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ALONE

By

Marian Huyck

This is meant to give you an understanding of your fear and feelings.  To give you courage and acceptance, to inspire you to be you and do for others who are facing the same kind of surgery you had. This is a partial account of my experience.  Please give yourself the appreciation of nature, peace, love, and understanding of others who have a surgery they wait for in fear. Remember:  You deserve the best every moment of your life.  And, please do your best for Breast Cancer Awareness Month; but don’t stop there, continue throughout the year.  Men!  Don’t forget to check yourselves as well -- remember you have breasts too.

Marian Huyck,

A Breast Cancer Survivor

ALONE

Sixty miles from home I was so alone,
lost and in a daze.
I found a pea sized lump in my right breast and 

the same day I was in my gynecologist’s office.

He immediately sent me to a surgeon.

In nothing flat, and all in a single day, 

I had an appointment for a

biopsy of my right breast.

“Just a biopsy,
don’t worry Marian,”
my surgeon said.

ALONE

In my thoughts on the way to have my biopsy,
my husband would not talk to me

about breast cancer and how I felt;

how I was so afraid. He just drove.

I did not give the benefit of doubt

to him that possibly he was going through 
a different kind of suffering.

ALONE

It didn’t matter what he was going through.

it was me who was being driven to a hospital

alone in my world of chaotic, scrambled thoughts,
for a biopsy I didn’t have to worry about,

 so my surgeon said. Nothing to worry about!
Alone I was wheeled into the operation room

where the biopsy would take place.

ALONE

I was scared out of my wits. The while walls and ceilings,

people in white masks and blue outfits
were merely going to take a little piece of my breast

no larger than a quarter, maybe smaller, my doctor reassured me.

I awoke to pain, excruciating pain
for a small incision no bigger than a quarter,
maybe smaller.

ALONE

I was wheeled back to the recovery room

where my husband awaited.

I hurt when they took my frightened body and

rolled me onto the bed.

A lot of bandages covered my breast
so much I saw no skin, no skin at all.

ALONE

I had to have a lot of help trying to get 

an arm into the sleeve of my red blouse.

Red.

My mother’s favorite color I wore for good luck.

Red.

My favorite color for its cheerfulness.

My doctor came in with THE LOOK.
My husband came in still quiet.

No look. No gentle hug. Just a blank stare.

ALONE

I was driven home 

with the Doctor’s words echoing in my mind,

“I will call you tomorrow to let you know the results.

I have scheduled the surgery room for

Monday in case we need it.

My mind whirled.

Scheduled. What did that mean?

I asked my husband.

But, I was 

ALONE

Always alone,
no one to talk with.

With my two children I waited over twenty-four hours
 for a phone call from my Doctor.

The phone finally rang.

I wanted to answer it, and yet I didn’t want to.

Picking up the receiver I said “Hello”

in a monotone voice knowing it was my surgeon.

ALONE

I heard his words,
the sadness seemed to echo in his voice.

“Marian you are scheduled 

for surgery at 7 a.m on.Monday.”  
Monday! Monday! Monday!

screamed through my brain.

I still had the rest of that day - Saturday

and an entire Sunday to wait.

ALONE

I began crying and asked my surgeon, 

“Is it okay if I am frightened?”
He said with a deep sadness in his voice,

“If you weren’t frightened or crying then 
I would be worried about you.”

I begged him, “Please don’t hang up, please, not now.”

I watched as my husband walked out the front door
and my two children watched their mother crying.

They were

ALONE

just like their mother.

My surgeon told me he would talk with me for as 

long as I wanted.

I blabbered about inane things,
things I no longer recall.

He asked who was with me;
saying he didn’t want me to be 

ALONE.

I told him my children 

and my cocker spaniel.

He seemed disgusted, asking,

“Where is your husband?”

I told him,

“I don’t know he just walked out the door.”

After hanging up the phone, I was again

ALONE,
but thanking God I had two children to consider.

They were a huge priority in my life. 

At that point,
an amazing thing happened; I began to appreciate life.
My son was consoling his sister and his mom.

He had fears and tears awaiting release,
yet he squelched them to help his weeping sister, 

who was begging me not to die.

ALONE

I tried to drown out of my guts

the churning, multiplying butterflies dwelling there.

Then it was horrid pain, worse than before.

I could no longer move my arm.

My children helped me lay down.

My cocker spaniel lay beside me on the floor.

ALONE

Again I was wheeled into the surgical ward.

Upon my return to my two-bed hospital room

I couldn’t see my breast.

It looked the same size through the gobs of bandages.

I thought, “Maybe it is still there,
maybe a mistake has been made.”
I was wrong; so wrong.
ALONE 

I decided to ask my doctor many questions.

He arrived to be bombarded with questions from me.

