eutychus raised back to life by Paul after he fell out of a third floor window in Acts 20.) 

But here’s the most excellent part of the story and the way in which I’d love to be like this woman Tabitha.  After 
Peter presents her alive to her community, we read this, “It became known all over Joppa, and many believed in the 
Lord.”  Acts 9:42   Ah, it appears that on the shoulders of the mild-manner disciple Tabitha, God began a 
revival!  You rock, Tabitha!  

I’m unembarrassed to say that what God did for Tabitha, I’d like Him to do for me – to raise me from death 
to life that I would have a testimony which would become known “all over” and lead many to Jesus 
Christ.    Let me say a little more about that … 

PHILIP AND CATHIE UPDATE:  
Philip was asked to give his testimony at a men’s gathering this last Saturday.  In it he said two things that remind 
me of Tabitha and her legacy. 

First, he commented that he was in a season when his wife was “fighting for her very life.”  That kind of 
shook me.   I had to ponder whether or not I am fighting for my very life.  In some ways, I know I am – my goodness, 
surgery, chemo, radiation are all taking place for one resolute purpose:  to save my life – not just prolong it, but 
save it!  But in another sense, I think I lost my life long before the surgery or chemo took place.  When I was first 
diagnosed, the breadth and depth and length of this battle were completely overwhelming and I knew I could not win 
it.  If my life was to be saved, Jesus had to do the fighting and saving, not me.  So I think I actually lost my life in 
December.  I gave my life to Jesus.  And that’s a good thing, because didn’t He say in a statement recorded in all 
four Gospel accounts that “whoever loses his life for Me and for the Gospel will save it.”  (Mark 8:35; Matt. 10:39, 
16:25; Luke 17:33; John 12:25)  So yes, on a practical level, I may be fighting for my life, but in a deeper, more 
meaningful spiritual sense, I already lost my life and gave it up to Jesus Christ.   Like Tabitha, I am waiting to be 
raised again. 

And Philip also said on Saturday that as we go through this time, he is realizing that if this cancer storm or 
anything else in our lives cannot count for Jesus Christ, it counts for NOTHING.  He says that he got that 
statement from me and I say we got it from each another.   You see, both of us are compelled in this time to make 
each part of this journey count for Christ.  We will not be satisfied until our cancer storm can be a testimony which 
will bring many to Jesus Christ.    Otherwise, the cancer wins! But we know the cancer can’t win because God is 
always looking for regular people who love Him and are called according to His purposes that He might 
show His glory through their lives.  Like Tabitha, Philip and I have signed on to be such people.  Pray for us that 
it might be so! 

PRAYER REQUESTS:  
Thank you for your prayers for my infusion week.  I had some rough moments, but God is caring for me in an 
abundant way.  I recovered well from the infusion and was able to serve at all three worship services yesterday and 
sleep well last night.  Today starts the rebuilding week when my body starts to feel like it’s being raised to new life 
again!  Please pray that God will continue to teach me all that He has for me in this time and that Philip’s and my life 
will always and ultimately count for God’s glory! 

For His Glory, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Sometimes the Good Shepherd hand-feeds the lamb... 

Written Mar 14, 2012 9:02am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thanks to friend and sister-in-Christ Peg Bemis, I have a little devotional titled “Jesus Calling” which starts my 
Morning Prayer time.  Written by Sarah Young (lovely last name, don't you think?!), it’s a series of 365 short 
meditations in the form of words spoken from Christ to the reader accompanied by Scripture references.  I have to 
say, it's pretty doggone amazing how many times they DO speak directly to needs or circumstances of that day. 

So today, "Jesus Calling" spoke about JOY in the presence of the Lord.  I had to smile as immediately before 
settling in to my prayer chair, I’d been in our kitchen making my cup of tea and toast with Jill Austin's homemade 
strawberry jam, and I’d spoken to the Lord about the joy in my heart.  There was a keen sense of joy in God’s 
presence in the simplicity of that moment – an early morning sunlit kitchen, a teabag steeping in a favorite cup, the 
quiet clinking of silverware, cats sleeping peacefully nearby, and the smell of toast in the toaster.  Ahhh … 

Isn’t it neat how God knows how to make us happy and loves to give us joy?  If we will open our eyes to see, we’ll 
notice Him alongside providing for our needs, and giving us moments of joy like beautifully wrapped presents from a 
lavishly loving Poppa. 

I had another gift from my lavishly loving Poppa this last Saturday night and another on Sunday morning early 
before church.  In the night I wasn’t sleeping – I wasn’t in pain or notably uncomfortable – just more alert than sleep 
will allow.  In those moments, I’ve learned to tune in to one station and that’s the God-station.   While I didn’t so 
much pray as listen, I began to sense God teaching me about what was really happening as I walked through this 
cancer valley of the shadow of death where I fear no evil because the Good Shepherd is with me with comfort, 
safety and assurance I will get through this valley and to the other side. 

The Lord gave me a picture of myself as a lamb walking through that valley – aware of the scary, big ledges at 
either side, yet also aware that the path I walked held gold nuggets at almost every step, lighting my way in the 
dark.  I’d seen this image before but Saturday night, I saw something else … or more accurately, someONE 
else.  Immediately at my right and only slightly ahead of me was my Good Shepherd, Jesus, close enough to touch 
and to hear His soft voice.  He was leading me in every step, speaking words of comfort and providing for my every 
need, just as Psalm 23 promises.  With that clear picture of Jesus beside me, I fell peacefully asleep. 

But the Lord wasn’t done giving me a fresh and new perspective of His nearness and His provision for me in this 
“valley” time.  In the very early morning hour, before dawn on Sunday, as I sat in my prayer chair the Lord led me to 
the story of Daniel in the lion’s den in Daniel, chapter 6.  In an instant, I was able to relate to this story in a new way 
– a story I’ve known well since I was a small child.  I suddenly knew what it was like to BE Daniel and to stay 
awake all night long and not stop praying, even for an instant.  Even when God sent an angel to shut the lion’s 
mouths, I knew Daniel didn’t take anything for granted and he remained alert in prayer, staying in the Lord's 
presence during his entire long, dark night with the lions.  And in the morning, “When Daniel was lifted from the den, 
no wound was found on him, because he had trusted in his God.”  (Daniel 6:23)  Wow!  What a promise – what an 
amazing gift to receive in the early pre-dawn hours of Sunday, the Lord’s Day!  Let it also be said of me, Lord, 
that "when she was lifted from the valley, no wound was found on her, because she had trusted in her God!" 

And it was then I knew that this Good Shepherd who leads me through this cancer valley also stops along the way 
and nourishes my soul with the good food of His Word and promises. 

That’s when I saw another picture of the Good Shepherd and me.  This time, He was kneeling down and hand-
feeding His lamb.  That’s what Daniel 6 had been for me – Jesus, with His own hands, lifting His Word to me and 



asking me to partake of what He gave me.  Yes, the Good Shepherd sets a table before me in the presence of my 
enemies.  But sometimes He doesn’t even expect me to lift my own knife and fork to eat of that meal on my own. 

Sometimes, the Good Shepherd kneels down and hand-feeds the lamb. 

PRAYER UPDATE:  
I am doing well in this week of rebuilding, praise Him!  Please pray against any infection coming my way – this is the 
time in the treatment cycle when my blood levels and immune system can dip down.  Pray that God will strengthen 
my immune system, that I won’t be overly exposed to disease or infection and that my blood levels will begin to rise 
to a very good, safe level. 

With much love and many thanks, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What role does family play? 

Written Mar 17, 2012 1:23pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I’ve spoken much in these journal posts about our St. James and other Christian family members who have been so 
supportive in this time.  But I’ve not talked much about another family who has stood faithfully in the Lord’s 
presence, night after night, day after day, offering prayers and thanksgivings on our behalf.  That is my personal 
family, mostly residing in Oregon.  What role does family play in a time like this one when we are going through this 
cancer storm? 

It was of course my dear sister Joanie who left her home, hubby and newly married daughter and son-in-law to 
spend an entire month caring for me at the time of my surgery.  I have posted about the unspeakable love and 
gratitude I have for her – for the personal sacrifices she has made on my behalf.  I still get at least a text message 



and most often a phone call from her daily, reminding me that she is praying for me.  She is my best girlfriend, my 
confidante, and the best sissy in the whole wide world! 

Then there are our children, their spouses and kiddos.  I love Philip’s daughter (now my daughter) Kami and Evan 
and their three girls from whom I get very frequent and delightful pictures sent via cell phone along with little text 
messages like, “I love you and I am with you … like a circle of love but heart shaped.  xoxoxo.”  And Philip’s son 
(now my son) Garrett and Theresa and their two sons who fill our hearts with both love and pride.   The only ones 
who live in California, we love how they have driven from their home in Oak Park just to see us, even if for a short 
time, especially early in our diagnosis.  And the chance to drive to their home and see their little guys is a reminder 
that there is much life still to be lived. 

My parents, Bill and Donna Pengra, both now in their 80’s are undoubtedly the leaders of the bold charge of prayer 
that assails heaven for us.  They pray without ceasing for their eldest daughter and I am secure in the knowledge 
that when the strongest and longest prayers are needed, they are always there because my Mama and Daddy are 
always there.  They never tire and they never quit!  No one could be hungrier to read my journal posts or hear my 
voice and I am moved by the passion and endurance of their commitment to pray me through this storm.  So it is 
true with my brothers Bob and Steve and Steve’s family.  I am secure in their prayers for me. 

But I have been admittedly surprised, amazed and downright delighted by the interest and involvement of my 
extended Oregon family.  My aunts, uncles and cousins – both first cousins and a passel of second and third 
cousins!  You know who you are out there!  I have not seen or even talked with most of these dear ones since I 
was a teenager, yet forty years later I am hearing from them via guestbook posts, emails or precious hand-written 
cards and notes.  I am blown away by this kind of familial support and am reminded in my inner being of the 
importance of these blood bonds that cannot be broken by years or distance or even the absence of regular 
communication.  In a time of trouble, my family has stood up to be counted among my prayer warriors!  And with 
them they bring precious memories of shared history and shared faith in a Savior named Jesus, whom we all love 
and who has knit our hearts together with the silver threads of His love for us. 

I received a cute and funny, hand-written card along with a loving note from my Auntie Edie, my mother’s 
sister.  What a treasure to feel her warm hug in that note which reminded me of many such hugs when I was just a 
youngster and she was the busy, pretty aunt I wanted to be like some day.  The notes from my cousins have 
encouraged and strengthened me and made me smile as I was taken back in time to our youth, filled with fun, 
laughter, and our common faith in Jesus Christ. 

In yesterday’s mail I received a little packet from Doris Millard, my mother’s cousin, who in her 90’s took time and 
made effort to hand-write a card and note and along with it send me some marvelous clippings and mementos of 
our family life together.   My father calls her regularly to read her my CaringBridge journal posts over the phone. 

So I took her mailing with us this morning and opened it as Philip and I had breakfast at our Saturday breakfast 
place “Polly’s Pies”.  One of her little clippings reminded me that “Prayer is God’s version of an 800 number and 
He answers 24 hours a day!”  Amen to that!  And in her note this dear praying woman reminded us that “Many 
times day and night I pray for you.  Prayer is powerful, as I have experienced.”  

I am grateful especially for her card which bore a message that brought Philip and me to tears over our Spinach 
Scramble in the booth at Polly’s Pies.  It said, “When your best friend is God you’re never alone.  Every minute 
of every day, He is by your side.  When your best friend is God, you’re loved with a love that can lift you 
above everything you face in life.” 

And that comes from a dear woman who has made God her best friend and understands well the message of His 
love and presence as she has suffered the loss of her husband, her son and her daughter.  Doris, if God’s love can 
lift you above everything you have had to face in life and you still hold tightly to the hand of your Best Friend Jesus – 
Philip and I know we can do the same.  Thank you, dear cousin Doris. 

What role can family play in a time of trial and testing?  Well, I am learning that although the love and support of 
others is crucial, the love, support, prayers and shared faith of personal family is a blessing beyond description!  So 
to my parents, children, grandchildren, siblings, nieces, nephew, aunts, uncles and cousins, my deepest thanks and 
love.  Your presence alongside us on this journey is unexpected but treasured gold in the road.  



Love from our hearts to yours, 

Cackie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

No new wigs, but a new prayer to pray … 

Written Mar 19, 2012 12:11pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

No new wig to show you this week!  Yesterday at church services, I hit “replay” and wore the Priscilla wig which 
most people, including the most important person in my life, my Philip, says looks most like me.  It's the wig in the 
opening page of CaringBridge.  I still hope to unveil a couple of other wigs for you at some point – there is the Sarah 
wig which looks a little matronly for my taste and the Rahab wig which is a deep copper-color and not surprisingly, a 
little wild.  You might have guessed as much from the name!  Rahab may have to wait for a church potluck or other 
such occasion as she may be a little risky for a Sunday morning!  And Sarah may have to stay home a little longer 
as looking matronly is not one of my great aspirations, especially during this time! 

Even though I don’t have a new wig to share with you, I may have a new insight which is worth sharing before our 
latest prayer request.  Actually, it’s a new prayer to pray which is birthed from a new insight. 

First, I want to thank my dear brother, colleague and personal pastor, Father Jose Poch, for the recommendation in 
early February of a book called “The Circle Maker,” by Pastor Mark Batterson.  Batterson is the lead pastor of 
National Community Church in Washington, D.C. which is one church with seven locations.   His stunning insights in 
this book on prayer are the “residual income” of the prayers of generations of faithful, praying believers.  This book 
has nurtured and nourished me in this time of recovery and Philip and I will ever be changed by its deep, profound 
and biblically-rooted truths.  Do I recommend it wholeheartedly for your reading?  The answer is a resounding “yes”! 

There are many insights from the book which I could speak to – and probably will over time – but today the Lord has 
impressed it on my heart to share one prayer which He has asked Philip and me to pray that emerged out of my 
reading this book.  Batterson speaks convincingly of the need for Christians to “dream big” for the Kingdom of God, 
to “pray hard” to see these dreams fulfilled, and to “think long” which is to think and pray further than your own 
immediate need but even to the next and the next generation.  Out of that, the Lord has placed a new prayer on our 
hearts as we walk through this cancer storm.  That new prayer is this: 



“Lord, if there is greatness left in our lives, let it emerge from this time of trial.”  

I recorded that prayer in my prayer journal last Friday, March 16, after a long time in the Lord’s presence and 
seeking how I could “dream big,” “pray hard,” and “think long.”  I believe with all my heart it was not a prayer birthed 
in my own heart and mind, but in God’s. 

I wasn't born to greatness and I'm not wired or trained to seek it.  But even though I am not predisposed to 
greatness, I serve a God who IS GREAT!!!  And because I serve a great God, He may want to do something great 
through even a 59-year old chic pastor who was diagnosed with 4th stage cancer and with a faithful and loving 
husband, desires to see God's greatness emerge from the most severe trial she has ever encountered. 

I hope that doesn't sound weird or pompous or puffed up.  But from where I sit -- my body irrevocably changed by 
major surgery, in the midst of a rugged chemo regime and more to come including radiation -- and later more 
surgery -- the situation is just impossible enough that our great and awesome God might have some amazing plan 
and I don't want to miss it. 

Years ago on my first short-term mission to East Africa, a young Kenyan pastor said the Lord had impressed upon 
him a word to give me.  It was this, “God says that He will take the ashes of your life and make a gold 
chalice.”  Philip and I, who admittedly began our life together with a love for God, but in the midst of ashes born out 
of our sin and rebellion against Him, have seen that prophetic word fulfilled over and over through the years.  When 
we gave our ashes to Him, He turned them into gold – even to the extent of fulltime ministry and a constant stream 
of opportunities to touch people's lives for the sake of Jesus Christ!  There is NO better gold than that! 

But what if He’s not done turning our ashes into gold for His Kingdom purpose?  What if this horrible turn of events 
in our lives – this cancer storm – well, what if He has big plans to turn it into something great for His Kingdom?  Dear 
Ones, as I said earlier, I don’t want to miss anything He has for us.  So as of Friday, March 16, Philip and I are 
taking that prayer He gave us – “Lord, if there is greatness left in our lives, let it emerge from this time of trial” – and 
as Batterson teaches in his book, we are daily circling it and by that we mean we are praying it and praying it and 
praying it.  We’ve just decided we will circle it in prayer that is hard and long, until we see the fullness of what God 
has.  I hope you will circle it for us. 

And what about you?  What big dreams have you yet to dream for the sake of God’s kingdom?  What prayers have 
you been shy to pray or have not even yet been birthed in your mind to pray because you haven’t dared to dream 
them?  What great things are left in your life that if you do not circle them in prayer, you might miss seeing them 
fulfilled this side of heaven?  I hope you’ll join Philip and me in “dreaming big,” “praying hard,” and “thinking long.” 

Blessed be the name of our GREAT God! 

PRAYER REQUESTS: 
After a long and wonderful day of ministry at three worship services and then helping to put on a marvelous 
ordination service last night, my body is reminding me I’m still on chemotherapy.  Please pray for a good day of rest 
and recovery.  I have my blood test and exam tomorrow which is to make sure my body has rebounded enough for 
my third infusion next Tuesday, March 17.  Please pray that my blood levels are as they were the last time – in the 
words of the oncologist, “just great!”  Pray that my strength increases this week and that I stay free of any disease or 
infections. 

With great love for you all, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

The God of the spring rain will not forget me... 

Written Mar 22, 2012 8:49am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 



PHYSICAL UPDATE:  
Thank you for your prayers for my recovery from a bit of a setback this week.  My oncologist told me on Tuesday 
that my body will remind me I am on chemotherapy if I over-extend myself.  I just don’t have the same old reserves 
in my body “bank,” I found out!   A good learning lesson for me.  Your prayers and some increased rest has really 
helped and I got the good news yesterday that my blood work is “just great” again, praise the Lord!  This means I 
can go forward with chemo infusion #3 next Tuesday.  It is so good to know your prayers are there for me! 

SPIRITUAL UPDATE:  
As with many people who are in a difficult time, I find myself listening harder to sermons now.  I am thirsty for a word 
from God and I am eager to learn all that God would teach me in this time.  This is part of the gold in the road on this 
journey – hearing from the Lord, learning from Him, growing in the Spirit. 

So yesterday I was listening hard to Deacon Pete Forbes as he preached at the Wednesday Noon service where I 
officiated.  Deacon Pete always has something good to bring to a thirsty soul from the Word of God.  And yesterday 
he was preaching out of Isaiah 49 which is not only a good word, it’s a full-blown spring rain for the thirsty 
soul!  Here are a couple of excerpts from the Isaiah 49 passage: 

8 Thus says the LORD, “In a favorable time I have answered You, and in a day of salvation I have helped You; and I 
will keep You and give You for a covenant of the people, to restore the land, to make them inherit the desolate 
heritages…”  13 Shout for joy, O heavens! And rejoice, O earth!  Break forth into joyful shouting, O mountains! For 
the LORD has comforted His people and will have compassion on His afflicted.  14 But Zion said, “The LORD has 
forsaken me, and the Lord has forgotten me.” 15 “Can a woman forget her nursing child and have no compassion 
on the son of her womb? Even these may forget, but I will not forget you. 16 Behold, I have inscribed you on the 
palms of My hands." 

Deacon Pete spoke to that interesting phrase “desolate heritages.”  He is from Arizona and knows what desolate, 
dry land looks like.  He knows what happens to dry land when the long-awaited rain comes – how the thirsty ground 
soaks up the rain in gulps until the air locked below in dry, hard soil is forced up to the surface, making the ground 
bubble in wet satisfaction. 

Pete said, “We all come from a ‘desolate heritage.'  We are a scattered and dry people and we need Living Water to 
renew us so we can grow from old, dry roots.”  Amen, Brother!  How much like that dry land we are in times of 
“desolate heritage.”  We are thirsty souls, waiting for the rain that comes from God’s presence to cause our dry roots 
to become supple again – to let new growth come out of that dry, parched soil.  Then the deacon quoted from T.S. 
Eliot in “The Wasteland”: 

“April is the cruelest month, breeding 
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing 
Memory and desire, stirring 
Dull roots with spring rain.” 

Yep, it hurts to grow – I’m a witness.  Especially in a dry season, it hurts to grow.  But when God comes in a dry 
season with his sweet presence like rain, it’s as if the lilacs in my life are forced to grow up and out of that parched 
soil.  “Dull roots with spring rain,” Eliot says.  Yes, Lord, I have dull roots, but You have the spring rain.  Send Your 
rain, Lord, send Your rain. 

And finally, Deacon Pete spoke to the incredible way God pledges not to forget us in our times of desolate 
heritage.  Did you see it?  “Can a woman forget her nursing child and have no compassion on the son of her womb? 
Even these may forget, but I will not forget you. Behold, I have inscribed you on the palms of My hands…”  Well, I 
knew that word was for me and all others who in a time of dryness may feel as if God has forgotten them.  Let me 
tell you why as I close with this short story. 

When I was first diagnosed in early December, I called on my colleagues, the women clergy of the Anglican Church 
in North America to pray for me.  One of those dear women, the Rev. Rosemarie Adcock, is not only a minister of 
the Gospel; she is an artist who seeks to glorify God in her work.  (See her marvelous work on her website 
at www.RosemarieAdcock.com)  I not only received Rosemarie’s prayer for my health, but two days before 
Christmas I received a mailing tube from her.  In that mailing tube was a lithograph of her painting of the wife of 

http://www.rosemarieadcock.com/


Rosemarie’s Russian translator holding close her young son.  Below in Rosemarie’s handwriting was, “Can a 
woman forget her nursing child and have no compassion on the son of her womb? Even these may forget, but I will 
not forget you. Behold, I have inscribed you on the palms of My hands…”  Isaiah 49:15, 16 

This gift, pictured above with Rosemarie's permission, was my sister's way of reminding me in my “desolate 
heritage” that I was not forgotten by God.  No indeed -- I could not be forgotten, for I was inscribed on the palms 
of God's great and gentle hands.  I wept as I framed and hung that picture above my prayer chair, the very place I 
meet with God each morning.  It is a daily reminder that no matter how dry and desolate my land may be, His 
presence will bring needed rain so that I will know I am not forgotten and that my “dull roots” will once again grow 
into lovely lilacs for His Glory. 

So today, special love and thanks to my friend and colleague Rev. Rosemarie for her great gift.  And heartfelt thanks 
to dear Deacon Pete for once again reminding me of a very important message from God.  And thanks above all, to 
the God of the spring rain Who brings new growth from my dry and thirsty soul. 

I pray you are blessed today with spring rain from His presence. 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

Learning in a long storm... 

Written Mar 24, 2012 10:51am by Cathie Young 

SATURDAY UPDATE:  
It is Saturday morning and Philip and I will drive to Oak Park today to see our grandsons Gavin and Harrison.  Oh, 
and by the way, we get to see mommy and daddy too!  (We love you Garrett and Theresa!)  As I mentioned in an 
earlier post, these little visits remind us of the wonderful life left to live and we are grateful for these little boys, both 
of whom I had the joy and honor of baptizing at St. James!  For a woman who wasn’t able to have children of her 
own – to baptize two grandsons gifted to her by God through marriage to the love of my life and his son and 
daughter-in-love, well, those are moments when the goodness of God takes my breath away.  But before we go see 
those precious boys …. 

Yesterday in my prayer time, I talked with the Lord about my yearning to learn all that He has for me in this time.  I 
found out Thursday from my plastic surgeon that my reconstruction surgery will be done in two phases – the first 
surgery will be early in 2013 and the second surgery which is major surgery in the middle part of the year.  That 
means from beginning diagnosis to closing surgery, this storm will be about a year and a half long. 

I’ve been thinking much about the storm in Paul’s life found in Acts 27.  That storm wasn’t a short one like the two 
recorded in the Gospel accounts (Matthew 8 and Matthew 14).  Paul’s “Perfect Storm” lasted 14 days and nearly 
killed not only Paul but others.  It was a severe and very long storm. 

Some storms last just a short while.  Some last longer.  And some just seem to go on and on.  From someone who 
is in a long storm, I can tell you that one of the keys to weathering the storm is to seek what God would have us 
learn in the midst of the storm.  I am realizing that in this storm I have the chance to learn things from the Father that 
I could not learn otherwise.  So like when I was back in seminary, I am leaning in to learn all I can – I really don’t 
want to waste this opportunity. 

Here are some of my classes in this learning time.  You’ll note they are not 101 or 201 classes.  This journey, like 
my seminary studies, is definitely post-graduate level so I’ve given them a 601 classification! 



Cancer 601:  This isn’t a fun class, but learning as much as I can about the enemy that opposes me is essential in 
this journey. 

Surgery 601:  Major surgery is, well, major – and recovering from it has been a big learning 
experience.  Anticipation of having to take this class again in 2013 isn’t fun, but at least I’ll know more next time and 
this is a good thing!  I think I’ll get a better grade next time! 

Endurance 601:  This is the class that teaches me not to be overwhelmed by how long this storm lasts.  St. Paul 
said he found a way to be content in all his circumstances and his circumstances were much rougher than mine, so 
this class may take me until 2013 to finish, but I want to finish well! 

Patience 601:  This is not an elective in my book!  It is so important that patience grows in me as I wait for God’s 
hand to heal me through treatment regime after treatment regime and then to rebuild me in subsequent 
surgeries.  Oh Lord, give me patience because this is not a “fast-food” storm!  In the words of the 1960’s song by the 
Hollies, “The road is long … with many a winding trail!” 

Suffering 601:  This class is all about learning how to suffer in such a way that God is glorified in the suffering.  This 
is a new class for me.  Oh, I’ve had my challenges in life, but cancer has a way of bringing a level of suffering that if 
we will let it, will teach us how to reach down deep within us and bring out a measure of God’s glory that we didn’t 
even know was in us. 

JOY 601:  The final class I’ll mention is JOY 601!!!!  If these other classes seem hard, heavy and somewhat dismal, 
let me say that God makes sure I have a reoccurring class throughout the long storm.  It is the one that teaches me 
that JOY is available in this journey.  Happiness is not always easily accessible, but when we weather any storm 
with Jesus Christ in us, alongside us and working through us, we find a JOY that is deep and permanent.  Philip and 
I are even laughing again and that feels really good.   It means this JOY class is working – we are learning to live in 
a state of JOY throughout this long and perfect storm. 

May the grace of God and the knowledge of the love of Christ keep you today and may you have the courage to 
face any storms which come your way, seeking always to learn all that God would teach you in the circumstances 
you face! 

We're off to see grandbabies! 

To His glory, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip (Grammy and Grampy) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Keeping one foot in front of another... 

Written Mar 27, 2012 7:59am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I was remembering this morning that it took more than nine years for me to complete my post-graduate program at 
Fuller Seminary in preparation for ordained ministry.  Nine years!  Now there were good reasons for that as I was 
working fulltime at St. James at the time and the commute to Pasadena was more than an hour one-way, but 
still!  There were times it seemed like I’d never get to the completion of that season in my life. 

But someone said something to me at the time that I’ve repeated to many a seminary student.  “Just keep one foot 
in front of another and keep moving.  You’ll get to the finish line!”  And it was true.  In June of 2007, 40 years to the 
day that Philip received his Masters Degree in Business, I walked to receive my Masters of Divinity.  The key was 
lots of prayer, lots of dedication and keeping one foot in front of another! 

A long program of cancer treatment feels like that – it just seems to go on and on and goodness, will it ever 
end?  Will I ever get to the finish line?  Well, the truth it is I will get to the finish line, so now I’m in a similar 
process to seminary where the key is lots of prayer, lots of dedication and just keeping one foot in front of 
another!  Just gotta’ keep on moving! 

Today is Infusion #3 of 4 with the more rugged chemo cocktail.  That means I am half-way to the finish line of this 
first round of chemo!  I am in good health, praise the Lord.  No colds or infections, thanks to your prayers.  I’m a little 
weaker than I was the last round, but my blood counts are good and so this afternoon I’ll put one foot in front of 
another and spend several hours in the oncologist’s infusion room with Philip.  We’ll appreciate the time together 
and we’ll wait to see how God might want to share His Kingdom through us with others. 

Please pray that this infusion goes well, as have the last two.  Pray for easy access to the porta-cath in my chest 
and that the porta-cath continues to function well.   Pray that God will use us according to His plan in whatever way 
He chooses.  We are willing to be His servants wherever He places us.  Pray that the days following this infusion go 
well – that the nausea will be under control and that the weakness would be at minimum levels.  Pray that I will be 
able to serve at worship services this Sunday, which is Palm Sunday – when we remember our Lord’s entrance into 
the Holy City Jerusalem and the days before His arrest, suffering and crucifixion.  Thank you for your prayers. 

By the way, I know I’m not the only one who is facing a challenge that is hard and long.  Some of you are also.  I 
pray that the advice given me years ago pertaining to seminary which is now so helpful in my cancer storm will be of 
help to you also.  Sometimes we just have to keep one foot in front of another and keep moving.  We aren’t to stop 
along the way.  God is gracious to give us moments of peaceful pause to catch our breath and sense His 
strengthening presence, but we are to move through our valleys, not get stuck in them. 

I don’t want to get stuck in my cancer storm!  I want to get to the other side.  So today, I’ll have strength for another 
step, another infusion and soon and very soon, I’ll cross over the finish line.  And you will too! 

Love and blessings, 



Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

It's the little things... 

Written Mar 29, 2012 9:29am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you for your prayers for my #3 of 4 infusions with the big chemo cocktail affectionately known as “A & C” – 
that’s Adriamyacin and Cytoxan in case you’d like to know them by their more formal names!  Things went well at 
the infusion.  Philip and I met Debbie, who is 40 years old and spent a year taking care of her father who eventually 
died of cancer, only to find that she had been struck with stage 2 breast cancer.  She is having a really tough 
time.  After just a few minutes, Philip left to let us share on a deep level and I had a chance to share God’s love with 
her and to pray for her.  Glory moments at the chemo center! 

Michelle was having her infusion too.  You might remember Michelle from previous posts.  She is almost done with 
her chemo – just three more weekly infusions.  She and I will meet one last time at her final chemo which is my last 
infusion with the A & C chemo.  She’ll move on to bilateral mastectomy after that and I’ll begin what she has just 
completed – 12 weekly infusions with a drug called Taxol.  Michelle’s face lit up when we walked in the room.  I 
know she looks forward to these times when she can be loved by the Lord through us.  We had a lovely time of 
prayer and after she left, the oncology nurse said how good it is to have the room which is often filled with pain and 
discouragement turn into a place of joy and encouragement.  Just little touches of God’s love make such an 
incredible difference in the atmosphere in that infusion room. 

And that’s where my heart is this morning – focused on the little things.  One of my “coaches” in this time is friend 
and Christian sister Tina Moody who has been through this cancer storm more than once in her life.  She is my role 
model for positive attitude in the Lord.  She is the one who assured me that though surgery and chemo are rough, 
you can make it through in the Lord’s strength and power and with your joy intact.  Tina gives me a little card to 
open at each of my infusion appointments.  In this last note, she wrote, “God is giving you a new body (of sorts) 
and a new heart.  One cannot go through cancer without a transformation – physically, spiritually, 
emotionally.  It gets us re-centered on what is important in life and gives us a new perspective.”  Amen, 
Sister! 

I am being changed by this experience – transformed, in Tina’s words.  One of the things that I am seeing as 
important in this new perspective is being extremely grateful for the smallest of things, which are all gifts from God to 
make this journey not only bearable but joyful.  Today I am grateful for these little things: 

 That Michelle and Debbie opened their hearts to us which brought joy into that infusion room and that they 
were both hungry for prayer. 

 That I slept well the first night after infusion. 
 That the anti-nausea medicine does its job! 
 That even though I was weak yesterday I was able to be at the church and doing my ministry throughout the 

afternoon and into early evening. 

 That last night I felt complete comfort sitting in my recliner in my pajamas with beanie on my head, a heating 
pad at my back and a lush red comforter across my lap. 

 That my husband’s hand held mine as we fell asleep last night. 
 That God’s mercies are new every morning. 
 That a friend like Tina would remind me that God is at work in me in this time when it would be easy to focus 

on the physical struggles and not on His great plan being worked out in my body, heart and mind. 
 That “Jesus loves me, this I know for the Bible tells me so.  Little ones to Him belong.  They are weak but He 

is strong.  Yes, Jesus loves me.  Yes, Jesus loves me.  Yes, Jesus loves me. The Bible tells me so.” 

Please continue to pray for my strength and recovery from this infusion.  If you could see how ill many people are 
from this chemo, you would know that my health in this midst of this treatment is nothing short of amazing – and it is 
evidence of the power of your prayers! 



Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

Secrets in the suffering... 

Written Apr 2, 2012 2:45pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Praise to the Lord and thanks to your prayers, I am celebrating increased strength after last week’s chemo 
infusion!  This infusion did hit harder than the previous two, making for a rough few days, but on Saturday the 
weakness lifted, so yesterday I was able to be with our congregation for all three Palm Sunday services.  I am 
grateful for your prayers and for God’s provision of strength.  Today I am resting to reserve my strength since this is 
Holy Week which is filled with more than a few services and activities! 

Just yesterday we celebrated the triumphant entry of Jesus into Jerusalem where throngs of worshipers proclaimed 
Him King.  In some Christian traditions like mine (Anglican), we move from that great celebration into Holy Week, a 
time set aside to remember the steps Jesus walked to Calvary’s cross.   Instead of jumping quickly from Palm 
Sunday to Easter, this is a week when we press the “pause” button so we will have time to reverently ponder the 
suffering of our Lord which led to His cruel crucifixion.  Holy Week is when we remember that in just a short, few 
days’ time, the same crowd who cried “Hosanna!” would cry “Crucify Him.” 

This Holy Week is more poignant for me than ever before.   I found myself deeply moved by the well-familiar 
Passion Narrative as it was read at our church services yesterday.  I can’t help but notice how many references 
there are in the Gospels to the physical suffering of Jesus.  How many times He was sorely beaten with fists and 
sticks, lacerating His entire body.  How He was spat upon over and over again.  His futile attempt to carry His own 
cross as the bar was placed upon His back and the open, bleeding flesh exposed by Roman whips and lashes.  And 
then the nails that secured Him to the cross as His human body eventually bled out.  His thirst at the last.  His 
inability to even take in breath. 

Suffering.  Physical, human suffering.  So contrary to the triumphant nature of Palm Sunday and the glorious 
celebration of Easter, yet a crucial part of the story of our Savior.  I think one of the reasons so many churches jump 
quickly from Palm Sunday to Easter without time to mark the suffering of Jesus is that we just don’t like to think 
about suffering.  The deep, incomprehensible human suffering of Jesus seems so incongruous to us when held in 
the same hand as His riding into Jerusalem on the back of a colt, or emerging victorious from an empty tomb. 

My boss, the Rev. Richard Crocker is fond of saying, “You don’t know how good the Good News is until you have 
first heard the bad news.”  He has a point.  And in the great messianic prophecy, Isaiah 53:10 tells us the great, bad 
news about the suffering of Jesus when he said, “it was the LORD’s will to crush Him and cause Him to suffer 
…”  (NIV).   Yes, this is bad news indeed – the suffering of Jesus was intentioned by the will of His Father!  Yet in 
the next verse, the prophet gives us the great Good News which emerges from Christ’s suffering, “As a result of the 
anguish of His soul … My Servant will justify the many, as He will bear their iniquities.”   Out of the suffering of our 
Lord Jesus, our redemption was born! 

This year I am finding that there are secrets in suffering.  In my own journey of suffering, I am seeing the truth and 
beauty of Christ’s suffering illuminating my own.   What is true and beautiful about the suffering of Jesus?  From His 
great suffering came my redemption and in the Messianic prophecy of chapter 53, Isaiah declares that by His stripes 
I am healed!    If this truth and beauty can be found in the suffering of Jesus, there can be truth and beauty in my 
own human suffering … if I will look to find the secrets hidden there. 

Let me end with this: 

After I lost my hair to chemotherapy, I found two port wine stain birthmarks hidden on the back of my head – one 
large birthmark just above the hairline and a smaller one more to the top of my head.  My mother remembers them 



from my infancy and she says she always considered that I had been “kissed by Jesus,” a thought that warms my 
heart. 

