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			Lindie Liebenberg lives in Northcliff, Gauteng. She’s been happily married to her soulmate Werner for 33 years. They have three children and have been spoilt with four grandchildren during this cancer period. She works full time as an accounts manager for an electrical contractor and as a team leader in direct marketing of beauty products. In her free time, she loves to read, cook, and work in her home and garden. When able, she also does Pilates and joins the weekly parkrun to keep fit. Lindie calls herself a ‘warrior’ on the cancer battlefield. With her positive outlook, she’s an inspiring speaker at various venues, bringing hope to others on difficult journeys.

			Stay connected with Lindie via email: lindieavon70@gmail.com 

			Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/lindie.liebenberg.9 where she can invite you to her private Facebook Group, “Cancer Warrior”

			You can also find her at:

			•	“Lindie Liebenberg – Slaying Cancer Together”, Buddies for Life magazine, June 1, 2020. www.buddiesforlife.co.za May/June 2020

			•	Interview with Lori-Anne van der Merwe from BALD and Beautiful – Hatsbylori, Facebook

			•	https://joanna-naicker.com/lindie-liebenberg-breast-cancer-survivor/

			•	https://www.filotimo.org.za/lindie-liebenberg 

			•	www.linkedin.com/in/lindie-liebenberg-1213a4125

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			Lindie’s Prayer

			I thank You for a life where pain turns into purpose

			I choose to turn my back on fear

			Because You are right here with me, 

			I can smile over the days to come

			Because Your plan for me is good and right,

			My heart is steadfast, trusting in You, Lord,

			In the end, I will look in triumph on my foes. 

			Because of You

			I, Lindie Liebenberg, am secure, 

			In Jesus’ triumphant name. 

			Amen 

		

	
		
			I dedicate this book to my awesome husband, Werner. Your unconditional love and unselfish willingness to be my rock and support carried me back to life! 

		

	
		
			I acknowledge with love and gratitude our three remarkable children: Our son, Armandt, with his wife Maryna, and our daughters Nandie and Elzané. During my illness, you demonstrated what compassionate, mature and caring people you’ve become. Your empathy brought healing to my spirit when I was broken and helpless.

			I acknowledge our grandchildren, Amoré and Schalk, Jana and Carmi. You brought me so much joy, filled my love-buckets to overflowing and energised me when my strength failed.

			Thank you to you, my reader. My life is now literally an open book; thank you for reading my story and sharing the hope.

		

	
		
			Foreword By Madelein Rust

			This is a book of fortitude and faith, of resilience and love as well as of gratitude in times of utmost suffering. Slaying Cancer Together is a beautifully written and moving account of the life of a fierce cancer warrior, mother, friend, sister, and wife. Lindie Liebenberg takes the reader on a compelling journey through the hardships and loves of her life as a child and young woman, culminating in her turbulent relationship with the disease that tried to kill her – several times. Breast cancer and metastatic breast cancer did not dull this young woman’s love for her Saviour, and instead only deepened it. It is truly a grand experience to share in this author’s journey through this book. Liebenberg’s debut is sure to provide hope and encouragement to those in need of it. Although this book is a perfect read for breast cancer patients, it is also ideal for those opposing any other kind of adversity – medical or non-medical. Prepare to be deeply touched. 

			Madelein Rust, established author, motivational speaker, cancer warrior and friend 

		

	
		
			Early Days

			Childhood

			I was born on September 10, 1970, to a middle-class family in Nigel, a small mining town south-east of Johannesburg, South Africa. My parents were traditional Afrikaners from the Apartheid era, with Mom the softy, always in the background, a homemaker, caring for her husband and raising her children. Her parents were German and very tough and strict people. I think my mother learnt from a young age that hard work was expected and not necessarily rewarded.

			My grandfather, Eduard Reppert, fought on the German side in World War II. His family hardly saw him during the war years. He came home for short stints, impregnated his wife and left again. The four children grew up not really knowing their father.

			My father worked for a local hard metal company as a foreman in the workshop. In those days ‘children were seen and not heard’ as the old saying goes. It was certainly true in our household. My dad was a tough disciplinarian, bordering on being a dictator. His word was law, and we were at his beck and call. One example of this controlling spirit was how he’d summon me from my bedroom to hand him his cigarettes, which were on the table right in front of him where he lay on the couch. He only called once; not a second time.

			I entered the world in my parents’ double bed at home with only a midwife present, as did my six older siblings (one of whom died of congenital heart failure when he was a year old). 

			As the youngest, I was obviously not a planned baby. My three brothers and two sisters returned home after school on that day and heard me crying. The fact that I was so much younger than my siblings and that my parents were older at that time had an impact on my life as I grew up.

