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Exploratory Trip - Tales From 
the Jungle           

   by Marianne Manzler, Trip Head

Marianne, an Ogichi camper and staff for 10 years, tripped 
alongside Meredith Freshley, Molly Knoll, Kit Summers, 
Lindsay Wiebold, and Maddie Stoehr growing up. After 
receiving the news she was diagnosed with Hodgkin’s 
Lymphoma in early January, Marianne committed to having 
‘Good EB’ and staying positive during her treatment. 
Weathering this storm with grace and humor, a testament to 
her strong spirit, she’s been like the ‘Coffee Bean’ changing 
the grim nature of the circumstance she faced for all those 
around her.

Ho Chi Minh City, Vietnam: October 30, 2015
I sit in the waiting room at a Vietnamese government hospital 
that I arbitrarily picked from a list of hospitals closest to my 
job. I open my phone and scroll through the same email I’ve 
read a million times: Fulbright Application Status (Principal). 
The words energize and fill me, coursing down to my core and 
back. I didn’t expect this, but the unexpected is amazing and 
unbelievable and entirely mine. I barely hear the nurse call for 
me; I’m too busy envisioning my future in Malaysia and all the 
new friends I’ll make and classrooms I’ll decorate. I can feel 
my brain stretching in anticipation of all my new experiences 
and opportunities for travel. This physical is part of my pre-
departure tasks and one step closer towards my destiny. This 
physical is everything.

***

Arrival in Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia: January 4, 2016
My new roommate and two other girls from my cohort 
haphazardly choose a table in the outdoor restaurant opposite 
of the hotel. The air sticks to me, cooled only momentarily by 
a single rotating fan. I remember when I first moved abroad 
months ago and felt all of this: stunned and eager and unsure 
where to begin. Now, Vietnam has slipped far behind me. My 
physical, the last piece of the puzzle, fit perfectly into its place 
(“Your enlarged lymph node is nothing a few antibiotics can’t 
fix,” said my doctor at the Vietnamese hospital. “The fine 
needle aspiration came up clear; you are healthy and ready 
to teach!”)

Suddenly, right side driving is replaced with left, and bánh mì 
with roti canai, and pagodas with mosques, and cám ón with 
terima kasih (thank you). The words feel foreign and satisfying 
every time I say it: I teach in Malaysia now. I am a Fulbright 
grantee. This is where I am supposed to be. We sit there in 
a sleep-deprived and disoriented stupor until a waiter comes 
over and kindly motions that we can order from him. I’m 
experiencing everything at once and want to share it all, but 
each newness bleeds into the next. I know I should be writing 
my way through this before I miss all the little details along 
the way, but I keep telling myself: I’ll always have tomorrow 
or the day after that or the day after that. Over metal trays 
of crunchy and stuffed thosai dipped in a rainbow of curries 
in tiny, tin bowls, we unload our two-minute stories: Where 
are you from? Where did you go to school? What was your 
major? First time in Kuala Lumpur? From the moment I arrive 
at the hotel, I feel overwhelmed and overloaded, pressured 
to make friends and be interesting. But somehow, everything 
feels so right. Somehow, everything is falling into place.

***

A Job Well Done
Carrie Alt’s first term on the Camping and Education 
Management board began in August, 2012 and ended in 
August of 2015. She is currently serving her second, three-
year term on the Management board.  When she came on the 
board, she took over for Amy Stoehr as Ogichi’s chairperson 
and has served in that role for 3½ years, extending her term 
an additional six months while we searched for her successor. 
She has also been a stalwart member of the development 
committee for the entire time she has been on the board, 
according to Hugh Haller, Camping and Education Foundation 
CEO & President. 

Carrie has been a total delight to work with as Ogichi Chair 
and has been the Event Chairman for the past four Friends 
of Ogichi events taking place in Kenilworth, IL. Our guest 
speakers were Julie Foudy, John O’Leary, Kate Hattemer 
and Tim Wilson.  Carrie’s organized, timely execution of all 
details makes her a stand-out partner on projects big and 
small. With Ogichi daughters in 8th grade and sophomore 
year in high school, Carrie has been excellent counsel from 
the parent perspective as we’ve grown the Ogichi population 
and program. She’s graciously served as the point person 
for the Chicago area parents and also recruited several area 
families in her time as chairman, whether walking dogs at 
the beach, meeting up with college friends or talking with 
neighbors. Many fond memories have been created and so 
much appreciation goes out to Carrie (and her family) for her 
3½ years of service!

