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CHRISTINA RAMSAY'S DIARIES

“In no particular order go these entries, just anjbled selection of snippets into my
heart during differing times of my treatment, freargery to chemo, everything they have
tried.

Inside the pages of these diary entries are sointiee rawest emotions that go through
my mind my heart and my soul me a cancer patient.

These things usually confined in secret in my distyind closed doors, today are being
revealed to you.
This is me, what you read is real!

When will | be free, my body longs to find shelteym this storm. | am tired so
exhausted. | long to be able to sing in the shelteagles wings. My body aches, |
don’t know what to do | am in such a dry land whiecannot find water your healing
waters.

Here, | fear there is not water.

| read your word, | don’t know where to look | atarebling. What | am | supposed to
do. The mud is rising higher and faster coverirgg htannot see light. 1 am so
consumed | am calling out to you, please help firalight, your light, but | fear also that
there is no light here.

Where can | go to be at peace to be free, | caeitnsto find this place, my tears they run
madly like rain in the evening. Silent and in stcrl am so confused my hope my faith
has it failed.

Jesus, | need you here beside me now, help melkahigsrocky country.

Jesus, | am so emotionally drained. | feel likeombie. What is happening to me, | just
don’t know what to do: I'm lost and confused. | amscared of making the wrong
decision | am terrified of Chemo. | always thougtsomeone asked me, if | actually
wanted chemo | would definitely say no. But, bwin | didn’t think possibility of not
having chemo anymore.

Please find me and lead me Jesus, | don’t know twhdb.

| walk into that room where my nightmares all begad now, have all come to life again.
He holds up the pictures is it ... no it can’t bet again, we move to get closer look (like
we really want to see it) something is not riglfedl my heart going harder is it tearing.
My throat feels like it is going to explode, | aimogked my eyes sting like crazy and go
all weak.



Don't let the tears come, be strong | need to gt

Back into the car now | want to kick and screanoldHne now ... ... ... someone ... |
plead. Don’t want to be in here, let me out, I.rdrhe door is opened; the expressions on
their faces are suddenly changed. | am cold aaklysitan't talk, can’t move. I'm

cold ... | feel so weak. Was | ever told this con&ppen?

Will it be over this time ... will it or must | gditough it all again.

| woke up the next morning so afraid, so nervoud fmew what the day had in store for
me. | walk towards the group | know so well, | cdready feel the tears welling up; |
keep my face to the ground.

A voice that seems so distant says, “how did i’ g@an’t even look at her, keep my
eyes down, it's too hard I look up. Now she knows.

| don’t like being here, everyone rushes arourthri’'t really know where I'm headed or
what’'s around the next corner, just have to trast y

| walk into the room, expecting | don’t know whatle seems nice ... ... then he begins
talking, telling me what he thinks is best, noné seems best to me at all. All of what
he says it makes me sick. | walk out trying deafedy to be strong, a voice that seems
miles away says to me to, “let it out!” | don't mtato be weak. Another voice tells me
that I'm shaking. | feel like yelling at them bditleave us alone, they finally do. The
only thing | want to do is go home. But there stik so many questions that need
answering.

Days after | use the phone to call home, | heavbee and | want to cry, | wish | were
there. |just want to go home!

Tonight my heart is heavy so much so | can hardlygomyself to write. | am so angry
at myself...so stressed... ... so very tired! EarndstBek you Jesus, in a dry despairing
land. But find you | do beside the clear waterg,soul finds rest in you alone.

| am feeling so alone in so many ways. | am stinggo keep myself a float. | feel like
| have been abandoned in the snow and my shouts\gréading off into the distance. |
am so lost. | just seemed to be wandering aronmitcles.

Jesus | just don’t know what to ask you or whatdg. It's so very terrifying, that this
pain is back so soon and with a vengeance. Theade is so sinister. I'm loosing my
energy to fight for my survival. | can’t seem tod my strength anymore. It's lost.

My heart is so barren so cold, it's like a stoneechy the sea. | am so indescribably
downhearted. Lord | am in a bottomless pit, | kestp falling deeper and the more | try
to scramble out the deeper | fall. There is nhtlig here.

In your arms is where | find refuge, it's the oplace to be. It's the where | run to.
Everything good is in your embrace.



There is so much to pray to think to write aboug,mind seems to be running continual
marathons so fast, that | can’t even keep up.

