


ey There is only one
of you in all time.
A — Martha Graham
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[t would have been around 1999 or 2000. *You should get
i sick more often,” he said, admiring my disappearing
frame as [ got out of the tub, shtvering with fever and a
M bad stomach. ['d been sick for days and had lost a lot of
. welght. -ﬂ“ R - U
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q Around the summer of 1934 she pulled me to the front of
J the studio. *This is what a dancer's body should look
'\ like,” she saud, pointing to me. My body was so slim

‘ because I was recoverl_nq from fhree weeks of radtal‘ton
\ fherapg. "mm\ 1 ."Qi -
N 3 — 7 . >
i | \ Less of me.is more,
ERNEY 3
Now [ understand that [ came to believe this was the
theme of my life. Less of me is the right way fo be. Take
Up less space. Meet the expectations | believed other
people had of me. Be more ashamed. Be sick.
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Being sick also brought forgiveness — or, more rightl\j,
what I interpreted as forgiveness. It also made people
sick with worry. I couldn't win.

As I began thinking about this comic, I realized there
ere markers scattered through my life. Not pain points
o much as plot points. Medical appointments. Tre

JEEEEEEEZUS. SN A e i Zh Moments when [ had to take care of my body.
THIS MAY ALL BE T0O MUCH R . Ay e
WAVEL GAZING . .. or = e
EVEN FOR NE. - e ‘ i D
APOLOGIES IN ADVANCE. W Sar NI ['ve gathered those bare-bones plot points because they

offer a way back to 1977, when I struggled with body
autonomy, personal autonomy, and what would become a

recurring health condition that required intervention.

}. Christmas 197¢. I received a new diary. It became my :
[ife raft through 1977, first in Sweden and then after P&
we moved to Canada. Since that Christmas, diaries, ¢ :
journaling, and art have been my sacred space.
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Now ['m 4. M\j| bod\j s my own. There's beautg in
witnessing its changes. I don't want to deny aging or
pretend it wsn't haplnentng_ I have the privilege of
witnessing its biology. OF
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i y body is my diary too, |t : 2
i . 2 o - > g . 4y Perhaps Potato Nose: Narratio Ef'fro‘gr&'da tsn't only a
Every scar. Every swelling. Every wrinkle. Every ache. story told backwards. Perhaps it's a story that reverses

Every change is an entry. gl W I the story I have always believed.
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PLEOHORPHIC ADENOMA IS THE MOST
COMMON BENIGN SALIVARY GLAND TUMOR,

MOST OFTEN ARISING IN THE PAROTID GLAND ? Doctor (ENNT swg,on); / reviewed your MRT
IT IS SLOW-GROWING, PAINLE SS. ALTHOUGH

BENIGN, IT CAN RECUR IF NOT COMPLETELY a5z B ) oy, o
EXCISED AND HAS A SMALL RISK OF likely pleomorphic adenomas=the same kin

MALTGNANT TRANSFORMATION IF LEFT you've had before They're usually benign, buf
UNTREATED FOR MANY YEARS. =L - ff)ey can Cﬁange over ltime. There are also some

a fypt(,‘af cells
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Me: That ts what [ expecfed What are my e
options?

It shows multiple tumour beds that are most

~—m W e B AW,

Doctor: Gption 1: We can monitor them, but ['m
not comfortable with that because of the :
atypical cells. Option 2: We can do surgery, but |
there's a significant risk of facial nerve

I think I'll begtn with the recent
phone call from the eaf, fiose, and
throat surgeon. wWhat sfa\jed with

me wasn't H‘\e ou{Come.

[t was the familiar, immediate
embarrassment of taking up his
time, taking up space, as though
my body needed to apologize for TR ;
requiring attention. - | Doctor: I'd like to refer you back to RadOnc at
3 ' ¥ : 4 VGH to discuss radiation therapy again. It's not
the usual approach, but your situation isn't
ical, and I'd like their opinten.

