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32 inspiring stories of brave women and men who won the battle against breast cancerThese

heartwarming and inspiring stories by brave women and men who have survived breast cancer

are a must-read for anyone personally or indirectly afflicted by the disease.How We Beat

Breast Cancer brings together the experiences, thoughts, struggles, and victories of unique

women and men from all walks of life, who tell the stories of their battles with breast cancer.

Their narratives portray both the good and the bad in a real, candid language, sharing

everything from diagnosis, through treatment, to life with and after cancer.This book will

provide comfort and inspire hope and confidence in readers, and will be a wonderful and

uplifting companion both for patients and their loved ones.
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NetivorCopyright © 2021 Lilit NetivorAll rights reserved; No parts of this book may be

reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including

photocopying, recording, taping, or by any information retrieval system, without the permission,

in writing, of the author.Translation: Toby Boni ShamirContact: Lilitba2@gmail.comI would like

to dedicate this book to the outcry of men and women, mothers and fathers, in Israel and

throughout the world, who have experienced the sensations, the pain, and the trauma that has

been put into words by the interviewees in this book.All the women and men in this book share

the experience of having had one or both breasts removed.Each interview is a moving, human

testimony.ContentsIntroductionLilit: My StoryRuth Roih WeinsteinThe Story of Hila SteinThe

Story of Yana DaromThe Story of Sharon EytanThe Story of Inbar SelaThe Story of Yael

DanielThe Story of Lisa CohenThe Story of Orna FederThe Story of Maysoon DakwarThe

Story of Tali Gildin CohenThe Story of Rafi OhanaThe Story of Lea S.The Story of Miriam

A.The Story of Abir Izat HijaziThe Story of Shmulik RiziThe Story of Ayelet Rizzi GoldThe

Story of Michal V.N.The Story of Zmira S.The Story of Tal Amior-NagarThe Story of Edna

ZverlingThe Story of Shula B.The Story of Rivka OrenThe Story of Maya Tehila YogevThe

Story of Oded R.The Story of Shlomit L.The Story of Galit Segev HavdalaThe Story of Shari

Greenwald MendesThe Story of Yafit Alperson ElmaliachThe Story of Losy ShaheenThe Story

of Tali LichtenfeldThe Story of Dani MoscovitzThe Story of Ran

ErhardConclusionsSummary“Never hide your wings.Always let them shine.”“When life presents

you with challenges, you can choose how to cope with them.I chose to live.I chose to transform

the unknown in my life into a celebration.This book tells the story of various people and the

ways they chose to cope with the challenges of cancer.Each, in their own way, chose to look

fear straight in the eye.They chose the path that was right for them.They chose life.My

encounter with disease bred insight. It honed my ability to choose, to make decisions. I have

woven the inspiring words into the tapestry presented in this book.It will light your way through

the darkness and accompany you on your journey.You are not alone!”Yafit Alperson

ElmaliachIntroductionHi. I’m Lilit, and I’ve had a mastectomy.My deep, personal pain led me to

connect with other women who had been visited by the same trauma "� some more recently,

others in the more distant past . . . women living with a physical scar in lieu of a breast, women

living with a deep emotional scar.It is no easy feat to connect with a woman who has

undergone a mastectomy. She doesn’t readily open up. Her medical files are confidential,

making it even harder to contact her. Attempts to interview women from various sectors, such

as the ultra-Orthodox, Muslim, Druze, or Bedouin communities, were unsuccessful. These

communities are closed and tend to carefully guard their privacy. Strict religious laws and

social codes make it prohibitive for an individual to speak out in public.Even the women I did

reach, by personal acquaintance or through common friends, were not always willing to share

their pain with me. I believe that those who did open a window or a door were able to release

some of the pain that, for whatever reason, doesn’t seem to interest anyone.Anyone who has

experienced this type of pain, who has coped with it day in and day out, is well versed in it and

able to understand it. It is a womanly pain; the breasts are an external representation of

femininity and womanhood. Their loss does not resemble the loss of other feminine organs in

the body. Even now, many doctors still regard the matter as a surgical issue. I constantly ask

myself just how long it will take for them to begin to understand that the triumvirate of breast-

psyche-femininity is an inseparable entity.The pain of losing a breast is ageless. It transcends



ethnic origin and economic or social status and does not dull with the years. In many cases, it

is inherited and a mother shoulders the burden of her own pain and that of her daughters and

granddaughters. Instead of it fading away, it only increases and intensifies.The men and

women who agreed to open their hearts to me have a message they would like to share with

us all; they tell the stories of how they coped with their illness. The stories are presented

verbatim, and speak for themselves. They are a human testament to and exposé of the terrible

plague that we know as “breast cancer.” Although the disease primarily afflicts women (due to

the anatomic structure of breast tissue), it also affects a small percentage of men.Statistics

show that 1 out of every 7.5 women is affectedThis statistic should shock every woman.

Women must increase their awareness of the disease from an early age. Awareness implies

reading, changing habits and lifestyle, and changing patterns of thinking. Awareness involves

both body and psyche, and requires a change in nutrition and in physical exercise. All these

aspects of awareness lead to prevention; prevention is of the utmost importance.I am deeply

grateful to all those women and men who shared their stories with me; it was their cooperation

and contributions that made this book possible. I believe that our shared endeavor will shine a

light on the methods of coping that transcend physical pain, surgery, chemotherapy, and

radiation.I hope that the book will be a lighthouse that will help dispel the pain with which we

live and cope each and every day.This book is my prayer for a better future "� one that will see

the cessation of this cursed plague.Lilit: My Story“I only learned to appreciate my body after

itwas ravaged by cancer.”Currently 80 years old, widowed with 2 children (a daughter and a

son), 7 grandchildren and 6 great-grandchildren. A naturopathic practitioner. I underwent

mastectomy and reconstruction of the left breast at age 53.As a stage in my process of

recovery, I am writing the story of how I coped with breast cancer, mastectomy, and breast

reconstruction.I am a fashion designer by profession. In 1976 I established a business I called

