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			To my children

			

		


		
			Preface

			For more than three and a half years, our lives revolved around hospitals, doctors, blood transfusions, and endless finger pricks. A constant cloud of uncertainty hung over us as we faced each day, never knowing what the next would bring.

			During that time, none of my friends could fully grasp what my family was enduring—the relentless hope and overwhelming fear, the highs and crushing lows, the small miracles we clung to, and the devastating setbacks we endured. The gap in understanding is part of what led me to write this book. I wanted to share not only my daughter’s illness and treatment but also the reactions of those around us, the daily struggles of caring for a sick child, and the alternative therapies we pursued in our desperate search for a cure.

			I have written this with complete honesty—uncensored and from the heart—for anyone whose child is facing cancer or another life-threatening disease. I hope these pages bring you some comfort and a sense that you are not alone. 

			This book is also for those who know a child with cancer but feel uncertain about how to help. Perhaps you don’t know what to say or how to act around the family. By reading this, I hope you will better understand what the parents and siblings of that child are experiencing—and how you can offer support and compassion. You may even come to appreciate more deeply your health, your life, and the children in it.

			Finally, this is for pediatric doctors, nurses, and caregivers. I hope this book offers a glimpse into the unseen weight carried by the parents accompanying their sick children—their silent grief, relentless vigilance, and unspoken fears.

			Throughout my daughter’s treatment, friends often said, “I don’t know how you cope.”

			I coped because I had to. There was no other choice. 
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			Excerpt from a 
Christmas Letter written on December 12, 1991

			Daniela will be two years old on December 18th. She’s 35 inches (89 cm) tall and weighs about 27 pounds (12 kg). She is noticeably taller than most other boys and girls her age. She still speaks her own language, but she now uses forty English words and ten German words. Still no two-word sentences, but I assume it will take her longer to talk, since she’s learning two languages at the same time. She’s at that age where you either have to watch her all the time or else clean up after her, because she’s constantly making little messes. In one day, I picked up a pile of leaves she had pulled off of a houseplant, gathered tissues that she had pulled from a box, pinned the papers and pushpins back onto the cork board, put her diapers back where they belong, and put things back into my bottom dresser drawer, not to mention the usual cleaning up of crumbs and spills that happen daily. 

			In between making messes for Mama and Papa to clean up, Daniela explores and plays independently with her toys and books. Our cat is much more tolerant now, while Daniela pets her and hugs her and offers her a bottle, which the cat thankfully ignores. Often our job as parents is stressful, but the good times far exceed the bad or frustrating times. 

			Speaking of parenthood, we’re expecting our second baby in May. I’m in my 21st week and long over the nausea, but I’m already suffering from backaches, and I still have occasional low blood pressure. We’re both looking forward to our new baby, but we naturally fear the unknown changes it will bring into our lives.

		


		
			Chapter 1

			First Symptoms

			It all started with a limp.

			Daniela was two years and eight months old when I first noticed something was wrong. It was the summer of 1992 during a family vacation in Bavaria to visit my in-laws with my German husband, Joseph. I had taken Daniela out for a walk, pushing three-month-old Alex in a baby carriage, when she struggled to keep up. She was wearing the little red sandals I had bought from a second-hand store—and she was limping. 

			I immediately blamed myself. Were the shoes too tight? Had I been careless? Guilt gnawed at me as I threw them away that night, convinced they were the cause of her pain.

			But the limp didn’t go away—and the real cause was far more terrifying than I could have ever imagined.

			After our family visit, we drove three hours south to Berchtesgaden to see some friends, an older couple in their seventies. Outside their front door was a breathtaking view of the Bavarian Alps. Whenever we visited them, we went for a daily walk to take in the scenery. 

			

			“Hey, Dani,” Joseph said, pushing Alex in the stroller. “Do you see the tall mountain on the right?” 

			“Ja,” she said. 

