














Praise for Body 2.0


“A courageous and passionate diary of transformation. Anyone facing medical trauma will find resilience in this first-person account of what it means to be a mother, a partner, and a fully embodied woman in the face of body-altering surgery.”


—Gina Ogden, PhD, LMFT, author of Expanding the Practice of Sex Therapy


“In Body 2.0, Krista reaches out, grabs a hold of the reader’s hand, and walks you through her transformative journey in which she faces her fear, pain, loss, anger, and grief with exceptional honesty and courage. Witnessing Krista allow the power of love, joy, gratitude, and hope become her ultimate guides will inspire every reader to trust your own power and be brave in your decisions, and honor yourself, your body, and your spirit, each and every day.”


—Julie Burton, author of The Self-Care Solution: A Modern Mother’s Must-Have Guide to Health and Well-Being, JulieBburton.com


“Author Krista Haapala beautifully documents her emotional trajectory, along with her physical journey, through a major medical procedure in the wake of grieving, and learning from, her mother’s death. She explores what it means to be a wife, mother and, most of all, herself: a woman intent on making the best choices possible for her present and her future. In the process, she challenges much of the conventional wisdom about breast cancer as she makes pro-active decisions and comes to know her body and mind more intimately. Body 2.0 is a heartfelt memoir that will speak to anyone who cares about those touched by breast cancer.”


—Rachel Kramer Bussel, editor, Best Women’s Erotica of the Year series


“Books can be life-altering. Fewer are life-saving. This book offers the gift of both … you can’t help but feel intoxicated with the power of her journey and her vulnerability and relate it to your own. With her passion for debunking myths, exposing culture, and sharing her deepest truth, Krista challenges her inner critic and limits, and welcomes you to consider your own. This book will be at finger’s reach in my therapy practice for all women experiencing a cancer diagnosis, seeking a prophylactic approach to their health choices or body image dissonance, and couples who probably could never imagine that a medical crisis could ever bring them closer.”


—Jennifer A. Wiessner, LCSW, AASECT Sex Therapist


“Although inspired by her body and her mastectomy, Body 2.0 is about the journey to find power in both. Krista, by sharing her path, gives us permission to explore our own feelings, and make our own decisions about or bodies, and our future. It’s not about choosing life, it’s about choosing to live. As one who coaches both the minds and bodies of people all day long, this book, with its mixture of prose and poetry, will be a great tool.”


—Alyssa Royse, Life and Body Coach, Seattle, WA


“Body 2.0 is an inspirational memoir about breast cancer that is full of beauty and honesty while facing doubt, denial, and control head on. A woman consciously making a challenging decision to cut breast cancer off at the pass and sharing her experiences along the way, Krista’s unending positivity and strength shines throughout.”


—Lanae St. John, DHS, ACS, TheMamaSutra.net
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Foreword



By Brian Haapala


Fourteen hours.


We all know the saying “our lives can change in an instant….” Well, there are a lot of instants in fourteen hours. Change is folded upon change and folded upon change and so on over these many moments like an intricate piece of origami. The object morphs and evolves so many times that the result is unknowable except to the creator. And maybe not even to her.


The moments when we are changing rapidly—and when we are really conscious of the process—are moments that define us. Are we ready? Have we the faith to trust the process? Can we accept who we are at the other end? Will our friends and family accept us?


The mystery of these questions can be crazy-making. All of this change is happening, yet the world just seems to be going on, oblivious to what is occurring inside us. At the not-so-ripe age of thirty-six, I was promoted to be the CEO of a consulting company, taking the helm from the company’s founder. I was also committed to doing Ironman Lake Placid. And I am a father. And a partner. And a … well, you get the idea. All of these things, mind you, I had never conceived I would be. My father was a mailman—hardly the business CEO track. And I couldn’t swim other than to save my life (maybe) until I took adult lessons. So it wasn’t like I was destined to be any of these things. It just all happened at once, and when opportunity knocked, I kept answering.


