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Cancer as a Family Experience

This edition of our newsletter has been written primarily by family members of women diagnosed with cancer. We chose not to include a

featwre article written by an expert but vather to have family members speak from their own experience. We appreciate their willingness to
share their stories. Simultaneously with printing a newsletter issue focused on the needs of family members, we have begun a new support
group that is designed for spouses and partners supporting a loved one walking the cancer journey. The group meets the first and third
Mondays of the month from 6:00-7:30 p.m. at the Project office. Feel free to call for more information.

Side by Side

by Rebecca Zettler, RN, MS, FNP

was at the Project last fall when [ met a newly

diagnosed woman who, like me, had teenagers. As

is so often the case, hearing her story gave me the
spportunity to recall my own, What rose to the top in my

wehoughts were my memories of my daughter who was 15

years old at the time | was diagnosed with cancer. Within
a few days of meeting this client, my daughter Laura
came home from college for Thanksgiving. Fresh from
hearing this client’s observations of her daughter, and
pondering my own memories, [ opened a conversation
about those months of my treatment and what it was
like for my daughter. Over the course of the days she was
home we shared our perspectives with the compassion
that can come with time and a willingness to listen. Before
she went back to school she had written an “open letter
to other teens” that reflects her journey from a distance
of three years. Inspired by her reflections, I wrote a
companion letter to mothers with cancer and teens. These
letters inspired the theme for this newsletter.

Since then, both
my husband and son
have written of their
impressions of being
part of a cancer family.
In particular, I learned
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strugele, I often wondered what it was like for him and
what his memories were. | believe it has been good for us
hoth to share our memories and validate our experiences.
My husband’s impressions are ones that I am very familiar
with, and always appreciate when [ hear them again.

Our written words do not reflect the whole of our
experience, but rather drop in on what each of us chose to
recall and share at this point in time. [ believe we all have
a story to tell, and this is part of ours. My hope is that you,
your family, your loved ones will also learn, support and
heal as part of the cancer journey.

— Rebecca Zettler, Laura Zettler-Mann,
Aaron ZettlerMann & Kir Mann

The Zettler-Mann family's articles begin on page 3.



In this year, our tenth anniversary, we continue to experience an
amazing and gratifying growth in the support of the community

we serve. This year's raffle earned over $65,000 — a staggering
amount for us. Qver 150 volunteers worked tirelessly to make sure
it was such a success. Particular thanks go to our raffle committee
chair Margaret Brown and committee members Margaret Cole and
SueAnn Armstrong. This year's winners were:

o Sharon Amirault of Redway, who bought her three tickets
from Carla Rowland at Sew What in Arcata. Sharon will be
going to Italy with her husband.

o Jake Houck of McKinleyville, who bought his ticket from his
son, raffle volunteer Bob Houck. They chose the Mexico trip.

o Mary Lawlor, who bought her ticket while volunteering at our
art show opening. She will use the Arcata vacation house to
visit her local family.

o Tonja Speed, who bought her ticket from Marlena Kogel at
the Farmer's Market. She will spend a week in Lake Tahoe.

Last month, we celebrated the success of our first Digital
Storytelling workshop. Funded by the Union Labor Health Foundation,
we provided ten clients and collaborators with opportunities to
create personal stories about their life experiences. This spring,
we had our first art show at the Westhaven Center for the Arts
featuring works by cancer survivors. The opening was so packed
we were standing shoulder to shoulder, with tears in our eyes as we
experienced the depth and range of the artwork.

From t}q,@ fDL/T@CtOT” by Dawn Elsbree

Finally, we have added two new staff members: Devon Heim and
Bet Pinkerton, RN. Devon comes to us from Americorps VISTA and

will be working on our volunteer program and fund development. Bet &

will be a new Client Services Coordinator. Rebecca Zettler will remain
an integral part of our Client Services program but is reducing her
hours to focus on other life projects. We are truly blessed to be able
to continue to work with Rebecca while adding Bet's energy and
enthusiasm to our team.

In her own words, this is Bet's introduction:

| arrived in Humboldt County
with my husband Ken and one month
old son Adam for a “one-year teaching
job in Petrolia.” After a second son
and 23 years, we still live in Humboldt
County. | am a graduate of Sonoma
State University with degrees in
Psychology and Political Science, then
earned my R.N. from College of the Redwoods. | have worked as
a labor/delivery nurse, case manager, doula and am still a clinical
office RN one day a week at Redwood Women's Health Center in
Fortuna. | am a 10-year survivor of ER negative breast cancer after
a lumpectomy, chemotherapy, radiation and later a large breast
reduction/radiation repair surgery.

| have been active in the cancer patient/survivor community
in Fortuna and Eureka, and still serve as a volunteer co-facilitator
of the monthly American Cancer Society Cancer Support Group. |

Bet & Dawn

We have also endured sadness and mourned the loss of long am overjoyed to be working with the Breast Health Project. In my i
time warmliner and project volunteer Louanne Farrell. We will hold free time, | enjoy family time, gardening, and learning from the four |
the memory of her kindness and compassionate smile in our hearts. dogs and one old cat that rule our home. < |
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..T of you. I gave my daughter the choice and she chose not ro.
hen & NOW [ thought: who wants to battle with a teenager!!? Now [ can
by Rebecca Zettler see that it might have been a bit different if she had known

the place. Not to feel guilty, but to have a frame of reference.
Write. When I felt stuck and angry [ wrote and drew in a
journal. [ wrote stream of consciousness thoughts, letters
and notes, and drew fumbling colored pencil pictures. I am
not a brilliant writer nor am I an artist; writing and drawing
simply allowed me to express what was often too frightening

Dear Ones,

hen [ was diagnosed with cancer (Hodgkin's

Disease) I was just so scared. [ was afraid for me and
for my just 15year-old daughter, and her 19-year-old brother,
and their dad. My daughter was a sophomaore in high school
and her brother had just moved out and started college.

