
Untitled 

I was always told I might get cancer. After all, cancer runs in my family, especially in the 
women. My mom had ovarian cancer, my maternal aunt had breast cancer, and one of my first 
cousins had breast cancer. One of my doctors actually said I could be the “poster child” for a 
female cancer. That’s not something you want to hear. What was agreed was that I needed to 
start early and aggressive screening, which I did. Still, nothing quite prepares you for the 
diagnosis when it comes, especially over the phone, especially just weeks after I had moved 
200 miles to a new city, especially during the first day of a brand new job, especially when in a 
week, my only child was leaving for college for the first time. There were many firsts that year, 
2014, but this was not one that I could control. What got me through ALL of those firsts that 
fateful year was the support of my husband. 

I knew that Cyril was a good husband before I was diagnosed with cancer, but I could have 
never known the depth of the love that he had for me until I experienced the ways he took care 
of my and continues to take care of me. It is difficult to admit and makes me feel superficial, 
but I struggle with my body image post-cancer. I would look in the mirror and not recognize the 
person who was forever physically altered by a bilateral mastectomy, reconstruction, and 
hysterectomy. My clothes didn’t fit, my body weight had shifted, and being swiftly thrown into 
menopause caused weight gain. My husband was unwavering in his compliments, telling me I 
was beautiful every day. In my early post-mastectomy days, he asked permission to enter 
fitting rooms with me in clothing stores, so that he could help me find clothes that would fit, that 
would button in the front because I couldn’t raise my arms, and that would make me feel better 
about myself. Cyril still tells me that I am more beautiful now then I was before, before our lives 
changed and divided life into two distinct parts, before cancer and after cancer. I know that 
what he says is not true, but I look in his eyes and know that he believes it. He loves me that 
much, and that makes it enough. I know now that his love cuts through all of those layers of 
physical appearance, and he truly sees me, the person inside.  

Always being very independent, I had to come to terms with the fact that there were things that 
I could not do anymore. I had lost range of motion in my arms after surgery, I had decreased 
energy, and I had severe joint pain as a side effect from medications. Cyril would bring coffee 
to my bedside every morning, set things on the kitchen or bathroom counters that he knew I 
would need, but were on higher shelves that I could no longer reach. I would wake up in the 
morning and notice that magically there were pillows under my legs, or an extra pillow under 
my head, things that would help me sleep more pain free. He always seemed to anticipate 
anything I might need to make me more comfortable. I wasn’t able to drive for several months, 
but Cyril would take me for long drives along the Indian River, exploring our new county. We 
had always loved to travel, but couldn’t, so he would record episodes of our favorite British 
shows, “Escape to the Country” and “Great Canal Journeys,” so that we could still explore new 
places, and it fostered the hope that someday I would travel again. Every slight improvement in 
my recovery, and every month that passed was a cause for celebration for Cyril. Reservations 
would be made at our favorite restaurant, no need for it to be a birthday or wedding 
anniversary. I will always cherish those special memories. He made me feel like the smallest 
milestones were important. That same feeling you have when you’re a child and your parents 
celebrate that you learn to write your name or you learn to swim is what he gave to me. 

One of the toughest times in my journey was going back to work. Luckily, Cyril and I are 
teachers, and worked at the same school. It is a job where you always have to be “on,” as you 
have a room full of students, waiting for you to guide them. It was difficult for me physically and 



mentally that year. Cyril would write the date and other information on the top part of my 
whiteboard, as I still couldn’t lift my arms completely to reach it. As I was standing at my door 
between classes, I would see Cyril walking across the field during his planning period and his 
lunch break, coming to check on me, making sure that the pain was tolerable and seeing if I 
needed anything. Before and after school, he would carry my school bag, reminding me of 
when boyfriends would carry your books as a romantic gesture. All of these things may see 
small to some, but for me, they made all of the difference in my recovery and well-being.  

Almost six years later, Cyril still makes me coffee every morning, he still carries my school bag, 
and he still tells me I’m beautiful. Cancer may have taken things from life, but it gave me the 
appreciation of what true love is.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

   