Liz Hattemer 
Ogichi’s New 

Chairman of the Board
Sister to three brothers, mother of 
four boys, in possession of many 
Kooch-i-ching tuition receipts, and 
the wife of Frank Hattemer, Camp 
Kooch-i-ching Board member 
at the time of the Rainy Lake 
Lodge purchase, has been named 
Ogichi’s new Chairman of the 
Board. What? 

Liz Hattemer, three times a 
Women’s tripper, “Aunt Liz” to 
Ogichi nieces Kate and Emma 
Hattemer, and Ogichi Daa Kwe’s 

summer staff photographer, is the very strong spirited woman 
named as Ogichi’s new Board Chair. Ooh!

So it is that the storyline circles back around, pulling the two 
camps a little closer with each common family and friend. 

Liz has the toughness of a New Englander, the eye of an artist, 
the compassionate heart of an experienced mother, and the 
energy of a team of Clydesdales. She immediately won the 
admiration of the Ogichi girls from behind the camera last 
summer. Liz became the photojournalist on Endeavor trips 
with Captain Bill. She put down her camera to jump into the 
kitchen, she palled around with the staff, stained the Staff 
cabin floor, created mischief and laughter whenever possible, 
and was up for any late night adventure or early morning 
assignment. Not to mention, she lives up on Ogichi’s Elder 
Ridge, right above the Kooch-i-ching mainland launch, so 
she hears the comings and goings of the Kooch staff on their 
nights off, and slips right back into her role as a boys’ mom. 
Adoring, of course.

Ogichi is awfully lucky to have Liz for the next three years. 
Her hands-on experience with the staff and campers in the 
summertime will give Liz a unique perspective as a board 
member.  



Update: Marianne had a PET scan on April 5 and received 
the news her cancer is gone. While she will receive a few more 
chemo treatments, she’s anxiously anticipating full recovery and 

joining the Ogichi community this summer. 

KL, Malaysia: January 16, 2016
On our last Saturday morning in Kuala Lumpur, I stand at 
the threshold of the Gombak jungle, the same jungle our 
entire cohort will be trekking into for the majority of the day. 
Dewy leaves wink in the early morning light and mosquitos 
buzz around my legs. The guides mime how to avoid leeches, 
unsheathe their machetes and treat us with anecdotes of the 
waterfall at the end. 

I’m on the phone and feel hurried. I can feel wandering, 
curious eyes on me, so I smile reassuringly at one of my 
friends who stares at me quizzically and mouths, Are you 
okay? I really don’t know, but walking feels better; standing 
away from the group feels calmer. There’s a lonely-looking 
black cat, his ribcage jutting against his white tummy, that 
stops and also stares at me, unperturbed. A few seconds later, 
he slinks away. 

I’m on the phone with a nurse from a private hospital in 
Malaysia. The same private hospital I visited days ago, where 
I received a mostly quick, mostly painless biopsy. I couldn’t 
shake this nagging feeling that something was wrong, despite 
being told in Vietnam I am perfectly healthy and fine. At the 
time, I didn’t feel nervous. I watched the surgeon glide the 
handle of the ultrasound bulb over my neck, veins pulsating 
and nodes stretching and sliding in and out of static view on 
the tiny monitor. “This is a very routine procedure,” he said 
to me, as he inserted an 18-gauge needle into my neck. He 
did this three times, each time the tip cracking into the lymph 
node’s core and taking a sample. “I have no doubt you will 
be fine.”

I’m on the phone, restless and waiting. Don’t be bad, don’t 
be bad—I keep repeating this mantra in my head because the 
unthinkable is unthinkable and I’m about to go on a jungle 
hike. I’ll just call back later.

The nurse from the clinic returns to the line. “Hello? Your 
biopsy is in. Has anyone talked to you yet?” She asks and the 
line goes quiet for a moment. I think I make a sound because 
she continues talking. “I am so sorry to tell you this now, but 
we found suspected lymphoma. We need to do more tests, 
but need your consent to do so.”

The voice is still talking, telling me things, but I’m stuck on 
that lymphoma thing she mentioned. “Excuse me,” I interrupt 
her, “but I have… what? Cancer?” I think I might throw up. I 
think I might explode. I think I might actually die.

