
until the phone rang, it was a morning like any other. 

But soon I was sitting in my doctor’s office fidg-

eting. He looked at me with a saddened face and my heart 

skipped a beat when his hand reached out to mine. 

His voice cracked as he softly said, “You’re the last 

person I thought I would have to tell this to, Jany. You have 

breast cancer. I am so sorry.” Tears welled up in my eyes 

and my heart began to hammer. I tried to absorb what he 

was telling me, but his voice became distant through my 

heartbeat pounding in my ears. I couldn’t breathe.

How could I, a 40-year-old athlete living a healthy 

lifestyle, have cancer? Stunned, confused and sobbing, I 

trembled as I walked out the door. My husband Steven saw 

my reddened face and began to cry.

We were so emotional that the drive home was a blur. 

We sat, hugged and cried for several hours. Suddenly, I felt 

my emotional switch flip. My sadness turned to anger and 

then determination. I looked down at my breasts and with 

a stern voice said, “You picked the wrong bitch.”

Combating this unwelcome intruder took Navy SEALs 

strength. It took multiple body-altering surgeries, surgical 

complications and the toxic bombardment from hell, 

target
otherwise known as chemotherapy. Terror eventually 

turned into acceptance and I spent the next four months 

having the cherry-coloured concoction administered  

intravenously. 

I sat in a hospital room as my life was monitored with 

every drop of poison. Steven and I flipped through every 

mountain biking and climbing magazine we could find in 

search of new places to visit when this nightmare was over.

The upside of such a nasty cocktail was an increased chance 

of living longer. The brutal downside? It wiped out good cells 

along with the crap and the desire to puke never ended for four 

months. The fatigue was so brutal; I felt like I had the flu along 

with a tequila hangover and just ran a marathon. 

There was also crushing muscle and bone pain and the 

inability to walk myself to the bathroom. And, of course, 

all my hair fell out and my brain turned to mush. Before the 

C reared its ugly head, I spent my days cycling, climbing, 

running and whatever got me outside. Chemo forced me into 

an exercise diet at breakneck speed. The portions of physical 

fun were so small I was nearing starvation and insanity. 

I knew a plan was crucial to staving off sports depression 

from months of inactivity. 

“A strong, vibrant body wasn’t 
about to magically appear. Getting 
ready needed a drive beyond what 
I had ever known.”
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