“Lilit Creations” and have been busy creating works of art ever since. I started my business

without any capital, taking the profits and reinvesting them in the business, and it continued to

grow and develop over the years. I found my greatest satisfaction and joy from continuing to

create.Ever since I can remember, I have wanted to express myself and my talents. For me,

fashion is a sacred art that resides within my heart and soul and flows through my veins. I was

so completely enamored of fashion that in the past, creative work turned into my “addiction.”At

the outset of my journey, I lived with my family in the suburbs of Haifa, after which I moved to

Tel Aviv, Israel’s fashion capital. The move engendered quite a few family crises, and I didn’t

receive much in the way of acceptance and support from them. Instead, I had to carve out my

own path; fortunately, the fierce ambition with which I was blessed provided the fuel. My

husband and I shouldered most of the burden. My son joined us in the company when he had

completed his army service, and we sincerely hoped that his youth, vigor, and determination to

succeed would lead the business to bloom.Desires and reality don’t necessarily match. Not all

our ideas for promoting the company were realistic, but against all odds, we persevered. I

designed beautiful clothing that women loved to wear, and I derived great satisfaction from it. I

never gave a second thought to the price I paid. As far as I was concerned, happy customers

were my payback and my pleasure.I spared no efforts and continued to push forward. I didn’t

know the meaning of the word “rest” – it just wasn’t in my vocabulary. Apparently at some point,

the powers that be must have decided that I should stop, that I must slow down or change

course. The signs were there, but I wasn’t listening. For example, in 1989 I had an infection in

my thyroid gland; in 1990 I fell on the sidewalk and broke several teeth; and finally, in 1991, I

was diagnosed with breast cancer.By that time, the signal was too loud to ignore, and it was

truly an order to cease and desist. I am a Virgo – one of the grounded earth signs, famous for



worrying about her own health and that of her loved ones. As it turned out, I hadn’t paid

enough attention to my own; on the contrary, I always invested myself with totality in any

endeavor I undertook, often using up all my available resources.I had always gone for

gynecologic check-ups, and after age 50, I was even more careful not to neglect them. I went

to the Breast Clinic at least once a year, and discovered that I had numerous, small

calcifications, a condition that is not unusual for many women. In February 1991, the breast

surgeon recommended a mammogram, the first one for me. The results indicated a finding, the

significance of which I was uncertain. I was asked to repeat it in six months. The finding was

filed away in my medical file at the clinic. In the interim, the Gulf War broke out; the economic

situation was terrible; our company suffered from a lack of return capital; and it was difficult to

start a new season’s collection. As designer and one of the owners of the company, I felt

responsible for my employees. Some of them were single providers for their families, and most

of them had been with us for many years.The harsh realities of the economic circumstances

forced us to make changes. I, personally, as a creative person, found it extremely difficult to

accept a change that would not include a creative outlet in which I could express myself. Our

specialty in the market was plus-size pants, so we decided to keep this as our focus. This

meant not releasing large and varied collections that require a substantial monetary investment

in materials and fashion accessories. The decisions were made behind my back, among my

partners in the family (my husband and son), who didn’t dare talk to me about their decision,

for fear that I would be hurt. They knew how much fashion and creativity meant to me, and I

was hurt by their decision, even though I was aware of the economic situation. I was truly

baffled by the new circumstances. Fashion and creativity had been as essential for me as the

air I breathed.Even before the war, we had established a subsidiary to create elegant plus-size

clothing. The war had interrupted our momentum, but we had been left with expensive

materials.Producing pants is not a particularly creative venture; it leaves very little room for

creative self-expression. I felt increasingly gutted and empty, even though I was engaged in

reflexology and holistic massage "� but as a hobby. I hadn’t yet found the field in which my

creative strengths could be truly manifested. A creative force is like a volcano – it collects

steam and looks for a channel through which to erupt. So I plodded on, with frustration

continuing to build and gain steam.I visited my doctor with the results of the second

mammogram. He told me that from the first scan to the second there had been an increase in

the size of the calcifications on my left breast. The recommendation was to perform a needle

biopsy. I asked for an explanation about the procedure. He said it is a mere “pinprick” and is

performed on an outpatient basis. I asked him if I could get away without doing it, and he said

that I would have to sign a“Refusal of Consent” form if I chose to forgo treatment. I understood

that the situation was serious. I didn’t feel anything – no pain, no mass, no distortion of any

kind on the breast. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary. What had changed was that I had gone

through menopause a year and a half before it. That led to my experiencing the frequent hot

flashes that I wished to be rid of. I had taken hormone therapy that is usually recommended by

the doctors for menopausal women. The hormones are known to prevent osteoporosis, heart

attacks, and wrinkled skin. However, the downside is that they can also contribute to the

development of breast cancer, which was indeed what they did to my body.I showed up for the

biopsy fully confident that everything would go smoothly. A surgeon marked the site with

mammography guidance. As I chatted with the doctor in an effort to remain calm, he casually

remarked, “I really don’t know why women make such a fuss about mastectomy. Surgically

speaking, it’s a simple operation on an external organ.” He showed no interest whatsoever in

the very essence of the matter, in what lies beyond “a surgical procedure on an external



organ.”I had an “open” biopsy while hospitalized. It took two weeks to get the results from the

lab. I wasn’t at all worried, since I had an inner, optimistic certainty that everything would work

out just fine. When the two weeks were up, I went to the Outpatient Surgery Clinic at Kaplan