People love to ask me questions about Ironman, and my answers are always the same. There are few experiences we have that are encapsulated so neatly in a day, an event. It was constant movement and savoring the feeling of being alive. And through the course of all 140.6 miles, it was transformational. You literally can’t think about how much work and effort are ahead, because it will mentally ruin you. I saw the fittest people one could imagine sitting by the side of the road, sobbing, exhausted, and despondent. And I saw people in their seventies trucking by them (and me, to be perfectly honest) with a smile on their face. At the end of the day, it’s about attitude, with a dash of stubbornness and a pinch of perseverance. I finished in just under fourteen hours.


So many of us have lived through these kinds of moments, voluntary or otherwise—experiences that may seem unimaginable. The stories my partner, Krista, shares in this book may be directly relatable or completely unfathomable to you, but I promise you this: along the way, you’ll gain insights that will serve you today and in the days to come. Her story needed to be told because, unlike my own experience of people asking endless questions, each stage of her journey—from her mother’s death to her decision to have a preventive mastectomy to the procedure itself, including the autologous tissue reconstruction and the long recovery—left even her closest friends and family speechless, sometimes unable even to relate or understand. Questions didn’t come naturally, and her answers were always brutally honest and sometimes hard to hear. Her recovery was full of intense, often debilitating pain, and she has persistent and chronic pain to this day. She was under the knife, with her insides literally open to the world, changing fold by fold, for just under fourteen hours.


She came out of surgery a different person—I mean, how couldn’t she be? It wasn’t like those closest to us didn’t try to be supportive, but there is no script for how to do this. The experience left her feeling isolated, alone, and misunderstood. Speaking as the person closest to her, even I struggled with how to connect. Everything was simultaneously hard and foreign. We celebrated things that one doesn’t often celebrate, like being able to brush her own hair, or having drainage tubes removed from her body. After each subsequent treatment and next step in her recovery, we hoped that she would be more like herself.


Then I woke up and realized she is forever transformed. Along this journey, we discovered that recovery is life magnified. It’s crazy and unpredictable. The moments when things were cruising along and all seemed well in the world became moments we savored like a fine wine, eyes closed, letting them roll over our tongues—I mean really taking them in and enjoying the present fully. Then, on a dime, something would come up—like, literally, a stitch would pop out and cause her searing pain, as if she were being cut open from the insides—and we’d enter crisis-management mode. You’re working the problem to eliminate all the suffering you can, and dealing with your own emotions of feeling inadequate, helpless, and out of control. It can be maddening, being whiplashed from one side to the other.


Nearly every woman in Krista’s family has had breast cancer, including two of her twenty-year-old cousins, who got a mammogram only because of her mother’s death. After being genetically tested, Krista was not positive for BRCA1 or 2, the most common genetic mutations associated with an increased risk of breast cancer. Upon learning these basic facts, a surprising number of people ask pointedly, “How could you do this to yourself voluntarily?” as if waiting for cancer to appear provides a valid justification for not “saving the ta-tas.” Through mindblowingly complex medicine in which her breast tissue was scooped out of her breast envelope, and then fat tissue from her abdomen was surgically removed, stuck through the hole where the nipple used to be, and reattached to the circulatory system with microscopes—through all of that, she ended up with “freasts” (our word for fake breasts) that have literally fooled an ob-gyn into thinking they were real.


Make no mistake—however similar to the originals her freasts may look, Krista is a different human being. She has broken the cycle of waiting for the inevitable; her mother confided that she felt as if she were waiting her whole life for her cancer to appear, and, in spite of her finding it very early on and doing all the treatments by the book, it took her life quickly. So Krista is the first woman in many generations of her family to live free of that, and what she’s doing with it is amazing.


