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360° VIEW.

There is a time in your life when you reach an understanding. Of 

the journey you are on and where it is leading you. Of the lessons 

you are here to learn and how they reappear if you haven’t fully 

addressed them. And of the person you were meant to be. It’s as if 

you have a 360 degree wide-angle view of everything and everyone 

around you.

That’s not to say that the winds of change and fear do not still blow 

you about and take you off course. They do. Yet less and less. You 

may waste an hour or a day confused or paralyzed, but no longer 

weeks, months or years.

She did reach this place of understanding; but as with most things 

worthwhile, it was hard-earned.
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NEIGHBORS.
I met Pamela when she was renting the house next door to me. I 

might describe her as lanky, although not because she is particularly 

tall, just that she has long, lean limbs. She is slender and fit with 

cropped gray hair and penetrating eyes that hold yours in a steady 

gaze when in conversation. Pamela has a calmness and a depth 

about her. A certain knowing. And a wide, glorious smile.

At first it was casual conversations across the driveways, her walking 

her bicycle down to the road for her daily ride, me chasing my toddler 

to scoop her up into her car seat. But an invitation for dinner 

revealed to both of us just how quickly we would bond at the heart.

She led an examined life, and I hung onto her words of every 

adventure and experience: group meditation, a silent retreat where 

she didn’t speak for five days, healing sessions with a psycho-therapist 

and buddhist priest. She took care of her physical self as well, 

aware of its importance and exuberantly extolling the virtues of 

great nutrition: juicing, cleansing, organic produce. We celebrated 

when Whole Foods came to Nashville.

As our relationship deepened she told me that she had had breast 

cancer, and that she wanted to tell her story one day in support 

of others. “Ah, I’m a writer!” I had said. And that’s where we left it 

seven years ago.

In it’s perfect time, this is the story of Pamela, who chose an uncommon 

approach to this all too common disease; and her nearly two decade 

dance with cancer.
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ARMOR.

On an !nconscious "evel I didn’t trust anyone. 
I #ecognized and $elt "ove %n &e 'oment, (ut I 
)ould a*e* +ow $ar %t )as going %n and ,eep 
%t outside 'y (ody "ike armor. It %s a #ealy .trong 

protective /nergy. I .til +ave %t, %t %s .til &ere. 
It %s a piece of 'e I ,now I 0eed to +eal.

She had recently divorced her husband, closing the chapter on a 

twenty two year marriage that produced a daughter and a son; 

and left Nashville to move to Boulder, Colorado.

She was there to immerse herself in a journey of transpersonal 

psychotherapy led by a Zen buddhist priest. She was prepared 

to do the work needed to unlock the mystery of why she felt so 

much sadness and fear most of the time. 
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A life long student, she found herself among like-minded individuals 

who shared an appreciation of how the spiritual and transcendent 

parts of themselves were connected. The course was structured 

within a framework of modern psychology. The Zen buddhist 

priest was a co-creator of the program, and Pamela was ready to 

embrace the process of discovery.

She was creating new relationships and her friendships would 

deepen quickly. Yet she struggled to allow herself to be held and 

supported by her new community. She is unable to fully trust in 

the good intentions of others. As her work progressed, she came 

to understand that this stemmed from considering herself unworthy 

of receiving anyone’s help or love in ways big and small. She is 

here in Boulder in her 50th year to learn how to take off her armor.
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FAILURE.

Sufering %s (elieving &at .ome&ing %s 0ot 
going &e )ay %t .hould. You are arguing )i& 
#eality; arguing )i& )hat %s. We do %t al &e 

time. We do %t 1000 times a day.

A routine mammogram is far from routine when you are asked to 

come back for another look. An alarm goes off like a searing white 

hot siren in your head. She felt a rush of flushed heat rise from her 

chest up her neck and to her face as she tried to concentrate on 

when her next appointment would be. As soon as she hung up the 

phone a barrage of fearful thoughts flew uncontrollably across her mind.

She went into auto pilot as she approached the imaging center for 

the second time, her body disassociating from her mind; allowing her 

to function and put one step in front of the other until she found 

herself nervously chattering away with the receptionist. As if not a 

care in the world. As if this were the first mammogram and not a 

required second. 