			“That’s the Watzmann. The one over there is the Watzmann wife,” he continued, pointing to the left. “The small mountains in between—”

			“—sind die Kinder!” Daniela interrupted enthusiastically. 

			“That’s right, those are the children,” he said with a smile.

			We also saw the “Schlafende Hexe,” a mountain shaped like a reclining woman with a long nose. 

			“Look, Daniela!” I said. “Do you see the sleeping witch? See her big nose?”

			“Ja, I see it!” she said. 

			In their early years, our kids spoke a mixture of German (Deutsch) and English: Denglish. Even today, we still slip into it, conveniently choosing whichever word comes to mind first, perpetuating the Denglish language. 

			“That mountain to the left is the witch’s breast,” I said.

			Daniela giggled.

			“Alex, schau!” she said, pointing to the mountain. Daniela loved sharing things with her baby brother.

			While staying with our old friends, Joseph and I slept in the same room with the kids. One night, I was awakened by the sound of Daniela groaning in her sleep, as if she were in pain. I dismissed it as a bad dream.

			On our six-hour drive home, Alex slept most of the way, while Daniela groaned again and complained in the car. She had always enjoyed road trips, so this was unlike her.

			“I wanna go home.” 

			“We’re on our way, Daniela.” I reassured her.

			“When will we get there?”

			“Try to get some sleep, honey. We’ll be home soon,” I said, hoping to comfort her. 

			

			We assumed she was just stir-crazy and eager to get home, like any other kid her age would be. At the time, we had no idea that something was already brewing inside her little body.

			 

			The day after returning to our home in Freiburg, nestled in the Black Forest of southwest Germany, I noticed Daniela struggling to ride her tricycle in our apartment. She used both hands to lift her left leg onto the pedal. It seemed unusual. 

			“Daniela, are you all right?” I asked. 

			Placing a hand on her hip, her face crumpling into a pitiful expression, she said, “It hurts.” 

			On a whim, I checked her temperature. She had a fever of 102.2°F (39°C). 

			Since it was a Sunday, we called the Notarzt, the emergency doctor. Back then, they still made house calls. When the doctor arrived and examined Daniela, he suspected Hüftschnupfen. I had never heard of it before, and the only translation I could find was “irritable hip,” which didn’t seem to make sense for a child so young. The doctor suggested that to confirm the diagnosis, Daniela would need to have some blood work done. 

			The next day, I took Daniela to her pediatrician. She still had a fever and wasn’t feeling well. In the waiting room, she half-heartedly flipped through a children’s book while I read to her. I found it annoying for us to have to wait for up to forty-five minutes, especially in the same room with other children who were sneezing and coughing. 

			When we were finally called in, the pediatrician examined her thoroughly and with such kindness, that I silently forgave him for having to wait so long. He prescribed pain relievers and took a blood sample to send to the lab. Then he told us that if her fever didn’t go away within three days, we needed to take her to the hospital.

			

			The next day we learned that Daniela’s C-reactive protein (CRP) was around 6 mg/deciliter—far above the normal levels of less than 0.3 mg/dL. An elevated CRP usually indicates inflammation. Since her fever hadn’t subsided, we took her to the University Children’s Hospital in Freiburg—called Kinderklinik—where she was admitted to Station Moro, the hospital ward for infectious disease. 

			At the end of the wing, a glass door led to a stairwell landing. On the other side was another glass door to Station Pfaundler, the children’s cancer ward. Through it we could see bald-headed children of all ages pushing intravenous (IV) stands. I felt sorry for them and was glad to be on this side of the glass.

			The doctors started Daniela on IV antibiotics, assuming she had osteomyelitis—an inflammation of the bone common in children under the age of five. 

			For young children like Daniela, the IV needle was inserted into the forearm, taped down, and wrapped in gauze to prevent her from pulling it out. The needle was connected to long tubing attached to a large 50 ml syringe placed in a medical device called a syringe pump, which administered the medication at a precise rate—no guesswork with counting drops per second.