Throughout her entire journey, Krista wrote. Sometimes she needed just to get it out. Sometimes she needed to reflect. More than anything, she needed to create something meaningful from this deep and unsettling experience. Through both her poetry and her prose, she explored and reached not for a trite “Top Ten Lessons Learned from My Preventive Mastectomy” list but for the deeper meaning and interconnectedness of things. In this book, she offers highly personal reflections on a very complicated relationship with her mother and the impact of her mother’s parting advice to “be there” for our sons, and she examines the cultural expectations of what women are expected to value most about their bodies. But this is not a story for only those who have breasts or who are facing cancer risks; it’s a story that shows a path and provides lessons for all of us in embracing self-determination over passive fate and in catalyzing us to be the truest version of our selves along the way.


To be brutally honest, it took me a very long time to find Krista again after this process. We have always been deeply in love, and that never changed—I loved her as much with breasts as I now do with freasts. Hell, even the three months when she didn’t have nipples were interesting. But after that fourteen hours when she was opened up to the world and the changes it caused, we had to do a lot of searching and exploring together to find the feeling of connection that had always accompanied our affection for each other. Nearly one year later, I walked through the door from a day at the office and found exactly what I was looking for: our connection was back and stronger than ever.


Fold after fold after fold, what we become through change may surprise us. Krista’s story is a guide for us all to find our edge in the journey. Enjoy the ride!





May 31, 2013


Hi. Glad you’re here. I’m Krista. I love my Brian and my boys. I make a hobby of pondering the intersections of science and philosophy or sex and culture. I savor coffee, paleo doughnuts, and good scotch out of mason jars. Misogyny makes me irreparably grumpy, until I rant. Often after said rants, I relax while running in the woods, reading, or beaching it. I’m a partner, a mama, a relationship and sex coach, a CrossFitter, a poet, and a daughter.


In May 2013, my mom died of breast cancer.


I created this book for myself, really, as a way to sort out the complexities that followed. I don’t deny, however, that reading other perspectives on personal brushes with cancer have brought me comfort. Humbly, as a mutual earthly traveler, I offer the contents forthcoming to whoever may find them interesting or comforting. Since time has passed, my vantage on this life landscape feels gentler, the loss less acute. I’m not convinced time heals all wounds, but it’s certainly a salve that soothes so we might carry on. This real-time perspective is my truth. I’m grateful to have captured the heights and depths of raw emotion. There is so much wisdom in it.


Being intentionally provocative is not my goal, but I’m keenly aware that catalyzing a bit of controversy can be a side effect of my speaking my mind. So if you are seeking calm waters or pretty half-truths, this is not the book for you.


These experiences felt useful for me to share. And in the midst of that sharing, I hope to pass along the knowledge and perspective I gained while coping with the loss of Mom, as well as my quest for her to be the last of my maternal lineage to die of breast cancer. I took the leap and had a prophylactic double mastectomy.


It’s been quite an adventure. I welcome you to join me.





It’s Getting Real in the Whole Foods Parking Lot


Friday, May 31, 2013, 10:00 a.m.


So, I thought yesterday was my last mammogram. As it turns out, I am hauling my booty back to the medical office for two more appointments: another mammogram and an ultrasound. I spoke too soon. Not my favorite call to get in the Whole Foods parking lot, but, as two dear friends shared, it is better to be thorough. Here’s to thorough. I’ll drink to thorough tonight, on my date night, after the doc tells me my breasts are just difficult (as they have always said after every mammogram since I was twenty-nine). I’m exhausted by the revolving door of a mammogram, the phone call back due to “pockets of dense breast tissue,” the ultrasound, the gut-wrenching “oh my God, it’s a lump this time” waiting, and then the “it was nothing, really—we’ll see you in six months” call. In fact, I’ll drink to difficult breasts as well, because vigilance and knowing are always better.


7:00 p.m.


Cheers! The breast coast is clear. Brian and I had a wonderful, albeit serious, night out. We talked ad nauseam, yet again, about my many, many options. There is no doubt that, over time, as I gather more knowledge, the path will become clearer. Right now, I’m waiting impatiently to hear from the local plastic surgeon for an appointment.


