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If someone were to ask me four years ago to share an experience with cancer it would 

have been difficult. However, on April 18, 2017 my whole life changed. I never imagined in this 

lifetime that I would be impacted and forever changed by this diagnosis, never to be the same 

person I was before. I was just an ordinary teenager, my major concerns involved typical math 

exams and hanging out with my friends, how it should be. For me that now wasn't the case, God 

had greater plans for me.  

The whole months of March and April of 2017 I hadn't been feeling well. I experienced 

chronic fatigue, bruised easily, and severe headaches. Me and my mom just thought I was feeling 

poorly due to my typical teen diet that loved junk food at the time!! That theory was soon to be 

changed. I went on vacation with a friend for spring break and came back home with a knot on 

the back of my neck. I brought it to moms attention and she immediately took me to the doctor 

she worked for. He diagnosed the knot as a bug bite that had drained to the base of my neck. 

Mom disagreed and took matters into her own hands, and on April 18th, 2017 she drew my blood 

after the physician left the office and my white blood count was 58,000. A normal white blood 

count is 4,000-11,000. She had an idea of what was wrong but wouldn't tell me until there was 

verification.  

My mom immediately rushed me to Kosair Brownsboro and in the meantime had to pull 

the vehicle over two different times because she was having panic attacks, in fear of what was to 

come. When I arrived at Kosair my mom took the beginning of that time to call my dad and 

immediate family to let them know what was going on while I was explaining to the doctor my 

symptoms. They then did more blood work and then we waited to finally be told that they think I 



have Leukemia. At that moment my heart completely dropped in the pit of my stomach. The first 

thoughts in my head were “I have cancer? Am I going to die?”  

I was immediately transported by ambulance to Norton Children's Hospital in downtown 

Louisville. When we arrived a doctor instantly came into the room to discuss what exactly 

Leukemia was and exact type of Leukemia he thought I had. I was told I would be having lots of 

tests done the next day to pinpoint the cancer. The next day came and it was confirmed that I had 

Acute Lymphoblastic Leukemia (ALL) B-cell. This was the beginning of a 3 year long protocol. 

I was in shock, I couldn't believe the fact that I had cancer. All I could think about for the first 

few days was if I was going to die and of course losing my hair. I was told I had a 60% chance of 

living from the hospital admitting physician although my primary hematologist/oncologist was 

confident that my prognosis was much more promising. At that point, I began intense 

chemotherapy the very next day (April 19th) after I was diagnosed and continued to receive 

chemo every day inpatient for a few weeks.  

I had so many friends and family come to visit to show their love and support to me it 

was overwhelming. Then on May 25th, 2017 I was declared in “remission,” cancer free from a 

bone marrow aspiration. This news gave me and my mom renewed strength and confirmed God 

was going to heal me of this disease. The next two and a half years was basically a blur to me.  

My life was filled with so many hospital admissions for bone marrow aspirations, port 

placement, cholecystectomy, pancreatitis, chemotherapy, spinal taps, sedation, hydration and 

nausea control to count. My mom made too many middle of the night hospital runs due to side 

effects of chemo (one hour commute one way). The visits to the oncology clinic are impossible 

to count, along with the needle sticks from port access and venipuncture. Instead of taking things 

one day at a time, mom would say we are taking this fifteen minutes at a time. Honestly, I 



understood what she meant as I watched the stress and worry consume her tired body as well.  

From there I was able to go home but had to come back weekly to receive spinal taps and 

chemotherapy. That's when I started having lots of nausea and my hair started thinning. I also 

began to feel very weak and started needing blood and platelet transfusions. During this time I 

had over 149 inpatient hospital stays. This was for either nausea, neutropenia, or a fever. I was 

severely sick and was hooked up to IV’s constantly. I hardly ate or drank and I could barely even 

lift my head or get up to use the bathroom. As treatment continued, I got to the point to where I 

could barely walk. My parents were always pushing me in a wheelchair everywhere we went. I 

could no longer bathe on my own, get dressed on my own, or walk anywhere alone. I got to the 

point where I felt hopeless but I was so thankful for my parents, especially my mom for taking 

care of me, I leaned on her for everything.  

During this time I started receiving very minimal to no calls or texts from friends which 

made me feel betrayed and alone, I didn't understand why. How hard is it to send a simple text 

just saying, “How are you doing?'' On the other hand I took this time of betrayal to focus on 

myself and getting better. I became closer to my family and learned who I am as a person. I 

learned to focus on the good and not the bad all the time. I learned that it's the little things in life 

that matter the most. So as treatment continued I had many major events that occurred such as 

pancreatitis twice, my port flipped, I had a terrible reaction to a medication, and passed out. 

These are just some of the things that I experienced while going through treatment without any 

of my friends by my side. But when I started feeling angry and bitter I had to remind myself of 

my goal of just beating this cancer and what was most important in that time being was focusing 

on myself and becoming healthy again. My worries went from hanging out with friends to 

receiving chemotherapy and living in a hospital. I knew with or without them I will be okay 



because I am strong.  

So that's what I did, for the next two years I focused on getting healthy and continued my 

fight. All I knew was doctor’s office visits, IV poles, getting my port accessed, and having scans. 

This was my new normal and I finally came to the point where I accepted that, I was okay with 

my new normal. I started becoming proud of myself for every little milestone I accomplished and 

so did my family. So, here I am two and a half years later. I'm a healthy teenager who finally got 

to return to school my senior year. I missed out on a lot, I lost two and a half years of my 

childhood but I found myself through that. I’m proud to say I completed chemotherapy treatment 

on July 29th, 2019. I still have many doctor’s appointments and checkups to make sure I 

continue to stay healthy. I still have days where I don't feel good but I will take those days over 

what I was going through before. I now have many more good days than bad, so thankful for 

that.  

My focus now is advocating for childhood cancer and making it known that kids get 

cancer, too. I plan to use my story and advocate for other kids out there that are fighting for their 

lives, because not all kids are as lucky as me. Over the summer I've spoken at one elementary 

school and one middle school and told students my story and lessons I learned. I also was 

involved in the Leukemia Lymphoma Society campaign and raised money for cancer research. I 

want to stay involved with childhood cancer because it's a big part of me. I don't ever want to 

hide it, I’m very proud of it. My passion is to become an oncology nurse and help kids like me. I 

plan to hopefully work on 7-West where I received treatment, that way I can hopefully work 

with some of my nurses and doctors. I believe that this is my calling in life and that everything 

happens for a reason. I believe that I will give kids the hope and proof that they can push 

through.  



I have made new friends and slowly became closer to old friends. I am very happy with 

how my life is going and cannot wait for what the future holds for me. I hope to keep sharing my 

story and touch people's lives by being a walking miracle. Through this diagnosed I have learned 

to not take life for granted, don't stress about the little things because tomorrow is not promised. I 

have also learned that there's a light at the end of the tunnel and that everything is temporary. I 

most importantly learned and found that there is life after cancer.  

 


