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Harriet Rowland — known as Hat — was 17 when she was diagnosed with 
osteosarcoma, a rare form of cancer that began in her knee. At the time she was 
a student at Queen Margaret College in Wellington, New Zealand.

Going through treatment was often a lonely time, as friends — while 
supportive — didn’t always understand Hat’s new life. This was until she fell 
in love with the character Hazel Grace from John Green’s novel The Fault 
in Our Stars, a girl who talks honestly and openly about living with cancer.
Like her, Hat found life changed in ways that were both good and bad: falling 
in love and hospital stays among them. And she was surprised by how much 
happiness there was still to find.

Throughout her journey, Hat has kept a blog called My Experience 
of Walking the Dog, and this book is a collection of those posts 
edited with the author. Why the blog title? Her parents say cancer 
is like a dog — fine if it stays in its own yard. Hat’s dog got out. 
This is her unexpected story. 

myexperienceofwalkingthedog.blogspot.co.nz

http://johngreenbooks.com/the-fault-in-our-stars/
http://johngreenbooks.com/the-fault-in-our-stars/
http://myexperienceofwalkingthedog.blogspot.co.nz/


To those who have danced through the storm
 with me, there will never be enough 

thank yous and I love yous for me to give.
We may be bruised and a bit battered 

but I wouldn’t change any of you one bit. 
You truly are my own personal miracle.



‘Keep your shit together,’ I whispered to my lungs.
The Fault in Our Stars by John Green
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From Hat

Life is a strange thing. It never seems to work out how you think it will. 
You can dream about the future, imagine what it will be like, but life has this 
naughty way of being, ‘I don’t think so!’ Life is constantly changing, and I guess 
we all learn how to adapt and change too. Nothing is certain when it comes to 
the future. Apart from death. Everybody has to die.

I was thinking about this the other day. The people who have met me since I’ve 
had cancer sometimes find it hard to fathom what I used to be like. The changes 
are not always for the better, but in my case I like who I am now as a person. I 
miss being the 10 kgs lighter that I used to be, but you can’t have everything — 
even though I try to! I had to grow up quickly with this illness, and I wouldn’t 
change anything about that. 

The truth is, if I hadn’t been through it all, I wouldn’t be who I am today.  
Dog or no dog.
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Sunday, 28 August 2011

Life is most defInitely like a roller coaster

I don’t know whether to laugh or cry when I think about the mess I am 
in. I don’t know what is going to happen, whether I will grow old, whether I will 
graduate from high school or university. Life wasn’t supposed to be like this. I 
am 17 years old, my biggest worry in life should be that my parents won’t give 
me enough money for ball dresses, or stressing about due dates for homework. I 
should not be sitting here wondering whether I have cancer or not. 

I hate that the doctors won’t tell me, and my dad won’t tell me. I want to 
believe that I am fine, but I have a tumour growing inside me and everyone is 
tiptoeing around smiling that same sad smile. They tell me they love me, but I 
don’t understand what is going on. I want to be strong. I need to be strong. I try 
to smile and act nonchalant about it. Smile, laugh and act like it doesn’t bother 
me. I can’t focus. I just want to understand what is going to happen to me. 

On Monday, I was a normal teenager. I went to hospital because my knee 
was sore after skiing. I thought my ligament had torn … how wrong was I! I 
have a lesion on my left knee. I have since had two x-rays and a blood test, 
which I found out I hate! (I don’t think the nurse was impressed when I chucked 
into the sink.) I have had a CT and an MRI and a bone scan. It’s my birthday 
on Friday, I am going to be 18. This was supposed to be the start of my adult life 
but I don’t want to start it like this. I want to be healthy, not trying to figure out 
whether I can get into university or not and if I will miss school. I wish I had 
never gone to the doctor. I wish I was still ignorant. 

I wrote this on Wednesday, 
and a lot has changed since then ... 

I found out that I do have cancer. I have a tumour growing within the femur 
in my left knee. In some sense, I don’t think it has hit me that I have cancer 
be cause I cannot stop laughing. The situation is hilarious! I almost feel like my 
life is like a movie because it is sooo overly dramatic — none of it feels real. In 
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one week, my brother cut his median nerve and tendon (the main ones to his 
left hand) and is now exhibiting THE CLAW! Then I got told on Thursday that 
I have cancer. Friday, ironically, was the Cancer Society’s Daffodil Day and my 
eighteenth birthday! If only my life had theme music. And I wonder, if my life 
is a movie, how will it end?

My family says having cancer is like having a dog, because as long as it stays 
in its yard it’s okay. When it starts digging up the bushes in the neighbour’s 
garden … not so much! I have started to tell some of my friends. This is easily 
one of the hardest things I have had to do. How do you say ‘I have cancer’ in 
a good or easy way? If anyone has any ideas please tell me, as I am shocking at 
it! I watch people try to figure out if I’m being serious, and when they realise I 
am, I have to watch the emotions course across their faces. If they start crying, 
my heart breaks a little. I want to say sorry (and often do) because all I want to 
do is fix it. 

Tomorrow, I am going to Auckland to see a specialist. To find out more by 
doing a biopsy. This scares me as I don’t know what they will find, or if I will 
like what they find.

Monday, 29 August 2011

Tomorrow is when the war begins

Tomorrow will be the first day of the rest of my life. I am Harriet 
Rowland and tomorrow I start my battle. The battle to beat my own personal 
dog. Osteosarcoma. This is my mission and, considering how many times my 
phone has gone off, I have a support crew that could fill a stadium.

Today I went to school. This in itself is strange, but not because I am some 
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rebellious child and wag all the time. It is strange because school seems so 
unimportant and insignificant now. What really matters are my friends and 
family, and spending as much time as I can with them.

Today I flew to Auckland. My parents and my brother are fussing over me. 
I am in a private room (which I am told is a very good thing). However, the 
curtains are mustard and the toilet has a nana seat over it. Overall I would give 
this accommodation a three out of ten. It is odd at night, though. It’s not quiet 
as there are constant sounds, yet there is this airy quietness that permeates the 
whole hospital. I feel like I am trapped in an old folks’ home! The thing about 
being here (with no wifi!!!) is the isolation. The fact that I mention ‘isolation’ 
means I have definitely been at school for far too long. I observe this room, and 
the thing that I notice is the bed is alone in the centre of the room. If my life is 
indeed like a movie, this shot would be examined as portraying isolation.

Today I found out I might never ski again. This may not sound like much 
to some people, but skiing is one of the most important things to me. It’s 
something I have done with my family for my entire life. It’s one thing I am 
good at. It makes me happy. No. It makes me elated. Nothing beats the rush 
of that first drop or the wind slapping your face. On a side note, I might also 
become infertile.

Wednesday, 31 August 2011

Four in a million

I am one of four people in every million that is diagnosed with osteosarcoma. 
Consequently, when ever the doctors come to see me there are millions of them! 
I almost feel like I am some sort of exciting new toy. I guess, when you consider 
how rare this is, I am indeed the doctors’ own personal sparkly toy.



11

Yesterday I had the biopsy. It was a rather strange experience. To start with, 
there was a man across the room waiting in the pre-op bay who had nasty scabs 
all up and down his arms, and looked like somebody you’d cross the road to 
avoid. Then I was wheeled into the theatre — a strange feeling in itself. You are 
pushed on your back and you are still, but the world is moving around you. The 
nurse gave me an injection and told me to breathe in and out of one of those 
masks and count … 1 … 2 … 3 … 4 … 5 … 6 … 7 … 8 … 9 … 10 …

When I woke up, I was back in my room yet I was so not there! It felt like 
I was sitting above my bed watching the conversations that surrounded me. 
I felt like I was becoming old. I could not stay awake. Half way through a 
conversation my head would droop … and … and …

I woke up at 1:30 am needing to pee, and I had three nurses help me get to the 
bathroom because I had to keep my leg straight — it hurt too much to bend. 
I had to have the nana toilet seat, and when they rolled me into the bathroom 
my nausea successfully made me throw up what little was left of my stomach 
contents. After more pain relief and anti-nausea medication, I went back to play 
with the fairies …

I woke up later in the morning feeling much better. The drugs had worn off 
and I was able to stomach some breakfast. Lunch was a different matter, it really 
looked like sick on a plate so Father was kind and got me some sushi :)

I found out the plan for the next two years of my life. I am going to have 
chemotherapy for the next twelve weeks, then have the tumour removed and 
part of my knee replaced. I will have chemotherapy for another six to twelve 
months.

I am going back to Wellington tomorrow. This makes me sooo happy. It’s 
lonely here. The flowers my friend Hannah sent and the cards from my friends 
and family make it bearable, but when I was told that I might stay here for the 
chemo, I almost broke down. I have accepted that I have cancer and that I need 
to fight it, but the idea of leaving my friends would be too hard. They are a big 
part of my life and bring me so much happiness, and always will.
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Thursday, 1 September 2011

Welcome home

Home is most certainly where the heart is and my heart is in Wellington. 
As the plane slowly descended to this great city of ours, I could not suppress 
the smile that jumped to my face. This smile only widened as I got off the plane 
and saw three of my amazing friends waiting for me at the gate. They made me 
realise how lucky I am in so many ways! And a stream of friends came to see me 
when I arrived home this afternoon.

Things like this also make you realise who your great friends are, and who are 
not. Today I heard about a girl who had broken down crying saying, ‘My best 
friend has cancer.’ I was slightly bewildered by this. A girl I would consider an 
acquaintance, who I don’t think has my cell phone number, is suddenly calling 
me her ‘best friend’. 

At first I thought it was slightly degrading, but I had a wee chuckle, and then 
I realised something. This is a big deal for so many of the people I know. Nearly 
everyone I know has been affected by cancer: an aunt, an uncle, a family friend 
… they have all suffered from it. The difference for me, though, is that I am a 
mere 18 years old and still at school. My life has barely begun. This scares people 
as it breaks apart the idea that teenagers are indestructible. It shows we are every 
bit as human as everyone else. 
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Sunday, 4 September 2011

The dilemma

It’s a weird idea. I never thought my life would end up being like this, but 
strangely I never could imagine my life after school. School is all I have ever 
known — it has been my life. Or a large part of my life at least. I have been on 
this earth 18 years. I have attended school for the better two-thirds of my life. 
The first third hardly counts because I was so small! 

I remember last year there was a group on Facebook saying, ‘If the world 
ends in 2012, I’ve wasted my whole life in school … lovely.’ At the time I had 
a chuckle, but if my life was to end now I would have spent my entire life in 
school. I do not think this is fair. 

I have decided to live my life to the fullest — not that I didn’t before! (Ask 
anyone who took IB with me in year 12 and they shall tell you so.) My eyes 
have been opened to how much time I have on this earth, and I remind you to 
appreciate what you have and live in the present.

My dad would always tell me when I asked quest ions about what came next, 
‘Just live in the moment!’ This used to frustrate me because I always wanted to 
know what I was doing next!!! But, as usual, he was right. We should just enjoy 
today, and enjoy tomorrow when it comes. 

This is my roundabout way of explaining why I have not blogged for the past 
couple of days.

My leg is slowly coming right since the biopsy. I hope that by the time the Scots’ 
ball comes around (in eleven days!!!) I should be back to how I was before the 
surgery. The school balls are my escape. I am not the most girly of girls but I 
love balls. I love dressing up. Whether it is as a cowboy or a pirate or a princess, 
I simply adore it. I love the pretence, fantasy and magic around balls. This year 
I have gone to two, and I have another two to go.

There is only one slight problem … I am getting a Hickman line inserted on 
Friday. This is to put the chemotherapy and any other medication into my body. 
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It is important that the drugs go into a vein, but when the doctors say they have 
an antidote on hand you wonder whether they are trying to kill you! However, 
off topic as normal, the Hickman line is a thin plastic tube that goes through 
my chest. How are you supposed to look good at a ball when you have a piece 
of plastic sticking out of your chest?!?

Monday, 5 September 2011

I wish I was pregnant...

When the girls at my school found out something was wrong with me, 
they were unsure what it was. Many hypotheses flew around school. However, 
the most popular train of thought led the majority of girls to conclude I was 
probably pregnant. I wish that had been true … 

Today has been soul shattering. I spent eight hours trawling around the hospital 
being prodded, pricked and even probed like some alien experiment. I had my 
blood taken four times, became radioactive and got told I have excellent hearing. 

I wonder how these doctors and nurses see me. Apart from having a limp and 
almost fainting when they tried to rob me of my blood, I show no obvious signs 
of being sick. I have no physical markers to show there is something insanely 
wrong with my body, and I guess that’s what is so odd. It seemed like such a 
little thing — I thought I had torn a tendon. It never crossed my mind that I 
would have cancer.

Back to my train of thought: what will these doctors think when they see my 
chart? They must see millions of people going through the hospital everyday … 

Hospitals are strange things, they give you this false sense that the majority 
of people face life-threatening illnesses. I wonder if the people in hospital 
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sometimes feel like they are the privileged ones instead of the healthy. This 
would be an awesome way to view the world. The idea that everyone is facing 
illnesses is comforting, however false. It makes you feel as if you are not alone. 

I am different from most people I know. 
While many people choose to be different with alternative ideas or fashion 

statements, I am different, but not by choice. I am different because of this 
ridiculous thing growing inside me. I never gave it permission to be there! It’s 
my body — I should decide what goes in and out. I guess I still want to believe 
I am in charge.

I am so unbelievably mad at cancer. I was doing well in school! I was getting 
above-average marks! I had plans to go to Rhythm and Vines over summer and 
then to Venture (a ten-day outdoor pursuit sort of camp in Tasmania). I was 
going to go to Otago next year and now … my life is fighting this.

I had no choice. 
that is the hardest part.

Thursday, 8 September 2011

The Froot Loop situation

So tomorrow I am having my hickman line put in. I have to be at the 
hospital at 7am. Now this is purely ridiculous. What sane teenager is out of bed 
before ten? Most don’t even realise the sun is shining before midday. I think 
someone should create a system so the older you are the earlier your surgery, and 
go backwards from there.

It’s weird because I have been thinking about what is going to happen next 
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year. My cancerous status has almost become old news to many. This treatment 
is going to take well over a year, and I wonder who will be with me at the end 
of it, because a year is a long time. People change and move on. They will begin 
new lives next year and set off into the world.

I wonder how many will keep in contact. This is a serious issue as I am 
absolutely useless at texting back, Facebooking or emailing. Any sort of reply 
may take hours, months, years! If you are unlucky, it might not even happen at 
all … Now this is not because I don’t love you. One of my best mates said to 
me tonight, ‘I like it when you don’t reply, it reinforces the fact that I’m talking 
to Harriet Rowland.’ I do appreciate every email, text, call and visit, as this is 
my contact with the human world. As my friends know, I am just one Froot 
Loop away from being called insane. My support crowd is what gives me some 
perspective on the real world … and gossip :)

But in all seriousness, friends are the things that keep you going. Messages 
remind me that I am not getting left behind. Texts remind me how loved I am. 
Facebook reminds me of the power of procrastination. Calls and visits keep me 
sane.

I do not intend becoming an odd child whose life is cancer. I intend to be 
me until the end. 

I thank my supportive 
friends and family 
for not passing me 

that last Froot Loop.
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Friday, 9 September 2011

All I want for Christmas is to be normal

The Hickman line is a go! It is such a strange thing. I have had two cuts made. 
One is where the dangly bits come out. The surgeon was awesome, so there is 
no chance that it’s going to be showing at either school ball! I will look like a 
normal 18 year old — though this meant that I had a room of people looking at 
me topless for well over an hour. I really wish I was normal …

The other slit is on the right side of my body, just above the clavicle. I was 
actually so impressed my year 11 PE came in handy today!! I know what a 
clavicle is!!! I felt pretty smart when I didn’t need the surgeon to explain what 
it was.

The Hickman line is painful, but strangely not where the dangly bits hang 
out. It hurts on the other side, but it’s okay if I restrict movement of my upper 
body. So I was thinking, Mum and Dad, it’s a bit too hard for me to do chores 
at the moment …

My family has been awesome throughout all of this. My brother is a little 
miffed, still, at how he only got one day of glory over his torn median nerve and 
tendon because I got told the next day that it was likely I had cancer. Sorry and 
better luck next time, bro.

My mum was waiting for me after my surgery. Once I had come back from 
the general anaesthetic (sort of ) they wheeled me to see her. She was sooo happy 
to see me!! But then they had to start checking the incisions, and all of a sudden 
she felt nauseated. Of course, being my mother, she jumps onto my bed and 
is suddenly the patient, and the nurse frets over her wanting to take her blood 
pressure.

That’s the thing for me, I have to laugh at all this. I think I have developed a 
really black sort of humour out of necessity. The only other thing I could do is 
cry because life is so unfair.

As soon as it was announced that the Rugby World Cup was going to be in New 
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Zealand, and I realised I was going to be 18, I have dreamed about it! When the 
tickets came out, Dad brought two tickets to every game so my brother and I 
could go to about half each. I am a born and bred kiwi. I love my rugby. After 
the last Rugby World Cup, I was so disappointed I could not bring myself to 
watch another game for months. 

Originally I had planned on watching the opening ceremony with my friends 
in town, but I had surgery today, so I just watched it at home with my parents. 
As the ceremony unfolded, I realised I might not be lucid enough to watch the 
final live on tv. I almost cried with the unfairness of it.

The thing you need to know about me is I don’t cry. I have only cried twice 
because of this cancer. Once was to my friend out of sheer frustration at the fact 
that my parents would not tell me what was going on, and the other time was 
to my dean at school.

My dean is one of the most amazing women alive. She is strong and 
hilariously funny. All girls who have been in year 13 at Queen Margaret College 
over the past years will understand. This woman is a living legend. She is wise, 
kind, understanding and listens to your point of view no matter what.

However, on the day I found out, I decided to go back to school for the 
afternoon. As I was walking to Hobby (my common room), I saw her and all the 
feelings racing around inside me resulted in tears leaking from my eyes without 
permission. That was two weeks ago.

I actually hate this. I hate the fact that I have to be strong. I hate that this is 
thrust on me. I hate the unfairness of it.

So my wish list has now changed ...  
I no longer wish for a perfect life.  

I wish for a normal one. 
Is that too much to ask?
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Monday, 12 september 2011

Blast off in 10 ... 9 ... 8 ... ... 

I feel like a can of worms. The nerves have slowly started setting in all day. 
I realise that in less than twelve hours I am going to be starting chemotherapy. 
This is the beginning — the beginning of my new life. My old life was full of 
childlike fun, and occasionally some work. Usually not. Today, my new life will 
begin. It will be full of white, sterile floors, tubes and — worst of all — fear. 

The fear is the thing that nobody wants to face. Up until now I could pretend 
it was not actually happening. I felt fine. Cancer was almost an abstract idea — 
one that was true, but not. Now I have no choice. I have to face the fact that it’s 
real, and I am about to get really sick.

