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Nobody is prepared for the horrible day they stand at the edge of a cliff when the doctor says,

“Your kid has cancer, and it doesn’t look good.” This is the heartfelt story of a mother's journey

with her fourteen-year-old daughter who was diagnosed with a rare and aggressive cancer. As

the story progresses, she explains what each stage of cancer treatment was like for them, and

she weaves within the story words of encouragement and compassion, tips for dealing with

side effects, lists of helpful items to get through hospital visits and medical trips, suggestions

for how to deal with the emotional upheaval, advice on how to deal with those who do not quite

understand your journey, and insight on what it is really like to have a child diagnosed with

cancer. This book might help you through the toughest fight of your life as a parent and

caregiver. Whether you have a kid with cancer or know someone who does, this book will help

you live through the journey and adjust to your new normal once treatment is over. May it light

your path and equip your family with wisdom and insight as you navigate the life altering

diagnosis of Childhood Cancer and beyond.

About the AuthorEmerson Eggerichs has a BA in biblical studies from Wheaton College, a MA

in communication from Wheaton College Graduate School, and a MDiv from the University of
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JobCopyright © 2019 Heather JobAll rights reserved.For my Victoria GracePrefaceIt is my

strong hope that you read this preface before you begin the first chapter of this book. I need

you to know a few things before we begin. First, this is my story as a parent and caregiver. My

daughter's story is hers to tell from her own perspective. Second, this journey I have taken, in

my opinion, is basically pointless unless I am able to turn it into something good – to make

some kind of light shine from within the darkness. If I were to write just my story with no advice

woven within its text, I would feel selfish and the book would lose its purpose other than to tell

yet another story to put into yet another book to gather dust on a shelf somewhere. I'm a helper

by nature. I'm a nurturer and a problem solver. I can't bear just to stay silent and let someone

struggle if I have the potential solution. If I can take what I have learned and use it to help you

in any way possible, my past struggles were not in vain.In this book I share many things about

my journey, both the good and the bad. It is necessary for you to approach this book not as a

blueprint of what will happen to you, but as an example of what may happen to you on your

own journey. This was uncharted territory for me, and I would have loved to have had a

flashlight of sorts as this book might be for you. I hope this small light might give you some help

navigating your own path fighting the Beast that has invaded your family.I believe we have the

privilege of meeting only a handful of genuinely amazing people in our lifetime. I mean the

ones who catch your breath, who stop you in your tracks, and who change your soul for the

better. My daughter Victoria is such a person, and I am beyond humbled to have been chosen

to be her mother. This book is lovingly dedicated to her.Victoria was born a fighter, and her life

is a miracle. In what should have been one of the most tender yet exciting times in her life, I

watched as she, instead, endured some of the most painful situations life can throw at a

person. Most grown, mature adults would have folded in the first week of such a hellish

nightmare. But my girl endured and rose above it all with tenacity, positivity and grace. She

never wanted to be the center of attention, nor did she wallow in the depths of self-pity. In

short, she is my hero and my inspiration.Sweet girl, I want you to know you will always be one

of the few who inhabits my heart and inspires my soul. I love you more than any words in a

prologue could express. My heart is filled with pride and admiration for you. I’m excited to see

what you do with the rest of this miracle of life you have been given. May God bless you with a

long, healthy, bright, joy-filled life. May He “restore the years the locusts have eaten.”Special

thanks and deep love to my husband, Dwayne, who lived this hell alongside me in his own way,

who worked every day to provide, even though his mind was at his daughter's side in that cold

hospital room. Thank you for praying with me every day for her healing and for determining

every day to do what you could to help Victoria survive.To my son, Erik, who also inhabits my

heart and inspires my soul, whose life is also a miracle, and who was stunned and affected in

ways we are still discovering to this day, I know you will use your story to help others in the

future because you are a caring and kind young man. Thank you for the times you brought

food, games or movies for us to enjoy in the hospital. I love you and am proud to call you my

son.My sister, Kim, and my mother-in-law, Pam, I thank you both for being the ones to give me

a reprieve during those long stays in the hospital. I am far more sane today because of the

ongoing help and love you showed to my girl and me. I love you both and am thankful for your

kindness and care.And to my son-in-law, Dalton, love and thanks to you for never walking

away, for always telling Victoria she is beautiful inside and out, for being at the hospital when

you could, and for being good therapy for her during a very dark time. She loves you in ways



she could never love another, and her heart safely trusts in you. For all of that I am so very

thankful to you.To her amazing oncologist, Dr. K, and the many nurses on staff, thank you for

not only medically treating my daughter, but truly caring for her as a person, getting to know

her instead of just medicating her, and making sure she continued to do well after treatment

was over.And to the many others who helped in countless ways of whom it would be

impossible to list all by name… I humbly thank you. You will always be remembered. May you

be abundantly blessed for your kindness and love.I knew I wanted to write a book when many

kept commenting on my personal social media journey updates that, “you should write a book!”

