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Living life with cancer is one of the most recognized battles a person can fight. But no amount of 

“I’m sorry’s” or heart-wrenching commercials pleading you to donate to research can really 

make it better. Cancer is a day-to-day struggle that disrupts a person’s entire life unexpectedly. 

My Dad has had cancer for about 6 years, and each day is still a miracle. The cancer itself has 

been reduced to partial remission, but it opened up a whole other world of health issues. I can’t 

even begin to understand the strength Dad has to have to just keep going. Knowing that, in all 

actuality, cancer could come back has to be terrifying. It’s terrifying for me to think about. When 

his kidney cancer was at its strongest, all I could think about was not having him around the next 

day. Not having him around to laugh at my dry sense of humor (that I got from him) when no 

one else even understood. Cancer is more than a disease, it’s a fear that affects everyone around 

you. People say they understand, and I am endlessly grateful for their effort, but it can be hard 

not having anyone truly get it. Looking at “normal families” can hurt at times, but Dad having 

cancer has also helped me understand that nobody’s life actually is perfect. I personally don’t 

talk about it a lot. Some of my closest friends have never known he was (or rather, is) sick. And 

it’s not that I’m ashamed. I’m eternally proud of my Dad for being as brave as he is, but it’s hard 

to talk about something as monumental as that. You can’t just say, “Oh, my Dad had cancer. It’s 

getting better, but it’s still there,” because that’s not anywhere close to what it means. It means 

long nights of checking blood pressure. It’s having to worry about things I can’t begin to 
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comprehend like paying all the bills and insurance issues. It’s weekly doctor visits that could 

bring wonderful or life-shattering news, because there seems to be no in between. It’s that 

concern, gnawing at the back of your mind, that the last time you said I love you, really was the 

last. Dad’s progress has been a result of faith and I will never be ungrateful. It’s very unlikely to 

relapse, but I now understand that some people aren’t that lucky. The fact that Dad’s actually 

able to work and live his life is such a blessing. Deep down I know that there’s a reason for 

everything, and that we just don’t know what it is. This experience has made our family stronger, 

and it’s quite possible we wouldn’t be where we are without the struggles. I hope the future finds 

a cure to end suffering all around the world, but as for now, we just need to keep holding on and 

living life in the moment. You never know what’s going to be thrown your way, so live a life 

with no regrets. 


