
Dear Four-Year-Old Me 
Kali Robson 

 

Dear Four-year-old me, 

What I am about to tell you may rock your foundations to the core. Mom is about to get Brest 

Cancer. You may already know this, but I know you don't know what that means. Cancer is a 

disease that way too many people have died from. What mom has is life threatening; I am going 

to try and give you some pointers. First and foremost, what you are about to go through is 

terrifying. I know that you are normally a shy, timid child, who seems to be okay with 

everything. I am going to tell you something -- you will not be okay with this. What will not help 

is having everyone you know show up and your front door with flowers and food saying "I'm 

sorry." I'm going to tell you some thing else -- those two words can sometimes be the most 

meaningless words in the world. What you really need is someone who has gone through what 

you are going through, someone who knows you inside and out. You will never get that. You 

will someday be that for your future best friend, but you yourself will never get that. What you 

will need is a shoulder to cry on, someone who you can tell all your feelings a emotions to. You 

will never get that. You will always offer to be that shoulder to cry on, that person to confide in, 

and you will be -- because you never got that. This will make you more secluded, make you feel 

more alone. What won't help is that your afraid to tell anyone about it for fear of what they will 

think, for fear that no one will understand, for fear all you will get is pity and hear more of "I'm 

sorry." I find it funny that everyone thinks that those two little world make everything better. 

They don't. You will cry into your pillow, only to realize it is cold and heartless. It will harden 

you into a emotionless rock. You will be afraid to let any emotion in or out. You will raise your 

mental walls and defenses, and it will make you feel invisible. You will become so secluded -- 

aside from a few people -- that you will fell like your a shadow, like you blend into the walls, 

like nobody notices you, like you are a nobody. Being an only child for the rest of your life, and 

knowing the only pet you will ever get is a goldfish only makes the situation a hundred times 

worse. It's comical to me that everyone always tells me I'm lucky to be an only child; I would 

give up all the toys I own -- and you know just how many toys we have -- for a sibling. What I 

think, is that everyone who has ever told me that doesn't realize how lucky they are. They get to 

stay immature longer, fuss over little arguments. Being an only child means you have to grow up 

fast. The only people that your will hang out with are your parents adult friends that have no 

kids. It will force you to grow up way to fast. I get that because of Mom's cancer, I will never get 

a sibling. I grown to live with that. What I will never understand is why I can't have a pet. I don't 

consider my goldfish a real pet. I mean something I could hold, something I could play with. 

Maybe if I had started asking earlier, I may have gotten a pet. But that's besides the point. I know 

that you probably still won't understand what's going on. I get that. What I want is for you to do 

me a few favors. First of all, if Mom needs anything --and I mean anything -- you help her out 



with it. Second, don't grow up the way I did. Don't be afraid to share your emotions and let lose 

your pain. Third, don't be so afraid of the water. I know for a fact swimming will one day be 

your favorite thing in the whole world. Last but not least, when you meet a girl named Lindsay, 

hold onto her; she will be the only person who will be there every step of the way and even help 

you find your voice. Now, I know that's a lot to take in. The one thing I want you take away from 

this letter; never lose hope. You do that, you will be just fine. 

 

Yours truly, 

Kali M. Robson 