I wanted to be far enough past the journey to be able to process the whole picture, not just give

you a glimpse of the journey mid-stride. I waited until we were two years past the end of

treatment to begin writing. To be honest, I struggled with how to approach this book. My

daughter's cancer journey was her own to share, and I mistakenly began by telling her story in

full detail. Mid-way through the first manuscript I came to the conviction that I was not the one

to tell her story. I tried to convince her to write a book with me, but she was too busy getting her

life back together to sit and begin writing. She wanted to LIVE her story, not tell it.So, I sat with

my old laptop staring its glowing, blank-page eye at me and didn't know how to proceed. In a

lightening bulb moment after prayerful consideration, I realized I had my own story to tell. And

tell it I will. I believe no journey is wasted in life, no matter the outcome and no matter how

difficult it was to endure. To not tell my story felt like the journey was for naught. I HAD to share

it. So, here it is. May it bless you or someone you know with a little ease, a little relief and

maybe a few ideas here and there to get through what might be the worst time of your entire

life.Please note that all the advice given in this book is my own. It is not meant as medical

advice, and I strongly encourage you to seek out a qualified medical professional for your own

personal health decisions. The ideas I share in this book are the things which worked for my

family and me, and they are shared from my experience and perspective as a mother and

caregiver of a teen girl with cancer. Maybe you will write your own book someday, full of advice

and encouragement, once you are finished with your journey with your kid. Until then, pull up a

chair, somehow find a comfy spot in that hospital, pour yourself a cup of tea in those odd-

tasting paper cups they provide, and read my story. Highlight it. Dog-ear the corners. Write in

the margins.I pray for each one of you as you hold my book in your hand and fight for the

health of your kid. God knows who you are, and I believe He exists out of the constraints of

time, so I say a special prayer of healing for your kid as he or she fights this Beast called

Cancer. May there be a cure someday very soon.1THE CLIFFDo you remember the day your

baby was born? Of course, you do. What a miraculous, beautiful moment that was. It was likely

painful, and every mother has her own story about the difficulties that went with the birth of her

new baby. From medical nightmares, to touching moments, from unexpected events, to pain

and suffering...the story is usually lengthy and quite detailed. Fathers, extended family

members and caregivers also have their special story surrounding the event of a new baby.

Even adoptive parents have their tale of difficulties, pain, sorrow and unplanned moments

which sent us reeling. But amidst the drama in the event of a new life coming into the world,

there is rejoicing, excitement and long-awaited, happy tears of joy.We, as loving parents,

experience momentous and beautiful milestones on the journey of raising our kids. The first

smile, the first tooth, the first step, the first haircut, etc. We take pictures, write in journals and

memory books, and we are at the ready with videos, parties, and gifts to celebrate and

commemorate each one. Even the more difficult milestones are remembered fondly...the first

tumble on a bike, the first stitches, the first fender bender or speeding ticket. Each one is a

gateway into a new phase of life. Each one ushers our precious son or daughter into a new



level of maturity and awareness, and we welcome each of them as they come.But not this one.

