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The thought of dying as a child wasn’t nearly as scary as most people make it out to be, 

for me, at least. When I was diagnosed with cancer at twelve, I wasn’t that scared, and I told 

everyone who asked that I wasn’t. I had my mom, I had my friends, I had the world at my 

fingertips. The thought that at any moment the treatment wouldn’t take never crossed my mind. I 

wasn’t scared, because I wasn’t alone. 

Never in my life had I ever thought that I would have to deal with something so serious, 

so young. I was officially diagnosed on 6/6/16, at the tender age of twelve. It’s almost funny to 

me that on that day, such a ‘cursed’ day, I was diagnosed with the thing that could possibly end 

up killing me. The days leading up to my diagnosis were normal, or as normal as one can be 

while simultaneously coughing up a lung on the daily. The coughing fits had started a little while 

before me and my family moved from Mississippi to Michigan one summer. I had had a dry 

cough for a while, and it wasn’t too bad, so my mom wasn’t overly concerned about it. However, 

a few months after moving to Michigan, I was at a friends’ house for a sleepover. While I was 

there, I had a constant, stabbing pain in my back and a bad dry cough, but I toughed it out until 

the day after the sleepover because I just wanted to hang out with my friends and have fun. 

However, I did tell my mom about it once I went home and she wanted to take me to the 

doctor to check it out, since the cough had been going on for so long and now there was constant 

sharp, stabbing pain in my back. I got an X-Ray done and they found a mass in my chest, 

growing on the back wall of my left lung, about 2 inches around, they said. They ran a bunch 

more tests to figure out what it was, and they concluded that it was cancer. A rare one, at that. It 



ended up growing further into my chest, and into my lung and eventually almost caused my lung 

to collapse (due to the lack of air flow from the tumor blocking my airway). While confined to a 

bed in the ICU unit at the hospital after extensive testing by the doctors, my mom was with me, 

my siblings were at school. Soon enough, they finally got the long-awaited test results. They 

called my mom out of the room and told her what the results were. She came back crying, and so 

I asked the question I was supposed to ask, “What did the doctor say?” She sat with me on the 

bed and told me the news. I had cancer. My way of dealing with the news that I was probably 

going to die at twelve, was to laugh. As was my usual way of coping with things. My mom 

continued to cry, and then so did I. She held me for a long time that day.  

I remember her telling me that I might die, and then nurses coming in and talking to my 

mom, but after that it’s kind of a blur. I cried, my mom cried, she called my siblings, they cried. 

The doctor came in and did some more talking, options were laid out, and so on. Most of my 

hospital stays aren’t that clear, to be honest, they were usually always the same. However, I did 

remember going back to school and telling everyone the news, the hugs, the crying, the “get well 

soon” wishes, and I remember the pity in everyone’s eyes. The pity is what got me. I remember 

thinking, “Why pity me? I’m still here.” Everyone felt bad for me, but that’s what they were 

supposed to do, was feel bad. So, it was okay, I let them feel bad and I let them tell me they 

wished me luck, and that I didn’t deserve this. Which was true, I suppose, I don’t think that 

anyone in this world deserves to die a death of chemo flavored food and withered cheek bones. 

Certainly not a twelve-year-old, not a child who might die before they’ve even lived their life 

yet. But life isn’t fair, and nobody is spared. That’s the way things are, and I’ve made my peace 

with it. 