Even though these birthmarks were real and true, they had been hidden for almost 60 years.  Only suffering brought 
them to my awareness.  Now they are no longer hidden from me – I see them every day, sometimes multiple times 
a day.  How like that are secrets which are true and beautiful but hidden from us except when suffering reveals 
them? 

Philip and I are anxious to spend this Holy Week pondering the suffering of Jesus and allowing His suffering to 
illuminate our own.  We are anxious to discover secrets in the suffering and to let those secrets come to our 
awareness, so that like my port wine stain birthmarks, we will see them every day, many times a day ... hopefully for 
the rest of our lives. 

With blessings for this Holiest of Weeks, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stripped... 

Written Apr 5, 2012 9:36am by Cathie Young 

In this Holy Week, today is Maundy Thursday.  The name comes from the Latin word “maundatum” for 
“commandment.”   This is a day set aside for remembering the Last Supper of our Lord Jesus and the words He 
said to His disciples after sharing with them the Passover meal and washing their feet in His great act of servant 
leadership.  “I give you a new commandment; that you love one another.  As I have loved you so you now must love 
one another.” (John 13:34)  It was on the evening of this day that Jesus anguished in the Garden of Gethsemane 
and asked the Father, if it were possible, to remove the cup of suffering He was about to face.  Yet in a final act of 
submission that sealed His fate, and ours, He added, “Yet not My will, but Yours be done.”  It was in this humble act 
of submission in one Garden (Gethsemane) that the consequences of an act of rebellion in another garden (Eden) 
were reversed for all who will follow our Lord.  To God be the glory. 

On this day, our church comes together for a Seder meal, which is a Christian re-enactment of the Passover meal 
that Jesus shared with His disciples on Maundy Thursday.  Our head pastor will lead the congregation through a 
meal similar to the one Jesus would have eaten and one which Jewish people had shared since the time of Moses 
and the exodus from captivity in Egypt. 



After that meal in our Fellowship Hall, our congregation will move to the church for the ceremonial “Stripping of the 
Altar” – a fancy name which means the clergy, dressed in black robes, will remove from the front of the church all 
external adornments such as flags, candles, crosses and the like.  This poignant little ceremony is done silently but 
quickly, reminding us that after eating the Passover meal the Jews took belongings from their home and escaped 
Egypt silently but quickly in the night.  It also reminds us that Jesus Himself after the Passover meal was arrested in 
the night and stripped of all external garments and comforts as He was tried, beaten, and crucified for us. 

“Stripping” is a harsh word.  Our current culture has added to it a sexual connotation, but in its original intent, the 
word depicts well what happened to our Lord.  Every manner of covering and comfort were torn from Him in the time 
between Maundy Thursday and Good Friday when He died at 3 in the afternoon.  All “externals” were stripped from 
Him – there was no place to hide, no solace, no comfort.  He was stripped, like that altar area will be tonight at St. 
James and many churches around the world. 

I will not be able to attend the Seder Meal or be a part of the ceremonial Stripping of the Altar this year.  With my 
chemo regime, I must make hard choices about energy expended especially at nighttime events and so this year, 
these Maundy Thursday events are stripped from my personal calendar.  I will be there in spirit, but physically in my 
home, pajamas, beanie cap and with my heating pad.  I am sad but not bereft because I am learning 
wonderful things in this hard time.  There is indeed gold in the road! 

This year I am relating in a deeper way to this concept of being “stripped.”    Chemotherapy has a way of stripping 
you.  It strips you of many externals – like hair, for goodness sakes!  It strips you of energy.  It strips you of physical 
comfort.  It strips you of the ability for normal life.   It strips you of being able to be a part of what you have always 
loved being a part of. 

As hard as this may sound – and it is hard – there is emerging a deeper ability to relate to our Lord.  His suffering of 
course was beyond anything I am personally acquainted with or ever will be!  But as I view myself now without hair, 
with un-lovely scars on my body, with pain or discomfort that I cannot escape and with weakness that besets me 
and sometimes immobilizes me, I think of Him and all He suffered out of love for me … and you.  Jesus was 
stripped of all human comfort.  He could have escaped the pain, but He chose to endure it for me … and you.  Jesus 
was left without covering, naked and exposed to the cruel realities of a world that hated Him and He chose this path 
of suffering for me … and you. 

I didn’t choose cancer and if I could have escaped chemotherapy, I would have.  But in the midst of it, I hear the 
words of Jesus down through the tunnel of time, saying with submission, “Yet not my will, but Yours be done.”  And 
there is great comfort in this for me.  You see, I don’t walk this path of suffering without my Jesus having walked it 
before me.  I don’t go where He has not gone ahead, preparing a way for me.  Jesus submitted to the will of the 
Father and endured suffering and shame for me ... and you.  And in this is found the gold in the road.   Because of 
what He has done for me, I can now submit to the will of the Father and endure my own little suffering and shame. 

There is a prayer we Anglican Christians pray especially at Good Friday services.  It rather says it all:  “Lord Jesus 
Christ, You stretched out Your arms of love on the hard wood of the cross that everyone might come within 
the reach of Your saving embrace:  So clothe us in your Spirit that we, reaching forth our hands in love, 
may bring those who do not know You to knowledge and love of You; for the honor of Your Name.  Amen.” 

I pray you know the love of this God-man Jesus who suffered and died because He loved YOU.  If perhaps you 
don’t know Him, but would like to experience this love worth dying for, please contact me either by my personal 
email at cyoung@stjamesnb.org or by calling my mobile phone at 949 279-1246.  Although I am suffering this year 
with the ramifications of cancer, I am confident of the love of Jesus which keeps me in this time of trial.  I would want 
that for any and all who read this medical blog. 

I’ll post again on Holy Saturday! 

With love and Holy Week blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

mailto:cyoung@stjamesnb.org


 

 

 

 

He's so big but cares for the smallest of things... 

Written Apr 9, 2012 11:31am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I told you I would post on Holy Saturday, but was having such a jewel of a day with my Prince Philip that I never got 
around to posting!  I’d ask your forgiveness, but time with the love of my life calls for no apology, does it? 

I thank you for your prayers, because after a delightful, restful day with Philip, I had energy to serve at all three of 
our glorious Easter Sunday services at St. James.  And glorious it was!  I felt at least a double, maybe even triple 
thrill in being with the Body of Christ for Easter this year.  Why?  Two reasons:  First, I knew that Easter Sunday 
could have fallen in a time when fresh from chemo infusion, I may not have had the energy to be present.  Secondly, 
I remember 2011 when I was scheduled for shoulder surgery and had a severe exacerbation on Palm Sunday so 
was in bed, medicated and missed Easter last year!  So this year, I must have looked like I’d swallowed the sun, I 
was so joyful!  God is so good – as I’ve said before “crazy good!” 

So today I am rejoicing that our God is so BIG and mighty and powerful and glorious, yet He has an eye to 
take care of the smallest details of our lives.    

The loss of being with my brothers and sisters last year gave me increased appreciation for the glory of being 
present to celebrate the Resurrection of our Lord this year.  And that pesky shoulder exacerbation and 
subsequent surgery?  Well, that surgery was incredibly important.  You see, it repaired my left shoulder – I had not 
been able to lift weight on that side for several years.  The surgical repair last April has given me a strong left 
arm.  Why is that such a big deal?  Dear Ones, after lymph node removal at my mastectomy in January, I must not 
lift or carry weight with my right arm.  I even wear a medical bracelet which insists on no needles or blood pressure 
cuffs on that arm.  God knew that I would need a strong left arm and He took care of that detail for me in last year’s 
surgery. 

Do you see how it works?  When we have eyes to see, we will realize that although our God is BIG and vast, 
He pays attention to the smallest of details in our lives. 

Something else happened this weekend that makes me aware of our BIG God and yet how He pays attention to the 
smallest of details.  My Uncle Bill, married to my mother’s sister, went home to be with the Lord on Easter Sunday at 
age 87.   He is the first of that generation on this side of the family to die so it's a big deal to us.  But how he died 
was a bigger deal and gives testimony to our Lord’s attention to the details.  First, he died in his own home of many 
years and in the bed he and his dear wife, my Auntie Helen, had shared in their 67 years of Christian 
marriage.  How sweet is that? 

My Uncle Bill had “ALS” also known as Lou Gehrig’s disease which attacks the nerve cells in the brain and spinal 
cord that control voluntary muscle movement.  He had lost the ability to swallow for some time.   At the time of 
his death, he was a shadow of the big man he used to be.  Uncle Bill loved Jesus and he was ready and anxious to 
see His Shepherd and Savior face-to-face. 

The night of his death, my Auntie Helen spent time saying her loving goodbyes and as she left the room, she turned 
to see Uncle Bill, previously unable to use his muscles, lifting both his arms straight up toward heaven.   This 



repeated itself two more times over the next few hours!  Then in the moments just preceding his final breaths, my 
Uncle Bill swallowed not once but two times!  My family rejoices that God gave bold demonstration that muscles 
which had not worked for some time had been touched by Jesus in the moments before death.  In one sense, my 
uncle was healed before the Lord took Him to heaven!  Our God pays attention to the smallest of details! 

But the biggest, little detail of all?  My Uncle Bill wanted to die on the day of our Lord’s resurrection.  It had been 
a prayer he had prayed.  And so, in the early hours after midnight on Easter Sunday, April 8, 2012, my Uncle Bill 
lifted his arms straight up to heaven, swallowed twice, and breathed his last in his own home, in his own bed, and 
surrounded by his loving family who prayed him on his way into heaven! 

One faithful man’s prayer being answered by a BIG God who pays attention to the smallest of details. 

Dear Ones, if our God can do this for me and for my Uncle Bill, what is He ready to do for you?  Yes, God is BIG, 
but He is concerned about the smallest of details in your life.  What matters to your heart matters to His?  Isn’t it time 
we all began to see how loving He is and how attentive He is to the smallest of things?  What little thing has He 
done for you this Easter?  What little detail can you give to Him today knowing that if His eye is on the sparrow, He 
is certainly watching out for you? 

For my Uncle Bill Elton who today sees His Risen Savior face-to-face:  
Into Your hands, O merciful Savior, we commend Your servant Bill.  Acknowledge, we humbly beseech you, a 
sheep of Your own fold, a lamb of Your own flock, a sinner of Your own redeeming.  Receive him into the arms of 
Your mercy, into the blessed company of everlasting peace, and into the glorious company of the saints in 
light.  Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For the sake of others... 

Written Apr 12, 2012 8:01am by Cathie Young 

Dear Friends and Family, 

Well, so far this has been a quintessential pastor’s week!  By that I mean that this week has already been filled with 
many and varied ministry.  I’ve met with two couples who will be married at St. James to begin their three-month 
pre-marital counseling process.  On Wednesday I preached and celebrated Holy Communion at our Noon 
service.  Today I’ll officiate at a funeral, finalize Sunday’s bulletins, complete paperwork for new members to be 
welcomed on Sunday, and work with our small group ministry leader to make sure all the details are set for our 
launch of the church-wide program “40 Days of Love.”  And it’s not even Friday yet! 

All of that to give God praise that I’ve had the energy and endurance for a full and marvelous week of ministry – all 
to His glory.  Thank you for your faithful prayers which have kept God’s hand of blessing upon me and my health.  I 



commented to Philip in our prayer last night that I was so grateful I have been infection-free during this time of harsh 
chemo – and he has too!  Praise the Lord. 

I ask that you keep up the prayers for my final A & C infusion which comes this next Tuesday.  Because of the 
increased severity of the way the infusion affected me last time for the first few days, we anticipate that I might have 
a few rough days.  But remember, your prayers were powerful to give me a remarkable recovery from those days 
last time and my energy bounced back quickly and significantly, so please pray that this happens again! 

Great news:  my darling sissy Joanie will fly down to be with me through this infusion!  She arrives on Saturday (just 
two days away!) and will be with me for the 4-hour infusion and will be there to keep a watch on me for about a 
week.  We originally scheduled this because Philip had been given an out-of-town assignment for that time.  Since 
then, Philip’s trip was cancelled so I’ll have my two favorite people in the same house at the same time!  Am I 
blessed or what?!  And I’ll have Joanie to give me some mothering when I may not feel my best which is a huge 
blessing.  Pray for her safe travel please and that her dear hubby and family will be blessed in spades for their 
sacrifice once again of offering her to care for me. 

The Lord continues to be very near to Philip and me in this time and I have received so many posts, notes and cards 
from you sharing what this blog has meant to you.  One email in particular, from a friend who suffered her own 
journey of breast cancer, meant the world to me.  In it she shared that her journey was very different from mine – 
filled with darkness and fear.  Through this CaringBridge blog, she has experienced the Lord healing her from the 
inside-out of those old, dark memories and now she is able to share in freedom with others about her cancer 
storm.  When I read this email I said to Philip, “It’s all worth it.  I would go through this again if it meant healing for 
one.”  And I really mean it. 

Here’s the deal – when you are called on by God to go through something awful and traumatic, it remains awful and 
traumatic until you see it being used for good in the life of another.  My friend and fellow pastor, Bishop Todd 
Hunter, whose dear wife has passed through her own cancer storm, has a ministry he has dubbed, “For the Sake 
of Others.”  I’ve always loved that ministry title but it was after I received that email I understood it in a way I’d not 
before.  When our lives, even the bad stuff, can be used by God “for the sake of others,” it makes everything 
meaningful and worthwhile. 

Cancer is gnarly.  It is ugly, dark, painful, and downright evil.  Yet, when I give God my gnarly, ugly, dark, painful and 
even evil stuff, He can take it, mold it and shape it into something worthwhile, meaningful and life-changing “for the 
sake of others.”  When that happens, I don’t see only the ugly or dark parts of my journey.  I see a Light that shines 
from the center of my pain out to others who are touched by that Light and their journey is made easier because of 
my pain.  How crazy good is that? 

That Light that shines, by the way, is the Light Jesus Christ.  As the old song “I Want to Walk as a Child of the Light” 
says, “In Him there is no darkness at all.  The night and the day are both alike.  The Lamb is the Light of the 
City of God.  Shine in my heart, Lord Jesus.” 

Shine on, Jesus, Shine on! 

Lots of love and blessings, 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

No regrets... 

Written Apr 14, 2012 7:51am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

It’s Saturday and I am in my prayer chair enjoying the Lord’s presence and anticipating a really wonderful day.  This 
morning is an Executive Committee meeting for our diocese – for the non-Anglicans out there, I’m a member of a 
board of advice for our bishop who oversees the Western states in our Anglican jurisdiction.  After that, I head to 
Irvine for the afternoon ballet performance of our goddaughter Mandy Evans.  In the meantime, Philip will pick up my 
dear sissy Joanie at the airport and she’ll join me for Mandy’s performance.  Yippee!  Hopefully a little rest later in 
the afternoon and a quiet evening with my two favorite people – Philip and Joanie.  Sounds like a great day. 

Once again, I ask for your prayers for my Tuesday infusion coming up.  The general thought is that chemo tends to 
be accumulative, meaning #4 infusion may hit harder than #2 or #3.  But prayer has proved powerful, so I’m asking 
for your prayers for minimal side effects and a very speedy recovery from this last A & C infusion.  After we’ve 
cleared the deck on this chemo, I’ll begin to ask your prayers for the next round of chemo which will be weekly 
infusions of a drug called Taxol for 12 weeks.  But I’m learning to live day by day, so I don’t spend much time 
anticipating the next drug until we’ve completed the first one!  Thanks for your prayers. 

I wept in my prayer chair yesterday for the first time in maybe a couple of months.  And this time, the tears weren’t 
out of physical pain or emotional trauma.  Instead, they were those tears that come when you discover a truth deep 
within you that breaks through to your conscious mind and you are moved by its sheer force and brightness.  I had 
been thanking the Lord for His closeness through these last four months and for the ease I now experience, both in 
accessing His presence and living constantly in it.  He had been speaking to me about how easy it truly is to live in 
this constant state of His nearness – and how this cancer storm has shown me the way to find such ease and 
delight in Him. 

I was enjoying this little conversation when suddenly a bright truth broke through to my understanding:   I HAVE NO 
REGRETS!  It really hit me hard – with such a force that the tears couldn’t help but come.  For a moment my mind 



did one of those helicopter sweeps over the diagnosis, the surgery that produced both pain and loss, the 
pronouncement that cancer was in the lymph nodes, the chemo, the anticipation of more chemo, the dramatic life 
changes, the radiation, more surgery, more surgery after that – and in the midst of it all was this truth that shone 
brighter than anything else:  I HAVE NO REGRETS.  Every sin has been forgiven; every loss is being 
redeemed.  I HAVE NO REGRETS. 

It may sound little or silly, but for me, it was such a gift.  You see, regrets can weigh you down.  They stick to you 
like the stale smell of someone’s cigarette or the fish cooked for last night’s dinner.  They cloud your vision so you 
can’t see the brightness of each new day.  They steal away precious hours and days and nights and … life.  I don’t 
know about you, but I don’t have any hours or days or nights or … life to lose.  I want to keep every moment God 
gives me this side of heaven.  So regrets are a waste.  And I’m glad I don’t have them. 

Psalm 16:5 says, “LORD, You have assigned me my portion and my cup; you have made my lot secure.”  I know 
that when bad things happen to good people, it’s so tempting to say, “why me?” But for me, to know that although 
God didn’t give me this disease, He DID assign me this journey is a true comfort.  He is the one who knows me best 
and He knows how to keep my lot secure. 

The New Living translation renders that same verse this way, “LORD, You alone are my inheritance, my cup of 
blessing.  You guard all that is mine.”  I like that.  And I guess that’s the reason I don’t have any regrets.  The very 
best I have in life is found in Him – His nearness in this disease is my cup of blessing.  And I’m not worrying about 
my losses right now – after all, He guards all that is truly mine.  Why should I spend precious moments being 
anything but grateful to the God of no regrets? 

Much love this day, many thanks for your prayers!  I’ll tell Joanie you say “hi!” 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Changing of the seasons... 

Written Apr 17, 2012 8:02am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Praise God today has arrived!  This afternoon is the 4th and final of my A & C chemo infusions!  There are still 
twelve weekly Taxol treatments yet to come, but these are reported to be less traumatic than what I finish 
today.  Those who have walked this path before me say that after this treatment, I’ll feel like I’ve made it through the 
worst of the storm, so I’m anxious for this day and week to pass. 

I received a gift from my chemo coach Bob Boragno and his wife Cindy.  The gift actually came on Easter but after 
opening it, I reserved it for this 4th infusion time.  The gift was a set of the softest pillow cases ever made and on the 
pillow cases was beautifully written a line from the great hymn Amazing Grace, “Grace has brought me safe thus 
far.”  And indeed it has been the grace of God that has accompanied Philip and me every step of this journey, every 
day of this cancer storm.  I praise the Lord who has brought us safely this far in this cancer storm and indeed will 
keep us until all is well once again! 

PLEASE PRAY that this infusion will be uneventful.  Pray that my porta-cath continue to do its job without 
difficulty.  Pray that this infusion will not hit hard and that my side effects will be minimal.  Pray that I recover quickly 
and that my strength returns speedily.  Pray for both Philip and my sissy Joanie who is here this week to be with me 
in the infusion hours and to keep an eye on me afterward.  Thank you for your faithful prayers.  Tonight I will sleep 
on those soft pillow cases that remind me of your prayers which have ushered in God’s grace for me at this time.  I 
am ever grateful. 

When I began this journey, the maple trees outside my window, perfectly in view from my prayer chair, were winter 
barren and without apparent life.  I remember thinking, praying and posting how much like my life those trees 
seemed.  They were icons for me as I faced my diagnosis, surgery and treatment.  I felt barren and without apparent 
life.  The Lord assured me then that new life would come but in order for that to take place, first a death of sorts 
would need to occur – the death of life as Philip and I knew it before cancer. 

Jesus in John 12 said this, “The hour has come for the Son of Man to be glorified.  Unless a grain of wheat falls to 
the earth and dies, it remains alone; but if it dies, it bears much fruit.”  He was speaking of His own death and 
resurrection from the dead which would bring new life to all who confess His name.  But this truth is so brilliant and 
so vast; it is reflected even in creation which surrounds us.   All I have to do is look outside my prayer chair window 
to see that it is true.  The death each year of those luxuriously green branches is a promise of the new life that 
comes with the changing of the seasons from winter to spring. 

This morning as I look out my prayer chair window, I see green again!  The maple trees are once again alive with 
new growth.  Spring has arrived indeed. 

And this great truth of which Jesus spoke is true for me also.  I am like the maple trees that just a few months ago 
were barren and without apparent life.  As they stretch out their once again luxuriously green branches, I see with 
my eyes the promise God is making to me.  My winter has not yet fully passed, but spring is on its way.  And the 



days of green growth and new fruit are coming!    Death no longer has a hold on me.  Because of what Jesus did 
when He burst free from that tomb 2000 years ago, I am breaking free from the death grip of cancer.  New life is 
coming.  Praise the Lord; the seasons are changing from winter to spring! 

May God’s great promise of new life bring you comfort, strength and resolve today! 

Spring blessings, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Musical infusion chairs and calm in the storm... 

Written Apr 18, 2012 11:15am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

A quick check-in on this morning after the 4th of 4 A & C chemo infusions!  Your prayers carried us through very well 
yesterday -- both in terms of the process for my infusion and for how God's kingdom came and His will was done in 
that infusion room! 

First, my sissy Joanie accompanied me which was a huge blessing to both of us sisters (!) as well as for the other 
gals getting their infusions. Yesterday it was musical chairs in the infusion room.  When we arrived at 
the oncologist's office, we met the sister of Terri who, as a mother of three young children was having her 
first chemo infusion to shrink her tumor before a double mastectomy.  Terri's sister and Joanie and Philip (who was 
there to get us settled in) had prayer for her in the waiting room.  Precious time.  Pray for Terri who I will 
undoubtedly meet again at future infusions. 

In the infusion room was Michelle, the Asian woman I've spoken of before who was having her last -- that's the 
FINAL -- infusion after two rounds identical to the chemo I am having.  Her bilateral mastectomy will come 
next.  Joanie, Philip and I met her brother who was visiting from Australia and Philip prayed for Michelle before 
heading back to work.   Before she left I got to pray for her and we blew a noisemaker which my chemo coach 
Tina Moody had sent with me to celebrate my last A & C infusion.  It came in handy for more than just me -- God 
knew Michelle would love it.  He's like that, our God! 

Joanie, Michelle and I were joined by Donna, a Christian gal from Rock Harbor church in Costa Mesa.  Donna has 
already had her surgery - a lumpectomy - and is following up with four infusions, one every three weeks.   Then 
she'll be done, praise the Lord.  But she had all kinds of questions about loss of hair, eyelashes and the like.  At one 
point Donna asked a question of Michelle and then backed away saying, "Oh, I'm sorry, that's too personal to 
ask."  To which Michelle and I both replied, there's nothing too personal to ask in a chemo infusion room filled with 
women!  Donna and I got a chance to pray together joined by Joanie and Michelle. 

Joanie was then asked to leave while Debbie, the young woman I met at the last infusion was brought in.  Like 
Michelle, she'll finish her chemo and then have a bilateral mastectomy.  She has all kinds of questions and fears, so 
I love having a chance to share hope with her -- I even showed her my scars (!!!) so she could see that they really 
aren't as bad as she was picturing.  She's like a little sponge soaking up any hope and encouragement she can 
get.  I prayed with her when she was done. 

Joanie was asked to rejoin us after Michelle and Donna left and then came Jennifer, an attorney with teenage 
children, who had a rugged round of chemo to shrink a tumor, then found that the tumor remained unchanged so 
had a single mastectomy and now is back on more rugged chemo.  She shows the weariness of the journey.  As 
she sat down in the infusion chair, her body language showed she was not wanting to join in the chatter.  But soon, I 
could see the corners of her mouth opening into a smile and pretty soon, she curved her legs under her in a sign of 
comfort and willingness to join in.  She and I share the same breast surgeon and plastic surgeon so we had good 
conversation about our docs -- and about mastectomies and reconstruction.  She was open to our God-conversation 
although cautious.  I look forward to out paths crossing again -- prayer will be in order next time! 

So it was a great Kingdom day once again in the infusion room.  Our oncologist nurse who takes care of all of us 
said it was a room full of laughter yesterday.  In some ways, we become like a really good church small group.  It's 
composed of some who are strong, some who are weak and all who are needing a place to belong and a place 



where faith can be strengthened in the midst of a hard and often long cancer storm.  Yes, Christian 
discipleship CAN happen in a chemo infusion room!  Alleluia! 

MY HEALTH:  I told my hubby and my sis that infusions 1 and 2 hit like a baseball bat.  Infusion 3 was more like 
getting hit with a truck.  Infusion 4 was more like ... well, a train track comes to mind.  BUT by #4, there is no more 
trauma or fear.  We know how to cope with the chills and weakness and we can keep the nausea at bay.  So with 
sissy Joanie's help, I am calm in the midst of the storm.  Please pray that this calm continue and that my 
weakness abate.  I would love to be up to serving once again at this Sunday's services. 

Please pray for my new friends -- Terri, Michelle, Donna, Debbie, and Jennifer.  We are unlikely sisters in an 
uncommon people group.  I am now a member of their tribe and linked with them in a mysterious timing planned 
before the foundations of the world by the Triunal Godhead.  None of us would have chosen being a part of this 
common club, but I am grateful for my companions on this journey.  Pray for them that they may find the calm in the 
midst of the storm that my Savior Jesus has given to me. 

With love, grace, and hope abounding, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Over the hill... 

Written Apr 20, 2012 9:30am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 



I remember a particular Palm Sunday years ago when after almost a decade of being away from the Lord, I found 
myself, like a prodigal child, coming home to the Faithful Father.  I felt myself come up over the hill and saw Him 
running toward me with arms outstretched.  The embrace of God is like liquid love -- it bathes the body and the 
soul.  It is without a doubt the greatest experience known to humankind. 

Well, I had a moment like that this morning as I awoke knowing that I was coming up over another kind of hill.  This 
time it wasn't from a time spent away from God, but instead a time of hard chemotherapy -- 12 weeks in a harsh 
land where the Lord sustained me on a very difficult leg of this cancer journey. 

My last A & C chemo infusion was done on Tuesday and we weathered the storm of yesterday which is the roughest 
day in the cycle.   This morning the Lord's embrace is a celebratory one -- and that is a marvelous thing!  We've 
made it up over the hill and though there is more chemo to come, I am grateful that the toughest part of this storm 
has come to an end! 

I want to thank all who have prayed me through this time.  Again, there is more prayer needed for additional chemo, 
radiation and surgery, but God's great grace has been our constant companion in this time and I know your prayers 
have ushered in His presence in a marvelous and tangible way.  Thank you from the bottom of my heart. 

Pray for a return of my strength and energy in these coming days. 

Let's high-five and bump knuckles over this!  And as always, let's give God glory for all He has done! 

It's good to be up over the hill and feel His warm embrace! 

Blessings and love, 

Cathie, Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie 

 

 

Lashes dropping like rose petals... 

Written Apr 25, 2012 7:46am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I’ve entered the second week after my 4th A & C infusion and the rebuilding process continues.  I won’t lie – this last 
one was certainly the toughest and I am so grateful my sissy Joanie was able to be with us for this one – I really 
needed her!  She was an amazing caregiver, not only for the infusion itself but the rough days afterward.  It was a 
strange and beautiful blessing to have her with us for this leg of the hard chemo journey.  It just seemed right that 
she would be by my side.  As of yesterday, Joanie is safely back home with her hubby.  Thank you, Sissy – you’re 
the best! 

With this last infusion, it’s taking longer to get back on the energy track.  I’ve been blessed over these last several 
months to sleep well at night, but with this 4th infusion, I’ve struggled more with getting long, quality sleep, so that 
has slowed down my recovery.  But last night, praise the Lord, I slept long and very well, so I am hoping I can reap 
the rewards of that sleep, sweet sleep, and see some real progress. 

Also, the chemo has finally reached my eyelashes – they are dropping like little rose petals!  I missed the trauma 
that many women experience when their hair begins to drop out since I did a pre-emptive head shave before losing 
my hair.  But you can’t shave your eyelashes so I’m getting a taste of that sadness as I watch my lashes drop out 
one, two, and three at a time.  So another job Sissy Joanie had was getting me set up with fake eyelashes – oh my, 



what a joy (NOT!)!   I rather feel like I’m wearing a caterpillar on each eye lid – and when Philip and Joanie told me 
how natural they looked, I laughed because after all, the operative word in fake eyelashes is “fake!”  I know there 
are those out there who will tell me I can go without eyelashes – to which I say, “No, thank you.”  Everyone walks 
this journey in their own way and just as I have walked it with hair – albeit fake hair – I will walk it with eyelashes – 
albeit fake eyelashes! 

So I wore the caterpillars to the office for the first time yesterday and had a sweet meeting with my longtime friend 
Jill Austin.  As can happen when we two meet, we spoke of tender things and I got a little teary.  After she left, I 
happened to glance in a mirror and saw the results!  Evidently fake eyelash adhesive is not tear-proof because the 
right caterpillar (fake eyelash) had lifted up its little head at the inside near my nose and the left one had lifted up its 
rear-end at the outside near my hairline, oops, I mean wig line!  I was quite a sight!  It appears this pastor won’t be 
able to get moved to tears until about spring of 2013! 

So please pray that along with my wigs, I begin to make friends with my fake eyelashes.  I know that sounds like a 
funny request, but when you are going through this cancer journey, these little things can really become big deals 
emotionally.  You have so many losses and so many adjustments that a small, silly thing like losing your own 
eyelashes and having to wear fake ones can disturb and derail even the most spiritual sound among us! 

Please pray also that my body rebuilds this week.  Since our lead pastor is visiting his newest grandbaby in Virginia 
this week, I’ll officiate and preach at all three services this Sunday and need to be strong for that day.  And do you 
want to know something funny?  I am preaching on St. Paul’s declaration in 1 Corinthians 13 that “Love is Patient; 
Love is Kind.”  So as I am preparing that sermon, this preacher is preaching to herself as I practice patience with my 
own weakened body and dropping eyelashes!  And hopefully, I am practicing the kindness of God’s love to my 
husband and those around me.  Chemo difficulties or not, I am to demonstrate God’s love to others – a love which is 
patient and which is kind. 

So this morning, I’ll bat my beautiful fake eyelashes at you all and thank you with all my heart that you’ve chosen to 
show me the love of God by being patient and kind to this lady pastor.  I love each one of you. 

Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The presence of Jesus makes ALL the difference... 

Written Apr 27, 2012 8:11am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you for all your kind responses to my last CaringBridge post which talked about my loss of eyelashes!  I was 
moved by your guestbook posts and so glad to hear that some of you could laugh/cry with me.  Hearing from some 
of my brothers-in-Christ who reached out to comfort me in my loss of lashes was downright precious!  I loved all 
your comments but my favorite came from my pastor-priest, Fr. Jose Poch when he said, “Today's blog was very 
touching to me and the first thought that came to me was how your hair and your eyelashes may be fake but you are 
not.”  That was a real spirit-lifter, I’ll tell you.  May that statement always be so.  Thank you, Fr. Jose. 

When the Lord called me to take my reflections about this cancer storm from my personal prayer time and post them 
on CaringBridge, I knew two things.  First, He was calling me to spread Good News about how the presence of 
Jesus in a time like this can make ALL the difference.  And secondly, He was asking me to be authentic about how 
tough the journey can be in a storm that is long, hard, and yes, even life-threatening.  Now, those two things are not 
always easy to hold in tension with one another.  They can seem like opposites of sorts – sort of an impossible task 
to hold them both at the same time. 

But the great thing about our God is that He calls us to that which cannot be done in our own human abilities, but 
that which can be accomplished only through His Spirit.  It’s been a real privilege to be an authentically-cancer-
stricken-chemo-taking-Good-News-gal in these last few months.  I’m learning how to hold in one hand the severity 
of my circumstances and in the other hand the goodness and kindness of my Savior Jesus who makes ALL the 
difference. 

One of the keys to holding those two things in tension is a realization that it’s not hard to find something to be 
grateful for even on the toughest of journeys.  If our eyes are set to find God in the midst of our darkest days, a 
bright light begins to shine into that dark place.  But we must be intentional in looking to find Him! 

How like this is the story of the storm recorded in three Gospels:  Matthew 14, Mark 6, and John 6.  Jesus had just 
supernaturally fed five thousand hungry men, their wives and children which would have been equal to a small city – 
something around 12 or 13,000 people!  This was a big deal and a big day of ministry.  He told the disciples to get in 
the boat and He promises to meet them on the other side.  Did you catch that – He promised to meet them on the 
other side.   We need to remember in the storm what God promises us in the time of calm. 

Jesus goes to a quiet place to pray and in the night the weather changes – trust me, sometimes things get bad fast 
and unexpectedly – and the disciples are in the middle of a terrible storm and fearful of dying. 

Jesus supernatural sees them in their time of great danger and He comes to them – as He always comes to us in 
our time of great danger.  But the disciples evidently weren’t looking to see Jesus because as He nears their boat 



walking on the troubled waters, they actually mistake him for a ghost – silly disciples!  And we can be silly too, just 
like the disciples.  In the midst of our scary times, many of us don’t look for Jesus – we just don’t expect Him to 
show up.  The disciples almost missed their moment and how many times do we miss our moments, those precious 
times when God does show up but we’re too preoccupied with our circumstances to look for the presence of our 
kind Savior. 

Yes, Jesus calmed the storm in this story from the Gospels.  Take it from me, His presence makes ALL the 
difference.  And don’t forget, this is where Peter actually walked on water!  Now much is made of the fact that he 
also started to sink when he took his eyes off Jesus and began to look at the scary water, but folks, I’m pretty 
impressed that Peter did something I haven’t done and I bet you haven’t either – he did walk on water! 

So I want to look for Jesus to come to me every day in my cancer storm.  I don’t want to miss Him – not even 
once.  And I’d like to walk on these troubled waters.   I’d like to keep my eyes so focused on my kind Savior that 
even in the midst of scary things, I can keep my feet walking on top of my hard circumstances and not sink into 
them. 

I pray for you the same thing today. 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

P.S.  I and my caterpillar fake eyelashes are beginning our new relationship.  We’re not friends yet but I’m trying to 
be nice! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Will the real Cathie Young please stand up... 

Written May 1, 2012 9:10am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you so much for your prayers for my strength for Sunday.  Praise the Lord, I was able to officiate and preach 
at all three worship services as scheduled and the presence of the Lord was with us throughout the day.  As I’ve 
said before, Jesus makes ALL the difference and He was truly with us as we worshiped Him! 

I’d ask for your prayers for today when I see my oncologist and get some blood work done which will determine 
whether I am “good to go” for my second regime of chemo infusions beginning next week.  This next set is weekly 
for 12 weeks, but with a drug that should not be quite as much of a challenge as the first round.  I admit to having 
mixed feelings as I know it’s important to get on with this next round but oh boy, I’d sure like a few weeks without 
infusions!  Yet, in the words of my Jesus, “Not my will but Thine be done!” 

After a big day on Sunday, I needed to rest all day yesterday.  Philip commented in the evening that he knew I 
wasn’t quite myself.  You see, as the chemo weakness descends, this extrovert becomes an introvert and my 
“sparkly” personality … well, let’s just say it’s tough to find the sparkle!  We talked about how prolonged illness puts 
a damper on your personality, sense of humor, liveliness in conversation, and the like.   Those are the times I 
wonder where I’ve gone – who I am.  Sort of like the old television show, “Will the real Cathie Young please stand 
up?!” 

Now this morning I awoke and wanted to say out loud, “I’m BACK!”  Yesterday's rest has done its work and I’m 
feeling much more like me!  But I know either later today or perhaps tomorrow, I’ll feel once again like I’m not me 
and then after some more rest, I’ll be back again.  It’s a weird cycle but one that is becoming our “new normal.” 