There is one thing that nobody ever mentions: I may not survive this cancer. 
There is a 70% chance I will, but that still leaves a 30% chance that I won’t. I 
don’t want to think about what will happen if I am in that 30%, and that is why 
nobody wants to mention it, because nobody knows what they will do. 

Emma is forever saying, ‘You should stop trying to please people because you 
can’t please everyone.’ But you know what? For once my approach may be an 
advantage because I have no intention whatsoever of making people sad. I am 
going to fight this with everything I have. This sounds clichéd, but I really think 
it can eat my shorts!!! I am going nowhere. 

This is a massive mountain, and tomorrow will be the beginning of it. The 
doctors are going to try to kill me as much as they can without actually killing 
me … not sure my body is going to be very pleased with this idea. 

Not just for one month or a couple of weeks but for over a year, I am going 
to be pushed as far as I can go. I am going to be run over with tractors and 
lawnmowers, dragged behind the ferry and thrown from twenty-foot buildings 
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in an attempt to make me well. 
It’s an odd concept as I don’t feel sick — you see me and nothing seems 

wrong. I have tubes sticking out, which are a bit sore, and my knees are not 
always happy with me, but apart from that I am a fit 18-year-old girl. All my 
tests say I am in good condition except for one nasty dog bite.

That dog bite is going to go away. I am going to get better because this is my 
life and I intend to be here for a long time. 

Monday, 12 September 2011

The glory of hospitals

Okay. This is nowhere near as frightening as I thought it would be. I feel 
fine. All I am doing is peeing like there is no tomorrow! Then again I have only 
just started.

The list they read us of the possible side effects of chemo sounded rather dire. 
Not something I really want to think about.

I felt so lovely when I walked into the ward and there were some flowers 
waiting for me from good family friends. Support makes this so much easier. 



21

I was put in a room with a doddery old woman called Dolores who promptly 
excreted into her bed. Joyous, right?

I do, however, have the pleasure of visitors and, in a place like this, I love 
visitors. I always have, but here more so, since the closest people to my age are 
worrying more about menopause and less about uni next year.

I wonder if I will feel different later as I have only been getting chemo for less 
than an hour, and bucketloads of fluids before that. Oh well, whatever happens, 
onwards march!!!

Tuesday, 13 September 2011

Day 2

Feeling: pretty average. Wish: to have a new room-mate (she wet the bed 
last night and pees in a bed pan, need I say more). I have now received nearly 
all of the chemo, and they are just keeping me in under observation. Hearing 
the possible side effects is not an experience I recommend for anybody. I like 
ignorance, I think.

My body is feeling odd. I don’t feel sick exactly but I have waves of nausea 
coming and going. They are not very nice, and usually come when I am standing 
up and moving around. I don’t feel like eating much at all. I am lucky I am able 
to receive anti-nausea medicine and lots of it!

I have a weird tingly sensation in my toes and fingers, which I have been told 
is a common side effect. It’s strange, like non-painful pins and needles. I can’t 
really describe it. I am tired all the time, but that was expected.

I had friends over yesterday after school and, as my room-mate had kindly 
left a present in her bed, we went to this amazing CanTeen room. We played 
rounds of video games! It was so grand because I managed to forget that I was 

http://www.canteen.org.nz/
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in hospital. We had such a fun afternoon. People coming to visit actually make 
the place much more bearable.

My mother! Of course! She must be a subject at some point even though I can 
imagine her *gosh* sigh already. Yesterday when we were being told the side 
effects, she decided she couldn’t take me being the patient anymore and leaned 
back so quickly she banged her head against the wall! She is the biggest clutz 
out.

But I do love her, she has been great. She’s so strong and I really admire her 
for it. This is one of those situations you never want to be in. Your child has 
cancer. This must be a fear that crosses all new and old parents’ minds. I am so 
sorry you have to go through this, Mum, but I love your strength.

I think I might have to stop now, the room is starting to smell a bit funky 
again. If I get that decrepit, please shoot me.

thursday, 22 september 2011

The question of the turd

Well … that sucked. Walking the dog is not as pleasant as it sounds. It 
has been a rough week. It was strange, though, because when I first went into 
hospital I was fine. The chemo started and I was fine … but I got progressively 
sicker and sicker.

I couldn’t eat anything, and fluids were admin istered through my Hickman 
line for three days after my chemo finished. I am supposed to drink at least two 
litres of fluid a day, so I am like a yo-yo between bed and the toilet!

Those who visited me got very used to the frequent visits to the toilet, and 
I must thank them for that. Visitors — whether they are young or old, close 
or not — are wonderful. I really appreciated everyone who came and saw me. 
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It was a great distraction talking to people or, in many cases, listening to the 
conversation surrounding me.

The other thing that has been awesome has been the number of letters and 
cards and Facebook messages and texts from people constantly reminding me 
that they are there for me. It sounds weird, but it’s easier walking the dog with 
people who care.

Today, I went and got a wig from this amazing lady who lives in Northland. 
I went to her house and sat and chose my wig (and did some serious damage on 
the parental wallet), but what struck me was how lucky I am.

Don’t get me wrong, I understand I have absol utely terrible luck to be the 
one person in the entire Wellington region (statistically) to be diagnosed with 
osteosarcoma this year. But I am lucky in the fact that I have amazing parents 
and friends, and a support system I would find hard to rival.

My mum has been allowed to take the rest of this year off to look after me. 
This is sooo fortunate. I am extremely lucky that we are able to do this. Thank 
you, parents, for not flunking out of uni and working hard!

This is really good for me because I have been relegated to baby status this 
past week. In hospital I even had to have my mum help me have a shower. I was 
completely useless. I could not text, go on Facebook, read, even watch TV. I was 
a complete invalid.

I am happy to be home and feeling better, finally. I had to have a complete 
change of anti-nausea drug regime from the first one I was on, and it is now 
about a week since chemotherapy finished, but I am feeling much better.

So now the question of the turd — a metaphorical one, not a real one this 
time. I am at the stage where I have to wonder whether I am still nauseous 
because of the chemo or nauseous because of the continuous drugs. Ten pills 
a day does not keep the doctor away … unfortunately. So the plan is to slowly 
ween myself off my drug habit. 

This post has been written over two days so please excuse the disjointedness of 
some of it. New chains of thought and — rah! Feeling nauseous is a good time 
to stop writing because the product is usually greatly sub-par or, as my kind 
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boyfriend likes to say, ‘It’s obvious you are on something.’
I am going into school for morning tea, to celebrate my lovely Hobbits’ 

valiant and determined swotting for mocks this past week (and, according to 
what we tell our parents, months before that too …) I am excited about seeing 
them all.

My year group is tiny — less than sixty-five girls — and we all share this 
amazing common room called Hobby. It’s the coolest common room ever, 
actually a house! We all pretty much live there. It means that everyone knows 
everyone and everything about everyone …which is occasionally a pain. In the 
long run, though, these girls have been my classmates for seven years and I am 
sooo lucky to have them.

They are all completely insane in their own glorious way and I HAVEN’T 
SEEN THEM IN OVER A WEEK. This feels odd because they are my 
constant, my stability. As you can see from this massive rant, I am very excited 
to be going to see the girls today, even if I will have to just lie on the couch and 
be smothered/smother others with hugs.

On this note, I must get ready.

What used to take me FIve minutes  
now takes about an hour!  

DeFInitely back to baby status.

Thursday, 22 September 2011

The Hobbits

I am purely blown away. I don’t know what to think! Is this not one of the 
most beautiful quilts you have ever seen? I was almost in tears when the girls 
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presented it to me! Every girl in my year created an amazing patch, and they 
have all been sewn together. It sounds weird, but this is so perfect. 

Next year, we all go out into the real world, and many of my closest friends 
are going to the opposite side of the world on their adventures. But I am going 
to be here, and that sucks. 

I was meant to be going with them. I was meant to be, but I am not, and 
that’s hard. The quilt is almost perfect because now I can keep some of each of 
my friends with me, even when they can’t physically be there. I know that they 
are with me forever, on this and the other journeys of my life. Sorry about the 
cheese, but it’s true. I love you guys sooooooooo much!! I may have needed to 
grab a few tissues writing this, but — ahhhhh — sooo amazing!! 

So much love. I am so lucky to be a Hobbit.
It was nice seeing everyone, too, even though I was really weak and couldn’t 

stand up for very long. I managed to sit out on the lawn in one of the chairs. It 
made me so happy. One thing that surprised me was the way people were unsure 
on the topic of whether to visit me or not. COME VISIT ME!!!!!!!! 

Seriously, anyone, anytime. Flick me or my parents a text, and come. Your 
company is loved and adored. You don’t have to stay for long, or you can stay as 
long as you want. If I am too sick, I will say!

Bring stuff! Do not feel you need to bring stuff! Just bring you! If you really 
want to bring something, homebaking is always a hit (my mother, as much as I 
love her, is no baker). In all seriousness, just bring yourself.

I hope that clears up the debate in your mind of whether to come or not 
:) and took your mind off my mushiness about how amazing the Hobbits are. 
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Saturday, 24 September 2011

Every day is a gift

The moulting is slowly starting. It’s the beginning of the bald phase of my 
life. Oddly enough, the hair is not falling out in huge chunks, instead each 
individual strand is starting to come loose. I don’t even feel it. I thought huge 
clumps would come out every time I ran my hand through my hair, but they’re 
not. It’s just one or two individual hairs at a time.

I thought I would be upset watching my hair go. It sounds stupid, but as an 
18-year-old girl, my hair is important to me. I am also strangely excited. I love 
my wig. It’s nicer than my actual hair.

My hair over the years has been so abused by me. In the past three years it has 
been blonde to chocolate-brown and back again. I have bleached, stripped and 
coloured my hair about once every two months, and consequently destroyed my 
mum’s wallet and my hair.

Thinking about it, though, hair is such a pain. You have to wash it, brush it, 
maintain it. It takes soooo much effort and I am so lazy. The idea of whipping 
on a wig and going out is actually rather appealing. I hope my head is not 
deformed or something. That could be awkward.

Now onto more important things: THAT TRY LAST NIGHT. I am so 
unimpressed with the French. If you didn’t watch it (you should have) the ref 
was talking to the All Blacks, and then the French decided to start playing and 
score a try … and the ref gave it to them! Lucky the French are useless and lost 
anyway — but so not cool.

I was talking to my mate who was watching it with me, and he was right, 
it may have been a ‘legal’ try but it wasn’t very ethical. The French showed bad 
sportsmanship with that one. They were losing, and could have lost graciously, 
but that was a bit of a low blow. It may have been legal, but it left a bad feeling 
in the stomach.

It’s interesting when something like cancer happens because it puts things 
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into perspective. Stupid girly fights = pointless. That perfect dress = might be 
important still / not really, but hey! — it’s pretty! The things that are truly 
important are people, and doing what you love. Enjoying life. Not putting it 
on hold. Not doing physics at uni because it will give you a good job, but doing 
archaeology, which you love. It makes choices simpler. It emphasises living now 
because who knows what tomorrow will bring.

It also emphasises not dwelling on what could have been, but enjoying what is. 
Last night I could have had a fat cry about how unfair it was that I wasn’t able 
to go to the Wellington College ball, which I had been looking forward to for 
months, but instead I had a great night eating fried rice and watching the rugby 
with a great mate.

Enjoy life, you never know 
what will happen.

Thursday, 29 September 2011

My friends are so legit

My friends. wow. oh. wow.

They are actually so amazing! I do not understand what I did to deserve these 
children! My friends Harriet and Kat have decided to go insane and shave their 
hair to match me. This is a really kind gesture. On top of this, they decided to 
raise money for the Malaghan Institute of Medical Research. If you want to 
donate, they have set up online donations at:

fundraiseonline.co.nz/harrietrowland/

http://www.fundraiseonline.co.nz/HarrietRowland/
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The reason I bother to mention this is because I think cancer research is 
important — so many people are affected by it — and because I cut my hair on 
Tuesday. 

My hair is slowly falling out, and I decided it was rather annoying having 
long hair, so I went and got it cut!

The thing that is interesting is the way people look at me now. 
I didn’t end up being able to go to the Scots’ ball which sucked. I made my 

boyfriend a complete loner. Poor child was MC of the ball and had to turn up 
dateless. How he puts up with me, I truly have no idea. I decided that there was 
no way I could make my parents buy me a stunning Juliet Hogan dress and not 
wear it anywhere, so I dressed up, and hence the photo! Then I made Pan dress 
up in a suit, and off we trotted to a restaurant called Ancestral.

It was soooo yummy. The food is delicious and I had great company, but 
I noticed other people in the restaurant looking at us a little oddly, almost 
question ing why two teenagers were dressed up so nicely and at a restaurant. 
However, I had a lovely night and it didn’t really matter in the grand scheme 
of things. It’s interesting, though, because my new haircut — while being very 
practical — is unusual for a girl my age interested in guys. As my brother says, 
it screams ‘lesbian’, which I think is stupid.
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People judge so much about a person from their looks. I guess that’s why 
a uniform is so good. I wonder if judgement based on appearance will ever be 
redundant, but I don’t think so. It is odd, though, because it’s something we 
have very little control over. 

The way we appear says a lot about us. There is a reason why goths, for 
example, dress in a particular way. We all feel we can convey meaning through our 
appearance, but then get pissed off when people assume things inappropriately 
or incorrectly.

Life is sooo odd.

Today I went up to Auckland and met with my surgeon and discussed my 
operation. I am going to have a bone graft on my knee, and the surgeon is 
going to try and save my knee articular surface. In normal language, that’s the 
area where the femur and tibia meet. This is going to be amazing, because it 
means that if it works I will not have to have a knee replacement at a later date. 
However, it is going to suck. BIG TIME. This is because when then the tumour 
is taken out, they will have to replace the bone with dead-guy bone.

Now dead-guy bone is great but it won’t attach itself to my bone while I am 
on chemo. This means that my leg will not be able to have any weight on it for 
about nine months (if not longer) after surgery. How lame is that? 

After this news, I did some great retail therapy and got a lovely maxi dress 
to hide the brace I have to wear. Apparently my knee is weak and prone to 
breaking, and if it breaks there is a high chance they will have to amputate — so, 
‘Hello, leg brace!’ I also bought a groovy orange belt and to-die-for bag. Thank 
you, Mummy!! I guess there are some upsides to cancer.
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Saturday, 1 October 2011

Migraines are nasty, with a capital N

So unimpressed with this migraine. It ruined my weekend plans. I have 
been upchucking here, there and everywhere. Thank the gods that I have a legit 
stockpile of anti-nauseas, because that means it will not ruin my Sunday.

I had a really cool day on Friday, though. It was my school’s house music 
day. The year 13 dance was especially hilarious! Check it out. The video quality 
is not very good but it does give you a great indication about how awesome the 
girls in my year are. I actually adore them! The hilarious moments never cease :)

Even more importantly, STIRLING WON!!! (First equal, but shush!!) WE 
WON!!! We are the house that is known for losing everything. I have always 
kinda loved it because we were the underdogs … but this year, we won!! I must 
say the house leaders put so much effort into the day, and as always it was 
amazing.

I cannot mention house music without mentioning the teachers’ video. 
Every year the media teacher makes this hilarious staff video where she gets 
all the teachers dancing. Every year it’s a little bit different, but this year she 
excelled herself.

I seriously have been so lucky going to Queen Margaret’s. It has been a really 
amazing place to go to school, and I would seriously recommend it. I have 
enjoyed my time so much. I know I talk about school a lot, but hey! — what 
can you expect? I am a teenager. School = Life!

Tomorrow I am going to be better. No choice. 

BAM! 
and the migraine is gone ... 

I hope. 

http://http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LXZpyZHyflk
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Monday, 3 October 2011

Plan B

I am almost completely bald. The beautiful short haircut gone. The past two 
days I have had to wear my wig or a hat. They are great for feeling normal, but 
annoying. I want to take my wig off and for there to be hair there. I want this 
to have been a dream.

It’s not a dream, though, it’s life. My life. Tomorrow I will be admitted to 
hospital for three weeks. When that’s done I will have two weeks out. In one of 
which I won’t feel very well. I have one week in every five weeks when I am me. 
I have only fourteen days left of this year when I will feel good.

That sucks because my poor friends will come and visit me, and I will be so 
happy to see them, but I will be sick. The thing that’s so hard is that I cannot see 
the end. I am only just beginning, but so are all my friends. We are setting out 
into the world to figure out what we want to be and then finding our ‘Plan B’. 
This is my Plan B and it sucks, but I need to smile or I will start to cry.

Last year this amazing woman called Mai Chen came to our school and talked 
about how life is nothing but Plan B. The idea behind her talk was that life never 
works out how you want it to — it changes in crazy ways, and you need to adapt 
and work with Plan B.

My plan was to go to Otago Uni. I was going to apply to hostels, and pray to 
get into one. I was going to do a Bachelor of Science with a major in Psychology 
and Genetics, and a minor in Bioethics. This was the plan because the courses 
sounded interesting, and I am interested in them. I was not sure.

Plan B hit me slam in the face. I have cancer. I have to fight it with every fibre 
of my being. I occasionally get angry because it was not something I wanted. 
But it’s happening, and I cannot turn my back on it. I do not want to go into 
hospital for three weeks but I will. I’ll get through that, then I am going to 
reward myself. Last night I had lots of friends over to watch the Warriors’ game. 
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We lost, but you know what? That didn’t matter  
one bit to me BECAUSE I WAS SURROUNDED  

BY FRIENDS AND PEOPLE I LOVE. They were happy   
AND, most importantly, I got pizza. 

Plan B was not something that I chose but I am going to make the best of it 
because I only have one life and, seriously, what is the point in being unhappy? 
Why waste time with it? Life comes quickly, it can go even faster. My life is Plan 
B. Go figure.

Wednesday, 5 October 2011

Warm fuzzies

Hospital is not great, but I’m feeling much better than I did last time. I am 
able to hold conversations with many of my visitors, and Ashna, who goes to my 
school, has written a beautiful song: 

soundcloud.com/ashna-basu/you-can-take-mine 

It made me cry — it is such a beautiful song!!! I adore it. I am a music geek, 
so this means it is so much beautiful!!! Beautiful, beautiful, beautiful. There is 
nothing else I can say right now!

In other news: Jossi Wells. Jossi Wells is world free-skier and a genuinely 
lovely guy. You can meet him here. When I was down south, I skied with him, 
and when I say skied with him, I stood in awe!! But hey! — photographic 
evidence provided.

Jossi sent me an email, which is amazing because being winter, he has so much 

https://soundcloud.com/ashna-basu/you-can-take-mine
https://www.facebook.com/jossiwells?fref=ts
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on his mind. It’s insane how many people care, and it matters because this 
chemo is not fun.

\

Chemo Makes You Insane!

Chemo brain:
1. I don’t know when things happen. 

