
Blind

Dear Cancer,

When I first found out my aunt was diagnosed with you, I honestly didn't think much of it. Maybe it was 
because I was too young or I just wasn't exposed to you enough, but I assumed the doctors would take care 
of the problem. 

My aunt had a growing tumor around her adrenal gland. During chemo, her hair got much shorter. It 
grayed and curled tightly around her head, and she often wore knit caps or wigs. She also got a lot more 
fragile. It took so much effort for her to simply stand up and she had to walk with a walker. But even then, 
I trusted the doctors. They always healed everyone, right?

My dad's brother called us with news. Sometimes she got a little better, then a little worse, and then stayed 
in the same condition for a while. I didn't pay too much attention- I still thought the doctors would deal 
with it. But then, as you grew and her health grew worse, even I started to see that you weren't an ordinary 
illness. Now whenever the phone rang my stomach sank to the bottom of my toes. Things stayed steady for 
a while. She was weak, but at least she wasn't dead.

Then we got the phone call. The one that told us she was back in the hospital in the worst condition, barely 
hanging on. It was clear she was slipping away. No, no, no. Not her. Please. I was almost begging you to 
let her live, since you were the only thing that could determine her life.

But you were cruel.

One day, my dad, who had flown out of state to be with her, texted my mom that she had passed away. It 
was during the day so I was at school, but my mom quietly gave me the news when she picked me up. I felt 
a flood of emotions: first, I was incredulous. My dad texted  her this news? But I figured he probably didn't 
want to be crying over the phone. Then I felt a heavy sadness, not for me or my aunt, but for her siblings 
and immediate family. They had to be struggling right now- she was a favorite; the oldest sibling in the 
family (there are nine of them!), and she had four adult children plus her husband. 

Then there was anger. At first I wasn't sure what or who I was angry at, but then I realized I was mad at 
YOU. You took her away from us, and I was never going to see her again. That was when the grief and 
sadness set in. She was one of my favorite aunts, and she was gone. This all hit me in maybe five seconds, 
and after I got control of myself I felt dizzy and almost sick.

The funeral wasn't any different. I was struggling with my feelings. I don't cry much, but instead of 
sobbing I'd have nightmares of her and you. My anger now was not only on you, but on me, too. I was mad 
at myself for taking my aunt for granted, of course, but I was most angry that I'd totally underestimated 
you. You're dangerous and powerful, and I was completely blind to it. 

The thing that makes me the most upset is that I discovered you and your power after someone I loved 
became a victim OF you.

But I won't make that mistake again.
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