She told herself there was no way it was cancer. She didn’t have any 

symptoms. They couldn’t be looking for cancer.
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The wait is excruciating. She is not sleeping well and cannot calm 

herself in any way. Her thoughts are running rampant. The anxiety 

feels like electricity buzzing in her chest. 

The physician is brisk and all business, wasting no time in defining 

what they saw on the scans: breast cancer. You don’t hear anything 

after the word “cancer.” It is an emotionally paralyzing word. Your heart 

and mind are racing while at the same time your body is consumed 

with what seems to be an almost lethal dose of fear and dread. 

Pamela was trying to concentrate on what the doctor was saying 

but his words sounded muffled and distant. She realizes she is 

holding her breath, an unconscious habit she’s had since she was a 

child. It’s what she does whenever she feels threatened or scared. 

She could hear her mother’s hyper-critical voice in her mind: you 

failed. Anything that went wrong was always her fault, so she 

started blaming herself right then and there. She failed. She is a 

failure. Her body failed her. At the same time she is dumbfounded, 

having always been so focused on taking care of herself - eating 

organic foods, taking supplements, drinking purified water, doing 

her personal work. My god, I even brought my own salad dressing 

to restaurants, she thinks to herself.

Ultimately she feels betrayed by her own body. And deeply 

ashamed. Clearly this diagnosis was somehow brought upon her 

by something she did or failed to do.
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Walking back to her car, she thinks about how in this short amount 

of time her life has turned upside down. She is certain it will never 

be the same again. 

Afterwards Pamela went down into a rabbit hole, like Alice, falling 

deep into the underground. “Metaphorically,” she said, “the lights 

went out in my world.” She is terrified. The fear is overwhelming. 

And it does just that, overwhelm.

 OVERWHELM verb [ with obj. ]

 bury or drown beneath a huge mass; defeat completely; give   

 too much of a thing to (someone); inundate; have a strong   

 emotional effect on; be too strong for; overpower

The buddhist priest, herself a breast cancer survivor, held a healing 

circle at her home for Pamela. It was a beautiful demonstration of 

love and light and prayer. Each person holding their concentration 

on healing visions of Pamela’s body, mind and spirit. In the sincereness 

of their intentions she was temporarily suspended above her busy, 

frightened mind.



11



12

I didn’t ,now )hat %t 'eant to (e ,ind and 
"oving to 'yself. My $irst #eal .tep %n &at 

direction )ould (e to go outside &e traditional 
'edical 'odel. 2at )as accepting  'y (elief 
.ystem and afirming 'y %dea of +ealing.

By the time Pamela sat down to discuss what happens next with 

the breast surgeon, she could distill everything that had run through 

her mind into two reoccurring thoughts: 1) She could die; and 2) 

She was going to have to endure some horrible treatment. This is a 

battle where the standard protocol is chemotherapy and radiation. 

The juxtaposition of this - what she has chosen to put in her body 

all of her years versus this treatment - makes her want to vomit. 

She resolves to remain true to her fundamental belief system of 

what creates healing. It seems quite rational to her: she isn’t physically 

impacted by the illness, but she would be by the treatment. To her, 

the treatment is worse than the illness. 

No. She will need to find a way to do this without chemo or radiation.

The tumor wasn’t large and the surgeon said she thought she could 

get clean margins, removing the tumor and any surrounding cells 

of cancer; so Pamela opted for a lumpectomy. 

ANGEL OF CANCER.
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“Of course, a total mastectomy looks brilliant in hindsight,” she confided 

in me; because the surgeon did not get clean margins. 

They discovered the cancer was in the ductal system of her breast. 

It is called ductal carcinoma in situ (DCIS). There was no map of 

this system in the female breast, which makes it nearly impossible 

to know where it has traveled to.

The surgeon’s solution was to go back in and “take a bigger piece 

of the pie,” and follow that up with chemotherapy or radiation. 

Pamela simply said, “No.” The surgeon looked puzzled. Pamela 

would become accustomed to being misunderstood by those in 

the traditional field of medicine, because the path she would take 

was unconventional to most: She would seek out the deficiencies 

and imbalances that allowed the cancer to manifest in the first place. 

