
Dear Cancer 

Dear Cancer, I have had a hatred towards you since October 22, 2014. On that day my mother 
had gone to the doctor. She had gotten stung by a wasp on the side just under her arm. She was 
allergic so she went to get it checked. She came back with her eyes red and puff; tears welled up 
in her eyes. She took me, my siblings and my nana into a room and told us the news, ' Guys I 
have stage 4 terminal breast cancer.'  I remember in the moment I grew a hatred towards you 
one that would only continue to grow. 
                She had to continually undergo chemo it drained all her energy. While she was 
fighting you, she was still trying to be a mother to me and my siblings. After the first two weeks 
chemo her hair started to fall out. She shaved it off. It was the summer of 2015, she started 
treatment at Cancer Treatment Centers of America on September 1st the day of my 11th 
birthday, then she was rushed to the hospital. I spent my 11th birthday wondering if my mom 
would survive or not. She was released right before my little sisters birthday but two days later 
was readmitted. 
      On September 28th 2015, we went to visit my mom in the hospital. When we arrived the 
hospital my little siblings wanted to walk up the stairs, so my dad took them up the stairs while 
me and my nana waited for the elevator. While waiting she received a call from her brother. My 
nana has difficulty hearing so she didn't realize that she was talking loud. I heard her say its 
ending, 'I thought that it was just a medication but I was oh so wrong.'  Out of curiosity and 
worry I asked my nana when we got in the elevator. She said, 'Your father hasn't told you yet.'  
I responded with. ' Tell me what.'  She told me if I wanted to know I had to ask him. So when 
we caught up with my dad I asked him. He responded, 'Carissa mommys dying.'  In that 
moment everything froze and that hatred grew so much bigger not only did you affect my mom's 
life for the past year, you now you were gonna take her away from me. 
        We walked into my mother's room were I saw her lying there in a comfort coma. Me, my 
dad, and others sat in my moms room. I sat in a chair right next to her on her right side my nana 
on her left and my dad right next to me. I grabbed her hand and held it. She was pale and her 
body was cold. The oxygen machine started to beep, a nurse came to turn it off. Then the heart 
monitor started to beep and that was turned off and in that moment you could hear a pin drop 
everything was silent and there was tears coming out of everyone's eyes except mine because I 
didn't know what was going on. I turned to my nana and asked her what happened she replied in 
such a quiet whisper, 'She's gone.'  I didn't know how to react I felt so many emotions at once. I 
felt anger towards you, I felt sad because she was gone, I felt a piece of me get ripped away. I 
wanted to run. I wanted to get out of the hospital. But I couldn't move I was frozen in place. I 
had to go to a friend's house because I couldn't go home after seeing my little siblings break 
down once they realized that she was truly gone. As soon as I saw their faces the hatred grew 
stronger. 
      Dear Cancer, I don't like you. I have a strong hatred toward you. One day we will be able to 
stop your path of destruction and no one will ever have to suffer from you again. One day we 
will win. One day we will be able to say cancer has a cure and that is a day I cannot wait for.  
                                                                                                                                                           
                                                      Sincerely,
                                                                                                                                                           
                                                                      Carissa Crum
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