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What would you do if your child were diagnosed with a life-threatening illness? When his 12-
year-old daughter Lilli was diagnosed with Acute Myeloid Leukemia two weeks before
Christmas, Travis Hicks was in the worst shape of his life. Overweight and overworked, Hicks
watched his daughter Lilli fight for her life against an aggressive blood cancer. Inspired by his
daughter’s strength, Travis took up yoga and walking while giving up sweet tea, a blasphemous
adjustment for this Southerner. After wondering, “What’s the worst that could happen if I were to
start running?” Hicks ultimately became a long distance runner, shed over 40 pounds, and
restored his health in time to help his daughter through the fight of her life. Read this father’s
story of life, health, family, and faith to understand the impact of pediatric cancer on a family and
their community.AWARDSIndependent Press Award WINNERIndieReader Discovery Awards
WINNERindieBRAG B.R.A.G. Medallion HonoreeNext Generation Indie Book Awards
FINALISTNational Indie Excellence Awards FINALISTInternational Book Awards
FINALISTEditorial Reviews:"It is impossible to know, unless you have gone through something
like this yourself, how terrifying it is to have your child diagnosed with cancer and Hicks conveys
his range of emotions with mastery. The reader is right there with him at every moment, feeling
the fear, love, and confusion he is going through. The chapters in the book are short, well-written
and intense and flashes of Hicks’ inner thoughts and emotions are interspersed with the
narrative, enabling readers to relate to how he’s feeling every moment. At the end of parts one
and two, there is a small album of family photographs, which makes the reader’s relationships
with Lilli and her family more even personal and towards the end of part one, Hicks commits to
his own health and takes up running. In part two, Lilli’s chapters are alternated with Hicks’
running regime and his achievements, which coincide with Lilli’s milestones. Readers will need a
box of tissues for this heart-warming story of how a family, their friends, church, and community
all pulled together to help 12-year-old Lilli Hicks fight leukemia in NO MATCH FOR HER, a great
read–not just covering the medical aspects of the journey, but also the emotional ones." -Corinna
Underwood for IndieReader "What Hicks has written is a matter-of-fact account of what
happened to Lilli and how the family as a whole — and he in particular — dealt with many
daunting challenges. Hicks writes about Lilli’s leukemia, her extended stays at Brenner
Children’s Hospital in Winston-Salem and later Duke Hospital in Durham, her encouraging
developments and her devastating setbacks. He includes esoteric medical terms, but the reader
comes to understand them as Hicks does. He recounts not only what Lilli goes through, but also
how he and his wife do what it takes to have one parent with her without neglecting the rest of
the family or sacrificing careers. He describes how he and LouAnne, recognizing Lilli’s maturity,
make sure she understands what’s happening and helps make decisions. From time to time, he
gives us insights into his thoughts and emotions, but never in an overly dramatic or complaining
way....As the book progresses, a second theme develops in the story of Hicks’ campaign to lose
weight and become fit so that he’ll be around to take care of his family. Inspired by Lilli’s



determination, he changes his diet and begins to run, then to compete in distance races...“No
Match for Her” becomes a story of community, too, one that Greensboro residents can take
pride in, a story of how Lilli’s school, the family’s church, friends, local businesses and others all
pitched in to help and support Lilli and her family." -Linda Brinson, News & Record

"What a beautifully written, honest story of a father working with his family to survive. Travis
opens up his heart to allow the reader to learn from his experiences. The descriptive, artistic
writing makes this a remarkably easy read for such a heart-wrenching story." - K.C. Huff, Ebook
Tops review"Amazing read. It usually takes a while for me to take on a book, but I couldn't set
this one down! The sheer rawness from the author made me laugh, cry, and every other emotion
in between. I highly recommend this to anyone who has ever gone through or is going through
tough times. The lightheartedness of the author and the support from the community through his
family's journey with cancer is awe-inspiring." - Paige, goodreads review"This book is very
detailed. It is clinical. It is play by play. To be honest, when I first started it, I wasn't sure I was
going to be interested in that level of detail for almost 400 pages. But I couldn't put it down. I
wanted to know how it all turned out...Hicks has a way of telling all the details, while still
beginning and ending each chapter in a story-like fashion, that makes you want to keep reading
more. The book has an amazing balance of facts and flavor. The most significant value to me
personally, was the realization of how little I had previously understood of what patients and their
loved ones go through when someone is diagnosed with cancer - emotionally, physically,
financially. I found myself reaching out to a friend who is 3 year in remission to ask if she thinks
about it still. Her answer, as I expected, was every day..." - Sheila O'Rourke, Ebook Tops review--
This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorTravis Lee Hicks is a father, husband,
and long distance runner who lives with his family of five in Greensboro, NC. A Middle Georgia
native with a Master of Architecture from Princeton University, Hicks practiced architecture and
design for 13 years before leaving the corporate world to teach interior architecture full-time at
UNC Greensboro where he leads design students in community-engaged design projects that
impact the greater Piedmont-Triad region of North Carolina. --This text refers to the paperback
edition.
