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Dear Nana,   

                     

  Everyone should be afraid of monsters. Honestly everyone is afraid of monsters 

we just hide our fear to look strong . We act like we're afraid of nothing till the minute it's staring 

us right in the face with its evil eyes just waiting to attack. Sometimes you have weapons , 

sometimes you don't . Sometimes you win, sometimes you lose. Sometimes you sacrifice 

everything, not to suffer. 

                I wish I told you, how great you were, you were the definition of great. When I found 

out this monster started attacking you I wanted you to fight like you never have before; You 

chose not to. You chose, to be sweet and positive and keep your fists down. If only you had put 

them up you could have fought, fought hard against this monster that hurt you , that hurt me and, 

everyone who cares about you .You were not this monster's only victim. This monster has swept 

over the world taking people from the family and friends they love. Taking them as an award or 

leaving them as a survivor, but survivors aren't the real winners because they will forever be 

frightened by the fact  that this monster could be back to finish its brutal task of taking yet 

another victim.This time the monster took you as an award and took you away from us we were 

hurt , we were sad . We just wanted you to come back , back to us. I know you couldn't  no 

matter how bad you wanted to, no matter how much we wanted you too, but we all kept wishing. 

I kept wishing. 

                Even though you are no longer with us, we all still feel the love and hope you felt for 

us. In our hearts, you gave us a new perspective on life that we shall never take for granted for 

you are my hero. Not a hero who wears capes and saves the world everyday. The type of hero 

that inspires all of us that we can do anything, that shows us how to love ourselves and others, 

that teaches us we control how we go threw life, and that no matter what obstacle we will always 

prevail in the end. You are the best type of hero;  you're my hero. 

I knew you couldn't prevent this from happening. I know you weren't happy when you found out, 

but you made your decision. The only trouble with it was, you knew how bad we would hurt 

when you had to leave.You just didn't want to give us the hope just for you to lose the fight later. 

You also didn't want us to have to see you suffer through chemo. You decided to live your last 

days doing what you love, not sitting in a bed with illness. I wish I told you all the things I loved 

about you. I love that no matter the age you still danced all the time I love the fact you made the 

best authentic mexican food ever. I love the fact you were always smiling no matter what 

happened. You were always happy about something. When life tried to bring you down,  you 



still would look for the happiness in life, like trying to find a rainbow in a storm or  a live flower 

in a bouquet of dead ones. That's what I loved about you. 

                 In the end you stayed strong, you didn't show you were afraid, you didn't have to 

because we were scared for you. We wished you would've stayed with us but the monster got the 

best of you. It's not your fault you didn't win the fight. None of us blamed you for not having the 

treatment. It was your choice and you made it and we all still love you for it. Even though you 

are no longer with us, we know you're watching over us all. We all wish this monster would 

leave and never hurt anyone ever again, so no one would have to go through what we felt. It had 

a giant impact on me, losing someone I love so dearly. I would never wish this monster upon 

anyone not even my worst enemy. This monster is the cruelest thing in the world, and its name is 

cancer.   

        

                                                                                                           Love , your loving great 

granddaughter. 