She would restore her body’s balance with non-invasive measures. She 

had to determine where this disturbance was emanating from; and how 

her body and mind had created the environment that allowed this 

disease to grow. The mind, body and spirit - they are all connected.

“Cancer doesn’t just happen: ‘I am the angel of cancer and I’m going 

to touch you today.’ No. I have cancer for a collage of reasons,” she 

said to me. 

As this new reality began to sink in, what struck her was how 

terribly alone you are when you are dealing with cancer. You may 

be surrounded by support, but cancer is a very personal, deep and 

dramatic journey. 
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NUTRITIONAL 
THERAPY.

2e $oundation of our (eing %s awarene*. 
Awarene* doesn’t co3ent. If you can 

quiet /very&ing, &ere %s a .pace around 
al of &e cha4er &at %s .imply aware. 
I am trying to "ive out of &at .pace 

'ore consisten5y.

She began to research alternative protocols for healing her body 

and found what she was looking for in a New York City medical 

doctor renowned for his success in treating advanced cancer with 

aggressive nutritional therapy.

There was an interview process that took place before she was 

accepted into the program which included a health analysis 

accomplished with pieces of her hair. Within a month she was 

flying to New York to meet with her new doctor. He told her there 

was good news and bad news: “The good news is you are a healthy 

person. The bad news is you happen to have cancer.”
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She was given a strict regime to follow which included daily juicing, 

a lengthy list of supplements, a monthly cleanse and twice a day 

coffee enemas. She was swallowing 55 capsules a day and hauling 

large 20 pound bags of carrots home for juicing. 

The first few months were challenging in the sheer commitment it 

took to accomplish all that she needed to in her new routine. The 

doctor required a quart of fresh juice a day and just cleaning out 

the juicer was time consuming. She was also feeling perfectly lousy 

as her body detoxed, with frequent headaches and low energy. 

After those early months though, she began to get the hang of it all.

She visited the doctor twice a year. He would order a hair analysis 

every three months to get a sense of the amount of cancer still 

active in her body, and then he would assess her treatment plan; 

making any changes he deemed necessary. 

Over the course of several years, her cancer went from a 21 to an 11 

on a scale that goes up to 40. It was a marked improvement that 

left her feeling stronger.

None of this was covered by insurance of course. Her investment 

into her supplements alone was between $800 and $900 a month; 

add onto that all of the produce it takes to make all of those juices; 

not to mention the expense of the doctor visits and flying to NYC. 

After six and a half years, she ran out of funds to continue her 

treatment with him, although she folded many of the protocols he 

introduced to her seamlessly into her life.
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EIGHT YEARS.

2e guilt and .hame &at %s po*ible 
)i& a cancer diagnosis %s !nbelievable. 
I .uspect anyone )i& cancer $eels guilty 

on .ome "evel. 

One and a half years after her last visit with the NYC physician, a 

tumor appeared on her chest. Her discovery of it filled her with a 

familiar dread and fear.

It had been eight years. Eight years of clean living can renew your 

confidence in so many things. Like your normal happy life, your 

body, your future. 

She was now living back in Nashville in the house next door to 

mine. She called her daughter to share the news. She called the Zen 

buddhist priest and a couple of friends, all survivors of breast cancer. 

She rallied her tribe. Then she laid down in her bed, pulled the 

covers up over her chest and stared at the ceiling, trying to calm 

the voices in her head.
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WOUNDS.

I’m .eeing 'ore clearly +ow I always 
#eact - #a&er &an #espond - (ecause %t 

%s a #eaction to "ife $rom 'y )ounds. And 
I +ave (een %nvited to %nvestigate.

In the second surgical solution to her cancer recurrence, she 

underwent a latissimus dorsi transplant; removing muscle, tissue 

and skin from her back to the place on her chest where the cancer 

had appeared. It was a successful transplant as it did what it was 

supposed to do: take root on her chest and breast. 

The recovery was painful. With wounds on her back and chest, 

simple movements to lift a cup of tea or get a dish out of the 

cabinet were difficult. Her skin and muscles felt stretched tight and 

a deep soreness was constantly present. Lifting anything from below 

her waist or twisting her upper body in any way was challenging. It 

took six weeks before she felt some semblance of normal.