Hospital in Rehovot and waited my turn. The doctors looked for the lab results, but couldn’t find

them. They made a few phone calls and told me that they remembered having seen the results

and they had been fine. Finally, they asked me to wait outside while they contacted the

lab.After all the telephone calls, they told me to go up to the department and wait for one of the

doctors in the office. They went to the lab to bring the pathology reports. I didn’t like what was

happening. A moment before, I had been optimistic. Now, suddenly, I started to have my

doubts. The doctors arrived and asked the head of the department to join us. As they closed

the door, I could feel my world closing in on me. My racing heart informed me that something

for which I had been unprepared was about to take place.Dr. Mavor adopted the role of

spokesperson; he explained that the finding was positive, that cancerous cells had been found

in several locations. He offered options: partial mastectomy, with additional treatments as

needed, according to the nodular condition, or total mastectomy, with no need for further

treatment. He added that I was lucky, because the cancer had been discovered at an early

stage and total mastectomy would cure me completely. Due to the size of my breasts, he

recommended total mastectomy and immediate reconstruction, so that I wouldn’t wake up to

find something missing.Dr. Mavor asked Dr. Leviav, the plastic surgeon, to join us. All I can

remember is being in shock. I couldn’t believe my ears. I don’t remember crying. I don’t think I

had fully digested the news. My brain seemed to have shut down, refusing to realize that they

were talking about my body.The doctors wanted to make an appointment for the operation. I

said that I needed two weeks to myself in order to think, to digest the news, and to consult

other specialists. I promised them an answer in two weeks. I was sitting there, facing four

doctors, and felt alone in the world. They thought I hadn’t understood the severity of the

situation, because I told them I would like to consult others; perhaps, thinking I would seek out

alternative methods, they chose to frighten me. Dr. Mavor said that it wasn’t a good idea to

wait, that the cancer spreads to distant locations and it’s not always possible to track its path.

He said that it’s much better to operate immediately. I insisted on having it my way, and asked

for the two weeks anyway – a break, a time to think.Despite the shock and the numbness that

set in, I did notice that Dr. Mavor’s statement about distant sites was definitely meant to scare

me. The type of cancer with which I was diagnosed does not metastasize. My oncologist told

me, “Your cancer doesn’t know how to walk.” Later on, Dr. Noa Ben Baruch explained that my

cancer had not yet formed a tumor. It was still in a cellular state, spread over several small sites

above the nipple. I was indeed lucky.On my way home, my mind raced with wild thoughts.

Cancer: what is it really? What is breast cancer? What does it have to do with me? The

doctors’ explanations had sounded so foreign, so disconnected from my body. What did

anything of what they’d explained have to do with Lilit? I remember wondering whether it was

even possible to digest this information. My self- confidence hammered away at me. Maybe

there had been a mistake? Maybe they weren’t my test results? Maybe it was a misdiagnosis?

I couldn’t believe that that could happen to me; it just couldn’t be true.The time out that I took

was of the utmost importance. It gave me time to talk to others. I considered consulting Dr.

Nimrod Sheinman, my family physician, who is also a naturopath. Maybe I would go to a

private clinic in Jerusalem to get the opinions of other doctors or hear what I hoped to hear –

that I don’t have to lose a breast. This time was vital. It gave me a chance to part ways with my

breast, to detach from an organ in my body. I couldn’t yet bear the thought of separation. Why

should I agree? The thoughts just came coming and coming… “Where did I go wrong? Why



has this happened to me?”I drove to Tel Aviv to meet my sister for a day on the town. While

driving there, I told myself, “Lilit, you don’t have cancer.” But how can intuition compete with

findings under a microscope? What can intuition do in the face of facts? I arrived at the

rendezvous with my sister very late. She was worried because she knew that I was supposed

to receive the biopsy results. When I met her, I said, “I’m done for; I have to part from my

breast. I have cancer.” She hugged me warmly and lovingly. “Take it easy,” she said. “You’re

strong.”Throughout the day, my sister tried her best to distract me from the issue, but we both

knew that that was impossible. The thoughts wouldn’t budge from either of our minds. I shared

all my fears with her, mainly my fear of telling my husband and my children. On the way home, I

could feel the tears rolling down my cheeks, the first time I cried that day. As I opened the front

door of the house, my husband greeted me with, “What did they have to say at the hospital?” I

told him that the finding was positive and that the doctors had informed me that I’d have to part

with my breast, without even asking for my consent. He hugged me tightly and said, “Stay

strong. This, too, shall pass.” Of course it will pass! I always have to be the strong one. That’s

what everyone expects from me – not to break down, not to need support, to maintain my

façade. That was what I had trained them to expect from me.The next day at work passed in a

daze. My daughter-in-law called to ask about the biopsy and I tried to keep it light, as I told her

slightly teasingly “The doctors think that I have one breast too many and I should donate the

left one to science.” My daughter-in-law didn’t lose her cool and told me that the head secretary

at her office had undergone a total mastectomy and reconstruction recently. She said she’d put

me in touch with her, and indeed, I was able to talk to her the same day. She suggested we

meet and that she would show me what a reconstructed breast looks like (her operation had

been urgent emergency surgery). When we met, I saw a beautiful lady, a real “looker” with a

curvy figure. She told me about her job, which entails long hours, much running around, and

tiresome meetings, and also about her life after surgery. She mentioned that she had resumed

physical activity, the same swimming and exercise in which she had engaged prior to

mastectomy. She bared her chest, with and without a bra. I am ever so grateful to her for doing

that. She was an extremely feminine woman, full of vitality, with no hint of anger or depression,

although these may have been difficult to discern. Her advice to me was to undergo immediate

reconstruction with saline-filled implants. During that period there was a great deal of

controversy and fear regarding the use of silicon, which was considered a carcinogenic

substance.I went to consult with Dr. Sheinman, an experienced teacher and naturopath. He

suggested I try to cope with my condition without a mastectomy. I spoke to my children and told

them I was “educating” myself about the possibilities of managing without surgery, that I would

possibly have a different opinion than those of the doctors. At the time, I was studying the