With my daughter I remember being afraid of practical

things (no hair, ugly hats and whether or not I'd be alive
when she graduared high school) and big things. I remember
not knowing what to say or do for her or her brother. [ knew
[ was supposed to tell my kids things abour the diagnosis
and treatment and that | would be “okay.” I was told or read
things like “make sure that your child has someone to talk
to” and “they might be angry or act out” or “their grades in
school might fall.” But it wasn't enough. She kept her grades
up just fine; that was easy. What I didn’t know was what to
do with her anger, her hurt, or her distance. She took herself

or intimate to share. Surprisingly, writing and drawing also
allowed solutions and resolution to arise from places in
me that [ couldn't find otherwise. It served me well and |
continue to do both to this day.

Finally, what [ would say about then and now, right this
very second, is to choose to be open. My daughter and I are
still learning from cancer. We are still ralking about it and still
healing. Hearing again, now, what it was like for her then, |
have new compassion for her, and she for me. This journey,
hope, will be lifelong.

Journey far, safe home. %

so far away.

When [ look back now, from a distance of three years, | . .
recall times of anguish. When [ would rise out of the toxic HaVIH Been Bllnd
after-effects of chemotherapy to find an angry, selfrighteous by Laura Zettler-Mann, age 18

seenager and not have the strength to do more than
jpenag @ gth to ¢ SRS ST Dearest Travelers:

wtwmd or lash out. Bur I can also recall times of great ooking back 1 can see that

renderness. | treasured when she would lay down with me on there were possibly healthier
the bed, silent, and we would just be in each other’s arms. )
And when [ might read ro her (or her to me) or sing a ditty.
(Our family has a song for every occasion.) I remember that
there were times when we could talk for a few moments about
the awkward and painful times she had with her friends and
their families because of the cancer. And some times she
would be able to say out loud how much she hure inside.

ways [ could have chosen to heal
with my mother’s cancer diagnosis.
Sometimes you have to be blind

in order to be reminded what a
blessing it is to see. So having been
blind, and now seeing again, [ am sharing my experience with
you.

Don't be surprised if you get angry. Anger is a genuine
and valid response to such an overwhelming situation. I hope
you can acknowledge the anger and remember you need not
feel guilty for it (it is so understandable). But at the same
time, please be careful with it. Anger can be overpowering
and sometimes devastating in large doses. Try not to let it
consume you — it is easy to lose yourself in anger and slow the

| remember shopping for a dress for a dance, having hot
flashes and having to take off my hat in the shop exposing
my profoundly bald head; a badge of courage to me and an
embarrassment to her.

When I look back on those months of treatment and
recovery | can see the things that helped and have been
healing. What [ would tell other moms with cancer and
teenagers are things like this:

Listen and believe everything teens say. And then be
willing to let it go. Hurt feelings and anger don’t last forever
(not yours or theirs) unless you hold on to them. Look for
and remember the occasions that are sweet, and hold them.
With teens it’s all too easy to fall into the culture of criticism
and stay there. Notice their efforts - especially the small
ones. Live your life with cancer as honestly as you can. When
it came to facing months of chemotherapy, I found that

~ hen [ felt pretty good, I needed to show it. And when I felt
o ful, it was important not to pretend otherwise. The rough
times where easier on all of us, when we had the experience , continued on next page
of pretty good rimes in between. Show teens where you are 5
soing (chemo, radiation, oncology) and who will take care JUNE 2007 3

healing process. There is a balance.

Be part of the process. It is scary, but get involved; go to
at least some of the chemotherapy and radiation sessions, or
the CT scans — even if it means sitting in the waiting room.
[ can't tell you how much I wish 1 would have gotten more
involved in the process when my mom was diagnosed. [t is far
sasier to become permanently and damagingly angry when
you don't know what is happening behind the scenes. [ never
understood what trauma my mom was going through because
[ chose not to ask questions, participate, or be present. And



Having Been Blind...continued from page 3

because I never understood, it was easy for me to be furious
with her, with the doctors, and with my dad for making me
do things like extra chores. Perhaps most importantly, my
lack of understanding created a barrier with my mom. That

s easily the most heartbreaking aspect of the entire process.
Without involving myself, T had no context. All I saw were
the symptoms of cancer, and [ didn’t get to be part of the
healing process. Even though it's scary and strange and hard,
be brave and educate yourself. Keeping yourself in the dark
won't feel safe forever. Eventually you'll realize that the dark is
much scarier than the light.

There is a balance to this process. While [ strongly believe
that going to chemotherapy sessions in order to empower
vyourself and understand the situation will help the healing
process, keeping your own life is crucial too. A 15year-old
ets to have a life still. You get to be happy. You get to go
out with friends. You get to laugh and feel okay. And most
importantly, you shouldn’t feel guilty for doing so.

One of my favorite sayings is “grief comes in waves.” There
will be times, days, weeks when you feel fine or even pleased
with life. It is good to feel these things. And then there will
be times when you are so scared or furious or sad that all
you want to do is scream and burst into tears. Please don't
hold these back. It is just as good to embrace anguish as it is
to embrace joy. Find whatever outlet for grief works for you;
scream outside, pedal a bike as fast as you can, climb a tree,
wail on a punching bag, paint, listen to music — they're all
good. I remember vividly the day I found out my mom had
cancer. [t was stormy and rainy outside, just starting to get
dark. I ran outside with no jacket or anything. I pretended
that the storm was my mom'’s cancer, trying to disrupt my life.
[ ran up and down the streets, screaming and punching at
the air, stomping in puddles. [ kicked things, [ faced the wind
and I let the rain pound me in the face. It was an amazing
release. No response is silly or wrong.

Finally, I would just like to say that patience is essential.
Be patient with your mom. She is struggling and healing.
Be patient with your friends. Some might not know how
to talk to you after you tell them of your mom’s diagnosis.
Some might be scared and shy away from you. Likewise, some
might embrace you and prepare to fight with you. Definitely
remember to be patient with yourself. This isn't just a journey
for your mom, it is for your whole family, and you too. It will
take a while to find your own balance. [t will take a while to
learn how to handle all the many different combinations of
emotions that you didn’t even know existed. And that's okay.
You will find your way.