The wounds so physically present on her body were a graphic 

reminder of the internal wounds beneath. The ones that live under 

the surface and deep in the psyche. There are layers of scar tissue 
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over her deepest wounds. So much so that she knows she will need 

the guidance of a professional to dredge it all up. 

Let’s just focus on getting stronger, she tells herself, looking forward 

to resuming her long bike rides and trail runs.

As she recovered, she is reminded again of how lonely a journey 

with cancer can be. How most things play out in your own mind. 

Pamela and I spoke of what is needed at times like these and how 

those who have no experience with this disease seldom know what 

to do or say. We talked about the lack of rituals or communal support 

that was a core of our culture hundreds of years ago; yet in our 

fast-paced society, we are often too busy to look up from our own 

lives. Pamela offered this simple advice: “Just to have someone 

who is willing to be present and listen is an amazing gift. It heals 

beyond words. People are always looking for the right words to say 

to somebody, but energetically, having an open-hearted presence 

is so important. If that can be a part of anyone’s experience it could 

be tremendous.”
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TRANSFORMATION.

Metaphoricaly %t %s a disease of 
transformation - .ome&ing changes, 

transforms. 2at )hich )as once g6d 
0ow +as transformed %tself $or )hatever 
#eason; and obviously &ere are 'any.

Two more years had gone by when the cancer reappeared again 

for the third time as a tumor around and under her nipple. Which 

meant the last surgery had not eliminated all of the cancer. By now, it 

has been ten years since her first diagnosis and Pamela is 60 years old.

She is facing her third surgery, a bi-lateral mastectomy. The familiar 

yet still profound sense of failure and guilt surfaces from its twenty-four 

month dormancy. She finds herself grieving in a way that she hadn’t yet 

experienced in this journey with cancer. Getting your breasts is such 

a defining moment in a young girl’s life. Turns out losing them is too.

The surgeon wanted to take the lymph nodes as a diagnostic precaution. 

He was adamant; Pamela was reluctant. He called her at home. She 

feels pressured by him which triggers seeds of doubt that eat away 

at her resolve and leave her wondering if she is making a mistake. 

Am I being too stubborn?
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She spends a restless night batting down her fears until she finally 

arrives resolutely back to her core beliefs. She told her surgeon the 

next morning, “No.” 

She didn’t want to sacrifice pieces of her body that she didn’t have to. 
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NOT OK.

I’m .til trying to %ntegrate "ost pieces 
of 'e. 2ings I +ave given away or 

$orgo4en about.

The worst is behind her, she thought to herself. I’ve surrendered 

all of my breast tissue. There is nothing more they can take of me. 

She finally feels free of recurrence and able to focus on living her 

life again.

Her daughter had a baby girl, making Pamela a first-time grandmother. 

It was a role she relished even though it brought to the surface 

painful reminders of the dysfunctional hierarchy that had existed 

between herself and her own mother. Her mother had been the 

antithesis of a nurturer; a narcissist with a wicked tongue who never 

hesitated to lash out at Pamela, exposing what she perceived to be 

a weakness or anything less than perfect. Pamela was gratefully aware 

that whatever it was in the generational cycle that had left her own 

mother so ill-equipped to give love and approval, had ended with her.

The foundation Pamela was given to grow upon was cracked with 

the damaged spirits of both parents. She was taught that she was 

unlovable and undesirable. “That is where I got the idea that I was 
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not OK. My mother. That is the seed that got planted,” she tells me. 

For most of her life, Pamela saw herself as her mother saw her. She 

wasn’t raised to believe in herself. There was nothing she could do 

to garner positive feedback, so she became a chameleon to try 

to appeal to whomever she was in the presence of. “It’s a skill you 

learn,” she told me, “when there is a burden on a child to be a certain 

way that is not in alignment with who they really are. There was 

always some abnormal edge to my environment.”

Later in her mother’s life, when Alzheimers had begun to steal her 

mind away, Pamela took her two grown children to visit her. Her 

mother looked up at Pamela and said: “You are a really good woman.” 

Pamela was stunned. It was the first positive sentiment ever expressed 

in their entire relationship.

She holds onto those words. Over the years they have helped 

her as she fought to find and reclaim what had been taken away, 

not merely her childhood but her sense of self. 



23

BURIED PIECES.