I spent most of my hospitalization time living vicariously through my friends and 

watched their posts on social media and laughed about memes online, watched cartoons during 

the hours in the hospital that I was actually awake for, etc. It was pretty uneventful, to say the 

least. But before all the hospital visits after I was diagnosed, I had to undergo radiation therapy 

for a couple weeks, and in doing that I had to go to this special radiation and x-ray center. The 

nurses were really very nice, which made me feel better and they always complimented me and 

talked to me when I went, so the experience wasn’t particularly demanding of me while I was 

sick. They were very caring and gentle. On the downside they had to give me tattoos, and by 

that, I mean they just gave me guidance points on my body that stayed instead of having to draw 

them on every time to be more accurate. One on the left side of my torso, and one a little to the 

left of the center of my chest. Those weren’t so bad either, though. They laid me under a huge 

laser and even though I couldn’t physically see it happening, I imagined the little beam of 

radiation coming from the machine and into my body. It helped me pass the time, to imagine 

little things like that. After I finished radiation therapy, I began chemotherapy treatments, and it 

tasted awful. Bitter and gross, but eventually I got used to it. The worst part was that while I was 

getting my chemo treatments and I had to eat, every meal always had a hint of that horrible taste 

behind it.  

Additionally, I could taste just about everything they injected into my body, which I 

hated, but I hadn’t much of a choice. During treatments, I was in the hospital for a week or two 

at a time, depending on how much I needed and how sick it made me. Altogether, I was only in 

the hospital for a month or two before finishing treatment, because thankfully, the treatment 

worked. Some aren’t that lucky. While I was hospitalized, though, I was alone a lot. My mom 

had to work, my siblings had school, and I understood, so I didn’t complain. My friends only 



came once, and I think it was just really hard to see me like that, so sickly. I didn’t blame them, 

but we talked semi-often, and it was okay. I did miss them, though. Eventually, my hair started 

falling out and I began to lose weight. I hated how I looked. I would look into the mirror and 

stare at the shell of a human being looking back at me. I felt hideous. There were always dark 

circles under my eyes, my cheeks began to hollow out as I lost weight, and I started to feel glad 

that I didn’t have that many visitors. I liked being alone, as sad as it made me. I would rather be 

alone than have someone else look at me with so much pity in their eyes. It made me feel 

helpless, and I already felt ugly and hopeless. The treatment was working, they told me. I felt 

like I would never recover. My self-image has since improved massively, but its still hard for me 

to look in the mirror sometimes or accept compliments. My depression worsened in the months 

following the conclusion of my treatments. 

Backtracking some, during the day when I was hospitalized, typically I got my chemo, 

tried to eat, laid in bed, napped, watched tv, texted people, napped, and repeat. It was very 

boring. I was thankful for the nurses because they usually came by and talked to me for a while 

when they came to check up on me and tried to find something that I could eat. I lost a lot of 

weight because of the mouth sores I got from the chemo, so I couldn’t really swallow anything, 

but that was to be expected. So, when I could eat, I ate a lot. On the days when I wasn’t at the 

hospital, I was at home, sick as a dog. Throwing up, sleeping, watching tv, and repeat. There 

were a few days in between when I was feeling well enough to go to school and see my friends. I 

was glad for those days, I missed school and my friends and even classes. Being sick is a very 

lonely experience. 

One huge regret I have is how I treated my family. They were there for me when nobody 

else was. Looking back, I realize how I took out my frustrations with being sick on them. I hate 



how I acted towards them, but I also know now that the way I acted was because I was actually 

scared, subconsciously. I guess, for me, in some messed up way, if I distanced myself from them 

when I could, if I died, I figured it wouldn’t be as hard for them. I hadn’t felt scared during my 

treatments, or at least I convinced myself I wasn’t. I acted out and treated them harshly, I hardly 

let anyone touch me, aside from my sister, and hardly even then. I was always cranky and tired 

from the chemo and from being awake, honestly. Being awake for me felt like a chore. I had to 

get up and walk, and that made me tired, and sometimes even breathing made me feel tired. I just 

wanted to sleep, all the time. That, in itself, probably worsened the depression I had already 

started falling into. I didn’t realize it at the time, but a lot of my crankiness was due to the 

constant tiredness and crankiness was because I slept so much and was constantly laying down. 

Dopamine levels for me were way down. I just sort of existed in this sickly, withering body and 

somewhere in there I just let myself go. I just let myself exist and stopped trying to get better. I 

just wanted to let whatever happened to me, happen.  

