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 Cancer is a hard thing to live with. Whether you, a friend or a family member has it, it 

can be very scary and nerve-wracking. Everyone who has had to deal with this terrible affliction, 

whether it affected them or their family members, has their own story to tell. My cancer story 

starts back in my family, with my great aunt. 

 My great aunt on my dad’s side had breast cancer four or five years before I was born.  

She survived and is still living life to the fullest, but seventeen years ago, when she was being 

treated, she must have taken every breath and cherished it, thinking it would be her last. Yet she 

survived. She faced the unknown with sparks of bravery in her eyes, and she won. All I can do is 

hope that one day, if I am faced with the same fear, I will be able to look it in the eye and 

overcome just like my aunt did. 

 My next cancer story starts on my mom’s side of the family, with my grandmother. She 

had cancer when I was about four or five years old. I remember visiting my grandmother in the 

hospital to bring her balloons, flowers and get-well cards. I remember vividly all the tubes 

hooked up to her, how she was laying in the bed like she was giving up. But she didn’t give up.  

Every time we would walk into her darkened hospital room, she would get up and smile, no 

matter how painful it was to her. She was determined to get through so she could see her 

grandkids grow up and thrive. I admire these qualities in a person, especially someone in my 

own family. It makes me feel like there is a chance that I can be as determined and brave and 

determined as my great aunt and my grandma. 



 When my grandma got cancer, I learned that nothing lasts forever. The sweet innocence 

of childhood can be tainted with drops of reality. But I also learned that, while life is fragile and 

can break at any time, it can be beautiful. It’s like a piece of stained glass in a window. If you 

give up and you drop it, it will shatter. There will be nothing left but bright pieces of what used 

to be. It will be cold and dark, and there will be no light. 

 However, if you choose to hold on to the colors, it can be gorgeous. The colors were 

chosen just for you, and it tells a story like no other. Your choices decide what happens. Sure, 

there are wild cards, like cancer, that would darken the bright tints of your little piece of life, but 

you can either succumb to those wild cards and give up, or you can fill your life with so much 

color that it drowns out the darkness caused by an ailment such as cancer. 

 Each person has a right to their own story, their piece of glass. Personally, I want my 

story to be like my aunt and grandma’s stories. I want to be brave enough to ignore the fear I 

may be facing, so I can keep going through my life with renewed faith. I want to be determined, 

so I can fight through any obstacles that stand in my way. I want to walk through life without 

having anxiety about what happens next. I want to carve my own niche in history and make my 

mark on the world. I want everyone to remember my name for years to come. I want to be like 

my aunt and my grandma. 

 I don’t want to let my family’s history with cancer stand in our way. And while I am at 

great risk from both my mom’s side and my dad’s side of the family of getting cancer, I can still 

live life like I want to. I want to be able to laugh and have fun and not mourn over what has 

happened in the past. I don’t want to dread what may happen in the future, either. I want to live 

in the present, where I can be anything I want. Cancer won’t stop me or my family from 

becoming what we want to be. I can write my own story that is devoid of cancer. 



 All in all, cancer is not something to laugh at. It can tear people apart and can keep them 

from growing and thriving like they have a right to do. But cancer should also be seen as a 

learning opportunity so we grow as a society. We should use it as a chance to overcome 

obstacles together. To bond with people that have similar stories. To bring the world together 

into a perfectly imperfect world. 

 


