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Medical Disclaimer




The experiences shared throughout this book are the personal experiences of Jeri Jespersen-Gibson and her family. They are presented to encourage hope, faith, self-advocacy, and informed conversations with qualified healthcare professionals. Nothing contained within this book should be interpreted as medical advice, diagnosis, or treatment recommendations.

Every patient is unique. Medical decisions should always be made in consultation with licensed physicians and healthcare providers familiar with your individual circumstances.

While portions of this book discuss interactions with healthcare professionals and medical systems, these accounts reflect personal experiences and perceptions during specific moments in time. They are shared not to assign blame, but to encourage readers to become informed advocates for their own health and to seek additional medical opinions whenever circumstances warrant.

The author and publisher acknowledge with gratitude the many physicians, nurses, technicians, researchers, and caregivers whose compassion and dedication provide hope and healing to patients and families every day.
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Jeri Jill Jespersen-Gibson was an extraordinary person. She shared a love with me and our children that will never fade. Her passion for life exceeded my recollection of the greatest warriors who fought their battles with the utmost determination to win. I viewed her faith as that of the saints who gave their lives, so others may find the peace that a deep belief in God gives us. Our 25 years of marriage taught me many lessons about trials, faith, and hope. One fateful day in early 2019, Jeri’s faith and determination were tested.

The screams of our young son yelling, “Dad, come quick, it’s mom!” propelled me at an unsafe speed down the stairs to the kitchen, only to find my loving wife and mother of our four sons on the floor writhing in unbearable pain. I scooped her up and quickly ushered her to the Emergency Room, where this was the beginning of a nightmare of pain, suffering, and our family’s journey of love, faith, and purpose.

Anyone who knew Jeri knows how spontaneous she was in daily life, but also how she worked to have family gatherings planned as much as possible to establish normalcy, build goodwill, and foster fellowship. In true “Jeri Jill” fashion, she began writing her journey long before she went to meet her Lord and Savior. It is my duty to honor her last wish in completing her story.

Jeri, thank you for being a light in my and our children's lives, and the lives of those who were touched by your love, wisdom, and kindness. You will be sorely missed.

Ernest
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“Have I not commanded you? Be strong and courageous. Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged, for the Lord your God will be with you wherever you go.”

—Joshua 1:9
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Chapter One
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A Time to Fight
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I was born to loving parents on a cool Wyoming afternoon in October 1974. I had one big sister waiting for my arrival, whom I adored and claimed as my best friend. Almost three years later, my youngest sister arrived and became my next best friend. As adults, we later connected with our long-lost sister, who rounded out the sisterhood perfectly.

My early childhood was spent chasing chickens and puppies, packing around kittens, and caring for my baby sister. A bit later, I spent it atop a horse, riding across pastures with my dad; in the kitchen, learning how to bake and cook from my mom; or mostly playing outside, exploring nature for hours and hours with my best friends.

The rigors of school were not difficult for me. I excelled academically and in high school sports (including track, basketball, volleyball, swimming, and cheerleading). I was also in speech and debate and had a deep love for choir and band. I was very active in 4-H and won “Cowgirl of the Year” in 1986, riding my horse, Leo. Nearing High School graduation, I received a full scholarship to Arizona State University for music and ultimately began my journey as an independent adult in the summer of 1994.

I met the love of my life, Ernest, in March of 1997 while on a spring break trip to Las Vegas. We became friends before we dated seriously, which was so much fun! We eventually married on March 27, 1999, in our backyard in Las Vegas, with 10-15 of

our closest friends and family in attendance. Upon marriage, our lives moved forward with love, family support, and eventually the gift of our four sons. In the years that followed, I worked as an Elementary School Teacher, and Ernest worked as a Sheriff’s Deputy.

The Beginning of the Storm

In October 2018, I experienced severe and inexplicable abdominal pain, making intimacy unbearable. Eating triggered an immediate sense of fullness, and I found myself grappling with persistent bouts of either constipation or diarrhea. My body felt entirely foreign to me. I just knew something was very wrong. What I did not know or understand at the time was that I had a strong family gene that greatly increased my risk of developing breast and ovarian cancer, one of which would rear its ugly head.

My primary care physician suggested a contrast CT scan for my abdomen and chest. I’m not sure he believed something was wrong; he did the scans to cover his bases.