I spent my thirteenth birthday in the hospital. It was supposed to be my golden birthday. 

Born on the thirteenth of August, I celebrated my golden birthday in the hospital with my family 

and a cake I couldn’t even eat, sadly. Aside from the negatives, it was actually very fun. I 

watched a movie with my family, and we spent a few hours together and ate popcorn and drank 

soda. I remember opening presents and making stupid jokes with my siblings and my mom 

telling us to be quiet because it was late, and I remember watching them leave because visiting 

hours were over and wishing they didn’t have to go because I always felt so alone. They were 

my support system, and their not being with me as often as I’d have liked took a toll on me, and I 

let it.  



I fell into a very bad depression. I don’t remember when I finally realized, but I 

remember being really, really sad. All the time. Being alone for so many hours in the day really 

did something to me, I realized. I started not caring whether I lived or died, I gave up trying to 

keep up with my friends, I hardly talked to the nurses anymore. It began a 4-year long battle that 

mostly only I knew about. I suffered, and I didn’t really care. I let my health stay right where it 

was at when I finished treatment. My final surgery to remove the tumor was on October 26, 

2016. Four months after I had been diagnosed. It felt like eternity. Long after I finished chemo 

and radiation and had my surgery, I was dealing with this depression. My relationship with my 

family took a turn for the worse, drastically so. It stayed that way for years afterward. I ended up 

suffering from depression so badly that I let it consume me. I was lying to everyone. I ended up 

inflicting self-harm and later being checked into a mental health clinic and attending group 

therapy for depression, anxiety, anger issues, ADHD, and a suicide attempt. We moved to 

Kentucky a few weeks after I got out of the inpatient mental health hospital. That was a few 

months ago.  

I am now sixteen, nearly four years in remission, and I’m genuinely happy. I know a lot 

of people don’t get these kinds of happy endings, surviving cancer, surviving depression, 

surviving the harsh world we live in, and I’m so, so thankful to be alive.  I’ve found the beauty in 

living, in meeting new people, in spending time with the family that forgave me after I treated 

them so horribly, in having fun and taking chances, in finding love and enjoying the things I 

have. I found hope again. I started believing in the Possible and let go of the Past. The Possible 

got me through a lot of bad days, and it keeps me going. Thinking about all of the possibilities I 

have, opportunities that I might get to experience, it keeps me alive. Music feels like magic; sad 

songs remind me that I’m living in better days. It reminds me of the days I thought, I hoped, I 



wouldn’t survive, and I smile, because I know that now, now I’m alive. I’m living my life the 

way I want, I’m taking chances, talking to new people, doing things I never had the guts to do 

before. It took me years of suffering and resentment from this awful disease, but I’ve finally 

made my peace with the battle death and I waged, and I won. For now, at least. Death spares no 

mortal, but once I’ve experienced all that I can, I’ll embrace it. I hope to grow old, and pass 

away naturally, surrounded by people I love. I want to live my life for the people that can’t. For 

the people who didn’t survive, for the people who are suffering from the beast that is cancer, for 

the families and friends of those people. I want to live my life for my family, who stood by me, 

even as I treated them poorly, and took care of me even when I begged to be left alone to suffer. 

I want to live for the people who come into my life and bring me joy every single day and help 

me pick myself back up after I’ve fallen. Who help me find my way and support me, even on the 

days when I feel like I don’t deserve it. I am not my cancer. Not anymore. I lived, and now I’m 

going to live for me, for everyone who can’t, and do my best to live my life to the fullest. 

I beat cancer, I’m winning my battle with depression, and I’m not stopping now. I’m 

alive, and I’m going to make the best of the second chance at life that I’ve been given. Even if I 

don’t win this competition, I’m just happy knowing that somebody else spent the time to read my 

story and the struggles cancer patients and their families go through; I’m happy that at least my 

voice was heard.  

Thank you for this opportunity to share my experience with cancer.  

 