1. I don’t know what I say. 
1. I lose track of time. 

1. I don’t make a hell of a lot of 
sense most of the time.

L-R: Sarah, Jossi, Jess and me!
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Friday, 7 October 2011

What happens when I don’t get 
my cheeseburger

It’s good to be feeling better in hospital. The only thing is they need to 
wake you up all the time to do lots of different checks, but hey! — this means 
you get a relatively lucid blog update.

The reason I am sure I am feeling better is … if I was listing my emotions 
right now ‘hungry’ would be right on top. Luckily I have some chips to satisfy 
this.

I also know this, because one of the funniest things to happen to me in a 
while actually happened in hospital. I was lying here. In this bed. Which is a 
single room (jackpot! — no room-mate to complain about this time.) All of a 
sudden I started to get this real hankering for … a Maccas cheeseburger. So I 
did the normal thing of texting the boyfriend who was coming in for a visit. He 
turned up all smiles. With no cheeseburger. 

I did not find this acceptable.
His excuse was that he was on the bus.
Somehow in my drug haze, I managed to get my jelly in his hair. I found this 

so funny, I decided that was exactly where the rest of the jelly should go too. Pan 
really is a marvel to put up with me sometimes.

It may seem like such a childish thing to do AND it was, but I am child. I am 
18. A supposed adult, but not really. I still need my mum to shower me on 
occasion. I need my family around me to feel safe. 

I am an adult with training wheels. Learning and trying to become one, but 
not quite there … yet.
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Monday, 10 October 2011

Insanity

I am officially an excessive overeater. I need to join Overeaters Anonymous. 
I escaped this place they call the hospital for all of three days, and it was glorious!

I love being at home, and nothing was nicer than sitting outside (yes, it was 
sunny in Wellington) and chatting with friends — but I’d developed cooped-
chicken syndrome. I realised that for ONE WHOLE WEEK I had only been at 
home or hospital. Nowhere else.

I wanted to get out. I was going insane. I was DFHAGFHDGO! I am far 
too social for my own good. I have never spent this much time at home … ever. 
I have always enjoyed being out and about, and was known for disappearing 
for entire weekends at a time with my parents relying on intermittent texts for 
updates on my whereabouts. I must have worried them.

I worry my parents still. I think I always shall. There won’t be a time ever 
that I won’t. 

I was a bit of a wild-child 
last year, and this year, cancer ... 

what next? I am unsure how 
I am going to top this one. 

I have made my parents live out every parents’ night mare! Oh well, another 
week of chemo starting today. This week, hopefully, I should be okay. I’ll have 
an amazing chemo brain so beware of my blog. It may become even more 
riddled with insanity!
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Monday, 17 October 2011

Rugby? ohhh yeahhh

Hospitals are odd places. They are a world of their own. They seem to 
function on their own time and never seem to sleep. There is always something 
happening. 

Today is surgery day! I have to get another Hickman line put in! It all started last 
Friday … I think Mum must have been feeling a bit bad for going away (she was 
leaving me and going to her university reunion for the weekend). I figured this 
out when she turned up with not only my favourite sushi but one of the rolls 
that I love from my favourite bakery, and a cream donut! However, I was most 
impressed, and I think she should go away more if I get food like that. 

Anyway she ended up going away and having a marvellous weekend. It was 
odd, though, because as I was sitting there (nursing my belly after so much good 
food), I noticed that my shirt on one side was rather wet. I called in my nurse 
to have a look, and she took one look and promptly informed me that my line 
was almost out. 

The line was supposed to last me the entire time I was on chemo — go figure! 
I am an odd case.

I went home on Saturday, anyway, much to my pleasure, and I managed to 
watch the RUGBY!!! OHHHHH YEEEEEAAAAAHHHH!!!!! I really do feel 
like doing a dance just thinking about the game. 

The Welsh should have won, that is the only shame. The French were almost 
beaten by a fourteen-man side who far outplayed them, but I guess that’s life!

I was supposed to start chemo today, but the liver is a little grumpy with me. 
The liver is affected by methotrexate (one of the types of chemo I get) and it 
needs to recover to be able to take the next type of chemo. This means the next 
round has been delayed until my liver function comes to play.

This is lame but this is life! 
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Thursday, 20 October 2011

Fears of life

I now have a brand new Hickman line. It was bit of a mission as they had to 
make two cuts to find a vein big enough. The cut where they found the vein is 
at the base of my neck just above my collarbone, so it’s a bit harder to hide than 
the one before, but that’s okay.

I was more concerned because I was ‘nil by mouth’ for about twenty-four 
hours before the surgery. I was sooo hungry!! All I could talk or think about, 
and just generally BREATHE, was food! I have since caught up on the food I 
missed.

I am a bit nervous about tomorrow. I have not been that nervous about any of 
the other rounds of chemo, but tomorrow I am going to start the chemo that 
makes me incredibly sick. YAY!! Hopefully it should be better than last time 
because they have my nausea medicine under control, but it’s still scary. Lucky 
me, I have pretty pills which will help. What about everyone else?

What scares me more than the idea of being sick is the idea of being left 
behind. Nothing scares me more. I know it’s crazy, but until August next year I 
can pretty much give you a schedule of my life. It is basically a five-week cycle 
where I am living the same five weeks over and over and over and over and over 
again, but my friends aren’t. My friends are facing other huge scary challenges, 
like leaving school and deciding what to do! — and God forgive them if they 
don’t know.

There is so much pressure 
on people my age  

to know what they want to do with  
the rest of their lives  

but who really knows at 18? 
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Isn’t the idea to change and then change some more? But anyway, while my 
friends are on this adventure of self-discovery, I shall be sitting in the same place.

And this is what scares me most. 

In their new lives, how much time will my friends have for me? It’s a selfish 
thought, and it’s awful that I am not being more supportive, but hey! — I am 
nothing if not honest. That is my biggest fear. And birds! Whoever invented 
those cretinous creatures …

Thursday, 27 October 2011

Nature and things

Today is the day! Today is the day my friends, brother and boyfriend decided 
to lose their luscious locks in support of me and to raise money for cancer 
research. Man! How lucky am I? Seriously, not only are they doing this but 
friends are coming from all over Wellington to support them. I seriously cannot 
believe how lucky I got with my friends.

The thing is, they are my life now. I have no life really; it’s rather boring. It’s 
just chemo, sickness, then better — for a small amount of time — then it starts 
all over, and I have to do this for eight months. So I live vicariously through my 
friends. 

At the moment, because of exams, there is very little scandal, but soon it shall be 
SUMMER! Not that it looks like it outside … oh well. Weather is yet another 
thing we cannot plan. Most people spend their whole lives making plans (I am a 
very good example of one!) — but what happens when these plans don’t work? 

I really like biology (nerd right!) and in nature when the environment of an 
organism changes it will either adapt or die out. It’s interesting watching my 
family (yes, this is as creepy as it sounds) change and adapt to living with cancer.
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My mother is a marvellous woman but she has never really been the sort 
of mum to wait on her children hand and foot. She was always keen for me to 
try things myself and establish my independence. Yet, I have regressed back to 
being a baby and need so much help all the time. It’s not easy on her. 

She is used to constantly doing things and is very bad at sitting still but she, 
like rest of my family, is slowly adapting … slowly getting used to this new life 
that I have made them have. Sometimes nature is cruel.

Monday, 31 October 2011

Yay for sickness!!

So I am neutropenic. In regular human-speak this means I have no immune 
system — lucky me! I have picked up some sort of a bug, so it’s hospital time. 

Onto more exciting things, though. The weekend was amazing. The girls and 
boys looked seriously attractive with their shaved heads :) In the end, we had five 
guys and two lovely ladies lopping off their locks!! Thanks to Ben White for the 
photos. I have stolen them!! They are rather amazing, my dear. 

After all the hair had departed heads, we decided to go inside for some good old 
food, and ate ourselves silly. So, overall, I would say that I had an amazing night, 
and I hope everyone else did too. 

On Saturday I went to my friend Willy’s umu. It was so lovely as I got 
to have a good catch up with lots of mates I hadn’t talked to in a while, and 
ate SUCH YUMMY FOOD. I am going to come out of this like ten tonnes 
heavier, because all I do is eat, sleep and socialise, which usually involves food.

On Sunday — just to continue the trend of eating — I went to lunch 
with one of my best mates, Claudia. She is actually one of the most awesome 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1k6WfWlQi0c


40

people you could ever know. It also happened to be her birthday. Sadly, my silly 
bleeding noses put a little damper on the mood. 

At some point in my life, I must thank my baby brother, Tom. He drives me 
everywhere and is just a general cool cat. He brought me chocolate on Saturday 
(and got into some serious good books with that one!!)

So I went home, driven à la brother, and tried to relax. Dad came home proud 
as a peacock because he had won the semi-final of his golf tournament and 
was into the final. I wasn’t feeling great, though, so I asked Dad to get the 
thermometer and BAM! — temperature. So off to ED he took me.

I had one of the creepiest experiences in the ED waiting room. I have a little 
card to make sure I get whisked through and don’t have to wait in the waiting 
room with millions of sick people, but I sat down to fill out a form and — as I 
was writing away — along comes the Lady in the Hat.

The Lady in the Hat has very bad eye makeup: panda eyes to rival even 
Caitlin’s sister. She comes over to me and asks, ‘Have you seen a car?’ I am 
unsure what to say, so I sit there quietly hoping she will go away. She continues, 
‘I am new to Wellington and I have lost my car. It’s silver.’ And she recites some 
sort of number plate.

She then states loudly that it’s HERS, nobody else’s, and proceeds to try to 
give me a cell phone number, so I can text her if I see it. I reply that I have cancer 
so I spend most of my time in hospital and am unlikely to see her car. She tries 
to give it to me anyway, and says she could visit me. 

Some things are worse than cancer, and I think psychiatric problems are 
seriously one of the worst things that can happen to a person. Dad came to my 
rescue, and took me away from the waiting room.

I then had to lie in a bed in a room that smelled faintly of pee for many 
hours. Father was great and stayed for the whole time, keeping me company. 
Unlike Mother he can actually sit still, and is very patient. Telling Mother not 
to come was the wisest thing I ever did. 

So that brings us to now, and I am just chilling back in my favourite ward. 
I have a single room, so no bed-pooping room-mate. I have to get a blood 
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My baby brother, Tom, the skux that he is … Pan. I now have a skinhead 
for a boyfriend. How 

joyous is that?

Mr James Kane 
(sorry about the eyebrow).

Don’t they look pretty???

transfusion because my red blood cells are low, as well as antibiotics and a few 
jabs into my belly. But aside from that … not too much.
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Wednesday, 2 November 2011

Happiness

As I was roaming the internet tonight trying to coax sleep closer. I found 
this amazing quote and, as most quotes with pretty pictures do, it got me 
thinking. I like it. I really do.

‘The HAPPIEST PEOPLE 
DON’T HAVE THE BEST 

OF EVERYTHING, 
THEY JUST MAKE 

THE BEST OF EVERYTHING.’

It’s so simple and yet so true, and it’s kinda easy to forget. Everyone is surrounded 
by crap, and sometimes it’s piled so high it’s hard to see over.

I will not be the first person to say chemo is crap. I would hate it, but that 
would involve physically having enough strength to hate it. As I don’t have 
much energy, there’s no chance I am wasting my hate on chemo. But it does 
suck.

There are so many things that cancer has stolen from me — but you know 
what? Forget it! I am happy. 

Today I made it out of hospital.  
I had strawberries my grandma  

brought down from Hawkes Bay, I bought 
the new Florence & The Machine CD,  

and I even ate a Crunchie!

That’s my day today. It may be little things, but hey! — little is better than 
nothing. That’s how I look at life. It’s how I have to look at life, because if I 
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counted up the things that I couldn’t do because of cancer, I’d literally not be 
able to stop crying.

Friday, 11 November 2011

THE FIGHT

One day this will all be over but until then … I just keep on fighting it. It’s 
hard. I will never be able to say it isn’t. This week is a testament to that. It was 
supposed to be my easy week and just … no. It was not, at all. I wish I could fast 
forward next year, but hey! — life isn’t like that.

You get your ups, you get your downs. I’ve had it pretty easy. I can’t believe 
the things I used to complain about. They seem so silly. So pathetic. Even now 
there are many people who have it much harder than me.

I tried to make a wish today as it was 11:11 on the 11/11/11. I ended up just 
being thankful for all the things that I have in my life. I can’t tell you my wish 
but it wasn’t for me. It never will be. Don’t get me wrong, I wish more than 
anything that I was a normal teenager. I wish I’d never had to go through any of 
this. I wish I didn’t have to grow up so fast. I wish I could have the wild summer 
that I’d planned.

But I still have my family and my friends, and I am going to come through 
this fine. There are those who sit on the sidelines, like my brother, who see how 
much it hurts me and can do nothing but be there — and who would give 
anything to be in my place but can’t.

Imagine if I don’t make it. I don’t even like to think about what it would do to 
my family. I can only begin to imagine the pain families feel who lose their kids 
or sisters or parents to this thing.

So this is my fight. I will fight as hard as I possibly can because I never want 
to hurt you.
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Monday, 21 November 2011

The norm

My mother constantly tells me I should update this blog, and I should. 
Sorry for being rather useless. The thing is, when I go to write on my blog 
I normally have some sort of reason for updating it — something new has 
happened or something has changed.

At first it was really easy to update because every thing was so new and so different 
from what I was used to, but living like this — three weeks in hospital, ‘two 
weeks out’— has become my norm. I say ‘two weeks out’, because every time I 
have ended up going back into hospital for at least one of them.

What is not normal is I got to meet Piri Weepu and Cory Jane. They came 
to visit me :D (if you don’t know who they are, you should). This was VERY 
exciting. I wish I had actually been more ‘with it’, though, because I can’t 
remember many of the specifics of what we actually talked about …

I have now finished all of my pre-operation chemo! This is a very YAY! moment, 
because in my treatment I have three steps:

1. Pre-op chemo 
2. The operation ... DUN DUN DUN 

3. Post-op chemo

So once I have the surgery, it’s like I am halfway there, even though I still have 
six to nine months more chemo.

Jannie is over from Germany. Jannie is like my surrogate aunt — she is one 
of Mum’s best friends and has sort of been there all my life. It’s been amazing 
spending time with her! She leaves tomorrow, which sucks, but I can’t really 
complain.
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It’s hard for me to lie here and think about what I have been doing, because it 
is so normal now for me. It’s kind of amazing what can become normal. I feel 
normal, yet I still can’t stand for more than three minutes without feeling like I 
just ran a marathon. 

Who is normal though??

Sunday, 27 November 2011

The ridiculously happy

As the title points out, I am ridiculously happy!! I have now been out of 
hospital for eight days!! This is the longest time I have been out of hospital since 
I started chemo!!! I have had the most amazing week seeing my friends and 
feeling normal. 

I never thought that little things could give me such pleasure. I am not a 
religious person, but I feel like I should thank someone because I am so happy. I 
look at my bed (where the quilt is that the Hobbits made me) and I smile. Life 
is odd like that, it hands you something downright awful and all you can do is 
smile at the good. 

Today I had breakfast with my brother and my friend Toby. This might 
sound a little odd but — as I’ve said before — my brother is a really cool cat. I 
have been friends with him ever since I was little, and now I’m sick he drives me 
around everywhere. After breakfast, we tried to do some Christmas shopping, 
and then I went to a movie with the lovely Pam (who was my nanny for many 
years), my mother and my grandmother. It was an interesting movie about this 
choreographer called Pina and her dance troupe. 

Later I went to my boyfriend Pan’s house and watched him get dressed up in his 
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beautiful Scots’ prefect uniform. It left me howling with laughter on the floor. 
I suggest if anyone is feeling down they should watch their boyfriend dress up 
in a kilt. 

I went to dinner with some good friends, which is always a lovely experience. 
As you can see, life out of hospital is not a bad one. I am seriously and utterly 
ridiculously happy. 

Life is good. I wish everyone shared this thought.

Monday, 5 December 2011

From the ridiculously happy to  
the ridiculously nervous

I am lying in a hospital bed looking out across Auckland. I am in a room with 
four elderly ladies. Two of them are rather sick and have been sleeping all day, 
but there is one old lady who is lovely. I have the most beautiful view of the Sky 
Tower and the city as I happen to be on Floor 14, Ward 75. Even so, I can’t help 
but wish the sky would come and rescue me.

I am so nervous about the surgery tomorrow, I want to cry, scream and put my 
foot down. I do not want to do it. I want to be a child again. I want to be able 
to walk. Next year I am not going to be able to walk.

My life is going to get harder. The chemo is going to intensify after the 
surgery, I am going to be in hospital more, and for a year I am not going to be 
able to put any weight on my leg AT ALL. My life is already hard. Excuse my 
French but this is not f**king fair.

The worst thing is I know that I have to do this. It’s either this or I will 
die. That sounds overly dramatic but it’s the truth. Those are my options and I 
have no intention of letting myself die. I can’t do that, not to my family or my 
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friends, and most importantly I have a Euro trip, which I planned to take on 
my parents’ credit card. 

Next year is going to suck but I am lucky I have the most amazing friends. 
Life could be so much worse. I could be a hermit and have no friends. My 
friends have literally not let me be lonely.

I have been out of hospital for the past two weeks (the first time since I 
started chemo that it has been a full two weeks), and for that time I have been 
out for nearly every lunch and dinner, and to so many parties.

I have spent so much time with friends that I will treasure. They make me 
feel normal and give me strength to face tomorrow. Life would be easier if I 
didn’t wake up tomorrow, BUT there are so many good things in life I just have 
to be strong and get through the bad. The bad may be ridiculously hard, but 
when I think back over the last two weeks or the past year, I have had so many 
good times that vastly outweigh the bad.

As the saying goes, ‘I am richer in one moment with my friends than if I had 
all the money in the world.’ I am lucky because I have so many moments. Thank 
you. You — my friends — make me stronger than I ever thought I could be.

Monday, 12 December 2011

Tomorrow is always better

The morning of the surgery (6 december) I awoke with my family and 
surgeons around me. The family was giving words of encouragement. The 
surgeons were trying to make sure I understood the procedure. Inside me there 
was a war raging: nausea and wanting to curl up like a baby and refuse to go 
against wanting the surgery to go ahead. As I am 18, I thought this battle was 
ridiculous — so I just smiled and nodded at everyone. 
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Luckily for me, I didn’t have to face it for long. I was soon surrounded 
by bewildering blue creatures who probed me with needles (even one in my 
spine) … and then BAM! All went black. Nine hours later … 

Please note, before I start my explanation, all surgeries have the same end goal: 
to remove the tumour. 

