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Like polishing away a layer of dust obscuring my view, I saw that the world was even more 

beautiful and vivid than I viewed it in the beginning, with the acknowledgement of the sad things 

and misfortunes contrasting strikingly beside the wonderful things in life. Pain is a paradox, 

because it forced me to take a second look at ordinary things I once took for granted. 

While surviving a deadly disease is poignant, enduring emotional chaos and the loss of one of 

my senses has defined me ineffably. On April 3rd, 2010, at age 11, I was no match to Bacterial 

Meningitis. While my world never stopped stop turning in the face of the gruesome challenge, it 

promptly hesitated.What was originally thought to be a severe flu managed to fling me into a 

large hospital 150 miles away and into a medically induced coma. How I even managed to 

survive is a mystery to me, especially because the survival rate for Bacterial Meningitis is ten 

percent or less. Considering the threshold of the battle I had gone through, my scars were trivial. 

For weeks after leaving the hospital I was flustered, disoriented, and simply could not process 

what had occurred. Then, suddenly, the realization hit me full force. I was, and always would be, 

deaf for the rest of my life. Meningitis had taken its toll. No matter how many times people 

assured me that my natural hearing might slowly return, I knew that it was gone forever. Since 

then, I have received Cochlear Implants and have been able to hear again. Still, my casual close 

encounter with death drastically changed my perspective to this day. 

Starting last year, my dad had been complaining of back pains that grew steadily worse over 

time. He visited many doctors and chiropractors who were convinced he had normal back pains 

like many other adults. However, once he reached agonizing pain just two months ago, he finally 

had an x-ray and an MRI done, only to discover that he had a tumor growing in his back. After 

undergoing a biopsy, we all learned that not only did he have a tumor, but in fact he had multiple 

myeloma bone cancer. Since this diagnosis, I, my dad, and everyone else have been devastated, 

but all trying to stay optimistic while we wait to see what happens. What we know so far is good; 

he is in stage one, only ten percent of his blood cells are cancer cells, and the cancer is 

progressing very slowly, as he has actually had it for several years according to the tests. Not 

only this, but my dad is only forty-one years old, while most people who are diagnosed with this 

form of cancer are usually sixty or over. Therefore, we at least know that his chances are better 

than most. 

Although my dad’s journey with cancer has hardly begun, especially the rough treatment 

including chemotherapy, I can say that everyone who cares about my dad has been affected 

emotionally, and all of us know this is serious. My perspective in this situation is this: life isn’t 

unfair, it’s simply fragile. Although I’m just as heartbroken and devastated as everyone else 

when I learn that someone is deceased, sick, dying, or I find out how they WILL die, I’m never 



surprised by it. A countless array of emotions come to mind when I think of losing someone I 

love or even a stranger, but I understand that none of us are invincible. With the knowledge that 

life is extremely fragile, no matter who you are, and that it could end at any given time, I know 

that we just have to make the best of it while we can. We need to do what makes us happy and 

just enjoy our time. We don’t know how much time we have, but when you think about it, this is 

both terrifying and exhilarating. Multiple Myeloma is a serious cancer. Currently, there are many 

different types of treatment, but there is no cure. According to statistics regarding this disease, 

most people only live up to five years after the diagnosis, on average. However, there are people 

who lived at least 25 years after being diagnosed, and my dad has already lived for a few years 

after it began for him. His prognosis is extremely unpredictable, but I need to cherish however 

much time I have left with him and support him the whole way.  

Another important thought I have had is that often times, there’s at least one important good 

thing that arises out of a bad situation. If I had never gone through Bacterial Meningitis, I 

wouldn’t be as mature, experienced, and open-minded. If I hadn’t lost my hearing from the 

sickness, I also wouldn’t have discovered the amazing devices that Cochlear Implants are, and I 

wouldn’t have decided to pursue a doctorate in Audiology in order to help the deaf community 

and make a difference in the world. My dad’s doctors even said that if he had been diagnosed a 

few years ago when the cancer was just starting, the older treatments would have been harsher 

and more damaging on his body compared to today’s more advanced cancer treatments. 

Ultimately, the way I see it, scenarios such as being diagnosed with an incurable cancer simply 

remind us how fragile life is and how unpredictable our futures are. Although this 

acknowledgement is usually frightening and disorienting for most people including myself, it 

isn’t necessarily a bad thing. In fact, it reminds us to never take our lives for granted and enjoy it 

as much as we can. We have no idea how much longer my dad has to live, how well his body 

will respond to treatment, or if he’ll ever to be able to live a close to normal life with a very light, 

occasional treatment. There’s no use in mourning right now and giving up. Instead, again, we 

only need to treasure the time we have with him, however long that will be. 