			After receiving the IV antibiotics, Daniela’s fever went down, but it returned a week later while she was still in the hospital. Since she hadn’t responded to treatment, the doctors ruled out osteomyelitis and decided to look for a different cause. 

			Under sedation, Daniela underwent a small operation to extract a sample of bone marrow. The doctor also aspirated her hip to remove accumulated fluid. When she woke up, her hip pain was gone, and she seemed like her active self again. 

			The next day, we met with Dr. Zimmermann to discuss the bone marrow results. Edith Zimmermann, head of the Oncology Department at the Children’s Hospital, was a soft-spoken woman, no taller than me, with short, wavy brown hair and wire-framed glasses. 

			“Are you looking for leukemia?” I asked.

			“We’ve ruled out leukemia,” she said.

			Joseph let his arm drop next to his body in an exaggerated expression of relief. 

			I sat frozen, tense with trepidation.

			Dr. Zimmermann continued. “We did, however, find some foreign cells—cells that don’t belong there.”

			That didn’t sound good. Isn’t that what cancer is? Strange cells that don’t belong there?

			“We won’t know exactly what we’re dealing with until Monday,” she said. 

			Monday! We would have to wait the entire weekend for the histology results. 

			It was a long, grueling weekend—the first of many to come.

		


		
			Chapter 2

			The Journey to Motherhood

			Before I continue with Daniela’s story, you might want to know what brought me to Germany. I was born and raised in Miami, Florida, until my family moved to the North Georgia mountains, where I spent my high-school years. After graduating from the University of Georgia, I went to Germany on scholarship at the age of twenty-two. I had the notion of studying the bassoon in a country where many great composers originated: Bach, Beethoven, Handel, Wagner, and Mahler—to name a few. Mozart, who originated from Austria but was German-speaking, composed a bassoon concerto, which became the required piece for orchestral auditions. 

			My German husband and I first met at the Hochschule für Musik (Conservatory of Music) in Freiburg, where I studied for two years. Later, we were both employed by the Police Orchestra in Kiel, a city in Schleswig-Holstein in northern Germany. Eventually, Joseph won a horn audition with the Philharmonic Orchestra in Freiburg. While he began working there at the beginning of March 1989, I stayed on in Kiel. With an eight-hour train ride separating us, we managed to see each other only about once a month. 

			By the time we were both twenty-nine, we were ready to start a family. However, when I went to visit Joseph for Easter weekend, I had been counting the days of my menstrual cycle. At day twenty-five, I should have been long past ovulation, so I didn’t think I would be able to get pregnant during that visit. 

			The weather that early spring was warm and dry— perfect for a hike in the Black Forest. I don’t remember who thought to take along a picnic blanket or even who initiated it, but we ventured off the footpath into the underbrush and had sex right there in the woods. Hearing hikers passing nearby made the moment even more exciting. 

			When I returned to Kiel after that weekend, I had no idea that my body—and my life—were already beginning to change. 

			Good News

			Joseph and I decided that I would finish out my year in Kiel and join him around August, which meant we talked a lot on the phone. But when I found out I was pregnant, I wanted to share the good news with him in person. 

			Joseph had a temporary place to stay in Freiburg but would need to handle the task of finding us an apartment. When he told me about an apartment on the fourth floor of a building without an elevator, I knew that wouldn’t work with a baby carriage.

			“Joseph, you know I’m a lazy American! There’s no way you can get me to walk that many stairs,” I said. “You need to find an apartment building with an elevator.” 

			He bought into my argument, never suspecting the real reason behind my insistence. 

			During my next visit, I finally told Joseph I was expecting. 

			

			At first, he was shocked and surprised—just as I had been. Then he shared my excitement and amazement. 

			“I shouldn’t have been able to get pregnant,” I told him. “I think because I was away from you, my body was slumbering. Then, when we got together, the egg must have jumped for joy!” (This pun works better in German, since the word for ovulation, Eisprung, literally means, “egg jump.”)

