HAT TO PROTECT THE EYELID
	In the course of my life, I have often worn hats to protect from the sun. They mean something different to me now, because I am waiting for surgery to remove a Basil cell carcinoma from my eyelid.
	I went to the eye doctor because I had a cloud in my left eye I thought was a cataract ripening. He noticed something on my eyelid and sent me to an oculoplastics doctor to check it out. That doctor did a biopsy and it came back positive. He did not tell me that. 
	I missed an appointment with the oculoplastics doctor. He did not like that. I asked him to tell me over the phone what the results of the biopsy were, and he said everything was fine. I made an appointment for follow-up. I asked for a copy of the pathology report, and I received a one page, one paragraph report saying everything was fine.
	When I went in for the follow-up, he did an exam. He said to me, “I am going to have to do one, or maybe two, more procedures so we can get it all.”
	I said, “I’m confused. You told me you got it all and sent me a report saying that.”
	He ignored me. This activated my trauma responses, and I became angry, as well as confused. 
	I said, “I want a second opinion.”
	“Of course. I will give you the name of a doctor.”
	“My primary recommended Dr. Stein (not real name).”
	“He is good. OK.”
	I went to the lobby and checked out. The receptionist at the desk gave me the real pathology report which was four pages long and had diagrams showing the margins were not clear, and more surgery was needed. I left angry and defiant and decided I would get a second opinion and maybe even use the second opinion doctor instead of this gaslighting egotist.
	It turned out that doctor had retired. My primary gave me another doctor. I tried three phone numbers for her, and none of them worked, I had a thought. I found a skin cancer group on Facebook and posted my story. A woman answered. I said I was looking for a second opinion doctor who I maybe would choose to use. She said she was from Philadelphia and gave me the name of a doctor she said was the best.
It was the doctor I was already seeing. First synchronicity. The Universe was howling at me.
	I found a second opinion doctor, an ophthalmologist at the hospital where my primary is associated. I went to him. He said, the pathology report clearly shows you need more surgery. The margins are not clear; and the doctor you are currently seeing is the best there is in this field, so stick with him. Second synchronicity. The University was proclaiming loudly that the doctor I have been seeing is the best in this field, and I should stick with him.
	I made an appointment and told him, “Go ahead and schedule the surgery. Two people have told me to stick with you.” (I wasn’t about to tell him he is the best.)
	I have been getting messages recently about surrender, and I include this in the list. I surrendered because I knew the two messages 
I received to return to the original doctor were from the Universe. I tend to be defiant when I have strong feelings, and I did not trust this doctor because he had lied to me. Anyway, I surrendered, and my surgery is scheduled for June 14th.
	They call it a MOHS surgery. The doctor cuts off small pieces and sends them to the lab. He continues until the margins are clear. It takes a long time, and I will be asleep. I am glad I will be asleep because I would not be able to tolerate being awake for this. I hope he is telling me the truth now. I believe they will get all of the cancer. I do not know how much will be left of my eyelid. It may require reconstructive surgery at the same time or in a separate procedure. I would not be looking forward to the surgery no matter what.
