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It wasn’t too long ago that I thought cancer was an “old people” issue, only affecting those in 

their mid to later years. A kid getting cancer just seemed wrong and inconceivable. I knew it 

happened from time to time, but it was rare and it always happened to someone else, not me. In 

the United States, the chance that a child gets cancer before the age of 20 is .35%. Based on that 

statistic, in the little town of Eagle River, AK where I live, only 30 children will be diagnosed 

with cancer in the next 20 years. Of those 30 who are diagnosed, only four will die from the 

disease. The odds of these statistics ever touching me or my family seemed ridiculous and highly 

unlikely and so I’d never given it much thought. 

It was the last quarter of my freshman year in high school and I was getting excited for the year 

to end. My aunt, uncle and cousins, the Bennetts, live in our cul-de-sac and had recently invited 

us over for dinner to celebrate my cousin Jack’s birthday. This happened frequently, where we 

would celebrate birthdays, share family dinners and then spend the evening playing together with 

my cousins Will, Audrey, and Jack. The prior week, Audrey‘s eye was red and swollen and it 

was first thought to be pink eye. Since pink eye is a common occurrence at my cousin’s house, 

no one was terribly concerned yet. That evening was the only time I had really noticed her eye. It 

had been lingering for almost a week and didn’t seem to show any of the common signs that 

would indicate it was healing. The next day, my Aunt LaVonne took her to the doctor just for 

peace of mind. They drew blood and ran a few tests but didn’t get back to my aunt until late in 

the evening. My aunt told me that when the doctor called her back it was 10pm, and he sounded 

worried and was very apologetic. He told her that Audrey had cancer and needed to come to the 

hospital as soon as possible. These results were so unexpected, we were reeling from the shock 

of our world being dumped upside down with one simple word: cancer. I felt stunned, like 

someone had punched me in the stomach. What we thought was a simple virus, turned out to be a 

life threatening tumor growing around her eye. As I tried to clear my thoughts and make sense of 

this unimaginable information, the second “round” hit when I was told that the type of cancer she 

had was Acute myeloid leukemia-the kind that adults usually get, and this type could not be 

treated in Alaska. She would be medevac’d to Doernbecher Children’s Hospital in Portland, 

Oregon the very next day. We visited Audrey that night in the hospital in Anchorage. It was a 

very surreal visit. Walking down the halls and into the ICU, seeing Audrey already in a hospital 

bed hooked up to an IV and official looking medical bracelets. We stayed several hours, then 

said our good byes and she was off to begin the fight for her life with an unforeseeable end. 

Summer had begun, and my plans were forced to change. My cousins Will and Jack, and Uncle 

Chet went to Portland to live in the Ronald McDonald house so they could visit with Audrey and 

my aunt in the hospital often. They would stay in Portland until school started in the fall. My 

mom flew to Portland for a couple of weeks during the summer to help my aunt by watching the 



boys so my uncle could continue working during the days. We often skyped and called Audrey 

when she was at the hospital and in between the rounds of chemo. Visiting with her through 

skype was always encouraging to see. She was the same old spunky Audrey we were used to 

seeing, except without any hair. My aunt kept everyone updated through a blog that portrayed 

the cancer treatment and hospital adventures through Audrey’s eyes. 

(www.caringbridge.org/visit/audreybennett619) I would read it often to keep myself updated of 

what was currently going on. I learned that she made lots of friends with the fellow patients and 

nurses. She always seemed to be in high spirits, looking towards the best possible outcome. My 

summer went on as normal and before I knew it, school had started again. 

When I first learned that Audrey had cancer and heard what type it was, I went to school and did 

some research to see if I could find any information on survival statistics. I wanted to know what 

chance she had to survive the cancer and chemotherapy. Although the chemotherapy appeared to 

be pretty awful, I was encouraged to find that more people survived her specific sub type of 

leukemia (AML t[8:21]) than died. I could picture Audrey battling through this trial and living to 

tell the awesome tale of a cancer survivor. I couldn’t imagine a different outcome. My brain 

wouldn’t let me.  

Audrey’s treatment had gone well so far. She had achieved remission after her first induction 

round of chemo and she was in the final stages of recovery by the time I started school again. By 

this time, she had spent almost five whole months at the hospital with only a handful of days out 

at the Ronald Mc Donald house. We were expecting her to be home in time for the second 

quarter of school sometime late October or November. This was exciting to hear that the 

treatment had achieved the goal of ridding her body of the cancer and I hoped this would all turn 

out the way I had imagined it. Unfortunately, some side effects occurred because the 

chemotherapy wiped out her immune system for weeks at a time, leaving her virtually 

unprotected from anything and everything. Something as simple as a common cold could kill 

her. Because of this lack of immune system, a fungus started developing inside of Audrey’s 

lungs. Though life threatening, the doctors felt confident that with her spunk, and as well as her 

body seemed to be handling it so far, she could triumph yet again in the face of death. The boys 

and my uncle flew down to see her for a few days and then came home to Alaska on a Sunday 

night. The very next morning, I was eating breakfast right before heading off to school. My mom 

and dad were still lying in bed when the phone rang. It was my uncle. It seemed kind of odd to 

me that he would be calling us at 6 AM, but I assumed it was news from their recent visit with 

Audrey. My mom picked up the phone and seconds later I heard her break down and start 

sobbing and telling my uncle “I’m sorry, I’m sorry” over and over again. My heart dropped into 

my stomach because I immediately knew what had happened. I was in absolute shock. I chose to 

go to school that day but didn’t tell anyone what had happened that morning. Audrey’s body had 

filled up with fluid and one lung was collapsing from the pressure. She was transferred to the 

Pediatric Intensive Care Unit and while draining the buildup of fluid in her abdomen, her heart 



stopped beating. They were unable to get it started again, and in a matter of minutes, Audrey had 

passed from this life into her Creator’s arms. She was 8 years old. 

The next few weeks were hard to cope with. This seemed so unfair. Why her? Why at such a 

young age? She would never get to do all the things a kid is supposed to do. She’d never get to 

do all the things that I got to do. It’s easy to stay focused on the sadness of what happened and let 

it consume you. It’s easy to keep asking why, even when you know there’s not an answer. But 

there was something that I DID know the answer to, amidst all the unanswered ones. I knew she 

was in the best place that I could possibly imagine. And even if she could, she wouldn’t want to 

come back to live on this earth with her weak cancer broken body. She’s in a place where she has 

a new body. No cancer, no sickness, no crying or sadness. No, she wouldn’t trade all that to 

come back, instead she’d want us to join her in heaven where her Christian faith has carried her. 

This is the thought has comforted me the past 2 ½ years. I know where she is, and I know that 

one day I will see her again. 

 


