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About four years ago my little brother Emmanuel “Bubby” was diagnosed with stage IV 

neuroblastoma. At the time I didn’t know much about cancer, what it would do to my little 

brother, or how it would change my life. I just knew it was bad and that I had the possibility to 

lose him forever. After a stressful eleven months of treatment, our family received the greatest 

news ever that he no longer showed any evidence of disease. So, life went back to normal for me 

and all things were great. Until this past June he was at summer camp and his leg began to hurt. 

Doctors at the camp asked my parents to pick him up because they were concerned that he may 

be relapsing. They immediately went to get him and took him to the emergency room. They ran 

numerous tests and scans for about a week and determined that his cancer had returned.  

 It felt like I had been run over by a hundred buses and died. I didn’t know how to react or 

respond to that news. I was sad, stressed and overwhelmed all at once. That news really upset me 

and I felt as if I had blacked out. I was overwhelmed with so many feelings and emotions. My 

little brother means the world to me. I would never want anything to happen to him. We do 

everything together. Yes, we may argue and fight from time to time, but he is my world. I 

couldn’t imagine my life without him. Even though he’s six years younger than me I look up to 

him in so many different ways. I expect him to protect and keep me safe.  He has shown so much 

strength and courage. He is my very own super hero.  

After a while I started to notice that my mom had changed at home. I couldn’t help but realize 

her short attention span and efforts towards me. I felt like I was put on the back burner. Spending 

weeks away from her while she was in the hospital with my brother. She didn’t seem to care 



about me at all. At times I felt alone, like nobody heard me screaming inside. Instead of 

homework I was doing house work so she could tend to my brother’s needs. After a while I 

noticed I was only given attention when I acted out in a negative manner. It really hurt and it still 

hurts to this day. To know I’m trying my best to make my mom proud and do anything to make 

her happy but it all goes unnoticed. It got to the point where I felt like she didn’t care about me at 

all unless I was doing something for her.  

 It’s almost like I’m sinking and she only helps me up for air when she needs something or to 

hold up her reputation. This upset me to an all-time low that I have never felt before. So low I 

turned to self-harm. I started to cut myself because I needed relief from all the pressure I was 

under. Once I started cutting myself, I couldn’t stop. The pain from the cuts numbed my thoughts 

and allowed me to focus on something else. I have wanted to kill myself but I have never had the 

courage to do it. In September, I was admitted to the hospital for a week because my mom found 

a suicide note, pills and razors all over my room. I felt like my mom had betrayed me taking me 

to the hospital and leaving me. I felt even more alone because she left me there all by myself. 

Whenever my brother was in the hospital, she stayed with him.  

After a few days I broke down and started trying to take in some positive feedback from therapy 

and group sessions. At the end of the day I just want to make my mom proud. I want her to love 

me like she loves my brother. During my stay there I learned coping skills and some different 

techniques to help me overcome obstacles in life.  They also put me on medication for 

depression but it doesn’t seem like it has helped me one bit. I feel like they have no clue what I 

go through having a little brother with cancer. Since leaving the hospital I have also had the 

opportunity to go to several group sessions with Gilda’s Club and realize I’m not alone. 



My connection to cancer is different than how others may view it. I have to watch my little 

brother be extremely sick and in pain. I have to watch him be isolated from the world because he 

has no immune system. The word cancer means so much to me because it has changed my life 

forever. I have made good friends through this experience. I have cried tears of joy and sadness. 

Cancer had made me a better person. I have become stronger. I know I have to be strong for my 

little brother and to help him fight this battle against neuroblastoma, in which I know we will 

WIN!  

 