So the Lord and I chatted about that this morning.  “Lord,” I said, “I know this cancer storm is changing me.  Who will 
I be on the other side?  Will I resemble the ‘old Cathie’?  Will I be able to recognize myself?   Who will ‘she’ be?”  He 
was very dear to remind me that this trial is intended by Him to refine me, not destroy or obliterate me.   I heard His 
word for me for this day, “The ‘she’ that will emerge at the end of this fiery trial will be the ‘you’ I have always 
intended.  Refining fire burns off the dross – that which is not needed.  The fire doesn’t change the true self.  It 
reveals it.” 

Today, that word is good enough for me.  When I feel like ‘me,’ I’m glad.   When I don’t, I’ll try to be patient knowing 
this trial is burning away my dross and revealing the true me.  Over time, that true self will emerge and she’ll be the 
one that comes out on the other side of this trial.  If she’s more like Jesus, I think I’ll like her just fine. 

I hope this is a word of encouragement if you are going through a test or trial right now.  I guess we need to learn 
not to fight against the changes, but instead to surrender to the changes and to trust that our kind Savior is doing a 
good work in us.  When we come out on the other side, our true self will emerge shining brighter than ever before. 

“Not my will but Thine be done.” 

Love and blessings today, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

We're on for next week... 

Written May 3, 2012 8:07am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 



Well, we're on for a new round of chemo to begin next Tuesday.  The oncologist is pleased with my progress in spite 
of the fact that this last A & C infusion hit hard (operative word:  hard) and I'm taking a little longer to recuperate and 
rebuild my strength. 

So next Tuesday I'll begin a new chemo regime with the drug Taxol.  It will be administered in 12 weekly infusions 
given on Tuesday afternoons.  Because Taxol sometimes has some potential first-time side effects, they'll watch me 
more closely the first time it's administered.  Along with the Taxol, I'll also be given a weekly steroid and a heavy 
dose of Benadryl which keeps any allergic reactions at bay. 

Now Taxol doesn't have the same harsh side effects as the A & C cocktail I've been on, but it does come with some 
potential side effects which I am asking that you hold up in prayer.  Taxol hits the neurological or central nervous 
system and folks can get pain and numbness in their hands, arms, legs and feet.  This can be really tough, even 
debilitating for some.  Would you pray that God keeps this side effect at a minimum?  I would so appreciate those 
prayers as I am anxious to resume more ministry.  God has been so good to allow me to function remarkably well 
through the A & C chemo, and your prayers have played such a huge part so I am asking for them again in this new 
round of chemo! 

Also, the steroids can cause weight gain and bloating.  Although this isn't a debilitating thing, you can imagine that I 
would love God to manage my weight in a healthy way and with the loss of hair, it would be great to not have to deal 
with a bloated face and upper torso!  I've taught for many years that what matters to our hearts matters to God's so 
I'm just laying this out there as a request from my heart to God's.  If you can pray that God take care of this aspect 
of the chemo reaction, I'd be most grateful. 

As I ponder this next round of chemo, I find myself looking at another wave of the storm.  Now, we've just gone 
through the worst of this cancer journey -- the major surgery and 12 weeks of A & C chemo was the worst of it and 
we're done with that.  So this wave is not the worst of the storm which we've survived by God's grace.  But it is 
another wave to anticipate when we're weary of the battle. 

So God's grace is essential to us once again.  The Lord reminded me yesterday how faithful He has been in these 
last months.  He reminded me that there is nothing to fear and that just as we survived well the last 12 weeks, so we 
shall make it these next 12 weeks -- one week, indeed, one day at a time. 

I don't know how folks who don't have Jesus do this.  And I am humbled beyond words to know that He is with 
me.  "What is man that You are mindful of Him?" says the psalmist.  Truly, I am just a little child in a very little boat in 
the middle of a very large, rocky sea.  But Jesus has come to be by my side and He will make certain I and my little 
boat make it safely to the shore. 

Thank you for praying for this little child and my little boat. 

Lots of love, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

Caterpillar encounters and new mercies... 

Written May 7, 2012 11:43am by Cathie Young 

Friends and Family, 

Yesterday was a doggone lovely day in God's house with God's people!  It was great to feel strength returning to my 
body and to feel just plain happy throughout all three worship services! 

I did have a small "caterpillar encounter" though.  Some of you may have read my post about the fake eyelashes I 
now wear since I lost my eyelashes to the last chemo infusion.  To wear the fake eyelashes carries its own trauma 



and inconvenience, one of which is that they feel a little like wearing caterpillars on your eyelids and the second is 
that the adhesive used to affix the lashes is not waterproof. 

So yesterday, we sang "I Want to Walk as a Child of Light" at the two earlier services which is one of my top five all-
time favorite hymns.  I've already decided it will sung at my funeral -- which, I trust, will only be after I have lived as 
promised according to Psalm 91:  "With long life I will satisfy her." 

Well, at the 9 am service, I got caught up in the beauty of that beloved hymn and as I sang robustly the chorus, "In 
Him there is no darkness at all.  The night and the day are both alike.  The Lamb is the Light of the City of 
God.  Shine in my heart, Lord Jesus," I was overwhelmed to the point of -- you guessed it -- tears.  And this was not 
a good thing as the tears took their toll on my right "caterpillar."   I had another service at which to serve and the 
whole time the right caterpillar's hind-end was sticking boldly up and out.  I would have peeled off the thing, but I 
would have looked very odd and the left one would have been so lonely! 

Stay tuned for more adventures of the joys of Caterpillar Encounters!  And yes, I am searching online for a 
waterproof adhesive... 

This morning I awoke remembering that God's Word promises us that "The steadfast love of the LORD never 
ceases; His mercies never come to an end; they are new every morning.  Great is Your 
faithfulness!"  Lamentations 3:22-23 

In times like this cancer storm those very familiar Biblical phrases like, "His mercies are new every morning" 
become promises which come to life and blossom before your very eyes like flowers in the spring.  There have 
been days in these last months that I've had to believe that promise with an exercise of my faith.  But in these last 
few days as strength has returned to my body and I feel the beauty of God's flow of life in me once again, I don't 
have to exercise my faith to believe it.   It seems as if His mercies are all around me -- like those spring flowers 
popping up in everyone's garden. 

I see God's faithfulness at every turn -- His mercy and grace in each moment -- and I am grateful that God has given 
me this day to remember that all of this is a gift from Him, a gift of His steadfast love for me.  "The Lamb is the Light 
of the City of God.  Shine in my heart, Lord Jesus." 

As we embark on another 12 weeks of chemo tomorrow afternoon, please pray that God's mercies accompany me 
to the infusion center.  Pray that Philip and I will be a blessing to all those God's puts in our path and that, once 
again, the Kingdom of God's kindness will greet all those we meet there.  Pray for Debbie as we give her the prayer 
quilt our Loving Ties Prayer Quilt Ministry made for her -- thank you, Marlene!  Pray for Jana, my oncology nurse as 
she administers the drugs to me and others.  Pray that my body will receive the medication well and that I will have 
no side effects.  

And please pray that Philip and I will continue to be faithful as we walk through yet another phase of cancer 
treatment.  We desperately desire to serve God well in this hard place.  Pray that our witness remains strong and 
that in our weak times, we will live exercising our faith and remembering that "His mercies are new every morning." 

May Jesus who loves you bless you this day, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God showed up in the Infusion Room... 

Written May 10, 2012 9:05am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you for your faithful prayers for my sake!  My first of my twelve weekly infusions with the drug Taxol went well 
on Tuesday.  First they administered a bag which contained an anti-nausea drug, a steroid, and a heavy dose of 
Benadryl which makes sure there is no adverse reaction to the Taxol.  Then came the Taxol.  The first time this is 
administered it takes longer because they are monitoring your reaction.  But no adverse reactions – just incredibly 
sleepy when we arrived home because of the big dose of Benadryl!  But I slept well Tuesday and last night was in 
bed very early to sleep well again.  I had no nausea or weakness, praise the Lord!  Keep praying for no side effects 
– your prayers are making such a difference! 

The time in the infusion center was really the best part – God continues to show up in amazing ways.  Tuesday was 
a time of laughter in the chemo infusion room, can you believe it?!  The ladies I shared the room with this time were 
anxious to talk and laugh about our common issues like baldness (wigs, scarves or beanies – what shall we 
choose?), lack of eyelashes (does anyone make a waterproof adhesive?), breast reconstruction (some opted for 
and some not) and … get ready, bowel movements or lack thereof!  Now that may be TMI (too much information) for 
you, but for women going through chemotherapy, these are important topics! 

And here’s what I discovered in the midst of these very human discussions:   God showed up!   It shouldn’t have 
surprised me that on the heels of sharing topics which seemed light years away from anything spiritual, every 
woman I met wanted to receive prayer before she left. 



As I held the hands of first Heather, the mother of a 2-year old who has had a bilateral mastectomy and now chemo, 
and prayed for her that God would meet her and strengthen her in her cancer storm, the Spirit of the Lord was 
there.  Then, Donna, a Christian sister, received prayer that her daughter's baby would be born during one of 
Donna's "good weeks" and there He was again!  Then He came for Nancy, the older woman I’d met on my first 
chemo infusion on Valentine’s Day.  And He came in a very special way for dear Debbie, who received a prayer quilt 
from our Loving Ties Prayer Quilt Ministry at St. James.  Filled with fear about her impending bilateral mastectomy, 
she hugged that prayer quilt the entire infusion and I assured her that as she placed that quilt over her, the prayers 
of God’s people would cover her and Jesus would bring His protection and grace.  She said, “I’m taking this with me 
to the hospital.”  Yes, Debbie, take the quilt with you to remind you that Jesus loves you and He walks this journey 
with you every step of the way. 

All this on the heels of simple conversation about baldness, fake eyelashes, reconstruction surgery and 
constipation!  What an amazing testimony to His grace!   And what does this say?  It says that Jesus came to this 
earth in human form and took upon Himself our physical “earth suit.”  It says that Jesus is not afraid to enter into 
human conversation about things that may seem little or trite or even base.  It says that what matters to our hearts 
matters to God.  And it says that if we are willing to share with others about the smallest of their concerns, God will 
ride in and open a door that is easy for us to walk through in order to share Jesus with others. 

And I guess more than anything else, it says to me that God has just been waiting to enter chemo infusion 
rooms!  He is anxious to go there on the lives of those of us who have been given a hard assignment.  Where 
people are suffering, God will call some to go as missionaries to bring the Good News of hope and salvation.  And 
others of us, He will call to go not so much as missionaries, but as “one of them” – asking us to join their people 
group, to enter into the same suffering, to know their pain because it is ours also.  And from that difficult but beautiful 
place, we can talk the same talk, share the same stories and then invite others into the comfort and hope we have 
found in Jesus Christ. 

As I’ve said in previous posts – this is now my people group.  They are me and I am them.  And as we share about 
the most human of our experiences in this cancer and chemo storm, I find such purpose and meaning in simply 
inviting Jesus Christ to be part of our time together. 

“Jesus said to His disciples, ‘The harvest is plenty, but the laborers are few.  Pray therefore that the Lord of the 
harvest will send forth laborers into His harvest.’”  Matthew 9:37-38   For the next twelve weeks, I’ll go into the 
harvest field that is found in a chemo infusion room.  I'm learning what a privilege it is to be a laborer here.  Pray for 
me that each time I go, God will show up and touch lives for the sake of His love and His kingdom. 

Please pray for Heather, Donna, Nancy and Debbie – and pray for our oncology nurse Jana, who knows the Lord 
and who is excited about what is happening on Tuesday afternoons in her infusion room! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Infusion #2 and eyes of love... 

Written May 15, 2012 7:42am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

The Lord awakened me this morning with the phrase "eyes of love" rattling in my head and running through my 
heart.  The accompanying picture that came to mind was my placing holy bread in the uplifted palms of my dear St. 
James family members as they came to receive Communion this last Sunday.  As I said to them the words, "The 
Body of Christ, the Bread of Heaven," I looked in their faces, my eyes meeting theirs, and knew I was seeing 
them through "eyes of love." 

It was in a similar moment years ago that I more acutely recognized my calling to the ordained ministry.  As a lay 
woman I was serving alongside the officiating priest who recognized that another person was needed to distribute 
Communion bread.  He handed me the plate and motioned for me to give bread to the people.  As I did I had a 
flashback to my childhood when I would go to my Daddy's closet and put my little girl feet into his big, big shoes and 
wear them around the house, clomping my way clumsily but with great pride and delight. For me, feeding God's 
people with holy bread has always been like that.  In the simplest of terms, I am walking in my Father's shoes, 
acting in my Father's stead, doing that which my Father does:  feed His people who are hungry for His loving 
presence.  So Sunday for me was again walking in Father's shoes, feeding His people and in that beautiful process, 
looking at them through His eyes of love. 

I think the Lord reminded me of that this morning to prompt me to use these same "eyes of love" as I go to the 
Infusion Room today for my second of 12 weekly Taxol infusions.  The fields are white with harvest there and I am 
to put on my Father's shoes and even though I may be a little clumsy, I am to do what He does -- love those dear, 
hurting ladies with a wild and crazy love -- a love strong enough that God's dear Son Jesus died to demonstrate it. 

I'm ready to do that.  In fact, maybe all my practice in my own dear congregation has served me well -- I've learned 
a lot about seeing others through God's great "eyes of love."  I can do this!  Maybe that's one of the reasons He has 
blessed me with this privilege. 

So pray today that I will serve Him well as I go into this harvest field.  Pray that I love well, listen well, and when 
needed, speak well for the Father.  And pray that my eyes show them His great love. 

And of course I do ask your prayers that this infusion will go well for my body and that I will have no side 
effects.  I've done well this last week and I'd ask that God give me the same gift this week.  I am learning that I still 
have to guard and reserve my energy, but your prayers have been answered and I am so grateful for God's mercy 
and grace for me. 

Seeing you today through His eyes of love, 



Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

Content in all things... 

Written May 17, 2012 9:22am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I must thank you for your prayers as I always do.  I feel so humbled that you would continue to visit this site and that 
you would continue to pray for Philip and me in our cancer storm.  I’m in awe of how God has met our every need 
and cared for us so remarkably. 

It dawned on me yesterday that of all the women I have met in the Infusion Room over these 14 weeks, I may be the 
only one who is able to continue to work fulltime and maintain a relatively full schedule.  I can’t recall another woman 
who hasn’t had to leave work and remain home during her chemo time.   This makes me realize how much strength 
the Lord has given me and I credit not only His grace, but also your prayers for this miraculous achievement.  I am 
also of course grateful to the leadership and people of St. James Church who have ministered their grace to me in 
this time when although I’ve kept a fulltime schedule, I have not been at my strongest during this time.   Their love 
has been amazing. 

Being content in all things – that’s something St. Paul wrote about in his letter to the Church at Philippi.  In his 
thanks to the people there who expressed concern for him, he said that he had learned to “be content in whatever 
circumstance.”  Then he added that amazing faith statement, “I can do all things through Him (Jesus Christ) who 
strengthens me.”  (Phil. 4:11, 13) 

Now I can’t say that I’ve gotten to that same point of contentment St. Paul expressed, but in this second phase of 
chemo treatment, I realize I am learning more about Paul meant.  The first phase was so rugged that our little boat 
in stormy waters was rocking much of the time and we just had to hold on and weather the storm.  It seemed all our 
energies were focused on making it through one day at a time.  And God really met us there – we held on to Him 
and He held on to us. 

But in this second phase, the storm isn’t raging quite so hard.  I always know I’m on chemo – my chest expanders 
are always uncomfortable, sometimes downright painful, and when we view the months ahead, we realize there is 
still a long way to go through this storm.  At the same time, God has given me a sense of divine purpose in my 
weekly “date” with Him at the Infusion Room where He loves on the dear women there, and my body is responding 
well enough to the chemo that I find myself tasting of that “contentment” of which Paul spoke.  I don’t love cancer 
anymore than St. Paul loved hunger or prison but I think I’m beginning to get what he spoke about to the Philippian 
Christians.  So today, I feel content in my circumstances … and that is a very great gift from my Father. 

My #2 Taxol infusion went well on Tuesday.  The Infusion Room was oddly quiet and I was alone with the oncology 
nurse for the first hour.  In the second hour I met Georgianna, a 40-year old mother of an 11-year old 
daughter.  Georgianna has gone through one phase of chemo, a double mastectomy, radiation and now more 
chemo.  She’ll have reconstruction surgery later this year and then be married in January.  While we were talking, 
dear Michelle came for some pre-surgery blood work.  Michelle is the Vietnamese woman Philip and I met at my first 
infusion on Valentine’s Day.  She is done with her extensive chemo and will have a bilateral mastectomy the end of 
this month.  After her blood draw, she came with hands outstretched asking for prayer.  We had a lovely time of 
prayer with Georgianna just feet away from us.  When Michelle left, I explained to Georgianna that I offered to pray 
for every lady I met in the Infusion Room and she was anxious to be prayed for before she left.  God’s Kingdom 
advanced on Tuesday – on the wings of your prayers! 



Please pray for Michelle that the Lord will care for her during her surgery and recovery.  Pray for a caregiver who 
can be with her in the first days and weeks after her surgery.  Pray for Georgianna that she will increase in her 
hunger for and knowledge of God and for her upcoming marriage. 

And pray for Philip and me as we continue to humbly learn from our Lord in this cancer storm.  Pray that we will be 
content in all our circumstances.  In the words of St. Paul in that same passage from Philippians 4, “You have done 
well to share with me in my affliction.”  Oh, how true that is! 

May the Lord bless and keep you this day, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Infusion #3 and another date with Jesus... 

Written May 22, 2012 8:38am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 



Well, it's hard to believe that after today, I'll be a quarter of the way through my 12 weeks of Taxol infusions!  What 
loomed out ahead of me as big, long and more than slightly intimidating has been dwarfed down to size and I am 
moving along well!  It's been very cool to watch how God took this chemo and in hands is making it to be not only 
do-able but an exciting adventure as He holds my hand in His and we walk through these weekly infusions. 

I look forward to today's infusion -- yes, you heard right!  I look forward to seeing what He will do and who He will 
bring across my path.  Please pray that I'll be faithful to simply be His humble servant, wanting to share His love and 
His hope with any and all I meet.  I continue to appreciate your prayers that I will tolerate the Taxol well and that I'll 
not have the difficult side effects that can accompany this chemo.  So far, so good and other than fatigue and some 
minor sleeplessness and chills at night, I am doing so well.  Please pray this good response continues!  I am one 
grateful, grateful woman. 

In this time, I continue to discover my relationship with the Lord changing and evolving into something new and 
different than I've known before.  As a "do-er" for the Lord and one who likes to accomplish for His sake, I am 
discovering a new way of "being" and "resting" and "abiding" in Him.  It is a deep-down change and although I still 
love to see Kingdom accomplishments, I don't have the inner energy reserve to accomplish as I did before, so I 
more often stand back in my spirit and say, "Lord, I'll show up if You do the work through me."  It's a beautiful thing 
to preach a sermon, pray for someone or even do a ministry desk task and find that I didn't really "do" it -- God did! 

I'm still learning about this new way but it reminds me of that sentimental little prayer piece that came out years ago 
called Footprints in the Sand.  Remember, it talked about seeing two sets of footprints in the sand except when the 
person was going through a really hard time and then there was just one set of footprints.  The person thought the 
Lord had abandoned them in those hard times until they heard the Lord say, "No, it was during those times I carried 
you." 

I feel as if I am being carried by the Lord in this time.  And I like it.  I've asked the Lord to keep carrying me 
throughout this entire cancer storm and when it is complete, to let me remain in His embrace so that I will not 
attempt to "do for Him" so much as to "be with Him".  In being with Him, I know I will "accomplish" more for the 
Kingdom than I ever could in my own strength. 

I'd love your prayers for me in that desire also.  Thank you again for your dear prayers -- they mean the world to 
me.  You mean the world to me. 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

Another rich time in the Infusion Room... 

Written May 24, 2012 8:15am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Tuesday’s infusion went well, praise the Lord!  Thank you for your prayers. 

The Lord has just completely changed my perspective about these 12 weekly infusions!  Anticipating His presence 
in the Infusion Room and realizing how much Jesus wants to be there has opened up a whole new sense of 
purpose and yes, excitement.  Tuesday I spent the entire time with just one woman, Debbie, who I have mentioned 
before.  It was a quiet day in the Infusion Room and Debbie and I were the only two there.  Debbie is the young, 
single woman who was diagnosed with breast cancer just six months after saying goodbye to her beloved father 



who she cared for fulltime during his two-year cancer illness, which eventually took his life.  She lives with her mom 
and after a long time of chemo will have a double mastectomy then radiation.  Debbie received a prayer quilt from 
our St. James Loving Ties Prayer Quilt ministry the last time I saw her. 

I now go to the Infusion Room with expectancy for who God wants to meet there and was touched deeply that He 
wanted to spend the entire afternoon with Debbie … just Debbie.  He loves her dearly.  We talked long and deeply 
about her time with her dad and about his death and dying.  He was a Catholic believer and had a strong faith in the 
Lord so it was good to share with Debbie what the Bible tells us about the death of a believer and the confidence of 
eternal life with the Lord.  I am fond of saying that our last breath on this earth is immediately followed by our first 
breath in heaven and was able to assure her that God’s promise of life everlasting with Jesus in heaven is true and 
reliable.  We also talked long and deeply about her own fear of death during her upcoming surgery and how Jesus 
wants to lift that fear from her.  We prayed together and I know that our time in the Lord’s presence will make a 
difference in her life.  What a privilege! 

I had another treat on Tuesday.  I saw the oncologist for a short exam before my infusion and she wanted to speak 
with me about the difference she and her nurses are seeing in the lives of the ladies on my Infusion days.  She was 
intentional to say that what takes place there is such a “blessing” and she wants me to consider taking my visits to 
other Infusion settings, like the larger one at Hoag Hospital.  I shared with her the understanding I am gaining from 
the Lord about this “people group” and how the Lord wants to go into these places with His love.  She said that 
these women need HOPE and that is what I bring. 

Now, dear ones, I know that it’s God through His Spirit who brings that hope, but I am exploding with joy that I get to 
carry His presence into that Infusion Room.  On Tuesday He wanted to love on one young woman who He watched 
care for her dear father to the point of his earthly death.  She demonstrated the love of Jesus Christ to her father 
and God desired that someone bring that same love of Jesus to her in her time of need.  I was just His messenger 
of love and hope to her on Tuesday.   How many more need His love and hope! 

Now a personal word of thanks – access to my porta-cath continues to go really well and I have yet to suffer any of 
the distressing nerve side effects some folks encounter.  No tingling, numbness or pain in my extremities.  Because 
the chemo is accumulative, I ask for your continued prayers for me that the Lord will spare me these side 
effects.  Every infusion and every day I am free of the side effects, I am so grateful.  I know your prayers are working 
and God is being so merciful to me. 

As I continue to walk through this cancer storm and experience the Lord’s presence in ways I could not when the 
seas were calm, I beg your prayers.  I am seeing that the “fields are white with harvest” and there are souls out 
there who need His love and hope more than I ever realized.  Please pray that God will profoundly bless my 
remaining weeks of chemo infusion – that many will come to know the love of Jesus Christ and that God will bring 
other believers into this harvest field to share the Good News that is Jesus Christ. 

Thanks so much for your love and prayers.  They are ministering to many! 

With love, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Small pleasures, big blessings... 

Written May 29, 2012 8:02am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Yesterday, Memorial Day, was a day of small pleasures which brought big, big blessings to this girl’s 
heart!  Breakfast out, sitting next to my hubby in a cozy booth at Mimi’s Restaurant on Brookhurst in Huntington 
Beach.  Then a stop at Kohl’s Department Store to pick up the yearly supply of socks and underwear for Philip that I 
always get for him at Christmas and which this last year got overlooked as we dealt with my cancer diagnosis.  Then 
I spent a couple of hours by myself wandering the aisles of Kohl’s and buying a few pairs of casual, summer capris 
and t-shirts to replace the ones I’d given to Goodwill because the chemo weight loss had rendered them too big!  A 
stop at Sprout’s natural food store for this week’s supply of fruit, veggies and chicken and then home to yes, 
barbeque some of that chicken.  A stop-by visit from our spiritual daughter Trina as I unpacked the groceries and 
then the most delightful late lunch with Philip in our backyard sitting on our outdoor furniture and eating BBQ 
chicken. 

As we were finishing lunch, Philip turned and asked me one of “those” questions.  You know the kind – the ones that 
pierce the air and you feel time just kind of stop as your heart flips and tears spring to your eyes.  “Is life all that 
you wanted it to be?”  Wow. 

Is life all I wanted it to be?  My head swirled and my tears began to fall.  Philip and I looked at each other and I 
saw tears in his eyes also.  In a few seconds time, I thought about our early years together living on Balboa Island 
and the Peninsula in charming beachside rentals and visits there from our Oregon family.  I thought about our 6 
months living in Singapore in the early 1990’s.  The years of futile attempts and the finally failed desire to have 
children of our own.  The early years at St. James as God cleaned out and redeemed our lives of our earlier years 
spent away from Him and His ways.  Being introduced to the deeper work of the Holy Spirit and how our lives 
changed and transformed as God began to show us our true identity and His purpose for us.  Years of pre-marital 



teaching and counseling together, affecting hundreds of couples.  Philip’s children getting married and having 
children of their own.   My ministry at St. James Church and years of seminary and finally, ordination to Anglican 
priesthood and the joys of finding what I was put on this earth to do. 

Then cancer and these last six months. 

After a long, teary silence I said there were three things to say in response to his question, “Is life all I wanted it to 
be?” 

The first was that “Life IS.”  After a life-threatening diagnosis, I am glad that I have life at all.  Life is precious and 
every day counts.  No one knows that more than someone who has been given news that something is threatening 
their very life.  I am grateful for every moment – each day sparkles like a jewel and even with difficulties and hard 
things, life is beautiful, a true gift from the Lord. 

The second was that “I wouldn’t change anything.”  I have loved every year with my dear Philip.  God gave me 
the Love of my life and being married to Philip and a lifetime with him has made every dream come true and granted 
every unspoken wish or prayer.  God also gave me a life of deep meaning and I have the privilege of touching lives 
for the sake of God’s Kingdom.  How great is that?  And now, with so many spiritual children, that empty space left 
in my heart from not having children of my own is full to overflowing.  There is no loss left in my life.  All has been 
redeemed.  Yes, I have everything I could ask, want, or desire.  I wouldn’t change anything. 

The third was that “My life is better now than before the cancer.”  When I think of where we are now and where 
we might be had I not gotten cancer, I would choose “with cancer” hands-down.  The nearness of God, the 
incredible kindness of His love and mercy, His display of greatness in the midst of this cancer storm, and the reality 
of how many more lives I am touching because of this dread disease … well, these are the things that leave me 
breathless.   I can look cancer in the eye and not blink.  I can say as did Joseph in the Genesis 50:20, “You 
intended to harm me, but God intended it for good to accomplish what is now being done, the saving of 
many lives.” 

Yesterday was the loveliest day I have had since I was diagnosed with cancer.  I had energy enough to do simple, 
little things like breakfast out, slow shopping, barbeque some chicken and have lunch in my backyard with my best 
boyfriend.  Small pleasures that you take for granted until a storm rises up around you and you find yourself stripped 
of simple pleasures for awhile.  Then the day comes when you feel yourself seeing above and beyond the 
storm.  And all that you can do is be quiet for a moment, cry a little, and with head bowed and heart humbled, thank 
God for His great mercy and grace. 

Yes, Philip, my life is all I ever wanted it to be …. and so much more.  Thank you, Dearest Heart of my Heart, for 
asking all the right questions. 

Today is #4 Taxol Infusion.  This means I will be a third of the way through this series of chemo!  Please pray for me 
as I go to get the medicine God is using to heal my body but more than that, as I go to deliver the Good News 
medicine that soothes the souls of my sisters in this cancer storm.  Pray that God will appoint and anoint every 
conversation and that He will touch many lives with the love of Jesus. 

Thank you for your prayers and for walking this amazing journey with me.  You are loved deeply – by the Lord and 
by Philip and me! 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

May this Journey Bring a Blessing ... 

Written Jun 1, 2012 8:37am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I'm always looking for how God is speaking to me -- it's sort of a preoccupation of mine.  I believe the Spirit of God is 
always communicating with us and it's up to us to learn the ways He speaks.  Sometimes that's through Scripture, 
sometimes it's through His quiet whisper in our soul, and sometimes it's through a song. 

As Philip and I travel through this cancer storm, we are discovering some important "themes" in our journey.  Some 
of the primary themes have been: 

 to live by faith, not fear 
 to know that although God did not give us the disease, He gave us the assignment to walk faithfully through 

the disease 
 to seek and find the gold in the road -- the treasures that God places in the midst of this hard path 
 to give God glory for all His goodness and loving-kindness to us no matter what 
 to love Jesus more every day 
 to make this storm count for His Kingdom - to bring and to be a blessing to others 
 to get to the end of this trial and find we are more like Jesus than before the trial began 

I am sure there are other themes that will emerge in the months to come, but these themes are the ones which 
are burned into our hearts as we approach the 6-month anniversary of my diagnosis last December 8.  And so, it 
was the sweetness of our Lord to speak to me in a way that moved my heart with great emotion as I discovered a 
song that said everything I would want to say about our journey thus far. 

It's MY SONG now and I now sing and pray it every day.  Written by Keith Getty and Margaret Becker, it's called 
"Jesus, Draw Me Ever Nearer" and was copyrighted in 2002 by Modern M. Music and Thankyou Music. 

The tune is lovely but I think just reading the words can convey to you why I've chosen it as MY SONG for this 
journey.  I pray it will be a blessing to you. 

JESUS, DRAW ME EVER NEARER 
by Keith Getty and Margaret Becker 

Jesus, draw me ever nearer 
As I labour through the storm. 
You have called me to this passage, 
And I'll follow though I'm worn. 



Chorus: 
May this journey bring a blessing. 
May I rise on wings on faith. 
And at the end of my heart's testing, 
With Your likeness, let me wake. 

Jesus, guide me through the tempest. 
Keep my spirit staid and sure. 
When the midnight meets the morning, 
Let me love You even more. 

Chorus: 
May this journey bring a blessing. 
May I rise on wings on faith. 
And at the end of my heart's testing, 
With Your likeness, let me wake. 

Let the treasures of the trial 
Form within me as I go. 
And at the end of this long passage, 
Let me leave them at Your throne. 

Chorus: 
May this journey bring a blessing. 
May I rise on wings on faith. 
And at the end of my heart's testing, 
With Your likeness, let me wake. 

May you listen for His voice today and may you be blessed to hear what He would say to you. 

With love and thanks, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

PS:  My #4 infusion went well and God gave me time with both Donna and Debbie in the Infusion Room.  God's 
presence continues to fill the room and love on these dear women.  I continue to be awestruck and amazed at how 
He wants to reach these ladies and am humbled that He would use me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Satisfying the hunger... 

Written Jun 5, 2012 7:29am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Today is Infusion #5 of 12!  Almost half-way through - amazing, simply amazing.  How God has turned this journey 
from something I almost dreaded to something that brings great joy and meaning -- well, as I said, amazing, simply 
amazing. 

Thank you for your continued prayers for no side effects from the Taxol chemo.  After 4 infusions, I still have NO 
nerve issues which are so common with this drug - no neuropathy in my feet, legs, or hands!  No black fingernails or 
toenails!  And no weight or water gain, praise the Lord Jesus! 

In an earlier post, I asked you to pray that the expected accompanying weight gain and steroid bloating would not 
happen for me which could admittedly sound a little vain.  But I was willing to be transparent, because after all we've 
been through, this was truly the desire of my heart.  Bald and lashless is one thing, but bald, lashless and bloated is 
another!  And some of you have been praying faithfully for this request which means so much.  Thank you. 

It's been hard to not gain weight on this chemo.  The steroids drive my hunger and I've had to be very disciplined to 
NOT develop a deep, personal friendships with unhelpful things like salty chips, cheesy pastas and gooey sweet 
treats.  I've had to limit my food to mostly veggies, fruits, and chicken.  Not exciting but it's working, praise the Lord. 

I'm also learning something very valuable in this food discipline:  How to satisfy my hunger with things other than 
food.  Proverbs 27:7 says this, "A person who is full refuses honey, but even bitter food tastes sweet to the 
hungry."  I have applied this verse to my spiritual life in this time.  In other words, I've chosen to eat of the spiritual 
and emotional discoveries of this cancer storm, even the bitter ones, rather than fill myself with the sweet, 
gooey foods I crave.  And I think it's working!  I find myself going deeper with God and satisfying my hunger with 
what He gives me instead of going to macaroni & cheese, cookies and ice cream for satisfaction. 

I suspect this is similar to a fast.  Fasting in the Bible is described as a method of "super-charged prayer."  The act 
of denial of our physical hunger is a powerful method to access the deeper satisfaction found in feeding our spiritual 
hunger.  In some ways, I am on an extended fast which is teaching me to feed on Jesus who my spirit craves, 
instead of the foods my body craves. 

Like much of my cancer storm, this is gold in the road as I travel the long passage God has given me.  Not only 
does my body benefit (bald but not bloated!), my spirit is reaping great rewards. 

So today's great learning according to Proverbs 27:7 -- when I am full of other things, chances are my hunger for 
God will be dulled and dimmed.  When I choose to limit the satisfaction I receive from other things like food, my 
hunger for God emerges as my "first and foremost."  And in seeking to satisfy my hunger in Him alone, I am never 
disappointed. 

Pray that today in the Infusion Room, I will be a loving, compassionate witness to the kindness of our Savior 
Jesus.  Pray that I will share His love lavishly and that there will be hungry souls waiting to be fed with His Spirit's 
presence and the hope found only in Him. 

With a grateful heart for your love and prayers, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A walk in the park... 

Written Jun 8, 2012 7:33am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Blessed greetings this Friday morning!  Philip and I continue to be touched that you visit this site and want updates 
not only on how I am doing, but also on what the Lord is up to in and through our lives.  Thank you! 

My Taxol treatments are going well and the Lord always shows up in the Infusion Room with His love and care.  It's 
just flat FUN to go and find out what He wants to do and who He wants to touch. 

This last Tuesday afternoon as I arrived, the oncology nurse said that one of her morning patients had been in touch 
with Michelle, the Asian woman who I shared many infusions with and who had a bilateral mastectomy the end of 
May.  Michelle was asking that I call her.  So I spent the first 20 minutes of infusion talking with dear Michelle on my 



cell phone -- just listening to her struggles, reminding her God was with her, and of course praying for her over the 
phone.  It's a huge privilege that she asked for a call. 

An Indian woman was in another chair during that call time -- a woman I'd not met before. (I'm sorry I don't 
remember her name -- chemo fog!)   She and her husband who came to sit with her were listening hard to my cell 
phone conversation.  After the call ended, she tearfully said "That was beautiful."  I explained God's little blessing in 
letting me pray for the ladies in the Infusion Room and a new relationship was born.  This was her first infusion and I 
will see her again.  Joining hands before she left and blessing her was a joy. 

Then Erin came into the room who was assisting in the front office.  She and I talked for most of an hour.  She used 
to work in the office and has gone on to medical school and "just happened" to stop by the office that day.  She 
wants to be an oncologist.  She is a Christian and happens to be an Anglican, so she was anxious to meet and talk 
with a lady Anglican minister.  What fun.  She was able to share her excitement and also her concerns and struggles 
and of course I had a chance to pray for her and for all that God had for her. 

You may recall that both my oncologist and my chemo coach Tina told me that after the rugged A & C chemo, the 
Taxol chemo would be a "walk in the park."  My sissy Joanie, Philip and I claimed that phrase "walk in the 
park" as a word from the Lord about this time.  And indeed, it has been a walk in the park, but not just in relation to 
the severity of side effects. 

I am finding that this part of my chemo journey has other similarities to a walk in the park.  There may not be 
benches to sit on, but there are chemo infusion chairs!  There may not be balloons to carry above my head, but 
there are chemo bags that look a little like balloons!  There may not be old friends here, but there are new friends to 
meet in this park and there are sweet, unhurried moments to just sit and listen to their stories and to share common 
joys and struggles. 

