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LESSONS FROM MY FAMILY’S BATTLE WITH CANCER

Finding  Strenght, Love, and Healing in the Darkest Time
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Disclaimer
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This book is a personal memoir based on the author’s experiences and reflections. It is not intended as medical advice, diagnosis, or treatment. Readers should always seek the guidance of qualified healthcare professionals for any questions regarding medical conditions, treatments, or care decisions.

The names of individuals, places, and details may have been changed to protect the privacy of those involved. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, is coincidental.

The author and publisher disclaim any liability for actions taken based on the information contained in this book.
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🌿 Introduction
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Cancer is a word you never expect to collide with your own life—until one day, it does. For my family, that day arrived when my daughter was diagnosed. In an instant, the rhythm of ordinary life—school runs, family dinners, quiet evenings—was replaced by hospital visits, medical charts, and a constant undercurrent of fear.

This book is not a medical textbook. It isn’t filled with statistics or treatment protocols. Instead, it is a window into what it feels like to live through cancer—not as a patient, but as a parent, a caregiver, and a witness to both unbearable pain and unexpected beauty.

I wrote this book for every family that has sat in a waiting room with trembling hands. For every parent who has tried to stay strong while quietly breaking inside. For every person who has loved someone through the storm of illness, unsure of what tomorrow would bring.

You will read about nights filled with fear, but also mornings filled with laughter. About the exhaustion of caregiving, but also the strength that comes from love. About loss, yes—but also about the resilience of the human spirit, and the lessons my daughter taught me that continue to shape my life long after the hospital visits ended.

My hope is that these pages bring you comfort, courage, and the reminder that even in the darkest valleys, love leaves a light behind.

This is our story. But it may also feel like yours.

— Alex Carte
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Part I – 
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The Diagnosis: When Life Changes Overnight
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The Day Everything Stopped

Mornings in our home had a rhythm of their own. The sound of the kettle whistling, the clatter of cereal bowls on the table, my daughter’s laughter echoing down the hallway as she searched for the shoes she had somehow misplaced again. School mornings were busy, but they were ours—familiar, predictable, wrapped in the kind of ordinary chaos every family knows.

Evenings were slower. Dinner around the table, stories about school, the little arguments over who would clear the dishes. Later, the soft hum of the television, my daughter curled up beside me, her hair still damp from a quick shower. Life wasn’t perfect, but it was steady. And in that steadiness, I found comfort. I assumed it would last forever.

Then came the first changes—small enough at first to ignore. She seemed more tired than usual, falling asleep on the couch before her favorite show ended. She skipped dessert, saying she wasn’t hungry, when usually she begged for seconds. I told myself it was just a phase, maybe a growth spurt, maybe a lingering cold. Children go through these things, don’t they?

But the signs multiplied. A bruise on her arm that she couldn’t explain. A pale look to her skin. The sparkle in her eyes, dimming ever so slightly. I tucked my worry away behind rational explanations, because the alternative—that something might truly be wrong—was too heavy to carry.

It wasn’t until the night she spiked a fever, her forehead hot against my hand as she whimpered in her sleep, that the illusion of normal cracked. I sat by her bedside, listening to her shallow breaths, and realized with a chill I couldn’t shake: our ordinary life was slipping away, and I didn’t know how to stop it

At first, the signs seemed so ordinary, so easy to dismiss. She came home from school one afternoon and went straight to her room, collapsing onto the bed without even asking for a snack. “Just tired,” she mumbled when I peeked in. I believed her. After all, kids have long days.

But then it happened again. And again. She stopped running to the door when I called her for dinner. She left her favorite meals untouched, pushing food around her plate before excusing herself. I told myself it was nothing. Maybe she was fighting off a virus, maybe she was just growing. Children change so quickly, I reminded myself.

Then came the bruises. Dark smudges on her shins, one on her arm. “From playing,” she shrugged when I asked. And it made sense—children fall, they bump into things. Still, something about them unsettled me. They seemed to appear too easily, too often.

The fever arrived next, low at first, then stubborn. She’d flush red at night, her skin hot beneath my hand, only for the thermometer to read numbers I didn’t want to see. I gave her medicine, tucked her into bed, and told myself not to worry.

But when the fever lingered, when her small frame looked thinner in the light of morning, my calm explanations began to fracture. I lay awake at night, staring into the dark, whispering the question I was too afraid to say aloud:

Am I overreacting? Or is something truly wrong?

There’s a moment every parent dreads—the moment when worry turns into fear, and fear into action. For me, it came on an ordinary weekday morning. I had packed her schoolbag, set her breakfast in front of her, and called her name twice before realizing she hadn’t come to the table. I found her curled up in bed, her face pale against the pillow, her body too weak to rise.

Something inside me shifted then. The excuses I had been clinging to—growth spurts, colds, playground bruises—crumbled all at once. This wasn’t just tiredness. This wasn’t just a virus. My hands trembled as I reached for the phone and made the appointment.

The doctor’s office was crowded that day, but it felt as though the world had emptied around us. The waiting room smelled faintly of disinfectant and stale coffee, the kind of scent that lingers in medical buildings. A television hummed in the corner, playing a show no one seemed to watch. Parents flipped through magazines without reading, children fidgeted restlessly in plastic chairs.

I sat with her head resting on my lap, listening to the sound of my own heartbeat pounding in my ears. Every minute stretched like an hour. I tried to smile when she looked up at me, but inside I was unraveling.

When the nurse finally called her name, we stepped into the exam room. The paper on the examination table crinkled under her weight as she climbed up. The doctor’s voice was calm, professional, but I saw the flicker in his eyes when he pressed the stethoscope to her chest, when he asked questions about her bruises, her appetite, her fever. He ordered blood tests—just to be safe, he said.

But the way he avoided my eyes told me what my heart already knew: something was wrong, and life as we knew it was about to change

The call came sooner than I expected. We were asked to return to the clinic that same afternoon—“to go over the results.” My stomach tightened. Doctors don’t call families back so quickly unless they already know something.

We sat across from him in a small office that suddenly felt too quiet, too sterile. Papers were stacked neatly on his desk, but my eyes were fixed on the single sheet he held in his hands. His voice was steady, measured, the kind of tone doctors use when they know their words will break someone’s world apart.

“I’m afraid the tests show something serious,” he began. A pause. And then the word. The one I had never imagined would be spoken in connection to my child.

“Leukemia.”

For a moment, the room dissolved. The sound of the air conditioner roared in my ears, the walls seemed to tilt, and my daughter’s small hand in mine was the only thing tethering me to the ground. I stared at the doctor, waiting for him to say he was wrong, waiting for him to laugh and tell me it was all a mistake.

But the silence after that word stretched on, heavy and suffocating. Time slowed. My heart pounded so hard I thought it might burst through my chest.

Shock came first—a cold, hollow disbelief. Then fear, sharp and overwhelming. Anger followed, irrational but fierce: why her? Why us? And underneath it all, a denial that whispered desperately, this can’t be happening, this isn’t real.

I forced myself to ask questions, though my voice barely rose above a whisper. The doctor explained treatment plans, specialists, hospital admissions. His words blurred into one another, medical language bouncing off the walls while I sat frozen, clinging to the weight of that single word: cancer.

By the time we left his office, I was no longer the same person who had walked in. The world outside was still moving—traffic rushing past, people laughing on the sidewalk—but for us, everything had stopped.
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