


























Three Little Words

by Kym Eitel

Nine years ago, three little words changed my life. Twice. The first group of words brought my world tumbling down
and the second group empowered me to begin rebuilding.

“You've got cancer,” said my doctor across the desk. Three little words. Three horrible words.

“But I'm only 38! My daughters are only 12, 13 and 14. | don't have time for cancer” | started listing off all the
things that kept me busy, as though that might convince him to change his diagnosis.

“You're going to have to slow down and deal with this,” was his advice.

“Nope, I've got things to do. The cancer will just have to come with me. If it can’t keep up, it can bugger off”

But as | lay in hospital after my mastectomy, it suddenly hit me. Cancer was a bigger, scarier opponent than |
could take on. Cancer kills people.

A pretty, young nurse came in. “How are you today, Mrs Eitel?” she asked brightly. | guess the look on my face
said it all. “Don’t be sad,” she chirped, “It's just cancer!” Three little words. It's just cancer. It’s JUST cancer? Doesn’t she
understand what ‘cancer’means? Goodness me, what an insensitive nurse! But to my surprise, she explained it to me
in a way I'd never thought of before.

“Don’t you know what ‘cancer’ stands for?” she smiled as she spoke. “It's short for ‘CAN CERtainly be fixed!”

It was a light bulb moment. Suddenly, the big, scary monster became manageable. Those three little words
“It's just cancer” flipped my entire mindset about life. Why was | wallowing in self-pity when this was something that
could be fixed? It was just like a broken leg. It slows a person down for a while, but then they soon get on their feet
again. | can beat this. | will beat this!
| allowed myself time to recover after operations, radiation and chemotherapy, kind of like a little caterpillar weaving
a protective cocoon, and when | emerged, | had transformed into a stronger, more determined, more focused and
more grounded person.
| realized that we don't have ‘forever’to finish things, and we won’t always have tomorrow. | started to understand this
mind-boggling concept of ‘mortality’ The simple fact is - we are all going to die. Breathing one day, not breathing the
next. Deaddy-bones. Toes up. Carked it. Use by date — expired! Worm poo.

It was like a jab in the ribs reminding me that life is short. At least | have been given time to finish things. Look at Lady
Di and Steve Irwin. They didn’t get an extra month, week, day or even minute to say their goodbyes.

One lady had tears in her eyes as she asked me how | could be so happy when | had a terminal illness. | told her | don’t
regard cancer as terminal, it’s just something | have to deal with and get over. Isn't life itself terminal?

So how has having cancer changed me (other than having to control a fake boob that has a mind of its own)?
Oh wow, where do | begin? In some ways it has made me speed things up, and in some ways, | have slowed down. |
wrote out my bucket list (which is really just a list of goals with “before | die” written at the end of it). Hopefully, when
| fall off my perch, | will have ticked off a few things, but I'm finding that as fast as | tick things off, I'm writing more
things on!
| wanted to publish a book (doesn’t everybody?). | am about to publish my fourth book of bush poetry. Tick, tick, tick,
almost-tick.

| wanted to travel overseas, and | did. | competed in the International Dragon Boat Festival in Canada. Don't
be impressed. The only qualification competitors needed was to be a breast cancer survivor. Age, fitness or ability
had nothing to do with it. But we had fun and | get to brag that | was an international athlete. Tick.
| wanted to cuddle a baby orangutan, so | went to Thailand. Didn’t find an orangutan, but | swam with an elephant in
the River Kwai and bottle fed a baby tiger. Close enough for me - tick, tick.

| wanted (and needed) to lose weight cos | was looking like Chubby McFatfat. Oh dear, some goals are harder
than others. But | lost 40+kgs. Big, fat tick!

| wanted to live long enough to meet my grandchildren. So far, | have three gorgeous grandies. Two blue ticks
and a pink tick.
| don't let a minute of any day go by without having achieved something. Like | said above, in some ways I've slowed
down. To achieve something doesn’t mean you have to be flat-chat busy all the time. Sometimes just finding a few
minutes in your day, that don’t require thought or activity, is an achievement.

Sitting on the verandah on a swinging chair, milo in hand, dog by your feet, listening to the birds sing ... aaahhh,
beautiful! Watching as the sunset’s brilliant pinks and vibrant oranges, rimmed with a glimmering edge of gold, fade
into warm crimsons and pastel pinks, then melt into soft blues and greys, before disappearing into the inky veil of
night ... amazing! Listening to the delightful sounds of grandies giggle and laugh as they spill eleventy gazillion lego
blocks (and not getting up tight about having to pick them up after the little darlings leave) ... fan-bloody-tastic! |
learned to relax and enjoy the moment. Tick.
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