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Here is a little more about our family.  My husband's name is Rod, he has worked with at risk youth for over twenty years.  I work at a high school in Ogden as a secretary.  We have four sons and one beautiful daughter (Megan), she is the youngest and our princess. Life seemed so good for us, we had a wonderful, close family when in July 2000 our world was completely turned upside down.  Megan had some pain in her left leg and some swelling above her knee.  She kept telling us that it did not hurt (she hated doctors) but she was limping, so we finally took her to the doctor thinking she had an old injury from soccer.  She was diagnosed with Osteosaracoma (bone cancer).  That began the series of surgeries, chemotherapy, and hospital stays, sometimes for weeks at a time.  It was very hard to be away from our teen age boys.  Megan loved her brothers so much, when anyone would ask her what the worst thing she had gone through was, she would answer "Being away from my brothers."

We felt very fortunate that they did not have to amputate her leg, but she did have a total knee replacement and her femur bone was removed and replaced with a steel rod. (boy could she set off the security at 

the airport) Through great determination and extensive physical therapy she learned to walk again.  She was on crutches for two years and after 14 months of chemo she was cancer free for a year.   About the time she was getting around pretty good and feeling well enough to go to school and be with her friends the cancer showed up again in her lungs. More 

chemo, surgeries and hospital stays.  She was clear for 5 months and 

then it returned again with a vengeance. This time in her lungs, as well as her spine.  In Nov. 2003 she went through the worst surgery of all when they removed a disc from her back, replacing it with cadaver bone.  She only lived 6 more months, after about four, the cancer was growing again on her spine.  Looking back we feel bad that we allowed them to do that last surgery.

When we knew she was not going to live, we changed our prayers from 

pleading to have her get well, to pleading that she would not have to 

suffer very much longer. She was in so much pain, had been bedridden 

pretty much for those 6 months and was paralyzed the last week. She 

died only a few weeks after they found the tumor growing again. The 

doctors thought that she would live several months. Megan was so brave 

and set such a good example for us.  I talked a lot about death with 

her the last few days, I asked her if she was scared.  She said no because she knew her grandma would be there for her, (my mom had passed 

away six months earlier), but Megan was concerned for all of us, she said she did not want us to be sad. So we try really hard not to be sad but we are devastated and miss her so much.  We always dreamed of having a daughter and a sister and we got a terrific one, we just wish we could have had her with us longer. But only if she could have gotten well, we would never want her to suffer anymore.
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