			How I was given the name “Lindie” has a little story attached. It seems that before I was born, my father sat at the kitchen table one day and wrote this name on the wall. Since it was long before gender revealing technology, he must’ve had some kind of premonition that I would indeed be a girl. 

			I’ve a few fond memories of my early childhood. They come to me in little vignettes of happy moments when I was feeling special. When I was a little girl, my mother would let me sit on her dressing table while braiding my hair with stockings. I remember the warmth of the sun streaming through the window. I felt loved in those moments. Every afternoon at 5pm, Mom and I used to go to the park and walk halfway over a little stream to meet my father returning home from work. I felt happy to see him in those moments. On payday, my father walked with me to the shop and allowed me to get a tin of condensed milk or a can of creamed sweetcorn, which I kept in the fridge and finished slowly during the week. I felt spoilt in those moments. One of my biggest treats was to sleep with Mom in the double bed when Dad worked nightshifts. I recall how I cuddled up to her back and held her tight around the waist. I felt safe in those moments. I’m so grateful to have had those times in my small world. So many things changed as I grew older, these precious moments seemed to dissolve into everyday harsh reality.

			We weren’t a well-to-do family at all. In fact, we were actually poor. Mind you, I was always clean and tidy, even if my only navy school dress was faded from being washed so frequently. I had to put cardboard inside my worn-out shoes to serve as soles, so even my socks had holes in the bottom.

			However, there was never a shortage of home-cooked meals, and we all slept warmly. Once a month the school allowed us to wear ‘civvies’ on casual Friday, and on the first day of September, we could dress up in new clothes to celebrate Spring Day. Other children looked forward to it, but I dreaded those occasions. I didn’t have any good clothes, let alone new clothes.

			As I grew older, I began to notice the difficulties. I recall my dad watering the garden, drinking alcohol out of a coffee mug to hide his drinking from the neighbours.

			Maybe my parents were tired by the time I came along, because I was mostly left to find my own way. I went through my school years basically on my own. I didn’t have their support at school, not in academics, nor in sport or any extramural activities, even though I did well and received distinctions. Once I displayed all my certificates on my bedroom wall: for public speaking, poetry, and Eisteddfod. It covered two full walls. I was also never off sick, so there was even a special certificate from the Department of Education for a perfect attendance record. 

			Although I was liked by all at school, I was never part of the popular groups. I was alone, and at times, lonely. My siblings all got married and left home. I stayed behind alone, feeling invisible and that I didn’t really matter. I kept myself busy, mostly with schoolwork in my room, which I kept neat and tidy. I learnt to bury my sadness, pain and loneliness. I couldn’t talk to anyone about my feelings, because that just was not done in our house. Very little emotional expression was allowed, and therefore, none was shared. The basis for my lack of confidence was founded during those years.

			During my high school years, shame and anger joined all my other emotional vocabulary. Alcoholism and occasional violence moved into our home. I was still underage when I had to drive my dad’s manual Jetta to take him home, because he was too drunk to drive. I was terrified of being stopped by the police, but I had no other option.

			Another incident that clouded my memories was the fate of Dries, our big rooster. He was like a pet, just roaming around all over the place. One afternoon I arrived home from school to find my dad and uncle sitting outside, cooking old Dries. We were so heartbroken that we all ran from the scene. He had a name! How can one eat something with a name? They ate him all by themselves. To anybody else this incident might seem insignificant, and perhaps amusing. But we as children had very little to call our own. We had a special bond with our rooster and losing something so precious to us was devastating.

			This same uncle of mine gave me Avroy Shlain facial products as a gift. I loved the products, but found out later that he had ulterior motives. One night as I was sleeping on the couch in the lounge, I woke up and caught him trying to fondle me. There were other people around so I could get away from him unharmed. I mustered up all my courage and mentioned the incident to my parents. Boys, sex and such topics were never broached in our household, so my complaint was just brushed off.

			I recall another incident that might seem humorous now, but was terrifying then. Mom wanted to get away from Dad during an argument and slammed the passage door. My dad’s middle finger got caught in the door, and he lost the tip. My mom was so livid that she threw the remaining tuft of bone onto the roof. Someone had to climb up to retrieve it so that it could be stitched back on in the emergency room. I remember feeling numb and scared during those violent temper outbursts.

			My older siblings would always say I had the worst childhood as I had to cope alone when the older ones left home. They remember my dad in his volatile younger years when he once hit my brother with a fist so hard that he fell through the door of a wardrobe. My dad used to wait for them at the front gate at 5pm. If they arrived even a few minutes later than usual, it would warrant a big hiding. On the other hand, I never received a hiding, although I came close once. I was so scared, I nearly wet myself running to my room.

			There were so many times that I could just die of embarrassment because of my family’s unacceptable behaviour. At some point my mom gave up trying to keep up appearances and started joining the chaos, drinking with my father, my brother and his wife, leaving the house untidy and neglected. I never dared to invite a friend to our house.

