
My Cancer Story

My name is Jack Davies. I'm 17.  I'm a junior in high school in Billings, Montana. They say there are 
events where you remember everything about what was going on around you when you learn about 
them. Both of my parents remember everything about their surroundings when they learned about the 
Challenger tragedy and 9/11. My 'remember everything' moment was Wednesday, May 10th when my 
parents sat my sister and me down at dinner and broke the news; Dad has cancer. On my fork was a 
piece of Hunan chicken from a local Chinese place that would go uneaten. Across from me, I saw my 
sister Chloe's face go pale. She started to sob. I had no idea how to feel. Thinking back on how I felt 
right then, the only way to describe it would be gray: a dull sadness and ache. We talked about what 
would happen, what kind of cancer he had, and how we were going to cope. I remember my dad telling 
me that everything would be ok, but that he would need a lot of hugs to get through it. I gave him a big 
one and had to excuse myself to collect myself. The rest of that night was a blur. I went to a study 
group but I really couldn't focus, so I came home, hugged both of my parents again, and went to bed.

Over the next few weeks after my 13-year-old sister Chloe and I learned about the diagnosis, we 
became closer to each other in a way we really hadn't been before. We knew our family really needed 
one another and that fighting about small things as we had in the past was something to move on from. 
Since she was only in seventh grade, I had to drive her around a lot, and my car became a safe space. 
We could vent to each other and blow off steam, which became important for the two of us.

How much we needed each other became evident when we learned Dad would have to treat with 
chemo and radiation in Denver, which meant we would potentially have to move there for the summer. 
This news really upset me. The thought of moving away from my friends in Billings made me really 
sad, as did the thought of my parents leaving town all summer. Chloe and I were riding together 
somewhere and she brought this up to me. I remember telling her I wanted to stay here, and I remember 
her calling me selfish. We got into a fight, screaming at each other until we got to wherever it was we 
were going. Before she got out, she looked at me, crying, and told me to never talk to her again. I think 
I drove half a mile before pulling over to call her to apologize, but she didn't answer. I cried for quite a 
while in that parking lot, but I learned something from it: bottling up and not talking about how I feel is 
not a healthy way to deal with my emotions. After what happened that afternoon with Chloe, I was 
more open with my feelings, and I have been since. 

That summer was a weird summer, but it wasn't all bad. My parents wound up going to live in Denver 
to treat at Anschutz Cancer Center, leaving Chloe and me to stay in Billings with our aunt.  We each 
made the best out of it. I ran every morning, got a job, and spent a lot of time with my friends, Chloe 
doing the same. In mid July, we each went down to visit. I really had not wanted to go to Colorado to 
see my parents. I was afraid I would see my dad in bad shape and I was afraid I wouldn't have any fun. 
However, being able to spend time with my parents was very meaningful to me and to them, and 
actually seeing the treatment my dad was going through helped me to know everything would be ok. I 
met new friends while I was there, too. I spent time with my cousin and her friends, and I hung out 
with them pretty much every day. One of the girls I met also had a parent who had treated at Anschutz, 
and talking to her about my experiences with my dad and his treatment made me feel better about 
having to be in Colorado. 
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I had another 'remember everything' moment on July 21st, 2017. My parents had been cautiously 
optimistic that the next appointment my dad would go to would be his last, and it was on that day the 
doctors declared him cancer free. I had been at work. It was a pretty hot day, and I was sweating in my 
work uniform. I got into my sweltering black car and checked my phone. I had a litany of texts from 
relatives, a ton of facebook post notifications, and a few missed calls from my parents. I choked up 
while calling them back, and my mom said everyone in Denver was celebrating. That night, my aunt 
and I celebrated too.

Writing this essay caused some introspection. I realize now I learned a lot about the person I am 
because of what my family went through and I grew as a person. I feel like I have a lot more empathy 
for those who have cancer or have loved ones dealing with cancer. I am more open about my emotions; 
I don't bottle up anymore. I also became closer to my sister and my family as a result of needing each 
other. Although what we went through was exceptionally hard on all of us, we all learned about each 
other and ourselves, and we are better people for it. My dad's cancer was a large adversity we all had to 
overcome, but we came together as a family and kicked cancer's butt.