This, the unwanted moment that will profoundly and forever change the lives of you and your

family. This is the day nobody wants to commemorate regardless of its importance and its

permanent effect on each of your lives. This is the day you are violently shoved off a cliff and

plunged into the dark abyss below no matter how you protest. Yes, that is exactly what it feels

like. Maybe worse. Definitely worse. On this day of walking the path of parenthood you

figuratively stand at the edge of a cliff when your phone rings, and the hollow, apologetic voice

on the other end tells you your kid has cancer. Or maybe this moment happens when you are

sitting on a cold, hard chair in a medical facility, and you expect to hear the diagnosis,

“influenza A,” but instead you hear the words, “Cancer, and it doesn't look good.”This moment

is the gateway into a vast unknown, filled with fear, lack of choice, lack of control, one your

family did not in any way deserve, and for which nobody feels prepared. This gateway will hurt,

alter, and harm your family...and conversely strengthen, mature, and change all of you for the

better. This gateway which you will curse one minute, and then, in an almost inexplicable way,

have respect for in the next is not one you will remember with photos, mementos or

celebrations, but this day will sear into your memory for a lifetime. This is the moment when

nothing makes sense, but because of it everything else eventually will sharpen its focus in your

life. This is the day you will hate, but it is also the day that will have the potential to strengthen

your family and deepen your love for life and each other.My day at the edge of the cliff was

December 15, 2015. My fourteen-year-old daughter had been having pains akin to a pulled

muscle on her ribs for a few months. Every couple of weeks it was something new... “It feels

weird and flutters when I breathe,” or, “I think I pulled a muscle,” or, “I have a fever, again.” To

which the doctor passed off repeatedly with, “She is active, pulled a muscle, take ibuprofen and

take it easy. She jumps horses, she runs, it's allergy season, there is a virus going around, etc.

etc.” Each time I took my notoriously healthy daughter back to the family doctor he passed off

the symptoms as benign, little things which should have been relieved by over the counter

medications and rest.But, you see, I had a horrible feeling and had felt inexplicably doomed

and deeply depressed for months prior to the onset of her symptoms. A Black Hole loomed

under me for which I had no explanation. A Black Hole which is best left for another book. My

life at the time was consumed with daily visits to the nursing home in which my father struggled

for his life. He had suffered a devastating stroke nearly ten years prior, and his health had

steadily declined since then. We had just rehabilitated my husband, Dwayne, from a serious

leg fracture and installation of titanium hardware in his tibia. I also home-educated my son,

Erik, and daughter, Victoria. This was the beginning of my son's senior year in high school, and

I was busily mixing the final “educational spackle” which would fill the last of the holes in his

education before he began college in the fall of 2016. Victoria had been working diligently at

her education pursuits and was barreling full steam ahead to graduation two years earlier than

her peers. But my unsettled heart and mind went deeper than these things which consumed

my days.I thought maybe I was not well, maybe something was about to happen. I didn't know,

but it was such an intense feeling of doom. It was a more intense feeling than the dread one

feels from an imminent surgery, or it felt the same intensity as if you imagine the worst

bankruptcy might be heading your way and now you will be homeless. It was overwhelming

and I could not define or diagnose its source. I had not put much stock into listening to feelings

or hunches until the summer before The Cliff, when The Black Hole appeared underneath me.

Feelings are changeable, and hunches are usually just an overactive imagination, I surmised.

But not this time. This time it was different.During those tumultuous months, I wrote in my

journal, “I feel like something horrible is about to happen. I can't explain it, but it feels big and it



scares me.” Suffice it to say...listen to the growling that comes from within your own gut feeling

as a parent or caregiver. If you have a gut feeling, pay close attention and advocate like crazy.

What's the big deal if you are wrong? No harm done. But if your gut feeling is correct, you will

not regret the fighting you did for your child's health, nor the speed at which you reacted to that

gut feeling. Time is always “of the essence” when it comes to all things medical.About one

week prior to The Cliff, I received a text from Victoria's boyfriend one evening. It read, “Hey, can

you check Victoria's side? She just told me she has a lump.” I ran upstairs, burst through her

door, told her to lift her shirt and show me the lump on her side. She sighed and rolled her eyes

(typical for her age) and showed me a little, soft lump on her rib the size of a grape. It wasn't

hard, so I was relieved a little, remembering the (mis)information I had read that said

cancerous tumors were “always round and hard.” Regardless, I took her yet again to the doctor

the very next morning. He felt the lump and declared, triumphantly, “It is a lipoma! A benign,

fatty tumor. Nothing to worry about. Go home and forget about it.” Not this time. My Mama Bear

came to the surface and I said with conviction, “You will schedule an ultrasound. I want this

examined more fully.” He huffed, saying if it was his daughter, he would not administer any

testing because, “It IS a lipoma.”I remembered months prior to this appointment when I had

suggested an x-ray for her side pain and he refused, saying that was “unnecessary radiation,”