Since cancer has been ever-present for me, I have never really thought it odd to live with that burden. I have just always known that I was at risk. I have accepted the breast care revolving door. I have done my self-exams. I have used the back side and margins of medical-history forms to squeeze in the daunting list of my relatives who suffered from or died of breast cancer. But this phenomenon is new to Brian.


When Mom told our family she had cancer, in addition to doing what we could to support her, we started talking about the what-ifs. As I was approaching forty, I started to feel as if breast cancer was pursuing me—hunting me, even. Brian started to feel it, too. He was right there with me when the phone calls for ultrasounds and additional mammograms came. He never compounded my stress by sharing his, but I know it was there. If the situation had been reversed, I would have been an utter wreck. In fact, I’d much rather be the one in this hot seat. I couldn’t bear to contemplate his having this kind of cancer risk.


Those what-ifs became more real as Mom’s treatment got more involved. Watching the toll it took on her made me more and more certain that my own breasts had to go. The “increased vigilance in monitoring” was already happening for me, but it just wasn’t cultivating peace of mind. It was doing the opposite.


Midway into Mom’s treatment, after she had her lumpectomy and radiation, the cancer came back. It was obvious that while monitoring and lesser treatments may end cancer for some women, our family’s brand thereof was a vicious bitch. Brian and I didn’t talk much about it while we focused on Mom, but we both knew my breasts had to go.


Holding hope for Mom was our modus operandi, yet the weight of her cancer and our unspoken decision about my mastectomy colored many a date night. We were skilled at maintaining the fun while handling the stickier topics, often after a festive cheers with our first cocktail.


Brian would lead with something like, “Cheers, baby. Here’s to decisiveness.”


“Decisiveness of the amputating-breasts flavor. That is some serious decisiveness.”


“Well, Kris, you were never one to baby-step into things. And it is cancer. I mean, cancer.”


I would pause, reflect on my choice between a rearranged body and a cancer-ridden body, and close the conversation for the moment with “I’m envisioning ample cleavage and still being able to do pull-ups. Are you with me?”


Without fail, he would respond supportively: “Always.”





Preventive Mastectomy Is the New Black. Or: Yes, Angelina Did It First.


June 4, 2013


It’s interesting to have to pay attention to pop culture all of a sudden. I’m not a celebrity-watcher like my sister, so when friends mention stars’ names, I usually answer, “Is that a friend of yours?”


There is no way, however, I could escape knowledge of the existence of Brangelina. Contrary to what a woman said to me on the playground one day, I do not live under a rock. And on the morning of the day that Mom died, I saw media coverage of preventive mastectomy everywhere. The New York Times published an op-ed by Angelina Jolie in which she came out as having had a preventive double mastectomy and reconstruction some months before. I read it and much of the commentary as well.


Some of the commentators lauded Angelina’s bravery and strength; others were incredulous that a woman would actually do something as drastic as removing her breasts without already having cancer.


Contrary to what some people (shockingly) think, women don’t have preventive mastectomies because doing so is trendy. Most women are thinking humans, not cattle following a celebrity into a random, body-changing major surgery.


Despite the debate, after Angelina’s declaration, preventive mastectomy is the new black. It is everywhere. Everyone is talking about it. Even the medical professionals I’m seeing have mentioned an uptick in informational calls. It will be interesting to see what we do with that as a culture. For me, the consideration of the option is both divorced from and tightly entwined with the cultural phenomenon.


I went to work out that day at noon. I’m a full-on, manic CrossFit junkie. You will note that theme moving forward. As I was doing my workout, I was totally in my head, thinking about Mom and my sister and brother-in-law, who were all together knowing that Mom was going to choose to go at any time. We all told her to go whenever she was ready. Over three years, cancer takes its toll, and it takes the lion’s share in the last stretch. I wanted her to be at peace. She told me she was ready.


After too many heavy thrusters, and knowing that it was Mom who was really doing the hard work, I got the call as she was dying a few minutes before two o’clock. I was caught by the support and safety net of my CrossFit family there in the box. After the acute experience of loss and the necessary regrouping, I went about my day, gathering my boys. I told each of them the news, and we shared that long life moment together.