Elbaum “Body Balance” method at Reidman College. When I told Moshe Elbaum about my

positive test, he examined me energetically and told me unequivocally, “You do not have

cancer.” I told him that the biopsy had shown cancerous cells, but he insisted, “They have taken

out what you had. It’s no longer there.”In retrospect, it turned out that he was correct. While all

that was happening, I had a meditative vision. I saw myself in the operating room, with several

doctors bending over me and rummaging through my open breast. My soul seemed to have

fled my body and was trying to tell the doctors, “Don’t keep searching. She doesn’t have

cancer.” Afterwards, I asked myself, “Can I seal my fate by mere intuition?” The bio-energetic

practitioner Jacques was in Israel at the time. I asked for an urgent appointment. He examined

me energetically and I told him that I had also been examined energetically by Moshe Elbaum.

I also shared my meditative vision with him. He said, “You may not have cancer, my dear.

However, a breast can be reconstructed, unlike a life. It’s far better to live with a reconstructed



breast than not to live at all. Cancer is a terrible illness.”I decided to consult my family doctor

and considered a consultation with a private medical service as well. My doctor was most

understanding and quite disheartened to hear of my plight. He did say, however that, “No

doctor can refute this pathology finding and give you a different answer; it’s useless to hope

otherwise.” When my children understood my quest for an alternative solution and that I was

even considering not undergoing mastectomy, they were appalled. “You are our only mother

and we want you healthy,” they said. The truth was starting to close in on me, and my children

wouldn’t let me take the risk and avoid the mastectomy. To a certain extent, my body belongs

not only to me, but to them as well. Armed with my collection of disappointments, I started

looking for more information on breast cancer to give me a better idea of what I was dealing

with. I saw an ad for a lecture at the local natural foods store based on wheatgrass, on Ann

Wigmore’s “Living Foods” program.At the lecture I met Efrat, a woman I had encountered

several months before at a bioenergetics workshop. I told her how I’d been thunderstruck by

bad news and didn’t know what to do or which method of treatment to choose. At that point, I

was ready to seek advice from anyone and everyone, so eager was I for someone to show me

a different way, a way to escape the knife. Efrat told me, “First get the cancer out of your body –

then you can do everything you want to…” Her words hit home. I knew in my bones that that

was the wisest approach, given to me by a woman who had been there before, a woman who

hadn’t been as lucky as I was – my cancer had been detected at a very early stage.I thank the

Lord for loving me and for leading me to meet the right person at the right time. I knew I would

take her advice. I would get the cancer out of my body and then I would do everything else. I

had come full circle, my search was complete, and I would give the doctors my consent.The

day I saw the doctors, my friends Carmela and Shlomit, who work at the hospital, came with

me to provide moral support. They held my hands and hugged and stroked me so that I

wouldn’t feel alone. A date for the surgery was set. That morning I went for a swim, feeling that

it was the last time I would be swimming with both of my breasts. It was my own special

ceremony, my way of parting from part of my body.Surgery DayMy friend Shlomit (the head

nurse at the Surgery Department) was my guardian angel. She held my hand from the minute I

set foot in the department until I entered the operating room. She wished me success and

handed me over to the doctors, who prepped me for anesthesia. In the recovery room, I

opened my eyes to find my friend Carmela at my side. She kissed me and told me that the

operation was behind me. I was transferred to the department. My children, Orit and Noam,

who had waited patiently outside the operating room, were now at my bedside, joined by my

sister. I asked Orit to cover me with the energy pillow I brought with me. I kept dozing off and

waking up. My wonderful children stayed close, taking turns at giving me sips of water. It hurt

me to have to put them through the sight of their strong mother lying helpless in a bed, and I

hoped they’d never have to go through that again. My husband arrived in the evening, looking

very sad, and I was sad to see him that way. He didn’t quite know how to behave. He’d never

seen me in such a situation.All my visitors left. The nurses took my blood pressure and pulse

hourly. They asked me if I needed a painkiller. I told them that I wasn’t in pain, but they had a

hard time believing me. When the effect of the anesthesia wears off, the patient usually

awakens with intense pain – but I didn’t have any. They thought I was in pain but was afraid of

an injection. At some point they showed up at my bedside with an injection ready to be

administered, but I sent them on their way. My medical file notes that I was an unusual case – a

patient who uses an energy pillow and claims to feel no pain.At around midnight, after I had

fallen asleep, I awoke to feel someone lifting off my blanket. I saw Dr. Mavor leaning over me "�

an angel who had sneaked in during the night to check up on me and see if there was anything



that needed immediate attention. The next morning I was still a bit woozy; the “day-after blues”

were setting in and I had to start to come to grips with the breast I had lost and with the saline-

filled silicon sac that had replaced it. I don’t remember being particularly interested in my new

“breast” or exactly when the bandages were removed, and I don’t recall what I saw there or

how it looked. The only thing I wanted to do was get rid of the drains and go home.While

hospitalized, a volunteer from “Reach to Recovery” came to the department. I didn’t really want

to meet her, but it was standard procedure in the department. We sat in the doctors’ lounge.