and that ibuprofen was the cure. (Looking back now, how ridiculous that was considering the

massive doses of radiation looming ahead.) So, I bolstered my resolve on this visit, and again,

said strongly, “We have insurance. I WANT HER TO GET AN ULTRASOUND.” He shrugged

and said, “Okay, if it will ease your mind. But it IS a lipoma.” He smiled a pompous, cheesy grin

and walked out the door.The next morning, I took Victoria to the hospital for an ultrasound, and

the doctor who administered it was a perky, smiling, intelligent woman whose specialty was

breast cancer. Because this lump was on her rib and because there was an opening in the

ultrasound clinic so quickly, she was the chosen referral. She breezed into the dimly lit

examination room, made small talk, all chatty and kind as she adjusted the monitor. She kept

chatting as she typed information into the machine and squirted the warm gel on Victoria's

side. The doctor's smiling face looked confidently at the monitor in front of her, casting a blue

glow on her features.As she rolled the wand around and around, I stared intently at her, looking

for any hint of what she might be seeing. I watched her brow furrow, her face turn gray and her

mouth lose its smile within the first few moments of gliding the wand against Victoria's rib cage.

No parent wants to see that ashen look, nor hear the words, “Ummmmm...we need to schedule

a CT scan for tomorrow morning. My probe doesn't go deep enough to see what is going on.”

An awkward quiet hushed the examination room. Her voice became slower, words more

careful, and her volume softened much like one does in the presence of someone who is

suffering. The tension was palpable. She smiled a fake smile with dead eyes and said, “Well,

the good news is that it does not involve the breast and it is not attached to the rib,” as if such a

declaration made it all better.It was at that moment I noticed The Black Hole shifting out from

under me to right under my daughter, and my soul fell to the ground as I tried to make light of

the appointment so as not to frighten my girl.Being that Victoria and I always had a close

mother-daughter relationship, she could almost always read my emotions accurately. She

looked up at me with her giant, violet-blue eyes and gave me a questioning look. When the

doctor left the room, she asked me, “Mom, am I okay? Am I going to be okay?” I brushed off

her worry with, “Of course! She is just being extra careful and getting a better look before

saying what it is.” Then my daughter said, emphatically, “I don't want surgery to remove that

lump. I don't care if it’s there! I hate needles and all of this scares me!”Victoria had a serious

fear of needles. When receiving any immunizations as a small child, it always took the entire



nursing staff at the pediatrician's office to pin her down while she flailed and frothed like a wild

animal. In her estimation, getting her ears pierced was akin to being impaled with a deadly

javelin. Sickness was feared, and the medical community was not trustworthy in her eyes

because they held everything which might harm or cause pain. And every minor scrape she got

as a little girl was instant trauma if antibacterial cream or spray was suggested. No amount of

soothing, logic or bribery would change her mind. Basically, she was entirely unprepared for

the medical nightmare ahead, and nothing I could do or say would have calmed her fears.It

took five days to get results from the CT scan. Why do hospitals do such a thing to waiting

parents? I think there should be top priority given for the situations which potentially involve

cancer. Those five days of waiting were grueling. I couldn't quiet my racing thoughts, couldn't

smile anything genuine, and I stayed almost neurotically busy until falling exhausted into bed at

night, hoping for deep sleep that never came. I called after three days and was told the panel at

our local children's hospital was reviewing the scans. That can't be good, I thought. And it

wasn't.On day five I answered the ringing phone. It was late in the day, a Tuesday, and the blue-

gray light was already shifting to another cold night. I was making dinner, and the kitchen was

the only source of light downstairs. Funny how we remember smells, tastes, lighting, the way

the wind blew or the intensity of the rainfall in the very moment our world falls apart.I sat there

with phone to ear and listened to the droning, funeral voice of “Dr. Lipoma” as he apologized for

the wait, forming words and phrases my ear drum absorbed but my brain only half

comprehended... “doesn't look good...softball-sized tumor in her chest cavity blown out from a

rib...might be ____ Sarcoma...” I tried to blink back the tears, asking him to repeat these

phrases, names which I never had the need to write or spell, scrambling in a drawer for a dull

pencil and a torn envelope from an opened bill. Writing the words, “doesn't look good...Ewing's