Good luck and best wishes. +*
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What I Remember

by Aaron Zettler-Mann, age 22

\My mom was diagnosed with cancer during my first
year of college. I am amazed at how little
remember, but I do remember knowing that something was
wrong before I got home that rainy afternoon. After hearing
the news, [ went back to school for Ultimate Frisbee practice.
When I told my coach why [ was late to practice, he told me
I could go home and that I could have as long as [ needed,
weeks even. [ recall being perplexed, wondering why he
thought [ would want that. I slept in my dorm room that
night.

The next morning [ had class to go to and homework to
do and friends to see and a life to live. Cancer wasn’t part
of my life; I had other things to do. [ know that my friends
knew, but I don't remember telling them or ever talking
about it. It didn’t come up in our day-to-day lives so it wasn't
something that was discussed. This is not to say thart there
wasn’t emotion, there cerrainly was, it just wasn't present
every day.

Mostly | remember being confused. For the first time ever
[ had my own life to live as an adult, and it was easier to focus
on my life in what was an incredibly exciting and formative
time, than to deal with the problems of a home I had left

behind. But I also wondered what the “right” thing to do &/

was. [ wanted to do the right thing as far as my reactions and
actions were concerned but [ didn’t know what those were.
 also spent some time thinking about the big “Whys.” Why
me, why us, why now?! These questions didn’t lead me to God
or anything of the sort and seemed pretty futile. If anything,
they led me to a sort of “shit happens” mentality. And then
classes, homework, friends and dorm life would simply
distract me. Because 1 didn't see or live with cancer, it didn’t
have to exist. It only existed if [ sought it out. And so 1 just
lived my life.

Looking back, | have had the idea that I should have done
more. But I simply decided carly on that she wasn’t going to
die because it would have been too hard and inconvenient for
me at the time. My mom recalls things that [ did that made
a big difference to her. Apparently I did things like help her
pack for a Thanksgiving trip to my Aunt’s house and bring
friends home for dinner. Although [ have no memory of
these, my Mom tells me that they were very important to her.
I take some comfort from that because it means [ did do the
right thing — [ provided comfort, strength and normalcy to an
otherwise fragile life.

If I had to go through it again, [ believe I would be there
more to be more supportive of the healing process, but that's
because I'm a different person now. Even if I don’t remember
it so well, I was there when I was needed, and if [ had been
needed more, I'm sure I would have been there more. I was
lucky, because I ignored the cancer and it went away. I can't
imagine what would have happened if she had died. %

e



wstate of Grace
by Kit Mann

/4;3 Dr. Ohnemus was describing the tumor in Rebecca’s
chest in careful and rational terms, for a few minutes [
thought “OK;, I can listen to this and then we'll make a plan
and then we'll...”. But suddenly it was as if the room had
tilted up on its side and [ was sliding out of control into a
world T did not want to be in, crying and terrified. Could
my life companion of 25 years really die? During the first few
weeks, the pattern was repeated many times — one minute,

[ would be doing what needed to be done, and the next |
would find myself incoherent in tears.

Gradually, the shock wore off in the face of all there was

to do. [ was blessed with a work situation that allowed me
whatever time off and flexibility I needed, and I took every
opportunity to be with Rebecca in the process. [ took her to
all her appointments, stayed with her during chemo sessions,
and did more than my usual set of family chores, especially
in those two or three postchemo days when she was lowest.
I also managed the health insurance process, which became
a nearly constant battle for coverage. 1 kept family and
friends up to date with regular letters and reports. 1 also, like
Rebecca, scheduled regular sessions with a counselor.

But in the midst of the uncertainty and worry, many

"ings become clearer and calmer in that time. What was
'mportant to me became quite obvious, and what was
unimportant simply fell away. I felt needed and valued. My
ongoing doubts about whether I was doing what [ “should be
doing” with my life evaporated. I was listening carefully and
alert. When my mind was not actively engaged in something,

[ focused my attention and energy on visualizations and
images of the tumor shrinking, so the amount of idle chatter
in my head was less.

All of these things, what [ was doing and how [ was

[n the midst of the uncertainty and worry,
many lhings become clearer and calmer.

allowing myself to live differently, helped me through this. In
many ways, it is a very special time of growth and awareness,
almost a state of grace. A surprise for me was that when it was
clear that the trearments had worked and Rebecca was well
again, moving out of that special space was also a shock and
difficult. For me, this manifested as a depression when she
wot well.

[ remember early in the process discussing “chances of

urvival” with various treatments. | wondered what that

&heant. It seemed clear that if someone lived 30 years after
their treatment, they had “survived” their cancer. But what
abourt 15 years, or 10, or two! As [ asked the question about

personal Stories

closer and closer times, I suddenly found myself in the
present moment. And [ realized that since we were alive right
now, we had already “survived”! We were successful right
now! For me, this became the foundation for all that would
follow — we were going to do everything in our power to
make the cancer leave her, but the most important thing was
to keep living in the present as much as we could, because
that's where survival is, and always will be.

I feel that we are all more “healed” because of whart
Rebecea went through. I would not wish it on anyone, yet |
cannot deny that it has enriched my life. <

Cousins & Cancer
by Kerry Dunbar

hen my cousin Bonnie Etz
called and rold me she had
breast cancer, I was naturally
1
completely shocked and couldn’t

helieve it. Bonnie and [ are more

sisters than cousins, and the thought of

her being sick was unbearable. I felt very, very angry. Bonnie
had never smoked, drank, or used drugs of any kind. She
always ate fairly well and since she’d become involv :d in Self
Realization Fellowship years ago, had a calm peacefulness
surrounding her. It wasn't fair! 1 was scared for her to have

to go through all the pain and emotions of being so sick. She
did tell me part of the shock was that she had worried about
living too long, not the possibility of not living long enough. |
knew what an empty heart I would have if she didn’t survive,
and also knew I had to be strong for her. | was frustrated
hecause | live so far away and couldn’t be there to take care
of her after her surgery. I was able to be with her during
some of her chemotherapy and radiation treatments, and was
totally amazed at how positive she stayed. I know she had her
moments, but for the most part, didn’t go there, as she said.
She approached the whole ordeal one step at a time, did what
she had to do, and kept looking forward.