It was in telling them that I recognized the clear message Mom gave me. She told me as I was leaving her that she wanted me to go be with and take care of my boys. The Times article was still up on my phone when I answered the call to be present from afar as she died. And it matters not a quark to me that Angelina did it first.


I’m great at math: Mom saying take care of my boys + Mom dying on the day preventive mastectomy is in the news = time for me to evict these cancer-prone breasts. Done and done. Mom always knew direct, in-my-face communication is how I roll. That message she gave me was obvious and masterful. Thanks, Mom.





Be and Share and Live


June 5, 2013


One of the ways I process life is by writing. And one of the ways I write is by composing poetry. I’ve done this for as long as I can remember. It isn’t about product; it’s simply how I think. Then I write it down and it vaguely resembles poetry. I do it for me.


One of the side effects for me of Mom’s having had cancer is acknowledging that until you share your mindvoice in some way, there is no way to leave yourself behind intentionally. You live on in the lives you touch, as Mom does, but what about the mental artifacts you just want kicking around in the universe after you are gone? I suppose that may not matter to some. It does matter to me, because I experience so much comfort, peace, and stimulation from people’s creations: music, writing, art.


As I do every year, I name my year. That’s right. I give it a name. Not like Simone or Edna, but a name usually made up of two words that summarize the theme of the energy I wish to put forth for the year.


I’ve named 2013 Articulate Action, which means a lot to me, mostly in the context of Mom’s being sick. It translates as “say something well and do something with it, dammit.” Now that Mom is gone, I’ve discovered I have even less of a filter than I did before.


I never really minced words, but I did care how I was perceived. I would say most of us want to be liked. I certainly do. That instinct used to carry over into how I wanted people to perceive my creations, but since Mom died, I’ve discovered I don’t care. Not even a little bit.


I’ve also discovered that the sharing is the important part. Whether people like it or not is irrelevant. In fact, even if they explicitly don’t like it, that means you did something. You bumped up against someone else in the world. You affected this universe. You took advantage of the opportunity to be and share and live. That’s something else I have learned since Mom died: I will be and share and live and never look back.


In that vein, please enjoy (or don’t enjoy—as it pleases you) this poem. It is the first of many you’ll encounter as you read on. This one came to life on the plane ride home from settling Mom’s estate, i.e., cleaning out her apartment, with my sister and brother-in-law.


hangover


Nietzsche and a Bloody Mary


for the existential hangover of loss.


The free spirit knows


the balance to life is death.


It is known.


The release from the hold of


a life lived for recognition


leaves room for


a life lived for living.


Simplicity replaces complexity


when we come full circle.


At the beginning,


to live life with passion


seems so simple …


then comes life


and complexity follows


like a shadow in morning.


Until it becomes noon


and the shadow disappears


back into simplicity.


Passion is the voice of


countless life lessons passed down.


Most dismiss it as sentimental and


shrink from their edge.


Experiencing the balance to life


by sitting with death is simplicity.


Listen to the voice


speaking through endings and beginnings.


Soak in the lucid message from


a free mind:


passion.





Here’s Where I Want You to Put That Pink Ribbon …


June 6, 2013


I’m an optimist. I love hope. I love positive energy and focus. My passion is accompanying people on their journeys to create the life they want. I know without doubt that is absolutely how I am built.


But right now I’m feeling something different.


I hit anger tonight. I’m angry. I’m wildly, irrationally, intimidatingly angry. The pink ribbon actually makes me feel rage. If only I were a cancer researcher on the cutting edge, I might not feel so helpless and impotent. But I do.


I’m afloat in the rapids of grief. In the meantime, I am calling surgery offices (again), whose doctors all seem to be on month-long vacations. The intertwining events of getting a glimpse of what Mom went through to coordinate appointments, knowing that none of it was to any avail, and feeling the ridiculous cultural resistance to my choice of preventive mastectomy makes me want to tell people exactly where I want them to put their pink ribbon.


