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Preface






The story of Edward is a purely fictional story. And yet, it also
describes events as they happen every day all over the world.

Edward is representative of all the children to whom life was and
is anything but fair. The people around these children, parents,
siblings, relatives, doctors and caregivers, should not be
forgotten either.

None of the people in the story are real, none of it really
happened. 





Certainly, no story can really do justice to the high emotional
demands and stresses of everyone involved with a children's
hospice, be they the children themselves or everyone else. However,
I hope that I at least succeed in generating interest in the
topic.

Children's hospices are places that really shouldn't exist, and yet
there are far too few of them. Above all, however, they are places
that need support.






Prologue






Edward was sitting on his bed, not really knowing what had happened
to him. He had just been brought in by ambulance.

He had been a patient at the university hospital for almost seven
months, having been diagnosed with leukemia two years earlier. At
first, he only had to go to the clinic for examinations, but his
condition quickly deteriorated, and his stays in the hospital
became more frequent and longer.

Until shortly before his tenth birthday, Edward was a happy little
boy who played soccer, climbed trees and loved fast food.

Edward was strong, full of the will to live and hope. He bravely
endured strength-sapping and painful treatments. His family
provided exemplary support, visiting him whenever they could.

Edward never gave up hope until the unimaginable happened three
months ago. It had actually been a normal day: Edward's family had
visited him in the hospital, everything had gone great. His little
sister Ebby had made him laugh as usual, and he was proud to be her
big brother. 

At the end of the day, everyone had said goodbye, full of
anticipation for the next visit. On the way home, Edward's family
had to drive a short distance across the highway where there was a
construction zone.

Irregularities in the roadway at the end of the construction site
and a strong gust of wind caused a truck traveling next to them to
first wobble and then overturn, burying Edward's family
underneath.

The news of his family's death triggered Edward's nervous
breakdown, and it was days before he was responsive again.

He lost hope; his immune system - already battered - was now
finally too weak for further treatment.

The doctors were at a loss: what should happen, where should Edward
stay, were there relatives who could take care of him? The youth
welfare office was called in, the health insurance company was
informed. 

Relatives could not be found, Edward was all alone. One of the
doctors, Prof. Dr. Konrad, was very committed to Edward and after a
long search and with the approval of the Youth Welfare Office, was
able to find a place for him in a children's hospice where he could
be better cared for. The professor promised to visit him
soon.
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