
Windows of Hope
With Daddy’s first diagnosis of cancer in 1998 my mother, siblings and I were initially devastated. 
Cancer. We had seen my mother’s mother courageously live for 8 months, following her cancer 
diagnosis in 1974. To friends she would say, “I have a little bit of that cancer bug that is going around.” 
To us, the eight months of watching her body deteriorate with great speed was almost unbearable. So, 
when Daddy was diagnosed in 1998, we immediately began to grieve. That is until his youngest 
grandchild, then 5, put life and the joy of life into perspective, “Granddaddy, do you have a stomach 
ache? I will hug you and make it feel better!”

Daddy lived 13 years after that initial diagnosis before having to face a second diagnosis, lung cancer. 
Following his first chemo session, he returned home to enjoy his passion for walking, with a 3-mile 
walk.  For five months he continued to walk daily, with the exception of the infrequent times that the 
chemo and his body struggled to find balance. It was in the fifth month post diagnosis, that we learned 
his lung cancer had metastasized to his bone, to his neck and his vocal chords. We were devastated! 
Outpatient radiation, a feeding tube, multiple clinic visits, and several hospitalizations became the 
routine. His fortitude during that period did allow him to enjoy an outing to the IMAX theatre, with his 
second oldest grandson. 

Four months out from the news of the metastases, and one fourth of the vital, strong, 6’4” man that 
was my Daddy, we went to what ended up being his last clinic appointment. After the appointment and 
as we walked to the parking lot, Daddy needed to take a rest. I sought to get him to the nearest 
couch, but no, he wanted to walk the extra steps in order to find a corner by the window. “Yvonne, I 
want to look outside and see the flowers, see the people; see life. . . Do you believe in miracles?” he 
asked. Fighting back tears, I responded, “Yes. But I think we have to work for them.” He then 
responded, “I think so. It would be nice if I could one day enjoy some BBQ and a beer, again. And if 
that does not happen, I will be OK. As long as I am able, I am ready to fight. As long as I am able . . .” 

Yes. Cancer can be insidious and downright ugly. Journeying with my father during his encounter with 
cancer, I learned, however, that a cancer diagnosis is not hopeless. As long as one is able, as long as 
we are able . . . as a survivor, as a family member – may we never weary in seeking out the windows 
that are always near. And, let us see the movement of life. For therein lies the HOPE.
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