			Whenever I shared my pregnancy news with my German friends, I would make a joke about the egg jumping, and Joseph laughed every time. 

			While I was still living in Kiel, I went to my first ultrasound appointment alone. As the gynecologist spread gel over my belly, I watched the monitor as it cast images onto the screen. 

			“I see something,” I exclaimed. 

			“I do, too,” the doctor said. 

			“I see more!” said the doctor’s assistant who accompanied us during the ultrasound.

			“How many do you want?” the doctor asked. “Two? Three?” 

			I suddenly understood what I was seeing on the monitor. 

			All I could say was, “No … No!”

			The doctor explained that there were two amniotic sacs, but he couldn’t yet detect anything in the second one. 

			“It might be resorbed by the body, or it could develop into a second embryo,” he said. 

			Since this was my first pregnancy, the thought of having twins felt overwhelming. When I told Joseph about the possibility, he wasn’t enthusiastic either. The idea intimidated both of us, but we had to wait four weeks until the next ultrasound to know for sure.

			At the follow-up appointment, Joseph was with me. The ultrasound showed that the second sac had dissolved. No twins. I think Joseph was even more relieved than I was.

			

			We got an incredible image of the baby. It was exciting to watch. We could see the profile, a tiny hand raised as if waving at us. It turned to the right, revealing the delicate curve of the spine. Then it pushed off with its tiny feet and swam to the other side. I was captivated. I had no idea babies were so active long before we could feel them move.

			German Measles

			Just four weeks before I got pregnant, I went to my gynecologist to get a checkup. I told him that we wanted to start a family soon. He took a blood test and found out that I had a negative titer for German measles (also known as rubella). The first rubella vaccines were issued in the mid to late 1960s. Somehow, I must have missed getting vaccinated, since most children receive both doses by the age of six. 

			I was about seventeen weeks into my pregnancy and could already feel the first movements of my baby, when the mother of one of my young piano students called to tell me that her son had contracted German measles. My mother, who was a nurse, warned me that rubella could cause serious birth defects, such as blindness or deafness in the developing fetus, especially if a woman contracts it during the first three months of pregnancy. My mom, the realist, often painted the bleakest picture. 

			About ten days after exposure, I woke up one morning to find red splotches all over my chest and back. The rash spread to my neck, face, arms, and legs. Other than the itchiness, I didn’t feel sick. 

			I didn’t understand why the gynecologist hadn’t given me a vaccine once he discovered I wasn’t immune. A subsequent blood test showed that I had developed antibodies for rubella, which weren’t present in the first test, confirming that I had gone through the illness. 

			

			Perhaps I was far enough along in the pregnancy that I didn’t need to worry. Joseph also showed no signs of concern. Either way, we had to wait another five months until our baby was born to know for sure. I soon recovered from the measles, and we both hoped and prayed that our baby would be healthy. 

			 

			Joseph worked as a musician in the orchestra in Freiburg, while I continued playing the bassoon with the Police Orchestra of Schleswig-Holstein. However, I knew that it was definitely not my dream job. It was a wind ensemble with no strings and lots of brass, so my bassoon playing was often drowned out by the sheer volume of the band. They also played marches and folk music—nothing like the classical music that I loved—and their repertoire hadn’t changed in ten years. 

			In Germany, there are strict laws to protect expectant mothers. One law prohibits women past a certain stage of pregnancy from working after 8:00 p.m. When I reached the five-month mark, this law was about to apply to me. Plus, the pants of my police uniform were getting too tight. However, I wanted to stay through the summer to complete a year with the Police Orchestra. That way, when I quit my job to reunite with Joseph, I would qualify for unemployment. 

