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Never Clip Your Toenails While Under the Influence of Drugs

After my diagnosis, I felt relieved. I could handle losing my breasts. I just
didn’t want to lose my opal. I will admit finding that lump and hearing
the words breast cancer did scare me. But more than scaring me, it woke
me up. I wasn’t a bad person, but up until that point, I hadn’t been the best
person I could be either—especially when it came to my relationships
with the people I love the most. Grateful to have been given a second
chance, I vowed to be a more loving, understanding and patient wife and
mother. Sadly, that vow was broken 38 minutes after it was made. I know
it was 38 minutes, because on Monday, July 29, 2013 at 10 a.m., I wrote
in my journal:

According to statistics, one out of every eight women in the United
States will be diagnosed with breast cancer at some point during her
lifetime. In her autobiographical essay, author Sandy Maranto takes
us on a poignant, yet at times, humorous journey, as she reflects on
surviving breast cancer. This selection contains mature subject matter;
however, understand, this selection also contains a wealth of humor.
Sandy Maranto chose to deal with her diagnosis by using her best
defense: Her sense of humor, which varies from the sarcastic, to the
witty, to the just down right hysterical! She teaches us a valuable
life lesson: When faced with adversity, meet the challenge head on!
This selection should be portrayed by a mature female and may be
entered in either Prose Interpretation or Dramatic Interpretation. The
real drama of this selection is reflected in its honesty. This is a true
story—that mostly—really happened; therefore, play each moment for
its inspirational message. If performed in Prose Interpretation, the
drama mask icons serve as suggestions for when to turn the pages in
the manuscript.
Did she just say what I thought I heard her say? Horrified, I asked Kelly,
the woman in charge of the Women’s Conference, to repeat her last
statement. “Come again?” I said loudly from the middle of the room;
assuming that everyone knows “Come again?” is the polite translation for
“What the heck did you just say?” Kelly appeared to be unfamiliar with
the euphemism.
“What’s that, Sandy?” Kelly asked with a smile that seemed to say, “Did
you really just interrupt me?”
“I don’t think I caught the last thing you said. Could you repeat that for
me, please?” I asked with a smile that could easily be translated into, “Oh
my gosh! I’m so sorry. I didn’t know this was the type of situation where
we weren’t supposed to ask questions, and now I’m pretty sure everyone
in here thinks I’m this big jerk. I didn’t mean to be rude. I promise that
I’ll never interrupt anyone who’s speaking again for as long as I live.” My
smiles tend to say a lot.
I could feel my face redden, as all 79 eyes belonging to the 40 women in
the room, women I hadn’t met yet, turned to see who this Sandy, who so
rudely interrupted Kelly, was. I say 79 eyes, because while we were all
getting our nametags, I overheard a woman wearing a patch over her left
eye tell another woman something about a jealous girlfriend, a crowded
pool hall, and a cue stick. Anyway, as quickly as my face reddened, it
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I made an appointment, went to the doctor, and I had the lump checked
out. It was just as I had feared. It was breast cancer—but I was lucky. It
was an early stage of breast cancer. Unfortunately, even though it was
in an early stage, its multi-focal presence in my right breast prompted
the doctor to suggest a mastectomy. I opted for a bilateral mastectomy. I
figured that I might as well go for the “two-fer.” You know, two “fer” the
price of one. So it would simply be off with old, and on with the new.

NOTES
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doesn’t have a single car chase in it—not one! He takes her to see—are
you ready for this?—a romantic comedy starring Sandra Bullock. You
loved Sandra Bullock, but all he’d ever take you to see were The Fast and
the Furious movies. You then envision their wedding, and your children
lovingly asking her, “Hey, now that you’re married to Dad—and by the
way, we’re so glad he married you—may we call you Mom?” Then you
see her sitting in your bathroom at the vanity. She’s brushing her hair,
when suddenly something catches her eye. It’s a box—a very nice box.
She opens it. Her eyes widen, mesmerized by the beauty that lies within
the box’s velvet interior—your opal. Your beautiful, magnificent opal.
She removes the opal from the box and puts it around her neck. As she’s
staring into the mirror, stroking your opal, she looks over to her left at a
picture of you. She picks up your picture with her left hand, while still
stroking the opal with her right. In a very low and quiet voice, barely
audible, she whispers to your picture the words, “I win.” She smirks, as
she places your picture in the bottom drawer of the vanity—just beneath
two 500-count packs of cotton balls. Nobody will ever find you beneath
all of those cotton balls. So that’s where you remain for the rest of
her blissful marriage to your husband. Then you snap back into reality
and think, “Maybe I should go and get this lump checked out and quit
obsessing over my husband’s next wife.” So that’s what I did.
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The woman to my right, whose name tag read Cheryl, was the poor soul
who would soon be washing my poor soles. I introduced myself to her,
“Hi, I’m Sandy, and I just want to apologize in advance for what you’re
about to see.” She laughed the obligatory oh-I’m-sure-you’re-just-joking
type laugh. Soon, however, there would be no laughter—only confusion.
“What happened to your toenails???” The words fell out of her mouth
before she even had time to realize that might be a less-than-appropriate
thing to ask a woman whose name she had just learned. “Oh, I’m sorry,”
she continued, “It’s just that…well, they look so painful.”
“No problem,” I said with a smile that seemed to say, “It’s okay. I’m fully
aware that my toenails are janky!”
Cheryl continued to stare at my toenails, as if they had her hypnotized.
“So, what happened to them?”
“Well, I had this little out-patient surgery a couple of weeks ago.
Unfortunately, when I got home, I seemed lucid enough for my husband,
Tim, to leave me in bed while he ran to the store. I was still under the
influence of the anesthesia, and I probably shouldn’t have been left alone
with anything sharp. There on Tim’s nightstand was a pair of toenail