She told me that she had also undergone mastectomy several years before. She brought me

samples of different kinds of breast prostheses and of tailor-made bras with a special pocket

for the prosthesis. She talked about the importance of getting back to a normal life, of resuming

one’s work and regular activities. She told me that she had gone back to work and was able to

function just as well as she had before surgery. I realized she was trying her best, but she was

speaking from a position reached after a period of time had elapsed. We weren’t really in the

same place. From where I was sitting, everything I had known looked quite different. She was a

teacher; the tools of her trade were not the same as mine. She was a paid employee, while I

was independently employed. I needed to function at my best order to make a living for myself

and for my employees and their families, who depended financially on me and my business.In

the weakened state I found myself, physically and emotionally, it was very hard to imagine

being able to function as I had previously. Maybe I shouldn’t go back there at all? My fervent

desire was just to leave the hospital and return to my own clothes and my familiar

surroundings. I knew that a long road to recovery stretched out before me.That was the point of

departure for my journey to physical and emotional recovery. No one can prepare you for what

this type of coping entails. I wanted to be my former self. I tried to engage my body, tried to play

the superwoman. I wanted to forget the entire story, to skip over the trauma. A new life had

begun, but I didn’t know how to start or what steps to take. Instead, I tried to plead ignorance

and to forget what I’d been through entirely.I truly wanted to resume my active life, to mingle

with people and not discuss illness and disease. I preferred discussing health and pleasant

activities, and I wanted to steep myself in beauty. I had never before been in an environment

that focused on cancer. I had no idea how to cope with breast cancer, no clue that it was so

intimately connected to femininity.Never, not even once, did I consider death an option. Not a

single doctor spoke with me about existential issues; on the contrary, they talked about the

“problem” that needed resolution as soon as possible. Suddenly I found myself preoccupied

with the disease. Up until then, cancer had been as distant as the moon; now I was becoming

aware of death, of disease that spreads, of the body being opened and closed. I heard about

radiation and chemotherapy, about people in dire straits. And yet it felt as if it didn’t really

involve me. The question of existence didn’t seem to concern me. Apparently, the life force is

the strongest of all. I didn’t really seem to be in a life-threatening situation, as my cancer had

actually been discovered in the very beginning stages. I thought that God must want me

healthy, but must also want to insure that I change . . . Maybe he’d decided to pull me out of my

previous life and push me in a different direction.The transition was traumatic. I hadn’t paid

attention to the previous signs and messages I’d been receiving. I needed to be shaken to my

core and led from one side of the river to the other. After crossing the bridge, I began to walk,

to grow, and to flourish. I am grateful for the opportunity to have grown my wings and soared.

My creative well – regarding fashion "� may have dried up. Maybe that was God’s way of helping

me change my path. Maybe he was pushing me in the direction of finding alternate paths to

contribute to life, to my family, to other people, to society. Could God have been showing me

how to develop by finding a new mission? I truly believe and accept that I have been given the



mission for which I was born. It could be that the path to here took a detour through a different

road. I can’t say that the answers are clear yet, as I ponder the many thoughts that run through

my mind. What was clear was that I couldn’t just go back to my job and pick up where I left off.

Physically, it was impossible to function as I had before the surgery, and I wasn’t even aware of

the dangers of doing so. I have since learned about the risk of lymphedema (lymphatic

edema), but at the time I didn’t really know anything, since no one gave me any explanations.

No one told me what could happen when lymph nodes are removed, and no one told me about

physiotherapy or instructed me about permissible or prohibited activities.Doctors don’t take the

time to explain, and women don’t know how to ask the right questions about their own bodies.

Don’t we deserve to know what’s happening to us? Are we mere objects from which a piece is

removed and returned to the shelf? The doctors send us home with a cut- and-dry medical

summary, usually written by an assistant. The summary gives details about the date of

admission, the medical procedure, and the date of discharge. There is also a curt letter of

referral to the Oncology Department and to the National Insurance Institute. Like many others, I

had blind faith in the doctors. After all, they always seem to know what they’re doing. We were

brought up to entrust them with our health and to trust that they were doing everything in our

best interests. So I pushed ahead, leaving behind everything I’d been through, and happy just

to be at home, while in truth I was just beginning to cope – with the family, with the

environment, with work, and with myself.Coping with myself was both the most difficult and

most important thing I did. I found a wonderful trick – I ignored what had happened, as if it had

not happened to me, but to a different Lilit, who just happened to share a body with me. As my

physical condition improved, my denial became stronger. Outwardly it looked like I was coming

along nicely and accepting the new circumstances; inwardly, nothing could have been farther

from the truth.“I only learned to appreciate my body after it was ravaged by cancer.”During my

first visit to the Oncology Clinic, I remember the doctor calling the lab and asked for a sample

of my breast tissue. They told her it had been thrown away. My breast had been thrown away.

Just like that! Thrown in the garbage as though it were a rotten apple. I also remember them

telling the doctor that the discarded tissue and the lymph nodes had been completely free of

cancerous cells, but no one had bothered to tell me! My medical file didn’t mention it and it was

left undocumented. “Why didn’t you think of informing me of these very important details?”I

think that women are just plain foolish. Life doesn’t prepare us to ask questions and to receive

answers about what is being done to our bodies. Doctors feel free to ridicule us. I remember

thinking to myself – why didn’t I ask questions? I told myself that I had been in such a state of

shock that I couldn’t think straight about the implications of anything I was being told.Feelings

of denial "� and my refusal to accept myself "� put me in the position of standing naked in front of

the mirror and failing to see myself as missing a breast, and failing to see anything at all. If

anyone asked me about the appearance of the reconstructed breast, I’d answer that I didn’t

know. I refused to see what was there in plain sight. I didn’t cry over the loss, either "� in fact, I

didn’t even grieve over the loss of a precious organ.I only became aware of how much I had

been in denial after sessions with a psychologist. During these sessions, as I spoke about what

had happened, the tears started to run down my cheeks. I began to understand that I hadn’t

yet cried enough, relative to the enormity of my loss. I also felt that my tears weren’t opening

me up and releasing me. It felt more like crying over some unpleasant news.Time went by and I

returned to my business. I tackled the filing system and tried to understand the company’s

administrative status. I also designed a model or two for the collection. I was uncomfortable

with filing and accounting, as the tasks weren’t enough to satisfy what was most important to