Since | was so far away, | was very thankful she was blessed
to be surrounded by so much love, care and support from
everyone involved in her case. I felt like everyone had their
arms around her in a big, safe hug. I am so proud of Bonnie.
She has shown a strength I never knew she had, and T know
her journey has given her a chance to share her story and
help others, which is what life is all about for all of us. %
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by Kate Ward-Lehre

One day, my mother's house caught fire,

And while it was burning to the ground,

Fire struck my own house,

And the minute that fire was out,

Another one started at my sister's,

Where she is now fierce with fighting it.

After all this, my own heart has caught fire,

And the smell of smoke is blinding me with tears.
And there is nothing left to do,

And my hands hang empty at my sides.

Thoughts from a Sister
by Kit Galvin

\My sister’s transition from riding 50 miles on her
bike just before a routine hysterecromy, to a
tumor and her cancer journey took one day. The diagnosis,
second surgery, treatment decisions, chemotherapy, and
radiation overlaid the weaving of both our lives, gardens
and books, husbands and children, work and life's passions,
expected and sudden deaths. We shuttled our thoughts and
words back and forth by telephone and email. [ visited my
gynecologist to check our some nagging symptoms. Cancer
was a new experience within our family. We had mostly seen
heart disease and bodies wearing out with age as relatives
approached their 80's.

On my first visit a few months later, [ was awed by her
discovery of being present in the moment. Like the ocean
waves we watched, receiving and giving these times of
serenity, provided her comfort [ could not. This state of being
for which | struggled, appeared casy for her. Yes, [ held envy.
No, I did not want to travel her road to reach this place.
One afternoon, I chose to walk with my daughter who lived
nearby, instead of going with my sister on her daily trip for
radiation. Did [ miss an insight into her journey, a chance
for intimacy! Then, in the midst of a gentle bike ride (she was
back on her bike, hurray!), she asked about any unfinished
business, | might have with her. I sensed her strong need to
be at peace with loved ones. Though I thoughr I understood,
I was not ready. I didn't know which business was finished
and which was not. At the time, the bike ride together was
one way to be at peace with her.

Now, almost four years later, she takes long rides on
her bike. I look forward to planning our annual adventure
together. This year will it be in mountains, at the sea, on a
river, or on the open road? We have done them all. Now is
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the time to reflect on unfinished business, it any. [ am visirin
my doctor with another nageing symptom. [ am finding my
own way to be present in the moment. %

The Good
& the Bad

by Grace Lovell, age 11

ast year my mom was
diagnosed with breast cancer.

When we first found out neither [
nor my younger sister realized how
serious it was. Our parents (my
mom, a first grade teacher, and my
dad, in charge of an after school
program) both work from around
seven to around four or five. We would go with my dad to
school EVERY day and hang ourt ar his work after school.
When our mom quit work during cancer, our day expanded
and opened up a world of possibilities that you would call an
afternoon. We had been going to Dad’s after school program
every day, even before we went to school, so we LOVED that
aspect of breast cancer.

After a while, my mom started going to the Breast Health¥g/
Project. She met lots of new friends there, and started
going to meetings on Thursdays. She also found an online
chatroom for people with breast cancer. She almost NEVER
was on the computer before, but now you can't get her off!

One thing | distinctly remember asking her was: “If you
could choose between never having breast cancer and losing
all the friends you've made from it, or keeping the friends
and the cancer, what would you choose!” | was surprised
when she answered that she didn’t want cither. That was
when [ finally grasped how serious it was.

There are so many other things I liked about that year of
breast cancer and so many more things | didn’t like. [ could
tell you abourt all those awful doctor appointments, or about
all the times our family got to be in the local paper for breast
cancer related issues. I could tell you about when we gave my
mom a really cool haircut right before her hair started falling

I

The Watson-Lovell

Family

out, or about when we went to Stanford and ate ice cream
while she had her biggest appointment of all, or about Kids'
Day to Play. I could write pages and pages, bur [ think this is
long enough. <

T he Breast Health Project was there to hold our hands
as we walked into the depths of hell, and there to hold our
hands as they hzlped us out the other side.

O

— Brian Lovell
Husband of Harriet Watson, diagnosed with breast cancer
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SParents With Cancer

by Mary E. Scott, RN, PHN

\My father was 53 in 1972 when he died of

Hodgkins Lymphoma; [ was 16. [ don't recall a

time in my upbringing when he was completely healthy and
whole, though he was able to work up until the last month of
his life. He had heen diagnosed at age 21 while in the Navy.
My mother related he was given the choice to stay in service
and “let them experiment on him” or be discharged home

to die, honorably but without benefits. He chose to go home
where he met and married my mother.

I shared a close relationship with my father. He was a tall,
handsome, lanky father who smoked “Lucky Strikes” and
drank an occasional “Pabst Blue Ribbon.” I was his “tomboy”
and one of two daughters who were conceived, somewhat
miraculously, during radiation treatment.

As a child I have memories of the therapy tattoos on
his neck and under his arms. In those days, the treatment
of choice was “cobalt radiation” with a chemo cocktail that
included mustargen, adriamycin and vincristine. You were
given treatment and then sent home to deal with the side
effects. In the days following a treatment, my sister and
[ would often be awakened in the night to hear Mom’s

. worried voice and Dad’s vomiting. We'd run down the back
S rairs and sit in the laundry room, the furthest room from
the upstairs bathroom, and cover our ears. [t was painful
to hear him. When the sounds stopped we would return to
bed only to be awakened, again, within a few hours. This
was a routine part of our lives. Dad didn’t always handle the
treatments and fatigue well, He pushed himself to work to
maintain his health and life insurance coverage. He would
hecame angry at us for simple things and fly into a rage.
After the worst of it Mom would take us aside and ask us
to steer clear of Dad. She'd explain that he couldn’t be
responsible for his anger; it was “the cancer” talking and
we shouldn’t take it personally. Cancer was taking over our
houschold and was taking my father from me.