			At the end of August, I gave notice, and we packed and loaded all of our stuff into a rental truck. A girlfriend and I stayed behind to do the final cleaning, while Joseph and my friend’s husband drove off with the truck. After we finished cleaning, we returned the apartment key and drove ten hours to Freiburg. About ninety minutes from our destination, we caught up with the rental truck. We all pulled over at the next rest stop and did lots of hugging before continuing the final stretch of the trip. 

			

			It was easy to adjust to the city since I had lived in Freiburg before. I spent the rest of my pregnancy in our first-floor, two-bedroom apartment. After Alex, our second child, was born, a three-bedroom apartment became available on the fourth floor. That was our easiest move ever. We used the elevator to transport our furniture, carried our belongings in open boxes, and moved our clothing on hangers.

			We had a climbing ivy plant that hung on nails as it spread along the living room wall. Joseph carried the pot while four of our friends held the long stems as they walked up the four flights of stairs, carefully keeping the same tempo to avoid ripping them apart. Now, twenty-five years later, that plant still thrives in my living room.

			 By the time my thirtieth birthday arrived in November, I was very pregnant, with my due date set for mid-December.  

			Feelings after Giving Birth

			When I went into labor around midnight, Joseph drove me to the hospital, where my contractions continued for over twenty hours, making it impossible to sleep. I wish I could say that Joseph stayed with me throughout the entire ordeal, but at one point, he left the delivery room for a short performance with the Freiburg Philharmonic Orchestra rather than cancel at the last minute. While he was gone, our baby girl was born on December 18th at 8:32 p.m. She weighed 8 pounds and 1 ounce (3660 g) and measured 21-1/4 inches (54 cm) long. Joseph and I had agreed on a girl’s name early on. We named her Daniela Marie. 

			I was amazed by this new life entrusted to me, yet somehow, I had the feeling that she was “on loan.” On a spiritual level I felt as if Daniela had been sent to me. I buried that unknown feeling by telling myself that motherhood was simply new and unfamiliar. I wondered if all mothers felt the same way after giving birth. 

			Years later, I confided in my sister, Lynn, about how I had felt. 

			“That’s funny,” she said, “because I always thought that Daniela was supposed to be my child, but she was sent to you.” 

			Lynn, who is two years older than I am, was diagnosed with diabetes at the age of ten. She still reminds me that when I was eight, I was the one who first suggested to our mom that Lynn might have diabetes! (I guess I’ve always had an interest in medicine.) As an adult, Lynn was encouraged to have children early rather than later. She had two children by the time she was twenty-two, though not without complications, and was advised to use birth control after that.

			It amazed me that my feeling of Daniela being lent to me aligned with Lynn’s belief that Daniela was meant to be her child. The universe works in strange and mysterious ways. 

			Milestones

			In Germany during the 1980s, new mothers typically stayed in the hospital for a week after giving birth. I arrived home with Daniela on an unusually warm Christmas Day in 1989. I kept an extensive diary about Daniela, perhaps because she was our firstborn child. Most of her milestones were normal, and yet in some ways, she excelled. 

			At just two days old, Daniela held up her head for over thirty seconds while lying on my chest. By one month, she could prop herself up on her forearms. At five and a half weeks, she warmed us with her first smile. Before she was two months old, she rolled from her tummy to her back. By three months she delighted us with her adorable laugh. I breastfed her and introduced spoon-feeding at four and a half months. Just after five months, she held her own bottle while lying on her back. By six months, she could sit up on her own for a full fifteen seconds, and a month later, she was crawling and pulling herself up to stand.

			At just seven months, Daniela experienced her first flight. Joseph, Daniela, and I visited my family in Georgia. I remember the “bassinet” on the airplane: a cardboard box folded together and placed at our feet for the entire ten-hour flight from Frankfurt to Atlanta. Despite only two hours of sleep in over twenty hours of travel, Daniela arrived cheerful. 

			My parents doted on their granddaughter during that first visit, and my two nephews, Lynn’s sons, aged ten and twelve, were thrilled to finally have a little cousin.