The tumour was located in the bottom of my left femur and, when they were 
operating, the surgeons realised that it was a large one. This caused problems 
when it was removed. The surgeons knew if they saved the joint surface, the 
minute I put weight on it the joint would break. So that was a bummer. Then 
they tried to do a bone graft with the knee joint from another person, but the 
bone graft did not fit with my leg properly. I now have a knee that is a mixture 
of metal, donor bone and my au naturel bone. It’s a bit of a tight fit to have all 
three in there, so let’s hope the party doesn’t get too raucous!

My new knee is awesome, because I might be able to put weight on my leg 
by January rather than next November!!! This is an amazing advantage as it 
means that I can go and visit my friends around the world, wherever they are. 

With any replacement there are disadvantages. One disadvantage of this 
surgery is that it is a partial knee replacement, so there is metal in my knee. I 
am going to look like a fool with my pants on the ground in airport security! 
Another disadvantage of the surg ery is that I will need another knee replacement 
in ten to twenty years, and I will always have to be careful. After the second knee 
replacement I will have to have another one, and once that knee replacement 
has worn out, I may have to get my leg amputated.
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I also have to live a careful life. This means no skiing, no running … and I will 
have to be careful of my weight. That perhaps is not such a bad thing — but I 
love food sooo much!!

Plus I hear the scars are pretty impressive,  
and help us get them boys. Who needs milkshakes?

Over the past couple of days I have been in a lot of pain as we have had some 
problems with the pain medication, but finally we’ve sorted most of it out. I have 
been really lucky, though, because my whole family and Pan (my boyfriend) and 
Ollie (one of my seriously amazing friends) and Sophie and Alice (my cousins), 
and lots of other friends and family, have visited me here in Auckland hospital. 

I went through a dark patch while my pain medication wasn’t working. I felt 
this huge weight on my shoulders and could see no way of ever getting past it, 
but Pan and Ollie were there reminding me I wasn’t alone. I would then think 
about the Hobbits, which made things easier. I was going through a hazy sort 
of consciousness, and Pan and Ollie and my friends stuck with me through it 
reminding me that things would get better because they always do.

Today  
with the physio  

I walked 
one metre  

on a  
grandma-walker.

I MADE IT.

It is getting better. I never thought it would but it is. Let’s see what tomorrow 
brings.

p.s. Thanks to everyone who sent flowers, chocolates, presents and cards! They 
are all so lovely and they mean a lot to me.
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Friday, 16 December 2011

My big outing

Today i went on a huge outing! Since 
my surgery on 6 December I have not left 
my room. I have barely even left my bed. So 
today my mother and my lovely nurse, Sarah, 
got me into a wheelchair, and I managed to 
get down to Muffin Break!

This is such an achievement!! I was so happy, 
I mean how many people are cool enough 
to go to Muffin Break in a hospital gown, 
fist-pumping in a wheelchair? If only some 
grandmas had decided to accept my challenge 
and race me …

I have also been lucky up here, because 
my friends Nick and Jess have been amazing in coming to visit me heaps. 
Otherwise I would get rather lonely. I am excited because I should be going 
back to Wellington on Tuesday. Back to Wellington hospital … and, hopefully, 
home before Xmas!

I think we deserve a nice drink. Take heed from my mother and her friend Jane:

G&T coz they’re classy like that
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Wednesday, 21 December 2011

Happy and home!

I made it! I am back in Wellington! I have set up residence in Bed 1 on 6 North. 
I am so happy to be home. Auckland Hospital was something very special. 
It was … useless. Completely and utterly useless. Don’t get me wrong — my 
surgeon is amazing, he did such a fabulous job, but the nurses …

Actually, I had this one wonderful nurse: Sarah. I was very lucky to have her 
for as long as I did, but most of the other nurses were useless. On the first day 
after the surgery the epidural did not work properly, which meant I was in so 
much pain. I had involuntary tears pouring down my face, and I was like this 
for two, nearly three, hours while the nurses tried to find a doctor. 

My mother was unimpressed. She became like a mother lion protecting 
her cub. I would not have wanted to be on the end of that rampage. It was 
so different to Wellington. In Auckland we had to ask to see the physios, in 
Wellington today I have had heaps of help from two physios who spent a lot of 
time with me. My leg has got better in leaps and bounds. In Wellington, when 
I call for pain medication they actually bring it, whereas in Auckland I was 
sometimes waiting up to an hour.

In Auckland, I had to have help getting to the bathroom. The nurse would 
usually wait outside and then help me back to my bed. However, one lovely 
nurse decided that while I was on the toilet it would be a great time to go for a 
break and leave me sitting there. My legs turned blue and got progressively sorer 
and sorer as blood pooled in them.

It was amazing to see Jess and Nick up there (my friends who live in 
Auckland). They are some of the nicest people you have ever met. They helped 
to keep me sane along with Pan and Ollie, who flew up from Wellington to 
keep me company. I was very lucky and got a ride home in the medical airplane.

It was such a weird feeling. As you can see in the photo, the beds face the 
wrong way round. You are looking from the front of the plane down to the 
back. It was strange taking off that way — pushing forward and leaning oddly 
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on my seatbelt. This led to me having a little freak-out that the bed would come 
unlocked and roll into the back of the plane. I think I prefer travelling the right 
way round.

Today in Wellington I have been so lucky and seen so many friends. Seeing 
everybody makes me happy. I have missed all my friends terribly and I am very 
happy to be home.

Cross fingers I am out in time for Christmas!

Thursday, 29 December 2011

Not so good news

Today we had some news that left Dad a bit red around the eyes. My histology 
results. If these were like my history results I’d be okay. You see, histology results 
are about cell necrosis, and cell necrosis looks at the percentage of cancer cells 
that are killed by chemotherapy. My oncologist was hoping for a 90% kill rate. 
Unfortunately, we’ve only got a 40% kill rate.

This sucks. It means that the next lot of chemo therapy is going to be much 
harder on me as stronger and even more potent chemicals are added. Joy to 
the world. 
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On a happier note, the operation went well from an oncologist’s point of 
view! So I am very happy about that. I am home for another ten days to two 
weeks before I start the next round of chemo.

n.b. An oncologist is the person who controls my chemo, not a vag doctor.

Friday, 6 January 2012

How odd is life

Tonight after pan went home i was feeling a little nostalgic for better 
times. Not because we fought, but because I had to tell him about the not-so-
good news. He has been on a walk (not a tramp, he lies if he tells you it was) and 
hadn’t read my latest blog post. It was harder than telling anyone else.

He has already been through so much with me, and never once complained 
when I told him yet again to get me more food, or to get me this or that. He 
has been amazing, and more than I deserve. He even puts up with me when I 
am totally spaced-out on drugs and trying to convince him that he should have 
rampant gay sex with my brother, or when I’m putting jelly in his hair, or any 
other of the million of things I do. I hated having to tell him that things hadn’t 
gone our way, and they were going to get harder yet.

I was looking through my Photo Booth photos. I have had Photo Booth 
since year 9, and my friends are the biggest photo whores I know. Thank you 
Anthony, Rebekah, Rahera, Claudia and the millions of people who made so 
many hilarious poses and facials.I found a few photos, which reminded me how 
unpredictable life can be.

Life can change in an instant so appreciate everyone. 
Who knows what is around the corner. 
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This beautiful photo I took with Jess in the 
July school holidays, one month before  

my diagnosis.

I got my hair cut short once  
it started falling out.

This was taken in my last set of chemo 
before surgery.

Tonight. HAIR IS GROWING BACK!

This was taken just over a year ago on the 
day I decided to go blonde. Again.
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Monday, 16 January 2012

Let’s hold hands and start again

Tonight, well I guess it’s actually morning, I am sitting here with (a bit) 
shell-shocked Anthony. He has just seen the x-rays of my leg, and I think I 
scared him a bit. Which is fair enough, as he can be scared. He’s been one of my 
best friends throughout all of this.

Some girls are a bit mean about him because they think that he is ‘flaky’ and 
‘a typical gay guy’, but I am here to tell you he is totally not. He is amazing. He 
entertains me even on my worst days and never fails to bring a smile to my face.

I really wish everyone had the pleasure of meeting him. He is one of the best 
people I have ever known. He worries about studying in Otago, but I am sure 
he will be fine as — because of all the reasons mentioned above.

I have to start chemo again tomorrow, lame right? I am nervous and a bit worried 
because my oncologist, Anne, said that it would be harder than most, because 
my body is not used to it anymore, and it also happens to be the type of chemo 
that makes me really sick so YAY … not really.

I have only got one week in hospital so that’s good and then I will have another 
two weeks out. Tom and Dad have gone away, though. This sucks. For anyone 
that doesn’t know, my dad and my brother are both my friends. They are 
awesome, and when I am in hospital they come in every afternoon after school 
and every night after work and feed me.

I am going to miss them heaps. I am a little worried I am going to get lonely 
in hospital, because everyone is so busy right now enjoying the sun (very little 
of it ever hits Wellington). Loneliness sucks because there is nothing I can do 
about it, and when I am on chemo I am too sick to do a lot of things, so finding 
a distraction can sometimes be hard.
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I am saved when I have visits. People are the most interesting distraction. I 
love hearing about their lives, because everyone has different experiences and 
problems.

People are interesting.

Wednesday, 25 January 2012

Dancing in the rain

This morning I woke up to such a lovely message from one of the girls I went 
to school with. She’d found a quote on the internet and thought of me. This is 
so lovely in itself, but it meant more because I have been having a really hard 
week with chemo. Last week was the worst chemo yet.

I actually chucked my guts up, which has never happened before. Rather 
impressive when you consider that in hospital I have a pump that injects two 
different anti-nausea drugs into my arm. I also take a drug called aprepitant, as 
well as multiple steroids and about five forms of oral tablets to try to keep the 
nausea at bay. They’ve worked, until now. 

I have also been given a rough end date. If everything goes to plan, I should be 
done with all of this by early August. Apart from feeling glum, because I have 
been feeling so sick and I’m missing my brother and dad (they are skiing in the 
US of A for ten days), I have been kinda irritated. It took me a while to work 
out why. I figured it was down to the fact that I just want the chemo to be over 
now. I have really had enough of feeling sick and not having enough energy to 
walk anywhere or do anything. I just want it to be done now. In short, I think 
I’ve hit a five-month wall. I still have another seven to go. 



57

The quote my friend sent me was by Vivian Greene:

Life is not about waiting for the storms to pass.  
It’s about learning how to dance in the rain. 

This is so true. It made me think about my feelings, and I have now finally come 
to the conclusion that it is stupid to waste my time being irritated. I can’t change 
the fact that there is still another seven months. Moaning and groaning about 
how long I have left will only put me in a bad mood. I am in the middle of the 
biggest hurricane of my life. It’s battering me every which way. I can hardly 
walk, but I am doing everything I can with a smile. In the end the storm will 
pass.

for now I am going to do my utmost best  
to be the most obnoxious dancer in the rain.

Wednesday, 25 January 2012

I adore you, Anne!!!

Anne O’Donnell is my oncologist. She is a seriously amazing woman — so 
kind and hard-working — and has given me the BEST NEWS EVER!!! 

Anne just called me to say that she sent off my histology results for a second 
opinion because clinic ally my leg had improved so much. She is amazing like 
that — she wanted to be sure. My leg had stopped being sore and everything 
pointed towards the idea that the chemo HAD WORKED.

And guess what? IT HAD! The second opinion came back different from Anne’s. 
So then she sent it to The World Expert who said that the kill rate of the cancer 
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cells is actually 98%!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
This means that I now don’t have to have the worse chemos!!!!!!!! AND 

EVEN BETTER … my prognosis for kicking the cancer is, conservatively, at 
80%!!!!!!!!!!

Anne O’Donnell, I really 
do love you.

Friday, 27 January 2012

The life of an addict

I had a brain wave this morning. This does not happen often, but it was so 
obvious it’s crazy. I have finally managed to completely stop taking morphine, 
which is nice because it means that the pain is getting less and less.

I realised this morning that the reason I have been feeling so sick is because 
I have been feeling the symptoms of withdrawal. I stopped taking morphine on 
Sunday, and it was quite odd because I’ve felt sick and horrible since, with chills 
and sweats, diarrhoea, insomnia and random shooting pains.

I attributed everything to the fact that chemo had been so horrible, but 
normally by this point the only residual effect is less energy. It sucks so much 
that I still have to feel sick, but now I blame it on morphine withdrawal. 

I actually ate so much food on Thursday when I got the good news, that I 
made myself sick. Mum was out at a work dinner, so poor Pan and my friend 
Kate had to clean it up. They are seriously such good friends. I owe them BIG 
TIME!!!

I am excited because Dad and Tom are coming home tomorrow! I used to 
complain about my family like every teenager I know: ‘Mum won’t get me this.’ 
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‘Dad said I can’t go to that.’ But you know what? I am so lucky to have had an 
experience that has opened my eyes so much. I have such an amazing family. 
Poor Mum has had to run around after me like a house elf because I haven’t been 
able to do much. She is so lovely — she doesn’t even complain.

On the topic of lucky, I have officially dated Pan for five months today, which is 
pretty impressive considering he asked out a girl he knew had cancer. He is the 
stuff of legend. He is literally so amazing to me. He helps me out with anything 
and is always there. He even lets his brother and me stick a beautiful temporary 
tattoo on him — a pink heart made out of flowers. So … 

I may be an addict 
but at least  

I am a lucky one.

TUESDAY, 31 January 2012

I am going to live!!!!

I am so happy, it’s hard to describe how i am feeling. I keep on randomly 
breaking into tears because I am sooo happy. I can’t stop laughing, crying and 
smiling out of sheer joy.

When I got my bad histology results, I had to come to terms with the fact 
that I was unlikely to live past the age of 20. At 18 years old, I had to face the 
fact that it was unlikely that I would live long enough to see my brother start 
university.

I started to look over my life and appreciate how lucky I had been. I have 
had one of the most amazing lives. Most people don’t get to see the sun set in 
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Africa or the beauty that is the sunflower fields in the south of France; explore 
Petra (a city that was lost for hundreds of years); sail on the Turkish seas; ski in 
the mountains of Japan, America and Canada; and so many more experiences.

Then I thought about the people I love and would leave behind. I thought 
about what I could do to make losing me easier for them. I thought about how 
I could make the fact that they’d lost a sister, a daughter, a niece, a best friend, 
not so bad … I thank God for the luck I’ve had and the life he’s let me live. To 
have so many amazing experiences and to be introduced to so many amazing 
people … 

When I had my bad histology results, I accepted the fact that I would not grow 
to be old, and that I had to say goodbye to those I loved. I was thinking about 
not continuing with chemo because I didn’t want to spend the little time I had 
being sick. And now I am going to live, I don’t have to think about how my 
death would hurt those who love me so much. I am so unbelievably grateful for 
this. So unbelievably happy. I start randomly crying because I am happy that I 
AM GOING NOWHERE!

I AM GOING TO LIVE !!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Friday, 10 February 2012

I could never ask for better

I am so close yet so far. My methotrexate levels are 0.02 too high. This is sooo 
annoying as I got them down — from being in the hundreds to 0.08 — but I 
guess this is what my life is: waiting to be told that I am adequately healthy, and 
then being dragged back, sick yet again.

The end is in sight but not so close that I can begin to get really excited. On 



61

this day in a term and a half I will be dancing like there is no tomorrow, and 
that’s because there will be no chemo tomorrow, or hopefully ever again. But 
that is about fifteen weeks away.

At the moment I am having to say goodbye to my friends. They are all 
moving on with their lives. It was very hard last night because one of my best 
friends, Toby, came in to see me. I am going to have afternoon tea with him on 
Monday, but this was the last time of just being us. I couldn’t really help it — I 
am rather ashamed, but I was a bit of mess. As with so many of my friends, he 
has been here week in week out.

Chemo is hard but not just for me. It’s hard for every one. My friends who 
have watched me going from the overly social, healthy 18-year-old to nothing 
more than a shell, so sick that I hardly remember what I’ve said. My friends 
have been there for it all. I couldn’t ask for a better group. So thank you 
for being there, and I love you.

Monday, 13 February 2012

Another week

It’s finally here. You are all leaving. HELP!!!! I may be a little bit of an 
emotional wreck this week. I am about to let my Anthony and millions of others 
onto the world. It’s odd because I have known that this point in time is coming 
for a while … but now it’s finally here. 

Toby was over. Toby, for all those who don’t know, is amazing — one of the 
coolest cats you will ever meet. Anyway on Monday we were lying on my bed 
listening to music and chatting, when I realised that I won’t have the beautiful 
pleasure of being in his company for a while …
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Today is Valentines Day! Joy for commercialism, but hey! — Pan wrote me 
a card and in it he wrote, ‘My favourite thing is when we just … are. A simple 
moment. Quiet. Unassuming. And then you say something and suddenly the 
world seems beautiful … different. Clearer.’ This is so true, not only of Pan but 
of all my friends. 

I just love being with you: Toby, Ollie, Caitlin, Jess, Hannah, Kate, Sarah … 
I could go on forever. I have that many amazing friends. I hope you all know 
how amazing you are to me. Just spending time with me in hospital … I know 
it’s hard, but thank you.

I do go insane in here. Visits from everyone make me sane.Well, as sane as I 
ever am. But GOD HELP ME — I AM GOING TO MISS YOU!!!!!!!! 

Sunday, 19 February 2012

I am different

I finally did it. I changed my Facebook profile picture to one that actually 
looks like me. I know it seems like something stupid but I love looking at the 
photos of me with hair. I really was quite pretty but, as much as I hate to admit 
it, that was a lifetime ago.

Tonight at dinner with my family we were talking about last year. As Tom 
said, ‘I have memories from when I was eight years old that seem more recent 
than that time.’ We have been stuck in here for a long time now.

It was hard last week: there were problems with my Hickman line. This is 
the third one, and if I have to get it taken out … well … let’s just say painful 
is an understatement. A Hickman line, which has to be put in surgically, is 
literally tugged out, no anaesthetic needed. More importantly it messes with 
my schedule. I have started to plan things for the future and things for now. It’s 
hard because a lot of my friends left for uni last week, and I may have got a little 
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lonely in hospital. To make it easier, I am trying to organise things in the time I 
have to look forward to. I have also invested in some more colouring-in books.

Don’t you think my Postman Pat is beautiful?

Friday, 24 February 2012

A cry for help

Help needed. I have been put in a double room. I need as many visitors as 
possible.

1. I am bored but too sick to do much.
2. The more visitors I have the more likely I am to get complaints (and 
they might move me!)

The stories of O Week are awesome!! I miss you all like mad but glad to see 
you’re having a good time.

I am in Bed 35, Pod C, Ward 5 North, and should be here til Monday lunch!! 

Love you all!

Xoxo
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Friday, 9 March 2012

A not-so-quick update

I have now been in bed for so long I have officially got bed sores! The past 
three weeks have been rather rotten. I ended up having to have my Hickman 
line replaced not last Thursday but the Thursday before. The other one ended 
up having a rip in it. Who knows how that happened.