Between the treatments Mom and Dad would travel to
the University of lowa Medical Center, 150 miles from our
home, for testing and evaluation. If they returned home in
2-3 days we knew the report would be good; it was when
they stayed longer that we worried. The time alone on the
farm wasn't so difficult; it was wairing for the test results that
drained our souls.

When I turned 14, I followed my sister to boarding
school. It was an extremely difficult time for me; leaving the

farm, Mom and Dad. When the phone in our dorm rang
after “lights out” [ would feel my body stiffen. Was it Mom
telling us Dad had died? I would wait for the prefect’s steps
i} "0 pass my room before breathing again. | realize now we
Wewveren't sent to St. Mary’s for the educational opportunity
alone. Watching my father struggle through the final

Personal Stories

The Kuljian-Scott Family

treatments was something my mother had wanted to spare us.

As a child dealing with a parent in treatment, [ spent a
great deal of time thinking abour life, the big “C” word, and
death. [ feared his death and tried to imagine whar it would
he like to finally live without him. In spite of all this thinking
[ wasn't prepared for when it finally happened. Walking into
my father’s [CU room was a shock. The nurses told me he
would not be able to talk but could hear me. I fantasized that
the erratic fluctuations on the heart monitor were caused by
my words and his love for me. I was alone with my mother
when he died the next morning, My sister and brothers had
returned to Chicago and mom and I were left to figure out
how to transport his body across state lines. I had never
seen my mother this vulnerable. She had always been the
strong one, helping Dad, maintaining the farm; working
long after we had all gone to bed. Now [ had to care for her.
She couldn’t write a check on their joint account without
seeing his name and crying. She aged during this time, her
hair turned from brown to gray, and subtly our relationship
changed. [ became her care giver.

My experience with Dad’s illness and subsequent death
affected my life profoundly. If cancer could take my father,
could it take me as well? Following his death I initiated
correspondence with his oncologists asking for information
and sharing my plans to become the one to find the cure for
cancer. Maybe I could find the cure before anyone else had
to experience what [ had experienced. [ chose to attend the
University in lowa City only because [ felt T could he close
to the spirit of my father there. I soon realized the cure for
cancer was not going to be discovered by an 18 year old. My
first job in the 1,100-bed hospital was down the hall from the
ICU room where he died. It was a rough time. As | walked
by the unit I would remember the ICU nurses and how they

continued on next page
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Parents With Cancer...continued from page 7

cared for my father. [ was envious they had been able to bring
him comfort when 1 couldn’t. I decided then to become a
nurse.

[n 2000, I was diagnosed with breast cancer at the age
of 46. My first thoughts were not so much about me but
about my children. What had [ done to them? Olivia and
Geddie were 4 and 6 vears old at the time and [ hesitated to
have them to go through what [ had gone through at their
age. Would they sit together in a laundry room, their hands
clamped over their ears as I vomited? Would they cower as
[ flew into a rage? How could I deal with my own fears and,
at the same time, protect them! [ made a decision to balance
honesty with a sense of hope. I had been in their shoes with
my own father and [ wanted to do for them what my parents
didn't know to do for me. My husband and | contacted the
Humboldr Communiry Breast Health Project and | was
blessed to be partnered with Sharon Nelson. Sharon had
completed treatment for breast cancer, she looked healthy
and wonderful and she had children close to mine in age.
She gave me tips on what I could do to make this frightening
experience “do-able” for me and my family, I remember her
saying to speak to Livie and Geddie honestly, let them know
it wasn't something they could “catch,” and to make sure to
give them “cancer free” time; time when the “C” word wasn’t
urtered and the phone went unanswered.

[ took her excellent advice to heart. I sat my children
down on the couch and told them [ had cancer. 1 reassured
them it wasn't something they could carch and [ would be
“ok.” I warned them I would probably cry a lot bur they
could help me by giving me hugs, kisses and cartoons.
Remembering how [ would’ve done anything to case my
Dad’s pain [ wanted to give Livie and Geddie something
concrete that they could do to help me. [ told them we would
face this as a family, after all we were “Kuljians” (family name)
and we were “tough enough.”

[ can’tsay [ was always collected and brave on my journey.
There were nights when [ would ¢ry and days when [ would
cuss. | remember losing my temper at Geddie in the tub
one night and suddenly understanding, first hand, my
father’s rage. He wasn’t angry at us; he was afraid like 1 was,
Suddenly, we were more than father and daughter, we were
comrades facing the same journey, trudging the same path,
fighting the same dragon.

A long lost cousin recently shared a video copy of her
family’s “super 8” film history. Before I could prepare
myself, there was my Dad, silently laughing and smiling at
the camera. [ burst into tears and could hear myself saying,
“There's my Dad, there's my Dad, wait, there's my Dad.”

[ hadn’t seen him since 1 left that ICU room in 1972 and
suddenly, there he was in living color, silent but “alive.” |
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Suddenly, we were more than father and
¥ il
daughter, we were comrades facing the same
Journey, lmdgmg the same pat h, ftghung
the same dragon,

don't remember much of the rest of the film. [ kept seeing my
Dad, smiling and walking toward the camera. For just a few

seconds [ had my father back again. The pain of losing him so

long ago was as sharp as if it had been yesterday.

A parent’s battle with cancer stays with a child forever and
can profoundly affect his or her life. | feel blessed that I have
a good prognosis. | don’t know whar the future holds for my
children or what their memories of my cancer journey will be.
[ am just grateful I have the opportunity to experience their
future first-hand.

How My Mom’s Cancer Affected Me
by Geddie Kuljian, age 10

I don’t really remember it very much but [ remember
she found her cancer when she was on the couch. She sent
us to our room and then she went out on the front porch.

