Grinned Like a Little Kid


I felt it in the shower, let out an anxious groan,
so, without delay got the doctor on the phone.
Blood work was complete and surgery would follow.
Waiting brought another lump, one that I would swallow.

I had friends go through this, for me it was a first.
While I was optimistic, loved ones feared the worst.
‘Big C’ has a reputation and delivers fear,
but I said, “Don’t worry, I’m going to beat this, dear.”

Quiet and reticent, never one to brag,
I owned many things, although not one white flag.
Enduring rounds of chemo and radiation’s heat,
months later I stood before them, cancer had been beat.

Follow up was required, the worst was in the rearview.
I expressed my thanks to the doctor and his crew. 
At home I bowed my bald head, grinned like a little kid.
With tears of joy said, “Thank you Lord for everything you did.”


 