Sarcoma...right chest cavity...doesn't look good...oncologist immediately...doesn't look

good...I'm sorry,” and then the tears started flowing more quickly as I read my own writing like I

was the one declaring these truths...as if I was the one making this hideous diagnosis. I jotted

down the name and number of the oncologist we would see in only thirty-six hours.And then I

hung up the phone. And sat. And didn't know what to do but breathe in and out as I felt my

throat tighten, my heart beating double-time in my heaving chest, the tears rolling down my

face and dotting my shirt. I sat and stared through blurred tears for what seemed like a half an

hour but was actually less than a minute. “Dear God, how will I tell her,” I felt in my heart more

than I asked in my head. “Is this real? Did this just happen? Am I awake? How do I tell my girl?

Dear God, how do I tell my girl?” Now my mind was frantic as all my thoughts suddenly pulled

apart and spun wildly from the vortex of the reality of what just happened. I felt it all coming

towards me at once. All this Unknown cutting through my thoughts that could not organize fast

enough to tell me what to do next. Too much Unknown to deal with, and I suddenly had the

surreal picture in my mind's eye that a Grim Reaper just called to tell me he was coming to

take the life of my girl.Victoria heard from the top of the stairs that I was crying. She came

down the stairs and quietly asked, “Mom, what's wrong. What did they say?”And then

SHOVE...the hard, cold hands of cancer catapulted me off the cliff and into the terrifying, dark

unknown as I stepped over the broken pieces of my soul, opened my mouth and said to my

beautiful daughter in a voice I did not recognize as my own, “You have cancer.”Nothing in life

prepares you for saying those words to your child. And, if you think about it, that is a good

thing. How could you be prepared for such a horrifying declaration? Nobody is.In hindsight,

how do you tell him or her that terrifying diagnosis? It depends on the kid. Mine is a facts girl.

She doesn't like anything sugar coated. She is afraid of the dark abyss and needs every light

turned on. Not knowing frightens her more than fully knowing the horrors that lie ahead. If you



are unfortunate enough to have to form those words, then consider your child's temperament,

not your own. This moment is not about how you are taking it, it is about how she is receiving it.

But by any and all means, tell her the truth from the beginning and choose to either soften the

truth while maintaining the facts, or just deliver the truths bluntly as I did. No fluff. And hold it

together as much as you can when you tell her. If you are hysterical, she will be hysterical. If

you are hopeless, she will not have hope. Your son or daughter will absorb your emotions more

than you can imagine. Don't waste time because nothing good comes from waiting. There is no

“good time” to break it to him or her. The sooner the better so you can plan the next steps

swiftly because time is of the essence when it comes to cancer.We held each other, cried hard,

fearful sobs, as I said the traditional, “We will fight it! And we will BEAT it!” But the only words

that came out of Victoria's mouth were terror-filled ones soaked in choking sobs, begging, “I

don't want to die!!!”The next thing that happens is deciding whom to tell and when. First and

foremost, tell your child's other parent without any delay. Then should come the immediate

family, the ones who live with you, the siblings. It needs to be done carefully and quickly. Make

sure all immediate family hears this at the same time, so have a family meeting or a group

phone call if you can. If you have kids at college, have them live stream with your online

devices for the meeting. If you have younger kids at school, go get them and bring them home

immediately.Think about it. If you tell Aunt Judy before you tell your child's brother, there will be

resentment. Your immediate family is your tribe. And once everyone is apprised of the

diagnosis, then you can move forward outside your own tight circle. This is a very volatile,

fragile time, and hurt feelings are going to abound. Which grandmother do you tell first? Which

sibling? Which aunt or uncle? How do you announce it on social media? Again, the order in

which you tell each person will result in some level of feelings and reactions. One grandmother

might feel important because she was told first, and so on. Such nonsense is to be expected

because, again, people have likely never had to deal with such a thing. Not having a reference

for how to react does not diminish their need to react.If you are already knee-deep in your

journey please consider how you share information going forward. How you share, with whom

you share, if you share, and in what order you share will have more impact than you can

imagine. You may have already noticed it to be true. No worries. Just proceed with some

careful consideration and rearrange your list, if need be.Why give so much thought to how to

announce the diagnosis or the blow-by-blow account of your kid's cancer journey? Shouldn't it

just be the minor thing in light of a major and potentially deadly situation? Who cares! Right?