[ was kinda scared when she told me. I thought she might
die. [ didn't like when she went to the hospital. [ didn’t feel
confident she would be ok. I still worry if she’s going to be ok
OT not.

by Olivia Kuljian, age 12

When my mom was diagnosed with cancer my brother
and I didn’t know what to do. She was crying with our dad
in the back yard. We hated ro see her cry so we did what we
could, When she went through surgery it was scary. I thought
she might not come out of that room in the hospital again.
Although this was a scary experience [ am glad it happened.

This prepared me for the day [ might have cancer and brought

our family closer together. <+
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W ouanne C. Farrell, 1939-2007

ouanne died at her home on May

4th surrounded by family and
friends. Louanne was a treasured
warmline volunteer at the Project for
many years. She will be missed by all and
fondly remembered for her compassionate
listening and her heartwarming smile.

Louanne Farrell

HSU Student Nurse

Intern Program
Tara Pfaff completed her Community
Health Internship under the super-
vision of Rebecea Zettler this May. Tara
threw herself into her placement with
the Project. Just before leaving to start
her new job at Enloe Hospital in Chico
she had this to say, “I learned so much
about the application of holistic nursing
that [ will definitely incorporate into
my practice. Thank you to everyone at HCBHP for making
my experience so gratifying. [ wish the Project community
health, happiness and success in all your
“andeavors.”
W' Parsy Barker also completed her
Community Health Internship in May
under the supervision of Sharon Nelson.
Patsy will graduate with her BSN in
December. She will continue working
in the emergency room of Mad River
Community Hospital. She plans to assist
in the nursing skills labs at CR and
HSU as well as to return to HCBHP as a
volunteer.

Tan‘i Plaff

Patsy Barker

New Staff — Devon Heim
Hello! I joined the HCBHP staff
through the Americorps VISTA Program
in April as the Volunreer Coordinator and
to work with the annual Sales for Survivors
campaign. I grew up in Duluth, Minnesota
where [ lived for 18 years. From there, |
went to school and graduated from the
University of Wisconsin - Madison last
May with a BS in Human Development
and Family Studies. While in school,
[ worked at the Campus Women's Center as the Family
. Resources Coordinator, helping to get childcare assistance and
Vqb‘!i;ramﬂ\; for student parents. [ am planning on eventually going to
aw school to practice family law.
[ have personally been affected by cancer when my
erandmother had urerine cancer. | understand that ir can be

) &

Devon Heim.

Project News

a bewildering and daunting process that nobody wants to go
through alone. I have also had many cervical cancer scares in
my family, Working with the Breast Health Project will be a
good way for me to get a broader knowledge base about these
issues and to support a program that [ see is so important for
this and any community.

[ came to Arcata in a roundabour way. [ decided that |
would look online at some Americorps opportunities to see
if I could find something meaningful, interesting, fulfilling,
and full of passion before going back to school. When | heard
about the spot here, and the organic way that this project
started, I was so excited to apply. [ was also ready for a chance
to live by the ocean. I already know that [ made the right
choice. Each day that I come here, [ learn something new.

[ am looking forward to helping in sustaining the Project’s
erowth and am grateful for the opportunity to work with such
amazing people. €

Volunteer

Voices
Raffle Committee

by Devon Heim

This year's raffle has taken
many hours of behind the
scenes action. Margaret Cole,
a Raffle Committee member and Margarer Brown, Raffle
Chair, have both dedicated heartfelt support to the HCBHP
2007 Raffle. Their work has been a driving life-force that has
helped make this year’s raffle such a success.

Margaret Cole, after supporting her neighbor through her

Margarets Broun & Cole

breast cancer experience, saw how the Breast Health Project
could assist people, Margaret worked at HSU for over 30
years and watched how people only noticed what happened
behind the scenes when something didn’t get done. Here,
her behind the scenes efforts can be seen, felt and heard.
Margaret has creared the displays and delivered display units
to businesses, and has called, sold and tabled to get the word
out abourt the raffle. Margaret is a gardener extraordinaire
and loves to travel and do porttery. She likes how the raffle
increases awareness about breast and gynecologic cancer and
says, “It isn’t about the prizes, it's what you're supporting.”
Margaret Brown first came to the Breast Health Project
in 2004 when her sister, Carolyn, was battling wich colon
cancer. At a health fair, someone pulled Margaret aside and
asked if she would like to help here. Margaret retired early
in order to care for her sister, and when her sister died,
volunteering at the Breast Health Project immediately came
to mind. She used to teach computer programming to high
school students and is even a published writer! She likes to
backpack, kayak, and loves to spend as much time as possible
continued on next page
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PI‘Oj@Ct News...continued from page 9

with her grandson. As raffle chair, Margaret says that her
favorite thing about doing the raffle is that it gives her a buzz.
It just gets busier and busier, but people come together in
their cooperation, and it can be an exciting challenge. She
would also like to thank everyone who bought tickets for
their tremendous support.

Pixie
By Devon Heim

“Thank you for letting me help!”
One week after Pixie was out of
chemotherapy, she had a few free
hours and came into the Breast
Health Project and asked if there was
anything she could do to help. There
always is. “Pixie’s coming today!”
causes the entire staff to find those
lictle jobs they haven’t gotten around Pixie
to doing.

Pixie was diagnosed with breast cancer in August of last
year and had a lumpectomy that very month. In October, she
was diagnosed with lung cancer and in November she had a
third of her lung removed.

Pixie found out about the Breast Health Project from
a friend, Sheryl, who went to appointments with her and
suggested that she stop by. Pixie says that the project “did
everything they said they would do.” Ever since, we have had
the distinguished pleasure of having her company and her
help preparing for health fairs, selling raffle tickets at the
farmers market, attending meetings and even helping to clean
up. In fact, Pixie generously donated a beautiful red Dirt
Devil to help slay the dust bunnies.

