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Cancer is a disease that touches many people, whether it be for the betterment of their 

character or whether it obliterates their positive outlook on the world. It is often referred to as a 

battle, a fight for your life. The sheer truth of the matter is that regardless of how cancer affects 

your life, it cannot be the center of your universe. Throughout childhood, I have always bragged 

about my momma. Quite frankly, it is something I still do because aside from her strength as she 

has worked through all of the extra trials and tribulations life throws her way, she has also 

managed to remain a wonderful, stunning, enigma of a woman. She is the kind of woman who 

maintains such an upbeat attitude it is easy to forget she even has such a detrimental disease. 

As far as role models go, I have never had a limited supply of excellent ones. However, 

within all of those she has been the epitome of female empowerment and strength. With a 

childhood that was less than ideal, and lung cancer multiple times that she is still fighting today, 

she truly has been through more than the majority of the developed world could imagine. In 

terms of her lungs, she did not develop the cancer until a bit later in life. Closer to the time I was 

nine, she got pregnant with my youngest sibling, Charlotte, and the cancer went into remission. 

Now, of course, my youngest sister has a tendency to receive special treatment; however, I am 

secretly just as thankful for her as my parents are.  

Strength comes in many forms. Most of the time when people refer to it in terms of 

cancer, they mean that someone is going through harsh treatments, fighting for their life. Back in 

October of last year, Momma told me and my older sister that she would not be continuing her 

treatments, that they were not helping anymore. Of course, the raw truth of the thing is that I 



have not always had an easy time with it. Particularly right after I received the news that the 

treatments were not helping, I would often lay awake at night with tears rolling down my cheeks. 

When something like that happens to someone who truly is your best friend, it can be difficult to 

not feel like it is unfair. There were even times that I would battle with myself, not understanding 

why this could not happen to someone who deserved it; though, those thoughts were always 

immediately followed by guilt that would gnaw away at my insides. Truthfully, that type of deep 

sadness doesn’t go away, but she wanted to be able to enjoy her life without being weighed down 

by the harsh chemicals that would have infiltrated her being had she chosen to continue. That 

choice, the decision to be her best self and to hold onto everything that made her the woman I 

know and love to the core of my being, that is strength.  

Humanity has a tendency to view those with cancer as just that: someone with cancer. 

While I recognize that it is a part of who my momma is now, it is a very insignificant portion of 

her character. As far as I am concerned, she is the woman who has always been there to pick me 

up from school when I got sick. She is the woman who was a second mother to my best friend 

when her own would not suffice as an emotional outlet and aid. When I think of her it is always 

fond memories of our lunch dates on mental health days, our late night walks when I was not in 

the utmost of emotional highs, and her efforts to cater to the needs and tastes of five very 

different children. I admire her ability not to love us equally, but to love us differently. 

Truthfully, she is the one person I can always feel safe confiding in, and who I never have 

anything negative to say about. My momma deserves only the best life has to offer her, and that 

is not what she has received. The least I can do is continue to view her as all of the good things 

that make her up, rather than the one thing she has rather unluckily been burdened with.  



When I was younger, my momma used to say this thing when someone called me a mean 

name. She would say,”Well are you?” 

“No, I’m not,” I would always say. 

“Then it doesn’t matter what anyone else does or says, so long as you know you aren’t 

that thing.” 

I mention that because in that same fashion cancer touches many people, that is the 

inevitability and unpredictability of life; however, I will not let it control my attitude toward life 

because life is as beautiful as I choose to make it. So, while it may be hard right now, and will 

continue to be difficult in the years to come, I wholeheartedly intend to live life to the fullest and 

thoroughly enjoy every moment I have left with her. Whether God decides to take her home in 

three years or sixty, I will follow in her footsteps and not allow cancer to drag me down. 

My momma has managed to overcome an extensive amount of obstacles to become the 

many things so many people around her have come to know her as: a loving mother, a doting 

wife, an incredible writer, a helpful sister and daughter, and a faithful Christian woman. It is her 

ability to look past the cancer that she did nothing to deserve and to stay so upbeat and positive 

when she isn’t feeling that way that blows me away every day. It is because of this that in some 

capacity cancer has bettered me, for I’ve learned to be more appreciative and not get hung up on 

trivial matters of the world. Regardless of how my future plays out, the thing I desire most is to 

grow up to be like her.  

 

 


