my memoir of breast cancer: loss, love & laughter

an e-book by Lisa Tugnette
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SAMPLE: CHAPTER 4 SEXY GIRL



4
Sexy Girl

As a young girl, | used to flip through fashion magazines while lying on my bed,
wishing | was one of those lucky girls who had won a whole new makeover. How
did they get picked, anyway? Certainly they would have never found me in that
little hamlet of Violet Road in Odessa. | would lie on my bed and wonder what
could be done with my curly, red hair that | hated so much at the time. | felt as if |
was the only redhead in the world and swore to my parents | must have been
adopted. Back in the seventies, | never once saw a redheaded model in the
popular Seventeen magazine. They were always blond with no freckles. When
you look good, you feel good they say, and | so desperately wanted to look and
feel good then - and especially now.

Being down one breast, and the other soon to go, | was feeling far from sexy or
feminine. At that point, | wasn’t ready to invest physically or emotionally in
reconstructive surgery. | was confused and overwhelmed by the information and
decisions to be made. | couldn’t ignore my reflection in the mirror each morning;
that long scar that ran across my chest. | attempted to convince myself that |
was not ‘abnormal,” and it didn’t matter what other people thought. Almost eight
months had passed since my mastectomy, and | still stared at my reflection in
disbelief.

So when | heard that a new tv makeover show called ‘Sexy Girl’ on the Life
Network was looking for women between the ages of 25-35, | decided it was
worth a try and e-mailed my interest. The timing couldn’t have been better. |
figured this could be my chance to re-define my femininity, offer hope and
inspiration to other women, and raise public awareness of breast cancer in young
women. Still, | was surprised when | received such a quick response from Tracy

Cohen, the researcher of the show. It read: “Call me, we must talk!”



| went through an exciting, but nerve-racking screening process with Tracy that
involved a telephone and video interview, answering lots of questions and
sending them some pictures of myself wearing NO makeup. One of the
questions was, “Why would this makeover make a difference to me?” My answer
was simple. ‘| just want to be me, my new self, without feeling that | have to hide
behind my prothesis, or to have reconstructive surgery.”

Four days after my 36" birthday, | got the call. | had been chosen to be on the
show! | would receive a complete transformation, a package valued up to
$3,000!

This couldn’t have come at a better time. It carried me through my pending
surgery, then just two weeks away, to know that after | had healed, the actual
makeover would happen in August. | was looking for that fresh start, to feel

renewed and good about myself, on the inside and out.

May 17, 2004, two days before my surgery, three of the crew members came to
Kingston to capture my “before image” and film the family together in our home.
The weather was ideal. The sun was shining and shimmering off the pool water.
We felt so at ease with the crew, it felt as if we had known them for years. That
allowed us all to be ourselves in front of the camera and to share our story with

authenticity.

Mom was a part of this exciting day too; she was in there like a dirty old shoe!
She prepared ahead of time delicious, mouth-watering Hungarian cabbage rolls
for lunch which everyone devoured. The crew was so appreciative, as they
weren’t accustomed to being fed homemade meals, and often went without

eating until they were done filming for the day.



After lunch we got back at it. Brian Whitty, our soundman, was carefully hooking
up a little black microphone underneath Mom'’s top. He asked with surprise,
“Myrka, you're not wearing a bra, are you?” Mom chuckled, slightly embarrassed
that she had been caught, not expecting someone would be stuffing wires up her
top. “No!” she admitted with a smirk. Everyone laughed. | teased Mom and said,
“Today of all days, when you’re being filmed for national television, you'd think
you would have at least worn your bra!” Even though | did tell Mom to, “Just be
yourself, as if it were any other Sunday visit™ ...... she didn’t have to take it
literally!