The beauty that I see on this walk in the park is not found in trees or green grass, but instead it is on the faces of 
the ladies I meet.  The sun that shines upon us is the Son of God and the joy I receive here in my Infusion Room 
Walk in the Park is beyond all I could have dreamed. 

So, thank You, Lord, for my walk in the park.  I'll cherish every Tuesday afternoon You let me come to this place 
and I'll look for every bit of joy and meaning You have for me here. 

I pray God's blessings for you today and that wherever you might find yourself today, you would also be blessed 
with your own walk in the park! 

Much love, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sissy Joanie -- a life of simple surrender... 

Written Jun 11, 2012 11:38am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

My heart overflows this morning – tomorrow with #6 weekly Taxol infusion of 12, I will be at the half-way mark!  I am 
amazed at what has become my “walk in the park” and can’t wait to say I am halfway done with my final round of 
chemo!   I am also anxious to see what God will do in the Infusion Room and who He will come to love on 
tomorrow.  Thank you for your prayers – please keep them up.  I have had more headaches with this last infusion 
and in addition to my Thursday evening low (typical as I come down from the steroids which accompany the 
Tuesday infusion), I also had a low point on Saturday afternoon this past week.  Please pray that my energy returns 
and remains steady this week and that the headaches will abate. 

My heart is also overflowing with gratitude for some family news today – my sissy Joanie is back in children’s 
ministry!  For those who don’t know, Christian ministry runs in my family.  My sis was a preschool children’s 
ministry pastor for many years in their large local church.  It was her passion to share her love of Jesus with little 
lives and to see them come to love Jesus too.  Joanie was the first to teach me that as she led children in the prayer 
of salvation, she had them ask Jesus to come live in their heart and be their “Forever Friend” – a prayer I’ve adopted 
in my ministry to children and even to the elderly in nursing homes. 

Two years ago, a restructure in her church meant her position was eliminated and she had to grieve the loss of what 
she loved and what she felt she was made by God to do.   But Joanie committed herself to never speaking with 
anything but gratitude for the years she did have in her previous position as a children’s ministry pastor.  She has 
been faithful in her commitment to “finish well” and to please the Lord in her words, attitude and behavior. 

She has also used these last two years for God’s glory.  She has matured in her faith and nurtured a commitment to 
selfless service.  She volunteered in Sunday School classrooms and for goodness sake, she spent a couple months 
caring for her sister in my surgery recovery and chemo treatment!  She has deepened her prayer life and her 
understanding of the Lord and His ways.  And she celebrated the goodness of God as she helped her only child, 



Maleea, prepare for the sweetest wedding to ever take place in a park in Bend, Oregon!  No regrets for this girl – 
just a life of praise to the Lord. 

God has honored her faithfulness and her sweet attitude of surrender:  Just last week, she was brought on board 
again at the same church, heading up children’s ministry to 4th and 5th graders.  My sissy is once again a children’s 
ministry pastor and is back doing what God has made her to do, praise the Lord! 

As always, I have learned a lot from my sissy Joanie. 

 I have learned that a life of simple surrender to the will of God, even when one doesn’t like their 
present circumstances, impresses our Heavenly Father.  He seeks the humble who will take difficult 
situations and turn them into an opportunity to sit in the Spirit’s presence, learning how God might use the 
hard times to form and shape us into someone who better resembles Jesus Christ. 

 I have learned that a life of simple surrender to the will of God makes you stronger from the inside 
out.  It was Joanie who fed Philip’s and my faith in this cancer storm – she was resolute and immovable and 
that helped us become resolute and immovable.  It was Joanie, on the heels of her own personal 
disappointment who said to us without wavering, “We WILL get through this,” and “God is NEVER 
late.”   True to her faith, we ARE indeed getting through this and God has NEVER been late – no, not once. 

 I have learned that a life of simple surrender to the will of God reveals doors of blessing which God 
stands waiting to open.  He listens to how we speak and observes our attitudes and actions, and when 
they please Him, He opens wide the doors of blessing.  Joanie has been so faithful these last two years, and 
now He has opened a new door of blessing at the very same church where He closed a door two years 
ago.  Many of the children she will minister to as 4th and 5th graders are the same children she ministered 
to as preschoolers years ago!  The synchronicity of God's plan of blessing thrills her heart … and ours for 
her! 

I am so proud of my sissy!  I am proud that she is committed to using the gifts God placed in her life to bring children 
into a deeper knowledge and relationship with Jesus.  But I am most proud that she models for me a life of 
simple surrender to the will of God.  

Lord, thanks for my sissy.   
Thank You for how she has loved Philip and me  

in our cancer storm.  Thank You that You gave her  
the time to care for me when I needed her most.   

And thank You that You watched her closely  
these last two years 

and observed a life of sweet surrender.   
May she walk through this new door of blessing  

with quiet confidence to do the work  
You have prepared for her to do.   

May all she do please You that she may be blessed  
and be a blessing every day of her life.  

Isn’t God crazy good?  Two chic pastors in the same family!  

With love and praise, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 



 

An open door... 

Written Jun 14, 2012 9:04am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Another amazing day in the Infusion Room this week!  God continues to move in wonderful and unexpected 
ways.  It’s almost weird to say, but now that I’m just 6 weeks away from finishing my 6 months of chemo, I realize I 
will miss these visits to the Infusion Room.  They have become more and more dear to me as I’ve seen our loving 
Lord reveal Himself in such a deep and meaningful way. 

Debbie, our dear gal who has been with me much of these last 4 ½ months was there on Tuesday.  She has her 
bilateral mastectomy on Monday.  Please pray for Debbie that her fear of dying during the operation and of the pain 
of the surgery will abate in the presence of Jesus.  She has assured me that she has asked the Lord to be her 
Savior so we talked about His presence which would never leave her and indeed, He would precede and 
accompany her into the operating room.  I shared with her my experience of making sure that the doctors and 
nurses knew that the last words I spoke in the operating room before going to sleep would be the Lord’s Prayer and 
that if I wasn’t able to finish it, I asked that they would finish it for me.  (Thanks to friend Judy Sweetland who taught 
me this from her own life!)  That was a comfort for her and we prayed together, holding hands and I blessed her for 
the upcoming surgery.  I will see her in three weeks as her chemo will continue after her surgery. 

While we were praying a new friend sat watching.  Elizabeth is from Mexico and speaks only a little English, but I 
sensed she understood more than she could speak.  After our prayer and Debbie’s departure, Elizabeth smiled and 
said with her hands in a prayer posture, “Jesu Cristo” which is of course “Jesus Christ.”  We were able to talk a little 
bit with some words but more with our eyes and ad hoc sign language.  She had a lumpectomy and just began her 
chemo.   Her hair has begun to fall out, so I took off my wig to show her my bald head and her eyes flew open – she 
didn’t know I was wearing a wig!  She then reached into a bag next to her chair and timidly brought out the new wig 
she had bought for herself, and motioned that she wanted to know what I thought.  It was such a sweet time of 
sharing about tender girl things across a language divide.  I asked if I could pray for her and with hands joined 
together, I prayed to Jesu Cristo and we both soaked up the presence of the Lord.  I checked with Jana, our 
oncology nurse and found out I’ll see Elizabeth again next week.  Maybe she’ll be wearing that new, pretty wig! 

My oncologist wanted time with me on this visit.  She wanted to tell me that I was “making her job so much easier” 
by the talks and prayer in the Infusion Room.  I was kind of stunned.  But it dawned on me that part of her job is to 
get her patients to believe in life, to have hope and strength for the healing journey.  She affirmed again that what 
happens on Tuesday is making a difference in her practice and is in her word a “blessing.”  I shared what a blessing 
it has been for me and how I want to continue to minister even after my chemo journey concludes but I am not sure 
how God will put that together.  She responded with this amazing statement, “Oh, I’ve already got a plan.  I’ll 
open all kinds of doors for you.”  She then said something my plastic surgeon said to me in the hospital, just after 
my surgery when we found out that the cancer had gone to the lymph nodes.  Both doctors said that when I am 
done, I will have gone through the all the worst parts of breast cancer treatment – bilateral mastectomy, 6 months of 
rugged chemo, radiation, and reconstructive surgery.  “You can connect with any breast cancer patient,” they said. 

Doors are opening!  Isn’t our God amazing?  In the most difficult season of my life, I am standing in front of a door 
that is being flung wide open for me.  It brings tears to my eyes as I realize how great our God is to give me this 
opportunity.  I’m not sure what He has in store but I’m just sitting in my little boat in the midst of this storm and I 
know that Jesus is leading me where He wants me to go.  I have no sail, no oars, no map, no ability to control the 
wind or waves, so I have learned to lean against my Savior and trust that whatever He wants and wherever He 
wants me to go, He will take us there. 

May the Lord open a door for you today and may you have eyes to recognize it and to give Him praise that He has 
led you to this place.  I’m committed to walking through every door He opens for me.  I pray you will be also. 

Love and blessings today and everyday, 



Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A new day with a great priority... 

Written Jun 19, 2012 7:03am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

A new day, a new week … and a new infusion today!   On these Tuesday mornings I especially remember the 
promise from Lamentations 3:22-23 that “Because of the Lord’s great love we are not consumed, for his 
compassions never fail. They are new every morning; great is your faithfulness.” 

Today there are new mercies and new blessings that await me.  I am reminded from my devotional “Jesus Calling” 
this morning that I am to give up any striving and instead, maintain a much greater priority – that of “glorifying and 
enjoying God.”  It is the Westminster Catechism that answers the question, “What is the chief end of man?” with this 
answer:  “Man’s chief end is to glorify God and enjoy Him forever.” 

So today, I am keeping the main thing the MAIN THING -- I am focused on Jesus and His sweet presence.  I leave 
my home for a morning with my bishop and other clergy brothers and sisters in Long Beach.  Then, I travel back to 
Newport Beach for Taxol Infusion #7 – I’m in the last six weeks of my six month long chemo treatment.  And today in 
all things and in all places, I am committed to a great priority – glorifying God and enjoying His presence. 

Please pray that this treatment go well.  I have heard that it will be a busy day in the Infusion Room, so there may be 
more than a few women God wants to touch with His love and grace.  Use my hands, Lord, and touch through 



them.  Use my eyes and let me see what You would see.  Use my ears to listen as You would listen.  Use my mind 
to know unsearchable riches.  Use my heart to experience Your compassion.  And use my mouth to speak Your 
words of hope. 

May the Lord bless you today as you glorify God and enjoy Him forever! 

In His precious love and power, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Infusion Room became a Chapel... 

Written Jun 21, 2012 9:44am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you as always for your faithful prayers.  They seem to clear a pathway of blessing that stretches out ahead of 
me on Infusion Day.  I don’t have to work or strive, just simply walk that path of blessing and God’s love and 
purpose is revealed in the most marvelous ways. 

Tuesday was downright splendid.  When I arrived at the Infusion Room, Nancy, the 70-something woman Philip and 
I met on my first infusion day on February 14 was there.  As well, Jennifer, the attorney and single mom of two 
teenage boys and an 11-year old daughter was there – we had met a couple of months ago and I’ve been praying 
for her but hadn’t seen her since our first meeting.  I sat between them and waited to see what God would do. 

Nancy, Jennifer and I began to share quietly and Nancy revealed more of her cancer storm story.  Diagnosed in 
2008, she had a bilateral mastectomy and has had chemo off and on since then.  After caring for her dear husband 
in his cancer storm and saying goodbye to him as he went home to be with the Lord, she had also nursed her own 
sister during her breast cancer storm and said goodbye to her as well.  This is a woman who has faced cancer up 
close and personal as it took two loved ones from her. 

In the course of her sharing, we learned that she just spent 5 days in the hospital and that the cancer has gone to 
Nancy’s liver.  The chemo is prolonging her life, but may not save it.  But Nancy knows the Lord and it changes 
everything.  “I know this cancer may take me,” she said, “but I’m not afraid.  I know where I’m going and I know 
who’s waiting for me there.  I look forward to seeing the Lord, my sister and my husband.  But I’ll take the chemo as 
long as it keeps me alive and then it’s all in God’s hands.” 



I was so moved by her simple, sweet faith.  As we prayed together, holding hands in that quiet Infusion Room with 
Jennifer silently observing, the Spirit of the Lord came and brought the sweetness of Christ into that hard 
place.  The Infusion Room became a chapel. 

After Nancy left, just Jennifer and I were left in our infusion chairs.  Jennifer’s journey has been a lot like mine – 
mastectomy, a long round of harsh chemo and she is facing radiation.  She is worn.  She is sick.  And she is 
weary.  Her head covered by a scarf and her body by two blankets, she spoke in a weak, sad voice.  “How can I be 
praying for you, Jennifer?” I asked quietly.  Tears began to fall.  After a long silence I heard, “That I’ll make it 
through.”  It broke my heart.  Here is the mother of three, a professional woman with everything to live for but cancer 
has come and threatened her life and her future.  I realized the journey had taken a harsh toll – she was losing 
hope. 

At that moment, the oncology nurse came in and announced I was done.  She “unplugged” me from my chemo drip 
and after I closed up my blouse, I came and knelt at Jennifer’s side, took her hands, and asked if I pray right 
then.  The nurse slipped out of the room and with her tears still falling, Jennifer said, “Please.” 

I don’t remember all that I prayed I that moment, but I know Jesus was there – more than any other time I can recall 
in the Infusion Room.  Here next to a sick, hopeless, and huddled woman – much like the woman with the bleeding 
disorder in Mark 5 – Jesus knelt and touched her.  I knew it wasn’t me praying for her, but Him – this kind Savior 
who loves her so much He would come to this Infusion Room through me and touch her. 

Our youth director Tony Pietrolungo reminded me yesterday that Jesus laid aside His divinity and took on lowly 
human form to save us.  He became like us to walk with us, to touch us and to save us.  The Lord has 
impressed on Tony’s heart that in the same way, Jesus has taken on cancer (through His presence in my body) in 
order to go into that Infusion Room to walk with, to touch, and yes, to save these women. 

Each week, my experience at the Infusion Room becomes more meaningful, more sacred.   Last week, it was my 
“walk in the park.”  This week, it was prayer in a chapel where the presence of the Lord came, knelt and 
prayed. 

What an honor this cancer has bought for me:  to go where I go on Christ’s behalf and to be the hands and heart of 
Jesus! 

Please continue to pray for my friends Nancy and Jennifer. 

With love, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The incredible disappearing woman... 

Written Jun 25, 2012 9:13am by Cathie Young 

Friends and Family, 

Back in 1981, there was a movie entitled, "The Incredible Shrinking Woman."  It starred Lilly Tomlin who played a 
woman who began to physically shrink after being exposed to a certain mix of chemicals.  It was, obviously, a 
comedy.  Well, I've thought about that funky film more than a few times in these last weeks as the chemicals I have 
been exposed to have taken more hair from my body.  No, I'm not shrinking, praise the Lord, but my face is 
disappearing! 

No hair on the head takes away the biggest facial distinction for a woman -- I've said before that most women would 
rather lose their breasts than their hair and I understand why.  Even St. Paul said in 1 Corinthians 11:15 that hair 
was a woman's "crowning glory."   Hair "crowns" a woman's face -- frames it so it is distinctive and hopefully, 
lovely.  Now, yes, it's true that for a woman bald CAN be beautiful, but my opinion for what it's worth is that bald is 
only beautiful when seen through eyes of love! 

Then the chemo took my lashes!  You may have read my earlier post about the rigors of making friends with false 
eyelashes ... or as I called them, "caterpillars!"  Without them, your eyes lose their distinction or "framing."  Then to 
my great sadness, the eyebrows went slowly, but inevitably. 

All that mixed with the sort of pasty complexion and white lips of a chemo patient and now when I look in a mirror, I 
look a little like Yoda in Star Wars!  No kidding!  I'm the incredible disappearing woman!!! 

So each morning, I engage in facial reconstruction.  I paint and glue on eyes and lashes.  Ah, there they are!  Then I 
draw eyebrows and try to make them look "feathery" like real hair instead of a painter's brushstroke.  Then comes 
the bronzy blush that is intended to give my cheeks that healthy look.  Lipstick helps.  And I am ever grateful for the 
wig God helped me find, so my albeit fake hair looks relatively natural.  And I emerge from the land of the 
disappearing woman -- yes, a woman with a face and hair once again.  Cathie's BACCKKK!! 

It's a bit strange living this season as the incredible disappearing woman.  They say that hair growth won't come 
again until after the radiation, towards the end of the year.   The hair on the head will come first, slowly and maybe 
in patches.  Only later will the lashes and brows grow back in.  Perhaps by spring 2013 I'll have enough hair to go 
without my wig and maybe by then I'll have a reason to buy mascara again. 

So what's this all say about my journey and faith in the cancer storm?  Well, it's a hard, good, very practical 
reminder that I don't have to bear physical beauty to be beautiful to God ... or to those who love me.  When God 
sees me, He doesn't see Yoda or the incredible disappearing woman.  He sees me, the one He made, the one He 
rescued, and the one He loves deeply.  I don't need to be pretty to impress Jesus.  I just need to be me -- with or 
without hair, with or without a face.  To get His love, I just need to be me. 



And I am more than grateful for a husband who demonstrates that Jesus-love to me everyday.  No one else sees 
the incredible disappearing woman in all her glory.  No one else sees the bald head and face that disappears 
without makeup.  Only my prince Philip, who daily reassures me of his love and makes me believe that I don't need 
to be pretty to impress him.  I just need to be me -- with or without hair, with or without a face.  To get Philip's love, I 
just need to be me. 

If you are tempted to feel sorry for this incredible disappearing woman, don't.  Even without breasts, hair or a 
distinctive face, I am a well-loved woman.  Yes, cancer buys you all kinds of good things.  And in this season, one of 
the greatest things it's bought me is knowing that I don't have to be pretty to get real love.  I just need to be me. 

Thank you for your prayers for tomorrow's #8 Infusion!  The accumulative effects of the many weeks of Taxol have 
begun to take their toll.  My energy is lower now and the headaches are a bit of a problem.  Please continue to pray 
for no side effects and that God will give me His wisdom in managing my schedule and preserving my energy.  Pray 
also that these final 5 chemo weeks will create many opportunities for God's love to flow to me and through me to 
others.  Pray for Prince Philip -- it's hard for him to watch me struggle with the side effects.  Pray for his 
strength and endurance -- this is long road! 

All for His glory, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Just walk across the room... 



Written Jun 28, 2012 7:05am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you for your prayers for my Infusion day!  And I can feel your prayers for my increased strength and the 
reduction of the side effects.  Please keep them up!  I did have to spend a couple of days in bed this last week -- 
missing Sunday worship services with my spiritual family was the hardest part of those two days!  But God has 
used that time of rest to give me some renewed strength this week and I'm grateful. 

Thanks to whoever it was (sorry, chemo fog!) who suggested the book by Pastor Bill Hybels, "Just Walk Across the 
Room."  Among his many great books, this is the one where Hybels outlines his discovery in the Spirit of a new way 
of evangelism for him -- submitting himself to the Lord daily to be used in whatever way God would use 
him.  Sometimes that is just to listen.  Sometimes it is to serve.  And sometimes it is to "just walk across the room" 
and share his faith.  As he has learned and practiced this "method" of evangelism, he is seeing greater fruit, both in 
the pleasure of the Lord for his yielding to the work of the Spirit and in the number of lives changed for Jesus 
Christ.  The point is, I guess, God knows what He's doing, when He wants to do, and who He wants to touch! 

I am reading the book now and am seeing that what God has been leading me to in the Infusion Room every 
Tuesday is exactly what Pastor Hybels speaks of.  It is not striving.  It is not work.  It is not a strategic maneuver 
to impart the Romans Road or the Four Spiritual Laws.  It is just submitting to the will of the Spirit and letting God 
love others through me.  And it is exciting to just show up and see what God will do! 

And truly, Aslan is on the move!  This Tuesday in the Infusion Room, I was put in the middle chair once again and to 
my left was a new friend named Judy.  She is a strong believer from one of our great local churches 
called Mariner's.  I could tell my clergy collar caught her off-guard but after a few minutes of just plain chat, we 
began to talk that "God talk" that Christians do.  She'd had breast cancer a few years ago with a lumpectomy, no 
chemo or radiation, but she is on a drug to keep her body from producing estrogen and now she comes once a year 
for an infusion to keep her bones from osteoporosis. 

On my right was Nabi, the Indian woman I met three weeks ago.  When I first met her, she was having her first 
chemo infusion when the nurse asked me to call Michelle who I'd been with in much of our shared chemo journey 
and to pray for her over the phone after her mastectomy surgery.  Nabi had listened in to my prayer and said, 
"beautiful" when I finished.  We'd met only briefly that day. 

Nabi got excited when I came into the room on Tuesday and joined in some of the early conversation but grew quiet 
and listening when Judy and I began having Christian conversation.  I knew in my Spirit that Nabi was Muslim.  Now 
I have to admit, had I not been listening to the Spirit, I would have limited the Christian talk in deference to Nabi.  But 
I knew that the Spirit had placed Judy there on that day at that hour.  She talked openly of personal relationship with 
Jesus and intentionally drew Nabi in whenever she could.  Nabi was polite.  Her English was excellent.  And she did 
not seem offended.  Good job, God! 

After Judy left, I asked Nabi if she was Muslim.  "Yes, my whole family," she said.  She's been in the U.S. since the 
1970's and she is supported in her cancer journey by a loving family.  And by prayer.  She loves to pray.  So I 
listened to her sharing about her faith and her family.  Then I shared about how important prayer and Jesus had 
been in my cancer journey.  When Nabi's infusion was done, I asked if I could pray for her.  She said "yes," so I took 
her hands and began to pray a short, simple prayer.  She was surprised -- I don't think she had any idea when I 
asked if I could pray for her, I meant right then!  She kind of patted my hands as I prayed my short, simple prayer for 
my new friend and at my "amen," she said, "And I will pray for you" and quickly left. 

I was left alone with Jesus in the Infusion Room for another 45 minutes and I asked the Lord what that was all 
about.  It was, in His words, "another walk across the room."  Like Pastor Hybels, I am learning that yielding to the 
Spirit lets the Spirit do what the Spirit desires to do when and how the Spirit wants it.  He placed Judy in that room 
with Nabi and put me in the middle so Nabi could hear about Jesus and His love for women with cancer.  He let me 
read Hybels book so I would be open to asking Nabi about her faith.  And on the heels of that listening, the Spirit 
gave me my FIRST EVER opportunity to pray with a Muslim woman!  How crazy good is our God?! 



One chemo infusion room.  Two Christians.  One Muslim.  Gospel love shared.  Prayer said.  Jesus exalted.  Just 
another walk across the room. 

What a great adventure I am having!  I just love it!  Thank You, Lord! 

If you're inspired by this little story, don't let it stop when you close out this CaringBridge site.  Try saying that prayer 
of yielding to the work of the Holy Spirit today and see if He'll take you on a walk across the room. 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The battle belongs to the Lord... 

Written Jul 3, 2012 8:27am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I had one of “those” moments yesterday.  You know the kind.  Life is going on around you and then something 
surprises you – something happens or someone says something and it seems to have a light shining on it.  And you 
just can’t seem to get it out of your mind.  Well, that happened to me yesterday.  I’ve come to realize over the years 
that when it does, I’m to pay attention, because it may well indeed be God talking to me in that divine “code 
language” He likes to use with His people. 

Here’s the scenario.  I walked into the church office and our dear front office assistant Annie Greenawalt greeted me 
with her usual bright and sincere greeting – she is such a joy.  A parishioner was in the office too and was kind to 
mention that I was looking good.  Truly, whether I am or not, those comments are appreciated!  Annie responded, 
“She does look good.  You’d never know she’s battling for her life.”  It was the last sentence that God framed in His 
light.  It rumbled through my head and heart the rest of the day. 

It’s so interesting … when you are in a prolonged cancer storm, you just do what is set before you.  One doctor's 
appointment leads to another and one infusion leads to the next.  When the month of July is done, I will have 
completed 24 weeks of chemo and I can put a check in the chemo box.  Then I’ll move on to radiation.  You focus 
on function – whatever needs to be done – you just have to.  And of course in my situation, I’ve been fascinated with 
watching God work in the process.  He honestly gets more attention than I give to the actual cancer itself. 



And so I’d not realized that there of course has been a battle going on – a battle for my life.  It was a shock!  Not a 
bad shock, but a reality check nonetheless.  Really, I’m battling for my life … really?!   I had to ponder that one with 
the Lord.  Why, God am I unaware of that reality?  Can something that big really be going on and I’m almost 
oblivious?  AM I battling for my life, Jesus?  

And God was good, as He always is.  He responded quickly, which I have to admit I really appreciated!  He 
reminded me of King Jehoshaphat in 2 Chronicles who was facing a foe against whom he could not win.  As he 
lined up his armies to fight the unwinnable fight, we read this: 

15 God said: “Listen, King Jehoshaphat and all who live in Judah and Jerusalem! This is what the LORD says to 
you: ‘Do not be afraid or discouraged because of this vast army. For the battle is not yours, but God’s….. 17 You will 
not have to fight this battle. Take up your positions; stand firm and see the deliverance the LORD will give you. Do 
not be afraid; do not be discouraged. Go out to face them tomorrow, and the LORD will be with you.’ ” ~ 2 
Chronicles 20 

Yes, there is a battle going on for my life and I am taking the steps necessary to win the battle.  But God told me 
that I am not the one battling – God is, on my behalf.  I can just go through the functions laid out for me and 
Jesus Himself, the Captain of the Armies, will fight for me.  God reminds me this morning that when I was 8 years 
old I said “yes” to Jesus being my Savior.  He saved my life once and He can save it again.  

Thank you, Jesus, and thank you, Annie, for this great insight.  As I go to chemo infusion #9 today, I pray that I 
might just rest in the loving embrace of Jesus, my Captain.  I pray that all will go well in the Infusion Room and that it 
may become a chapel where God will demonstrate His love to whoever I meet. Pray with me that every 
conversation will be laced with grace.  And pray that if God wants to save another life besides mine, His Kingdom 
will come and His will may be done. 

And Happy 4th of July to all!  As we celebrate the gift of this great nation, let us celebrate the One who gave us 
ultimate freedom in His Son Jesus Christ! 

With love for each of you, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jesus went out for breakfast today … 

Written Jul 7, 2012 1:27pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Today is a good day.  With some of the Taxol effects accumulating at this point in my treatment, I am grateful for 
every day when symptoms are less and energy is good – praise the Lord and thanks for your prayers!   So today 
Philip and I went out for Saturday breakfast, one of our favorite things as you may have read in previous posts. 

Today we had reason to stop by the church, so went toward the beach to Mimi’s Cafe in Newport Beach – not our 
usual breakfast spot.  Soon after we were seated in our booth, a man caught my eye as he moved slowly toward our 
area of the restaurant.  A big, kind looking man, he had on his arm a woman – I assumed his wife – who was 
obviously moving slow and wearing a pretty scarf over her head.   They were seated in the booth next to us.  I shot 
up one of those questioning prayers, “Is she part of my people group, Jesus?  Does she have breast cancer too?” 

We had a lovely breakfast and I kept checking in with the Spirit to see if this was to be a “Walk Across the Room” 
moment (see June 28 CaringBridge journal post).   Well, it appears Jesus wanted to go out to breakfast this 
morning!  As we got up to leave, I turned to the woman and commented on her pretty scarf.  Her eyes meeting mine 
told me all I needed to know – I recognized the chemo fatigue I saw there.  “Do you have many?” I asked.  “Yes, 
several, and a couple of wigs.”  “So do I,” I said.  “With my chemo, I wear wigs and mostly beanies at home.”  Her 
eyes caught mine again.  “I wear beanies at home, too,” she said. 

“Do you have cancer?” her outgoing husband asked.  “Yes, breast cancer,”  I responded and I saw his eyes fill with 
tears.  He wiped away the ones that had fallen on his cheeks.   “How are you doing?” was his question and when I 
told him I was doing very well, thanks be to God, he asked Philip how he was doing.  “Most people don’t ask the 
husbands,” he said.  I saw Philip get teary too and without words he communicated something powerful and 
profound.  He and the man had something very much in common and my dear husband moved to the man’s side as 
he beckoned Philip to sit down for a moment. 

Robert and Diane were celebrating their 27th wedding anniversary today.  She had been diagnosed with Ductal 
Carcinoma.  Her tumor is very large and she is receiving chemotherapy to reduce the tumor size before breast 
surgery – hopefully, she says, a lumpectomy.  Today is day 4 in her chemo cycle and the day she feels the 
worst.  That’s what I recognized in her eyes. 

We could tell her dear husband was trying to do all he could to make the day special.  And she wanted to respond, 
but had little strength.  Her personality had faded – how I could relate to those moments!  There have been so many 



times when Philip has wanted to make a day or a moment lovely for me and I so want to respond in like kind, but 
lacked the energy it takes.  Those are sad but sweet moments between a couple – “We are WE,” as Philip has so 
often said.  And I recognized the “WE” at that table – a faithful husband who loves his dear wife and is committed to 
appreciating every second he has with her. 

We connected quickly on a deep and personal level.  As Philip and Robert talked, Diane showed me the burned skin 
on her hands, a nasty side effect of her chemo drug.  She assumed I was done with my treatment – “No, a month 
more of chemo and then radiation,” I said.  Her eyes opened wider.  “Will you have surgery?” she asked.  “Already 
did, a double mastectomy in January.”  Her eyes opened even further. 

And I saw in that moment the truth of what my doctors have told me.  I am going through all this dear woman is 
going through – there is nothing I cannot relate to.  And in that moment, I could see that even though we’d only met 
moments before, she trusted me and her dear husband trusted my Philip.  “May we pray with you?” I asked.  The 
“yes” was accompanied with tears from both of them as I prayed – for their marriage and for her health.  When the 
prayer ended, Philip asked sweetly, “Can we just stay here?”  Yes, the Spirit was very present and a warm glow 
engulfed the table. 

So Jesus went out to breakfast this morning.  He planned where we would go and who would be seated at the next 
booth.  And when the moment was just right, He sat down at table with a dear couple whose lives have been 
marked with breast cancer.  He ministered to a husband through my dear Philip.  And he held Diane’s hands and 
prayed for them both.  Jesus knew today was their anniversary – and He had a little gift for them as that booth at 
Mimi’s Cafe became a chapel and Jesus did what He does – touch lives with a Savior's kindness and hope. 

Yes, today is a good day.   We are sure glad Jesus wanted to go out to breakfast today and we continue to marvel 
at the gold we are discovering on this hard cancer road.  What a gift – what a Savior! 

With love and grace, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Have cross, will travel... 

Written Jul 10, 2012 8:38am by Cathie Young 



Dear Ones, 

Today is the 10th Taxol infusion of 12!  We’re almost done with this part of the cancer treatment – just two more to 
go after today!  Thank you for your faithfulness in prayer – it has made allllllll the difference.  And please keep up the 
prayer for today’s infusion. I am anxious to see how Jesus will show up and what He will do and who He will touch. 

“Have Gun, Will Travel” was a Western TV series that aired from 1857 through 1963.  It starred Richard Boone as 
“Paladin,” a gentlemen gunfighter who came alongside those in trouble as a “champion-for-hire.”  He used the knight 
from chess as his symbol and in one of his episodes explained why, “It’s … the most versatile on the board.  It can 
move eight different ways, over barriers, and is always unexpected.” 

Well, I don’t have a gun, but I have a cross!  It’s the most powerful symbol and I believe it’s most versatile. It can 
touch in many different ways, move over barriers, and is a most unexpected way into someone’s heart.   Last week I 
received a shipment of “holding crosses” – small little wooden crosses that fit in the palm of your hand (see 
picture).  The ones I ordered are made of olive wood from the Holy Land.  They come in a pretty little purple bag.  I 
have placed my personal card with contact information in the bag along with the cross and on the outside of the bag, 
I’ve attached another card that says, 

“A GIFT FOR YOU.  This little holding cross will fit easily in the palm of your hand.  It brought me comfort in 
my cancer journey.  I pray it will bring comfort to you as well.  I pray also that it will remind you that you are 
loved greatly by our Lord Jesus Christ.  If I can ever be of help to you, please call or email.  Rev. Cathie 
Young” 

Then this passage of Scripture from Romans 8:39, “Nothing will separate you from the love of God, which is in 
Christ Jesus our Lord.” 

The Lord has shown me that this small tangible reminder of the love of Christ demonstrated on the cross will have 
power to touch hearts.  These little gifts will be given to anyone I meet in the Infusion Room.  Please pray with me 
that through these little gifts and with my touch and prayer, God will come into that room and bathe the women I 
meet there in His grace and love. 

I also appreciate your prayers today for two women dear to my heart who have found out in recent days that they 
have a cancer reoccurrence.  Please pray for the Rev. Claudia Dickson, a sister Anglican minister, who had surgery 
last week to remove cells from her lungs which showed cancer – this after completing surgery to remove a 
cancerous tumor on her neck followed by both chemo and radiation.  Pray also for Marilyn, a woman in my 
congregation who endured breast cancer and has been such a help to me in my cancer storm.  She and her dear 
hubby found out just yesterday that there is a new cancerous lump on her chest.   My heart is heavy with this 
news.  Please pray with me that the cross will be powerful in their lives – that it will move over barriers to defeat 
cancer and all evil things which come against these great women of God.  Pray according to the promise from 
Romans 8 that "nothing will separate Claudia and Marilyn from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus, their 
Lord." 

Today I am grateful for the cross of Jesus.  Have cross, will travel! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Hard" is not "bad”... 

Written Jul 14, 2012 9:49am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Right now in my pastoral ministry, I am counseling four couples in preparation for Christian marriage.  As some of 
you know, I make couples work pretty hard as we work through a curriculum called "Abundant Marriage" that Philip 
and I have written from our years of marriage ministry.  The curriculum has 12 lessons and is in a workbook format 
so couples read, respond and engage with activities, both individually and together.  I use their homework as a 
springboard for our counseling sessions.  It's pretty darn effective and I don't make apologies for having them put so 
much work into their preparation. 

One of the statements that we make early in the "Abundant Marriage" workbook is this:  Abundant marriage may 
be the hardest work you will do this side of heaven but it also provides the greatest rewards. 

Philip and I have lived our marriage life based on this principle of "hard work with great reward."  I suspect that is 
one of the reasons our marriage has been the shining light of our lives and a powerful way God uses to 
communicate His love -- not only to us but to others as well. 

So it's common for me to help a couple understand that every marriage gets hard -- it's supposed to!  Proverbs 
27:17 reminds us that "As iron sharpens iron, so one person sharpens another."  And in marriage counseling, I 
reinforce over and over again that "HARD IS NOT BAD."  When a marriage gets harder, it is postured for its greatest 
reward! 



So the preacher is preaching to herself at this point in my chemo journey.  Not about our marriage -- it continues to 
be the shining light in my life, thanks to Jesus and His love demonstrated through my precious Prince Philip.  But the 
chemo effects are getting harder now that we are down to our final weeks.  And I'm having to remind myself 
that "hard is not bad," but rather, as things get tougher in these final weeks, I am being postured by God for 
greater internal rewards. 

Taxol is accumulative and its side effects are unpredictable.  So I can have a pretty good day but the next day find 
myself struggling with basic functioning because of very difficult side effects.  Not neuropathy, praise the Lord, but 
pretty difficult headaches which make clear thinking hard and energy depletion which makes daily functioning very 
hard. 

In this time, I am once again reminded of the frailty of my flesh.  In my ministry, in my interaction with others, and in 
the basic details of life, I find myself pretty doggone incapable!  That's hard, but it's not bad.  Jesus continues to be 
by my side and the Spirit's constant indwelling presence nurtures me in this time. 

I only have two more infusions to go and then the side effects of the Taxol will linger for perhaps a month or so, but 
they will dissipate over time.  My strength will return and I will get ready for the next chapter in this cancer storm 
which is the 6 weeks of radiation, every Monday through Friday. 