Pixie likes to do crossword puzzles, hook rugs and was
working up to 80 hours a week [she’s cut back to 60!]
managing a service station before chemotherapy. She says it
“makes me feel so good to come here and help out because of
all they've done for me. It’s an incredible thing.” Well, Pixie,
we are so happy to have you here and your presence is an
incredible thing!

For new and seasoned volunteers alike, we are always in
need of extra hands, heads and hearts. We now have a whirte
board up in the kitchen so that you can stop in and find a
small job that needs doing at the moment. We will also be
having a volunteer orientation in June. Please email Devon at
devonh@hcbhhp.org if you would like more information.

We would not have the level of outreach in our
community without our incredible volunteers supporting us
as they do. Thank you for all of your help and we hope to see
you soon! %

We welcome the addition .of Evonne McConkey

to our team of warmbhiners!
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Calendar of Programs & Events

All HCBHP programs are free of charge.

Support Groups

Arcata Breast Cancer Support Group
1% & 39 Thursdays of the month, 6:00-7:30 p.m.

Fortuna Breast Cancer Support Group
1 Saturday of the month, 10:00-11:30 a.m.

Advanced Disease Support Group
Mondays, 11:00 a.m.-12:30 p.m.

Gynecologic Cancer Support Group
2M & 4" Tuesdays, 3:00-4:30 p.m.

Support Group for Support People
Ist and 3rd Mondays, 6:00-7:30 p.m.

Amazon Writers
5th Session begins June 13, 2007
2nd & 4th Wednesdays, 11:00 a.m.-1:00 p.m.

The meeting times of these groups may change. Please call
(707) 825-8345 to confirm or to add your name to our
support group reminder call list. All groups are held at the
Project office except the Fortuna Support Group.

4* Annual Kids’ Day to Play
Saturday, August 25, 2007
1:00-4:00 p.m., location to be announced

Face to Face
(formerly called MD Open House)

July 5, 2007, 5:00-6:00 p.m. @ HCBHP
Hosted by Marge O’Brien,
Certified Hypnotherapist

September 6, 2007, 5:00-6:00 p.m. @ HCBHP
Hosted by John Nelson, MD, Medical Director,
Hospice of Humboldt, & Marion Reeves, RN, Nurse
Liaison, Hospice of Humboldt
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September is National Gynecologic Cancer
Awareness Month

October is National Breast Cancer
Awareness Month

Be Part of Sales for Survivors!

If your business is interested in participating in this
year’s Sales for Survivors campaign, please contact
Devon Heim at (707) 825-8345 ext. 145. Last year
over 70 local businesses supported us during these
critical outreach months by donating a percentage
of their sales or by sponsoring the campaign. This is
an excellent opportunity to help us get the word out
about breast and gynecologic health and to raise funds
for the Project so that we can continue to provide our
services free of charge.




We're Forever Grateful, to our Contributors

With deep gratitude and appreciation, we thank the following individuals who have made contributions to the Humboldt
Community Breast Health Project from November 21, 2006 through May 18, 2007.

v NOTE: Because the materials for this newsletter were prepared during the last days of our raffle, we are not listing
the names of the raffle donors in this issue. However, raffle donors will be listed in owr fall, 2007 issue.