			At eight months, Daniela cut her first two bottom teeth. By nine months, she could stand alone for up to fifteen seconds, and shortly before ten months, she took her first steps. 

			By thirteen months, she was walking independently and climbing onto anything she could—including into the clothes dryer, where she would call out “Hallo!” and listen to it echo.

			I even caught her on film as she climbed up onto the toilet seat—only to slip and fall off between the toilet and the bathtub. I submitted that video to “Bitte Lächeln” (“Please Smile”), a German TV show featuring home videos. It earned Daniela a few seconds of TV fame (not to mention a few Deutsche Marks for me). 

			I suppose all moms like to brag about their children, but I truly felt Daniela was special. Watching her achieve these early milestones filled us with joy and excitement.

		


		
			Chapter 3

			New Diagnosis

			On Monday, September 7th, 1992, we met with Dr. Zimmermann. In a calm and professional tone, she told us that Daniela had neuroblastoma. I had worked as a medical records transcriptionist to help pay for college. Since “carcinoma” is the word for cancer, I assumed that any word ending in “-oma” referred to some type of cancer. In Daniela’s case, it was the kind that originates in nerve cells— found along the spine and in certain organs. It had already spread to her bone marrow, meaning she had Stage IV neuroblastoma—the most advanced stage with the worst prognosis. 

			Dr. Zimmermann proceeded to tell us about the therapy Daniela would receive. Chemotherapy—the other big C word. She told us about the risks and that it could cause another malignancy—meaning the treatment itself could trigger a second cancer. What choice did we have but to ignore the possible risks? Of all pediatric cancers, neuroblastoma has one of the lowest survival rates. Even with treatment, Daniela’s chances of survival were only twenty percent, a statistic we clung to with desperate hope. 

			

			I felt like a bomb had just landed in my lap. I’m sure the doctor told us a lot more, because the conversation lasted for probably twenty minutes, but I looked at her without taking much in. My inner voice covered up most of what she was saying. 

			My daughter has cancer.

			At the end of the conversation, I asked Dr. Zimmermann if she would call my brother-in-law in the United States. My older sister’s husband worked as a pediatrician at the CDC (Centers for Disease Control and Prevention) in Atlanta. He would understand the medical jargon and pass on the news to the rest of the family. I couldn’t bring myself to do it. When Dr. Zimmermann promised to call him, I surprised myself that I was able to recall his phone number. Joseph and I left in a daze. I didn’t even cry. I was just—in shock.

			Answering Machine

			After a long day at the hospital, I returned home late at night to our apartment, feeling exhausted, numb, and in disbelief. I walked down the narrow hallway to the bedroom but paused at the blinking light of the answering machine and pressed the button. 

			You have five new messages. 

			Message one: “Hey!” It was my brother-in-law. “Dr. Zimmermann called me and explained everything. I figured you wanted me to let everyone know. Give us a call.”

			Message two: “Tracey, it’s your Momma.” She spoke with a soft but firm voice. “Call me back when you get this.”

			Message three: “Hi. It’s Lynn. I heard the news.” My middle sister and I have always been very close. “How are you holding out? I love you. Call me.” 

			Message four: “Hello, Mrs. Webb?” It was the mother of a piano student of mine. “You didn’t show up for my daughter’s piano lesson today. I just wanted to let you know that she has an appointment with the orthodontist next week.” 

			Oh, crap! I totally forgot about her!

			Message five: “Hello Joseph, hello Tracey. Here is Jakob.” Joseph’s best friend would always start his messages like that, even though we recognized his voice right away. “We’re praying for Daniela. The missionaries would like to visit her in the hospital and give her a blessing. Let me know when they can come.”

			Great, I thought. Now the whole congregation knows.

			The Church

			My parents raised me and my two sisters without religion. My sisters were baptized in Tampa, Florida, where my grandparents lived, but after my parents moved to Miami, they never thought to have me baptized. 