I remember something our new friends Robert and Diane said when we met them at Mimi's Cafe last Saturday (see 
June 7 journal entry "Jesus went to breakfast this morning ...")  Robert said he didn't want to waste a moment of this 
cancer journey.  He was speaking about the depth and preciousness this storm brings to the value of life together as 
a married couple. 

Today, I am committed to not wasting a moment of this journey in ALL of its aspects.  As Philip and I walk through 
these next few weeks and as we encounter some really hard days, we are remembering that "hard is not 
bad."  Indeed, the hardest days can bring the greatest rewards.  To find my Jesus and my dear Prince Philip 
so near and so steadfast -- to find your prayers and love so faithful -- to find that in my weakness, Jesus is 
strong -- ah, these are the great rewards of life. 

When this cancer storm is over and all is said and done, I will not disdain the hard times.  No, I'll remember them 
with great and deep appreciation.  They have brought me great rewards which I lay at the feet of Jesus -- an offering 
of love and thanks. 

Much love to you today, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Is that the shore I see? 

Written Jul 18, 2012 5:47am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I know many of you were praying for me yesterday as I went for my 11th of 12 Taxol chemo infusions.  Yes, there is 
just one more to go!  I can hardly believe it!  It was an important day in the Infusion Room yesterday as this was my 
last infusion with my oncology nurse Jana.  She is on vacation with her family next Tuesday at my last transfusion, 
so my thank-you’s were said to this dear woman yesterday. 

How do you say "thank you" to someone as important to me and to so many as Jana?  When I was diagnosed in 
December 2011, our cancer storm began and Jesus promised He would be with us in our little boat on these very 
rocky seas for however long the storm would last.  What I realized as I anticipated my thank-you's to Jana is that 
Jesus appointed special people to be in our boat also. 

Along with Dr. Rhee, Jana has been in my boat.  She has been with me in critical moments of this journey.  She has 
efficiently, respectfully and lovingly accessed my porta-cath and administered the medicine that though it has been 
hard, God is using to save my life.  She has patiently answered my many questions and in turn has asked me 
questions, too, about how I was doing in the storm.  I shared with Jana the most vulnerable and intimate things.  I 
trust Jana. 

Jana watched as Jesus came into the Infusion Room and touched the lives of the other women for whom she is so 
important.  With her own faith in Christ, she quietly affirmed the prayers and the conversation that drew even the 
most sad and private patients into a moment of hope and yes, even joy.  I love Jana. 

Yesterday, Dr. Rhee joined Jana, myself and two other patients, Nancy and Nabi for a prolonged moment of hope 
and joy.  As our conversation turned to fun things like vacations, anniversaries, and even wedding memories, 
laughter began to ring out in the Infusion Room.  Dr. Rhee said, "Cathie, what are we going to do on Tuesdays 
without you here?" 

In that moment, I saw something in my spirit.  I didn't know what it was at first but then I recognized it -- I was 
glimpsing the shore!  It was and still is deeply emotional for me.  Even with radiation and more surgeries still ahead, 
in the completion of these 6 months of rugged chemo, God let me glimpse the shore!  I still have a ways to go, but in 
weathering this cancer storm, this is the first time the shoreline has been in sight.  God's reassurance is clear:  Our 
cancer storm will end one day not too far off and our feet will once again touch dry land! 



So it was time to press ahead with Dr. Rhee for the next step in God's bigger assignment in this whole thing.  I told 
Dr. Rhee I wasn't stopping now!  The time in the Infusion Room had been precious to me and I loved these ladies 
and want to have more moments of hope and yes, even joy. 

So yesterday in the Infusion Room I asked Dr. Rhee to make contact with the people I needed to talk to at the Hoag 
Cancer Institute -- to open the door for me.  She went right to her office, made the call and came back to hand me a 
business card of the woman in charge.  Today I will schedule an appointment with her.  I'll just say a prayer and 
then tell her I'm a woman minister who was diagnosed with Stage IV breast cancer.  I'll explain that I've had a 
double mastectomy, that next week I'll complete 6 months of the worst chemo and then I'll have 6 weeks of 
radiation.  I'll tell her I want to help other women like me -- that, if they will allow me, I'd like to volunteer to be a 
chaplain for the Cancer Institute. 

I have a story to tell.  I have hope to share.  I have a prayer to pray.  And I'm ready.  All because my Jesus is 
bringing me through a terrible cancer storm and yesterday, He let me glimpse the shore! 

With love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

May this journey bring a blessing... 

Written Jul 20, 2012 9:08am by Cathie Young 



Dear Ones, 

Some of you may recall my entry "My Song..." from June 1 when I shared that a song written by Keith Getty and 
Margaret Becker had captured my heart during my cancer storm and became MY SONG.  It speaks of a long storm 
and recognizing that God has called me to this storm, asks Him for all I need to labor through the storm and at the 
end of my heart's testing, to be more like Jesus. 

One line of the chorus says this so simply, ”May this journey bring a blessing."  That has been -- and is -- my 
prayer.  God, make this storm count for Your Kingdom purposes.  May it bring a blessing. 

Today I leave for a weekend of ministry to the dear women of St. David's Church in North Hollywood -- and to bring 
a blessing that comes from my storm.  I had the privilege (and fun) of leading their annual retreat in 2009 and they 
asked me again for this year, long before my cancer diagnosis.  Although I've had to let several other commitments 
go during this time, because it came so close to the end of my chemo and because I sensed the Spirit's prompting, I 
kept this commitment in place. 

The ladies have been wonderful as always.  They are making special accommodation for my energy levels and 
even have a "plan B" if for some reason I can't do pieces of the weekend.  That kind of grace and love just makes 
me more determined to be in their midst and since I'm too weak to make anything good happen on my own, I am 
anxious to see what the Spirit will do for us all!  When He shows up, all shall be well, all shall be well, all manner of 
things shall be well! 

My Philip is not wanting me to do the drive on my own and insists on being with me.  That'll be good -- he'll make me 
nap during the free time on Saturday!  So I have my prince (Philip) and my King (Jesus) with me this weekend.  The 
ladies and I have never had it so good! 

We appreciate your prayers for God to move in the lives of these dear women.  We are going deeper into God's 
"Great Soul Makeover", using Haggai as our text for the weekend.  This great Old Testament Book of restoration 
is the call of the Spirit to God's people to rebuild the dwelling place of God. 

I'm learning that no matter where we are in our journey, there are times for a great soul makeover.  It may be a crisis 
that precipitates the makeover.  It may be a supernatural interruption or intervention by God.  Or it may simply be 
that we want more -- more from life, more from God.  Regardless of how and why it begins, a great soul makeover is 
a work of the Spirit done within us that builds us up to be a more glorious dwelling place of the Most High God. 

I love the reality of what I am experiencing in my own great soul makeover in this time -- a reality that is promised in 
Haggai:  "'The latter glory of this house will be greater than the former,' says the LORD of hosts, 'and in this 
place I will give peace,' declares the LORD of hosts."  Haggai 2:9 

Please join me in praying for the women of St. David's Anglican Church.  May they rise in the latter glory of God and 
may they know His peace! 

Thank you for your prayers for my health and strength.  To God be all the glory! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

Crossing the Finish Line... 

Written 7-24-12 by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 



Today is a day we have been moving toward since February 14 when I began my chemo journey with my 
first infusion.  Today we cross the chemo finish line as I have my last infusion!  My friend and chemo coach 
Tina has me fully equipped for the event with a pink gift bag complete with party hat, noise-maker and a bottle of 
bubbles for blowing! 

I want to express my thanks to all of you who have prayed us through these two 12-week sessions -- 24 long weeks, 
almost half a year!  Your faithful prayers have helped pave a very hard path and made it not only bearable 
but beautiful.  Thank you ... from both me and my beloved Prince Philip. 

Because the effects of the latest drug Taxol have been more rugged these last few weeks, I thought I 
would probably just crawl across the finish line.  But something miraculous and unexpected took place this last 
weekend and although I may not be running across, I am standing very straight and walking confidently 
past the finish line! 

Philip and I traveled to the Serra Retreat Center in Malibu on Friday so I could minister to the women of St. David's 
Anglican Church over the weekend.  As I mentioned in my Friday, June 20 post, this was a commitment made 
before my diagnosis and one I felt led by the Spirit to keep, in spite of the difficult effects of the chemo.  I have held 
these ladies in my heart for a number of years, especially since I led their retreat in 2009.  All are special but the 
people of St. David's are, well, especially special. 

Friday morning was typical with the difficult fatigue and headaches that have accompanied the Taxol.  Prince Philip, 
who drove and accompanied me on the weekend to watch out for me, was concerned that I might not have the 
strength for four speaking and ministry segments.  I was peaceful because I knew that if Jesus didn't show up, we 
were sunk -- the burden was on His side, not mine.  And oh my, was He faithful! 

By Saturday morning, I knew something special was taking place.  Philip, who was such a blessing to all on the 
weekend, felt it also -- there was a sweet peace that enveloped us both.  The word the Lord has given me 
is "blessedness."  A blessedness came to us as we gathered in His presence.  The reality of Jesus, the kind Savior 
came to us.  The indwelling Holy Spirit was tangible.  And as we shared His sweet presence through worship, 
teaching from the Word, ministry to and with one another ... well, that "blessedness" reached my body on a 
cellular level. 

Dear Ones, I am so happy to give witness that the fatigue and weakness that comes with chemo left me ... I 
dare say completely.  The headaches disappeared in His glorious presence.  

My teaching style as some of you know is characteristically -- shall we say "lively and animated"?  But on chemo, it 
has been decidedly less so.  Yet that characteristically lively and animated style easily returned.  Philip kept 
checking to see if I'd crash after teaching and there was no crash.  I napped on Saturday afternoon, but I'd have 
done that anyway and otherwise, I felt completely released from chemo effects.  It was as "normal" as I have been 
since I began chemo in February. 

I spent yesterday just tucked in with the Lord, rejoicing in this great gift He gave to me.  Again, there was no crash -- 
yesterday there wasn't even a nap -- just a sweet dwelling in the presence of the kind Savior who gave me such a 
gift.  The BLESSEDNESS of this weekend touched me body, soul and spirit and I am beyond grateful. 

I would want the ladies of St. David's to know that any ministry they received from the Lord through me is greatly 
surpassed by what I received from Him by being with them this last weekend.  They searched for Him with all their 
heart and He was found by them.  As He came to answer their prayers for His transforming presence, so He 
answered prayers for me which I didn't even know to pray.  I received a gift of His blessedness and even more, His 
glory.  Even today, I am living in the cloud of His presence and my body is strong. 

So as I cross the finish line today, I am not crawling -- I am standing very straight and walking confidently!  And I 
walk across this finish line carrying something most precious in my embrace -- a sweet, special, unexpected gift 
from the Father -- a gift of strength, a gift of Presence, a gift of His grace. 



Thank you for your prayers for whatever God has planned for my last time as a patient in the Infusion Room.  I am 
ready and I am willing! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

Refined like silver, tested like gold ... 

Written July 30, 2012 by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Well, this is the first week in 24 weeks when I won't be anticipating another chemo infusion!  Praise be to God!  The 
last infusion hit hard and there have been some tough moments, but it's been the last sweep of the dragon's tail and 
Philip and I have taken great comfort in that!  We won't have to go through those tough moments again.  Thank 
you for your prayers that my recovery will really take off now -- that my blood levels will stabilize and that my 
strength will return. 

Philip and I met with Dr. Syed, my radiology oncologist last Thursday.  He will conduct my 6 weeks of radiation 
which begin the third week in August.  They will take place Monday through Friday for those six weeks.  I'll go to 
their offices in the morning before heading to the church.  The time in the radiology office each day is short -- just 
about 20 minutes and the radiation itself is less than 5 minutes.  They will radiate the right breast area and the right 
armpit where they took the lymph nodes.  This is to kill any possible microscopic cancerous cells left behind after the 
surgery and chemo.  Standard procedure for the type and extent of cancer I had. 

Both Philip and I felt very good about our visit with Dr. Syed.  His clinic is top-notch and just 10 minutes from our 
home and about 15 minutes from the church.  My plastic surgeon has spoken personally with Dr. Syed and perhaps 
because of that, he took real interest and time with us.  He commented that I am among a very small number of 
women he has seen who have done so well with surgery and chemotherapy.  We were happy to let him know that 
this is due to the power of prayer and the kindness of my Savior Jesus.  "Jesus has blessed me, Dr. Sayed," I 
said.  "Yes, Mrs. Young," he responded, "you are blessed."  INDEED! 

So we appreciate your prayers for this upcoming radiation.  That the grace of God which has laced my time with 
surgery and chemo would continue.  That my symptoms and side effects would be few to none.  And most of all, 
that I will be a faithful witness to my kind Jesus and that His love will now penetrate the radiation center and be 
extended to whoever He desires to touch ... including Dr. Syed! 

Philip and I leave this Saturday for some quiet time together on the Oregon Coast and then we'll travel to Bend, 
Oregon for Philip's 50th high school reunion and time with my family.  We are SO grateful that in His perfect timing, 
God allowed this reunion to come after my chemo and before my radiation begins -- the only small window of time 
when we could travel.  This will be precious recovery and reflection time -- time to quietly process together what we 
have been through these last many months and how God has carried us in our cancer storm. 

Yesterday at the 11 am worship service, the Lord spoke to my heart that He wanted to convey a message from the 
book of Zechariah.  As I opened a Bible to Zechariah, this passage was lit in Holy Spirit light, 

"I will bring a third part through the fire and refine them as silver is refined and test them as gold is 
tested.  They will call on My name, and I will answer them; I will say, 'These are My people,' and they will 
say, 'The LORD is my God."  Zechariah 13:9 

As I delivered this message to the congregation and called us all to be a part of that "third" that when tested, 
becomes refined like silver, I felt the Lord begin ministering to me in a personal and powerful way.  For Philip and I 
have indeed been tested in these last almost eight months.  The fire has been hot and without reprieve.  We have 
been crippled of the ability to do anything other than call upon our God.  Yet in the midst of that fire, we have heard 



Him declare on earth and into the heavenlies, "These are my people," and because we are His and He is ours, we 
have been saved. 

After the close of the service, I laid down on the carpet at the front of the church and wept as great waves of 
gratitude swept over me.  Philip joined me and as our heads met one another, the tears flowed as the beauty 
of God's perspective of these last months settled into our souls: 

Like Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego in Daniel 3, we have been tested in the fiery furnace.  We cried out 
to our God and Jesus came into the fire to stand with us.  He wrapped His arms around us and He said, 
"These are my people."  Because He was there, we were safe!  And we are soon to emerge from this fire not 
only unharmed but refined like silver!  As Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego, we plan to come out of this 
furnace, not scorched but without even the smell of fire upon us -- just shining with an increased measure 
of the glory of God!   (Daniel 3:27b) 

What did I learn yesterday from Zechariah and Daniel, the prophets of old?  I learned that our Christian faith is made 
for moments in the fire.  I learned that faithfulness in the fire is simply calling upon the name of the LORD our God.  I 
learned that Jesus is ultimately kind and that He comes when we call upon Him.  And I learned that gold is more 
glorious after it's been tested and silver shines brighter when it's been refined. 

If you are going through a trial right now, even a fiery one, call upon the LORD and He will be with you.  And 
remember, our Christian faith is made for moments in the fire! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rescued from the dark, scary, thick forest ... 

Written August 3, 2012 by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

As I live into my first week without chemo, I am experiencing a wave of emotion and with it, a new and important 
awareness.  There really was something very significant about crossing the finish line and completing these six 



months of chemotherapy.  I am awash with increased sensitivity to the reality of where Philip and I have lived since 
December’s diagnosis. 

As I’ve commented in previous posts, cancer treatment requires clear focus and strong resolve – you must keep one 
foot in front of another and just keep moving through the treatment, and the next treatment, and the next.  It leaves 
little time to sit and regard the reality that what is taking place is actually a battle for your life. 

And so, in these last months that is what we have done – we have kept our feet on the path and kept our eyes on 
Jesus.  His kindness has kept us from trealizing the depth and gravity of our trial.  We have been lifted above our 
circumstances! 

Since crossing the finish line, the Lord has begun to let our feet touch the ground once again and we are having 
time to look around and see where we have walked.  Do you remember in the Wizard of Oz, after Dorothy and her 
dog Toto land in the Blue Munchkin Country of the East and trudge along the Yellow Brick Road, meet the 
Scarecrow, the Tin Woodman, then the Cowardly Lion and when the road goes through a dark, scary, thick 
forest?  Well, that’s kind of what we are seeing that we’ve walked through these last months – a dark, scary, thick 
forest! 

Because Jesus has been with us, we’ve not been aware of how dark, how scary or how thick that forest has 
been.  But now He is letting us look back and see it so that we will know something very important.  You see, I 
came really close to death and the Lord wants me to know that I did not escape death, but instead, Jesus came 
and rescued me.  Do you see the difference?  There are those who will say, “Wow, I barely escaped death.”  I can 
never say that, because the Lord is showing me that escape was not my way out of this threat of death.   No, I 
didn’t escape – I was rescued! 

It’s like the storm in Mark 6:45-52 when Jesus sent the disciples to the other side of the lake and He went to the 
mountain to pray.  In the dark watches of the night, a great storm came along and in His spirit, Jesus saw his dear 
followers straining at the oars because the wind was so great.  Scripture says, “He came to them, walking on the 
water.”  I love the image of my Jesus, ever interceding for me on the high mountain of heaven.  From His high and 
lofty perspective, he saw me in my little boat as this cancer storm gained momentum.  There I was straining at the 
oars – the threat of death ready to overtake me.  Instead of leaving me there to die or perhaps sending me some 
measure of His divine strength from afar, my kind Savior chose to personally “come to me, walking on water.” 

Jesus walked on the very storm which threatened my life AND CAME TO ME.  His presence held me in these 
months, kept me safe and gave me the strength and resolve I needed to keep one foot in front of another, pressing 
in to each new phase of treatment.  In the end, HE RESCUED ME from this life-threatening cancer storm. 

I hadn’t really realized how close death had come until these last few days when I’ve had time to look back and 
regard that “dark, scary, thick forest” we’ve walked through.    And I am awash with emotion.  I have wept buckets in 
these last few days – the first real tears since the early days of my diagnosis.  Some of my tears are due to 
tiredness from the battle, yes, but mostly they are tears of immense gratitude as I have encountered a great and 
amazing reality.  Death came to overtake me and I didn’t escape death – I was rescued from it.  

It was a storm that started Dorothy’s journey through new, scary but amazing places in the Wizard of Oz.  And it was 
a storm that started my journey through new, scary but amazing places too.  Dorothy had her magic slippers – but I 
have something much better than magic slippers.  I have the love of a kind Savior who regarded my 
circumstances and chose to come and rescue me.  

Pardon us as Prince Philip and I once again weep with gratitude. 

Tomorrow I leave with my King Jesus and Prince Philip for our time away in Oregon.  Thank you for your prayers for 
that time, that God may bless it, that Jesus may meet us, and that we will be renewed and refreshed in our time 
together.  Pray also that we will be a blessing to all we meet and that the story of God’s rescuing love and grace will 
be told and told and told again!  All to the glory of His name. 

With love and blessings, 



Cathie and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Some things you get to keep ... 

Written Aug 6, 2012 by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Greetings from the Oregon Coast!   We are marveling at the Lord’s immaculate timing of this  get-away for 
us.  Philip’s 50th high school reunion was the catalyst for this trip which the Lord allowed to be placed perfectly after 
the completion of chemo and before the beginning of radiation!  Had it been earlier, I wouldn’t have had strength for 
the travel or even to have the fun we are having.  Had it been later, it would not have been possible since radiation 
is 5 days a week.  That the sovereign God of the universe cares so beautifully for us – well, we are marveling at 
such a kind God! 

Travel day was a long but good one.  After a two-hour delay at the Orange County airport we landed in 
Portland where the temperatures had shot above the 100 degree mark and it seemed half the inland population 
thought our idea of heading to the cooler coast was a good one.  We crawled slowly along Highway 101 until we 
reached Depoe Bay four hours later!   But the reward of the long travel awaited us here on the coast where both 
Philip and I have great childhood memories. 

Philip’s family vacationed in this very hotel in Depoe Bay.  We are in a newer part of the hotel, but we found the 
family unit he, his brother and parents used to stay in – it’s still in use!  I heard again the story of the year his dog 
“Inky” slipped off the edge of a 75’ cliff over the ocean and landed on a ledge 30’ feet below.  It was late and getting 
dark, so the family left Inky on the ledge for the night and called the local fire department early the next 
morning.  The fire department didn’t want to risk their personnel’s safety, but instead strung a rope to Philip’s dad’s 
waist and he climbed down to the ledge!  Philip’s dad brought Inky up to solid ground held securely under one 
arm!  Sounds like how Jesus came and rescued me! 



My family vacationed in Florence – about 60 miles south.  My paternal grandparents had a cabin at Heceta Beach 
(pronounced Ha-SEE-ta) where we vacationed through my teen years.  So Philip insisted that yesterday be spent 
looking for our old cabin on Heceta Beach – as if it would still be there after more than 40 years!!  The family sold 
the cabin about 1970, but we called my dear mom and dad and with their memory, my memory, Philip’s amazing 
internal compass, and the leading of the Spirit, we found the general area where the cabin would have been. 

We drove up or walked up every little driveway in the right area!  We tromped through heavy coastal vegetation on 
tiny, hand-made trails and stood atop grass-covered sand dunes to scan the area and look for what we couldn’t 
find:  the flat-roofed 800 square foot cabin my grandfather had built with his own hands more than 50 years 
ago.   As we saw only newer cabins constructed in the last 25 years, I thought we were silly to look for a cabin 
which had undoubtedly been torn down and rebuilt – after all, this was prime ocean-view property on the Oregon 
coast! 

But my dear hubby insisted, so we kept looking, until we walked up one private gravel driveway that felt oddly 
familiar.  I got a case of goose-bumps as my eyes fell on what couldn’t be seen from any other perspective – a flat-
roofed 800-square foot cabin with an ocean view.  Had we really found my grandfather’s cabin where we 
vacationed as children?  The folks who owned it weren’t in residence, so we peeked around window 
coverings to catch a glimpse of the inside and it was then I knew.  I saw the old 1950’s kitchen my 
grandfather had built – THIS WAS IT! 

As Philip and I stood on the deck outside, I remembered the times our little family – my parents, my two brothers 
and my dear Sissy Joanie – had spent in this very cabin.  The endless board and card games we played there.  The 
breakfasts my momma made with eggs and fried, canned new potatoes.  The walks along the beach with my dad’s 
gold club always in his hand and his pocket full of golf balls.  Playing in the sand.  Walking to the jetty.  Standing on 
the grassy dunes as an early teenager and singing, “The hills are alive with sound of music!”  And our family’s 
vacation “last supper” – a crab feast with my dad cracking the crab and we children eating what he had cracked 
open for us.   I remember well how fully satisfied we children were after such a meal. 

Philip and I came back to our hotel room in Depoe Bay fully satisfied too.  And this morning as I pondered with the 
Lord the beauty of yesterday, He filled my heart with new understanding. It’s been 8 months of struggle and yes, 
loss, for us.  There are things in life that we will lose.  But the Lord showed me that there are things in life He 
lets us keep. 

Against all odds, God was kind and preserved that 50-year old, 800 square foot cabin with an ocean view to remind 
me that there are some things in life I get to keep.  I don’t have to lose the sweet memories from wonderful 
childhood vacations.  They are real to me today because Jesus lets me keep them. 

I hope this will be a word to some of you today.  You may have your losses also.  But there are things from your life 
which are precious to you – and God wants you to know that you can keep them.  Look for what He wants you to 
keep.  Like Philip and me yesterday, you may have to look long and hard!  But when you find them, oh, what a 
treasure they are!  I bless you in your search for the “vacation cabins” in your life. 

Thank you for your prayers.  This is a sweet, sweet time together and with the Lord.  We are most grateful. 

Love and blessings from the Oregon Coast, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Bridges ... 

Written Aug 13, 2012 8:59pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Philip and I have arrived home from our 10-day trip to Oregon!  This trip has been quite marvelous and in some 
ways, astounding.    As we prayed with my sissy Joanie and her hubby Scott before we left their home in Bend early 
this morning, we were overwhelmed with gratitude to the Lord for His kindness in providing this time for us.  Philip 
and I agree that the last ten days has been for us a bridge between the last eight months and the weeks and months 
ahead. 

When we were on the Oregon Coast last week, we crossed over several coastline bridges.  I remember these same 
bridges from my childhood vacations on the Oregon coast.  They were a source of great excitement for us 
children!  As my dad drove our 1958 red and white Plymouth station wagon across those costal bridges, we kids 
would open wide the windows and lean our heads out to catch the sea breeze and see how high we were above the 
water or rocks below.  It was always thrilling! 

To see and travel these same bridges I crossed 50 years ago was downright fun!  This time I didn’t need to open the 
window to lean my head out and I didn’t spend much time thinking about how high we were above the water or 
rocks below.  Instead, I found myself captivated by the bridge itself – how safe, solid, sturdy and stately each bridge 
seemed.  Philip and I talked about the designers and builders of these old bridges – what great visionaries they 
were!   These bridges were essential in giving people pleasant scenic passages from one piece of Oregon coastal 
land to another.  Without these bridges, the connections between two segments of coastline would have been 
difficult and, in some cases, impossible. 

And that is what this time away has been like for us.  As Philip and I traveled with Jesus over these last ten days, 
we’ve been on a bridge of God’s own making.  It has been a safe, solid, sturdy and stately bridge which connected 
one segment of our life with another and gave us pleasantly scenic passage from where we have been to where we 
are going. 

For Philip with his 50th high school reunion, it was a bridge between the young man he was in 1962 and the mature, 
godly man he has become.   To be with classmates, to see familiar though aged faces and to share common history 
and otherwise long-forgotten stories was a circle of life somehow coming to completion.  I sensed in him a greater 
peace as we traveled home today and I rejoice that God made this bridge on which he could so pleasantly pass. 

For me, it was a bridge from the last eight months of diagnosis, surgery and chemo to a new place where even in 
the face of radiation, God has promised life will normalize and health will return.  This bridge took me to familiar 
places where memories are strong and family ties even stronger.  On this bridge, I felt the embrace of those who 
have loved me the longest and best – my dear family and especially my mother and my father.  On this bridge I saw 
my parent’s personal pain for my suffering, yet I also saw their pride in knowing that Philip and I have held on to the 
Lord Jesus in our suffering – the same Lord Jesus they introduced me to as a young child.  Their prayers have been 
a bridge which held us above the scary water and rocks below.  Philip and I are forever grateful for their faith, their 
love, their empathy and their unstoppable prayers. 



So as Philip and I boarded the plane in Portland, we came to the end of this safe, solid, sturdy and stately bridge of 
God’s own making.  It was a pleasant, oh so pleasant journey across this bridge!  As we walk into this next part of 
our cancer journey, we are more prepared for what is ahead because of this bridge God gave us.  I think it might be 
time to roll down the window, stick out our heads and feel the cool breeze against our faces! 

Thanks for your prayers for this busy week.  Tomorrow, Tuesday the 14th I see my oncologist for a 3-week post-
chemo check up and blood work.  On Wednesday I go to the radiology oncologist to have the prep work for radiation 
set to begin next week.  And on Thursday I see my plastic surgeon, who will partially deflate the expander in my 
right breast area to ready me for the six weeks of radiation on the right breast and lymph node area under my 
arm.   Please pray that these appointments go well and that I remain strong in my resolve to honor and glorify my 
Jesus in all things and at all times! 

With love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Joy upon joy ... 

Written Aug 18, 2012 2:08pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Joy is our word for the day and the week!  With each day that takes me further out and away from my last chemo 
infusion, I feel health and energy returning to my body.  It's a beautiful thing.  Prince Philip even commented that I 
have my personality back!  Wow, thank you, Jesus. 

My appointments went well this week -- thank you for your prayers.  At my oncologist's office on Tuesday I ran into 
Nancy in the infusion room who though feeling pretty poorly, expressed her gratitude for the holding cross which she 
keeps with her most of the time now.  "It reminds me of Jesus," she said.  Yes, Nancy, that's exactly what it should 
do. 



And I had a chance to minister briefly to Sunny, a new patient in the waiting room.  I'd gotten a call from a 
parishioner and used the time in the waiting room, sitting next to Sunny, to call her back and pray with her over the 
phone.  Sunny, who had been pretty closed up when I first came in, had an open face and open heart after the call 
ended.  We had a sweet time of sharing before I was called back to see the doctor. 

In her office, I experienced a huge shift personally.  As my oncologist and I talked, we chatted more about reaching 
out to those with cancer than my own cancer situation.  I told Philip that for the first time since December in her 
office, I didn't feel like a patient ... I felt like a pastor.  It was pretty doggone marvelous.  I see my oncologist again in 
a month, then three months.  It appears I've graduated! 

The time on Wednesday with the radiology folks went well.  As I was getting garbed up for the measurement 
appointment, I met Cindy, a woman who was in for her second radiation treatment.  She'd had a lumpectomy and 
the same chemo regime I'd had.  She asked how I was doing with neuropathy from the Taxol as she was still 
miserable with pain and numbness in both feet and both hands, even though her last treatment was 2 months ago.  I 
shared that I had only a little numbness on the bottom of my left foot and that I'd had so many folks praying for me 
that I know I'd been blessed, plain and simple. 

The Lord used that short interchange with Cindy to remind me how blessed I have been to have you praying away 
the side effects so common with chemo.  Though it's not been an easy time, I have done remarkably well and your 
prayers have been the wind on which that grace has come.  Thank you!  Thank you! 

The plastic surgeon deflated the expander on my right side on Thursday to get me ready for radiation, so I am now 
a lopsided woman and will remain lopsided for the next seven or so months -- yippee!  I've been adjusting to my 
lopsidedness the last couple of days and thinking a lot about flouncy blouses, jackets or scarves draped creatively 
across the right side of my chest!  After radiation is complete I may look into an undergarment that has a little "filler" 
on the right side.  But after all Philip and I have been through the last 8 months, this is not as big a deal as it might 
have been at one time!  We just keep moving on in the power of the Spirit -- a little lopsided, but oh well! 

We did have some confusion about whether the measurements taken on Wednesday by the radiology folks would 
still be good after the deflation so we appreciate your prayers that this will get worked out early this next week.  I 
wanted to begin the 6 weeks of radiation on Monday, but it looks like we'll be delayed a little now.  Regardless, we 
hope to be done with all treatment by the end of September and then to have some cancer-free, treatment-free 
months at the end of the year before reconstruction surgery begins in 2013.  Your prayers in this direction are 
gratefully appreciated. 

The image of the bridge from my August 14 post is still very much with us.  When I wrote the post, the image was 
clear and meaningful, but everyday this last week, it become more prophetic and more profound.  We realize that 
"the old has passed away" and we are in a new place where the Lord is taking us.  When we stepped off that bridge 
and returned home from our time away in Oregon, we were not where we'd been before we left.  There is health 
here, there is energy here, there is joy here. 

And we are, as always, most grateful. 

May God be praised, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 
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Reason to celebrate ... 

Written Aug 21, 2012 8:17pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

It’s a joy to check in with you and to let you know that I am doing well, very well.  I was back at the radiologist today 
as new measurements needed to be taken before radiation can begin.  I was very peaceful about this and will let 
you know when actual treatments are scheduled to begin -- with this delay, I expect that will be next week. 

Because our head pastor was away this last Sunday, I was able to officiate, preach and conduct Holy Communion 
at our Sunday services this last weekend.   Although a Sunday afternoon nap was required (isn’t it for every 
pastor?), I am still experiencing the joy of returning energy and strength after chemo’s conclusion.  Praise the Lord! 

As I stood at the Lord’s Table on Sunday I was struck, as I often am, with the poignancy of the words we say at the 
time of Holy Communion.  First, the officiant touches the bread and wine and remembers the words of our Lord 
Jesus when He instituted  this holy meal on the night He was betrayed.   “This is My Body, which is given for 
you.  This is my Blood of the new Covenant which is shed for you and for many for the forgiveness of sins.” 

The pastor then says this marvelous and mysterious thing, “We celebrate the memorial of our redemption, O 
Father, in this sacrifice of praise and thanksgiving.  Recalling his death, resurrection, and ascension, we 
offer you these gifts.” 

Did you hear it?  We CELEBRATE.  We celebrate the meal that memorializes the death of Jesus!  Wow!  That 
should, at least once in awhile, give us pause – for death is not always an occasion for celebration, especially when 
it has come with great suffering.  But we CELEBRATE the death of Jesus, for through it we are redeemed!  And in 
this great CELEBRATION, we give back to Jesus what He has given us in order that we might CELEBRATE – the 
best bread and the wine we have ever eaten! 

Yesterday, in our Anglican context, in my role as officiant at the Communion Table, I was called the “CELEBRANT” 
– the one who CELEBRATES. 



I’m reminded today that as Philip and I move further in, through, and out of our cancer storm, I find myself fulfilling 
the role of CELEBRANT in a personal way also.  I am the CELEBRANT who CELEBRATES something precious 
that Jesus has done for me.   I am the CELEBRANT who CELEBRATES my own suffering and the death of my own 
life before cancer, because through it Jesus has given me a new life with new meaning and purpose.  And He has 
even given me what I need so that I can CELEBRATE – not bread and wine, but in this case, my own personal 
story.  A story that cries out to be shared!  A story of His faithfulness in times of suffering that, like broken bread, 
feeds the hungry.  A story of His love and grace in times of peril that like wine brings joy to the hearts of those who 
are hopeless. 

In this morning’s devotion from “Jesus Calling,” I read this as a word from the Lord, “You are walking along the 
path I have chosen for you.  It is both a privileged and a perilous way:  experiencing my glorious Presence 
and heralding that reality to others.  Sometimes you feel presumptuous to be carrying out such an 
assignment.”  Each time I stand at the Communion Table and touch the bread and the wine, I feel presumptuous to 
be called the CELEBRANT at this Holy Table.  And yes, there are times in this journey God has given me through 
the cancer storm, that I am so honored by what He has done for me, that I feel a little presumptuous.  That God 
would entrust me with this great privilege of being CELEBRANT at the CELEBRATION of His goodness to me 
through this cancer storm – well, it is beyond all that I could ask or imagine! 

I pray that today you will find yourself in the privileged role of CELEBRANT as you CELEBRATE what God has done 
for you.  Even in those areas of your suffering and yes, even death, may the Lord give you eyes to see what you can 
CELEBRATE for His grace and His goodness are always with you … as they have been with me. 

Blessings to you today and always, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Treasures of the trial ... 

Written Aug 23, 2012 7:38am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

"MY SONG" in this cancer storm has been "Jesus, Draw Me Ever Nearer" by Keith and Kristin Getty.  The last verse 
of that song says, 

"May the treasures of the trial form within me as I go. 
And at the end of this long passage,  
let me leave them at Your throne." 

And so I am daily aware of the "gold in the road" -- those blessed treasures which I gather as I walk through this 
storm with my Jesus. 

Tuesday's appointment for re-measurement brought me a new treasure.  During the appointment time, the radiology 
technician shared his Christian faith with me.  He came to Christ 18 years ago from a false religion.  And then even 
more, he shared that he too, has been struck with cancer and faces it daily.  In this precious time, we talked about 
how God has met us in our cancer storms in a new and most precious way.  "It's the same Jesus," my technician 
said, "but He is closer, much closer."  Yes, much, much closer. 

He commented that people are often concerned that he might die.  But his response, "We will all die -- I am just 
aware of that reality more than others.  But I know I will not die one moment sooner than my Savior determines."  As 
these words left his mouth, the radiation technology room, like that chemo infusion room of past months, became a 
chapel.  With faith and familiarity, we were speaking of our Jesus, the One Who has drawn near us in our cancer 
storm, keeping us safe and secure in the rocky waters.  And the presence of our Jesus filled the room. 