All' I know is that my hair is falling out and | Itz this. It's been so much harder, to
deal with my hair falling out, this time round gliless when my hair begun to grow back,
it was like, a new beginning. | was so happy Wity with who | was and | loved my
new chocolate curls. Now that they are falling wetl | feel so worthless ... ... so small
and timid, yeah | feel small, not physically, biguess maybe mentally. 1 feel so
cluttered with my emotions there are so many deellsurround by them. | can’t break
free.

I long to be out of captivity, from all this thednsumes me.

Fan a flame within me Jesus, | feel so dry and edptl am so gloomy all that
consumes my mind is cancer — death! So many negdtbughts, seem to swim around
my head like killer sharks invading my brain.

Jesus please set me apart me from this. | feisbtated from you. | am so paralyzed
and alone. Come release me.

If I were an eagle | would fly high above the clsud a place where only you and | could
dwell. I would soar upon your wings and never hsveome down. Oh to soar to a place
where | can be me, where | can be free. Whenl\w#l free ...?

| feel so unsightly, so worthless like | have nothto offer. | want my hair back so
badly. | am afraid to cry, to let out anything|ébthe rawness inside of my heart out.
My thoughts are so exhausting.

| feel like | can’t accept what is happening to nid¢eel stupid talking or sometimes even
thinking about the future. Please Jesus hear am, Just so enraged, so upset. | am
disgusted with the way | am. Everything just seémise so crooked. | thought that
maybe | was passing through the tunnel and it Wdseaoming ok again, but | was so
wrong. | forgot nothing is ever ok for too longhat would just be too weird. | fear that
maybe it is even worse now. | am searing so handf is wrong with me why can't |

just be HAPPY.

Last night | dreamed only a dream. | soared upaglés wings. | rose the evenings
clouds, there | laid and slept with the angels.eyBhone their light upon me, to keep me
warm, it was so warm here, that | never wanteccaveé.

| dreamed a dream, so far, | couldn’t even seé ftew with the dolphins of the sky. |
held them so close and so tight for fear if | ex@ved one finger, they all might slop
away and fall to the ground. The angels embracednd cradled me. We flew right up
into the heavens, here | saw and met with Go@nlto his arms, he held me so tightly
but so softly. He never let go of his embrachirik I'll stay here forever now, I love it
here | love to be with my father and all the angel®me join me and we’ll fly just like
the angels in heaven and we’ll always be free.



Tonight | think I'll fly to the moon. TI'll fly upvith the owl for it can see in the dark.

Upon it | flew, till | too learned to see in therlathen we flew together collecting, stars
and evening clouds for me to sleep upon. Whereaghed the moon, the owl sang softly
to the heavens so | would be kept safe on the mbbea.owl stayed there all night
keeping watch.

Soft whispers | heard as morning came, the owl sa&dnust return, we dived off the
moon and | feel slowly and softly onto my pillowvanted to keep the moon and all that

| found there, but | guess | can only keep itmliiy heart.

Into the tunnel of my nightmares, | find myselftry to escape, but where can | go. The
music is thumping in my ears | just can’t seemttp ghe tears.

I wish | could slip all this, stop my world fromisping round. My eyes are soaked with
tears, my pillow | could not ring dry. | never kmé could cry this much. | look outside
for stars but all | can see is the blackened gkgne in the night | cry myself to sleep,
seeking desperately your voice and sheltered dimasthem | do.

Oh my dear Jesus; Why why why do | feel so veriateal and mournful, | just want to
be happy again, | want to look normal and feel cetepagain, | don’t want to be an ugly
faceless freak!

Father | want to be able to say that | had a g@ydashd truly mean it. | feel like nobody
knows how painful all this has been for me anddgguthey can'’t, | wish they understood
just a little, of all these feelings that make reelfso unworthy. They are so intense ......
sometimes | just wish | were dead!

OH WHAT A NIGHT

| just can’t believe what's happened one extrenthéanext. One moment | was so
elated the next, well... | was in complete anguidiltias though | was being tortured.
How can | even explain how horrifying it was, oylyu know Jesus?

Waking up Sunday not being able to even walk wasysgosh it was so much more than
scary, words can’t explain the fear that was strmek On Saturday night | just didn’t
want to say anything | was frightened to admit Amg being wrong, to the reality of the
cancer starting its murderous attack on me, again.

| just don't feel myself I am not positive aboutytling what is there to be happy about
in my little world... ?

I wish | could fly away forever.

Writing those words brings such an anguish to mglevibeing, | feel as though
something is severing away at my heart.