			When I was thirteen, my family relocated to Blairsville, Georgia— a strong Baptist community. I attended a revival in a Baptist church, was deeply moved by the sermon, and walked to the front of the church to be “saved,” yet I didn’t feel any real change in my life. 

			As a teenager, I questioned the purpose of life and what happens after death. When I left home for Converse College in Spartanburg, South Carolina, I was still searching. During my first year there, I met a young man and fell in love. He introduced me to the Mormon Church, officially called the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints, and the missionaries taught me about the faith. 

			I liked that they didn’t baptize children until they were eight years old. I read the New Testament and the Book of Mormon, and I was moved by the story of Joseph Smith finding the golden plates. I had been searching for a missing piece and felt the church filled a void in my life, so in 1979, I was baptized into the Mormon Church. I introduced Joseph to the church shortly after we met.

			During the 1990s, when this memoir takes place, the Mormon church was a central part of my life. It provided structure and guidance. It felt like a family away from home. Even though I am no longer a member, I still defend the Mormons whenever I hear someone say anything untruthful about them.

			Transfer to the Cancer Ward

			While I was at home with Alex, Joseph had to move Daniela from her hospital room, through the two glass doors across the hall, and into Station Pfaundler, the cancer ward. He later told me that he cried while transferring her to her new room. I had never seen him cry before—he tended to bottle up his feelings until they exploded in anger. 

			Later that day, when I joined him and entered the wing, a sinking feeling washed over me as I saw the many children with thinning or bald hair, their pale faces a stark contrast to the dark circles under their eyes.

			All the rooms were single rooms. We were given the first room on the left—the largest in the ward. There was a hospital bed for Daniela and a single bed for me. Apparently, all new patients were assigned this room, and after a few weeks, they were transferred to a smaller room with no extra bed. I assumed they were given the larger room initially to help them acclimate to the new situation of living in the hospital. 

			I was with Daniela in the hospital room when her pediatrician paid a visit. I felt honored that he came to see us and thought it was so kind of him. He didn’t stay long, and I don’t remember what he said, but the sympathy he showed during that short visit meant a great deal to me.

			

			At four months of age, Alex was still dependent on my milk, so the three of us lived and slept in the hospital during those first few weeks, with Alex sleeping in his baby carriage. A couple of my well-meaning girlfriends suggested that I wean Alex, but I wanted him to have the same privilege as his older sister. So, I ignored their advice and kept Alex with me. I needed to be there for Daniela, but I couldn’t bear to be separated from Alex either. 

			Broken Tooth

			In the summer when Daniela was one and a half years old, we visited our good friends in Denmark, the same friends who helped us with the move to Freiburg. We had met them while attending the Mormon church in Kiel. In fact, their firstborn son, Daniel, was the inspiration for naming our daughter Daniela. We liked the family, and we liked the name. 

			While we were all shopping at a shoe store, I discovered that Daniela had broken off part of her front tooth. I was so upset that I started to cry. Overwhelmed with emotion, we decided to cut our shopping trip short and return home early.

			When I later told these friends about Daniela’s cancer, I wrote, “I don’t cry over broken teeth anymore.” 

			I must have been a teenager when I saw my mother cry for the first time. It shocked me, because she had always shown strength instead of tears. In her later years, she allowed herself to cry in front of me more often. Yet, I must have inherited her ‘stay strong and don’t cry’ genes, because I believed I had to stay strong for Daniela and hold back my tears.

			Mood

			When your child has cancer, not all days are bad. I was often in a good mood, because it’s my nature to bounce back. When I attended church and a friend approached me, I was happy to see her and was smiling. 

			With a solemn and serious expression on her face, she asked me how Daniela was doing. 

			I found myself converting my smile into a serious face and lowering the tone of my voice to answer her. I felt like I had to mimic her sadness, even though I wasn’t feeling particularly
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