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Copyright © 2019 Travis Lee HicksFront cover photograph by Travis HicksBack cover
photograph by Fire Eye StudiosDedication page photograph by Travis Lee HicksAll other
photographs by Travis Lee Hicks and FamilyBook design and cover design by Travis Lee
HicksAll rights reserved. This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in
any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means—electronic, mechanical,
photocopy, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author, except as
provided by United States of America copyright law.For permission requests or corrections, write
to travhicks@hotmail.com.978-1-7342517-0-8 (paperback)978-1-7342517-1-5
(eBook)978-1-7342517-2-2 (hardcover)978-1-7342517-3-9 (hardcover with dust jacket)I
dedicate this book to my family.Y’all gave me the courage to write.To LouAnne, I love
youunconditionally,in sickness and in health.To Lilli, Amelia, and Collin,I am proud to be your
Dad.Your strength inspires me.Y’all endured so much in youththat you deserve the world as
adults. ForewordBy Amelia HicksBreathtaking. No Match for Her is truly a breathtaking
book. It captures a journey of hope, bravery, courage, change, and inspiration. As someone who
dreams of being an author, I was ecstatic to hear that my own Dad was writing a book. After a
few months of his writing the first draft, I was the first one to read it. It was a Friday night, and
once I sat down to read it I couldn't stop, reading it in one sitting. I cried, frowned, laughed, and
smiled as I read this book. This book takes you on a journey of all emotions.I was able to relive
moments from a different point of view and with new light on things I went through. My Dad puts
his life and soul in this book to share with others our family’s journey. Whether you know my
family’s story or not, reading this book will allow you to picture events through my father's eyes.
You will feel the emotions he felt. You will hear the things he heard. You will see the things he
saw. This book will captivate you on this journey.Knowing a loved one has cancer is life
changing. Many people are battling cancer right now. Some won’t make it, and others will have
to worry about their cancers coming back for the rest of their lives. When I heard my Dad tell me,
“Lilli has cancer,” my life changed. I was terrified that my sister would die. I was scared of losing
my best friend. I didn't want to believe it was true. This was the worst thing I have lived through;
yet, it was also the most inspiring event. I was able to see life in a new light. I hope you all take
this book and let it change your life for the better. I am incredibly proud of my Dad. He had a
dream of writing a book and made it real. This book is truly breathtaking and life changing. For all
who read this I tell you that this is truly a masterpiece. Take this story to show you that life is a gift
and should never be taken for granted. In fact, I challenge you to tell your loved ones how much
they mean to you because you never know when it may be their last day. Thanks for reading this
foreword, and I hope you all love this book as much as I do. IntroductionOf all the books I’ve ever
dreamed of writing – and there were many over the years – this is the last book I would’ve
wished to have written. I never wanted to be the father of a cancer patient. Who would? After
watching my daughter go through the fight of her life, I needed time to help my family regain
some sense of normalcy. I couldn’t bring myself to write much of anything.I followed other
pediatric cancer patients whom we knew from hospitals or from friends or friends of friends. After



following a number of these kids—mostly on Facebook and other social media sites—and
reading about how their stories continued beyond the hospital, I started writing down bits and
pieces of my story as the father of a cancer survivor. I shared details of my experiences, along
with updates about our daughter Lilli, via online posts during her various treatments. Following
her treatments, I shared some of my reflections in a series of posts. From the positive feedback
and encouragement that I got from friends and family and strangers, I decided to sit down and
start writing this book.
