


cricket’s corner...

It 1s the middle of summer
and I am so stinkin’ hot. I live
in Florida, where 1t 1s swelter-
ing with ridiculous amounts
of humidity blistering through
the air. When the wind blows,
it feels as if I am 1n an over-
grown, steroid induced, giant
blow dryer. It’s gross. And our air conditioning is
on the fritz. During the dog days, we cannot keep
our house any cooler than 82 degrees so we call it
The Sweat Box. I know there are people who
don’t have A/C and for them, I feel terrible. But
we do and I know we do and it just doesn’t work
right when the sun is beating down. I would be
better off if I didn’t know we had it. I am trying to
make myself think I live in a rainforest somewhere
in the outer reaches of New Guinea. When I think
like that, it only makes me feel slightly better.

Being so sweaty and hot and sticky makes me feel
utterly lovely. My face has a continual “glow” to
it; my underarms are perpetually “fragrant”, my
skin has a “tacky” feel to it. All of this reminds

me, it 1s summer. So what shall I do with 1t?

I can’t beat the heat, so I might as well get out in
the heat (and for me, getting out of my house 13
actually more comfortable!) to enjoy the sunshine
and hopetully some fun water, sporting, or out-
door activity. I love the beach, and remember my
feelings 16 years ago when I had my ostomy
surgery. Not in a million years was I going to put
a bathing suit on, now that I had a stoma. I actu-
ally wore a grey leotard with black tights the first
time I went swimming after surgery! The tights
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made me feel more secure and “tucked” in. Even
though I looked like a circus performer, in some
weird way, I felt confident.

As time went on and I realized, after asking every-
one, not “Does my butt look fat in these jeans?”
rather, “Can you see my stoma sticking out?”
that I was so self-conscious and so concerned
about an issue that I was making a big deal out
of as everyone guaranteed me, “No, [ cannot see
your stoma!” Maybe they could and they just
wanted to make me feel better. Whatever. It
worked and I realized I needed to accept my
stomal situation and with some expert shop-
ping, I found a bathing suit that made me feel
self assured so I could swim and go to the
beach. I graduated from the circus to a skirted
one-piece. For you gentlemen out there, this

might be like going from a wet suit to board
shorts! It was a BIG deal!

For the past 16 summers I have lived in some
outlandishly uber warm climate, so I have had to
come to terms with this stoma 1ssue. As I gained
more confidence, I ventured out from the one-
piece to a tankini. I really liked the way the
tankini made me feel young and fashionable.
Like Lamborgini in Car World, tankini to me
was one step closer to Bathing Suit World cool-
ness. When I started working for ostomysecrets®
and the Swim Wrap was created, I decided,
despite my middle age status, I was not going to
worry about having a stoma. I would get out in
the sunshiny heat in a two-piece! I did it. I actu-
ally did it and it wasn’t so bad. Not a single soul
came up to me on the beach and asked me what
that black band around my belly was and was I
possibly harboring a stoma underneath 1it? I
guess I have learned that in these brutally hot
days my stoma 1sn’t going anywhere and it 1s in
my best interest to enjoy the ride. Even 1f I am
sweating along the way.
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