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My name is Shelley Gregory and I am a breast cancer warrior.  I don’t like to use the word survivor because we are all survivors; each one of us is facing challenges and winning our own battles every day.  All of you have made this walk a priority - and on this beautiful, rainy day, we all unite to wage war on the disease that afflicts the women we so dearly love.  

My story, like so many of yours, is full of fear, hope, faith, courage and ultimately, gratitude.  It begins two years ago, when I participated in the Terri Brodeur Walk for the first time.  I can honestly say that it personally and emotionally changed my life.  Little did I know that less than a year later I would be diagnosed with breast cancer.  I underwent a mastectomy and reconstructive surgery.  After surgery I asked my oncologist if she would postpone the beginning of my treatment so that I could recover and continue training for the Terri Brodeur Walk.  My doctors agreed and six weeks later, I completed the 26 mile Walk with my best girlfriends by my side every step of the way!  (Perhaps you’ve heard about my Bunco Babes!)  

Five days after the Walk, I began chemotherapy.  But, I was one of the lucky ones… I was able to tolerate chemo quite well.  I would come home from each treatment and drink several glasses of water, and walk – of course.   Walking inspired me and motivated me… even when I wasn’t walking, I was thinking about walking.  (I was thinking about Terri and Norma.) 

When I was first diagnosed, I came upon a proverb that has helped guide me on my journey, as I walk down this long road.  This one, simple sentence tells my story.  “Just when the caterpillar thought the world was over…. It became a butterfly.”  

The biggest trauma was losing my hair… it seemed so final…. Not only was I sick, but now - I looked sick.  I wore an adorable wig for a few months, but always felt self-conscious.  I finally gave up on my stylish wig and wore doo-rags and swapped between the dozens of cute hats that my friends either hand-made or purchased for me.  I figured as long as I wore a smile everyday, it really didn’t matter what was or wasn’t on my head.  Without hair, my eyes were bluer, my smile was brighter and my heart grew bigger.  

Also, with no hair, it became all about “the accessories” – and my husband would surprise me on “chemo day” with presents that he tucked at the bottom of my pocketbook.  I would open them after I was hooked up and there would be either a necklace or a beautiful pair of earrings.  Well, now I love my new hair and I promise that I will never, ever complain about my hair being too thin, or too curly, or too gray (but of course, no one will ever know how gray it really is…)  

I’ve learned that through much adversity, I am still blessed beyond measure.  Positive energy and healing thoughts are what nourish me.  I receive it in dump truck loads from everywhere I turn, from everyone I know… through words, and hugs and open hearts.  Boundless, limitless love and support from my husband, my sons, my family and my amazing friends has given me great joy and courage.  

I can’t believe where I’ve been, and I can’t believe where I am now.  But I trust that I am exactly where I was meant to be.

So now I stand here today, not a survivor - but a THRIVER!  I’m not yet able to cross the finish line in my own personal marathon – but today with all of you, I crossed this finish line stronger than I ever thought possible, happier than in my wildest dreams, and more grateful than words could ever express.

Thank you so much for listening!