Make /veryone +appy, &at’s )hat I did. 
I can’t 'ake anyone !ncomfortable, (ecause 
god $orbid )hat )ould #ain down on 'e %f 

I .poke 'y tru& and /veryone )as 
!ncomfortable )i& %t?

Very few people knew her truth. Her youngest sister did. And the 

woman with whom she had started her healing process all those 

years ago in Boulder, the buddhist priest. It bubbled up from below 

and she knew she could no longer put it off until later. It was here 

now. She revealed it with tears and equal parts embarrassment, 

shame and relief.

He would just appear in her room, his robe undone. Her father. She 

pretended to be asleep but she could feel his presence. Holding her 

breath and squeezing her eyes shut and waiting for him to leave.

It went on for years. She started getting dressed in the closet because 

he started getting better at knowing when she would be at her 

most vulnerable. 

She had been well-conditioned to know her mother was of no 

help to her. Pamela was so intimidated by her she could never 
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bring herself to tell her what 

her father was doing. 

This is the piece of her that she 

kept buried since she was a 

young girl.

She says she feels worn down 

- in a positive way - and there 

is no place else to go. It was 

always there nagging at her 

to face it and deal with it; but 

until now, she had found little 

detours. It was much easier to 

gloss over it and pretend it never 

happened. 

Not that she could ever forget.  

 She always remembered. It was 

always there in the back of her mind. In response to this abuse 

she hardened her heart and pretended that things didn’t impact 

her. Yet they impacted her deeply, although she wasn’t going to 

let anyone see. 

It had been demonstrated to her all of her life that no one truly 

cared. The fundamental trust that should exist between a parent 

and a child was something she never knew. 

A young Pamela.
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“I don’t know why I kept silent for so long,” she shares with me. 

“Maybe I had to manage everything. I was in therapy a long time 

before I realized why I was really there.” 

It is an intricate web of emotions that you must eradicate yourself 

from, yet every step forward entangles you more as you pull off 

the strings one by one. Then at the heart of the web is the bomb 

that has been ticking silently all along: The part of you that feels 

complicit; especially if your silence meant someone else was made 

to endure the same. 

Pamela and her youngest sister.
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STANDING TALL.

I +ave an %nvestment %n .urviving &is, 
(ut also on a deeper "evel, %t %s &e /volution 

of 'y .oul; )hich .ounds .o /&ereal, 
(ut )hat %s &e !nderlying principle 

&at animates our "ife?

The cancer resurfaced again in early Spring of 2014 for the fourth time. 

Appearing as it always has on her chest near her heart. “It has always 

shown up. It comes to the surface. There is no evidence of it being 

any place else. It has always just … shown itself,” she said to me.

She understands on a deeper level more than ever before that her 

cancer isn’t random. That she has an invitation in this lifetime to 

better understand the relationship of her experiences - both the 

physical and the emotional - to see how they interact together. “It is 

like a mosaic,” she says to me. And then looking up from her hands 

wrung together in her lap: “I just have to get past this one more 

time. Just one more time.”

She starts to prepare for this fight and all that it entails. She is fully 

aware that a big part will be to continue to face the emotions that 
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have been buried with her secret for six decades. She only recently 

acknowledged their names and their reoccurring appearance in her 

life: confusion, horror, mistrust, shame, guilt, embarrassment and grief. 

Then she can start to forgive. Herself first, then her mother and 

father; and let go of this damaged piece of herself that she has 

carried for so long.

In the spring of 2015, Pamela underwent her fourth surgery to cut 

cancer from her chest. It would take seven hours and five surgeons 

working together, taking pieces of her skin on her leg to replace 

what they were removing from her chest. 

That summer she will turn 69 and her daughter will have another child. 

She summarizes the last two decades: “If no place else, this has 

been the place I have chosen to honor me. This is the teaching I 

needed. Not that I don’t have doubts. I needed to learn how to let 

go of judgments when it didn’t go exactly how I thought it should go. 

We all - cancer or no - we all doubt ourselves at times, in our decision 

making process. Cancer comes with overwhelming decisions to 

make. But the one thing that I feel good about is that I sat with it 

and I pondered it. I looked at what most resonated with me. And 

I think that’s the one thing in my life - besides giving birth to two 

great people - that’s the one thing I have done on my own.”
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Pamela is gently recovering from her last surgery, her dog Cooper 

faithfully by her side. She is reflective and calm as she shares with 

me that she has a consultation with a radiologist. “It is much 

different now. They can really target specific areas. It’s worth 

exploring. We’ll see.” 

