
War Series: The Letter by Isabel Kazan 

 

    Many say that when you come face to face with death, your life flashes before your eyes.  But 

I was plainly staring at death, and I couldn’t see my life.  I felt the blood drain from my face as 

my eyes focused on words like invasive and malignant in this vast forest of numerical data and 

Latin.  Underneath all of the medical jargon was one underlying truth; this fight was over before 

it began, and the outcome was fixed.  An estimated five months of stable health, it said. 

These words, what were they, even?  They began to blend together in my vision as one black and 

white watercolor painting, until spilling over onto the table.  This page was not full of results 

from blood tests and MRI scans.  This page was all of my life’s accomplishments, may it be 

goals met, records broken, and projects completed. 

…But it was blank. 

Blank, for what had I ever really accomplished?  Runaway dropout at fifteen, separated from my 

wife, and far too many DUIs to even be allowed near the driver’s side of a vehicle…   

I was not the innocent child with leukemia.   

I was not the frail war veteran with lung cancer.   

I was a failure who hurt those who cared the most about me, and I deserved this fate.   

Reaching for my phone, I thought it best to at least notify my poor mother that I would no longer 

be a burden to her.  But before I could pull up her number, my phone came alive. 

“Hello?” 

“Brad, it’s me… Jeremy from support group?”  A lively voice piped… too lively considering the 

course of my afternoon. 

“Oh hey Matt, listen, now’s not exactly a good time-” 



“I just wanted to let you know that I saw Rachel today at therapy group,” he tumbled out before I 

could finish my sentence. 

“Oh… what of it?” I tried to plaster over the hopefulness in my voice with cutting, but it only 

made me feel more uncomfortable. 

“She was wearing her wedding band, Brad.  And I heard she said she was hoping you would be 

there... I think you should give her a call,” he suggested softly.   

…Rachel wore her wedding band? 

“Hello… are you still there, Brad?”  

I cleared my throat, “Y-yeah! Thanks for calling, Jeremy.” 

Before my symptoms started to become serious, Rachel and I had tried to endure couples’ 

therapy, but neither of us made any effort to improve.  We both stopped attending into the third 

week.  I hadn’t seen Rachel in months.   

Looking back down at the medical report, I realized something was different about its 

appearance; it no longer seemed to gloat, and it no longer seemed disappointed in me.   What if, 

this white piece of paper isn’t my shortcomings and failures, and what if it is my future?  

Boundless, optimistic, and perhaps a little mad?   

What if, this was not the ultimatum I made it out to be, and what if it’s finally my green light… 

my big break?  I leaped up from my chair, slamming both of my hands down on the table in 

exuberant joy.  This was it: my absolution.  I knew I did not have a second to spare and not a 

minute to lose.  I found my wedding band, tarnished dark grey from a year of disuse, and slid it 

on my left ring finger.  I freed the dark brown curtains, allowing the warm sunlight entrance after 

years of heavy oppression.  I threw off my moody cloaks of midnight and traded them in for 



garbs of day.  This fight is not over; this outcome can still change.  I knew, now, that this was my 

motivation, my spark. 

     Many say that when you come face to face with death, your life flashes before your eyes.  

Although my allotted time is coming to an end, as I lay here, content and fulfilled, I can say that 

they were right.  Memories from these perfect, blessed months shone in comparison to my blank 

letter of old; now, the letter was filled and worn.  Worn with the days I spent dancing in the rain 

with Rachel and painting fiery sunsets at my easel. Worn with the days I spent unhindered by my 

blank past.  Worn with the joyous day when we found out Rachel was pregnant.  Today I knew 

my mission was complete. 

The melodic chirping of the machinery and the pulsating lull of my slowing heartbeat began to 

ease me into my epilogue.  I felt my wife’s warm hand clench around my own, and a spasm of 

cries escape her.   

“Don’t leave me, Brad, you’re all I’ve got,” she whispered.   

“Not all you’ve got,” I whispered, as I tried to form coherent thoughts.   

We lied there in silence a little while longer, only interrupted by the entering and exiting of 

hospice nurses. 

I closed my eyes, feeling the warm hum of narcotics and medications pulsate through my 

slowing veins. 

I realized, and I hoped that the baby would one day realize, that the darkest nights yield the 

brightest of days.  I am no longer known as the dropout, separated, alcoholic with no shot at 

redemption.  I was changed… I wrote my wrongs… I made new triumphs. 

The slowing beeping of the monitor penetrated my thoughts.  It really didn’t seem as urgent as 

most believe it to be... Beep…. Beep… Chan…ged…Chan…ged…Changed. 



 


