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Prior to cancer my life had not been without obstacles. I 
fought to lead a life where those obstacles did not become 
life's focus. I fought to find peace and reason where there 
was obstruction to both. Cancer did not change this, as it 
did not change the essence of me. It did however reinforce 
and change certain aspects of me.

Cancer sends a chill down our spine, because potentially 
it kills. Hopefully it assists in making peace with one's own 
mortality. Facing death intensifies living; you can confront 
its imminence and use that to focus on living a better life. 
This is not an ªI conquered cancer story.º I don't know if 
we ever do or if indeed I have. Right now I think prognoses 
that give time frames are lame and that being given the 
ªall clearº is no guarantee.

I was born in Otahuhu in 1963 into a troubled family 
where poverty, violence, addiction, neglect and abuse 
with frequent changes of address meant that every 
day was a fight. I was fourteen when I left home (but it 
wasn't a home). I sniffed solvents, took pills and heroin. 
I worked in a strip club until I was pregnant at sixteen. 
In 1986 I received a contaminated transfusion resulting 
in hepatitis c. In the late 1990s I received treatment for 
this as I was beginning to show signs of long-term liver 
damage. As a result of this treatment the hepatitis was 
resolved, but I developed drug induced systemic lupus. 

This debilitated me for years. My entire life has been 
punctuated by periods of despair, where I have thought the 
only way to make life bearable was to end it. I don't think 
I am different or flawed because I have been depressed. I 
challenge any feeling person to have my experiences and 
not be depressed at some point.

I have also raised three fine boys alone, worked, studied 
and tried to live without adversities dominating the 
goodness in my life.

When I had the diagnosis of breast cancer, I searched 
for images of mastectomy. I struggled to find images 
that portrayed women in a way that I could identify with. 
There was the scary, shocking documentary style, and 
grief or deviant tinged portraiture. I had a thirst for sexy 
woman with no breasts to uplift me, woman who had not 
lost themselves to breast cancer, woman who loved their 
bodies regardless of disfigurement. I needed these images 
to reassure me that a huge part of me (I'm not talking 
breasts here) would not be lost forever.

I found a wonderful woman called Sarah sitting at a caf! 
on one of my darkest days. I had seen her story in the 
local paper some years earlier and knew she had had 
breast cancer. I sat next to her and introduced myself. I 
asked to see her mastectomy wound. There on the side 

I didn't want this book to be about cancer and breasts, 
as cancer and a lack of breasts is not what defines me.



walk she pulled her top down and showed me. WOW" Her 
willingness to be open, her positive manner, viewing her 
wound, made me brave when I was not. Thank you Sarah.

This sowed a seed for me. I thought one day, when I'm not 
fighting for my life, I will find a person I can trust who can 
assist me in producing images of hope. I have chosen to 
be the subject for these images of hope. I feel my history 
and my age make me a good choice. Like a lot of you 
reading this I have struggled with body image, low self 
esteem and dissatisfaction with my appearance.

Fortuitously I met Mark Brimblecombe, whose talent as 
a photographer and deep goodness as a person inspires 
me, and I believe will inspire others with his portrait ure 
of me. Mark has a sensitivity and empathy with his 
subject which enables the subject to develop an image 
they want and not solely what the photographer desires. 
In a word he ªlistens.º

Having my breasts removed was empowering, powerfully 
so, incredibly so. Initially I was energized, as the worst 
had happened. Nothing could hurt me now or ever again. 
I was invincible. That didn't last. Regardless of what 
generated that feeling of invincibility, it aided me at that 
time. I believed I needed to present myself well so as not 
to frighten other woman who may face mastectomy in the 

future, and I did. It was like a calling I had at that time. 
Actually it was a little manic.

Print media had a profound effect on me during the worst 
periods of dealing with cancer. Every medical appointment 
seemed to be fraught with waiting room magazines that 
I loathed to read but felt compelled too. Every magazine 
seemed to contain a breast cancer story; Kylie, Roves 
wife, Topp Twins, Sheryl Crow. I imagined it was some 
strange Russian roulette game that would ultimately kill 
us all. This is the book I wanted when I was plagued by the 
magazines in waiting rooms 

I want these images to speak to others in such a way that 
they too will be brave as Sarah made me. Brave about 
cancer, brave about age, brave about loving your own body 
today, brave about facing the future and the past, brave 
about saying NO to ill-treatment and abuse, brave about 
moving on. Just be brave not scared. 

I share with you my body and 
myself as it is now, not as it was 
and not as it may be one day. 





ªThe hunger for love is much more difficult to 
remove than the hunger for bread.º
Mother Teresa

Insatiably hungry I have been. Alternative methods to satisfy¼ food, drugs, booze, I have 
tried them all. This deep hunger no longer dominates me, I think this is because I accept 
it and how it came about and that it may never be resolved.