Back in the dressing room as I put back on my clergy blouse and collar, I was struck with a new understanding 
that crystalized in my moments with that wonderful brother-in-Christ.  When we Christians are struck with terrible 
diseases, like cancer, and we choose to find Jesus in a new and deeper way in the journey, our goal ceases to 
just be getting well.  That's still important, of course, but another, more preeminent goal rises far above it.  More 
important even than getting well is the goal of knowing Jesus more deeply and loving Him more profoundly 
in the process. 

Another verse of my cancer song says it best, 

"Jesus, guide me through the tempest. 
Keep my spirit staid and sure. 
And at the end of my heart's testing, 
Let me love You even more." 

I know the Lord would have me say today that a cancer storm is not required in order to make our goal that of 
knowing Jesus more deeply and loving Him more profoundly.  In fact, it has been easy for me to make this my 
goal in this long and difficult trial.  When death and disease are breathing down your neck, it's not hard to want 
Jesus more than you've ever wanted Him before!  So perhaps it is more of a challenge to want Jesus when our 
bodies are healthy and our lives less difficult. 

So as my body becomes more healthy and my life less difficult than it has been these last eight months, I am 
renewing my commitment to the goal of knowing Jesus more deeply and loving Him more profoundly.  Care to join 
me? 

Love and blessings, 
Cathie+ and Prince Philip 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bad news can't live in the light ... 

Written Aug 28, 2012 6:46am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

So many of you have asked, but I still have no firm date or time for the beginning of radiation even though we are 
still gearing for this week sometime.  I shared with several on Sunday that it doesn’t break my heart to have this little 
delay between chemo and radiation!  We expect to hear from the radiology folks today with instructions and a start 
date – I will keep you posted. 

I have a bone density exam tomorrow morning, Wednesday, which is to create a base line since I am now on a new 
drug daily for five years to block any estrogen from my system.   You might remember that the cancer I had was 
estrogen-sensitive so blocking estrogen will “starve” any cells that may be present.  The lack of estrogen, however, 
can create bone density problems so they are careful to watch for that.  Hence the bone density exam.  Your 
prayers are appreciated! 



I also have an appointment this week with my breast surgeon, Dr. Coleman.  I haven’t seen her since my post-
surgery appointment in January.  Dr. Coleman is the doctor that broke the news to Philip and me about the cancer, 
who performed my double mastectomy and then who told me in the recovery room of the cancer having spread to 
my lymph nodes.  I have a special place in my heart for her – I feel Dr. Coleman was “hand-picked” by the Lord to 
deliver the hardest and worst news we’ve ever received.  I know that may sound odd, but sometimes bad news, 
delivered by the right person can be buffered in its severity.  That’s the way it was with Dr. Coleman – hearing from 
her made it easier somehow. 

In my cancer story, that which had been held in darkness for years was brought into the light through Dr. Coleman – 
brought into the light of our awareness and into the light of treatment.   It was really bad news but how grateful we 
were and are that it was no longer hidden where, held in darkness, it was doing terrible damage. 

Can’t help but note that this is true in so many areas of our lives.  None of us likes to receive bad news – it 
stinks!  But sometimes, hearing bad news is the very door we must step through in order to come into the light and 
receive our healing and wholeness. 

Bad news can live a long time in darkness, but Jesus is the God of light.  And when something is brought out of 
darkness and held in the light of God’s presence, fear is diminished.  As we keep our gaze fixed on Jesus, we find 
we have all that it takes to face that bad news.  Sometimes that’s a daily process – taking bad news out of darkness 
and holding it in the light of God’s presence – and then receiving the grace and strength we need to face it and yes, 
deal with it! 

This cancer only had power when it was in the dark, doing its damage unchecked and unrestrained.  But since it 
was brought into the light, it has had no power over us. 

As I see Dr. Coleman again this Thursday, I will be glad to see my doctor, my surgeon, my friend, my sister-in-
Christ.  For through her, the Lord brought my bad news into the light.  And that old bad news, cancer, has no more 
power over me! 

Blessing you today in Jesus, the Light of the world! 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

In the scariest of places ... 

Written Aug 31, 2012 6:58am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you for your prayers this week.  It’s been a full one! 

Tuesday’s bone density exam was short and easy.  It was held, though, in the same Hoag Breast Center where 
Philip and I went last December for the needle biopsy which found the cancer.  Sometimes we have to walk back 
down old scary hallways .... 

As I lay still for the short scan, my mind traveled back to last December when I was in another room off the same 
hallway for what seemed like hours.  I remembered the two nurses and the radiologist who did the needle biopsy 
and how they spoke quietly about the “mass” they were seeing on the screen.  I remembered the fear that washed 
over me and how in those scary moments, I held on to the thought that Jesus was with me even though I couldn’t 
feel him. 

As these memories came back to me during Tuesday’s bone density exam, I felt myself get teary.  But this time was 
different.  In just moments, the technician said, “We’re done.”  And I stood up, gathered my things and walked back 
down that same old hallway – this time without fear and fully aware of the presence of Jesus who has walked 
with me down every hallway of my life. 



Yesterday, Philip and I met with my breast surgeon Dr. Coleman.  Another opportunity to go back to yet another 
hard, scary place – the very place where we were told I had advanced breast cancer.  In my morning prayer time 
before this appointment, I asked God to do what Philip had mentioned days before – to take all my scary memories 
and replace them with a redemptive experience with Dr. Coleman.  Redemption – it’s a Christian word that refers 
to the power of Christ to take our old, broken reality and replace it with His preferred future for us.  In some 
sense redemption is all about exchange – exchanging our sin for His forgiveness; our brokenness for His 
wholeness; our failure for His victory; and yes, our old, scary moments for His bright, hopeful presence. 

So before we entered Dr. Coleman’s office, Philip and I prayed that Jesus would go before us.  That He would be in 
the elevator, at the office door, in the waiting room, in the hallway and most importantly, in the office with us with Dr. 
Coleman.  And He was.  The time with Dr. Coleman was sweet reflection of the goodness of God to us in this hard 
cancer storm.  We were able to thank her for her role in God’s great plan in our lives and to tell her I was grateful 
God had chosen her to find, reveal and remove the cancer which had been held in darkness in my body for so 
long.  We left that old, scary office in victory.  God is good. 

And yesterday also marked my first radiation treatment.  Another admittedly scary place!  Radiation in today’s 
world is like you’ve walked into a Sci-Fi film – a futuristic, machine-driven cyber-world!  Yesterday, I was on the table 
for a very long time as they positioned me, re-positioned me and took image after image to prep me for these 6 
weeks to come and then did my first treatment.  My body was held in an awkward position and I was to remain 
perfectly still.  After awhile, that proved pretty painful!  When I opened my eyes, I could see that my body was 
patterned in green strips of laser light and the technician made all kinds of designs on my skin using a green 
Sharpie permanent marker. My chest looks like a toddler’s coloring book!  It was just plain weird – and yes, kinda’ 
scary.  I felt uncomfortable, vulnerable and scared – sort of like a 6-year old at their first encounter with a dentist’s 
drill. 

But I’ve been in lots of scary places these last nine months and I’ve learned that even though I don’t feel Jesus all 
the time, He is always with me.  And I’ve learned that the scariest place can become not-so-scary and even familiar 
and ordinary when you know Jesus goes ahead of you into that place.  So I dutifully laid in my uncomfortable 
position with green laser light beams and equally green Sharpie pen marks all over me and let the radiology folks do 
their thing while I rehearsed over and over in my mind my own paraphrase of the timeless treasure from Psalm 23: 

“The Lord is my Shepherd,  
and because He is with me, I have no unmet needs. 
He makes me lie down on this radiology table. 
He leads me beside whirring radiation machines 
and He is restoring my body and soul. 
He leads me to the doctors He has chosen for me for His glory. 
Though I may walk down scary hallways, I will fear NOTHING! 
For You are with me, Jesus, whether I feel You or not. 
You are here to comfort and guide me. 
You give me all I need, even in the scariest of moments.  
You anoint me with your oil of gladness and my heart is full! 
I live in the confidence that Your grace and kindness will be with me every day of my life 
and, the best news is that I get to live in Your presence FOREVER!” 

So today, I go back to the radiologist for my second treatment.  As I lay down on that same table, I’ll be rehearsing 
my Radiation Version of Psalm 23 in my heart and mind.  And I’m expecting that scary place to get less scary today 
and pretty soon, it will be ordinary, familiar and yes, even routine!  Blessed be the Name of the Lord! 

Again, thank you for your prayers! 

Blessings in Jesus our Shepherd, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

I am not "only human" ... 

Written Sep 3, 2012 6:57pm by Cathie Young 

Friends and Family, 

Special thanks to my favorite photographer Joseph Konieczny who snapped a pic of me yesterday outside church 
while I was greeting a parishioner. Joe always seems to make me look better than I really do, but I like this photo 
because I look ALIVE and for someone who has had Stage 4 cancer, LOOKING ALIVE IS A GOOD THING! 

If you look close, you can see my painted-on eyebrows and my fake eyelashes, but folks, I am pleased to tell you 
that my hair is beginning to grow back and yes indeed, so are my brows and lashes! I never thought I'd become 
fond of weird, stubby hair, but when you haven't had hair, ANY hair is a great thing! It will be months before the wig 
is retired, but Prince Philip comments almost every day about my "sprouting scalp" and I love every bit of it! Praise 
the Lord! 

In worship at our third service yesterday, we were singing, "Pour Out My Heart", a contemporary worship song by 
Craig Musseau with these lyrics: 

Here I am, once again, 
I pour out my heart for I know that You hear every cry. 
You are listening ... no matter what state my heart is in. 
You are faithful ... to answer with words that are true 
and a hope that is real. 
As I feel Your touch, You bring a freedom to all that's within. 
In the safety of this place, I'm longing to ... 
Pour out my heart to say that I love You. 
Pour out my heart to say that I need You. 
Pour out my heart to say that I'm thankful. 
Pour out my heart to say that You're wonderful! 

As we began to sing this song, the words became so real to me that I honestly fell to my knees and began to weep 
before the Lord (yes, in front of congregation too!) I was overcome by the power of the Holy Spirit as He allowed me 
the great privilege of "pouring out my heart" to God. As the song says, I felt His touch! All I could do is weep and cry 
out that I love Him, I need Him, I'm thankful and that He is WONDERFUL -- amazingly, astoundingly WONDERFUL. 

This time with the Holy Spirit was an amazing gift from the Lord. And that moment brought back a conversation I 
had last week with someone who wanted to reach out to me, but she was ill-equipped because as someone without 
faith, she couldn't understand my perspective on my cancer journey. 



This dear woman wanted so badly to get behind my positive outlook. She just didn't believe it could really be true 
that I saw all this as a huge gift from God and that Jesus had been so present for me in this journey that I have no 
regrets -- that in fact, I wouldn't have missed this amazing journey for anything! She kept urging me to share my 
supposed deep-seated pain with her by saying several times, "You may be a pastor, but you are only human." 

"You are only human." That phrase rang in my ears after I left our meeting. Then two days later, the Lord woke me 
up with these words, "You are NOT only human." I went quickly to my prayer chair to listen more as God helped me 
to understand more fully. Yes, I am indeed human, but I am not ONLY human! I am more than human because the 
fullness of the divine Godhead dwells in me! 

Both Colossians 1:19 and 2:9 tell us that the fullness of the Godhead dwelt in Christ Jesus. So when Jesus came to 
live in this frail human body of mine, I stopped being ONLY human. Through the indwelling presence of His Holy 
Spirit, Jesus is living out His life in me and through me! St. Paul said, "For me to live is Christ ..." and with him, I can 
say even in this cancer storm, "For me to live is Christ!" 

So when I was on my knees before God yesterday as I poured out my heart before Him, I was immensely grateful 
that no one can break my positive outlook on this cancer journey -- no one can take that away from me! Yes there 
have been many dark, hard moments when my humanity cried out to God for help and relief. But I have not walked 
out these last nine months in only my frail humanity! I walked through this cancer storm empowered by the very 
presence of God Himself in Jesus Christ, my kind and ever-present Savior! 

To that dear woman and to all the world I want to say that I did not face my trial in just my frail humanity. I am not 
ONLY human because Jesus, the Son of the Living God lives in me! 

And I know that is a word for others tonight. Though the storms may come and though even disaster visits us. 
Though we are buffeted and tumbled by the trials of this world, we do not face these difficult and painful times in just 
our frail humanity. If we know Jesus, He lives in us and a divine strength and eternal hope wells up within us and 
becomes greater than the height or depth or breadth of any trial. 

You are not only human. You are much more! Jesus lives in you! 

With love and blessings tonight, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

I have a new assignment! 

Written Sep 8, 2012 6:51pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I am so excited to tell you what God is doing with my radiation. But first, a little background and a confession of 
sorts. 

The transition to radiation has been hard for me.  As odd as it may sound, I always looked forward to my chemo 
infusions -- because Jesus always showed up and He turned the infusion room into a chapel!  It was exciting to see 
what He wanted to do.  But I had none of that affinity for the radiation treatments and that was unsettling!  So I cried 
out to the Lord to ask why the sense of dissonance within me. 

First, He showed me that chemo infusions were relational.  I was there with others for almost three hours at a 
time.  Relationships were formed and there was time to share Jesus and His love with others.  But radiation is a fast, 
solitary treatment.  You are in and out in about 20 minutes and other than a quick moment with the technicians, you 
are by yourself. 

Second, the Lord showed me that I was used to having my cancer treatment become a platform for sharing God's 
Kingdom and I was not finding that with radiation.  Because I was accustomed to deep Kingdom meaning in my 
treatment, I was getting hungrier and hungrier for what had fed me so well for so many months. 

On my way to treatment on Wednesday I heard the Lord say, "If you want your treatment to count for the 
Kingdom, pray for Roshan during radiation."  Now Roshan is the head radiology technician who is a Christian 
converted from another religion and who suffers with cancer himself and is waiting for a bone marrow transplant.  As 
soon as I heard the Lord ask me to pray for him, joy flooded my heart!  Ah, Kingdom purpose -- an entire 6 weeks of 
praying for this dear man!  I was thrilled! 

As I changed into my radiation gown and came around the corner for my treatment, there was Roshan!  He hugged 
me and asked how I was.  I told him I was great because the Lord had given me the assignment of praying for 
him while I was being radiated -- for the entire six weeks of my treatment!  "Listen to how beautiful this is," he said 
to another technician.  Roshan was beaming and so was I.  I could hardly wait to get on the table and start praying! 

Previous treatments had felt unbearably long.  Weird laser beam lights, whirring machines coming frighteningly 
close to your body -- it was just creepy.  But this time, I closed my eyes to pray for Roshan and, in a nano-second, 
the female technician was telling me the treatment was done!  I couldn't believe it -- I hadn't even been aware of the 
noise or the machines!  "Wow, that went fast," I said.  She asked why it seemed faster than the other times.  "Oh, 
because God told me I'm supposed to pray for Roshan while I'm being radiated and it felt like I barely got started!" 

At that moment the Kingdom of God broke through into the radiation room.  "Well, don't just pray for Roshan," she 
said, "please pray for me too!"  So I added Fauna to my prayer list for radiation treatments. 

But God wasn't done yet!  On Thursday, there was another female technician working alongside Fauna.  She said 
the treatment would be a little longer because they would take x-rays along with the radiation.  "A little longer is 
good," I said, "since I'm praying for both Roshan and Fauna while I'm on the table." 

Are you ready?  Yes, the technician quickly said, "Well, would you please pray for me too?"  Sure, you bet!  I almost 
giggled!  God, you are amazing!  So now I pray for Roshan, Fauna, and Justine (not their real names) while I'm 
being radiated!!!  And I will love every minute of my six weeks of radiation treatments. 

Dear Ones, the fields are white with harvest! 



Earlier last week, I received an email from Christie Russell, a sweet friend and sister-in-Christ who prays faithfully 
for me.  She wrote this, "As I was praying for your radiation treatments ... the sense I had was even though you 
wouldn't be there for a long time to have interaction with the people, the 'dust' you left would carry throughout the 
day with His shalom for all who entered after you ...." 

Wow!  I guess I have my new assignment!  God has shown me that in my chemotherapy, I was to bring the love of 
Jesus to cancer patients. But in this time of radiation, I am to bring the love of Jesus to those who care for cancer 
patients and to spread His Kingdom dust so that the radiation center becomes a chapel where the sweet presence 
of Jesus falls upon all who enter there! 

Thank you for your dear prayers.  I am preaching tomorrow so appreciate your prayers for God's Kingdom to break 
through! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What can I do for you today, Jesus? 

Written Sep 12, 2012 7:30am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Thank you for your faithful prayers. I know I thank you often but somehow it’s not enough! Only when you are the 
recipient of such long and lavish prayers can you know their power and the grace that flows from them. I am 
sustained by them and they mean more than words express. 

The “dust cloud” of God’s presence seems to grow larger with every radiation visit, praise God. The parking spaces 
close to the radiology office are full by the time I arrive every morning about 8:45. So I park a little distance away 



and use the short walk to ask God to use me in whatever way He desires. “What can I do for You today, Jesus?” is 
my prayer. And within moments, He answers. 

Yesterday it was two older folks walking slowly to the same bank of elevators I take to the radiology office. As I got 
in the elevator to go down to the lower level, I leaned out and asked if they were going down. They were, so I held 
the elevator and as they got in, I saw the dear man’s eyes. I recognize those eyes – they are the eyes of my people 
group: those who have been struck with cancer. “Are you going for radiation?” I asked. “Yes, my last week,” he 
replied. I reached out and held his hand for a brief moment as the elevator opened to our floor. “How many 
treatments are you having?” “Forty.” “How are you doing?” “I’m pretty tired,” was his reply. Yes, I knew that. As we 
walked into the office together I told him I would pray that these last treatments would go well and that his strength 
would return quickly. 

In the waiting room I sat next to Jack and his wife Linda who I met earlier this week. Jack has larynx cancer and is 
finishing up his last week of about forty treatments as well. His throat area is painfully red from radiation. Linda, his 
wife, explained that the doctors had all said that the radiation would cause him to lose his voice, but then he spoke 
up and said, “But I still have my voice.” I explained that I’m a Christian and a pastor and since I now knew their 
names and little of their story, I would be praying for them daily. “Is that okay?” I asked yesterday. They looked at 
each other and then me, “Yes,” Jack said. And I could tell that prayer was not a common occurrence for them. 
“Great,” I said. “God has already given you a great gift of being able to keep your voice. He loves you, Jack, and so 
I’ll pray He just keep showing His love for you.” The man with the red throat smiled. 

Good job, God! 

I continue to pray during my treatment for the three radiation technicians that God has put on my heart. The time of 
the actual treatment seems so short but so powerful. I receive three “doses” of radiation from three different angles. 
Yesterday as I was praying for these dear ones, I realized I could use the three doses in a Trinitarian sort of prayer. 
So with the first dose, I pray for the love of the Father to penetrate their souls. With the second dose, I pray for the 
mercy and redemption of Jesus the Son to be poured out upon them. And with the third dose, I pray that the Holy 
Spirit would hover over them, protect, strengthen and heal them, and that He would convince them of God’s love for 
them and His purpose for their lives. Wow – what a great gift that God is allowing three doses of radiation and with 
them, three doses of love from the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit! 

On Monday, I had an interesting exchange with a fellow who receives radiation right before I do. As I was entering 
the radiation room, he was leaving, so I asked if he’d gotten it all ready for me in there. He replied, “It’s all warmed 
up. In fact, it’s so hot we’re getting some practice for hell.” I responded that I didn’t need any practice for hell – that I 
was going to heaven. He then made the sign of the cross in the air between us and said, “Bless you, child” and 
walked on. 

As I asked the Lord about that weird exchange, I realized that this man had made a valid point. Radiation does give 
you a very small sample of what it is like in hell – the heat, the burning of skin. For those of us going to heaven, it 
should make us all the more committed to sharing the love of Jesus so that no one else who crosses our path will 
have to experience the real thing. 

Please pray for these dear ones who God has given me for this radiation time. The field is white for harvest. In my 
sermon last Sunday, September 9, I preached on the critical importance of sharing the love of Jesus, no matter 
what’s going on in our lives. The sermon entitled, “May this Journey Bring a Blessing” can be accessed on podcast. 
Go to the St. James website at www.stjamesnb.org, click on “Online Resources” and then click on “Sermons.” 

I’d appreciate your prayers for my dear mother also. Her name is Donna and she’s somehow injured her back and is 
in serious pain. She sees the doctor today. She and my father Bill have been my most faithful prayer warriors and I 
hurt that she hurts. Thank you for your prayers. 

Love and blessings, Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Birthdays mean a whole lot more … 

Written Sep 18, 2012 9:37am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Yesterday was my birthday – and thanks to those who knew and have extended best birthday wishes!  And this 
birthday was my 60th which in most people’s lives is a BIG birthday! 

I have to admit, though, that the significance of a 60th birthday was entirely overshadowed by the mere fact that I 
had a birthday this year.  You may have seen the American Cancer Society ad campaign where stars like Keith 
Urban, Celine Dion, Justin Beiber and Ricky Martin sing “Happy Birthday.”  The closing line of the commercial is 
“American Cancer Society: the sponsor of birthdays.”  They are moving ads! 

Well, though I am immensely grateful for what the American Cancer Society, my incredible doctors and the entire 
medical community have done for me, I am convinced that it is my God who sponsored my birthday this year!  It 
was He who planned and insured that September 17, 2012 would find me alive and able to celebrate my 60th 
birthday with my Prince Philip aboard the Queen Mary, the historic cruise ship launched in the 1930’s and now 
permanently docked in Long Beach, just 40 minutes down the freeway from our home. 

Two years ago we began to plan a river boat cruise in Europe for my 60th birthday.  Well, cancer had a say in the 
matter and that river boat cruise will have to wait for at least a couple of years.  Because of my daily radiation, we 
were limited on how and where we could celebrate the day.  We opted for the Queen Mary because it has been 
more than 25 years since the last time we’d been on board and because the Princess Diana exhibit was showing 
there.  So we spent the afternoon strolling through the exhibit, walking the decks of this historic “cruise ship of the 



stars” and looking at old pictures of previous guests aboard the ship like Bob Hope, Abbott and Costello, Loretta 
Young, Fred Astaire, Winston Churchill and of course British royalty. 

I was struck with two things – both connected. 

The first was something Philip said yesterday.  On his 60th birthday eight years ago, we were also on a cruise 
ship.  That time it was a cruise to the Mexican Riviera and we had such a great time, it was one of the reasons we 
planned a river boat cruise in Europe for my 60th.  But as Philip pointed out, though we were NOT in Europe 
on a cruise ship for my birthday, we WERE on a cruise ship – and an historic, very famous one at that!  That’s my 
Prince – always ready to find the “gold in the road!” 

Secondly, I was struck with the sadness of Princess Diana’s life.   When her engagement to Prince Charles was 
announced, they were asked by the media if they were in love.  She replied “Of course.”  He quietly said, “Whatever 
‘in love’ means.”  She was a woman who, though married to a prince, lived and died not knowing the love of a 
husband. 

I am married to prince also but unlike Diana, I know the beauty, the depth, the richness and the profound 
meaning of being loved by my husband – from the inside out.  I know the love of a prince who thinks I’m 
beautiful though bald, strong though weakened by cancer, sexy though I have no breasts, bright though I 
still suffer from chemo fog, and delightful though my personality is a bit impaired by nine months of cancer 
treatment! 

Dear Ones, I have never thanked God more than I did yesterday for the two best birthday gifts any girl could 
receive: 

FIRST BEST BIRTHDAY GIFT:  I AM ALIVE for this birthday – God made sure of that!   

SECOND BEST BIRTHDAY GIFT:  I have been given Prince Philip who loves me with a noble, yes, even royal 
love. 

Birthdays mean a whole lot more to me now -- they probably always will.   And I don’t much care that it was the “BIG 
60”!  I am just glad to be alive and grateful, grateful, grateful to a God who sponsors birthdays.  

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The Monster becomes a friend ... 

Written Sep 21, 2012 7:56am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

“Jesus, I belong to You and You belong to me.  You are my Master, my kind Savior and my Friend.  Give me ears to 
hear Your voice.  Give me eyes to see You and what You are doing in the midst of my circumstances.  And give me 
a heart and will to respond to You and to follow You wherever You lead and do whatever You bid me do.  What can 
I do for You today, Jesus?” 

This is my “Pillow Prayer”.  It’s the prayer I say into my pillow each morning before I leave my bed!  It varies from 
day to day, but the basic content is the same.  As the wonderful old hymn declares, “Blessed Assurance, JESUS IS 
MINE!!!!!”  And on this premise – that I belong to Him and He belongs to me – all else is possible! 

And the further into this radiation process I go, the more and more this becomes evident.  God is at work!  I am 
learning that if I am hungry, truly hungry for His presence and if I have “eyes to see and ears to hear”, He will reveal 
Himself in the midst of any and all circumstances of my life!  It’s astounding! 

The last two days at radiation there has been a shift.  The waiting room at 8:45 am is empty now as some of my 
friends made over the last two weeks have finished their round of radiation.  No new fellow sojourners on this 
radiation journey have appeared yet at that time of the morning, but my exchange with the three radiology 
technicians is wonderful. 

This past Tuesday they had a state inspection and everyone was very serious – there was no fun banter heard in 
the office that day.  I told them that this would then be my prayer assignment – that they would sail through the 
inspection with flying colors!  The next day, all had bright smiles and announced the inspection had gone 
great!  When their manager said it was the best inspection they had ever had, one of the dear radiology technicians 
told her, “That’s because this Christian lady pastor was praying for us this time!”  Praise be to God who 
receives all the glory! 

And personally, these last two days have been precious for me. 

As I have shared before, this radiation is the cutting edge technology.  There is a large machine that moves all 
around me, making ominous sounds and with a screen facing me.  It looks like a face that casts laser light beams 
across my body, periodically flashes bright light and has what looks like “teeth” that move and seemingly snarl in a 
frightening way.  Pardon me for my childishness, but it looks like a MONSTER! 

Each day of radiation, after I am settled into my uncomfortable position, I have found it best to just close my eyes 
and keep them closed as I pray and center myself on the Lord.  When the three doses of radiation begin (I can tell 
by the movement of the machine and the distinctive sound it makes), I just pray my Trinitarian prayer.  God is good 
to come in a mightier dose than the radiation I am receiving. 

But Wednesday, something changed – all because God’s presence has become so real in this scary place! 



As the Monster came close to my left side to give me the second dose of radiation (in my Trinitarian prayer, the 
second dose is the Jesus the Son dose), I was prompted by the Spirit to open my eyes.  And so I looked at the 
Monster face-to-face.  I saw it up close and personal – just inches from my body.  I saw its teeth and the beams 
that came from its interior. 

Funny, it didn’t look scary at all.  In fact, I felt – and I’m not kidding here – affection for the Monster.  And so, as we 
looked at one another face-to-face, I heard myself say, “Hello, Friend.”  I didn’t plan to say it.  I didn’t think it before 
I said it.  It just came out of my mouth.  Yes, the Monster had become my friend. 

Dear Ones, why God chose to do this work, I am not fully sure, but I do know one thing.  God’s presence changes 
everything.  When Jesus comes into the scariest, worst, most awful places, His presence can turn a disease 
into a blessing, a tragedy into a triumph, and a monster into a friend. 

Yesterday, Thursday, I wanted to check to see if I had kept my miracle so I opened my eyes and looked at the 
Monster face-to-face again.   This time I felt such a rush of affection for the darn thing that I would have hugged if I 
could have.  In fact, in my imagination, I did!  This is our great God!  This is our kind Savior! 

So what is the most awful thing in your life right now?  Believe me, I know how scary, painful, devastating and 
despairing it can be.  But I also know that God “sets a table before me in the presence of my enemies” (Psalm 23), 
which means in the worst of places, God will sit down with you and fellowship with you in the midst of those 
awful circumstances.  And when He does – WATCH OUT!  Because your Monster might just become your 
friend!   God’s presence changes everything! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hair! 

Written Sep 24, 2012 7:10pm by Cathie Young 



Dear Ones, 

There was a rather unfortunate musical in the 1960's called "Hair." I offer no endorsement for the play or its content, 
but lately the title song has been running through my head. 

Here are a few of the lyrics: 
"Give me a head with hair, long beautiful hair. 
Shining, gleaming, streaming, flaxen, waxen." 

And the memorable (albeit silly) chorus: 
"Hair, hair, hair, hair, hair. 
Hair, hair, hair. 
Flow it, show it, long as God can grow it, my hair." 

Some of you reading these lines are now hearing the song run through YOUR head! Yes, our age is showing! But 
the song really says it for me -- "as long as God can grow, my hair!" 

The reason I've thought of the song is of course the desire of any woman who has gone bald from chemo -- to get 
her hair back! As I've blogged in previous postings, for most women, it's less traumatic to lose their breasts than to 
lose their hair. 

So -- drumroll, please! Yes, my hair is beginning to grow back! Yeehaw, Hallelujah and let's bang the tambourine! 

My eyebrows are fully back -- tada! And my eyelashes have emerged quickly as well -- another tada! I used my false 
eyelashes, otherwise known as the "caterpillars", for the last time on Friday of last week. They are now retired to the 
old makeup drawer where I kept my mascara all these months. I retrieved the mascara and put it back into use once 
again - ah, what joy floods my soul each time I stroke that black gook on those little hairs that are growing from my 
lids! Doggone, I will never take my eyebrows and eyelashes for granted again! 

And yes, hair is returning to my head also. It's odd hair -- kind of an unattractive mix of mousy brown and grey and it 
feels like kitty fur. Now I've heard all the stories of those who say that it will come in dark and curly and thicker and 
more lovely before. Although that is true of some post-chemo women, it's not true of all, so I am being cautious 
about anticipating what it will look like. But as my chemo coach Tina told me, after being bald, ANY hair is just 
great!!! Amen, Sister! 

I no longer have to wear beanies at home because there is enough hair to answer the door and not be too 
humiliated. Also, it's been so hot here in Southern Cal that I'm not concerned about my head getting cold at night. 
So bye-bye, beanies -- you've served me well for 9 months but I won't be needing you anymore. 

I'll continue to wear my wig for months to come. It takes the hair on your head a long time to grow to the point where 
it can be styled and more months before it can be colored. And if it stays the mousy brown/grey mix it is now, it 
WILL be colored, trust me! 

After all is said and done, this hair growth is another wonderful sign from our Lord that He is the God of all creation. 
That which cancer and treatment took away, He is ready to redeem. That which I have lost, He is ready to return 
with great blessing. He is the God who has superintended this entire 10-month journey. And I see every little 
growing hair as another assurance from Him that He is in charge and that all is well for He is with me! 

And I praise Him for all that He has done for me. To quote another song -- a little praise chorus from the same era of 
the musical "Hair": 

"He has done great things for me,  
Great things, great things;  
He has done great things for me." 



For those who may want to read it, Cindy Trane Christeson has written an article on my cancer journey for the 
Newport Independent, a local newspaper. You can access it through the URL 
link: http://www.newportbeachindy.com/?p=10707 

If you want to repost the article, you are welcome to do so. Also you are welcome to share my blog postings with 
others. And yes, in response to several who have asked, I am beginning the process of turning this journey into a 
book which can hopefully help others find our Kind Savior in the storms of their life. May God be praised. 

Love and blessings today -- be sure to be thankful for your hair! 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

ShareTweetTweet 

I Can't Complain ... 

Written Sep 27, 2012 7:01am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

A large part of the joy and deep meaning of this long cancer journey has come from learning to seek and find God in 
the midst of my circumstances and to listen for how He will speak to me. It’s a marvelous adventure and it’s a 
process, but I am learning, praise Him! 

Yesterday at the radiology center, I saw my friend Roshan, who took my original measurements for radiation and 
who shared with me his story of converting from another religion to Christianity years ago. He also shared that he 
now suffers from bone marrow cancer and is on chemo, awaiting a bone marrow transplant. Though sick, his face 
shines with the glory of God. He is my main “prayer project”in these six weeks of radiation. As I lay on the table, I 
pray for Roshan -- for his health, his family, his spiritual strength and for the bone marrow transplant that God may 
use to save his life. 

As I greeted Roshan, I asked how he was doing. “I can’t complain,” he said. The phrase hung in the air with a 
weighty poignancy. We looked at each other and held our gaze for a moment in that way that Christian cancer 
sufferers do. 

I knew what Roshan meant. In his place of great need, he was living in the presence of the Kind Savior. He 
had discovered “gold in the road” and that gold was carrying him in this hard time. “He’s so good, isn’t He?” I 
asked. Roshan just nodded, and said again, “I can’t complain.” “I know just what you mean,” I responded. Then with 
a“God bless you today, Brother,” I walked in for my 18th of 33 radiation treatments. 

As I lay down on the radiation table, I pondered the power of what Roshan had just said and how God was speaking 
to me in that moment. You see, I am getting tired. I’m in my 9th month of cancer treatment and the radiation is 
beginning to do to my body what radiation does –there is burning and there is fatigue. The hormone inhibitor drug I 
am now taking is doing its job also – the hot flashes are tough, my body aches, and my memory in a word is, well, 
“lacking” (to say the least). 

But like my brother Roshan, I can’t complain. Why? Because God is here with me in a way that I’ve never known 
before. Because Jesus the Kind Savior has drawn near and He’s sticking to me like glue. Because in my needy 
state, I have discovered “gold in the road.” That gold is the presence of God who overshadows me like the Spirit did 
the void in the moment of creation and yes, maybe a little like He did Mary when Jesus became real in her body. 
Jesus is becoming real in me in a way I’ve not known before. So in my time of suffering, I can’t complain. 

To make sure I got the point the Spirit was trying to teach me, He repeated Himself and spoke the “I can’t complain” 
message again – this time through today’s reading in my devotional Jesus Calling by Sarah Young. 

http://www.newportbeachindy.com/?p=10707
http://www.facebook.com/share.php?u=http://www.caringbridge.org/visit/cathieyoung/journal/view/13530577
http://www.facebook.com/share.php?u=http://www.caringbridge.org/visit/cathieyoung/journal/view/13530577
https://plus.google.com/share?url=http://www.caringbridge.org/visit/cathieyoung/journal/view/13530577


“Relax in My everlasting arms. Your weakness is an opportunity to grow strong in awareness of My Almighty 
Presence. When your energy fails you, do not look inward and lament the lack you find there. Look to Me and My 
sufficiency; rejoice in My radiant riches that are abundantly available to help you. Go gently through this day, leaning 
on Me and enjoying My Presence. Thank Me for your neediness, which is building trust-bonds between us. If you 
look back on your journey thus far, you can see that days of extreme weakness have been some of your most 
precious times. Memories of these days are richly interwoven with golden strands of My intimate presence.” 

Yes, Dear Ones, I can’t complain. Because in Sarah Young's words, memories of these days in my cancer journey 
are richly interwoven with golden strands of His intimate presence. Because in my words, there is just too much gold 
in the road! 

May God bless you with a desire to seek Him today. If you look for Him, you will find Him, no matter what your 
circumstances. Lean into Him. Lean on Him. And as you do, perhaps with Rashon, author Sarah Young, and me, 
you will also be able to say in the most difficult of circumstances, “I can’t complain.” 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

ShareTweetTweet 
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God does not forget ... 

Written Oct 1, 2012 7:53pm by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Tonight I ask for your prayers -- for one of my dear radiology brothers in Christ and then for myself. 

I have shared the story of Rashon who is a Christian brother who has been waiting for a transplant because of bone 
marrow cancer. He is a shining light of God's love in the radiation center where I spend the first bit of my morning 
each day Monday through Friday. He is also my "prayer project" in these six weeks of radiation. 

One of my prayers for him has been that during my radiation time, God would allow his transplant to take place. I am 
thrilled to report that it appears God is answering that prayer! 

As I saw Rashon today, he told me that Thursday of this week is his last day in the office. On Friday he begins the 
rigorous process that leads up to a transplant. It will involve hospitalized chemotherapy and stripping his body of any 
natural immunity before a transplant can occur and then a longer process of assuring that such transplant "takes." 