On the Friday (yes, the very next day!) I started chemo, but one little thing was 
different from usual. They forgot to give me the aprepitant and steroids, so as 
soon as the chemo started so did the vomiting. I threw up every pill, and was 
vomiting for about two hours until the nurses were able to get it under control. 
That combined with the general anaesthetic (for the Hickman line) and taking 
Cisplatin meant I was left feeling rather rotten.

I managed to get out of hospital on the Monday, only to have to go back 
in on Wednesday because of a temperature. Luckily I was not neutropenic 
this time and was sent home with antibiotics. I was still quite rotten all week. 
We had our friends come up from Christchurch for the weekend and it was 
absolutely amazing to see them. I wish I had been better, but I guess that’s not 
how life goes. On Sunday I ended up having to come back into hospital. I was 
much sicker.

I had developed severe mucositis, which meant I couldn’t eat or drink 
anything because my throat was so raw. This left me miserable. To top it off 
my immune system decided it had had enough and I was neutropenic again. 
Also my red blood cell levels were very low so I had to have two blood trans-
fusions, my platelets were low so I had to have two platelet transfusions, and I 
had low magnesium and potassium. On Monday I got a migraine, which left me 
throwing up and feeling generally awful. 

I am finally feeling better and hopefully will be leaving hospital tomorrow.

Let’s hope the sun will shine tomorrow.
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TUESDAY, 13 March 2012

The cutest wee visitor

I had the cutest wee visitor yesterday. I left hosp ital late Saturday afternoon, 
and spent a lovely Sunday and Monday catching up with a few close friends … 
and my adorable new one. Her name is Penny and she is ten weeks old! She is 
so cute I thought I would share.

Friday, 16 March 2012

What we dream about

I found a photo while I was doing my nightly hunting on the internet. It’s a 
famous photo of a girl who has had chemo and is drawing hair on her reflection 
in the mirror because she has none. Sometimes you feel a connection with a 

http://mashable.com/2011/12/17/popular-photos-on-twitter/#gallery/10-most-popular-photos-on-twitter-this-week/520be66997b2f87d6e000ebb
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photo and this one happened to catch my eye. I wondered why.
I think it’s because I seem to spend all of my time in hospital, and all I want 

to do is go back to the time when life was easy and carefree. It’s true I may have 
partied too much once, but the way I figured it, life was precious and I had no 
intention of wasting it. 

I want to do so much now but I physically can’t. I am unable to walk THREE 
HUNDRED metres without feeling like I’ve done a marathon. It’s so hard 
because I have been doing this for so long and I just cannot wait for it to be over.

I dream of the days when I can be like everyone else. When my parents yell 
at me for spending too much money or my brother gets pissed off because I 
keep on trying to offload my jobs onto him … or when I am not a burden on 
my family.

They are amazing and never complain, but I know it’s sooo hard on them 
because this has taken over their lives. It’s not that I don’t appreciate their 
support, be cause I do, but I just wish that this had never happened to them. 

They are very good people.

Wednesday, 21 March 2012

The body doth protest

My body has decided to stage a revolt. It has had enough of what I have 
been putting it through and has decided that enough is enough. I went into 
hospital on Tuesday morning feeling pretty crap because Pan and I had broken 
up the night before, and I was just generally under the weather.

As I was sitting in the waiting room my breakfast decided that it didn’t 
like my stomach, so up it came. It turns out that my entire digestive tract has 
become inflamed and irritated, so the food is going to come out one way or 



67

another, and hurt like no tomorrow doing it.

So I have had to put off doing chemo this week as my body is healing itself, 
which involves me drinking some foul concoction three times a day, having salt 
baths and doing more random doctorish things that I love so much.

So yay  
for this week  

and being  
not so healthy.

Sunday, 8 April 2012

Easter-Filled fun

I am finally home. I have a sore throat, but lucky for me my temperature is not 
sky-high — for now anyways :) I had an amazing Easter and ate way too much 
chocolate and left myself feeling rather sick, thank you anti-nausea drugs!!! I hope 
everyone else was naughty and ate way too much, too. Otherwise I am way too 
badass for my own good.

I think I kinda rule out being a badass considering I have spent the last two 
months in hospital. It’s hard keeping up your ‘badass’ pretence when you are as 
sick as a dog!! But I am finally out, and Anthony is back!!!! As is nearly everyone 
from uni!!!!

I’m excited because I can see the end of the treatment but … ahhh … first, another 
three-week block starting next Monday. Until then I am a free chicken! As long as 
I don’t start to roast and get temperatures, if so hospital will be mine again.
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My mum went on her ‘Girls’ Walk’ in the middle week of my treatment. It 
was our first big separation since this treatment started and it was surprisingly 
hard. She now knows everything about it and is very good at organising me. I 
think she missed me too because look what she brought back!!! Each time I have 
had surgery, I have been a little cheeky and teased Mum about how she doesn’t 
want me to have another op because it means she’ll owe me another charm on 
a Tiffany & Co. charm bracelet. I never actually thought she would get me one 
(Tiffany & Co. is a place that mothers shop not Harriets), but she surprised 
me with this beauty!! I have five pretty charms, not six, because apparently six 
looked a bit odd.

I am wearing it in hospital because I may have been allowed out one night 
last Saturday night to attend my friend Catherine’s wedding!!!! I must give my 
big congrats.

One week later I went and saw Geraldine Brophy’s new play Floral Notes. It 
was very good, apart from Geraldine’s character happening to get breast cancer 
and die. I hate movies and books to do with cancer. Originally when I got sick 
I kept everything I was given on the subject, but as time went on I realised it 
depressed me to read about it.

Ollie probably knows more of the specifics of my treatment. I just take it as it 
comes and try not to look forward too far. It depresses me sometimes, because 
although I can see the end of my treatment I still have more to go.
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Strangely I think my hair is starting to grow back! Even though I am having 
chemo I am not taking Cisplatin, so maybe that’s the one that makes you lose 
your hair. I have now a nice sprinkle of stubble on my head!!!!!

Gosh, life is sooo odd. Let’s just eat more chocolate!!!

Sunday, 15 April 2012

My puppy!!!

My mummy got me a puppy! However, it wasn’t really the sort of puppy I was 
expecting … let me introduce you to Hugo (and a happyish looking Maja). He 
may not be exactly what I asked for, but as Maja says, ‘It’s the closest thing to a 
dog you are getting from me.’ So I will just have to love Hugo with all my heart, 
and accept that a cute wee puppy may not be very attainable.

As for actual progress, I seemed to be healthy the first couple of days out of the 
hospital, but it went downhill from there. From about Wednesday on everything 
I ate or drank ended up coming out of me one way or another, neither pleasant.

So it’s now Monday and I am back in hospital and will reside here for a good 
couple of weeks. Things better be getting close to the end, because I am not sure 
how much more my poor body will take. 
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Monday, 23 April 2012

Would you feed this to your dog?

I have not exactly had the best couple of weeks. Last I wrote on here, 
Maja had just brought me Hugo while she was down south with her friends for 
her birthday. The next day (the day before I was due to be re-admitted anyway), 
I ended up going back into hospital because I was very unwell.

I couldn’t eat much. Anything I tried to eat I would vomit or it would end up 
coming out in some lovely diarrhoea, so I wasn’t getting any nutrients in. I put 
my parents through hell sometimes. Now I have to quote my dad about what 
happened because unfortunately I have no recollection of the following events:

On Wednesday night just after Tom left, Harriet was found unconscious and 
unrousable by a nurse checking on her room-mate. They called the crash team, 
and Harriet came around slowly. She had had a convulsion, not witnessed, so 
we don’t know how long for. She had a CT scan of her head overnight — that 
was normal — but she has ECG abnormalities, and low potassium and other 
electrolytes. Harriet was transferred to the coronary care unit for monitoring. 
She was quite out of it overnight and her brain has not been functioning well 
since, but at least she doesn’t remember anything.

I can’t remember anything much since last Wednesday, in fact. As my friends 
Sophie and Ollie discovered last night when I had no memory of their visit 
on Friday. After the convulsion, my oncologist Anne has decided that it is too 
dangerous to continue with chemo — so it’s all over. I still have to come in at 
least once a week for a while to do tests and stuff, and apparently next week I 
could be quite sick because I am coming off all the drugs, which my body has 
got used to.

It was interesting talking to Mum today about all my medications, especially 
one called cyclizine. I did not know, but when it is given through the IV line it 
can be addictive. I hate the idea that I could be addicted to something, but I do 
wonder if I was — just a little.
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I know I like it because it is the drug that works best. I can take three different 
pills and then half an hour later, hopefully, I will feel better. Or I can have 
cyclizine, and five minutes later I feel better. It does work very well and that’s 
great, because up until now all I have cared about is not vomiting, and feeling 
functional and all that. It is scary how easily you can get addicted. 

To be fair, if my mum had told me cyclizine could be addictive, I probably 
would have just stopped taking it because I hate the idea of becoming dependent 
on something. I still like cyclizine, though, because it works so well — but what 
if I am wrong about it? 

I am very happy because I am going to be finished with chemo. It’s going 
to take me about a month or two to feel normal again but I can handle that. 
What’s two months in the grand scheme of things? It’s weird, because it sort of 
just stopped. I still thought I had another month and a half of chemo to go, and 
now I am reeling. I want to say it’s an amazing feeling — and it is — but there 
is that feeling, too, of it being too good to be true.

I’m done, but now what? I actually have no clue. I have spent the past eight 
months geared towards getting to this point, but now what? I am in limbo 
because I am not better … but I am not having chemo anymore.

Anyway I thought I would leave you with some food for thought. I have 
avoided eating hospital food for the last eight months by getting family and 
friends to bring me a constant supply of what I need. Why? you ask. A picture 
can’t leave you with a proper impression of the smell, but would you feed your 
dog this?
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Saturday, 5 May 2012

The brain dance

I would like to introduce you to something that is very dear to me. My 
darling reader, I would like you to meet my completely normal brain. When I 
had the seizure, the main concern was for my brain and a brain haemorrhage. 

A brain haemorrhage is a type of stroke caused by an artery in the brain 
bursting, and causing localised bleeding and killing brain cells. Well, this lovely, 
beautiful and completely wonderful scan shows that my brain is perfectly 
healthy and normal. So I am doing a little dance for my perfectly healthy brain.
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Friday, 11 May 2012

The silver screen

This new Harriet certainly gets cold easily, and I say ‘new Harriet’ because 
I think it sounds better than ‘post-cancer Harriet’. This is what I will always be 
now. The people who meet me from now on will probably think of me as ‘that 
chick who had cancer’, and I guess I am. It’s not like I want to wear it as a badge 
of honour but I don’t really have a choice.

My scars will stay with me for the rest of my life no matter how much bio 
oil I use. People will ask, ‘How did you get that?’ because who would expect the 
reply? The reply I am thinking of giving is, ‘I saw this kid getting beaten up, I 
ran over to help and the guy pulled out a knife. He managed to get me a few 
times but at least the kid got away.’ When I get, ‘Really?!?!’ I, of course, will 
confess the truth — but which would you believe?

I am still at home and my immunity is going down again. It kills me a little 
because it’s hard, and because I want to go out and party and dance and be 
ridiculous … but I can’t. My leg is getting better but I still can’t really walk 
properly. I have a limp. At least that’s progress.

The local video hire has become my new best friend. My brain has been 
really fried so I am trying to read, but I am still struggling with magazines, so 
blobbing and watching endless movies passes the time well. I seem to have a lot 
of it, and everyone seems to be busy during the week with uni and work.

And so begins my love affair with the silver screen. 
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Saturday, 19 May 2012

The Oreo life

I was stalking the internet and I found this random cartoon that got me 
thinking. It had a picture of the Mayan calendar and one of an Oreo cookie — 
they looked almost the same — and it said: 

Pessimist’s view: 
The world will end on December 21, 2012.

Optimist’s view: 
2012 is the 100th anniversary of the Oreo cookie.

Today was a rather big day!! I went out for lunch with some of my friends and 
then I went back to my friend’s hostel and hung out with her and her new 
friends, and then I went out to dinner with some other friends!!!!!! I WAS OUT 
FOR SEVEN HOURS!!!

I cannot remember the last time I managed this, to be fair I was sitting down 
the whole time, but at least I was able to be out!!! I have been kind of pessimistic 
the last few weeks as I have been feeling rotten and glad chemo is over, but I 
have still been grumbling about being sick. As my wise friend said, ‘Things are 
looking up, oh finally!!’

https://plus.google.com/102021301210913751902/posts/3xJZMjmfjje?pid=5722176532112698882&oid=102021301210913751902
https://plus.google.com/102021301210913751902/posts/3xJZMjmfjje?pid=5722176532112698882&oid=102021301210913751902
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Friday, 25 May 2012

Monsters under the bed

I have monsters under my bed. I have even more monsters in my head. I hate 
sleeping. It’s really awful. I always used to think that sleeping was such a waste 
of time but now I hate it for a new reason. The dreams won’t stop coming. They 
aren’t even dreams. I have nightmares.

They started about a week and a half ago and now I have them every time I 
close my eyes. I have never really had nightmares before, but they scare me like 
no tomorrow. Last night I managed to get to sleep at about midnight, and at 
about 2am I woke up and couldn’t handle being in my room. I had to get up and 
go on the Exercycle to try and clear my head. When that didn’t work I ended up 
watching cartoons for hours trying to get the nightmare out of my head.

I could deal with the nightmares if they were to do with the usual things: spiders 
or heights, but of course they are about cancer. For example, last night I dreamed 
I was suddenly in the most excruciating pain (it was like after my surgery when 
the epidural didn’t work). I saw a little morphine tablet on the table next to 
me. I took it trying to get rid of the awful pain, but it turned out to be full of 
maggots, which started eating me inside out. Suddenly they became restraints 
holding me to a vertical bed, and I had to sit and watch as a procession of people 
had chemo injected into them, and I could do absolutely nothing but watch.

I hate going to sleep  
because there are  

monsters in my head.
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Wednesday, 30 May 2012

And off I go!!

I drove, and it was so much fun!!! I forgot how much I like to drive. My 
mother and father got a manual car when my baby ‘Bruce’ decided to give up 
on life. I am not ashamed to say that I suck at driving a manual, as I learned 
how to drive in an auto, and it sapped a lot of my confidence. I am VERY 
uncoordinated and it just didn’t come naturally. About two weeks before my 
diagnosis I was finally getting it, but my confidence had suffered a lot and I 
stopped enjoying driving so much. 

This is more than just about being able to drive. It means I am no longer 
stuck in my house. My friend Ollie came over last week after I had spent the day 
alone and at home, and I may have gone a bit insane. Just a tad. He picked up 
on this, and compared me to a cooped-up chicken.

There is only so much daytime TV you can watch, and after a while you 
just need to get out. The best thing about having a car is that I finally have the 
freedom to do that! It may be a small step but it’s a step, and I intend to celebrate 
every one.

Monday, 11 June 2012

What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger

Today I managed 7.5km on the bike!! It’s great because it means that my 
energy levels are coming back!! It’s crazy to think that exactly six weeks ago I 
was getting out of hospital with only enough energy to walk from my bed to the 
couch, only retreating back to bed when it was time to sleep, and trying for a 
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nap on the couch during the afternoon. 
On Thursday I went up to Auckland to the surgeon who said my leg is 

progressing well, which is exciting. Then we had lunch with one of our great 
family friends. After that, I had to have a nap — and in the evening we went 
to LADY GAGA!!! She had a five-level castle, more costume changes than you 
could count, and was an amazing performer. How does she dance and sing like 
that for two and a half hours? It made me tired just watching her. I spent the 
next two days in Auckland catching up with friends. 

On Sunday, as I have done for many years, I went to see the Warren Miller ski 
movie with the Walshes. When I was younger I used to look at these movies and 
dream about being in them — impossible, really, because they feature the best 
skiers in the world. But it made me realise I can never do that now, and never 
ski like that ever, and that sucked.

Some dreams like skiing in a Warren Miller film or sailing in the Volvo 
Ocean Race probably never would have come true, but it’s hard to realise that 
I am physically never going to be able to complete those dreams … I guess this 
gives way to new dreams.
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Six weeks ago 
how I am now 

would have seemed 
like a dream.

My dreams have changed through this whole experience, it’s not that I have lost 
my old ones. I still would like to work for the unhcr at some point in my life. 
I still want to help people. And I have new dreams like dancing with Anthony 
when he comes back from Dunedin, or meddling in Toby’s love life, or just 
having lunch with Kate … but more than anything I want to stay cancer-free.

Saturday, 16 June 2012

A little kindness

It’s not hard to commit a random act of kindness. When I was at Lady 
Gaga, I saw two Japanese ladies in the seats in front of me who had on the 
coolest coloured wigs that I had ever seen. While we were waiting for Lady Gaga 
to go on, I asked where they had got their wigs from, and they replied that they 
had got them from Japan. 

I thought that this would be the end of our conver sation but these lovely 
ladies came up to me after the show and asked me what my address was, as they 
would like to send me their wigs. This was such an unexpected kindness — the 
women did not know me from a dot. I found it amazing they would choose to 
go out of their way for a stranger. 

These women show  
what extraordinary  
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One of the gorgeous pink wigs that arrived in the mail. 

p.s. Happy Birthday, Jannie. I love you to the moon and back! xoxo

people live on  
this earth. 

Friday, 22 June 2012

To be human

I am no longer an alien. I no longer have probes sticking out of me!!! Today, 
my Hickman line was taken out. Today, I took a step forward to being a normal 
teenager once again. I ended up having to have surgery to get it out, but it is 
finally done, and I am so happy!

It is a big step, as it means that my blood counts are returning to normal. 
My parents are really excited by this. For me it is just another thing I had to 
do on the way to getting better. What’s more exciting for me is the feeling I 



80

had when I stayed over at a friend’s place on Sunday. We were sitting in the 
lounge and everyone was taking the piss out of me for being so spoilt, keeping 
me grounded as only good friends can, and I was hogging the couch … when I 
realised something, I didn’t feel like a sick kid at all. I felt like a normal teenager 
hanging out with her mates.

It’s not that I mind talking about being sick be cause it is part of who I am, 
and what my life is based around at the moment. It is more that whenever I left 
hospital I would feel great because I would be healthier than most of the people 
on the ward, but as soon as I returned home I would realise how sick I still was 
compared to a normal person. I don’t feel that anymore. I don’t feel like I am on 
the same level yet, but I am no longer looking up as if their level of health is a 
million times higher than mine.

I’m getting there.

p.s. Happy Birthday, Toby. Thank you for always being there, whether it was 
bringing me my cheeseburgers, or putting up with my bad jokes — and just 
being a generally amazing friend.

Thursday, 5 July 2012

A happy freak

So life is better than amazing right now. Last week most of my friends 
came back to Wellington. I was busy morning until night, and then into the 
early hours of the dawn. Dad almost killed me when he got my food bill for last 
week. I am lucky he loves me so.