Doctor: I'd rather hear from the radiation

team first, then we'll decide together. The good
news is this isn't urgenf. These tumours are
slow-growing. The challenge is their location

and all the scar hssue from your previous
surgeries, which makes operating very difficult. |
Your case is also exactly the kind we're
researching.. people who have recurrences

many years later.

Doctor: It is. We'll gei the RadOnc team's |
opinion, then we'll decide on the best path
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- =5 ¥ . St. Paul’s Hospital, Burrard Strto T |
o =l id MRI, Radiology Department :




- 202‘ P (ENT Surgeon) called and confirmed the biopsy results:
S

,‘ _Dr‘.

benign pleomorphic adenomas with rare alypical cells Low-grade
carcinoma cannof be completely excluded

Because of my tumour htstor\j, scar tissue, and the tumours’
location near the factal nerve, they will proceed cautiously. The
next step is an MRI. It will take 1-2 months for an appointment

),
N in the thyroid /‘ \
. \ e ;
The ultrasound itself turned into a surprisingly long process as
Dr. B surveyed my cheek, jaw, neck. I was then called into the
biopsg room for a Pert Parotid t’_ymp’" Node, fine needle
aspiration (FNA). Dr. S. was so gentle. I felt a tiny prick when the
needle went in, but after that I couldn't feel it. I could, however,
hear it. [nside my skull: Scrape. Scrape. Scrape. ' ' '
-—rTTe &7 v §& ] Al
J [ was overly relieved they didn't cover my eyes. My fucking
claustrophobia. When I cranked my eyes way up and to the left, I
could watch everything on the ultrasound screen. Fascinating!
Meanwhile, another set of thoughts started swirling tn my bratn:
== =y ATURITOEERT. " |
Are you doing this for attention? Are you making a bigger deal
out of this than it is? Why take up these folks time?

ancouver General Hospital, Ultrasound, Radiology
Gordon and Leslie Diamond Health Centre, Laurel Street
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iE‘ Got a phone call from ENT. Requlsthcn for ultrasound and ne

‘P! biopsy has been made. [ am on the wattlist.

Y

Journal entry 2 55 PH Ubered to the Diamond Centre. I'm in the
coffee shop downstairs as [ am early. ['m not nervous at all. Just
curtous. My face's left side — sometimesg quiet, often strange

[ recall taking Mamma to this
centre in 2009 to see the

lver spectalist but she was
deemed too far advanced for §

Whipple surgery.

¥ Vancouver General Hospital, Ultrasound, Radiolegy ,
T Gordon and Leslie Diamond Health Centre, Laurel Street

_TTW_ —...—v.—r——-“-

SEPfel'nber 22, 2025 ’
" I Dovnfaun Rad\ulegg, Keefer Stroot

Journal entry:
Waiting at the Ultrasound in
Chinatown. This is where [

broughf Mamma in November [ am flooded
2007 to do an ultraseund on her with feelings.

pancreas. “’ was nof good news.




A diary is a negotiation with the ultimate
truth that the goal of life is death.




Doctors have written parts of it. |
| Hospitals have stored parts of it. :r‘

Other people have reacted to =
sometimes becoming so
Frlghfened and overwhelmed

._ E:af their fear became another
| H:ﬂg for me to carry. Believing
| at wasg my role. [ think that ig

! why I am a hermit now.

My medical records were lost in
2003 when my family doctor
closed his practice. It feels
strange to know that parl' of my
own history has stmply ‘
disappeared.

So my diaries, journals, and
collection of old letters become

another way of piecing together
the medical histery.

Maybe this comic is another kind
of medical record. Not an

of ficial one. Just my own record.
A way of saying: I was here.
This happened to me.
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When [ look back
| at every stage of my life,

I think I've been : :

misinterpreting the assignment. ) - A dance teacher calling my body exemplary,
even after radiation. My (then) life parfner
admiring what sickness had done to my body.
Doctors m‘-’aSUring, scannting it opentng ot
taking Charge of it. Doing their job.

ever assigned to my body
was lending it to my children,
so they could grow inside it.