me: the yearnings of my soul. As a talented person, I always knew I could make a living from



any number of pursuits, but emotional satisfaction takes first place. I have no doubt – money is

not important. I knew that without the ability to nurture my soul, I ran the risk of depression,

bitterness, and self-pity. That was not the road I wanted to follow.During that time, I discovered

a growing interest in the digestive issues that developed from the large amounts of antibiotics I

had been given after surgery. I started to buy books on the topic and also went to see various

therapists, naturopathy practitioners, and health food stores. The more I read and put into

practice, the more confused I became. The decision to begin studying the topic began to take

shape. I had always told myself that when I retired, I would go back to school, but it had always

seemed far away, in the distant future. Suddenly the future seemed closer than ever. In a

certain sense, I felt I had already retired. So why not start my studies now?I felt that

naturopathy was a field that suited my talents and interests. It combined healthy nutrition,

essential oils, medicinal herbs, massage, reflexology, and natural medicine. I decided that this

was the direction for me and I informed my family that I intended to register for a four-year

program of studies in naturopathy and healing.I must admit that that was the first time in my life

that I was about to embark on a serious, orderly path of studies. As a young woman, I lived on

a kibbutz, where the school syllabus was very different from that in the cities. I had not really

studied seriously and had no idea how to write and submit term papers. I didn’t know how to

study for tests or how to cope with overwhelming amounts of study materials. I felt like I was on

the brink of fulfilling a wish, but wasn’t yet entirely clear on just how I would do it. My only

certainty was that I was sure to succeed!I was nervous, but pleasantly excited. I was sure I was

taking the right step. I love to learn; my inner compass indicated that I would enjoy my studies

and they would fill up the space left by the departure of my previous creative ventures. My

expectations did indeed come true. However, as I did my best at that time to forget the trauma I

had sustained and to erase it from my life, I began to notice that my memory had deteriorated.

That bothered me, as I had been blessed with an above-average memory span. I considered

going to a psychologist. Maybe a professional could help me rid myself of the angry emotions

that had lodged in my subconscious. I wanted to be free, to be capable of opening up to new

sights, new worlds, new ties and relationships. I took the plunge and found a psychologist who

understood me, who helped me look the problem right in the eye. He helped me grieve for

something precious I had lost and for the events that had caused the loss. He didn’t let me

wallow in the tangles that had seeped into the relationships with my husband and my children. I

underwent a profound cleansing and came out the other end purified and feeling good. The

accumulated sediment of the past could no longer hold me back. From then on, I would be able

to act openly and achieve the happiness I sought.I started school with the eagerness of a

person who knows what they want, following the right path, open to learning. The first school

year was extremely difficult. As I said, it was the first time I was learning in an orderly fashion

and my memory was giving me trouble. Nevertheless, I was satisfied that I was in a place that

was good for me. I embraced my new path with open arms. Simultaneously, I went on working

at the factory and creating new designs, and I continued to function as a mother and a

grandmother. Happiness was once again evident on my face. When someone is content, they

are happy and healthy, and are able, in turn, to make others happy. At that stage of my life, I

learned how to escape from anger, stress, and tension.Another dream come true was a trip to

the Far East, including China and Japan. It was during that time that I felt I could give myself

the gifts I had previously only imagined. My priorities had shifted. I felt the need to do things

that brought joy and pleasure, as if I “deserved” them. My second year of studies included

courses in spiritual healing (the “Yemima” method). That was the year that changed my life

forever, the year that lifted me up. I was overjoyed that I had the privilege of participating in the



course. Happiness reached every pore of my body.What, you may ask, is spiritual healing? It’s

the kind of healing that comes from within and helps us know ourselves. It helps us realize that

we are absorbing an abundant universal energy. Healing helps us understand what the energy

can do to our bodies and our souls. We learn how to connect with it, how to open up to love

and forgiveness. This path is a universal one; energy is universal, present in all things. Yemima

the teacher is a universal spirit; she believes in God, and her faith is strong and pure. She is

not religious in the conventional sense, since one can believe in God without following standard

religious practices that can be seen by others. We are all God’s children. We need to open our

hearts and listen deeply to the love that flows from above. We can, in turn, transmit what we

have received, and its echoes can reverberate and come back to us. The law of “planting and

sowing” implies that what we plant, we reap. This is the path to follow. If we plant love, we will

reap love; if we plant hate, it will almost certainly come back to us in a variety of ways.This is

the way to connect with what is best, to develop positive thinking, to take a deep look within, to

mend our ways and seek forgiveness. That is the path that I chose. It was imperative to

strengthen faith in myself and my abilities. An exercise in one of my classes simulated

conversations with patients. The therapists (the students) were tasked with reporting a case in

which an emotional issue had manifested as a physical symptom. Actually, that is true of all

cases – body and soul are one and the same. Thought is energy. Thought translates into a

physical condition in the body. When there are obstructions or blockages in the body, they lead

to symptomatic diseases. The body hints at a problem; to clear the obstructions, we must

convey a message to the brain that we want to be healthy.It is necessary to plant the seeds of

positive thinking and positive action, to be filled with love and emit forgiveness. This is the best

way to prevent disease. During the exercise mentioned above, each student reported a case. I

wanted to talk about a close acquaintance of mine, whose tense and troubled family situation

led him to the Emergency Department due to intense pain. His case was a classic example of

mental and emotional stress that led to physical symptoms. As I began to talk, I couldn’t

believe what I heard coming out of my own mouth: “A year ago I underwent a mastectomy.” I

was in shock at the sound of my voice telling my own story. It sounded as if a distant entity had

taken over my throat, spilling out facts that I had had no intention of revealing. Too late! There

was no way to take them back. I talked and talked and the tears began to flow down my face as

the words and feelings continued to spew forth, like a fiery, tumultuous volcano whose eruption

