
 Family Trait: Battling Cancer 

As a child, I remember hearing the word, cancer, in a low voice when my grandmother was in the 

hospital. I was not sure why my family was afraid of that word…. Cancer. I remember that my 

grandmother was battling liver cancer and heard my mother stated that cancer had spread to other 

portion of her body. Again, I was not sure what those meant but I know that my grandmother, was one 

of the strongest women that knew, and she was in pain. My grandmother lost her battle with cancer, 

and she would not be the last to battle cancer.  

Years later, my aunt Alease was in battle for her life. My aunt was diagnosed with stage 2 breast cancer 

and she was afraid. She was not sure if she would win her battle with cancer. Again, I heard that word 

being used in low tones with tremble in everyone voice. This time, I saw my auntie go through 

chemotherapy and radiation. I remember she started wearing wigs and she was starting to laugh again 

with my mother and rest of aunts. She had a mastectomy and later reconstructive surgery. She also said, 

“I will always have perk breast….now!!!.”  She had won her battle with cancer. 

  Aunt Alease and Grandmother Bertha 

Years passed by and again cancer return to battle our family, but this time it was personal. The person 

that needed to fight was my mother. My mother was diagnosed with stage 1 breast cancer in the Fall of 

1996. I remember because I was in my freshman year at North Carolina Central University.  My mother 

hide her battle from me. She did not want me to worry about it but I could not help it. I was her child 

and did not want to see my mother in pain. I missed the chemotherapy, radiation treatments, and 

doctors. I did see her lose her hair as she began to wear wigs. My mother was weak and in pain but was 

still teaching most days of the week. She displayed strength when did not have it, courage when she was 

afraid, and positive when others were doubting. That is when my mother truly became my hero. When 

my mother found out she was becoming a grandmother, and decided to fight and win this battle to see 

this grandbaby. By Christmas that year, my mother was in remission and for the moment won the battle 

against cancer. Yet, she was afraid that disease was coming back to fight again. I decided I wanted to 



become a doctor because I wanted to help mother fight the battle with cancer. 

 Fall 1996: Ernestine Street with Raymond Street 

 I saw how this disease strike fear in the heart of everyone I knew. It was then I decided not to fear 

cancer but to understand it. Began my 20-year journey to understand the complexities of this disease. I 

signed up for Cancer Biology to continue to learn more the biology behind cancer and to continue to be 

advocate those fight battle against cancer. 

 

 