I will see him again before Thursday to pray for him, but I've asked if I could add him to this journal so that others 
will pray for him. He happily agreed and when I asked what specifically he would ask prayer for, he -- not 
surprisingly -- wanted prayer that others would see Jesus Christ in this process and that God would receive all the 
glory. I am so moved by his faith and so proud to call him my brother. Please pray for him in the coming weeks and 
for his lovely wife and dear children. 

I also ask prayers for myself as the radiation is taking its toll. Please pray for my strength and health in the next few 
weeks. The pain of the radiation is increasing as is the discomfort from the hormone-inhibitor drug I am taking. I am 
needing to modify my schedule a bit in a time when there is much to do for the Kingdom. So please pray for wisdom 
and discernment for me as I hear from the Lord what I should be doing and when I should be resting. Thank you so 
much. 

I want to close with a sweet story about the Hispanic family I met last week in the radiation waiting room. The 
mother was discovered with 4th stage breast cancer after the birth of her daughter who is now 7 months old. The 
cancer has gone to the liver and the dear woman is receiving both chemo and radiation at the same time. She is 
very sick. I didn't get to meet her but asked her name so I could pray for her and was told it is Latissia. 

I have been praying for her but didn't see her family again and when I told the Lord I was troubled that these dear 
people move into my life and then out so quickly, I heard Him say so clearly, "But I will not forget Latissia." I was 
comforted that this is so true of our Kind Savior. Though we may meet someone just once, when we pray for them, 
they are placed before our loving Lord and He does not forget. 

Last Friday as I finished my radiation and was getting on the elevator to leave the building, who should walk off the 
elevator but the dear Hispanic husband and father with his darling wife Latissia! I nearly exploded with joy! 
"Latissia," I cried as I grasped her hands, "I am Rev. Cathie and I have been praying for you! God has promised me 
He will not forget you!" As her husband translated what I had said, her eyes met mine and once again, that 
"knowing" between those stricken with cancer happened in a sweet and unspoken moment. I blessed her and 
watched as they walked into the clinic for yet another radiation treatment for dear Latissia. 

This time I didn't worry about whether or not I would see her again. Because even if I don't, God does not forget ... 

Love and thanks, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

ShareTweetTweet 
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Do not leave too quickly ... 

Written Oct 9, 2012 6:13am by Cathie Young 

Thank you for your prayers in this last week. They have been especially helpful! It turns out I am one of a “special” 
few (about 9%) who receive both chemo and radiation in a shorter time frame who develop something called 
“radiation recall dermatitis.” It actually sounds nastier than it is. It is a rash that resembles the appearance of 
shingles and affects not only the radiation site, but for me, the front torso. It develops when some of the harsher 
chemo drugs which have affected the system interact with the radiation and it sort of “blossoms” externally. Lovely! 

The good news is that it is annoying more than anything – it’s not particularly painful, although a little itchy. So your 
prayers were particularly appreciated this last week. 

I have more good news that I received after my radiation appointment yesterday. Prince Philip and I have 
been expecting this to be my last full week of radiation and then believing I had three more “boost” radiation 



treatments next week. Yesterday I was told that the doctor had reviewed my treatment plan and this Friday is my 
last treatment … period! This is a wonderful praise report! Now, I receive those “boost” treatment this week instead 
of next. A “boost” treatment is targeted at the origin of the cancer. The extra doses cover a small area and affects 
the tissue where cancer is most likely to return. 

 Thank you for your prayers for the containment of the radiation recall dermatitis. 
 Thank you for your prayers for my strength this week and into next week. 
 And thank you for your prayers for these boost treatments – that they will do exactly as they are intended but 

that the skin and tissue will not be damaged in the process. 
 Thank you also for your prayers for Rashon who received treatment in the hospital last Friday in preparation 

for his stem cell transplant. He is home with his family for a short time and I will keep you posted as I learn of 
his progress. Pray especially that Jesus is very close to him in this important time. 

Jesus was especially close to me in my treatment yesterday. As I received my three doses of radiation, this time I 
noticed I received them in a different order than usual. Typically I receive the first dose straight ahead of me – this is 
when I pray to the Father. Then I receive one from the left side pointing to the right breast area – this is when I pray 
to the Son Jesus. Finally, the last dose is from my far right side where I can’t see the machine at all – this is when I 
pray to the Spirit. 

This time, I received the dose that comes from straight ahead of me last which has never happened before. I 
have learned to pay attention to this seemingly small happenings. As I looked at the machine and heard it 
begin to radiate me, I sensed the Father saying so clearly to me, “Do not leave too quickly the dark night of 
the soul.” Now remember, I didn’t know at this time that the treatments would end this Friday. I still thought 
I had a ways yet to go. But I did know exactly what the Lord was saying and tears began to trickle down my 
cheek. 

You see, I have gained so many treasures in this dark valley, the extent of which is inexpressible – and the Lord 
does not want me to just finish treatment, holler a fast “Amen” and quickly exit the cancer storm! I know that instead, 
He desires that Philip and I leave treatment slowly, taking time to look back and look around and ponder all that we 
have experienced and all that we have received in these last 10 ½ months. To finish treatment on Friday and to 
simply walk away from my cancer storm with a sigh of relief would seem almost sacreligious. This has been the 
hardest, but the most divine time in my life and certainly the time when God has been nearest, most dear and most 
kind. 

So do celebrate with us the end this Friday of 10 ½ months of cancer treatment! But along with us ponder the 
greatness of God during this powerful time. Praise and worship Him along with us for His mighty works done for me 
in the valley of the shadow of death. 

It was St. John of the Cross, a 16th-century poet and mystic who taught us much on the value of the dark night of 
the soul. It comes in many forms and from many origins, but God arrives in a special way in those those dark nights 
of the soul, and His presence makes those times not only bearable, but beautiful. As Philip and I leave our cancer 
storm, our dark night of the soul, we leave slowly, with arms overflowing with blessings we have received in the 
midst of this hard, dark time. 

I pray for you in whatever dark night you may find yourself in -- that God will be especially near, especially dear and 
especially kind. 

To God be the glory – great things He has done! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 
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The last day comes with rain that brings a blessing ... 

Written Oct 12, 2012 10:04am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Well, on this last day of radiation and therefore, the last day of my 10½-month cancer treatment, it's raining in the 
California coastland – the first real rain of the season. It doesn’t rain a lot here in Southern California so the days it 
does are sometimes memorable. 

I'm remembering another time it rained on a significant day. It was the day of my ordination to ministry and it took 
place five years ago tomorrow – Saturday, October 13, 2007. The rain began to fall and as I arrived at the church, 
there to greet me on the courtyard was the Rt. Rev. Evans Kisekka, the Ugandan bishop who would lay hands on 
my head and ordain me. Bishop Kisekka is a large man and in his colorful bishop robes, he seemed even bigger as 
he stretched out his arms toward heaven and announced in his loud, low, African timbre, “In Uganda, when it rains 
on a special day, it is a sign of God’s blessing! God is blessing you, Cathie Young!” 

So today, as Philip and I noted the rain after my final treatment – I mean final, final, final treatment – I remembered 
Bishop Kisekka’s words, “God is blessing you, Cathie Young.” And trust me, I receive that blessing with an open, 
humble and grateful heart. 

I admit to being somewhat sad as I said my thank-you’s to my radiology friends – the gals at the front desk and in 
accounting; the nurse; and of course the radiology techs who have – in my words used often lately – made the 
journey not just bearable, but beautiful. I had little gifts for each of them and wrote short notes that tried to express 
what my heart doesn't have enough words to say – thank you, thank you, thank you. I continue to hold them in my 
heart and to pray for each of them. And I’m glad I’ll be staying in touch with them not only for periodic check-ups, but 
also to check on the progress of Rashon who is in the midst of his stem cell transplant for bone marrow cancer. 



Please continue to pray for Rashon – God has marvelous plans for his life and this cancer storm is not a detour, but 
rather the road that will take him to that great plan and purpose. 

Philip and I have much prayer and reflection ahead of us in the weeks to come as we ponder and thank God for all 
He has done in these many months. My emotions are wide and varied – certainly joy in the victory, wonder at God’s 
goodness, but also profound recognition that my life has been irrevocably changed by this experience. I have two 
“B.C.’s” in my life – one is “Before Christ” and the other is “Before Cancer.” The rest of life will marked by 
those two intersections – when I met Jesus and when Jesus met in me in my cancer storm. 

Yesterday’s devotion from “Jesus Calling” was such a personal word to me from God and quite frankly remarkably 
perfect for the end of this cancer storm. Rejoice with me as I share it with you on this final, final, final day of almost 
year-long cancer treatment: 

“I AM THE CULMINATION of all your hopes and desires. I am the Alpha and the Omega, the first and the 
last: who is and was and is to come … You were ever so vulnerable to the evil around you in the world. But 
now My Presence safely shields you, enfolding you in My loving arms. I have lifted you out of darkness into 
My marvelous Light.” 

Yes indeed, my Kind Savior has lifted me out of darkness and into His marvelous Light. Now, Dear Ones, our 
prayers should change. For those who have prayed so faithfully for my healing, I want to express my deepest 
gratitude. But now let our prayers shift to THANKING OUR DEAR SAVIOR for answering those 
prayers!! Remission has never has been the goal – complete eradication of cancer from my body has been 
the prayer and the goal. That is what we should now be celebrating! Our God is SO good! 

One final thought: When I was diagnosed on December 8 and Philip and I called my sweet sissy Joanie in Oregon 
and told her the terrible news, she said strongly and firmly something she has said many times at many points in the 
last 10½ months: “Cathie, we WILL make it through this.” As Philip and I drove to my last radiation treatment, we 
called Joanie and said, “You held the light of faith for us and what you promised was true: WE DID MAKE IT 
THROUGH THIS!” Praise God with us – He is faithful and true! The rain has come and indeed, God is blessing me. 
I am humbled and grateful. 

With love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 
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My “Post-Cancer” Prayer … 

Written Oct 15, 2012 9:05am by Cathie Young 

Dearest, Kindest Savior, 

On this first Monday morning since December 8, 2011, when I am not burdened with the thought of an upcoming 
surgery, or impending chemotherapy or anticipated radiation treatment, I come to You with a humble and thankful 
heart. I awaken not so much with relief, but with a quietness, a marveling of sorts, of Your kindness to me and 
protection over me in these many months. 

Dear Jesus, we have made it through the storm! Like the disciples after the stormy seas threatened their lives, I find 
myself safely on shore, perhaps a little stunned and almost speechless. I disembark my little boat a bit wet and 
weather-worn, a little wind-blown, and yes, somewhat weary from the storm. But I find that I am sticking closer than 
ever to You. I want to hold your hand and walk closely next to Your side, keeping in step with You, for You showed 
Yourself to be not just my Savior in the midst of this storm, but more, You revealed Yourself to be my closest and 
dearest Friend. “One Who sticks closer than a brother,” You said in the Scriptures. 

So today, I say … 

 Thank You for this new day which You have made. (Psalm 118:4) 
 Thank You for the gift of life and breath which comes only from You. (Genesis 2:27) 
 Thank You that in You, I live and move and have my being. (Acts 17:28) 
 Thank You that You never leave me, no matter what. (Joshua 1:5; Hebrews 13:5) 
 Thank You that nothing can ever separate me from You and Your all-encompassing love. (Romans 8:38-39) 
 Thank You that I am held in the grip of Your grace and nothing can pluck me from Your hand. (John 10:28) 
 Thank You for strength to endure what without You cannot be endured. (Phil. 4:13) 
 Thank You for my Christian faith which is the strong foundation under my feet. (Luke 6:47-48) 
 Thank You that no matter how strong the wind, how high the waves or severe the storm, I am secure, 

unshakable and unstoppable. (Matt. 7:25) 
 Thank You that the trials, no matter how unwelcome, make me stronger and more like You. (James 1:2-4) 
 Thank You that suffering, no matter how harsh, is never for naught, but always produces for me a heavy 

weight of glory which lasts into eternity. (2 Cor. 4:16-17) 
 Thank You that I don’t have to be just a “survivor” of the difficulties of this life, but instead I am a “victor” 

because You were the Great Victor over all, including death. (Romans 8:37) 

Jesus, if I ever had doubts about You, about Your nearness, or about Your kindness, this terrible storm has cleared 
them all away. Today the sky above me is clear and so is my heart toward You. The greatest gift that has come from 
this cancer storm, has been the Gift of YOU, my Kind Savior, my dearest Friend. 

"While belief is the consent of the mind and faith is a choice of the will, trust is a commitment of the heart." Anne 
Graham Lotz 



"We are more than conquerors ... super-victors with a joy we would not have but for the very things which look as if 
they are going to overwhelm us ... The saint knows the joy of the Lord not in spite of tribulation but because of 
it." Oswald Chambers 

Love Forever, 

Cathie+ 
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My Invisible Collar ... 

Written Oct 18, 2012 9:47am by Cathie Young 
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Dear Ones, 

My journey to strength and healing from all the cancer treatment continues, and I am grateful for your prayers of 
thanksgiving for all that God has done for me. The radiation side-effects are beginning to lessen, praise the Lord. 
But I am still not quite ready to wear my clergy blouses with my stiff, wrap-around-the-neck clergy collar, preferring 
to wear softer, more open-necked tops until the radiation burns clear up. And it's a change for me to not wear that 
clergy collar. 

You see, in my Christian “neck of the woods,” meaning my Anglican denomination, it’s customary although not 
required for clergy to wear special shirts or blouses. The color of the shirt can range quite a bit, just as long as we 
stay away from purple which is reserved for bishops! Clergy shirts or blouses have either a “tab” collar (a fabric 
collar with a peek-a-boo bit of white under the chin) or a neckband collar which wraps fully around the neck and 
secures to the shirt or blouse in the front and at the back of the neck. 

Since my ordination five years ago, when I am actively ministering, I have mostly worn a clergy blouse with a white 
wrap-around neckband collar. Some say the neckband collars remind us of the iron collars worn around the necks of 
slaves at the time of St. Paul. In any sector of their lives, these first century servants would have been easily 
recognized as someone’s slave, a status which Paul repeatedly claimed for himself in such passages as Romans 
1:1, “I, Paul, am a devoted slave of Jesus Christ on assignment … to proclaim God’s words and acts.” 

So my “slave collar” says that I am a servant of Jesus Christ. It reminds me that I am, in Paul’s words, “on 
assignment to proclaim God’s words and acts.” I am never without a visual and tactile reminder that in all 
situations, I must act like a Christ-follower, speak like a Christ-follower and respond like a Christ-follower. I have to 
admit that five years in a slave collar have really shaped the way I speak and act – both inside the church and 
outside in the community. 

These weeks in the latter and post-radiation time when I’ve not worn the clergy collar have provided a new 
dimension of understanding about just how much I’ve been shaped by that silly collar! Yesterday I was at 
MacDonald’s getting a grilled chicken sandwich and iced latte. As I headed to my car, two homeless men 
approached me asking for money. In recent years when this happened, I would stop, perhaps giving them some 
money or buy food for them, and share the love of God with them. The collar demanded it – after all, isn’t that what 
a slave to Jesus Christ would do for the poor and hungry? 

Yesterday I found my response was “Holy Spirit automatic” – I did what a slave to Christ would do, offering them 
love, a little provision, and a blessing from Jesus. As I drove away the Lord and I chatted about how long it’s taken 
for me to internalize the reality of the collar – that I am to live every moment of every day as a slave to Christ. May I 
repeat myself? I'm to live every moment of every day as a slave to Christ. 

So today while the radiation burns heal, I wear my invisible slave collar that is seen by no one except my Lord and 
me! And I will remember that I am “a devoted slave of Jesus Christ on assignment to proclaim God’s words and 
acts.” I don’t need a white plastic collar to do that or to be that. How about you? Will you join me today and wear 
your own invisible slave collar? 

Love and blessings,  Cathie+ and Prince Philip 
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Laptop lessons learned ... 

Written Oct 22, 2012 10:32am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I’ve always believed that confession is good for the soul and I don’t have too much difficulty sharing my goofs and 
blunders. So today it’s time for some confession! 
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In the thick of my chemo treatment, I was drinking lots of water to hydrate my system and to flush the nasty stuff out 
of my body. I was also writing a lot and that writing usually took place on my laptop from my living room prayer chair. 
One day, the two activities collided when in my chemo clutsy-ness I dumped an entire glass of water on my 
laptop keyboard. I turned the computer upside down and while water flowed from it like a river, I prayed aloud, 
“Please, Jesus. Please, Jesus.” I used paper towels to daub at the keys and prayed some more. I kept the lid open 
overnight to dry things out and prayed some more. And I prayed some more. 

And here’s a miracle – that little laptop continued to serve me well for another few months! Enough time to get me 
through the rest of chemo! God is SO good! During that time I subscribed to Carbonite.com which backs up all your 
files online, so I would never lose all my important stuff – good decision! But in August I noticed a few of my keys no 
longer worked, then a few more and well, right about the time I began radiation, it was time for a new laptop. 

That’s when I met Jorge at Office Depot. He helped me buy my new laptop and a new copy of Microsoft Office. 
Jorge is part of my people group. He too has had cancer and we bonded as we shared our stories in the laptop 
aisle. He encouraged me to get the extended warranty Office Depot offers since it would replace my computer for 
whatever reason. I remember Jorge saying,“Even if you spill coffee on it.” Oh yah, Jorge, like that’s going to happen! 
After the glass of water trick with my old laptop, I’m keeping all beverages a safe distance from my computers! 

Microsoft Office was installed and Carbonite, God bless them, restored all my documents to the new laptop. I was a 
happy camper – me, Jesus, my laptop, Carbonite, Microsoft Office and my prayer chair. Life was good. 

Until last week. That’s when I forgot my commitment to keep fluids a safe distance from my computer and yes, 
here’s the self-effacement part, I spilled a latte on my new laptop! Yes, it was doggone embarrassing to go back 
to Jorge at Office Depot and say, “Remember me? I’m the lady who had cancer and you sold me a laptop six weeks 
ago and you made me get the extended warranty and you said even if I spilled coffee on it, you would replace it!! 
Well, I’m back ...” 

Jorge was kind to me and I got my replacement laptop overnight and once again, Carbonite quickly restored all my 
files. (Did I mention that I am now a walking advertisement for Carbonite.com?) But the Microsoft Office activation 
code was good for only one installation so this morning I had to call Microsoft, confess my sin, and humbly ask if I 
could please have another chance, ie: another activation code for the same software package I purchased in 
August. I spent awhile on the phone with a merciful woman who gave me a new activation code and Office is now 
reinstalled on my laptop and I’m back in business. 

Friends, if we will listen in to the whispers of the Holy Spirit, we will hear Him speaking in the most common (and 
even embarrassing) of our human experiences. To me, this whole laptop experience is a nice metaphor for my life 
this last year. Here are my three lessons learned in this whole thing: 

1. Like my laptop(s!), my body has had some serious “oopses” over these many months. It’s gone through 
more than one major overhaul and thankfully, the Lord is giving me another chance at newness in my body. I’m 
typing this post on a new laptop at the same time I’m celebrating the end of treatment and a new body –nice 
synchronicity, Lord! 

2. Even when I goof up and do stupid things, I have a kind Savior who is there when I call to confess my sin 
and humbly ask for forgiveness. Even when I forget my commitments and even when I sin, He is always merciful 
and ready to give me a new activation code so I can get back to the business of doing what He made me to do! 

3. And best of all, like Carbonite with my laptop files, God stores all that is precious and valuable in HIS safe 
keeping. Even when cancer strikes, even when my memory is fuzzy from months of treatment and my spirit weak, 
vulnerable and even shut down temporarily, I don’t have to be embarrassed and I don't have to worry about losing 
what is most dear. St. Paul said it this way in 2 Timothy 1:12, “I am not ashamed, because I know whom I have 
believed and I am convinced that He is able to guard what I have entrusted to Him until that day.” 

Dear Ones, the day will come when I won’t need Microsoft Office, Carbonite, my laptop or even my prayer chair. On 
that day, I’ll live in the fullness of the reality that my kind Savior has kept me and kept all that is valuable to me in His 
warm embrace – all of which wait for me in my heavenly home. Going through this little laptop thing has been a 



rather long and learning process, but so has cancer treatment. So today and until He calls me home, I’m back in 
business … His Kingdom business, that is! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 
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My "Ten Best Things about Getting Cancer" 

Written Oct 26, 2012 9:25am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

On Monday, Prince Philip and I fly away to the Kona coast to rest and talk and pray and walk and talk and pray and 
rest some more! This is a great gift for someone who has been through extended cancer treatment and needs a 
bridge between many months of treatment and what life will be like after cancer. 

Hawaii has always been a special place for the two of us so this trip to the Big Island has us both pretty excited. 
We’ve rented a place on the water’s edge and it even has a side yard shaded with palm trees and get this, two 
hammocks side-by-side! Truthfully, it was the picture of the hammocks that sold me! Thanks for your prayers that 
this time away with King Jesus and Prince Philip will be refreshing, restful, and revitalizing. I can’t wait to spend ten 
days just living in His embrace and Philip’s. 

As I pray about what is good to share with you post-cancer, I’ve been thinking about my list of the “Ten Best Things 
about Getting Cancer.” Yes, there actually are things I’ve found to be good about getting cancer! I hope some of 
these will make you smile and some will warm your heart. Here we go! 

REV. CATHIE’S TEN BEST THINGS ABOUT GETTING CANCER 
(from tenth place to First Place winner!) 

10. “Chemo Weight Loss” Program. After struggling with menopause weight gain, I lost 15 pounds on chemo. Not 
exactly what Jenny Craig would recommend and certainly, few would voluntarily sign up for the program, but it sure 
worked for me! 

9. Becoming a fake eyelash expert. This was really tough for me at first, but doggone it, I’m an expert now! My 
own lashes are back in now but if I ever get invited to the Academy Awards, I’ll be ready to put on those sweeping 
false eyelashes quick and easy like a pro! 

8. Seeing what my body looked like without hair, and I mean anywhere on my body. Enough said. 

7. Cost break on needed services. The house painter showed up at 7 am to give us an estimate. I was dressed in 
my pj’s and a beanie covered my bald head. I explained I had cancer and was in chemo treatment. He felt sorry for 
me and gave us a great deal on our house painting. And they did a super job. They wanted to take extra good care 
of the cancer lady. 
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6. Modesty is out the door. I swear that between doctors, nurses, radiology techs, family and (very) close friends, 
at least 100 people have viewed my bare chest! I’ve always been pretty modest but now I’m the gal that doesn’t 
even put on those funky gowns they give you in the doctor’s office – why bother? 

5. Lots of love through cards, emails and gifts. I have two baskets in my dining room filled with every card or 
note I’ve received since my diagnosis. I plan on keeping them until I am old and grey! I have some gifts hanging on 
the walls in my home or office, and some came in the form of gift cards so Philip and I have had some great meals 
out – one of our favorite things to do together! People have loved me so well during cancer. 

4. Prayer, prayer and more prayer. I’ve always said, “The more prayer, the better,” and my life has been bathed in 
prayer by people all over the world. It’s been extravagant, lavish, greatly needed and gratefully appreciated. 

3. Being told I’m beautiful (even when I'm not). Prince Philip has said it more often in my process of being bald 
and painfully homely than he ever did before – a practice he’s kept up since I am beginning to look a little better. But 
other folks say it too. Not sure if they just feel sorry for me or see something I don’t. Regardless, it feels good, real 
good. 

2. Finding “Gold in the Road.” Learning early in my cancer storm to look for the hidden treasures in this time of 
my heart’s testing has been one of the very best things in this journey. Like the picture I’ve posted today – gold in 
the road is when friends like Tina Moody and her daughter Bethany do a Breast Cancer walk in my honor! How 
blessed can I be? Thank you, Tina. Thank you, Bethany. Thank you, Kind Savior – for the Gold in the Road! 

1. Experiencing Jesus like never before. Jesus in my dark moment of diagnosis. Jesus in the night when I 
couldn’t sleep because fear had crept into my bedroom unannounced and uninvited. Jesus in the terrible moment of 
learning the cancer had spread to the lymph nodes. Jesus in my little boat as it rocked with the stormy and scary 
waves. Jesus in my bathroom as my sissy Joanie and I looked at my chest for the first time after the double 
mastectomy. Jesus in the chemo infusion room. Jesus in the radiation center. Jesus in the faces of other cancer 
patients. Jesus in the prayers we prayed together. Jesus in my prayer chair every morning, waiting to greet me. 
Jesus authoring CaringBridge blog posts that encouraged others. Jesus giving me a greater call and bigger purpose 
through this terrible disease. Jesus, Jesus, Jesus. Anne Graham Lotz writes and preaches on “Just Give Me Jesus.” 
This is now my theme. During cancer and after cancer – JUST GIVE ME JESUS! 

Hope my Top Ten amuses and encourages you today! God bless you! 

I’ll post my next blog from the Kona coastline – tough job, but someone’s got to do it! 

Lots of love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 
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How do you lose a friend? 

Written Oct. 31, 2012 at 10:35 am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Loving greetings from the Kona coast in Hawaii. Prince Philip and I are settled into our island home-away-from-
home and we’ve begun our post-cancer getaway. Last night was our first sunset dinner on our lanai and it was so 
pleasant, we enjoyed breakfast outside again this morning. We are resting well, lulled by the sound of the waves 
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breaking over the black lava rock just below our lanai. God is here for us and we are enjoying the great gift He has 
given in this important getaway time. 

We are also enjoying and appreciating each another – even more so as we received news just before our departure 
that dear friend, ministry partner and one of my cancer coaches, Jane Irvine, had suddenly died. Jane’s death was 
completely unexpected, except by her Lord who had appointed the very moment of her death. Last Saturday, Jane 
went in for an emergency appendectomy, yet did not recover so had a second surgery on Monday morning, during 
which, Jane’s heart gave out. The doctors kept her alive long enough for her dear husband Jack to arrive at her 
side, pray for her and commit her into the Lord’s hands. Then the door to heaven opened and Jane stepped from 
this earthly life into her heavenly home. 

How do you lose a friend? After my sissy Joanie, it was Jane I called first to tell her of my cancer news, for she 
was a trusted friend, we had a long, shared history and she had been through her own breast cancer struggle years 
earlier. It was Jane, a retired nurse, who sat and prayed with Prince Philip and Sissy Joanie in the waiting room 
during my surgery for a double mastectomy. It was Jane who came to my hospital room, sat and prayed with me 
and was the co-author on my CaringBridge during the time I couldn’t write it myself. It was Jane who visited me 
during my recovery and prompted me and encouraged me and assured me God was healing me. 

How do you lose a beloved sister-in-Christ and co-minister in God’s Kingdom? It was Jane who shared with 
me the burden for pastoral ministry at St. James – who visited the sick with me, went to hospitals with me, planned 
funerals with me and with her dear husband Jack, shared Holy Communion, fellowship and prayers with those who 
could no longer come to church. It was Jane who came to me one day and with bright light in her eyes spoke of a 
recent trip she and Jack had made to Virginia and that when she entered a particular area in the state, she said, “I 
knew I was home.” It was Jane who with my encouragement and the encouragement of others, although we would 
miss her terribly, helped Jack ready their home for sale and packed it all up and moved to that special place in 
Virginia just mere months ago. 

How do you lose a coach and a prayer warrior? It was Jane who prayed for me without ceasing. It was Jane who 
sat with me in my office for one last face, touch and voice visit and prayer time who said, “God has orchestrated the 
timing for this move, Cathie. It couldn’t have been sooner. I couldn’t leave you until I knew you were through the 
worst of your cancer. I know you will be fine now so I can go.” And it was Jane who stayed in close touch via phone 
and email and text, always asking how I was doing, wanting to hear the secret places of my heart. It was Jane who 
was so excited about this post-cancer getaway Philip and I were planning. 

How do you lose a friend, a sister-in-Christ, a co-minister, a coach, and a prayer warrior? Well, the Christian 
truth is that I don’t lose her. In the sorrow that is unique to this life, I will no longer see her, hear her, or be able to 
touch her. But the writer of Hebrews says we are “surrounded by a great cloud of witnesses.” And my friend Jane 
now stands in the midst of that unseen cloud … and they may be closer to us than we can know or realize. And 
Jesus has only one Body and Paul tells us that all who believe in Christ are joined together in that one Body. That 
means those of us living now and those who have died in Christ and are now in His presence in our heavenly home. 
These are the ones who wait for us to join them someday, perhaps sooner than we know or realize, as Jane's death 
demonstrated so well. 

Jane battled in prayer for me to live through this cancer. Neither she nor I nor anyone else knew that it was one of 
the last prayer battles she would wage this side of heaven. I am immensely grateful that God allowed her the time in 
this life to be my friend, my co-minister, my coach, and my prayer warrior. Who knows? Maybe without her prayers I 
wouldn’t have made it. But I did and now she has received her reward for this and all other faithful acts she did for 
Jesus, who she loved and served. 

Here is a post Jane made on my CaringBridge site on January 5, the day after my cancer surgery – in Jane's words: 

As I send this, I lift my eyes to the Lord, entreating Him and calling on all the prayer warriors to bring their prayers to 
the Throne of Heaven, bring our dear sister Cathie to Him for complete healing and restoration. No further cancer in 
her body!! In His Mighty Name, Jane 

Dearest Jane, thank you for all you did for me. Your prayer was answered – there is no further cancer in my 
body. You've finished your race and you finished it well! Philip and I will appreciate one another and will live 



life even more fully now because of your early passing.  Give Jesus a hug for me and look up my Grammy 
Gracie and Grampy Georgy and give them a hug too. I love you and I will miss you terribly.  See you soon, 
my friend, see you soon. 

Love, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 
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Not afraid to count my losses ... 

Written Sunday, Nov. 4 1:20 pm  by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Happy Sunday and Blessed Lord's Day! The sky is blue and the ocean is even bluer. We are falling in love with this 
island and the Kona coastline. We’ve been to Hawaii many times, but this is our first trip to the Big Island. Its 
topography is amazing – from lush tropics to desert land with scrub brush to lava rock moon-scape. It’s slow and 
quiet and an awesome place to dial down the busy thoughts and tune into the Lord. All make for the perfect place to 
process our cancer storm. 

In just four days, it will be 11 months since my diagnosis and today marks the 10-month anniversary of my bilateral 
mastectomy and the beginning of 10 1/2 months of cancer treatment. Yes, in the midst of our rest and prayer and 
play time, we have been talking much about this last year. We’ve shared deeply about the pain and difficulty of this 
time, about the faithfulness of God, about new revelations of His love and kindness, about a marriage that shines 
even brighter than before cancer, and about the losses. 

We’ve talked a lot about the losses. 

When you’ve gone through a trauma, even one during which God has proven Himself faithful and victorious, there 
are feelings which sit deep in your soul and wait. They wait until hopefully a day comes when your world is quiet 
enough, when your defenses are down enough, and when a moment is safe enough that they reveal themselves. 
And sometimes they surprise you! At first you don’t recognize them. What’s going on with me? What am I feeling? Is 
it impatience, frustration, sinfulness, plain old crankiness? 

That moment hit me two days ago when Philip and I visited the Hilton Waiokoloa Village – an amazing resort with 
pools where you can play with the dolphins. I’d felt “off” all day –an unsettledness in my soul. We sat down to have 
lunch on the deck overlooking the dolphin pools. We’d no sooner sat down when I began to talk and cry … and talk 
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and cry ... and talk and cry. What a sight I must have been! But Philip has assured me – those people who saw me 
talk and cry don’t know me and won’t ever see me again! Somehow that was a comfort! 

In those vulnerable moments, I heard myself talk about the wonderful things God has given me through this cancer 
– things on the inside – my whole internal self has changed in these last 11 months and I celebrate that! However, I 
also talked about the losses I’ve experienced in this last year – not “soul” losses, but BODY losses. 

I grieve the loss of my breasts – there I said it! No matter what reconstructive surgery does, I’ll never have my 
breasts back again. By-by, breasts. I grieve the loss of physical energy that chemo and radiation have taken from 
me. By-by, old energy. I grieve the loss of hair that will grow back but may never look the same as my old hair. By-
by, old hair. I grieve the loss of youth – between cancer treatment and anti-estrogen drugs I must take, my body 
feels about ten years older than it did before cancer. By-by, youth. And I grieve the loss of my old physical self. 
These last months have changed my appearance -- when I look in a mirror or see a picture of myself, I don’t 
recognize me much anymore. By-by, old me. 

Prince Philip listened well, cried with me and didn’t minimize my losses – and in so doing, gave me a lovely picture 
of my Kind Savior and how He responded to my sitting in that beautiful island setting, talking, crying and counting 
my losses. And this morning in my prayer time, Jesus reminded me that even St. Paul counted his losses. We find it 
in Philippians, chapter 3. In verse 5, Paul lists the things he “counted as loss for the sake of Christ.” He spoke of 
things that used to really matter to him – like being a respected Jewish leader. Then he said the most amazing 
thing. “I have suffered the loss of all things and count them as rubbish, in order that I may gain Christ and 
be found in Him.” (Phil. 3:8b-9a) 

When I read that, I wept again. Because it turns out that my Kind Savior has been listening in and He sees my heart 
as it aches over my losses! This morning He came through Scripture to remind me that though I have suffered the 
loss of my old physical self, what I have gained in Christ is FAR MORE VALUABLE! Who Jesus has become to 
me in this cancer storm is infinitely more valuable than my old physical body! So even as I count my losses, 
along with Paul I say, “Compared to the surpassing greatness of knowing Christ Jesus, I consider those 
things I once valued and have lost to be as insignificant as rubbish!” 

Dear Ones, it’s okay to count your losses. It may be IMPORTANT to count your losses. But whatever those losses 
have been, take it from me and from my friend St. Paul, when you are found in Jesus Christ, anything you have 
lost is insignificant compared to the beauty and the greatness and the honor, privilege and pleasure of 
knowing this Kind Savior. He is my greatest treasure. I pray He is yours also. 

Blessings from the Kona Coast, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

The Fourteenth Day ... 

Written Nov 8, 2012 11:08am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

As Prince Philip and I spend our last day on the Kona coast, we are incredibly grateful to our Lord for making this 
time so profoundly special. This has been for us a spiritual retreat of sorts – not a vacation, but a time to rest, to 
pray, and to process together our last eleven months in the cancer storm. 

It’s interesting that using storm analogy, we have now reached the shoreline and the tropical retreat house we are 
renting sits literally on the Kona shore. (See today's picture.)  Every day from most windows in the house, we see 
nothing but the vast ocean displayed before us and the waves crashing on the lava rocks below.   The symbolism of 
this is most powerful for me. 

The Lord speaks to me today through the biblical storm story that involves St. Paul and encompasses the entirety of 
Acts chapter 27. Unlike the two storm stories in the Gospels involving the disciples which lasted mere hours, this 
storm lasted fourteen days. Paul was a prisoner at the time traveling across the ocean to Rome. The storm began 
as a gentle south wind, but soon turned into a hurricane. Everyone on the ship became so frightened they gave up 
hope of survival.  Everyone, that is, except Paul. 

Paul was confident and showed no fear.  Paul was patient, even peaceful.  Doom howled with the wind.  Darkness 
beset them. Death was knocking and it was just a matter of time. 

Then Paul began to speak as recorded in Acts 27, verse 22.  “I urge you to keep your courage, for there will be no 
loss of life among you,” he said. What made him so convinced?  Because the Lord in Acts 23:11 had come and 
stood alongside Paul and said almost the same thing,“Take courage; for as you have witnessed to My cause at 
Jerusalem, so you must witness at Rome also.” 

Paul was certain that Jesus was faithful to His word.  Paul had witnessed for Christ in Jerusalem and now God was 
calling him to witness for Him in Rome.  No storm would stand in the way of God’s calling on Paul’s life!  That 
calling would only be increased to greater measure because Paul had, by grace, survived the longest and most 
severe storm of his life. 

My cancer storm was severe and it was long.  In storm lingo, I’ve been through a hurricane.   But in the midst of the 
hurricane, there was peace that came by God’s grace.   My Kind Savior came alongside me and told me that I had 
been a witness for Him where He had placed me, and now He was calling me to witness for Him in a new way. 