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and should never be taken for granted. In fact, I challenge you to tell your loved ones how much
they mean to you because you never know when it may be their last day. Thanks for reading this
foreword, and I hope you all love this book as much as I do. IntroductionOf all the books I’ve ever
dreamed of writing – and there were many over the years – this is the last book I would’ve
wished to have written. I never wanted to be the father of a cancer patient. Who would? After
watching my daughter go through the fight of her life, I needed time to help my family regain
some sense of normalcy. I couldn’t bring myself to write much of anything.I followed other
pediatric cancer patients whom we knew from hospitals or from friends or friends of friends. After
following a number of these kids—mostly on Facebook and other social media sites—and
reading about how their stories continued beyond the hospital, I started writing down bits and
pieces of my story as the father of a cancer survivor. I shared details of my experiences, along
with updates about our daughter Lilli, via online posts during her various treatments. Following
her treatments, I shared some of my reflections in a series of posts. From the positive feedback
and encouragement that I got from friends and family and strangers, I decided to sit down and
start writing this book.When Lilli was first diagnosed with leukemia, I didn’t want to hear many, if
any, stories about folks who had such-and-such a cancer and how those people had dealt with
their cancers. People were well-meaning, but I wanted to focus my energies on Lilli and her
leukemia and not try to compare her to others who had fought their own battles against cancer.
In time, I became more open to reading about other patients who were going through cancer
treatments at the same time as Lilli. And much later I was finally able to read accounts written by
people who had survived cancer or were parents of cancer survivors. I wouldn’t say that I found
comfort in reading these other accounts, as it was still difficult to follow stories of patients who
might not survive (and some of them did not survive), but I could identify with the emotions of
other parents of pediatric cancer patients.I decided to start writing this work with the notion that
there might be others out there who might read my words and either find comfort in or identify
with my experiences as the father of a pediatric cancer patient. This book is for you, too, and for
friends and family members of people facing life-threatening situations. I hope that you see in
this book ways that you can support your loved ones while they go through their own struggles. It
has not been easy to relive my experiences, but I have found some release from putting these
experiences down on paper.So here it is: my first book, a story about how my daughter’s fight
against leukemia was a wake-up call for me, a middle-aged man who was in the worst shape of
my life when this story began. Years of sitting at a desk, mostly working on a computer as an
architect and professor, and a lack of exercise left me overweight, out of shape, and lethargic. I
had also become a workaholic, running on the tenure treadmill to generate a large enough body
of work so as to deserve permanent tenure and a promotion from assistant to associate
professor. I had lost sight of the important things in my life, like my health, family, faith, and
time.Before you begin this journey with me, I’d like to provide a few words of caution. First, do not
treat this book as a healthcare manual. While I write about many medical procedures using lots
of medical jargon in this book, I am not a doctor. I have written this work from my perspective as



a layperson. You should see a medical specialist to address any health concerns you may
have.Second, do not follow any of the exercise routines that I mention in this book. I am not a
certified trainer, dietitian, nor fitness guru, and I cannot guarantee anyone’s health or safety as a
result of attempting any of the routines that worked for me. If you are inspired by my story, then
find a trained professional in your area who can help you in your own health and fitness journey,
and consult your primary care physician before starting any exercise routine.Part OneThe Pillow
TalksI never would have dreamed it would be a pillow to break the news that my child had
cancer, but that’s how it happened. A pillow was the first thing, animate or otherwise, to deliver
that blow…not a doctor or a nurse, and not in a consultation room or cancer clinic. It was in a
dimly-lit children’s hospital patient room in the dark wee hours of the morning where I found that
pillow. “Supporting families of childhood cancer patients,” the pillow told me.What a lovely pillow
it was. It was a plush seafoam green pillow with a wishbone shape that would cradle a person’s
neck, made in a fleecy fabric, hand sewn with love, by volunteers (I pictured a quilting bee of
little old ladies) from a church a stone’s throw from Lilli’s middle school. As if someone were
reading Lilli’s mind, there were silver dollar-sized owls inscribed in green circles. A hand-made
tag on that pillow delivered the devastating message that my Lilli-Bug had cancer.Without letting
Lilli see me remove the tag, inscribed also with the donating church’s name and attached with a
small safety pin, I put the evidence of her cancer in my pocket and tried to keep a straight and
strong face. I couldn’t let her see my true emotions, but I was scared.

I decided to start writing this work with the notion that there might be others out there who might
read my words and either find comfort in or identify with my experiences as the father of a
pediatric cancer patient. This book is for you, too, and for friends and family members of people
facing life-threatening situations. I hope that you see in this book ways that you can support your
loved ones while they go through their own struggles. It has not been easy to relive my
experiences, but I have found some release from putting these experiences down on paper.So
here it is: my first book, a story about how my daughter’s fight against leukemia was a wake-up
call for me, a middle-aged man who was in the worst shape of my life when this story began.
