














Cancer as

ou never expect the worst
to happen to you. Your
mind goes on vacation and

says, “That won't ever happen to
me.” Until one day when reality
catches up and it all becomes real.
Throughout the two years that I
was sick, I didn’t know what was
going on or how it was going to
impact my future. The people that
saved my life were there for me one
hundred percent of the way and
they also taught me what to expect
in the future. I've been given the
chance to make a difference. God
saved me for a reason; to help keep
everyone’s mind on that vacation.

Through the months of January to
March of 2001, my mom had been
noticing unusual signs that my body
was sending. These included red
dots on my cheeks, becoming very
pale, having less energy, frequent
stomachaches, and much more.
During this time I was only three,
almost four. I was too young to
understand what was going on and
how to react to it. All that I can
remember is that I was extremely
confused, and in tons of pain.

To find out what was going on my
mom decided to set an appointment
on March 26th, 2001. She trusted
that my pediatrician, Dr. Kamashi
Neelkantan, would be able to detect
what was wrong. As we all know,
moms are never wrong, and as my
mother was describing to Dr.
Neelkantan what was happening,
the air grew tight and silent. She
told the doctor that every day at
2pm, I would get a fever. She would
give me Motrin and it would go
away until the next day at the same
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time. The other noticeable symptom
was that my stomach was blown up
like a pregnant woman. The doctor
had a look of worry in her eyes. As
my mom had predicted, however,
the doctor knew what to do. She
took a full body workup and said she
would call us in two or three days.

The next day, around 2:30pm my
pediatrician made a phone call that
changed my life. She told my mom
that she needed to see her and my
dad immediately. As my parents
headed down the road with much
anxiety, my grandparents stayed at
home with my four month old sister
and me. They were biting their nails
off, they were so nervous. I still

had no idea what was about to take
place. When my parents sat down
in the doctor’s office, she gave them
the news that I was diagnosed with
Leukemia. Seconds after, my dad
lost control, and got up and punched
the doctor’s wall. As my mom was
calming him down and apologizing,
she told the doctor to continue. The
doctor then proceeded to tell my
parents that Leukemia is a cancer of
the bone marrow where blood cells
are developed. My bone marrow
cells developed abnormally and had
begun to multiply quickly. They
were crowding out normal bone
cells and infiltrating other organs
like the spleen, liver, and lymph
nodes. My oversized stomach was
because of the enlarged liver and
spleen. The unknown red dots on
my cheeks were Leukemia cells.
The last thing that Leukemia did
was make my body anemic. This
was the cause for being so pale and
having white bowel movements.

When the doctor finished, my

dad called my grandparents and
told them what was taking place.
They packed overnight bags and
rushed my sister and me to the
pediatrician’s office. An assistant of
the doctor then led the way to Sinai
Hospital. When we arrived at the
hospital we met Dr. Joseph Wiley,
head of the division of pediatric
hematology-oncology. After we
checked in, we were led to a very
plain hospital room. I was given

an assortment of coloring books
and crayons, and then my parents
were pulled aside. They were tired,
scared, and depressed, but they kept
going. They were told that I was to
have a spinal tap to determine if [
had Acute Lymphocytic Leukemia
(ALL) or Acute Mylecytic Leukemia
(AML). At that time ALL had an
80% to 90% survival rate.
Meanwhile AML had a 50%
survival rate.

After the spinal tap, the next thing
on the agenda was to get an IV
inserted immediately. Doing this
would allow doctors to treat the
symptoms right away. As you may
recall, I would get a fever at 2pm
every day. Because of this my mom
would give me Motrin to make it
go away. Unfortunately, Motrin
thins the blood, which made it
extraordinarily hard to insert a
needle. Every time they would
attempt to stick me with a needle,
my veins would collapse. The nurses
would put elma cream on the area
where the needle would need to be
inserted in order to numb the area,
making it less painful. They would
wait 20 minutes and then try again.
They did this for several hours
during the night into the morning.
It was not until the early morning
that they got the needle to stay in
my foot.

In the late morning of Wednesday,
March 28th, a spinal tap was
conducted. We were later told that
we were lucky. I was going to be
treated for ALL instead of AML.
Twenty- four hours later they put an
internal port-a-catheter in my chest
for surgery. This was supposed to
make administering chemotherapy
and other medications easier than
using an I'V. Towards the end of
chemo, however, the port started to
malfunction and was eventually
removed. When the twenty-six
months of treatment came to an
end, I was finally in remission. This
didn’t come so easy though. Along
with all the needles, and nasty
medication, came many side effects.