Seven months before this whole feet washing fiasco, I was at home doing
something completely uncharacteristic: I was cleaning my house. Some
dust fell onto my chest, and when I went to brush it away—I felt a lump. I
was so angry at myself. You see, it had been over two years since my last
“annual” exam, and my initial reaction after finding the lump was “Oh,
well, isn’t this just great. I’m sure I have breast cancer, and it’s probably
spread. It’s entirely my fault, because I haven’t gone to the doctor in over
two years. I’ll probably be too weak to even go on our camping trip next
summer. I’ll bet Tim will probably start dating again before I’ve even
been dead for six months. Eventually, some other woman is going to be
wearing my jewelry. Maybe I’ll just go ahead and give my jewelry to my
daughters now, so whoever Tim marries after I’m gone doesn’t get my
opal. I love that opal.”
At this point, my priorities became skewed. I didn’t seem concerned
over leaving my children without a mother. I just wanted to make sure
that some other woman didn’t get my opal. It sounds silly, I know, but
when you find a lump in your breast—thoughts about who could replace
you in your loved ones’ lives really do go through your head. You start
obsessing over the skinny, blonde, divorced mom of three from the band
boosters who flirts with your husband. You just know they’re going to
end up together. In your mind, you even see their first date, and you’re
like, “No. He. Didn’t.” But oh yes, he did! He took her to your favorite
restaurant. The one he never wanted to go to while you were alive, but
he’s trying to impress her. When he takes her to a movie, the movie
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You know, I always use diarrhea to get out of things. It’s an extremely
believable excuse. For example, no one in their right mind would call up
their boss and say, “Look, I can’t make it into work today. My diarrhea
is explosive!” unless they were being honest, right? And it’s not one
of those things that would require a doctor’s note. I’ve worked at many
places where, if you call in sick, you had better bring in a doctor’s note or
your absence will be unexcused. If you were to call your boss and say you
weren’t coming in because of a fever, chills and body aches, your boss
might say to you, “Sounds like the flu. Better go get that checked out. Oh,
and one more thing—be sure to bring me a note.” No boss needs a note
about diarrhea. It’s not even doctor-visit worthy. It is what it is; and that,
simply put, is messy and gross. Much like the state of my toenails at that
moment, so I was very distraught over my situation.

clippers, and the rest, as they say, is history. I don’t even remember
clipping them.”
“Well, if you don’t mind my asking, what type of surgery did you have,
Sandy?”
“Oh, no, I don’t mind at all. It was Stage II of breast reconstruction.”
In an instant, Cheryl’s smile was replaced by a look of pity. She embraced
me. The hug was tight and long and sincere, but I’d grown to hate these
types of moments. I wish I’d lied. I wish I’d told her I had breast
augmentation. I’d rather someone look at me, potentially, with eyes of
judgment than with actual eyes of pity.
“Oh, I’m so sorry.”
“Not as sorry as you’re going to be when you’re washing my feet!” I tried
to joke with her, but Cheryl didn’t laugh. She just gave me one of those
sad smiles. You know, one of those smiles that seemed to say, “Oh, you
poor dear. Breast reconstruction. I won’t ask any more questions, but I
know I feel so sorry for you.”
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turned pale when Kelly repeated what I thought she had said, “As a sign
of sisters serving sisters, we’re going to be washing each other’s feet.”
“NO!” echoed loudly in my head. At least I think it was just in my head.
Had I screamed that out loud? Glancing around the room and having no
eyes meet mine, I felt confident that the emphatic “no” ringing in my head
was just that—only in my head. But how was I going to get out of this?
Could I fake being sick? Would it be too suspicious if, having just asked
Kelly to repeat those horrible words, “We’re going to wash each other’s
feet,” I came down with an unexpected raging case of diarrhea?