Years of sitting at a desk, mostly working on a computer as an architect and professor, and a
lack of exercise left me overweight, out of shape, and lethargic. I had also become a workaholic,
running on the tenure treadmill to generate a large enough body of work so as to deserve
permanent tenure and a promotion from assistant to associate professor. I had lost sight of the
important things in my life, like my health, family, faith, and time.Before you begin this journey
with me, I’d like to provide a few words of caution. First, do not treat this book as a healthcare
manual. While I write about many medical procedures using lots of medical jargon in this book, I
am not a doctor. I have written this work from my perspective as a layperson. You should see a
medical specialist to address any health concerns you may have.Second, do not follow any of
the exercise routines that I mention in this book. I am not a certified trainer, dietitian, nor fitness
guru, and I cannot guarantee anyone’s health or safety as a result of attempting any of the



routines that worked for me. If you are inspired by my story, then find a trained professional in
your area who can help you in your own health and fitness journey, and consult your primary
care physician before starting any exercise routine.Part OneThe Pillow TalksI never would have
dreamed it would be a pillow to break the news that my child had cancer, but that’s how it
happened. A pillow was the first thing, animate or otherwise, to deliver that blow…not a doctor or
a nurse, and not in a consultation room or cancer clinic. It was in a dimly-lit children’s hospital
patient room in the dark wee hours of the morning where I found that pillow. “Supporting families
of childhood cancer patients,” the pillow told me.What a lovely pillow it was. It was a plush
seafoam green pillow with a wishbone shape that would cradle a person’s neck, made in a
fleecy fabric, hand sewn with love, by volunteers (I pictured a quilting bee of little old ladies) from
a church a stone’s throw from Lilli’s middle school. As if someone were reading Lilli’s mind, there
were silver dollar-sized owls inscribed in green circles. A hand-made tag on that pillow delivered
the devastating message that my Lilli-Bug had cancer.Without letting Lilli see me remove the
tag, inscribed also with the donating church’s name and attached with a small safety pin, I put
the evidence of her cancer in my pocket and tried to keep a straight and strong face. I couldn’t let
her see my true emotions, but I was scared.I guess she really does have cancer. They probably
won’t tell me for certain, yet, because the doctor’s not in.If we were going to hear that news from
the doctor, whoever he or she was, then I wasn’t going to let Lilli see the same tag that broke the
news to me. I would prefer she hear it from a doctor with experience talking to kids about these
things.Stay strong, Travis. Don’t let her see you break down right now.But I could tell that all the
signs were there, including the tag on this pillow. The patient bed was adorned with this pillow, a
Christmas-themed quilt, and a pillow case that all looked hand-made, not the kinds of things
you’d expect in a run-of-the-mill hospital room where they only want to get you in and out of there
as quickly as possible. Nope. There were also all kinds of life-saving valves, nozzles, gauges,
monitors, and hoses mounted to the wall around the head of the bed, more than I had ever seen.
And I had seen three different labor and delivery rooms over the years.Yet there I was with my
twelve-year-old daughter Lilli. I had just become a cancer parent, and she was a patient suffering
from some kind of cancer that I would learn about later, once the doctor was in. We were both
worn out from a sleepless night spent in the emergency department, having one test after
another performed on Lilli before her being transferred to this patient room in the middle of the
night. Even though we were worn out, Lilli couldn’t find enough peace to fall asleep. She tossed
and turned, coughed and wheezed, suffering from some kind of cancer. The nurses kept coming
in and out of the room going through their checklists of things to do to get Lilli settled into her
room.I texted LouAnne to let her know the news, that it was some kind of cancer. Exactly what
kind of cancer Lilli had was still unknown to us, and it would be hours later before we knew much
more than what was on the pillow. Neither LouAnne nor I had slept, and we had been texting
each other all night. We were both now cancer parents. The pillow told us as much.Lillian
IreneLilli is our first born. LouAnne and I chose the name Lillian after months of thinking about
names, doing our research, buying and reading baby name books, and ultimately deciding on



that name. We wanted to honor the memory of my mom Tracy (Honey) M. Hicks but struggled to
figure out exactly how to do that. My sister Toni had already named a daughter Tracy Lynn after
mom, and mom had legally changed her name from her given name of Threasa Marguerite to
Tracy M. (no middle name, just a middle initial). Mom was strong-willed, and I interpreted her
decision to change her name as an act of defiance. And anyway, my sisters and I called Mom
“Honey” after we found that nickname in one of her old high school yearbooks when we went