couldn’t be stopped. Much to my surprise, I felt relieved. After months of denying, trying to

forget and delete everything from memory, here I was "� airing my feelings and sharing them with

others.That moment initiated a significant change. The mere fact that I was telling my story "� to

relative strangers "� signaled the beginning of truly coping with the problem, the juncture at

which the process of healing really began. The entire year was a turning point in my life. The

insights acquired and adopted during that period were to remain with me and accompany me

on implementing my new path. I connected with universal energy and opened up to both a love

of the divine and of other human beings. Another important step was learning to accept things

just as they are, not to judge, not to do others’ work for them, not to think that I know what is

best for anyone else. My life changed for the better that year. The change started from within

and began to radiate outward. To this very day, I find myself abstaining from judging other

people and their actions. I hold dear the ability to accept an individual just as they are, just as I

would hope that they accept me. I consider it important not to try to fit others into my mold.

That, apparently, was my pattern in the past "� trying to fashion other people to my satisfaction. I

learned that life doesn’t work like that. I design clothing; I don’t design people.That year

witnessed a great leap forward. I am grateful that God led me down a new path. I can truly say



that had it not been for the cancer, I would never have stumbled upon a new road at that

juncture in my life.My third year of studies included a course on family health with Dr. Dan

Keret. We learned about cancer, in general, and about breast cancer, in particular. We learned

about reasons for the development of cancer, including genetics, weight gain, poor nutrition,

and more. Very little attention was paid to the emotional aspects of the disease, which were

basically obscured and considered only as an addendum to other dominant factors. After the

lesson, I approached Dr. Keret and told him that for some people, emotional reasons constitute

the main, if not only, factor in the development of the disease. He asked me if I was speaking

from personal experience, and I told him that I was. He asked me if I would be ready to talk

about my own experience to the class and I said that I was more than willing. During the last

class on cancer for the semester, I faced the class and told them my story, including my

background and everything leading up to the development of the disease.Looking back, I can

say that following the loss of my cherished creative avenues, I also lost my precious left breast.

I fervently believe in the connection between both losses. When I stood before the class and

told my story, I let the tears flow freely, as they always do when I talk about my lost breast. I am

at peace with my tears and with the expression of my natural emotional response. Telling my

story courageously, in front of an audience in the classroom, was another important step on my

road to healing. My journey had begun from sessions with a psychologist, had continued

during a course on healing, and had led to my speaking to the class. I know that I am in the

midst of a constantly unwinding process of healing. I can now speak openly – my story, as it is

written here, is a living testimony to that.

How We Beat Breast Cancer 32 Inspiring Stories of healing, How We Beat Breast Cancer 32

Inspiring Stories of faith, How We Beat Breast Cancer 32 Inspiring Stories of greatness, How

We Beat Breast Cancer 32 Inspiring Stories of hope, How We Beat Breast Cancer 32 Inspiring

Stories of life, How We Beat Breast Cancer 32 Inspiring Stories of success, How We Beat

Breast Cancer 32 inspiring stories, How We Beat Breast Cancer 32 inspiring words, How We

Beat Breast Cancer 32 inspiring quotes, How We Beat Breast Cancer 32 times, How We Beat

Breast Cancer 32 degrees, How We Beat Breast Cancer 32 years, How We Beat Breast

cancer naturally, How We Beat breast cancer, is breast cancer easy to beat, how to fight breast

cancer with food, what does it mean to beat your breast, how can you beat breast cancer, How

We Beat breast pump, how to fight breast cancer, we were here how long to beat, how to

survive breast cancer, can you feel most breast cancer, best chicken breast, how we feel app

Cancer Secrets: An Integrative Oncologist Reveals How You Can Defeat Cancer Using the

Best of Modern Medicine and Alternative Therapies, The Whole-Food Guide for Breast Cancer

Survivors: A Nutritional Approach to Preventing Recurrence (The New Harbinger Whole-Body

Healing Series), 263 Ways To Start A Conversation: Powerful Topic Starters to Talk to Anyone,

Make Real Friends, and Establish Stronger Connections (Communication Skills Training Book

3), Knockout: Interviews with Doctors Who Are Curing Cancer--And How to Prevent Getting It

in the First Place, Hungry for Truth: Ditch the Lies About Dieting and Discover the Truth About

Longevity Nutrition in a World of Misinformation, The Cancer-Fighting Kitchen, Second Edition:

Nourishing, Big-Flavor Recipes for Cancer Treatment and Recovery [A Cookbook], How to

Starve Cancer ...without starving yourself: The Discovery of a Metabolic Cocktail That Could

Transform the Lives of Millions, True Crime Case Histories - Volume 6: 12 Disturbing True

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/rWNgD/How-We-Beat-Breast-Cancer-32-Inspiring-Stories-of-Women-and-Men-Who-Won-the-Battle-Against-Breast-Cancer


Crime Stories (True Crime Collection), How to Talk to Anyone About Any Topic: Master Small

Talk, Make Real Friends, Understand Self Confidence and Develop Deep Relationships

(Communication Skills Training Book 1), The Power of Animal Messages: Discover the Secret

Gifts We Receive from the Animals We Meet (The Power Of Alternative Medicine Book 1), 276

Days: A Breast Cancer Survival Story, Flying on the Inside: A Memoir of Trauma and Recovery,

There's a Hole in my Bucket: A Journey of Two Brothers, Beat Cancer Daily: 365 Days of

Inspiration, Encouragement, and Action Steps to Survive and Thrive, Copycat Recipes: Making

Restaurants' Most Popular Desserts at Home (Copycat Cookbooks)

ziva evenchen, “CAN WE CONTROL OUR FATE?. I AM NOT A CANCER PATIENT, BUT I

KNOW A FEW WOMEN WHO ARE. THE MAIN THING WHICH I LIKED ABOUT THEBOOK IS

THAT ORDINARY PATIENTS, NOT MEDICAL STAFF, LET US KNOW HOW THEY

COPED.MOST OF THEM WANTED TO TAKE AN ACTIVE PART IN THEIR HEALING, LIKE

CHANGING THEIR DIETS, THEIR OCCUPATIONS, REMOVING FROM THEIR LIVES

STRESSFUL SITUATIONS - ONCE YOU ARE NOT FATALISTICYOU GET ON A POSITIVE

MODE.”