The results indicated nothing noteworthy. Despite the persistent and intense pain, coupled with unrelenting symptoms, my doctor reassured me. I continued to visit his office with similar complaints. Finally, he proposed a gallbladder study, although the pain I experienced felt more like menstrual cramps and was not localized to my gallbladder.

I grappled with this pain from October through January. That’s a very long time to feel that level of pain, all the while trying to function as a wife, mother, daughter, sister, schoolteacher, and friend to so many others in my life.
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On February 4, 2019, I was doubled over in pain. One of my sons insisted that I go to the local emergency room. It genuinely felt like I had been run over and hit square in the abdomen. The pain was intense and awful.

The emergency room doctor ordered another CT scan for my abdomen and chest. In what felt like an eternity, the results emerged, revealing a landscape of suspicious anomalies scattered throughout my abdomen.

The doctor’s words pierced through me— “Mrs. Gibson, I’m sorry, there’s something on your scans, and I scheduled an appointment with a doctor for you tomorrow morning. You need to be seen by an oncologist immediately.” I could see an unknown mass throughout my abdomen on the scan as he talked. It was filled with numerous ping-pong-sized white dots.

Fear and Hope

Urgency hung heavy as he insisted on an immediate oncology appointment, emphasizing the life-threatening nature of any delay. The weight of that news created a devastating ripple, plunging me, my husband, and our young children into a whirlwind of fear and uncertainty.

The impact of that day transcended mere devastation; it was a seismic upheaval. The persistent sense that something was desperately wrong had long been met with deaf ears. When acknowledgment finally came, the diagnosis sent shockwaves through my world. It wasn’t just a revelation; it was an unraveling of everything I thought I knew and had hoped for.

I had so many questions. Was my cancer present in the first scan? Did the doctors miss it? How long would I live? Who
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would help my husband raise our kids? Complete devastation now exists where I once stood. I was scared and angry at God.

The Good Doctor

My primary care doctor swiftly arranged a meeting with a renowned gynecologic oncologist in the local area, Dr. Fred. On February 6, 2019, I encountered her for the first time, expecting a towering, commanding figure with dark hair and glasses, and perhaps a deep, resonant voice. The reputation she held in the eyes of colleagues and former patients painted a distinct picture in my mind. Every person who knew anyone with gynecological cancer in our area swore she was the very best and spoke of her with admiration and trust. Reality defied my assumptions—Dr. Fred stood at a modest 5 feet and weighed just over 100 pounds. With light-colored hair pulled back, glasses, and a gentle, comforting voice, she shattered my preconceptions. She was friendly, grandmotherly, comforting, and everything I needed at that moment.

During my exam, Dr. Fred gently explained the likelihood of ovarian or peritoneal cancer to my husband and I. Urgency filled the room as she proposed an immediate exploratory surgery to remove as much cancer as possible for biopsy. This was a Wednesday, and the good doctor wanted to proceed with the surgery the following Friday. Ernest and I gasped at her swift decision and stated we needed to inform our children and other local family members about my diagnosis and our surgery plans. We scheduled the surgery for February 13, 2019. We had seven days to prepare our family for the shock of my diagnosis and the next crucial steps in our sudden life crisis.
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Surgery Day

The eve of the surgery found me at the hospital. We met with the doctors and then settled into a nearby motel. As I consumed the prescribed cleansing liquid and prepared for rest, I wrestled with the weight of the plans for the next day. It was a visceral understanding that come dawn, my life would undergo a profound transformation. The magnitude of change loomed, and I could almost taste the inevitability in the late-night air.

These moments in our lives are pivotal. We know, from these exact points in time, that our lives will pivot, and that one day, one decision, or one act can forever change the fate of a person’s dreams and goals.

My surgery was a comprehensive battle that lasted 10 hours under Dr. Fred’s vast medical knowledge and skilled hands. She extracted my Omentum, Appendix, a multitude of tumors, executed a full Hysterectomy, and performed an Oophorectomy. The aftermath saw my body held together with hundreds of tiny staples, which was a tangible testament to the intensity of the procedure. Simultaneously, a port was surgically placed in my chest to serve as a portal for the impending chemotherapy. My husband and family clung to hope for positive news, which was





























“Above all, clothe yourselves with love, which binds us all together in perfect harmony.”
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