ENGLISH: YEAR OF WONDERS

Conflict can reveal unexpected qualities in an individual.

Red

As our famous red roses blossomed in our backyard on the spring of 2009, so too did the lump on
my brother’s neck. We had thought nothing of it; he was still a lively little boy, who spent all of his
days singing Wiggles songs, and playing imaginary hide and seek games with his beloved stuffed
animal, Monkey. But, then came the day which still remains a blur of ambulance sirens, and doctors
repeating the dreaded word ‘cancer.” The image of my sickly white little brother, drowning in a sea
of tubes as he lay unconscious in a large hospital bed meant only for the old and frail, still haunts
me today. As my mum sat next to him sobbing, holding his tiny hand, | could see his entangled
deep purple veins beneath his translucent skin. These veins mapped all over his body, providing a
route for all the unwanted foreign cancer cells to fight his healthy body cells. However, what
shocked me the most, was as Evan battled to stay alive, so did my dad.

My dad had always been a strong figure, who was always in control. | had never seen him cry;
when grandma died, he kept his emotions within himself, even as he planned her funeral. Also, my
brother and | would never misbehave around him, because we knew that he would yell at us. This
scared us tremendously, as we both didn’t want to disappoint our father. Also, his work desk was
immaculately tidy for a man; he just loved having his life organised and trouble-free. But that all
changed when Evan got sick, as he had lost control of his own son. Gone was the tough father
figure who had provided me with so much strength; the person that remained was unrecognisable.
Initially, he was very involved in Evan’s treatments. He would constantly research new cancer-
fighting drugs and therapies; he didn’t want to give up on his adored son, who he would always
boast about: ‘He’s only a four year old, but he has a great life ahead of him. He's got brains.’
However, Evan wasn’t responding well to all of this treatment. Then Dad would suddenly disappear
whenever we were at the hospital, and late at night, when | would be restless in my bed worrying
about Evan, the front door would open, and in would come the smell of alcohol and smoke. The
times when he would garner up the courage to stay at Evan’s bedside, were spent passing his
hands across his face as though his head ached, but the motion disguised the fact that he was
wiping tears away. | thought that my dad would eventually revert to his old self after the shock of
Evan’s illness wore away, as he always had a way of solving problems. But he never did.

Evan’s little body endured so many treatments in the months after his diagnosis. Chemotherapy,
radiotherapy and herbal remedies were tried, to ensure Evan’s recovery. But none of these
treatments were winning the battle. The cancer cells were multiplying every day, and were taking
control of all of his organs. Just three months after his diagnosis, his chances of surviving became
almost non-existent. On the fourth of January, 2010, after a mere 96 days of fighting this disease,
Evan lost his battle. He was only four years old. My mum and | decided to bury him with Monkey, so
that he would always have his best friend nearby.

Mum was amazingly strong during this horrendous time. Although we often found ourselves
huddling together crying, she would soldier on every day, insistent on gathering awareness about
Evan’s rare type of cancer, Acute Lymphoblastic Leukaemia. She founded a charity in Evan’s
honour, which researches into this type of cancer.

After Evan’s death, my dad’s spiral downhill continued. He developed severe alcoholism, which
turned him into a morose, distant character. Eventually he lost his job, after he continuously went to
work drunk. One day, | came home after a normal school day to find a letter on our dining table. It
was from dad. It read:
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Dear Anna and Rebecca,

I am sorry for all the pain | have caused you. Ever since Evan’s diagnosis, | have been a lost
man. | always thought | had the answer to every question life threw at me, but | don't. | should
have been able to save Evan, as it is my responsibility to keep our family together. When all
the treatments were failing, | even turned to God to save Evan. | thought maybe if God wanted
a life he could take mine. But now that he is gone, | feel like | have died as well. | failed Evan,
and then | failed you two. | am going away for a while, so that | can stop being such a burden
to your lives. I will come back, but I just don’t know when.

Ben.

| remember feeling confused after reading the letter. | felt hurt; my dad had abandoned both me and
my mother. | felt upset; dad felt that he was responsible for Evan’s death, even though he had no
control over the situation. | never knew that a father could feel so much responsibility for his family
until then. No one could have stopped Evan from dying, but | guess Dad felt like he could, because
he used to have so much control in his life. He still hasn’t come back yet; | don’t even know if he is
still alive.

Nowadays, we no longer enjoy the view of vibrant red roses in our backyard. They now decorate
Evan’s tiny grave.
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