She has reached a place of acceptance. Of what she has been asked 

to face in this lifetime and of the consequences. “What comes to 

mind as I think about all of this is standing tall,” she tells me. In 

the choices she has made and the path she has chosen. No longer 

apologizing. No longer concerned of the opinions or judgements of 

others. No longer hiding from untold truths from her past or buried 

shame. Simply standing tall.
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I +ave a deep !nderstanding &at (y 
7irtue of "iving &is, .o 'uch )ouldn’t +ave 
.urfaced o&erwise. And $rom &at point of 

7iew, &e )hole &ing %s a gift.

I asked Pamela what perseverance meant to her. Here is her reply:

“It means not turning back in the face of obstacles. And obstacles 

include judgements, anger, disease, fear. For me it definitely means 

not giving in to fear and all of the forms it can arrive in. 

What’s coming requires you to embrace your own personal journey. 

That’s what they all are; they may look similar on the outside, but 

there is a very personal aspect to how life unfolds for each of us.

If I think of it from a spiritual perspective, I’m always given things 

that invite growth, expansion, and peace ultimately. It just takes a 

lot of letting go to get to that place. 

Probably years ago I would have said perseverance means you have 

to dig in and fight for it. I don’t feel that way in this moment. I feel like it 

is a very personal thing for each individual to define and that everyone’s 

definition is probably very different because we are all unique. 

THE WHOLE THING.
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Some days I think I have really got it. I can persevere, I’ve got this. 

And then there are days that I just get overwhelmed physically and 

I think back to what someone said to me recently when I told him I 

am a four time breast cancer survivor, he said: ‘You must be a really 

strong spirit.’ If I wasn’t beginning to trust this part of me - that I 

am a really strong spirit - I’d be challenged much more often than 

I am. These days I can more easily find some ground that supports 

the truth of who I am.”
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FOR A REASON.

I believe that people cross your path for a reason. Even when those 

reasons are not immediately clear to you. When Pamela and I talked 

about telling her story all those years ago, I had no idea how (or if) 

it would manifest. Kindred wasn’t even a germ of an idea at that 

time. I had started my blog, but I was still very much a marketer 

by profession. Initially we discussed the possibility that I help her 

market a foundation she was thinking of starting called “Dancing 

with Cancer.” Her vision was to provide resources and support that 

followed a self-directed mind-body-spiritual healing path as a compliment 

to traditional therapy. “I’m not sure what I want to do,” she said at 

the time, “just that I want to do something that supports others.”

Here we are now with our paths aligned and a shared purpose - 

to help others going through similar experiences. Me with Kindred 

and she by telling her story so honestly and candidly. 

In my recently attained appreciation for watching the universe conspire 

to make such things happen, these perfect moments of serendipity 

are not merely noted, but embraced as an absolute in the course of 

this chapter in my life.

Being in Pamela’s presence as she told me her story was powerfully 

inspirational for me; not merely for the shining example of someone 

remaining so authentic in the face of so many terrifying hurdles, but 

also for the courage it took to openly discuss something she has 
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kept a secret for most of her life. I know first hand how unbelievably 

petrifying that is to do and her bravery inspired me to be brave too.

Not a conversation transpires between the two of us that I don’t 

walk away richer from the experience. There are many little pearls 

of wisdom left for me to hold onto and learn from. May we all be 

so lucky to have people like this in our lives. And if you do know 

someone who feeds your soul in such a way, listen to them with all 

of your heart. They are in your life for a reason.

Thank you for buying this book and supporting kindred. 

We want to know your thoughts: How do you relate to this? 
What is your story? Are you or someone you know persevering 
through something right now? 

Please leave your comments on our website under the BLOG 
titled “Perseverance .”

Thanks again,

BE LESS ALONE IN YOUR JOURNEY. JOIN US.

 www.wearekindred.org 
WE ARE ALL IN THIS TOGETHER.

http://www.wearekindred.org/blogs/happily-ever-after/40509057-perseverance