Wrong, unfortunately. People can and will be petty. Think about it like this...is everyone around

you a completely mature, reasonable, fair person? No? Then I guarantee the way in which you

announce the diagnosis will be dissected and be used as a gauge of who is “important” and

who isn't. Sometimes it manifests this way... “Why did THEY know before US?” Incredulous, but

true.I suggest each caregiver/parent take an hour to call his or her own grandparents, aunts,

uncles, siblings etc. Much easier and faster...and the faster and easier, the better. Depending

on the personality of the recipient of the bad news, I suggest making these declarations by

phone. If you tell someone in person and they fall to the ground in uncontrollable sobbing, your

kid will see it and her fear will multiply exponentially. If you bring someone to your home who

might not react well into earshot of your kid, he or she might be harmed by the words that

come out of that conversation.For instance, my mother reacted with, “WHY!? Why do we have

to lose our Victoria?!” Thank God those words came to me at the other end of the phone line

and my girl didn't hear them. My mother was understandably frightened, but had Victoria heard

her say those words it would have scared her more than the diagnosis itself.At the very

beginning, encourage those in your life who hold a glass half-empty that, “Only words of



positivity and healing will be said in earshot of my kid,” and then stick to your rule.Negative

words should be shut down immediately as they are highly contagious, by the way. Do

everything you can to make sure none of these words are overheard by your kid, or the words

will replay in their minds endlessly. Not a good thing.Others we told reacted calmly with dry

statistics and platitudes of, “They have made giant strides in cancer treatments. Don't

worry.” (Oh, okay... I won't worry. Haha) And then others will react with denial, questioning your

choice of medical facility, “How do you know the test was accurate? I've heard bad things about

that hospital.” (Because a picture of a softball-sized tumor blown out of a rib is a tricky one...it

must have been a second heart!?) Facts. Share facts and that is it. There is no time for added

drama, and there will be SO VERY MUCH drama headed your way.
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Ellen, “Such a helpful and wonderful book!. I love, love, loved this book! It is easy to read,

comforting, practical, and it’s a remarkable attestment to the resiliency of the human spirit. The

author graciously offers the reader a very real look into a frightening event that will forever alter

her life and the life of her family. She gives examples and advice on what has worked in her

world which was abruptly changed in ways she had never imagined. Ms. Job is insightful,

intuitive, and gracious, and she offers details about managing her cancer-impacted world. She

spent a year “battling the beast” with her beautiful daughter, Victoria. And, as her daughter’s

name suggests, they were Victorious in this fight! Ms. Job’s first-hand account, perceptions,

and advice to parents fighting a similar battle is amazing and offers suggestions on how to

manage the most life-changing event that may ever happen in your life. Read the book. I did.

In 4 hours. It’s a beautiful book that illustrates the fight you may be in for, the strength and

endurance possible through the most trying battle days, and the hope and encouragement that

you WILL make it through, and there WILL be silver linings along the way (and she helps you

see the silver linings). Heather leaves the reader much more informed, prepared, and ready to

do whatever it takes to help their child. Her encouragement, viewpoints, and advice gently

guide you in your struggle, all while leaving the reader with a genuine feeling of hope for the

future.”

shelbell, “Great read. Great book, personal and well written”

Kim E. McKisson, “Written with both heart-wrenching and hear-warming sincerity. In the media

today, cancer is often portrayed by pink patients with IVs in their arms smiling at family

reunions and picnics. "My Kid has Cancer" shows another side-the honest emotions a mother

goes through as she finds strength to help her daughter through a difficult battle with Ewing's

sarcoma. Childhood cancer is a tragedy in whatever capacity and this book will help other

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/pmeEZ/My-Kid-Has-Cancer-A-Mothers-Journey-Through-Childhood-Cancer-and-Beyond


parents by offering advice on how to be an advocate for their child and sharing practical tips in

their fight before and after cancer. Written with both heart-wrenching and heart-warming

sincerity, Heather's personal testimony of spiritual experiences adds a reminder that they were

not alone and will help others know they are not alone either.”

Victoria B, “Incredible book. I can’t express how well written this is!If you know of anyone who’s

going through cancer, please please please read this book and encourage them to do the

same.A beautiful story, easy to read, and I know this will help you through your journey.I know

it helped me through mine!”

The book by Heather Job has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 11 people have provided feedback.

 My Kid Has Cancer
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