
Vicky, I Believe in You

By Debbie Clarke

To every child who’s ever faced a mountain—may you always find the strength to climb. You are braver than you know.
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Introduction
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In life, we all face mountains—some seen, some hidden. This story is about one brave girl who faced hers with faith, courage, and the love of those around her. But above all, it is a story of hope rooted in Christ. Vicky’s journey reminds us that even in the darkest valleys, God walks beside us. His strength is made perfect in our weakness, and His love never fails. Through every tear, every prayer, and every step forward, Vicky discovered that she was never alone.
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When the Sky Changed
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Vicky was only eight years old. She lived with her mom, dad, and her younger brother, Devon.

Vicky was a bright and cheerful girl who attended Primrose Elementary School and loved to learn. Her teachers often praised her for how quickly she understood new topics.
One afternoon, during class, something unusual happened—Vicky fell asleep at her desk. Ms. Sinclair, her warm and observant teacher, noticed but didn’t say anything at first, thinking it might have been a rough night. But when it happened again and again, concern grew in her heart.
The next morning, Ms. Sinclair called Vicky’s mom, Miss Brown, to schedule a meeting. 
When Miss Brown arrived, she was greeted with a kind smile.
“Miss Brown,” Ms. Sinclair began, “I’ve been observing Vicky lately. She’s been falling asleep during lessons, and she doesn’t respond quickly when I try to wake her. It’s not like her. I believe it might be something medical. Perhaps you could schedule a doctor’s visit?”
Miss Brown nodded, worry already creeping in. “Thank you, Ms. Sinclair. I’ll get her checked right away.”
The next day at 2:30 PM, Miss Brown took Vicky to Dr. Fibbs, their family physician. After checking Vicky’s vitals, he ordered blood tests.
“We’ll call you once the results come in,” he told Miss Brown with a reassuring smile.
Three days later, the call came.
“I’d like to see you as soon as possible,” Dr. Fibbs said.
Miss Brown’s heart dropped.
That afternoon, she and Vicky returned to the doctor’s office. After a brief greeting, the nurse led Vicky out of the room so Dr. Fibbs could speak privately.
“There’s no easy way to say this,” he said gently. “Vicky has been diagnosed with non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma—a tumor in the brain.”
Miss Brown gasped. “Are you sure? She never showed signs...”
“I’m afraid the tests confirm it. We’ll need to start chemotherapy immediately, followed by radiation, depending on how she responds.”
Tears streamed down Miss Brown’s face as she struggled to accept what she was hearing. “How long?” she asked.
“Four to six months of chemo. Radiation may last up to two years.”
That evening, back home, Miss Brown sat down with her husband to share the heartbreaking news. He collapsed to his knees.
“Not my baby girl,” he cried, his voice cracking with 
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pain.
Together, they wept. And when the tears finally stopped, they held each other and promised to be strong for Vicky.
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A Fight to Win
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Vicky’s treatment began quickly. The first round of chemotherapy left her nauseous and weak. Her appetite disappeared. Soon, her long dark hair began to fall out. Miss Brown decided to shave it, but Vicky didn’t understand.
“Why, Mommy?” she asked through tears. “Why does my hair have to go too?”
Miss Brown held her tight. “Sweetheart, your body is healing. The medicine is strong, but it’s working. And you’re not alone.”
Vicky sniffled. “But I don’t feel strong.”
“You are,” Miss Brown whispered. “Stronger than you know.”
Though the treatments wore her down, Vicky insisted on going to school as often as possible. She wanted to be around her friends, to feel normal again.
Her classmates welcomed her with love. They made cards, sang songs, and gave her a special bracelet that read, “You Can Win.”
Her father, once overwhelmed with grief, became her biggest cheerleader.
“Vicky!” he’d shout. “You are my superhero!”
The months dragged on slowly. Vicky lost weight, had fevers, and felt tired almost all the time. But through every tear, through every test and injection, she held on to one thing—hope.
Then came the end of chemo.
“Is it over?” she asked.
“Not yet,” Dr. Fibbs replied gently. “We’ll need to start radiation next.”
Her parents' hearts sank.
Radiation was even harder than chemo. It zapped what little strength she had left. But Vicky never stopped smiling at her nurses. She never stopped thanking the aides who brought her meals.
One day, while watching TV, she saw an ad for a local cancer awareness race.
“I want to do that,” she told her mom. “I want to run for kids like me.”
Miss Brown hesitated. “Baby, that’s a five-mile race. Are you sure?”
“I’m sure,” Vicky said firmly. “I need to do this.”
Her dad agreed. “If she’s willing to try, we’ll support her.”
They designed a special sash for her to wear: “Donate to Lymphoma Treatment.”
On race day, she rose at 6 AM, weak but determined. The sky was gray, the air crisp. Family, friends, and even neighbors gathered to cheer her on.
As she ran, people began shouting encouragement. “Go, Vicky!” “We believe in you!”
Halfway through, her legs trembled. But she prayed, clenched her fists, and pressed on.
At the final mile, her parents joined her. Her dad ran beside her, tears in his eyes. “You’re almost there, baby!”
When she crossed the finish line, her father scooped her into his arms.
“You did it,” he whispered. “You really did it.”
That day, Vicky raised $20,000 for other kids battling cancer.
But more than that, she proved something to herself.
She was a fighter.
She could win.
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