The fourteenth day came for St. Paul when they finally saw the shore.  Their ship, battered by the storm, broke up 
on the rocks in the force of the waves.  But all including Paul stepped safely onto that shore.  And Paul would never 
be the same.  He had survived a life-threatening storm and as he walked  away from the ship’s wreckage, he walked 
in a new dimension of his calling in Jesus Christ. 



My fourteenth day has come also.  The ship that carried me through the storm – surgery, chemo, radiation – has 
finally given way and I have arrived safely on the shore.  I may be storm-weary, but I am alive because God has 
work for me to do for Him and for His Kingdom.  Just as Philip and I have looked for many hours at the vast 
ocean outside this retreat house, so we have pondered long the storm we have just survived.  Like Paul, I now have 
a greater sense of God’s calling upon my life.  I believe I have survived this long storm because my calling reached 
farther than the long storm. 

It was just yesterday when I asked Philip how he felt about going home that he said, “I think I’m ready.  I’m getting a 
little tired of looking at the ocean.”   What an amazing statement from my incredibly wise husband!  I imagine Paul 
didn’t linger long on the shore looking out where the storm had been, but instead got busy with God’s Kingdom 
work.  So Philip and I won’t linger long on the shore either.  There are messages of hope to deliver to lost souls who 
need to know the reality of a Kind Savior who is there for us in all the storms of our lives.  It’s time to get back to 
Kingdom work! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

Humility and awe ... 

Written Nov 16, 2012 8:23am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Yesterday was a good day!  All days, especially after cancer, are good days but some are special and yesterday 
was one of those days. 

I got to spend the morning with my brother and sister clergy at a gathering we call "Clericus" led by our bishop 
where we worship, share information and pray together.  It's getting downright fun to see the faces of our Western 
Anglican Diocesan clergy.  We're a growing group comprised of both genders, praise the Lord -- and of great joy is 
the report that we are now seeing faces which are not just profoundly white and we are seeing hair which is neither 
profoundly grey or profoundly missing!  Yes, the addition of other ethnic representation and those under the age of 
35 is a huge boost to what I call the "collared club" in our diocese! 

I felt a little greedy yesterday.  I got an extravagant number of hugs and loving greetings from my dear colleagues, 
most of whom have prayed for me faithfully in this cancer storm.  And I loved every one.  The bishop was kind to let 
me offer a praise report not only for the end of my cancer storm, but for God's great work of evangelism and 
outreach to which He has called me through this cancer storm.  I was able to share with my brothers and sisters that 
this cancer, though intended by the devil for my demise, had now in the hands of God turned into perhaps my 
greatest opportunity and avenue for ministry to those who need Jesus!  Jesus wanted to go share His love with 
those with cancer, so He sent me!  What a privilege!  What a marvelous testimony God has given me. 

I even got a chance to receive prayer and anointing with oil from two of my dear brothers, Father Russell and Father 
Austin, who prayed for me with loving hearts.  I admit without shame to just lapping up that love and prayer like a 
hungry kitten!  Their prayers were soothing to the soul and compelling to the spirit -- both healing and 
prophetic.  How powerful are the prayers we pray for one another!  Thank you, dear Russell and dear Austin.  You 
are both downright precious to me and you both delight my heart! 



And last night I visited our vestry (board of directors) meeting for just a few minutes to offer a short report.  I once 
again shared the end of my cancer storm and how God had used this storm to change my life and amplify my 
calling, especially my calling to evangelism -- to sharing the love of Jesus Christ to any and all who are hungry for 
hope, especially those with cancer. 

As I left the meeting one of the vestry members, my dear brother Frank Daniels, thanked me for the way I had 
walked through the storm and how others have been strengthened by observing and walking that journey with me.  I 
confess to being a little taken aback.  After all, I was looking into the faces of the leaders who had prayed me 
through this storm and who had created a ministry environment filled with love, patience and grace, where I could 
work for God's Kingdom while I was in the midst of my terrible storm. 

I was humbled and awed.  And I am still caught up in humility and awe this morning. 

 How is it, Dear Ones, that God USES US for His divine purposes? 
 How is it that this amazing Creator chooses to employ US for His Kingdom sake? 
 How is it that Jesus asks us to come alongside HIM, the Great Shepherd, the Healer, the Redeemer, and 

work with Him in His Vineyard? 

 How is it that the Spirit fills our weak, even cancer-riddled bodies with His power and speaks through us, 
touches through us, and loves through us? 

We are not smart!  We are not wise!  We are not capable!  We are not strong!  Yet, He chooses us, fills us, anoints 
us, and USES US FOR HIS GREAT GLORY!   I am on my knees before Him today in the face of this stark reality -- 
God used me of all people!  And He is still using me and as long as I hold onto Him, and ride the wave of His Spirit, 
He will continue to use me.  WHAT A MIND-BLOWER that is!  Me of all people!  God has used me in this cancer 
storm, not because I have anything great to offer, but just because He likes to use His children, weak though we 
are, to touch others with His love! 

Dear Ones, this is the path to humility and awe:  to remember how even in our great weakness and frailty, God 
wants to use us to do something great.  So if you are feeling weak or frail today -- get ready because God 
wants to use you.  And if today is a good day for you like yesterday was for me -- join me in dropping to my 
knees in humility and awe.  We serve an amazing God! 

With love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Thanksgiving Sermon: "Thankful to Be Alive!" 

Written Nov 22, 2012 8:13am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

For those that have the time and interest, here is the sermon I preached at our Thanksgiving Eve service last night 
at St. James.  I pray your Thanksgiving is filled with marvelous moments with those you love and that thanks will be 
in your heart and on your lips as we give God glory for Who He is and what He has done for us!  Happy 
Thanksgiving from Prince Philip and me! 

Love, 
Cathie+ 

THANKFUL TO BE ALIVE 
Thanksgiving Eve Sermon, November 21, 2012 
St. James Anglican Church - Newport Beach, California 

Friends, it is a joy to be with you on this Eve of Thanksgiving, 2012. I want to begin by sharing a little snapshot of 
something that happened at our staff meeting here at St. James yesterday.  Our clergy and staff gather weekly to 
study the Scriptures together, to pray, and to discuss and work through current projects or focus on our goals and 
objectives.  It’s pretty common in our staff meetings to have our director of church operations Francisco ask us 
questions that focus us on what we call a “ministry victory” – this is sort of like a praise report of something that has 
gone really well – and we take time to examine why and how it’s happened and to give God glory. 

Yesterday, Francisco wanted to keep our Thanksgiving theme in mind so he asked each of us to share our greatest 
“ministry victory” from the last 11 months – what were we most thankful for?  I watched the other staff members’ 
faces as they scanned the hard drives of their minds -- thinkign about what their answer might be and I almost 
laughed out loud as I said, “That’s easy!  I’m alive!”   

I didn’t have to think for even a minute to decide what I am most thankful for this year!  In just a couple of weeks, it 
will be the one-year anniversary of when death came knocking at my door through a diagnosis of 4th stage 
cancer.  And for the last 11 months, Philip and I have been following God’s path for us – His way of escapethrough 
the cancer storm.   So with prayer, surgery, chemo and radiation, I am cancer-free.  What am I most thankful for 
this year? That’s a no-brainer:  I AM ALIVE! 

And did you notice the words I used a moment ago – that I’ve been following God’s path, His way of escape from 
cancer?  You see, that’s how I view my journey of this last year.  You will never hear me say that I survived 
cancer.  Instead, Jesus rescued me from death.  There’s a big difference. 

So Dear Ones, I have learned much in this last year about cancer, about myself, about life, about prayer, and about 
God and His ways.  I have learned much about the potency, the incredible power of thanksgiving.  In this last year, 
giving God thanks and praise for Who He is and for what He has done for me has been an ongoing 
theme.  Thanksgiving has become a constant companion of mine.  In looking for God in the worst of circumstances 



and giving Him thanks, first for His presence with me and second for His kindness to me in both large and small 
ways, I have found the secret, not only to survival but also to living an abundant life in Christ no matter what storm 
I might be in. 

In 1 Thessalonians 5, St. Paul said, “Be joyful always; pray continually; give thanks in all circumstances, for 
this is God’s will for you in Christ Jesus.”  As crazy as those words may sound to our human ears, I have lived 
them since my diagnosis almost one year ago and I have found that it is possible to be joyful always, to pray 
continually, and to give thanks in all circumstances.  And tonight, I’d like to share with you the secret that I have 
discovered and how thanksgiving is the key to abundant life in Jesus Christ.  So do you want to know the secret? 

  

The first thing to say is that Thanksgiving is a gift to us from God. That was something that Pastor Richard 
said in his closing prayer at yesterday’s staff meeting.  You see, I get lots of good sermon material from staff 
meetings!   In that prayer he said, “God, thank you for the gift of thanks.”  And it caught my attention, because we 
think of thanksgiving as something that we DO.  We consider it a discipline, a polite obligation, even a 
sacrifice.  After all, didn’t our mothers teach us as children to “say thank you.”   It’s sad to say, but thankfulness 
doesn’t come to us naturally – we have to be taught to be thankful.   And we think of it as something we do because 
we should or we need or we have to. 

But the truth is that thanksgiving is something that God gives us – it is a gift from Him.  In Christ Jesus and 
through the power of the Spirit, God gives us the gift that is the ability to give Him thanks – in all 
circumstances.   And when we give God thanks, we find the beauty of this gift.  When we give thanks our eyes are 
opened to see God in the midst of our circumstances, to recognize His presence and His kindness to us and 
whatever burden we may be carrying is somehow mysteriously less burdensome!  When we give God thanks, light 
penetrates the darkness.  Fear and anxiety are chased away.  Strength begins to fill our hearts, minds and bodies 
and we can do what we could not do before we gave thanks. 

Thanksgiving is a gift from God, but Dear Ones, like any gift, we must open it to receive and appreciate it.  How 
many times in the midst of very difficult circumstances in the lives of dear members of our parish family, I have 
asked them to open the gift of thanksgiving.  It doesn’t seem to make sense – after all, a loved one is dying, a child 
is struggling, a job has been lost, finances are desperate, a devastating diagnosis has been given.  But for those 
who have been courageous and faithful enough to open the gift of thanksgiving in the midst of those sometimes 
awful circumstances, I have watched miracles happen.  God’s presence comes in like a flood and faces which used 
to be down-turned become radiant and attitudes that used to be down-trodden and even despairing, are lifted to a 
higher and brighter place.  Thanksgiving is a gift from God, but as a gift, it must be opened.  Open your heart 
tonight. Open the gift of thanksgiving. 

  

The second thing to say tonight is that thanksgiving guards us against pride, complaining and 
criticism.  What I have discovered in my life-changing cancer journey is that pride, complaining and criticism lead 
us to sin and thanksgiving leads us away from sin. 

In Romans 1:21, St. Paul says of Adam and Eve, “For although they knew God, they neither glorified him as 
God nor gave thanks to him, but their thinking became futile and their foolish hearts were darkened.”   This is a 
powerful statement by Paul.  He is saying that Adam and Eve were led into sin, not only by their unwillingness to 
honor God, but also by their unwillingness to be thankful to God. Thanksgiving is not only a gift from God, it 
guards us against sin – especially the sins of pride, complaining and criticism. 

As soon as the prideful begin to give God thanks, God is lifted to a high place of honor and the prideful must drop 
to their knees in humility before Him.  As soon as the complainer begins to give God thanks, whatever they once 
complained about is dwarfed in the light of God’s goodness to us.  As soon as the criticizer begins to give God 
thanks, whatever they were critical of is rendered miniscule and petty and turned to dust, blown away in the expanse 
of His grace and glory.  But we must choose thankfulness over pride, complaining and criticism. 



My dear Philip – otherwise known as Prince Philip – who has been so kind to me in this cancer storm and has 
shown me the real presence of Jesus in my times of suffering – had to have an MRI last week which showed a tear 
in the meniscus of his left knee.  He’s been limping and in pain for several weeks now and will have orthoscopic 
surgery next month to repair the injury.  Then beginning Monday, he had a terribly stressful work situation AND 
came down with a really nasty cold and has been feeling just doggone miserable – head to toe.  As I was working 
on this sermon this morning, I asked him, “Philip, what do you have to thankful for today?” 

Now instead of rolling his eyes, throwing something at me and accusing me of being preachy, Philip said he’d been 
thinking about that very question.  It’s good to have a spouse who thinks about what they have to be thankful for – 
especially when they are feeling just miserable!  And Philip said that he was thankful that all during my 11 months of 
cancer treatment, God had kept him healthy and strong.  That if he had to go these health issues, he was thankful 
that God had held them off until after my rigorous treatment.  Philip could be complaining but instead, thanksgiving 
has guarded him from that sin. 

In the Old Testament, Job was abundantly blessed by God. But one dreadful day, his 10 children were killed as their 
collapsed upon them. Job could have complained to God bitterly. But he instead said, “Naked I came from my 
mother’s womb, and naked I will depart. The Lord gave and the Lord has taken away; may the name of the Lord be 
praised.” (Job 1:21)   Why is it that Book of Job was included in the Canon of Scripture?  Well, perhaps for many 
reasons the church fathers validated this story as God’s inspired word to us, but we can’t ignore what was 
paramount in the life of Job – no matter what happened, he chose to be thankful and to give God praise.  Do you 
find yourself struggling with the sin of pride, complaining or criticism?   Try thanks instead and watch its power to 
lead you away from sin.  Open your heart.  Open the gift of thanksgiving. 

  

And finally, it’s important to say tonight that thanksgiving doesn’t just impact your relationship with God, it 
impacts your relationship with others.  In his book “Living Life on Purpose,” author Greg Anderson, tells a story 
about a man whose wife had left him. He was completely depressed. He had lost faith in himself, in other people, in 
God -- he found no joy in living.  One rainy morning this man went to a small neighborhood restaurant for breakfast. 
Although several people were at the diner, no one was speaking to anyone. Our miserable friend hunched over the 
counter, stirring his coffee with a spoon. 

In one of the small booths along the window was a young mother with a little girl. They had just been served their 
food when the little girl broke the sad silence by shouting, "Momma, why don't we say our prayers here?" The 
waitress who had just served their breakfast turned around and said, "Sure, honey, we pray here. Will you say the 
prayer for us?" And she turned and looked at the rest of the people in the restaurant and said, "Bow your heads." 
Surprisingly, one by one, the heads went down. The little girl then bowed her head, folded her hands, and said, 
"God is great, God is good, and we thank him for our food. Amen." 

That prayer changed the entire atmosphere. People began to talk with one another. The waitress said, "We should 
do that every morning."   "All of a sudden," the depressed man said, "my whole frame of mind started to improve. 
From that little girl's example, I started to thank God for all that I did have and stop majoring in all that I didn't have. I 
started to be grateful." 

We can all appreciate the importance of thankfulness as it relates to our relationship with God, but do we 
understand how radically it can change relationships around us? 

I’ve had so many wonderful, kind and caring people at St. James tell me that the way Philip and I have walked 
through our cancer storm has provided strength, encouragement, even inspiration for them.  Dear Ones, if our 
journey has blessed you, I claim no credit for that.  It is only God who could take this cancer storm and make it not 
just bearable but beautiful for His glory. 

But I can tell you that what you have observed in our lives has been birthed by the gift of thanksgiving.  In all days, 
even the hardest ones, we have looked for God’s presence and we have discovered “gold in the road” – those 
things which our Kind Savior has done for us in the midst of our trial.  And we have been so, SO 
thankful.  Thanksgiving doesn’t just impact your relationship with God, it impacts your relationship with others.  It 
changes the atmosphere around you and others are strengthened, encouraged, and yes, even inspired. 



And so tonight, I’d like to close this sermon with a Thanksgiving challenge – it’s one I’ve offered in years past and 
I’ve heard from others that it made a difference around their Thanksgiving table. As you gather with family and 
friends and enjoy your Thanksgiving feast, would you be willing to go around the table and ask each person to share 
what they are thankful for this year!  If you do, I promise you the atmosphere and your conversation around the 
Thanksgiving table will change!  It will be marked with glory, because thanksgiving is a gift from God, thanksgiving 
guards us against the sin of pride, complaining and criticism, and thanksgiving impacts our relationship with God 
and with others. Open your heart.  Open the gift of thanksgiving. 

Oh and by the way, when I’m asked tomorrow what I’m thankful for – I won’t have think long.  This year, I’m 
thankful to be alive.  In the words of Psalm 126, “THE LORD HAS DONE GREAT THINGS FOR ME AND I AM 
GLAD INDEED.”  Happy Thanksgiving! 

 

My Cancer Storm was downgraded! 

Written Nov 28, 2012 8:09am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

I’ve continued to use the metaphor of a storm to describe the cancer journey that began for Philip and me one year 
ago on December 8, 2011.  It has been a helpful way to describe the sense we had in the midst of our diagnosis and 
treatment.  It felt like we were caught in a life-threatening storm with high winds blowing all around us and waves 
threatening to overturn our boat.  We realized that like the disciples in their terrible storms on the Sea of Galilee, we 
really needed Jesus to come and save us.  And He did! 

Well, yesterday, I discovered another great way the storm analogy fits our story.  In the world of weather forecasting, 
there is something called the “Saffir-Simpson Hurricane Wind Scale” which is used to rate a storm based on its 
sustained wind speed.  The scale uses a 1 to 5 rating.  Category 1 and 2 are dangerous, however, preventative 
measures can lessen the storm’s potential damage.  But storms reaching Category 3 and higher are considered 
major ones because of their potential for significant loss of life and damage. 

Cancer is like that.  Cancer has a rating system of 0 to 4.
1
 

· Stage 0 is sometimes used to describe abnormal cells that are not invasive cancer. 

· Stage I is an early stage of invasive cancer when cells have invaded breast tissue, but the cells have not spread 
beyond the breast. 

· Stage II involves a real breast tumor.  Both size and whether or not the cancer has advanced to the lymph nodes 
under the arm is considered. 

· Stage III is locally advanced cancer where tumor size may be involved and as well, cancer may have spread to the 
lymph nodes not just under the arm but behind the breastbone, and/or above or below the collarbone. 

· Stage IV is cancer which has spread to the lymph nodes and other parts of the body. 

Originally, I was diagnosed with Stage III invasive lobular carcinoma because when my tumor was found, it was 
downright huge – basically filling my entire breast.  Then in the surgery which removed both breasts, the cancer was 
found in lymph nodes under my arm and around the collarbone.  It was also found in the nipple.  Because of the size 
of the tumor, the lymph node and nipple involvement, the cancer was rated a low Stage IV.  So the treatment was 
aggressive:  double mastectomy, 6 months of chemo and 6 weeks of daily radiation plus five years of taking an anti-
hormone drug which deprives my body of all estrogen.  Just in case any cancer cells are floating around, we’ll starve 
those things to death! 



But yesterday, I heard from my doctor that my cancer storm had been downgraded from a IV to a Stage III!  THIS IS 
AN OUTSTANDING PRAISE REPORT! 

I met with my oncologist yesterday for blood work, a lymph node check and to discuss future care.  My oncologist is 
thrilled with my progress and in talking with her I questioned the Stage IV diagnosis since even though the cancer 
was large and had gone to the lymph nodes, it had really just invaded the nipple.  She said, “Oh yes.  I would grade 
your cancer at a Stage III level!” 

Today I give God glory that He has literally taken the wind out of the sails of my cancer storm!  Although this was a 
severe and life-threatening storm, God had good news for me yesterday!  Yes, there was some damage done in this 
storm, but that damage can be repaired!  My Kind Savior made sure there was no loss of life in this cancer 
storm.  Praise Him! 

I pray for you and the storms in your life today.  As we enter the Advent Season this coming Sunday, a time when 
we prepare for the coming of the King, I ask the Prince of Peace to downgrade all the storms you may be facing.  In 
the midst of the wind and waves, do not fear.  Know with confidence that as He did with me, Jesus will come to 
rescue you! 

Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

1  Information regarding cancer stages derived from What You Need to Know About Breast Cancer published by the 
U.S. Department of Heath and Human Services 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

New wind in my sails ... 

Written Dec 3, 2012 10:01am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Isn't it interesting that after the life-threatening storms they encountered in the Gospels, the disciples didn't hesitate 
to get back in the boat and sail the Sea of Galilee once again?!  Now I know that boats were the standard mode of 
travel for the time, but let's be honest, after a storm that almost took their lives, we might guess they thought twice 
the next time they stepped into the boat! 

But, if they were committed to following Jesus, they HAD to get back into the boat and set sail once again! 

And that's what it's like after a cancer storm too!  I've had a little time on the shore (our post-cancer getaway on the 
Kona coast to be exact!), and now, because Philip and I are committed to following Jesus, I'm back in the boat, 
sailing the Sea of Life with my Kind Savior Jesus. 

And a great discovery: there is new wind in my sails!  As my body gains strength and my mind regains some of its 
pre-chemo clarity, God has added more wind of the Spirit to fill my sails and I find I'm moving at a good rate of 
speed along this Sea of Life! 

After all, there is a husband to love and support.  Christmas decorations to get out and up.  Children and 
grandchildren to shop for.  There is a congregation to love and encourage.  There are sermons and teachings to 
write and give away that lead others to Jesus and His cross of grace.  And there are cancer patients -- three newly 
diagnosed parishioners last week alone -- who need God's hope and strength. 

I'm not afraid to get back in the boat that leads me out onto that Sea of Life.  I don't want to stay on the shore.  Yes, I 
know that like the Sea of Galilee where storms can arise suddenly without warning putting any boat in immediate 



danger, the Sea of Life can turn quickly and surprisingly, bringing a new and threatening storm.  Even now my 
immediate family faces a severe "storm warning" and I'm using my Holy Spirit bucket to bail water out of my boat! 

Troubles WILL come -- I expect them more now than I did before.  But staying on the shore and just gazing out at 
the Sea of Life is not an option for me. Fear didn't win when I was in my cancer storm, so fear will not win now that 
my cancer storm has ended! 

I have asked the Lord this:  Help me to not forget in health what I learned in sickness.  Another way of saying 
this would be:  Help me to get back in the boat and to sail the Sea of Life, remembering all You taught me in 
the storm.   

So that's the way I plan to live this post-cancer life.  Just enjoying the ride in my little boat on the Sea of Life with 
Holy Spirit wind in my sails and Jesus alongside me, guiding me through calm and rough waters alike -- through 
peaceful seas and through difficult storms. 

I'm learning to enjoy this boat ride because He who loves me and gave His life for me, stands with me as we put our 
faces to the Wind and set sail on the Sea of Life.  Ah, life with Jesus is good ... very, very good! 

I pray for you today -- that the Lord of the Sea will guide your boat on whichever waters you may be sailing! 

With love and blessings,  Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

How do we mark such an anniversary ... 

Written Dec 7, 2012 5:47am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

Today is the day that sits between two important anniversaries. 

Yesterday was the one-year anniversary of the MRI and needle biopsy that found the cancer that had invaded my 
right breast.  I can still remember lying still on a table during the needle biopsy and staring at a monitor where the 
image of my breast was projected so the radiologist knew where to guide the needle.  I didn't know it at the time, but 
I was looking straight into my cancer storm -- there on the screen were two very large masses of cancerous tissue. 

And tomorrow, December 8, marks the day that Philip and I sat in my surgeon's office and heard the diagnosis:  I 
had advanced breast cancer.  I remember looking at Philip with absolute disbelief and feeling our world slip out from 
underneath us.  I remember calling my sissy Joanie and saying, "It's not good news."  And hearing her say with Holy 
Spirit conviction, "We are going to get through this." 

Two life-changing days -- just one day apart. 

So, how do we mark such an anniversary?  This morning I woke too early and too troubled.  Getting up and getting 
into my prayer chair is always my best solution to such situations.  With a cup of tea, my prayer journal and "Jesus 
Calling" at my side, I began to meet with the Lord.  And here is how He asked me to mark this one-year anniversary 
of my cancer storm: 

1.  I will mark it with immense thankfulness that I am alive and with sincere gratitude for all God's kindness to me in 
the midst of my cancer storm. 

2.  I will mark it in incredible awe for how God took my tragedy and turned it into a triumph for His glory. 



3.  I will mark it with appropriate respect for an enemy that got very close and posed a real threat to my life. 

4. I will mark it with authentic sadness for the losses incurred in this one-year battle. 

5.  I will mark it with great joy that what the enemy intended for evil, God turned into good .... way good! 

6.  I will mark it with gratitude for an army of prayer warriors who have stood with us, cried with us, loved us and 
supported us in this last year.  We couldn't have made it without you ... literally couldn't have made it. 

7.  I will mark it with commitment that what I learned in sickness, I will not forget in health.  That this journey will 
count for God's Kingdom.  It may take me the rest of my hopefully long life to fulfill that commitment, but it will be the 
guiding light for all that is yet to come in the life God gives to Prince Philip and to me. 

How do I mark this anniversary?  With the blood of the Lamb and with the sign of the cross.  This anniversary is all 
about the redemption of a God who loved us so much He came as a babe in Bethlehem, He walked as a 
healer through Galilee, He spoke as a teacher in Jerusalem, He cried out as a Suffering Servant in 
Gethsemane's Garden, and He died as a Savior on a hill called Calvary. 

How do I mark this anniversary?  Just like we lived this last year -- holding the hand of my Kind Savior Jesus. 

Thank you for celebrating with us and marking with us this important one-year anniversary. 

God bless you in this precious Advent Season, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Shadows of yesterday ... 

Written Dec 11, 2012 8:59am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

For the first time since December 6 last year, yesterday I found myself at the Hoag Hospital breast care center 
where I was scheduled for a breast MRI.  The MRI was prescribed by my surgeon as the new way we will be looking 
for any appearance of cancer in my chest. Some women do continue to have mammograms after mastectomy, but 
because my cancer wasn't caught with mammogram, MRI is the way to go. 

Well, it turned out to be an odd but good day.  After checking in and filling out the necessary forms, I sat in the same 
waiting room Philip and I sat in on December 6 last year as we waited for the MRI and then the needle biopsy that 
found my cancer.  I can remember sitting in the waiting room last year feeling concerned, anxious, helpless. 

This year I checked in at the same desk, filled out the same forms and sat in the same chairs and felt, well ... 
free.  No concern, no anxiety, and anything but helpless. 



That waiting room represented so much for me.  It represented the trauma that accompanied and followed that day 
last year.  It represented a sense of being imprisoned, held captive by a terrible diagnosis.  It represented a radical 
change in my entire life for the rest of my entire life. 

But as I sat there yesterday, waiting to be called in for the test, I felt no trauma and I knew that I was free from that 
cancer prison.  Jesus had come and rescued me and I was no longer captive -- I WAS FREE!  And the changes that 
had come over the last year were actually welcome ones, not to be feared but to be celebrated! 

I sat there as a victor in Christ, not a victim of cancer. 

Now the odd part:  it turns out that I can't have an MRI at this stage of the game.  The expanders in my chest 
will contract and burn if I do! I can't have an MRI until after my reconstruction surgery in 2013!  So after almost three 
hours of waiting and the techs checking and waiting and more checking, they refused to do the test!  Really! 

Now lest you think like I was tempted to think, that it was all for naught -- let me remind you of what I experienced as 
I waited for those almost three hours.  I experienced going back to the place of my greatest trauma and the 
shadows of yesterday passed over me.  But those shadows no longer held power over me.  While I was there for 
those hours yesterday, I realized how deep was the healing God has done, not just in my body, but in my soul! 

I never have to fear going back to those hard places again!  God may have allowed this little glitch just for the 
purpose of showing me that the shadows of yesterday hold no power over me, because His grace has set me 
free!  Praise the Lord! 

I pray for you today that whatever trauma you have experienced in your life will have no power over you.  That when 
you remember and recall the pains of the past, they will be like shadows that pass over you but can no longer hurt 
you because you live in the Light of God's love. We are not victims, but victors in Christ Jesus!  In the words of 
St. Paul in Romans 8:37, "No!  In all these things we are more than conquerors through him who loved us."   

Blessings today,  Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

What have we sown? 

Written Dec 20, 2012 8:12am by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

As this year of 2012 begins to draw to a close, in the midst of the marvelous anticipation of the coming of our King 
Jesus, I am also pondering these past months -- what God has done in our lives, who we have become during my 
cancer storm, and where God is leading us in this season after the storm. 

I am fond of a little book entitled "The Secret Things of God" by Dr. Henry Cloud.  It was written a few years ago in 
response to a secular book by Rhonda Byrne entitled "The Secret" which looked at our relationship with the 
universe and how understanding what lies beyond our human sight can affect our lives.  Dr. Cloud is a well-known 
Christian psychologist and a darn good Bible scholar and he offers some powerful observations from Scripture on 
the "secret things of God", borrowing from a phrase by St. Paul in 1 Corinthians 4:1. 

A few days ago I was "shopping" on my own book shelves at home and found this book and picked it up again as 
my end of 2012 and beginning the New Year reading.  It was a great choice -- one that I believe was led by the Holy 
Spirit. 

In the book, Dr. Cloud speaks to numerous wonderful subjects and explores them from an authentically human but 
also Biblical and profoundly Christian perspective.  Here are just a few: 



 If You Seek God, He Will Show Up 
 Trust is the Key that Opens the Door to Blessings 
 Your Thoughts Affect the Way You Feel 
 Your Heart Determines the Course of Your Life 
 You Were Created for a Purpose 
 God Requires Something of You 

In his chapter "Your Heart Determines the Course of Your Life," Dr. Cloud writes on the Biblical Law of Sowing and 
Reaping.  That Biblical principle is first seen in Genesis 8:22 and is part of the covenant God made with Adam and 
Eve:  "While the earth remains, seedtime and harvest, and cold and heat, and summer and winter, and day and 
night shall not cease." 

It's seen again in Proverbs 11:18, "Seeds sown in righteousness will have a sure reward" and it's clearly articulated 
in Paul's writings in Galatians 6:7, "For whatever a man sows, that he will also reap."   This Biblical law of sowing 
and reaping is one of the most powerful laws in the universe, an observation that Dr. Cloud makes as he mentions 
another sowing and reaping verse written by Solomon in Ecclesiastes 11:1, "Cast your bread upon the waters, for 
after many days you will find it again." 

Now this is all great Bible study stuff, but you know I am a practical gal, so in my prayer time this morning, I found 
myself asking about this past year and our cancer storm, "Father, in this difficult year, what have we sown?" 

It's not hard to sow goodness, righteousness, and joy when you are feeling good, right with God and the world, and 
joyful!  But in this last year when we felt sick, weak, and needy, what did we sow?  What bread did we cast upon the 
waters that will come back to us again? 

Well, as I prayed and pondered, I realized that while the winds wailed and the waters roared these past 
months, Philip and I chose to live in a quiet place of God's hope, His grace and His peace that passed all 
human understanding.  Because of God's great gift to us in the real presence of our Kind Savior Jesus, we 
have been able to cast upon those troubled waters hope, grace and yes, even peace, in the midst of the 
storm.   This is what we have sought to sow in the months of 2012:  hope, grace, and peace. 

And because of this great Biblical law of sowing and reaping, we are confident that hope, grace and peace are now 
coming back to us.  And we are confident that this New Year will be filled with what we have sown -- 2013 will be a 
year of hope, of grace and of peace. 

 What have you sown this past year?  What are you casting upon the waters of your life right now? 
 Is it fear, anxiety, and busy-ness?  If so, what will you reap? 
  If it is harmony, generosity, and righteousness, what will you reap? 
 And on a practical level, what takes up your time?  If you seek to develop new skills or new abilities, are you 

sowing into those things? 
 If you want better relationships, are you taking the time required to sow into them? 
  If you want more faith, a stronger prayer life, better Bible knowledge, are you sowing into those things? 

As Philip and I approach the end of this monumental year in our lives, we will take some days at the close of 
December to go to a quiet place to be with one another and to be with the Lord.  And in that time, we will 
ask, "Father, what do You desire that we sow in this New Year?"  And we will listen and take to heart what we 
hear from Him.   2013 will be formed and shaped by what He has said to us when we were faithful enough to ask 
and to listen to His response. 

May the Lord bless you profoundly as you celebrate the birth of our Lord Jesus this next week!  Remember to go to 
a house of worship to give Him glory and honor and praise!  If you are in our area in Orange County, our Christmas 
Eve worship services at St. James, Newport Beach, are at 4 pm (Family Service), 7:30 and 10:30 pm 
(Lessons and Carols with Holy Communion) and Christmas morning at 10:30 am.   

Blessed Advent and Merry Christmas, dear friends!  And may this New Year be filled with many ways of sowing that 
which you long to reap. 



Love and blessings, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Saying Goodbye to 2012 

Written 52 minutes ago by Cathie Young 

Dear Ones, 

On this New Year’s Eve morning, I am sitting in my prayer chair with one of our two kitty-cats sleeping peacefully 
near me.  The sun is brilliantly streaming in our front windows even though the temperature is in the low 50’s, cold 
for Southern California – and my apologies to our friends in real cold-weather country for that last observation! 

Of the two large maple trees in our front yard, one is completely barren while the other is still holding on to a few 
brittle, red-colored leaves.  Those old leaves will finally let go and fall to the ground with the next bit of windy 
weather. 

Each year at this time, this view from my prayer chair is always an iconic reminder for me of what Jesus taught in 
John 12:24.  “I say to you, unless a grain of wheat falls to the earth and dies, it remains alone; but if it dies, it 
bears much fruit.”  That word from Jesus brings both an “ouch” but also a word of hope to soothe the ouch. 

And that passage from John 12 is a perfect way to describe this year of 2012 for Prince Philip and me.  2012 has 
been the hardest year we have encountered in our accumulative 128 years of living (go ahead, you do the 
math!)  This last year held the greatest challenges, certainly the greatest physical pain, and the greatest test of both 
our faith and our marital strength.  And it required something of us we had not before fully realized – the call to 
surrender and to let our lives fall to the ground and even yes, to die. 

Remember that trust game we used to play when we were kids?  We’d stand with our friend behind us and we’d 
close our eyes, hold our breath, and gather up just enough trust to let go and fall back into the (hopefully) waiting 
arms of the one who was behind us?  Well, that’s what 2012 has been for us.  Without certainty as to what this year 



would hold, we stood with Jesus at our backs.  Prince Philip and I held hands, closed our eyes, held our breath, and 
gathered up just enough trust to let go and fall into the (most assuredly) waiting arms of our Kind Savior. 

And somehow, Jesus has counted this year-long “trust game” as our submission to his call to surrender and to let 
our lives fall to the ground and yes, to die – to die to our own strength, our own achievements, even to our own 
ability to take a breath or to live.  The New Living Translation adds another, more vital dimension to the John 12:24 
passage when it says, “I tell you the truth, unless a kernel of wheat is planted in the soil and dies, it remains 
alone.  But its death will produce many new kernels – a plentiful harvest of new lives.”  

At the close of this year, there are two things I know and which move my heart: 

 First, this year of dying to ourselves will be used by the Lord to bring a “harvest of new lives.”  This 
year of suffering will not be for naught!   I know that through it, God will touch lives and our great prayer is 
that it will be used even to bring many new souls into the Kingdom of God’s redeeming love found in our 
Kind Savior, Jesus Christ. 

 Second, like those brittle, red-colored leaves which hold on to the branch of the Maple tree in our 
front yard, I don’t really want to let go of 2012.  I know it sounds a little weird considering what a difficult, 
even cruel year it has been.   But if I am truthful I must admit that I am not standing on the shore of 2013 
gleefully waving goodbye to this last year.   2012 is like that big radiation machine that scared and scarred 
me this year but nonetheless saved my life.  2012, like that radiation machine, is the “monster that became a 
friend”. 

Even as I write this, I write with bittersweet tears because although 2012 took the most from us, it also gave the 
most to us.  Along with the suffering of 2012, there came a richness that was born on the wings of our Kind Savior’s 
love demonstrated to us in the cancer storm. 

Yet I know it’s time to say goodbye to 2012 – to the pain and loss and to the beauty it birthed in our lives.  Goodbye, 
Friend.  Truly, we will never forget you. 

With our love, thanks and blessings in this close of 2012, 

Cathie+ and Prince Philip 