It feels like everything should stop around me, except I can 
still hear chatter behind me and feel someone approaching me 
and know there is a phone in my hand still. I can feel my body 
shaking, inconsolable and disbelieving. My breath catches 
when I realize I have to tell my parents. What does this mean 
for me? Do I leave Malaysia? How am I going to handle this? 
Everything for me stills, but no one else stops moving. They 
continue on the hike, wade through the afternoon rain, dive 
deep into the water where the waterfall pools. They are doing 
what I should be doing, carefree and happily. They go on, but 
I’m here in this moment, trapped. 

The nurse persists on the other line: “Are you alone? I am so 
sorry you are alone.”

***

KL, Malaysia: January 16, 2016
There is a concierge service in my Malaysian private hospital. 
The first floor is brightly lit and lined with advertisements. 
Prince Court is your path to a cancer-free life. Kuala Lumpur’s 
premier hospital for oncology care. I never noticed those 
signs when I came in before. I take a number at registration 
and watch each number tick closer to my own. 3350. I have 

cancer. 3351. I have cancer. 3352. I have cancer. 

In my Malaysian doctor’s office, everything is pink. Bright pink 
posters; rose-colored post-it notes and papers; black hijabs 
with pink and orange and white beads lining the seam; a pink 
breast cancer ribbon pinned to a nurse’s light pink blouse. This 
same nurse pulls out another tissue for me, and even the box 
is pink. Clearly my doctor specializes in women’s health and 
breast cancer, but what does she know about me? I can see 
my doctor speaking and hear the words, but it’s too difficult 
to comprehend what she’s saying. Words crystalize and tears 
choke my throat: cancer, Hodgkin’s lymphoma, treatment, 
chemotherapy, radiation. I want to tell her to stop saying the 
word cancer. It’s too soon to hear that word. I’m too young 
and healthy for that word. When telling my friends and family, 
I sputter over that word. Her mouth sharpens over it each 
time, chipping away at me until I feel nothing else. It seems 
rude that she would tell me I have cancer without warning 
me, but the reality is crashing into me and I’m not ready. My 
truth feels mangled and stripped of its dignity. 

***

Today: February 5, 2016
In my first oncologist appointment, I recounted my entire 
story for my doctors and family to hear, realizing that every 
misstep and error brought me to this time and space for a 
reason. While this disease took away my grant and ability to 
teach in Malaysia for the next months, this same grant is the 
impetus for how I even came to find out that such a small, 
seemingly superficial concern hinted at a more sinister issue 
beneath. This is where I am. This is where I am supposed to 
be. 

Months later, I find myself here with a handful of answers, 
but no real why in sight. Without the Fulbright, would I have 
caught this as early as I did? Would I still be in Vietnam? What 
if I had caught this in Vietnam? Where would I be now? All 
I know: I don’t think there is a why for certain things that 
happen to people. One day, I was perfectly healthy. The next 
day, I have cancer. I’ve spent countless, restless hours focused 
on the why: Why me? Why now? As soon as I let go of what 
this year was supposed to look like, I realized that the why 
isn’t as important as the what or the how. What happens 
now? How will I deal with this? 

My oncologist and her fellow are these bright and shiny 
people who thrive on positive energy and endless knowledge 
about lymphoma/lymphatic system/treatments/trials. A 
Lego keychain hangs from my fellow’s lapel; she uses it 
when she tells me to open wide and checks down my throat 
when we meet. The Band-Aids at the hospital are decorated 
with cartoon characters and they use tiny butterfly needles 
and numbing spray when drawing blood. There is always a 
screaming child in the next room, so I wait and look on as 
quietly as I can to share the calmness. I watch nurses tap my 
arm for a good access vein and with no preamble, dark red 
lines liquefy from my arm and snake into tubes lined up on the 
table. I count eight my first time.

A few decisions I have made over the course of the past 
month: I choose to accept this diagnosis as the new normal. 
I choose to live my truth. I look to my family and friends—
near and far—and I’m imbued by their grace and strength in 
dealing with this alongside me. While my body is splitting and 
breaking apart, destroying itself to make room for progress, it 
is slowly beginning the process for healing. With destruction, 
there is healing. With healing, there is learning.