The side effects included hair loss,
weak leg muscles, and a thrombosis,
or blood clot, formed in the brain.
This blood clot was formed because
of the combination of two
medications. For three out of the
twenty-six months, my mom had
to provide me with two daily
injections. The blood clot’s effects
became apparent one day when I
awoke from a nap and began to
speak gibberish and then ended my
“sentence” by spitting. This was all
caused because of the clot.

Even though the twenty-six months
of treatment are done, I still go back
every summer to make sure all of this
never happens again. I am happy to
report that everything is fine.

I have come to realize how blessed
I am to be alive. Over the past
couple of years I have met so
many other people like me.

They have taught
me many things.
I experienced
meeting the most
influential people,
however, at a
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“MAD” LIBS

The Princess and the Pea is a fairy tale written by Hans Christian Anderson in Denmark in 1835. It is believed that the story was one that
he heard through spoken folk tales in his childhood. Now you have the chance to update this “ancient” story, Mad Libs style. Just ask a
friend or family member to provide the missing words (don’t read them the story first!). Once you have all the blanks filled in, read your
new tale back to them!

Once upon a time there was a (occupation) who wanted to marry a (2nd occupation); but she would have to
be a real (2nd occupation again). He travelled all over. (place) to find one, but nowhere could he get what he
wanted. There were plenty of s (2nd occupation again), but it was difficult to find out whether they were real ones. There
was always something about them that was not as it should be. So he came home again and was (adjective), for he would
have liked very much to have a real (2nd occupation again).

One evening a (adjective) storm came on; there was (noun) and (noun), and the
(noun) poured down in torrents. Suddenly a (verb ending in ing) was heard at the city gate, and the
old king went to open it.

It was a (2nd occupation again) standing out there in front of the gate. But, good gracious! What a sight the

(noun) and the (noun) had made her look. The (noun) ran down from her
(body part) and clothes; it ran down into the (another body part) of her. (piece of clothing) and out again at
the (another piece of clothing). And yet she said that she was a real (2nd occupation again).
“Well, we’ll soon find that out,” thought the old queen. But she said nothing, went into the (room in your house), took all
the bedding off the bed, and laid a (type of vegetable) on the bottom; then she took ( number) mattresses
and laid them on the (same veggie), and then ( number) eider-down beds on top of the mattresses.
On this the (2nd occupation AGAIN!) had to lie all night. In the morning she was asked how she had slept.
“Oh, very (adverb)!” said she. “T had scarcely closed my (body part) all night. Heaven only knows what was
in the bed, but I was lying on something (adjective), so that I am (color) and (color) all over
my body. It’s (adjective)!”
Now they knew that she was a real (2nd career choice) because she had felt the (same veggie) right through
the (1st number from above) mattresses and the (2nd number) eider-down beds.
Nobody but a real (2nd occupation) could be as sensitive as that.
So the (1st occupation) took her for his wife, for now he knew that he had a real (2nd occupation); and the

(same veggie) was put in the museum, where it may still be seen, if no one has stolen it.
There, that is a true story.

The End
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If you would like to compare your version with the original......

Once upon a time there was a prince who wanted to marry a princess; but she would have to be a real princess. He travelled all over the
world to find one, but nowhere could he get what he wanted. There were princesses enough, but it was difficult to find out whether they
were real ones. There was always something about them that was not as it should be. So he came home again and was sad, for he would

have liked very much to have a real princess.

One evening a terrible storm came on; there was thunder and lightning, and the rain poured down in torrents. Suddenly a knocking was
heard at the city gate, and the old king went to open it.

It was a princess standing out there in front of the gate. But, good gracious! what a sight the rain and the wind had made her look. The wa-
ter ran down from her hair and clothes; it ran down into the toes of her shoes and out again at the heels. And yet she said that she was a real
princess.

“Well, we’ll soon find that out,” thought the old queen. But she said nothing, went into the bed-room, took all the bedding off the bed-
stead, and laid a pea on the bottom; then she took twenty mattresses and laid them on the pea, and then twenty eider-down beds on top of
the mattresses.

On this the princess had to lie all night. In the morning she was asked how she had slept.

“Oh, very badly!” said she. “T have scarcely closed my eyes all night. Heaven only knows what was in the bed, but I was lying on something
hard, so that I am black and blue all over my body. It’s horrible!”

Now they knew that she was a real princess because she had felt the pea right through the twenty mattresses and the twenty eider-down
beds.

Nobody but a real princess could be as sensitive as that.

So the prince took her for his wife, for now he knew that he had a real princess; and the pea was put in the museum, where it may still be
seen, if no one has stolen it.

There, that is a true story.

The End
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