Right now, I am writing from my room in the gorgeous Sea Temple Resort 
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in Port Douglas. Mum and Dad really pushed the boat out and this place is 
FANCY. I feel properly spoiled. It’s a poolside apartment: swim-in-swim-out!

As you can probably tell I am incredibly white. I was almost translucent 
when I got here, but hopefully it is slowly going. What this means is I have to 
be onto it with the sunblock. No more cancer for me. Hopefully! 

It’s been a bit strange going out so much. I forgot how different I look to 
everyone else. It’s funny because I quite often catch people staring, and I wonder 
what I look like to someone who doesn’t know. Do I still look sick? 

I would have thought that I wouldn’t still feel like the sick kid now, but I do. 
No, it’s not so much ‘sick’ but ‘invalid’. My leg feels different. It’s like it knows 
that there is something foreign in it, something not right, and it doesn’t want to 
work as well as it did.

Which doesn’t stop me acting like a teenager again! I went to parties on 
Friday and Saturday, and was able to stand for long periods and even dance! I 
think the fact that I was rather intoxicated helped me not to notice. 

Last week I even managed to go shopping with my friend. I walked for forty-
five minutes as well as trying on clothes! And I found a dress which made me feel 
pretty, which is really hard. As much as I try to pretend it doesn’t bother me, my 
appearance depresses me. I look so abnormal — and at 18, appearance is a big 
part of who you are. My appearance has changed, and it’s hard, because it means 
every time I look in the mirror I am reminded that I am a freak. Different. 
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To be fair, I am a happy freak. I am healthy and lapping up the sun in Port 
Douglas! I am going to visit crocodiles and snakes tomorrow and, if I am really 
lucky, I might even cuddle a koala! I am a happy freak.

A happy freak I am.

Monday, 16 July 2012

A confused working girl

Today I officially became a working girl!! Or a volunteering girl. I have 
come to the end of my constant lunching and brunching. This is amazing. I am 
volunteering at the Plimmerton School library helping out the librarian Fiona 
with anything and everything.

It feels good to be useful again. It also makes the time when I am not working 
feel more like down time, making it more special. I went for my first trip to the 
Porirua pool today. I managed to swim a measly six lengths before retiring to 
the spa, but as the weather was so grot outside, the spa was actually rather lovely!

I have been keeping myself busy and, I am sure, annoying my friends to the 
brink of insanity. One night I was at a mate’s flat and some guy who I hardly 
know said to me, ‘Why do you always talk about cancer? It’s over, and it’s kinda 
depressing that you always talk about it.’

These weren’t his actual words but the general gist of what he was asking me. 
It got me thinking, do I talk about cancer too much? Am I obsessed? Is it really 
over??? 

I asked two of my friends if they thought I talked about it too much. One 
said yes, one said no.

I don’t think I am obsessed, and I think maybe it is over for everyone else but 
not for me. I also realise that it’s such a big part of my life — everything in my 
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life for the past year has centered around it. But what to do? 
I don’t want people to feel uncomfortable around me because I am talking 

about cancer all the time, but I still want people to feel comfortable asking 
questions if they want to. Maybe time will mean it is less of a presence in my 
life, and more things will take centre stage. Being a working girl is just another 
step to becoming normal again.

Thursday, 9 August 2012

ScarfIe for a week

Last week I turned into a scarfie who awkwardly had no scarf — as I forgot 
it. That’s right! I braced the cold and saw my friends in Dunedin, and what a 
wonderful week it was. I have not been as happy in the longest time.

I arrived on Wednesday 25 July and stayed until Wednesday 1 August!!! I had 
the most amazing time running around and seeing where everyone lived and 
catching up with them!! I went out for the most fabulous meals, saw the most 
amazing people and even had a shot of Midori while partying with the cook!!

I almost felt like a normal teenager again. I still have a long way to go — I 
occasionally need naps in the afternoon and my leg hurts if I push it too far — 
but life is looking up. I cannot wait until it’s me at university.

I used to have trouble even imagining my life would be like it is now. Everything 
is happening so quickly, and time is seemingly flying by. I have been back for 
over a week (I needed a wee bit of recovery time!) — but it only seems like I 
just got back.

It’s nearly my birthday, too, which means that it’s nearly a year since all of 
this started. I was diagnosed on 25 August last year, the day before my birthday, 
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and in sixteen days it will be my anniversary of living with cancer. 1/19 of my 
life. 

It feels like a lifetime ago that I was a normal 18-year-old. I don’t think I ever 
will be normal again. I think this will affect me for the rest of my life. Not just 
physically, with things like not being able to play sports and being limited with 
movement, but mentally. Cancer will always be a part of me.

As I move further on I make new memories that don’t relate to cancer. It will 
always be there, but there is life afterwards, and those who judge me for having 
it don’t matter, and those who don’t judge me do.

I love working at the library because the kids don’t care about anything like 
that — not what you look like, just if you are nice or not. It also supplies great 
entertainment. Today a little boy came into the library crying, apparently some 
girl had given him a hug and he had girl cooties, which were incurable. He said 
this as he was hugging me. That’s when he looked up and said, ‘Oh no — you’re 
a girl too!’ and howled harder.

Thankfully cancer is not contagious  
but obviously girl cooties are.

The QMC girly dinner!!

The lovely Sarah, Kate and I had a girls’ night in 
watching Finding Nemo and having a cheeky few. The 

blue things are shark lollies because obviously they 
wanted to go swimming! Me (left), Sarah (right). 
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Monday, 13 August 2012

How a haircut can hurt

Miley Cyrus is such a beautiful girl. No matter what you think of her 
music, this is a fact. At the moment all over Facebook are pictures of her ‘radical’ 
new haircut. It hurts me seeing the comments that some people are making 
about her.

Miley Cyrus is a stunning girl who rocks short hair or long hair. I, on the 
other hand, am very ordinary. When someone who looks like she does is called 
‘ugly’, ‘a butch-looking dyke’, ‘dumbf**k’ and so many more names … it 
shouldn’t hurt me, but it does.

Is that what people think of me 
when I walk along the street?

If someone who looks like her can’t be considered beautiful with short hair, what 
are the chances that I can?

I find it difficult to accept the way I look because it has changed so much, 
but how can I like how I look if nobody else does?

Friday, 31 August 2012

The longest year of my life

I’m not kidding when I say it has been the longest year of my life. Not one 
other year has had such lows or has changed me so much. It has now been one 
year since I was diagnosed. I cannot believe one year has come and gone. It feels 
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like a lifetime ago that I was a normal teenager with hair and just a sore knee.
I sent the year off in style with an awesome party and copious amounts of 

drinking and dancing. It was the best way I could imagine to finish a horrible 
year and set the scene for what is to come — and, oh, are there ever things to 
come.

Today, I went to the Victoria University open day. It was such a nice day and 
it made me look forward to next year. It sounds so interesting and exciting, but 
it’s also getting closer to the time that I am going travelling!!!

I have booked a Contiki tour, which is UBER exciting! I am going with my 
lovely friend Steven Petris who is one of the most lovely friends I could have 
asked for. He, however, will murder me for giving away that he is secretly a 
wonderful person. I’m going away for three months, leaving in twenty-three 
days!!!

Before I can even contemplate that, I am going to Auckland to visit the 
surgeon, Christchurch to visit my friends down there, and Hawkes Bay to stay 
with my Grandma. Life is going once again at a fast pace, and I could not be 
happier.

I am healthy and I am happy and it’s amazing … not to wake up every day and 
want to vomit, not to walk up the stairs and need a sleep … even having enough 
energy to have a shower is a massive achievement.

Not everything is perfect, but it’s so much better that I really cannot 
complain. I truly am blessed with a great bunch of friends and an amazing 
family. Speaking of which, my amazing cousins all came to stay for my birthday! 
Don’t they look dashing???
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Thursday, 4 October 2012

Up, up and away

Sorry I haven’t updated this in a while. I was so preoccupied with getting 
ready to go to Chicago and saying goodbye to friends, which I admit is a little 
overdramatic as I am only really gone for two weeks … for now, anyway!

I find it difficult to say ‘I had cancer’, as it still feels very real to me. But 
starting out on my journey, I feel I am truly beginning a new sort of chapter in 
my life. Not to say I am leaving my old life behind — rather, I am creating new 
beginnings in a life forever changed.

Anyway, the more I’ve thought about it the more I think that I should start a 
new blog and leave this one for cancer-related purposes. My experience with the 
dog is much more sporadic and not consuming my life now, as I start to move 
in different and exciting directions.

Naming this new blog was a difficult thing for me to do. Much harder than My 
Experience of Walking the Dog. I think it’s because I have had more time to mull 
it over and thus more naming options. 

However I have decided to call it Plan B. As my life is ‘Plan B’. It’s not turned 
out how it was supposed to go, and it will never be what it used to be, but that’s 
okay. Different is not a bad thing. The link to the blog is at the bottom of this 
page. Luckily the test results I had before I went away were still according to 
plan, and showed me to be in the All Clear! However I had to have THREE of 
my immunizations again in ONE day. My arm was sore for a week after.

I am lucky that the only sickness I have had recently is a sore arm and a cold. 
It’s makes for a nice change of pace!
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Friday, 19 October 2012

Battle scars

I have battle scars that I will have to live with. Today I am leaving to begin a 
new chapter in my story. I am going away travelling for two and a half months 
by MYSELF!!

Today is not as stressful as I thought it would be. I have packed everything 
and am ready to leave. I will miss Mum and Dad but I think that it is important 
for me to do this. It is a big step in regaining my independence and confidence.

Poor Dad and Mum, though. At this point in time I am healthier than my 
doctors hoped I would be, but I am also not as healthy as Mum and Dad would 
have wanted me to be. I still get tired, and I still have trouble walking long 
distances and standing up for long periods of time.

I went and saw the physio on Tuesday and he said that my leg has reached a 
plateau. I still can’t really bend it 90o  which means that I will always have trouble 
going up and down stairs, but today is a beautiful day in which I set off on a 
brand new chapter.

the battle scars that I have  
are part of who I am, but  

they do not deFIne me.
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Plan B — The Limited Edition 

A girl i went to school with said flippantly to one of my close friends, ‘I 
used to read Harriet’s blog every day until I found out that she was going to 
survive, then it got boring.’ So of course this information was rushed back to 
me. At the time I was flabbergasted and a little hurt. Then I realised that all I 
had written about since getting better was my travels. 

So I decided I would cut those posts down for this book. Also, I don’t 
want anyone getting bored halfway through just because I talked about my 
adventures. I have to face the simple fact that although people like scandalous 
stories and tragedies, they find hearing about other people’s holidays rather 
boring, especially if they’re as long as mine. I cannot fault this. 

If I got asked to read someone’s three-month travel diary, I probably wouldn’t 
be that interested either. So what I will write for you here is a very condensed 
version of my Plan B blog. 

My life at this stage was not what I expected it to be. I was better than I had 
been a few months before — although still not quite running or jumping — but 
these three months were three of the best I have ever had.

There was no way I was not going travelling. When I had to have many a 
nasty needle or other medical device poking or prodding me, I was told stories 
of where I was going on my fabulous world trip: the Trip of a Lifetime. They 
kept me going. 

Mum always said that if she wrote a blog she’d be useless because she would 
write in bullet points. So I thought this was a good plan to show you how 
amazing my trip was without going into heaps of detail.

1. Chicago
2. Abu Dhabi
3. London
4. Croatia
5. Bosnia and Herzegovina — where I slipped and hurt my knee.
6. Croatia
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7. London — where I found out that I had broken my kneecap in Bosnia 
and Herzegovina.
8. Not Amsterdam — because my **** knee kept me in London (so I 
missed the beginning of the Contiki tour). Yay! Got the leg cast taken off, 
and caught the next flight out to Berlin after taking a quick day trip to:
9. Brighton
10. Berlin — where my friend Rike picked me up and looked after me for 
the night until my Contiki group caught up! 

On crutches, travelled with my Contiki group to:
11. Munich
12. Venice
13. Rome
14. Florence 
15. Lucerne
16. Paris — which ended my Contiki. n.b. Mini stops included the 
Leaning Tower of Pisa, Dresden and a few other cities along the way!
17. Zurich
18. Milan and Lake Como (a beautiful Italian lake) — a road trip with 
Jannie. 
19. Zurich — where my mother flew in to meet me and took me off to:
20. Morocco — which isn’t actually as nice as you think it would be. We 
were meant to be there for three weeks, but Mum got sick, and after ten 
days we’d had enough so we went to:
21. Barcelona — which we loved, but Mum was so sick :( 
22. London — for Christmas. 
23. Little old Wellington, New Zealand — returning on New Years Eve.

I must say I had the most fantastic and ridiculously amazing time. I travelled 
thinking the cancer was gone and was never coming back. I made friends, did 
amazing things and saw incredible places — as I planned to do for the rest of 
my life. 
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I’d spent most of the previous year in a hospital bed and needed to live every 
second as if it was my last. I know you can’t always count on a future. I had to 
live for the ‘now’ and make sure I didn’t ever have an ‘I wish’ or ‘why didn’t I?’ 
thought. 

And I certainly don’t. 

Plan B was my life after cancer. 

It’s funny how plans change. 
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Plan B
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Plan B
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Saturday, 16 February 2013

The hardest thing I will ever say

I have put off writing this and I keep on justifying it to myself by making 
multiple different excuses, but the main reason I haven’t written is because I do 
not want to. I never wanted to tell anyone this, or to put my family through it, 
but like a lot of things, I haven’t really got a choice.

On 13 February I went and had a CT scan which showed that I have tumours 
covering my entire lungs. This basically looks like the end of the road for me.

I wish I had better news to tell you but it’s got about as bad as cancers get. 
On the upside I am moving into my hall in a week! I have loads of things to 

look forward to. I refuse to give up. I am going to keep living life to its fullest 
until I simply can’t anymore.

Don’t feel too sorry for me. I have had a fabulous life and everybody has to die at 
some point, and who knows I might even make it to 20! I have been extremely 
lucky. I have had my family who adore and love me more than I deserve. I have 
better friends than anybody I know. I could not have asked for a better bunch. 
I have been to amazing places and done amazing things and lived with no real 
regrets.

This way I will NEVER have to get a job, learn how to cook more than two-
minute noodles or do anything mildly productive. I never have to grow up and 
I can forever be a kid! Though my ‘forever’ is shorter than most, I don’t mind. 
What I do mind is that I am going to have to leave everyone I love behind.

The people I love are amazing and I am so sorry for doing this to you. 

I am so very sorry.

I love you.
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‘My thoughts are  
stars I cannot 
fathom into  

constellations.’  
THE FAULT IN  
OUR STARS  
john green  
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Sunday, 3 March 2013

Living my life

My life, like most, has its ups and downs. I try to stay positive and most of 
the time I succeed. This week has been amazingly bittersweet! I am loving living 
in the hall, but at the same time it sucks that I don’t have the same energy levels 
as everyone else here.

I have loved and hated making new friends. I have loved meeting these new 
amazing people, but at the same time I know that I am only going to hurt them. 
This week I have had some of the best times I have ever had, but I have also had 
some of the worst.

I went to see Anne who, as usual, was super amazing. I just wished she’d had 
better news. The cancer has spread so far in my lungs that they cannot surgically 
operate and leave me with enough functioning lung to live.There is no way for 
me ever to be cancer-free, but that’s ok. This is my lot and I am okay with it. I 
just need to have the most fun I possibly can until it happens. To end this on a 
positive note, I will add a photo of getting ready for the toga party! Such fun!
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Wednesday, 6 March 2013

Thanks!

I just wanted to write a big thanks (I am in my study break/procrastinating/
starting my readings) to the people who have been dropping off or sending 
gifts to Boulcott Hall for me :) It has been ever so lovely to receive packages 
reminding me of how much support I have. 

I honestly could not ask for better friends. I know it’s been really hard for 
so many of you, and I am really sorry for that. People tell me I should stop 
apologising because it’s not my fault. I know this, but I still feel bad for putting 
everybody through it. When I die, I won’t have to deal with the grief and loss 
you all do. I will never be able to say ‘thank you’ or ‘sorry’ enough. I love you all.

On a happier note, enjoy a picture of the amazing cupcakes  
I had the pleasure of devouring!!
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Friday, 22 March 2013

Goody two shoes

I am overly chuffed with myself at the moment because I got my first grades 
back, and I am officially a straight A student! I got two marks back, and managed 
to get an A– and an A+!

I am actually so proud! I don’t know how long I will be able to stay at uni or 
even how long I will live, but I can honestly say that I am living my life to the 
fullest. I know the idea that going to live in a hall and eating hall food (euch! 
SAVE ME!!!), and going to uni and doing work is not what everyone would 
choose to do if they only had six months to live, but it makes me so happy. 

I miss my family. It’s hard not living with them, especially since I know how 
difficult they’re finding this — and I love them so very much — but I am doing 
something which I have dreamed about for so long.

I know it’s not forever. I can feel it getting harder all the time. I also know 
that my grades don’t really matter because I probably won’t even finish first year, 
but for now, I am a student.

And I absolutely love it.
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Friday, 29 March 2013

Happiness comes in many forms

I never thought I would be happy being told I have six more months to live, 
but strangely I am. I got scans taken on Wednesday and the results are in and 
they are good. They are not ‘you are going to live’ good, but that was never really 
a choice. At this point, going from my first appointment where they guessed 
I would have around six months, that could mean I have only three to four 
months left.

Yet the tumours have hardly grown. They have grown, as that is the nature 
of cancer, but they haven’t grown that much. I have been told that although this 
still only gives me months, it means that I have more time to spend being happy 
and healthy!!

I am actually able to hope that I will see my brother turn 18, and I may even 
get to turn 20!!! I no longer have to be some annoying teen. I sometimes forget 
that the news isn’t as exciting for everyone else, as I still die at the end of this. 
But it is one of the biggest gifts I could have been given: more time. I am going 
to use it wisely.

Dad has booked a family holiday. In just under three weeks I am going to 
Verona, Paris and Amsterdam. I am going to the Anne Frank House. This may 
sound slightly morbid, and I guess it is. I sometimes forget how much I have 
changed since I turned 18. I know it made me grow up fast. I understand that, 
but what I sometimes forget is how morbid it makes me. I don’t talk about 
death knowingly but it is such a constant presence that I forget that it is not 
normal for most people. Sometimes I feel a bit lonely, because I don’t really 
know anyone who has been in this situation.

This is why I fell in love with the book The Fault in Our Stars by John Green. 
It’s such a wonderful book, about somebody who has cancer. It is probably the 
truest book on how it really feels.

Hazel Grace and Augustus Waters, although they are only made-up 
characters, are my friends, and they help me through this. Hazel Grace falls 
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in love with a book (book-ception, methinks) and it makes her want to go to 
Amsterdam, and while she is there she goes to the Anne Frank House. This 
spectacular book made me want to do the exact same thing. 