			But, I hasten to add, there was always food cooking on the stove. Should any family drop in, a meal was ready. My mom had a generous spirit, despite her circumstance. In contrast, my dad was not. One particular story about how he had his comeuppance is still regaled by close family. He once prepared a big leg of mutton, stuffed with garlic and spices and baked in the oven. When it was ready, he took it out, but then he saw my siblings and their families pull up in the driveway. Not wanting to share this delicious feast, he stowed it under his double bed to enjoy later. After they had all left, he eagerly retrieved his delicious prize only to find that our Maltese doggies had devoured most of it! He couldn’t save one mouthful! He was furious, but it served him right; he should have shared it with his family.

			On Sundays, I didn’t want to be picked up in front of the church after Sunday School, because whoever would pick me up might just be intoxicated and loud. I walked as fast as I could to get far away and wait around the corner. At times I was left stranded, because nobody remembered to fetch me. Then I had to walk home through an industrial area and over very busy roads. It was scary, and I just prayed that no one I knew saw me. On the other hand, I wished for a nice lady to maybe give me a lift home.

			To some extent, I’ve managed to suppress these disturbing memories that crept up on me so often, but I had no control over the terrifying nightmares. 

			As can be expected in such circumstances, the sins of the fathers were carried over onto the sons. It must’ve been the way my father treated some of my siblings that they turned out the way they did. They weren’t strong enough to break those evil ties. All of us were brought up by the same mother and father, but we were all so different.

			The retaliation came with violence. My dad once sneeringly asked Sarel, my eldest brother, and who was already an adult, if he was eating again, implying that he ate too much! This sent my brother into a fit of rage and he angrily broke a plate of spaghetti bolognaise over my dad’s head as he sat watching television. Frightened out of my mind, I ran to the neighbours’ house to phone the police. I felt safe with them because they knew our situation at home. I hid for hours praying not to be found before peace had been restored. 

			Sadly, Sarel was killed instantly in 2003 when a huge truck veered into the oncoming lane on a bend and went directly over his side of the car.

			At this time of my life, as I reminisce about my childhood, I understand my mom so much better. I can see she was really slaving at home, and she carried on where she left off in her parents’ home, cleaning, cooking, sewing... doing what everyone expected of her. She didn’t get any help, very little thanks and wasn’t pampered with gifts. She had a few dresses which she rotated. I don’t know the reason, but she had a psychological fear of water – when she had the house to herself in the morning, she’d lock the doors, leave the bathroom door open and take a bath in very shallow water.

			As if emotional instability at home wasn’t enough, I was dealt another very nasty blow to my self-image when I was 15. A boy in high school who was a year older, made it clear that he liked me. He made sure to sit next to me in the school bus and actually talked to me... oh boy! When he asked if he could visit me one Saturday, I was quite excited. Maybe he would ask me out? I borrowed a pretty knitted oversized sweater from my sister, who was 18 years older than I was. It had white and pink stripes and I matched that with a pair of white pants. I felt really special. I attended modelling classes, so I could apply my own makeup and handle my deportment well.

			I had everything going for me, or so I thought. We walked to a nearby park and sat on a bench. That was when he looked at me and seriously asked me if I didn’t have any modern clothes, before adding that he couldn’t go out with me. That insult left the deepest wound on my teenage soul and the scars would stay with me for years to come. That was the final blow to convince me that I really wasn’t good enough. My confidence plummeted even further.

			I befriended a girl from my high school who was one of the top academic students. I decided that I was immediately going to work on my grades to match hers. Although her mother discouraged our friendship because we weren’t well off, she was my inspiration to work hard. I did very well and even became a prefect.

			Someone had the foresight to encourage my parents to attend the evening of the prefect inauguration, as it would mean a lot to me. That was the first and only time that anybody at school saw my parents. They were in their fifties by then, and very reserved. I just have to add that my parents did mellow over the years. 

			Hard as I tried to forget about the hurt of those years, whenever I was asked about my childhood, some of the wounds would be opened again. Emotions do get trapped inside our psyche, which builds up and drains our energy. As a result, our bodies follow where our spirit leads and this is toxic to our wellbeing. We suffer from sickness, burnout and emotional imbalance.

			It has an impact on all our relationships, and if not dealt with, can inflict damage down the generations. I realised that I couldn’t shy away from those bad memories forever. I had to face my childhood and put it behind me once and for all; I had to feel it to heal it, which is partly the reason for telling my story. 