What has happened to me... ?

| used to think and believe | was a real fightemvpwell | have lost the tune, I've
forgotten the dance.

What a divine day you have spread out to us.
I wish | could delight in it. OH Lord | feel so &y and dazed. | just don’t know what
to ask you or what to say, if anything.



| have so much to say (but also so very little)stjdon’t know how to get my thoughts
out.!' I'just lay my whole self, all | am at yowgeit Jesus, ‘cause that is all | KNOW.

Help me Lord | am so angry, it's almost like | murt a show during the day masking that
everything is ok, when truly it's the exact oppesit

| don’t even know what to write anymore or what faeglings are they usually are so
deep and dark that words can’t seem to express ¢thelm them justice.

Words would only diminish my emotions, so they dtasked away in my secret heatrt.

I've really been inspired, my faith and my spiti@ve been uplifted just enough to keep
on keeping on, to keep a fight about myself.

But Father God for how long, must this battle comé. When can, | come into your
glory and be at peace, forevermore.

| was so afraid to go to fall asleep last nighsred the pain would return.

Jesus, tonight | am like a wounded soldier, alivénto offer is my bleeding heart and my
butchered body: | want to give all that is withiemMy heart, my spirits are so painfully
heavy inside of me.

| wish, Jesus, that sometimes | didn’t have to a&ixpiny feelings, it's so hard. Most of
the time, | don’t know how | am feeling, let alok@ow how to explain them to someone
else.

But | do remember a day spent with a friend, sleenssl to know exactly where | was
coming from, ‘cause | guess she had been there too...

Jesus,

It seems that all | have ever known is being sit&kying cancer’. It's so hard to
remember a time, a season even, when | wasn’tsiggiden. It's almost frightening in
a way, to visualize a life where | am perfectly el

Thank you Jesus, for this gorgeous day it was sonwvead lovely. Seeing my friend
today was well ... .... | am not sure. | felt almebkattered when | left. It was like she
could see right into my soul, like she saw the sadrthat camped there.

When she hugged me and told me that she lovedthmght | would break down, |
couldn’t even bring myself to say it back. | conlardly speak, the knots in my throat,
they gripped at me like a vice. | just wantedebrhy stupid guards down and fall in a
heap crying but | couldn’t.

I look up into the moonlit sky, how beautiful | thght, were the stars speaking so way up
high. 1 wish I could reach them and hold them wimands.

Sometimes | think about death, it just seems sp gezat, to what is happening at the
moment. So many times | wish, no the word wistogssimple, sometimes | just crave to
be with you. Where everything is perfect, whergeds fly.

I wish | could leave my life and come be with you.



All I can see, all that my life is absorbed wittbising sick. Recently | have seen bad in
life, everything is wrong.

Jesus help me to see your beauty and know angldaelove even more. Help to spread
it on to others.

Insecurity once again covers my soul, | stare th&d ugly mirror that used to be
beautiful. Only anger and pain stare back. Mylisgieyes mask the tears, can’t shake
that feeling, it always haunts my thoughts and mheaNo sleep is had while these
dreams continue, only pain and fear is felt alan@ght. Fear of everything fear of the
unknown.

| am scared of the dark night, when | fall aslgbp,faces they haunt me all night.

| tried to stop the nightmares, | can’t | am scawethll asleep.

Why does it take so long, they say it is seriouswiwy does it take so long. Again that
mask begins to cover, will this battle ever end.
| can’t keep up | am tired. I'm screaming out ¢ay@u hear me ... ...?

| am terrified so frightened. | haven’t been sdatik this day, this hour. Some part of
me just wants to run back screaming to switch dieatsion. | am so scared to walk
down this road. | feel so very alone, like aditibst sheep.

Well that is the end of my Journal entries thagtlgp for you to read, | wish however, |
could say it is the end of my journey with canbett,| fear that there is more around the
corner.

This part of my journey could prove to be the hatde

My own story though, of life shall never be comglas new things are happening every

day and | am learning so much all the time. Eveugh, throughout this simple insight

into my heart and soul it may seem that | haveitpbelieve me when | say, that | really
do love my life and everyone in it.

Life is a precious gift from God, | am intending tmwaste, one single day of it with
meaningless things, but with uplifting experienggsnt with my friends and my savior
Jesus Christ.

For he is truly my Lord and saviour.

He is the one who brought me through to this sidéing.
Without him | am nothing and | have nothing.”