This may not seem like a miracle, but having more time — and being 
healthy for just a few more months — is more than I could have hoped for. So 
Happy Easter!! Spend time with those you love, cherish them, because everyday 
is precious.

TUESDAY, 14 May 2013

My month of fun!!!

It’s been odd. Normally I always love writing on my blog — it’s a way in 
which I sort out the things that are rolling around in my mind — but lately I 
haven’t felt the need to. Things have seemed simpler. They are obviously more 
complicated — but simpler at the same time.

It’s simple, I am dying, there is no changing this fact, so if something makes 
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me happy I have been doing it. I’ve been having so much fun! I drove up to 
Hobbiton with my friend Hannah and met her family — they are sooo nice and 
cool. I have been living in my hall, enjoying time at university and being with 
my amazing friends. And I went to Europe to spend time in Verona, Venice, 
Milan, Zurich, Paris and Amsterdam!

I have been eating AMAZING, out-of-this-world food and spending some 
amazing time with some wonder ful people. I am actually really happy. I have 
moments when it hits me and I have a small breakdown, but sometimes I am 
able to forget what is going on.

The other day I said to my dad, ‘Life could not be more perfect.’ And his 
retort was simple, ‘It really could be.’ And it could. But I am truly happy with 
my lot in life. It may not be perfect but it’s pretty darn good. My energy levels 
are slowly getting worse, but I have good days and bad. Mum and Dad are still 
holding strong on the puppy debate. I hope you enjoy these photos of the past 
month as much as I do!!

At Hobbiton. Cute night in Boulcott.



102

Our apartment in Verona.

My favourite dessert ever!

Verona! with Dad.

Tom, me & Mum.

The Fam Bam in the Piazza San Marco.
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TUESDAY, 14 May 2013

To Hazel Grace

Today I went to the Anne Frank house and I seriously think that this 
deserves its own blog. It deserves everything. When I planned my trip away, the 
place I most wanted to go was Amsterdam — to the Anne Frank House. One 
of my treasured things in this life are books. Anne Frank’s diary is a spectacular 
book, but the book which made me want to go to the Anne Frank House was 
The Fault in Our Stars by John Green.

I know I go on about this book but it’s simply because I love it. I know of 
nobody who is like me. Nobody except Hazel Grace. I know it’s not real because 
she is a fictional character in a book — but for somebody who isn’t dying, John 
Green has created a realistic girl with cancer who reminds me that I am not the 
only person like me. It makes me both sad and happy. I would love for there to 
be nobody like me, for nobody else to have to go through this, but they do — 
and sometimes it’s nice to know you are not alone.

The Anne Frank House is an amazing place: sad, haunting, tiny — but 
amazing. It’s painful to see what she had to endure, and a reminder that there 
are people in this world who have had it worse than me. It was amazing to spend 
this time with my family and Jannie. They truly are an amazing bunch.
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to my imaginary friends 
Anne frank & Hazel Grace, 

Thanks for teaching me 
how to be strong 

and for reminding me 
that I am not alone.

TUESDAY, 14 May 2013

Dogs & other boring stuff

It’s getting harder to post on here. Nothing bad is happening, it’s just 
getting harder to live my normal day-to-day life, and that is something which is 
hard to tell people. It doesn’t matter how strong I am or how hard I try to fight 
this, I cannot win.

It is getting worse and worse and it sucks. The biggest problem that I am 
having at the moment is with tiredness. Tiredness is something that everyone 
has to deal with, but it’s something nobody truly understands because tiredness 
doesn’t cover it. I am exhausted, constantly. 

It means that I go to sleep exhausted, and I wake up exhausted, and there is 
nothing I can do to change this. It’s worse than that. I am starting to struggle 
with concentration. So I have decided to stop doing my uni work and just go to 
the lectures, as it’s too difficult to concentrate anymore. 

I am also more emotional than I normally am, and this messes with me. I am 
not an emotional person, but recently I have started being really upset for no 
reason and snapping, and then all of a sudden having a 180o shift and giggling 
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or talking nonsensically … and it’s just getting harder to do simple things like 
get ready. 

I struggle, but there is nothing I can do to change any of the above apart from 
profusely apologise to those I live with, especially to Guy and Hannah who bear 
the brunt of most of the emotional stuff! I wish I could say it was going to get 
better but I know it won’t. It’s only going to get worse.

Luckily, dogs exist. 

Sunday, 26 May 2013

A living grenade

Grenades are completely harmless until some body pulls the pin. Once the 
pin is pulled they cause nothing but pain and sadness. I walk around knowing 
that at some point soon the pin will be pulled, and all who are near me will be 
hurt.

Yet knowing this, I continue to draw more people near. This is perhaps the 
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most selfish thing I can do, yet I still do it. When people ask me if I am scared 
of dying I can honestly reply ‘not really’. I am more worried about what it will 
do to those I love. Hazel Grace said it first, ‘I’m a grenade and at some point I’m 
going to blow up and I would like to minimize the casualties, okay?’

No, I am not an inanimate object like a grenade, I am a particular brand of 
destruction more like a Venus flytrap. The people who care for me most will be 
those who are hurt, although even an unlucky passerby may be drawn in too.

I am struggling with this at the moment. I am at a stage in my life where I 
meet new people all of the time, and it’s hard because, although I really want 
to get to know them, it sometimes scares me. By befriending them, I will 
knowingly hurt them, but my friends say they would rather have me in their 
lives and get hurt than not to have me at all. How do I make that call? How do 
I decide if being my friend will outweigh the hurt and sadness they will one day 
have to face?

My friend Sarah showed me a quote from a woman who was dying of cancer. 
When asked, ‘What’s it like to be dying?’ Her response was, ‘What’s it like 
pretending you’re not?’ 

I guess in life we are all going to hurt people whether we mean to or not. I 
may be a live grenade … but so is everyone.

I can’t do 
anything to stop the hurt  

I am going to inFlict, 
but I am sorry.

So very sorry. 
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Wednesday, 5 June 2013

Gym bunny

I do not understand gyms. Seriously, the idea of running when you are not 
chasing/being chased is ridiculous! What makes it even more ridiculous is that 
you don’t even move, so it’s not like you get some well-deserved treat at the end. 
Yet somehow I have found myself as a member of one.

Actually I know exactly how I came to this: ‘doctors’ orders’. Sometimes I 
enjoy doctors’ orders. Anne says I am to eat whatever I feel like and not worry 
about calories. I like these orders even if I was already doing this. I am also 
supposed to be doing fifteen minutes relaxed exercise a day. This is not bad 
either — especially since I love swimming!

I am now a member of Habit gym, and I went swimming there for the first 
time today! It is actually really relaxing. I do especially enjoy lounging in the spa 
afterwards. Maybe it’s lucky I am dying otherwise I would become the fattest 
person alive!!! Maybe people should run even if they are not being chased.

Or they could get a dog. 
Then they could walk the dog.

Monday, 10 June 2013

A little dream of mine

There are some things in this life I will never truly understand, and how we 
let others kill themselves through lack of knowledge is one of them. This week 
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Boulcott has been doing fundraising for the 40 Hour Famine. 
It makes me so sad to think about it. I know more than most that dying 

sucks. There is nothing I can do to change the fact that I am dying. Absolutely 
nothing. Yet there are so many people out there dying from things which are 
curable, and that sucks. I have had so much love in my life, so much happiness. 
I have been unbelievably lucky to have lived in the time I have, yet I hate the 
fact that I will never grow old. I accept that this is the way it has to be but I 
desperately wish it wasn’t.

I had really big dreams. I really wanted to become a humanitarian aid worker, 
and trust me when I say this is not an easy field to get into. I had a five-year 
plan which listed ways in which I could achieve this goal. I won’t bore you with 
the details, because the fact is it will never be a reality. It will forever just be a 
dream of what my future could have been. I know that writing a blog entry 
isn’t really a big deal, but in some small way by doing it — even though this is 
sort of preachy (sorry!) — I feel I am able to help people, and that is all I ever 
wanted to do. 

Friday, 14 June 2013

The most spectacular surreal day

This week I have had one of the most utterly incredible days of my entire life. 
It was stupendous, rapturous and multiple-other-exuberant adjectives. It was 
a simply wonderful day. Sometimes I sit around and wonder if this is how I 
should be spending the last of my life, and then days like this remind me that I 
am incredibly lucky. I may be dying but 98% of the time I am incredibly happy, 
and this day was definitely among one of my happiest.

So now to tell you about this frabjous day! Callooh! Callay! My friend Hannah 
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and I had the astounding privilege of being taken onto the set of The Hobbit by 
the wonderful Philippa Boyens. I got to see some amazing sets and meet some 
amazing people. It was surreal. Truly a day I will never forget.

As Hazel Grace would say, ‘BEST CANCER PERK EVER!!!’ However the 
set of The Hobbit is tippy-top secret and even if I tried I couldn’t describe how 
unbelievable my day was. Oh wait! I guess I do have a photo with Orlando 
Bloom and Evangeline Lilly!

Friday, 21 June 2013

The marvellous CanTeen cancer perk

The amount of happiness in my life is ridiculous. At precisely two seconds 
ago I decided I would never sleep again as I don’t want to miss out on any of 
the happiness that could possibly occur while I am asleep. I realised this was 
ridiculous after thinking it. I understand pain and sadness but I also understand 
happiness. I, very fortunately, experience a lot of it.

My memory is shocking — I mean, BAD! So I carry around this little 
notebook in which I organise my life, and by this I generally mean my social 
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life. Just looking at it shows how much happiness and love I have in my life.

Every day there is some person to see, 
something to do, some wonder which is to happen.

This week on Thursday I had yet another cancer perk. This time it was CanTeen 
that was the generous organiser. CanTeen has a palliative care grant. It’s for kids 
dying of cancer to create memories — and who doesn’t want more wonderful 
memories?

When I was in Amsterdam on my bucket list trip, I wandered past a shop 
which was about two doors down from our apartment, and there was this dress. 
It was simply there waiting for me. The lovely Jannie agreed, and gave it to me, 
and the dress and I have been inseparable ever since.

The problem I found with this fabulous dress was that it was so 1920s it was 
almost costume-y. So in true ‘me’ style, I decided I would have to create events 
I could wear it to. Lucky for me The Great Gatsby movie is out. I decided with 
the palliative grant money I would make my friends dress up in 1920s fashion, 
and we’d have a lunch at my favourite restaurant then watch The Great Gatsby.

It was an unbelievably wonderful day combing through delicious food with 
glorious company while wearing a simply spectacular dress. And just to add to 
the unbelievableness of the day, I now have a good sibling photo!
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Thursday, 18 July 2013

La dolce vita

Tom, my brother, eighteen?? This doesn’t seem possible. Just a few short 
months ago I was not even sure I was going to be alive let alone healthy and 
happy! 

My six-month deadline is sneaking closer and closer, yet somehow I am 
still alive and kicking. I blame my family and friends for making my life so 
wonderful. How am I meant to die when my life is so unbelievably amazing? 
The last month has been crazily busy but in the best possible way!!

I flew down to Wanaka and spent a week with Zoe and Jackie. We had the 
most wonderful time of rest and relaxation, and I munched through copious 
amounts of scrumptious food. In Wellington, not only did I have all my family 
come for a weekend, I also had my room-mate from Contiki and another friend 
fly down and spend the week with me! It was so amazing to be reunited.

I even went with my friend Sophie to hold her hand while she got a tattoo. 
Although I think I ended up being more of a hindrance than a help, as she 
was as cool as ice while I was having mild panic attacks —and she was the one 
getting the tattoo!!!

Finally, I got to go to the premiere of The World’s End and walk the red 
carpet. Yes, you did read that right! Bex and I were invited by the lovely Philippa 
Boyens to go with her to the premiere — a fabulous excuse to get another lovely 
dress.It was so cool! We got to meet so many amazing people and see a side-
splittingly hilarious film. 

It was a surreal experience because nights like that don’t happen to people like 
me! It was one of the most magical nights of my life. 

I am so healthy now, I am actually able to plan things in the not-so-distant 
future. Like next week I am going to Bali, I am going to Beyoncé on 19 October, 
and I am even able to start thinking about what I’m going to do for my birthday. 
I am planning on turning 20! n.b. It’s on 26 August, just in case you want to 
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Benedict Cumberbatch & me.

Richard Armitage & me.

Zoe & me in Wanaka.

Being clichéd tourists!

Cousins.

start shopping for my present.
AHHHH! It’s all ever so exciting! I am also still able to live in the hall and 

go to university and participate in O Week events (even if Vic Uni puts on the 
most pathetic O Week events). 

Life is simply swell!!
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The lovely Philippa & me before we 
head off to the premiere.

Bex & me all ready to go!

Every single one of those cups is 
filled with confetti.

Problem: when you pick up the cup 
the confetti goes everywhere!
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TUESDAY, 6 August 2013

Highs & lows

Somebody once told me that the hardship we experience in our life makes us 
appreciate the good times even more. In most respects this is true, but living 
through the lows still sucks.

The last two weeks have been a roller coaster. Last week I went to Bali with my 
family and had one of the best weeks of my life. I had the most awful cold when 
I went over there, so there was lots of lying by the pool and eating scrumptious 
food while getting better. I even flew business class. The whole trip was rather 
swellegant! It was a special week away with three of my favourite people in the 
world.

Sadly to my high there must be a low. While I was away my nana passed 
away. My nana was a pretty spectacular person. During her youth she was a 
dancer and entertained the troops during the war. When she stopped dancing, 
she decided to take up athletics and competed all around the world. More 
importantly she was such a nice person.

My nana was not my biological nana but the mother of my old nanny, Pam. 
She decided to adopt me as a grandchild. For six years I spent at least one 
afternoon a week with my wonderful nana and granddad. She was always trying 
to make me fat with delicious home-baked sweets, and even when I couldn’t 
have any more, she’d wrap up a little takeaway bag.

Nana was one of the strongest people I have ever known. She was so 
determined and threw herself into everything with absolute passion. I’m proud 
to be her granddaughter and I will miss her greatly. Tomorrow I will borrow a 
little of the strength she instilled in me and face up to my tests with a smile. No 
matter what the outcome, I can get through them. I can do it. 

Tomorrow I have to have a CT scan to see whether I need radiation. One of 
the tumours may be too close to my vocal chords, and I could require palliative 
radiation to keep my voice. 
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My life is not an easy one but it is mine. I sometimes think I would love to 
trade lives with anyone, but in fact I wouldn’t. I wish that I didn’t have cancer, 
but if I wasn’t me then I wouldn’t have all these amazing people in my life. My 
life may not be easy but it is full of love. For that I am thankful.

Bali.

RIP my wonderful nana & granddad.
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Wednesday, 7 August 2013

The results show

I’m not sure how to write this really because yesterday I went to the hospital 
and I had both good news and bad. I guess I should start with the good news. 

Last time I talked to Anne I thought she suggested radiation to help me keep my 
voice. Luckily that involved a lot of ‘ifs’ (which I didn’t realise), and I do not have 
those ifs. The tumours are only in my lungs not anywhere else. 

Now the not-so-good news. My naughty little tumours aren’t so little 
anymore. They have grown quite a bit since my last x-ray. The biggest one 
is about five to seven centimetres in diameter, and there are more than twelve 
others of a significant size. They seem to be growing more quickly now, but I 
will see in two months when I have my next scans.

So on the plus side, I don’t have to have radiation, which is what I was really 
worried about. I love being a student and having fun, and radiation would 
have made me so tired. It would have sucked. I wish the tumours were smaller, 
because we are still only talking about months. Who knows? According to the 
first prognosis two years ago I was given six months to live, and I am sitting on 
six months now.

I have lots to look forward to! It’s my birthday in less than twenty days, which 
is so exciting!! I never thought I would turn 20!! I am going to the Beyoncé 
concert with Dad and Tom. I even have my hall ball.

Sometimes when I feel sad I just remember what a good life I have and it 
helps me. I honestly have had one of the best lives ever, and I fully intend to 
keep enjoying it. 

Bring on being 20!!
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Thursday, 22 August 2013

Making 20

I’m going to make it to 20. I am actually going to turn 20! Monday is so close 
now! I can almost smell it. At the beginning of this year I was told I only had 
six months to live. I wondered whether I would get to see Tom turn 18. I didn’t 
even think I could make it to my own 20th!

It makes me smile to think that this is not the end of me, not yet. I have a 
bit more life in me, a few more memories to make. Who knows what I have left 
to do. Life will never be perfect, so it’s important to appreciate moments and 
milestones, and this may be one of the happiest milestones I have ever reached.

I have already had some amazing birthday treats, and it’s not even my 
birthday yet. I just have the best friends a girl could ask for. 

Sometimes I love my life 
because, just in case 

you missed it, 
I’m still alive!!!!
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Thursday, 5 September 2013

The good, the bad & the ugly

This title is rather overdramatic, which I sometimes fear is a word that 
should be applied to me. Overdramatic Harriet. Sometimes I am too. Earlier in 
the year I fell over and I was certain that I had broken my foot and told everyone 
so. I hadn’t. I am still embarrassed to this day remembering what a drama queen 
I was about it. But most of the time I like to think I am not.

I have been having a ridiculous amount of fun. I turned 20!! I actually did it!! 
I’m 20!! This is a huge milestone and I have spent the last two weeks celebrating 
it. My parents have dubbed it my birthday festival, as I have been so spoiled and 
been having so much fun with the most wondrous people.

I think I should definitely turn 20 more often. I would recommend it to 
anyone. It has been the best birthday I have ever had. Jannie even flew in from 
Zurich to celebrate with me, and people flew in from all over the country. So 
much delicious food and wonderful people and copious amounts of alcohol. 
What more could I want?

But like everything you can’t have the highs without the lows. Two days ago I 
felt a sharp pain in the side of my ribcage every time I breathed in. I told myself 
that I had just pulled a muscle with all my vigorous dancing, but on Sunday 
night I decided that I couldn’t really ignore it anymore and I sent an email to 
Anne. She replied quickly on Monday morning telling me that it was important 
that I call her and arrange an appointment.

I awoke to a call from Sophie asking what I was doing as she was on her way 
over, and was I out of bed yet? I had to confess that her call had woken me. 
She laughed and told me to get in the shower, and playfully reminded me most 
people wake up when the clock reads ‘a.m.’.

Instead of having a shower like Sophie suggested, I decided to see if Anne 
had emailed. She had, so I called her and she said that it was important that I 
come in and we check out what was going on. So, as per usual, when Sophie 
showed up I was still in my PJs and she had to run me through the motions of 
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getting ready. I was being rather toddler-like, as even though the rational part of 
me knew I should go, I really didn’t want to.