			When I look back over my childhood years now, I actually feel so content to have had that home, both parents, warmth and food. I didn’t realise at the time what a great role those circumstances would play in moulding me into the person I became. For example, I heard of a little daughter of a single mom who needed new school shoes and my own childhood experiences compelled me to provide for her. I can now truthfully state that my identity isn’t that of a poor, insecure young girl who grew up in difficult surroundings, but rather I’m a daughter of God; I’m an heir to the most indescribable home: His Kingdom. I’m sharing my story to perhaps help others who are hiding their own pain. Even though I always knew that I was loved by my parents, and my siblings insisted I was their blue-eyed favourite, I was never told in so many words and I suffered for that.

			I craved that verbal assurance. I’ve forgiven them for all the brokenness and myself for not feeling good enough. Therefore, I make a point to tell my family frequently the three most important words: “I love you”, and then I add a big hug.

		

	
		
			Meeting my man

			I was very privileged to have met my soulmate when I was still quite young. It seemed improbable that I would actually meet anyone at all seeing that I was so socially inept and living a very sheltered life. My parents were in their fifties and not very social, and I was becoming increasingly more of a loner. If my older siblings didn’t chaperone me, I’d hardly have ever gone out. Sometimes my two elder sisters and my sister-in-law would take me with them to a local pub, where we would sit in the ladies’ bar and listen to my brother, Anton, singing and playing guitar and drums. He performed in the pub to earn an extra income, and he was quite good. In fact, later on, he left his day job and pursued his musical career full-time. He performed all over the country and did very well. While I was at school, he would quietly slip money notes into my hand while we said goodbye. A big brother spoiling his little sister is such a special memory.

			On a few occasions, while we were relaxing in the family lounge, we noticed a particular man at the bar counter. He was quite handsome, built like a rugby player and he was always sitting alone. One evening my sister, Nita, dared me to go up to him and ask him if he was paralysed and why he wasn’t dancing. Cheesy, I know, but I was only 16-years-old at the time and still at school. After plucking up enough courage and with a boldness that came from who-knows-where, I did just that. I asked him this one cheeky question and his answer floored me! He assured me that he was fine but added that when he was 21 and in the army, he had in fact been paralysed for almost a year. I was mortified and wished that the earth would swallow me. I could feel my face turn red with embarrassment and I couldn’t even look at him. He was very gracious, putting me at ease and doing his best to assure me that he was fine.

			His name was Werner and he had relocated from Port Elizabeth three months prior to start a new job. He liked the food and the music in the pub, so he came in after rugby practice to eat and wind down before going home.

			After this first meeting, we continued to see more of each other at Anton’s gigs, with my other siblings present. Three months later, we officially started dating. Keeping in mind that I was still at school, I had no idea how my parents would react to my having a boyfriend. They were very conservative, and I was their youngest daughter. I just had to bite the bullet, take him home to meet my parents and hope for the best.

			I didn’t have to worry that much. The first time I brought Werner home, my parents were very impressed by this young man. He was a proper gentleman and bowled them over with his charm and impeccable manners. They liked him from the start. My mom was slightly concerned about his age as she had noticed three grey hairs on his temple! Only later on we realised that I obviously had acted more mature than my 16 years, which led Werner to believe that I was older. On the other hand, he looked so good that I thought he was much younger than his 24 years, but by then, it was too late to undo our friendship. My sister, Nita, assured me that the eight-year age gap wouldn’t matter in later years after I’d left school.

			At that stage I was working at our local supermarket, Spar, on weekends, first packing bags and then as a cashier. I earned very little, but it was enough to buy my own clothes and toiletries. Werner soon asked me to stop working as we could only see each other on weekends. He suggested that he instead give me pocket money which would match my earnings. 

			Werner drove a brand-new red Ford Sierra, always brought me flowers, showered me with gifts and took me out to fine restaurants. He was seriously courting me in the most romantic way. I was smitten, but I had to become accustomed to being treated so well. Of course I was concerned about my home environment, especially later in our relationship. I didn’t know how Werner would react if things at home became a bit hectic. Ever the kind soul, he would assure me that he was going to marry me one day; he wasn’t going to marry my parents. On hearing this I’d feel more relaxed and a bit less embarrassed on the one hand, but on the other, I was also uncomfortable because I was focusing on finishing school and not even thinking about marriage at that stage of our relationship. He persevered, always making me feel very special.

			To this day, Werner is still romantic and loves to give, but at that time, he had the daunting task of introducing me to the finer things in life. As children, we didn’t enjoy the privilege of going out to restaurants. It just wasn’t a thing back then. Fish and chips at the local café was a big treat in itself. He had to teach me table manners and etiquette in a fancy restaurant; he told me when and how to use utensils and how to take a prawn out of the shell – but only after he played a joke on me telling me to eat the whole prawn as it was served with skin, head and legs! 

			I enjoyed his company, and fell in love with his handsome looks, beautiful body, and kind soul.
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