Only people living with such an oppressive family history of cancer can conceive the feeling that your death feels like a fait accompli. Certainly, we are all mortal, yet this end through a breast cancer diagnosis, useless treatment, and wasting away in pain in a hospital bed is too vivid a picture to escape. All the media out there telling women to trust their bodies, to be patient with monitoring, or the people who have the guts to tell you preventive mastectomy is fearful or even hysterical, just don’t know. They just don’t know.


Nor would I want them to know. I’m willing to address this burden head-on. I’m doing the very best I can with the information and experience I have. Their entitlement to an opinion is tone-deaf and based on their own fear. Well, they can keep their fear for themselves—I have plenty of my own right now.


And I’m sad. I’m so deeply, wrenchingly sad. I miss Mom. I know there’s no way anyone could truly comprehend the depth and breadth of life I’ve lived since May 10. I’m an utterly and fundamentally changed human. And there is no way I can adequately express gratitude to the loved ones with whom I have communicated daily (or almost) since then and those who have reached out and spent hours upon hours listening to me. You have been my raft in the rapids. I know that I can count on you as I embark on the many appointments and procedures I am lucky enough to have, to head off what took Mom.


This gratitude extends to those who have accepted me as I am: stumbling through from experience to experience, with synchronous indications that the next step is to engage. Like the dude who made my coffee who had “been meaning to get to the free class at CrossFit.” If he hadn’t mentioned it, I would have slunk home and not had the comforting and recharging connections at the gym. Mom is at work here. She told me not to be sad. I will keep trying.


I wonder if someday I’ll again look at the pink ribbon and feel hope. Right now it feels like an unwelcome pink necktie tied overzealously and too tightly. I trust I will find the energy to loosen it over time, but right now it just feels hard to breathe.





Walking in Mom’s Shoes


June 7, 2013


Mom loved red. She wore red for luck on the days she saw the doctor. She was pretty superstitious, as were all the hens on the hen side of the family. There was always salt flying if salt spilled (over your left shoulder, of course, into the face of the devil) or chastising if anyone was foolish enough to put shoes on a table (it’s the sign a fight is about to start).


All my family giggles whenever I reflexively do these or many other ridiculous practices based in zero reality. Of course I know the salt isn’t landing in the face of the devil, because the devil doesn’t exist. And shoes be damned—people will fight when they feel like they need to fight. Happily, around here, we talk and negotiate. Fighting is useless and wastes energy.


So why am I still chucking salt and giving my faux daughter, one of my boys’ dearest “adopted” big-sister caregivers, a hard time when she puts her shiny new CrossFit shoes on the kitchen island? For the same reason I seem unconsciously to make sure I’m wearing red when I head to a medical appointment: because it makes me feel close to Mom.


Mom and I didn’t have a traditional mother-daughter relationship at all. Although she gave birth to me, we had little in common. That was apparent from the time I was young. One of our differences was obvious on the surface. Mom was classically feminine; her appearance was a high priority, almost a hobby. My main memories of her when I was a child were of watching her painstakingly put on her makeup, even doing what looked like risking her eyesight by dividing her lashes with a safety pin. My sister and I used to tease her by pretending we were going to pinch those carefully separated eyelashes into one big point. Her nails were always long and always perfect. When I was old enough to pay attention, I’d shake my head at her dialing the phone with her knuckle. It was a sacrifice for beauty I didn’t want to understand.


As her counterpoint, I wore ball caps or ponytails as often as possible, and my entire beauty regimen was Coast bar soap on my face and Bonne Bell Lip Smackers. I bit my nails to stubs, mostly because they got in the way when I climbed trees or mountain-biked. When I hit my teen years, we could see more eye to eye when I had something coming up, like a school dance, that would allow us to share a beauty-focused experience. Yet the tomboy inside me tended to judge Mom’s need for glamour.


