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  I endured watching my mother go through the slow, agonizing decline of cancer. My 

mother was my cornerstone. She protected me, she nurtured me, and most importantly, she 

taught me many life lessons. I lost her at 11:24 AM on Monday, February 14th, 2011. 

Valentine’s Day – a day dedicated to the love and affection for those we care about, but, to me, it 

became a day of loss and mourning. Valentine’s Day – a day something in me broke. An 

emotional wreck, I had to return to school and act normally seven short days after her passing. It 

wasn’t healthy to accumulate these emotion. An eight-year-old should never have these dark 

thoughts of escape by his own hand, but I felt as I would disappoint her if I took my life. The 

loss of my mother was a catastrophe, but it helped me become a better person through the 

struggle of emotions and mourning. Because of my depression, I am a more empathetic person 

since I now understood what it was like and help more people with their problems.  

My mother taught me that I should be compassionate and kind to those who wrong me 

and forgive them. It helped me to become a more empathetic person, and I never wanted to see 

anyone go through that, so I reach out to anyone who asked for my help. Currently, I am helping 

one of my friends I met at church. She has a terrifyingly harsh home life, in which she is blamed 

for everything, and she now expects that she needs to be punished for her innocuous actions. I 

have spent this school year comforting her. We met at a point in her life where she, too, was 

contemplating suicide, but I have helped her persevere through her struggles. She was a mirror of 

my former self, a lost soul trying to find happiness.  



My early childhood was a time in which I was very argumentative and hot-headed. I was 

easily agitated. Because of the loss of my mother, I became a compassionate and empathetic 

individual. I believe that she would be delighted by my development and maturation because I 

gained many new qualities, and it altered my attitude toward life. I now have a more 

compassionate view to most situations, and I am now more forgiving than my early childhood. 

Watching my mother battle her disease until the end while maintaining a positive godly 

manner, taught me how to overcome many of life’s obstacles and push myself in difficult times.  

It also gave me a strong drive for results which has shown in both my scholastics and athletic 

opportunities. I am currently ranked #1 in my class and have been a four-year varsity soccer 

player as a goalie. Her lessons in life and death are a crucial component of my development. I 

believe that she would be elated to see how I have developed into the person I am today.  

  

 