My cancer had spread through me, 

through my milk ducts and into my lymph nodes.
With a smile, I asked him how much my breast weighed,

I wanted to know how much weight I lost.
Looking at the huge breasted nurse with him

he said, “Marian, your breast weighed about two pounds,

now, on the other hand, Marsha’s here would weigh in 
at a good ten pounds each.”

With that laughter filled my room.

.

ALONE

I made a choice then and there to either laugh or to cry.

I opted for laughter and still try to laugh most of the time.

I walked the halls of the hospital in a gorgeous

caftan a woman friend bought for me.

She knew I loved to look nice and wear make-up.

I walked with pride down the hall hanging onto the steel bar;
my “drainage bag” hanging from the inside of my caftan.

ALONE 

I was released several days later

with my surgeon telling me he had never 
met such a strong woman; filled with humor 

and love for all those who walked in my shoes.
Never met one like me! Me!  I smiled.
I think I could have kissed him.

I felt better; lots better.

A man complimented this starving woman;
a real, caring, and loving man!

ALONE

I learned the next month my left breast had to be removed.

“ Damn!” I thought, “how dare they take my second and last one?

The surgery would take place on January 2nd.

The drive to the surgery was a twin of the first one.

Husband was silent.

I could have screamed and he would not have flinched.

ALONE

I had my surgery and came out 

with no breasts and I was relieved.
Then I decided I was not sick!  No more pills!  

I got up, carefully dressed in a white robe

and put my make-up on.

I had the nurse remove the tube which
fed me when my body was hungering for release of pain.

ALONE 

I told the doctor I was leaving and going home.

He was shocked, telling me no one had ever said that to him.

No one had gone home less than 24 hours after a serious mastectomy.

I told him I was not ill, to give the room to someone else.

I called my husband to come and pick me up; it was the longest wait.

I became a new me, full of strength, and love for who I am.
ALONE 

again in my world, 

full of thoughts and weighing things I ought to do.

The ride home seemed a bit lighter.

I didn’t talk, I dreamed huge dreams.

Dreams about my future.

About my inventions, what I could do.

I smiled at myself.

I knew I would be all right.

ALONE

I lay on the couch.

This time my cocker spaniel was

very excited to see me and took 
a flying jump landing on my chest.

Yes, right where both breasts had disappeared! I screamed out.

My children came running and took him off me.

Their father scolded Cory, my dog, and sent him outside.

I scolded my husband in a deeper, stronger way than ever before.

Cory was soon by my side.
ALONE

I recuperated from those surgeries
and

 I divorced my husband over 20 years later.

I had had enough times of being alone

during too many surgeries, and too much sadness.

It was time for me to leave, 
seek out the life I should have years ago.  

I deserve the best every moment of my life.
ALONE

I can fly! I can laugh! 

I can cook what I wish!  Have company.

Go to bed early or late.

I can get in the car and run away to the beach.

I did have breast implants put in

six years after surgery.

ALONE

“I wonder why,” my mother asked me, “why you are the only child 
out of five who has gone through all you have.”

I had to think fast for my mother 
had Parkinson’s disease.
I told her,

“Mom, God is mysterious.  HE only gives to the strong.

It is possible my sisters and brother could not have 

handled these problems so God gave them to me.  I don’t know.

“Mom, it has been a grand learning session for me.”

I looked at Mom and told her, “I love you,

thank you for choosing me to be your daughter!” 

ALONE

I go to hospitals and talk with women one on one.
They need reassurance everything will be all right.

I always pin an angel on their gown

telling them to believe in themselves 

and their special angel

ALONE

I show them my breasts when they ask to see,
for I tell them in advance I opted for

no nipples when I had implants
put in after having my mastectomies.

Often they look at me in horror.

ALONE 

We laugh together when I tell them

my nipples will not get hard in the chill of day,
nor will they get perky in the throes of passion.
 I can wear a see-through blouse for the

rest of my life and never wear a bra!
ALONE

we hug; we have a wonderful bond

I call her to check on her well being.
She is surprised to receive a call

from an unknown person,

yet we are closer than she knows.
ALONE

                                                         I share a common bond

when I walk the mile for survivors,
and when I see my name printed

on illuminated luminaries along the path

I cry for joy, happiness and good fortune.
I do not walk alone.
ALONE

    I share scars and stories with other patients 

on a face to face basis. I talk to doctors.
I know how important it is

to have an understanding person in your life

when you feel so lost and frightened.

ALONE

I love deeply,
laugh heartily,
compliment daily,
and
ALONE

I have a magnificent significant other in my life.

He treats me like an entire woman,
nearly a first for me.

I waited twenty years for him 

and asked him where he had been all of those years.

He made me laugh when he replied,

“You didn’t call me.  I was waiting and you didn’t call.”

TOGETHER

We make love.
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