
The Monster

I wasn't born into the stereotypical "perfect" family, but in my little eyes, it was my perfect little family. 
I had a loving mother and father who would do anything and everything for me. I was their little baby. 
They protected me at all costs. Every single night, they would read me a book, tuck me into my big 
comfortable bed, and my mother would sing me a soothing lullaby as she would lightly rub the hair 
behind my ear. Like most parents, they couldn't spend every waking hour with me. They had their own 
jobs, so right before work, my mom would drop me off at my aunt's house. I was only three months old 
when my mom had to go back to work. She didn't want to leave her little baby behind, but she knew 
that if she wanted a good life for me, this is what she had to do. When she would drop me off, she 
would kiss me on the head and tell me that she loved me & that she would be back later. While I was at 
my aunt's house, my older cousin Kerry would play with me and take care of me everyday. If I fell, she 
would coming running. If I didn't feel well, she would take care of me until my mom arrived. She was 
the big sister I never had. When the fun was over with Kerry, my mom would pick me up and we 
would go home to spend time with my dad before I went to bed. 

Once I turned two, my mom stopped working as much. She stayed home with me and spent more time 
playing with me. Sometimes Kerry would come over so my mom could take a nap and I could spend 
time with Kerry. We started taking more trips together. Sometimes the trips were only an hour away, 
but they could also last hours. We went to Canada once! There was this one trip I remember so well. 
My mom, dad, and I were all sitting on a bed in this tiny room. I was eating fruit off of my mom's plate 
as my parents were talking to this nice looking man. He was wearing a white coat and had a clipboard. 
He asked me if I liked ice cream. I responded with, "What is ice cream?" I was only three years old and 
my parents had never given me sugar before. They convinced me that broccoli was dessert! Once I said 
that, he walked out of the room and I watched as he opened this big silver door. I couldn't even imagine 
what was in there. A polar bear perhaps? Maybe a whole lot of broccoli! He came back in with this 
colorful looking object. It was wrapped around in plastic and on a stick. I was skeptical at first. This 
odd man was giving me something I had never seen before. Even then, my mom told me not to take 
anything from strangers. My dad took the weird looking object from the man and took off the plastic. 
He handed me the stick it was on and told me to try it. If my dad told me it was okay, it had to be, 
right? Oh how delicious that was! Finally, real dessert! My parents continued to talk to the man as I sat 
in the corner in a chair, enjoying my new discovery. 

A few hours had past and we were still in that room. All of a sudden, my mom started coughing like 
crazy and people started rushing in the room. My dad took me out of the room flooded with people. He 
took me into a new room. This room was covered in pictures of animals. There was toys everywhere! I 
was in heaven. My dad told me to have fun and that he would be back soon. I sat down at a table where 
a lady gave me crayons and paper. She told me to draw what makes me happy. I began to draw my 
little family, which included my dad, my mom, me, and of course my cat, Momo. After spending a few 
hours there, I started to yawn. The lady in charge noticed that I was started to get tired. She asked me 
which color I liked better, blue or red. I said blue because that was one of my mom's favorite colors. 
She grabs a sleeping bag from the shelf and told me to sleep for a little bit and when I wake up, my dad 
will be there. Well, she was right, when I woke up, my dad was indeed back. He carried me back to the 
room my mom was in and put me in bed with my mom. We snuggled and she told me she loved me as 
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I fell asleep in her arms. When I woke up, I was in my bed at home. I ran into my parents room to find 
my dad, but my mom wasn't there. I was very confused, but I was too scared to ask where she was, so I 
just hugged my dad.

A few weeks had past and my mom was finally home, but it was very different. She was sleeping in a 
different room than my dad. She had a different bed. She was attached to all of these wires and 
machines. It was almost like she was a robot. I was a tad scared at first, but then I heard her voice and I 
ran running up to her. I crawled into bed with her. She told me how much she loved me and how much 
she missed me.

My mom wasn't going to work at all anymore and all of these people were always at my house. It felt 
like a big party. All these unfamiliar people were entering my house, bringing gifts and food. I started 
seeing my mom less and less because she was always asleep and my dad told me not to bother her. I 
didn't want to disobey my dad, so I would run back to my room and play with my toys, but one time 
when my dad was doing something outside, I went to see her. I opened her door a little bit. It creaked 
when I opened it and my moms eyes opened. I apologized for waking her up and started crying because 
I didn't want to get in trouble. I told her that I just missed her and I didn't know why I didn't see her 
anymore. She told me to come into bed with her. She hugged me and told me that she didn't feel well. 
She told me that a mean monster is trying to take her down, but that she's a strong fighter. I still didn't 
comprehend what was happening, but I was just overjoyed to spend time with my mom again. We 
talked for a long time. She told me how her birthday was in five days and all of the things we would 
do. I was so excited! I fell asleep in her bed that night. Wrapped up in her warm arms. It felt like all of 
the evil monsters were gone.
When I had awoken, I was back in my bed. I ran down the hall to see my mom, but she wasn't there. I 
walked into the living room and saw my dad crying on the couch, surrounded by my family. All these 
questions were rushing through my head. Where's my mom? Why's my dad crying? My dad told me 
that my mom was "in a better place." For a while, I thought we were just playing a really hard game of 
hide and seek. On her birthday, a bunch of people who I had never seen before were at my house. 
Everyone was crying and wearing black. People kept coming up to me, hugging me, and saying how I 
look just like her. I didn't know who they were talking about. Who do I look like and where's my mom? 
I was only 4 years old. I just wanted answers that I could understand.

I started kindergarten later that year. I was at a new school where I didn't know anyone and I was 
terrified. All I wanted was my mom to hold my hand and tell me it would be okay. I walked in that 
school being introduced as the girl who doesn't have a mommy. My peers were told to be extra nice to 
me because I didn't have a mom. For the rest of my life, I was known as the girl with no mom. 
Everyone's opinion on me changes once they hear my story. They would always ask me what happened 
and all I had to do is say, "Cancer," for people to say, "I'm so sorry." Cancer was the monster that took 
away my mom forever.

As I aged a little bit, I slowly stopped remembering her. It started with me not remembering what she 
smelled like. Then it was her voice. It slowly became her face. If it wasn't for pictures and home 
videos, I would never know what she looked like. Yes, my family tells stories about her, but stories 
don't do her justice. Not only was I the girl without a mom, but I was the girl who didn't remember her 
mom. I told my cousin, Kerry, that it was getting hard for me to remember her. She told me that when I 
got older, she would give me something. Every year on my birthday, I would ask if I was old enough to 
get what she wanted to give me and every year she told me no. Once I was 15, I finally stopped asking 



because I just assumed the answer. Well, I was wrong. Next thing I knew, she was handing me an old 
beaten up notebook. I was so confused, but when I opened it, I was mesmerized. It wasn't just any 
notebook, but it was my mom's! She had written it from when she was diagnosed, when I was 2, to her 
final days. She wrote out all the dreams she had for us in the beginning. How she wanted us to go and 
do mission work together, but as time past, she knew she didn't have much longer. She wrote about 
how she couldn't wait to watch me graduate college, but slowly her dreams of watching me graduate 
college turned into watching me turn 7 years old to watching me graduating preschool. She had so 
many dreams that she wanted to fulfill, but never got the chance to. She wanted to travel more and do 
charity work. My goal is to fulfill her dreams. I'm going to college so she can watch me graduate up 
from Heaven. I'm going to do charity work with my cousin, Kerry. Kerry and I are even going to travel 
one day. I'm not letting her dreams get killed because a monster killed her.