Grady Harp, “‘Healing is possible…cancer is not a fatal decree’ – A superb presentation for all.

Israeli author Lilit Netivor fled from Bulgaria during World War II and moved to Israel where she

eventually created her own fashion company Lilit’s Creations. At age 53 she was diagnosed

with breast cancer, and as a cancer survivor she explored naturopathy and spirituality and has

used her new wisdom to encourage victims of breast carcinoma. Some of her many

encounters are captured in this, her debut publication – HOW WE CAN BREAST CANCER – a

book that is available in hospitals, libraries, and health institutions throughout Israel.

Fortunately, the book is now available in English, as translated from the Hebrew by Toby

Bonnie Shamir.The tone of this excellent book of interviews by Lilit with people who have

battled carcinoma of the breast is launched with a sensitive and positive note: ‘Hi! I’m Lilit, and

I’ve had a mastectomy. My deep, personal pain led me to connect with other women who had

been visited by the same trauma – some more recently, others in the more distant past…

women living with a physical scar in lieu of a breast, women living with a deep emotional scar…

The men and women who agreed to open their hearts to me have a message they would like

to share with us all; they all tell the stories of how they coped with their illness. The stories

presented are verbatim, and speak for themselves…I hope this book will be a lighthouse that

will help dispel the pain with which we live and cope each and every day. This book is my

prayer for a better future – one that will see the cessation of this cursed plague.’The author first

shares her experience with the diagnosis of breast cancer and all the steps along the way to

recovery, discussing many factors that are helpful to consider – communication with

physicians, the medical system, how to deal with family and friends and surroundings. She

then submits her interviews with a wide range of women and men, relating each interview with

the questions she poses and the response of the various breast cancer survivors. Each

interviewee is introduced with a photo, age, marital status, children, and occupation. While

every interview is special, reading the case with 62-year-old Rafi Ohana opens thoughts about

men who develop breast cancer and undergo mastectomy:her addition of male survivors

broadens the scope of the discussions.This book shares much wisdom and positive

approaches to cancer and as such, makes a fine entry into the libraries of all people who



struggle with the diagnosis of carcinoma. Highly recommended. Grady Harp, September 21I

voluntarily reviewed a complimentary copy of this book”

Sofia Petrovna, “Cancer is not the end of the world. Losing your heart and hope is.. There is no

other way than to rate this book with five stars. If I could, I would give it more.In a world where

every seventh woman is affected by breast cancer, it is remarkable how little we speak of it. I

appreciate very much that Lilit came up with the idea of collecting womens' stories into one

book. Each and every one of them had a unique experience with cancer, a unique voice that

needed to be heard.Here I found grandmothers, mothers, and very young women, teachers,

actresses, and entrepreneurs. When they got the results, on their own they were scared, but

together they were able to share experiences and support each other. Together they were

strong.One of them thought cancer might be a punishment from God. Another one thought she

is losing her womanhood. Another felt a very hard time not being able to breastfeed her

child.But then again, all of them survived. And now so many of them are blessed with great

families, support from the closest ones, and support groups as well. One woman even opened

up her own store for special bras.Cancer is not the end of the world. Losing your heart and

hope is.”

Piaras, ““I only learned to appreciate my body after it was ravaged by cancer.”. Being

diagnosed with breast cancer is a life changing event and many people have problems keeping

their spirits up after such an announcement. Whether it’s you or a close friend or relative

suffering from cancer, it's important to remain optimistic and avoid depression and stress. How

We Beat Breast Cancer by Lilit Netivor is a collection of candid and inspirational stories that

offers great hope. Many people find relief in reading inspirational cancer stories as they show

that others have indeed fought the battle against cancer and won. Very highly recommended. I

voluntarily reviewed a complimentary copy of this book.”

Abbigail Holmes, “Encouraging And Informative. I love to read those kinds of books.They give

me hope when I start to lose it since I'm seeing my doctor regularly for more than 10 years and

I never know how the appointment will end up. Having something in your breast and waiting for

it to decide what it will be is very stressful.But I always remind myself that even if it becomes

malign one day, it is not the end of the world. And this book proves it.The stories, real stories,

in it proves me right. Reading those stories, how those women lived their lives and how their

lives were interrupted with cancer, and how they fought it and beat it, calms me.I think that

everyone who has someone fighting with any kind of cancer and the ones who fight it at the

moment should read this book.”

Gustave Hakushu, “A book that heals. On first thought, the target audience of this book

seemed to be obviously people battling this horrible illness. Then, I realized that these

narratives can also positively influence the individuals indirectly affected by breast cancer –

that is, family, loved ones etc. The problem is, what about the family and loved ones of those

that didn’t come out as winners of this battle? Unfortunately, I find myself in this situation, and

so ultimately I came to the realization – this book is healing for anyone. No matter what you’ve

been through and how much you or someone you care about has suffered, the amount of

positivity in this book will triumph.”

Kimchi Cakes, “A Battle with Cancer.. This book is a collection of inspirational told my 32 brave

men and women. They tell their stories about how the fought a mighty battle against cancer



and how they were triumph in the end. They speak of their treatments and finding out about

their diagnosis for the first time.A book filled with struggles and experiences with this horrible

disease.I highly recommend this book!”

The book by Lilit Netivor has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 25 people have provided feedback.
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