Susi Aldridge Carol & Greg Conners Inge Goetz-Cordova Annr Knight Nancy Noll Lilith Ta¥lor
Linda Anderson Jacqueline Cory Judy Goucher Marlena Kogel Don Norris Dianna Taylor
Gunner Argo Casey Crabil Maureen Gradek Ginger Kossow Dan & Penne O'Gara leff Tehan
SueAnn Armstrong Jane Crosbie lanet Grant Maggie Kraft Mary Jo & Leo Ohnemus Eleanore Tennyson
Gary Askegaard Barbara Culbertson Carol & Richard Greaney, Robert Kroschel Julie Ohnemus, MD Cherie Terry-Pavlich
Laura Barney Olga Dahl MD John Kulstad Carolyn Ortenburger loy Thomas
Barbara Barratt Larry & June Dake Sue Grenfell ludy Lachowsky Marilee & Anthony Owen Kay Thornton-Fitts
Moira Barrows Barbara Dansky Mary Hansen Jeff & Sharon Lamoree Jenifer Pace Deb Toal
Maria Bartlett June & David Davis, MD loy Hardin Beverly & George Langdon a(nthia Pagan Phyllis Tomich
Joyce Batchelor Willow Dean Anne & Mark Harris, DDS Maureen Lawlor ary Ann Fagan Don Tonini
James Beal Sheryl Deffendefer Susan Harrison Harold Lawrence Gayle Patrice Nancy Tout
Mona Beaver Virginia Del Grande Mardee Ann Harvey Katherine Layton Jamie Pavlich-Walker Tom Trepiak
Jeff & Amy Belkora Marial Delo Rosemary & Bruce Hawkins ~ Anna May Lee Kathleen Pelley Kirsten Trump
Elaine Benjamin Kathleen DiCiolla Jennifer Heagy Barry Lee, DDS Stephanie & Tom Perrett lennifer Turley
Lola Bennett Milton Dobkin Phyllis Helligas Mary & Joseph Lee-Civalier ~ Marilyn Peterson Janet Van Viiet
Ken Berman Mairead Dodd Lori Hendrick Lydia Leonardo Mary Peterson Alice & Benjamin Yan Zandt
Robert Berman Pat DuRant Suzy & Richard Hendry Wendy Leonardo Laura Phillips-Holt Charles Vaughn
Carol Bess Loretta Eckenrode Patricia & Kay Kennedy Irene Lewis Becky & Brian Pritchard Nancy Vellutini
Jessie Bigford Louise Einspahr Higgins Laurie Litman Nancy & Donald Quintrell Judy Violette
Vickie Bingham Tom & lane Elferdink W & %onstance Hill Cindy & Michael Macintosh ~ Susan Rasmussen John Vrieze
Betty & Neil Blandini Dawn & Andy Elsbree Karen Hiser Ellen Mahoney, MD & Linda Reiss Devin Walker
Cheryl Blatt-Lewis Carolyn Emken Susan Hoffman Luther Cobb, MD Karen Reiss Catherine Wallin
Susan & Timothy Boese Kathryn Englin Lillian Hoika Sharon Malm-Read Evelyn Reﬁnolds Katherine Ward-Lehre
Aldo Bongio Linda Erickson Patricia Holbrook Kathleen Manaktala Randy Robertson Ann Warner
MaryAnn and Dean Bottini  Linda Evans Susan Holt Linda Marcuz Sheila Ross Bette Watkins
Muriel Bouchard Alice Evans Fred Hummel Sandy Margler lan Rowen Harriet Watson
Jere Bob Bowden Joan & John Evans Patty Hurlbutt Linda Marlow Barbara Sage Edith Watson
Beverly Bradford Yvonne Everett Anita Iglesias John Mastroni Michelle Sarchett Frances Weir
Julie Brazil Louanne Farrell Peggy llene Delores McBroome Erich Schimps John Wesa
Jacqueline Brennan Sarah Finney Bojan Ingle Michele McCall-Wallace David Scott Jean Wichelman
Millie Brucker Charles Fitts Janice Irene June McCartney Mary Scott Christine & Ed Wilkinson
*prol Buck Jackie Foote Caroline Isaacs, MFT Janet McGinn Isabelle Secondo lane Williams, MD
"Fnice Bucknavage Karen Fox-Olson Susan Jacobsen Laura McEwen Patty Sennott Patricia & Thomas Wilverding
udy Burke Carol Franc Buck Therese Jenkins Joan & Leonard McLaughlin -~ Catherine Sennott lackie Wood
Patricia & Westley Caldwell  Sandra Freeman Mary Lou Jensen Cindy McIntosh Melissa Shanley Susan Woodstra
Linda Candiotti Roland Friederich Maureen Johannsen Marjorie Meyer Laurie Sheppard Jan Yeager
Rita Carole Edith Fritzsche Marissa lohanson Lisa Mielke Molly Hickey Sinoway Rebecca Zettler, RN
Maria Carrillo Joyce Fuller Richard Johnson Michael Millea Barbara Sleeth Melissa Zielinski
Elizabeth Cava Kathleen Fuller Kevin lohnson Lorna Miller Loretta Sorensen Mary Zinselmeir
Charles Chamberlin Maggie Gainer Melanie Johnson Lorraine Miller-Wolf Lavonne Serenson
lerry Chapman Rose Gale-Zoellick Sheryl Jones-Deffenderfer  Diana Minton Julie Spezia
Leslie Charlton Kit Galvin Allan Katz Shelley Mitchell Sarah Spidell
Paula Chernoff Ann Gannon Mary Kay Linda Mola Alex Stillman
Karma & Eugene Amanda Gates Raymond Kielon Jonell Monschke Kay & Ken Stodder
Christiansen Patricia Getz-Jewett Elisa Kilg Ellen Moody Corinne Stromstad
Annette Cody losielyn Gilbaugh Gale King Sandra Morgan Sharon Stussman
Margaret Cole Mitchell Glanz Kathleen Kinkela-Love Sue & Archie Mossman Betty Sweaney
Anne Collins loddie Gleason Kathleen Kistler Jean Munsee Rochelle Syphert

With deep gratitude and appreciation, we thank the following businesses who made
contributions to HCBHP from November 21, 2006 through May 18, 2007. FM/WTS

Abruzzi-Tuck's Inc. Dorn & Company Moonrise Herbs ifornia |

Andree Wagner Peace Trust Downtown Express Café Northcoast Association of Advanced Celiomiebreast CancerRe carch

Bank of America Eureka Floor Carpet One Practitioners Program

garoné Designs garden Gate E’Iaza Design The California Endowment

ear River Casino raystone Jewelers crapper's Edge - : i e

Bubbles Harbor Lanes Match Club Solutions California Wellness Foundation )

Chautauqua Natural Foods Humboldt Herbals Soroptimist International of Eureka Melvin & Grace McLean Foundation

Ciara's Irish shop Hunter, Hunter and Hunt Tomo's MiaBo Fund

(laudia's Organic Herbs Juice Plus Wildberries Marketplace :

Coldwell Banker Cutten Realty Linda's Hallmark _Safeway Foundation

Cottonworks Lost Coast Brewery St. Joseph’s Hospital Foundation
I Honor Union Labor Health Foundation

!+ Included in the lists of individual and business owners are donations made in the
beloved memory of Louanne Farrell, Anita Pavlich, and Ruth Scott-Gately.
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We Need to Hear from You!

7_l1e HCBHP needs to hear from you! In an effort
to reduce waste, we are streamlining the
distribution of our newsletter by removing people we
have not had recent contact with and by adding the
option of an electronic version of the newsletter.

If you are in our active volunteer, client or donor
databases, you will continue to receive the printed

newsletter unless you tell us otherwise.

If you are not an active volunteer, client or donor,
please respond by July 30, 2007 in order to remain on

the mailing list.

Please respond via one of the following methods:
1) Calling our office at (707) 825-8345.

2) Sending an e-mail to newsletter@hcbhp.org.

3) Mailing this completed form to:

If you have already replied by sending in this form, thank you. We are still working out the details with our
ability to send the newsletter electronically and hope to have it available by email in the fall.

Humboldt Community
Breast Health Prqjccl

987 8th Street

Arcata, CA 95521
(707) 825-8345

(877) 422-4776 toll-free
(707) 825-8384 fax

www.hcbhp.org

HCBHP Hours:
Monday-Friday

9a.m.-2 p.m.

Evenings by appointment

please call or eemail office@hcbhp.org.

If vou do not want to receive future newsletter issues,

Humboldt Community Breast Health Project -’

987 8th Street

Arcata, CA 95521
Name:
Address:
Phone: L
E-mail: . .
Check one: Q Electronic Newslerter

O Print Newsletter
-
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