On a deeper level, I often felt as if I were the mother in our relationship. I was clearly too smart for my own good when I was her young daughter. She often shared how proud she was of my accomplishments, even as I struggled with resentment that she didn’t do more to support me in them. When I look back now, and as a mother myself, I see I was blind to much of what she did for me, and I can also acknowledge that there were still significant gaps in our connection. Especially after my parents divorced when I was seventeen, my relationship with Mom became more distant. When we did talk, I found myself helping her and having no room to seek her guidance for myself.


When I became pregnant with my older son, Mom seemed to find her stride in being maternal. She was generous in passing along advice for me to “do things my way” and “do the best I could.” I interpret that now in a way that she may not have intended but that seems to be clearer than most of the other communication we had. Mom needed me to know she was having to mother her way and that she was doing the best she could. Isn’t that really all we can ask of our parents? They aren’t omniscient; they’re just older humans, with stories and scars and the need to be loved, too. Letting go of the stereotypes, of the traditional expectations, is healthy for all of us.


Really, who am I to say what traditional even means, anyway? I know for certain she and I found our own unique equilibrium, grounded in the recognition that we were very different creatures. Throughout our time together, I worked hard to be accepting, yet struggled to relinquish my childish demands of her in my mind.


One way I would do that was by picturing in my mind what her life was like and channeling as much compassion as I could, knowing that the child in me would resist. It’s odd now—that child in me is gone.


I’m grateful that, while spending her last few days with her, I was completely able to be in the moment and embody compassion in a way that served her best, even if that meant saying hard, unthinkable things to doctors or to her as she signed her second do-not-resuscitate order.


Even though it’s still hard, I’m welcoming the opportunities to channel that compassion and walk in her shoes, especially her red ones. This poem was born out of considering, without the influence of my inner child, what she gave to me.


gift


My soul cost nothing.


How much did you pay for yours?


Mine was a gift.


I don’t remember receiving it,


yet it has always been there.


My universal giver


bestowed it upon me.


I am forever beholden,


yet constantly caught up


in the moment


assuming the genesis


was my doing.


Entitlement becomes no one,


yet suits everyone.


She birthed you.


She set you free


from and into


the infinite.


You roam


to the boundaries


of oxygen


thanks to her.


She meets the limits


of flesh-based existence


and expands


yours.


Embrace the birth


from your mother’s death


with no guilt.


This is her next gift to you.


Receive it with the grace


with which it is given.


Only now does she


trust and believe


you are ready.


Move forward.


Earn it.


Honor it.


Surrender.





Exposed: Weathering the Emotional Storm


June 11, 2013


I spent this whole day moving about in the rain, getting soaked because I had misplaced my raincoat. I find that is the most apropos illustration of how I feel. It’s not graceful running through the rain to avoid getting wet, and it doesn’t work anyway. I crave feeling graceful and am really done with feeling cold and exposed. It’s most acute as I consider how I’ve been momming lately.


For a mama, not much seems more like a swift kick to the temple than feeling as if you are hurting your children. Not intentionally, of course—incidentally feels horrible enough. And in the context of examining how critical I was of Mom as her child, I likely have a heightened sensitivity to the phenomenon. I get that. We are off the planet and well beyond the Rings of Rationality and into the Asteroid Belt of Self-Sabotaging Irrationality here. Hang on for the ride.


It’s getting real for me as I reflect on not only what I went through with Mom in her last few days but also how we related before that. I am at peace with it all, but I am gathering the insights, like fruit as it ripens, to nourish my own ability to be the best mama I can be. Mom and I connected more when my sons were born. It was as if we had finally found some common ground. She constantly praised me as a mother. She encouraged me to be gentle with myself and to let myself off the hook. And she loved my boys deeply, even though living a thousand miles apart was a challenge. I learned by watching her relate to them that she always did the best she could with the emotional resources she had—with them and with me. Through relating to her as a mother, I learned to set aside my judgment of her.


OEBPS/images/9781631521324.jpg
Krista He








OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Body 2.0

Finding My Edge Through
Loss and Mastectomy

Krista Hammerbacher Haapala

swp

Stk WhrTEs Prss