"MoSPITAL JAN 31 1988
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I now come to a poinf in 1989 when my
written diaries began to melt into my
Skefchbooks.

Up until then, my sketchbooks had mostly

been about drawing things I loved—trolls,

dogs, and dance. My diaries were mosﬂxj
words, with the occasional Pho{'o.

But that year came a moment—the
TURNING POINT (also one of my fave
movies ever, btw)-when diary +
sketchbook became journaling... became

therapy. A place where I could be raw and y
: honest and ugly. o

I was in absolute shock.
Heartbroken.
Terrified.

But I followed my broken heart, and I
made some of the craziest, boldest,
: weirdest, and best decisions of my life— B
‘3 even though they were also the hardest. /

[~

This is the page from that da\j-—- éj"ﬁ

{ This isn't the place to unpack the context. "‘7‘* ’
’ That's for another time. \
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J ‘I sing the body electric.. To be surrounded by beautiful, curtous, ; tng flesh is enough... _ _
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In 1983, [ was referred to the BC Cancer AgenC\j at Vancouver
General Hospital te discuss radiation treatment for the

Summer 1983: Radiatien

recurrent tumours growing tn the area of my left parotid

gland. Dr. Stewart Jacksen,

Head of Radiation Oncolegy, BC Cancer Agency, Vancouyer \

' - Dr. Albino D. Flores,
g: - : — | Radiation Oncology, specializing in head and avok cancess

[ remember having about three weeks of

Dr. Jackson wrote

i Radliation as a Cure for

Cancer: 7-59 Htsfory of

Radiation Treatment in

British Columbia,

& | published by the BC Cancer
8 Agency in 2002,

radiation. After every radtation

treatment, my mom and I would walk down

Broadwa\j, about 3 block or so from

Vancouver General Hospttal, and have

our $2.95 breakfast at Jukebox Johnny's
"at Heather and Broadway. At first, it was
wenderful. Eventually, I couldn't stomach
the food anymore. But we went anyway. It
was my favourite part of the day.

When they began making the initial plaster mask over my face,
I panicked. They had planned to cover my eyes. FUCK THIS! [
Ed couldn't do it. So they left 0penlngs for my eyes. '




A few months before the radiation
treatments began, I had undergone
my 4th surgery But when the surgeon
opened me up, he saw how quickly the
tumor had returned (and that the
cells were beginning to show more
aggressive tendencies). He decided,
We can't do this again He referred
me to the BC Cance

R " - Lions Ga':c Hospl'.tal
| North Vancouver
Lo
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I know for sure that the fourth

‘surgery was May 25, 1983, because

it was the same day as the U2
concert at the Queen Elizabeth
Theatre in Vancouver. I'm not a huge
UZ fan, but I did have a ticket. I
ended up giving it to my friend who
lived across the street. I remember
waking up the next day in my hospital
bed with her face right up to mine
and, in my memory, she's basically
yelling at me: *You should have
been there!”




i N
| 51¢ East Braemar Road JUIN
Fi North Vancouver .

The past happened.
Fear happened.
But also tenderness.
And passten. 3 _
And love. : ; Df | '.." ) \,— ‘ Peo was my childhood love. We
_— ; _ were engaged at age 3! One of

my first childhood memories is
sitfing on the kitchen counter
with Peo on Rabacksgatan in
Grums, Varmland, (no adults
around) eating (too many)
sugar cubes.