With the help of Sophie and Tessa, I finally got into Will’s car. Will had 
very luckily decided to bring his dog Molly along for the ride, which left me 
completely and utterly smitten. Molly and I cuddled all the way to the hospital. 
I cannot describe how gorgeous she is.

When I got to the hospital I started to get nervous again, but as anyone 
knows in hospitals there is a lot of waiting around. I went and got an x-ray and 
saw Anne’s registrar when they had only done one x-ray rather than two, so I 
had to go and get another one done. Luckily I had Sophie with me who is rather 
excellent company and continually makes me laugh.

Both scans showed nothing. So then they became worried that I might have 
a blood clot in my lungs and they got very worried. Words were being thrown 
around like ‘Clexane injections’, which are better known as rat poison. At this 
point I decided I should tell Mum that I was in hospital.

After much grumbling and being a ’fraidy cat (all on my part) a nurse was 
able to get a line in, and I headed down to get a CT scan. I even got a ride on 
a bed they were so worried, with Mum and Soph chuckling all the way and 
making Princess Harriet jokes. Luckily the CT scan showed that I have no clots 
— so yay! No rat poison for me!!! One of my little tumours has decided to get an 
infection around it and attach itself to my lung lining, which is what is causing 
the pain. Rather annoying. So, hopefully, I will be able to take antibiotics for a 
week and it will go away. I have an appointment with Anne next week. If it isn’t 
better by then … I will cross that bridge when I get there.

What’s been more scary than the hospital visit is the pain. It makes everything 
so much more real. I do understand what is happening to me, but most of the 
time I can ignore it, and try to live my life and be as happy as I can be. When 
you feel pain every time you breathe, it’s right there, staring you in the face. 
There is no way around this. I am dying.

There is not that much time left for me. I don’t mean this in the sense that I 
am dying as we speak, but I mean I don’t have years. I have months. One thing 
that I do is every time I see people I love I try to say, ‘I love you’. I don’t know 
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how much more I will be able to tell them that.
If this week has shown me anything, it’s that I have so many people I love 

and who love me, and I am going to try to tell them so much as possible.

Because I do. 
Always have. 
Always will.

Quick trip to hospital with Sophie.

Pizza dinner with a few friends on my 
birthday.
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Boulcott Gatsby party: I may 
or may not have picked the 
theme so I could wear the 

dress again …

The spectacular Sophie who looks after me!

My surprise birthday dinner with 
wonderful friends.

I may have missed Tessa slightly.
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luckily this pup 
was around for cuddles!  

Sadly, this puppy is my granddad’s.  
I haven’t got a puppy.

Yet. 
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Monday, 16 September 2013

Mood swings

The sadness creeps up slowly, sometimes it seems to disappear entirely, but 
there is always this smidge of sadness which I can’t properly shake. I wish I 
could, but the truth is I am sad. Don’t get me wrong. I am happy too, but I am 
sad. Augustus in The Fault in Our Stars said it right when he said:

‘The marks humans leave are too often scars.’

Everywhere I look now I seem to be leaving scars and I hate it. I don’t want to 
cause people pain but I don’t know how to stop it. 

I have reached that point in hyper-exhaustion where my mood swings are 
involuntary and often uncontrollable. I will get angry for a very small, almost 
non-existent reason, then feel like crying, and then have fits of uncontrollable 
laughter. 

It is messing with my head. I have never had this little control over my emotions 
and it scares me. On the plus side I haven’t been able to stop eating the past 
couple of days, which may mean that I truly do end up on the ‘plus’ side of life. 

Life moves on and it continues to move forward, and I have so much to look 
forward to. I simply wish I had more control, more time, more puppy, more 
everything really. Especially more puppy. That would be nice. Red pandas too! 
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Sunday, 27 October 2013

The great & the miserable

Sorry it’s been so long since I wrote here. Life has been moving quickly! 
I have almost not stopped moving. I love to keep moving. I am one of those 
people who gets bored very easily. And I love to be doing things. I’m so lucky 
that, in the last six weeks, that is basically all I have been doing. It’s been crazy!

In the last six weeks I have had my hall ball which was amazing. It was held 
at Te Papa, and I had such a good night dancing with all my Boulcott kids! I had 
the most amazing dress, but I don’t think Dad really approved. When he saw it 
he asked me if Miley Cyrus had picked it out …

I went down to Dunedin to visit all my friends — a pretty spectacular week 
filled with much lunching and brunching and a little bit of partying. I even 
managed to fit in a wonderful trip to the butterfly exhibit, and a quick cuddle 
with my uncle’s gorgeous dogs.

I went to Beyoncé in Auckland which was amazing — she is such a superstar! 
Tom, who doesn’t even like her music, had to admit that it was one of the best 
concerts that he’d ever seen. I may have over-exaggerated it when I said ‘the best 
concert he’d ever seen’, but he said it was ‘good’ and that’s about as much as you 
will ever get him to admit. I think Tom will now secretly sing Beyoncé in the 
shower when he thinks we can’t hear him! Dad loved her more. I was, well … 
my normal diva.

I even went to Park Road Post Production and got to see The Hobbit being made 
into the wonderful film it is going to be. I am sooo excited to see the whole 
thing, but as per usual I can tell you nothing apart from the fact that Philippa 
Boyens is truly one of the most amazing women I have had the pleasure of 
meeting. 

I have also had Boulcott’s end of year events to go to, as we have to move out on 
16 November. Everyone is moving into exams, which is CRAZY. I’m obviously 
studying hard! I am lucky to have lived here, though. I have met some of the 
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most amazing people, and I’m so happy that they are in my life. It’s such a cool 
place to live. I absolutely love it.

Over this time, I have also attempted to bake, watched dearest Simon play rugby, 
and driven to Hawkes Bay and Levin to spend time with my grandparents. I 
have watched many movies. I have caught up with old friends and made new 
friends. I have been to plays, and a musical where Anya beguiled the audience.

I have had more brunches, lunches, coffees, dinners, afternoon teas (and any 
other word you can describe a catch-up revolving around food) than I care to 
admit! Life has been amazing!

Now for the miserable side of this blog. I have a little tear in my lung and 
it’s bleeding. This is about as much fun as it sounds. I am on some very nice 
painkillers to get rid of the pain, but there is not much the doctors can really do 
apart from hope it fixes itself, or maybe give me a small round of steroids. It’s 
making me really tired.

It’s so annoying as I still want to do so much, but I have to take it easy and 
not stress my body out too much (which I am not very good at doing). So I have 
my fingers crossed that it will get better, but I guess we always knew this was 
coming. There isn’t much that I can do about it so I try not to worry. That’s not 
always possible, but I can try my best. 

‘That’s the thing about pain. It demands to be felt.’ My dear John Green. I 
wish this wasn’t the case but like most things he wrote about when he wrote The 
Fault in Our Stars, he is right. Pain sucks and as much as you try to ignore it, it 
is still there. I’m simply lucky I have such wonderful distractions.

Not puppy-level 
of distraction 
but good ones 
all the same.
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Dunedin beach walks.

Dinners galore.

Making Sophie into my ghetto flower.

The wonderful Tessa.
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Boulcott bingo night.

We ‘B’ sad to leave Boulcott.

My amazing floor.

Hall ball with Eddy & Simon.
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Saturday, 16 November 2013

The problem with exponential growth

The problem with cancer is the tumours, and problems like tears in the 
lungs that don’t tend to go away. They tend to get worse. I cannot believe quite 
how sick I have got in such a short space of time. I have officially had to move 
out of Boulcott and am definitely regressing back towards a baby state.

I have this awful cough, which makes me feel like my lungs want to be on 
the outside of my body rather than on the inside where they are supposed to 
be. I also can’t eat much anymore, which also depletes the amount of energy I 
have. The painkillers make my mind a little more foggy. So yeah, I spend most 
of my days in bed!! 

I have found this magical thing called Lonely (the Lonely Hearts bra range). 
They do these amazing bras that don’t have underwire, so I can sleep in them 
and be comfortable. I am far more happy about this than I should be because I 
don’t have to get undressed every time I hop into bed. You know you are getting 
sick when this is an achievement. 

Then I have days like yesterday when I had a migraine, and instead of taking 
one day to fix itself, I am still feeling it a little bit. Which sucks. It must go 
away because tonight I am going to the One Republic concert with my friend 
Danielle. 

When I used to say ‘rest’, I meant that I would not do much walking, but now 
I mean rest. I have not left the couch except to pee or shower. I am napping in 
full-on cat mode getting ready for tonight.

I’m lucky there have been loads of good things happening in my life, not just 
the fact that my friends from out of town have come back, or my friend Gilly 
has the most gorgeous puppy called Kelly!! Or the fact that my parents have 
agreed that I get to dog-sit a dog during the day!!! But that my friend, who I 
guess isn’t my friend anymore, decided to ask me out!!!! This is super and ultra-
exciting because I may have had a crush on him for quite a long time, and he’s 
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one of my best mates, so it was like — do I say anything? Luckily I didn’t, coz 
he felt the same way :) 

Oh right, his name is Mac, and he went to Wellington College and then 
did a gap year with Bex and everyone, so he lives in Wellington too. So that’s 
all very exciting! Secretly, I really like this one. He’s pretty awesome. Though, 
awkwardly, we don’t have any pictures together — I will have to get some!

My friend Katie couldn’t go to Taylor Swift so she gave me her two tickets. 
Guess who is getting a super- exciting date weekend in Auckland on the 29th? 
You do have my permission to feel sorry for him now, but I promise I’m not 
mean to him all the time, just a lot of it! 

So my health isn’t great and I don’t know how much longer I have, but I still 
have many things which make me happy! ONE REPUBLIC TONIGHT!

Aren’t I lucky?

Anthony and me at  
Brokeback Mountain.

Cuddles with Kelly.
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TUESDAY, 10 December 2013

Project Cute

I don’t quite know how to start this blog post as it has been so long since 
I did one. Well not really so long, but so much has happened. I should have 
written more but I was too sick or otherwise occupied, so I just wrote quick 
Facebook updates which seemed easier than trying to write a whole blog. This 
means that there is a big chunk of my story that is missing. So I guess this is me 
filling in all that has happened.

I ended up getting really sick. I mean really sick, so I had to go into hospital. 
I had pneumonia, and if anything was going to kill me that was it. Also my 
lungs were constantly filling up with fluid. It was so painful, and I must admit 
at one point I did wish I was not alive anymore. It hurt too much. It was a life 
that wasn’t worth living.

I was left on IV antibiotics and told that I simply must get better. I think she 
must have sensed that I needed it, for little to my knowledge my friend Rebekah 
had been running around for weeks creating a video to remind me how much 
I am loved.

It could not have come at a better time. I was feeling beaten, like this was it. 
And my friends and family as always came through for me, showing how much 
they care, and were able to have many a laugh at my expense.

The video was screened at Queen Margaret’s, and so many people helped out 
and put on an amazing spread. I literally hobbled quickly in, making a beeline 
for the nearest seat. I was sooo sick, and sort of passed from one person’s arms to 
the next pretending that I was keeping it together while struggling not to pass 
out from exhaustion and lack of oxygen.

That all changed.
I sat down, and could not help but laugh, cry and cringe with every minute 

of the video! It reminded me why I have to beat this pneumonia.
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Thank you so much, Rebekah, and everyone who put so much effort into this 
film. I loved it in every single way.

Check it out: 
‘Project Cute for Harriet Rowland’

Mac (my boyfriend!! still not used 
to calling him that!) & me.

Rebekah: the one girl who made the whole video. I could not 
ask for a more amazing friend. She is simply spectacular.

Some of the beautiful  
friends who came to movie night.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=69kQMzIwht0
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WEDNESDAY, 11 DECEMBER 2013

Survival of the Fittest

I can’t believe how quickly time flies! Two weeks ago I went to the Taylor 
Swift concert in Auckland, thanks to the wonderful Katie who gave me her 
tickets. It was so much fun! I was coming out of the other side of my pneumonia, 
which was great, but I was still quite tired. I wasn’t allowed to fly and I wasn’t 
up to driving. Mac cannot drive, which I think is completely ridiculous. He 
maintains that it is a very normal thing. It’s not.

So my mother and my brother kindly offered to drive us up. We stopped in 
Taupo on the way there and back, and spent two days in Auckland! I had such 
a wonderful time up there, and because we booked so late we ended up staying 
in SKYCITY!

It was so nice and really central. We arrived on the Friday afternoon, and 
I promptly did what I do best and had a nap. Then I woke up and demanded 
food, so Mac went down to Elliott Stables and got us some very yummy pizza. 
I sat on the hotel bed eating it and watching cartoons.

Mother and Father had suggested that I miss the opening act to conserve my 
energy, but it was seven o’clock, and I was ready and way too excited to sit still 
for a moment longer. So we jumped in a cab and went down to Vector Arena. 
I managed to see my friend Lucy while getting drinks, then do that silly wee 
dance you do while you sit down to the music of Neon Trees.

We had really good seats, but poor Mac felt a bit like a fish out of water as 
most of the audience were young girls (and some young boys) and their parents. 
Sadly, at 6'3 there is no way to hide him, but I think he felt better when this 
fabulously gay man came and sat next to us. He was in his early thirties and 
came by himself because none of his friends would go with him. He knew every 
word to every song. His smile alone made my night.

It was such a good concert. Taylor Swift had amazing dancers and her stage 
was one of the most amazing I have ever seen! I managed to do some awesome 
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chair grooving. (I stood for a few songs but ran out of breath pretty quickly.)
I spent all of Saturday seeing my friends in Auckland. I met up with Claudia 

for brunch — we went to Depot which is the Al Brown restaurant! It was so 
delicious, and it’s always awesome seeing Clauds. I spent the whole afternoon 
down in Britomart with some of my amazing friends from Boulcott — two of 
them had driven up from Hamilton to see me. 

After that, I had a rest back at the hotel until my friend Josh came. He has 
been in the Navy for the last couple of months in training to become an officer. 
He graduated and got a leadership award, and I could not be prouder of this 
amazing man. He is a seriously wonderful boy! I went out for dinner with him. 
I even had time for a drink with Chloe, Alex and Bex who were up in Auckland 
for the concert too.

I was so proud of how much I was able to do. My friends really do mean the 
world to me, and to be able to see them and catch up was awesome!

It was an amazing weekend, and really nice con sidering how sick I’d been. It 
showed me how much better I am. After spending two weeks bedridden it was a 
relief to have a change of scenery, and see people who are important to me that 
I never thought I’d see again.

It’s strange the things 
life throws in your face, 
the good and the bad, 
and this weekend was 
such a good time!!!
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We had such amazing seats.

Cheeky selfie before the show.

Lunch with Claudia at Depot.

Some of my wonderful from Boulcott.
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SUNDAY, 15 DECEMBER 2013

How to have fun without a dog

If you don’t know this about me, I would probably say you don’t know me 
very well. I am not very good at sitting still, EVER really. But sometimes my 
body dictates, especially now with this whole cancer thing, that I must lie down.

Luckily the rest that is forced on my body is made better by having people to 
visit! It’s literally been so wonderful — so many friends have been spending such 
a huge time out in Paremata Road. My friend Jess flew up to see me.

Luckily, this week I have had awesome events to distract me too. Philippa 
Boyens is honestly one of the kindest people I know — she is so busy yet finds 
time to fit me in. She came to visit me in hospital with Fran Walsh and Katie 
Jackson before they ran off to premiere The Hobbit in LA. I was also invited 
to the New Zealand premiere with my friend Tessa (who was up again from 
Christchurch to see me). We had the most wonderful night dressing up with 
the help of Sophie and Zoe. It was such a fun night and the movie is honestly so 
good. If anyone is tossing up going, just go. It’s awesome!

The whole Hobbit cast has been so good to me. Richard Armitage wrote me 
an email which said, ‘You are such a wonderful, funny, thoughtful, smart, brave 
girl.’ I must admit this made my day that much better. He is such an amazing 
person not only to think of me while busily promoting a movie, but to write 
me an email! 

The very next day after The Hobbit premiere, I went to the Governor General’s 
house for their Christmas party. It is such a pretty place. Kate, Finn and Finn’s 
mum Amanda got to meet the Governor General and his wife and son!

I remember saying at the beginning of this blog that my life is surreal, and 
judging by the last two days, it kind of is. My mother is worried I will turn into 
a Wellington socialite, without realising that I already am. It’s always a hard 
question when people say to me, ‘What do you do?’ The simplest and most 
truthful reply would be, ‘I have fun’. These past two days, that is what I’ve done.
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I have had two of the best days 
of my life, even without a dog!

My awesome mother & father sending 
me off to The Hobbit.

Zoe & Sophie who helped 
the lovely Tessa & me get ready.

Tessa & me, red-carpet ready.

Kate & me.
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Kate & me outside the Governor General’s house. 

AHHHHHH! It’s about to start!

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OPVWy1tFXuc
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Last Post

I guess this is it, the end of my story. I know what is going to happen, yet 
somehow I don’t. Life throws you a curve ball now and then, so I may have some 
adventures yet. I know I am going to die, and I know it will be sooner rather 
than later. I wish it wasn’t true, and it wasn’t going to happen, but it is.

One of my favourite quotes from The Fault in Our Stars is ‘some infinities are 
bigger than other infinities’, and it just happens to be that mine is smaller than 
most, but that does not mean I have been unlucky. I think I have been terribly 
lucky in my life. There are the places I have gone and the people who decided 
to let me be their friend. I even fell in love not just once but twice with two 
incredible guys, at different times of course — what kind of girl do you think I 
am? Lastly, I have one of the most incredible families on this earth. I have had a 
wonderful and amazing life.

My life has been one long adventure, but at some time or another all journeys 
must come to an end. I live at a million miles an hour, trying to squeeze as 
much as I can into every day. Death, for me, will be a well-deserved rest. It’s the 
people I leave behind who will find it hard. They are the ones who have to keep 
on going, keep living.

I never intended to be a burden on anyone yet now I cannot help it. I wish I 
could tell everyone individually that I love them, and for those to be my last 
words to them, but if I ended every sentence with ‘I love you’ conversation may 
get very boring.

I have spent a long time walking this dog. It has fought and I have fought, 
but it has won. That doesn’t really matter because I have won in my own way. 
Even if I didn’t get a dog, I won because I lived.

http://johngreenbooks.com/the-fault-in-our-stars/
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I didn’t stop to wait 
for the storm to pass. 
I simply learnt how 
to dance in the rain. 

myexperienceofwalkingthedog.blogspot.co.nz

http://myexperienceofwalkingthedog.blogspot.co.nz/
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note TO READER

Dear Reader, 
We hope you’ve enjoyed this ebook and will recommend The Book of Hat, referring 
others to the Rosa Mira Books website where they can buy their own copy. Although 
we offer our books to you free of DRM, we ask that you observe copyright etiquette 

and do not pass them on beyond your immediate circle. 
You can follow Rosa Mira Books on our blog rosamirabooks.blogspot.co.nz. 
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