
Cancer Confessions 

By Jani Stone, age 58 

We spend our whole life building a safety net around ourselves.  I liked to think mine was 
made of a thick cotton cord with pretty little knots making a strong macrame web.  We build 
that net over time.  We get knots and make that net larger when we take our vitamins and 
exercise.  We get more knots and an even larger safety net when we feel safe, with our family, 
in our home, with our job. We make the net larger with knots of friends and hobbies. 

But then one day that safety net unravels in just a moment.  Those pretty knots come undone 
so easily.  When I got the call that there was a spot on my mammogram, I turned to my safety 
net.  What was it gonna do?  What about all the healthy living; what about the mindful 
life?  What happened to mind over matter? I sat in my Jeep in the radiologist’s parking lot and 
watched my safety net slither out into a long straight line and turn into a tight rope.   

And so I became a tightrope walker and I wished my safety net had been made of a thicker 
rope. Then I started trying to slide along on that tight rope and not fall off through diagnosis 
and prognosis.  My double mastectomy almost made me sway off the rope but my person 
steadied me and I kept going and concentrated on staying on the rope and healing.  Then I slid 
along the rope into chemo and it was slippery for sure.  Everyday I wanted to fall off but my 
people helped me stay on the tight rope.  

Finally, I completed my last chemo. The nurses cheered for me, my oncologist told me that I 
would be a lot better now that they would leave me alone and rang the bell with me.  As the 
sound of the bell stopped, my tightrope disappeared from under my feet. 

I walked outside with a good prognosis accompanied by my husband, my person, under the 
Florida sun into a free fall without my safety net or tightrope.  And that’s when I really got 
scared.  People had called me a warrior but I didn’t feel like a warrior; I felt like a hairless 
science experiment.  I didn’t have an ambitious plan for anything. 

The early weeks after chemo were a battle with raging anxiety.  I worried and researched too 
much; eat this, don’t eat that, don’t drink this, exercise a lot, only have positive thoughts, 
change the world, no negativity, remember to breathe, find your true calling, make a difference, 
eat this, don’t eat that.  I finally had to just stop it all for awhile.  During this time family and 
friends gave the greatest gift; they just patiently waited for me to find my way.  One day I 
picked up my planner that I had ordered during chemo.  It’s a black book with lots of pages and 
ambition with one small gold word stamped on the cover, PLAN. Slowly as I thought about a 
plan for tomorrow, I also thought about next year and then years to come.  

I felt the emergence of my own energy and my new attitude. Little things like the flavor of a 
good orange, cooking a meal, toes in the sand, all seemed sweet and I wanted more. Being 
able to savor life and plan for tomorrow made me feel victorious and alive again. Like most 
warriors, who never wanted the battle, maybe I too was a reluctant warrior.  It was time to pick 
up my spear, be it a pen, a paint brush or a computer, a cookbook, a camera, a golf club or 
tennis racket, a beach towel, a pair of walking shoes and go into battle every day, enjoy the 
small victories, be victorious in the day, and in the evening when that day is done, plan for 
tomorrows. 

In the midst of my chemo, people told me how strong I was and how proud they were of me.  I 
would tell my husband that I didn’t feel strong.  And he would tell me, “you are stronger than 
you know.”  We are all stronger than we know.  We are victorious warriors.  



 