Diary entry. December 16, 1977
. w.r other &

ed
i Sweden

A repeated post-surgery scene comes fo
mind of sttting tn the bathtub in the
larger bathroom upstairs. I am leaning
My head forward towards the faucet.
Mamma ts gently washing my hatr for me
so as to avoid the bandaged wound
on my left side.
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g November 21, 1977 F ===
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: : ~al i | We met in dance class in Stockholm in 1975
thv : . , o & :
c‘_ﬂ-llV.r. B s g .-“'-;J Ours was a strange, passienate love that
I think your student photo is really cute. You dont have a big  Jp-i-f | €30 °nly “kc’” f"t ilieyene atlny
nose!l Maybe it just looks like that in certain angles? Be happy Forly i ot v_only "?, l-lr‘t_s.‘ . ™
that. Nothing helps me. no matter what angle I sit. I am glad the [Rtfw \:=a= thwest of Stockhatm e *]
operation went welll Lucky, lucky, lucky... Tumour. Yuck, yuck, Y a Huddinge (sou west o ockholm ' |

yuck. Please don't.. ah.. please don't gef another tumour because
then I will lose my

S ‘.-’ >, ;- % _1‘.&(9* " 3
Sk S gy Fefi Sl Wt o
spirit. I have been so worried! - . ? x f.; A "'-l-u.;\!‘-: -] ‘ >
- L S o~ =" ok ¥
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. l My first surgery was in early November, 1977

[ had the same surgeon for al

| 4 surgertes’

Dr. Norman Edgar Hamilton (30 October, 1934 - 30 August,
2023), Chief Surgeon at Lions Gate Hospital

He was so kind and so gentle.
And a master surgeon. I felt safe with him.
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thgomatic Branch
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"0 W Buccal Branch

S Buccal Muscle
Buccal-Branches
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ever had? [ immediately think of the % banana and 1 arrowroot
cookie in the Children's Ward after my first surgery. It was

B e

I Great Auricular Nerve
S\Wl Posterior Branch li
M External Jugular \‘ei.n_ ;I

Sternocleidemastoid Muscle §

| Posteror Branch of Facial Vein

Liens Gate Hospit Children's Ward

North Vancouver




[ remember gotng to a spectalist wt
through the mysterious hallways of Huddinge S Jukhus:
floor, a lone patient lying

e N1 el 2l A | Mamma, walking
I first felt a lump Summer 1977 :
in Sweden. It was hard, beneath H
the skin, right by my left earlobe L
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empty corridors, arrows on the
on a bed. [t was eerie. We had nervous laughing attacks.

]

1

Since we were already packing

to move to Canada in August
1977, the doctor told us to see a
doctor as soon as we arrived.

\
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4. i Walking backwards
,;’"i o H‘)r‘ough my life now,
. > "--‘cl 3 h ‘ 4 1
Dr. Maldus Marits (1924-2000) was our the ¢4-year-old me

Faleg doctor in North Yancouver. Estontan- StePS aside,

Swedish, he reminded me of Max von Sydow. i“uminaftng the earlier F
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WHY m?'Ara NOSE? LDiarg Entry July 29 1977[

Yesterday we were tn fown shopping. All of a sudden,

unexpectantly, someone said hi to me. [t was Mikael A. He has
such a nice and kind face. [ said hi back very naturally. [t felt \
good for ence to not be fense and For him fo ;1,& ve said it fi'rsf(, 7 N "1-1_.\
dicn 't notice him at first so he reaﬁy meant (t: otherwise Hley | \ 3

usually avoid me so that they don't have to say hi B\ ! A

Boy, it is a sin to be as ugly as I am. When [ look in the mirror,
1 practice what I should look like when [ laugh, etc. without
looking ugly. [ hate it when I am natural and then see myself i

d (he mirror and see the world’s largest nose that would break the
world record for th

e larges

t potato. - Nina
% : '
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d [Skamarkiv = Shame Archive] 4
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But what changes now is
authorship.

it did to me.

y body still lved through
what

what she lived fhrough‘
The darkness still did

Nothing changes the past.

A ™
is the aufhority.

lje (southwest of Stoci(holm)
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Fat

"4 sta y tuned for &
Pofafo Nose: 1977 the graphic novel i
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A January 13 2000 . December 23 2015 \

\ \ S ~ You led me oulside, and somehow ﬁe{ped me b}
% ﬁb '\“‘\,”h ; RN X ;._ i .'” ‘ ol Find my way back to myself.
] T P ., o J 4 - S
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. '. @ Katarina Thorsen, katthorsen.com
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