rummaging through her old wooden trunk. Honey made it hard for me and LouAnne to honor her
with our baby’s name.We decided to honor Honey by using the name “Lily” after the flowers from
which she made a living on a daylily farm in Putnam County, Georgia. In an effort to be different
(Lily is one of the most common names now, but at the time it seemed fresh and different),
LouAnne and I decided to use an older family name, Lillian, and abbreviate it to Lilli. We stuck
with “L-I-L-L-I” despite LouAnne’s misgivings about the spelling. With a name like hers, LouAnne
knew what it would be like for future Lilli to continually correct people on the spelling of her
name. Selecting a middle name proved easier for us, but we didn’t completely decide on
LouAnne’s maternal grandmother’s middle name, Irene, until we were in the labor and delivery
room.Lilli was born in Raleigh, NC, at the Raleigh Community Hospital. We were living in
Louisburg—about an hour north of Raleigh—when Lilli came along. Without knowing anything
about North Carolina, LouAnne and I had moved to Louisburg in 2000 to be close to Raleigh, a
city we had researched and selected because of its career opportunities in architecture, music
therapy, and teaching. “Louisburg? Lamar, that’s where we’re from,” my great uncle Raymond
had told my dad when he found out where we moved. Sure enough, LouAnne and I had been
drawn to a fixer-upper in downtown Louisburg, a block away from where my ancestors had lived
and a few miles from their final resting place. Chills went up my spine when I discovered that I
was living that close to my kinfolk.Life in Louisburg was romantic. LouAnne and I bought a 1915
two-story four-square house with a circular drive and porte cochère on a corner lot with huge
oak trees. From this fixer-upper in the downtown historic district we walked to church, the
Louisburg Baptist Church, two blocks due east. Our next-door neighbor Miss Tommie, who
turned 80 a week after we moved to town and still walked everywhere she went, was like our
surrogate grandma. Other neighbors made us feel welcome, including my distant cousins we
discovered after the local paper ran a story about our returning to my family’s roots. Our phone
rang off the hook after that front-page story.Louisburg was small enough that its small-town
hospital didn’t deliver babies anymore. LouAnne found a great Raleigh practice of all women
OBGYN doctors, and they looked after LouAnne closely because of her high blood pressure,
which put her at risk for pre-eclampsia and potential difficulties during childbirth. We decided not
to find out the baby’s gender before LouAnne gave birth, so we had a boy’s name picked out,
too. Had she been a boy, Lilli would’ve been named Collin or Parker to honor the family names of
our paternal grandmothers.When LouAnne’s due date approached, her mom, Janet, came up
from Georgia to help us. She stayed for several weeks before and after Lilli’s birth, and both she
and LouAnne’s dad, Joe, were there when LouAnne went into labor. LouAnne went into labor in



the night, and the contractions continued for most of the following day. LouAnne and I had gone
through the new parent training sessions offered by the hospital, and we had some ideas of what
to expect. Nothing could’ve prepared me fully for the experience that was to come in Raleigh.It
was in the afternoon when LouAnne’s contractions finally got close enough to each other that
the hospital told us to come in. We brought our bags with all those things the instructors asked
us to bring, and we even packed a portable CD player and some of our soothing Celtic music
CDs. A music therapist by training, LouAnne made sure that music was part of the birth
experience. We were assigned a small exam room until the contractions became closer still.
Then, we moved into one of the larger full-service labor and delivery rooms. Dr. Gizzie was on
duty at that time, and she remained calm and in control throughout the entire process.LouAnne
and I learned about the various medical devices that one could potentially experience during
childbirth, but I didn’t expect that we would get to experience nearly all of them during Lilli’s birth.
One of the devices, a long hat-pin-like tool, was used to assist in breaking LouAnne’s water,
which had not happened on its own. Another device, somewhat like a vacuum cleaner hose, was
used to apply suction to the baby’s head as it started to emerge. Yet another device was a giant
set of forceps that Dr. Gizzie used to attempt to pull out the baby. The most important, yet scary,
device to me was the heartbeat monitor that was attached to LouAnne’s belly. It provided audible
beeping that registered the baby’s heartbeat, which was beating just fine until the contractions.
With each contraction and push, the beeping from the monitor stopped momentarily. Beep.
Beep. Beep…………….Beep. While I’m no doctor, it didn’t take much for me to figure out that the
contractions were causing the baby’s heart to stop, if even for just a second or two.Shouldn’t
they be doing something about this? Is our baby going to die during this delivery?The doctors
and nurses showed some concern from the pauses in heartbeats, but they weren’t as alarmed
as I was. My heart practically skipped beats, too, as the monitor’s pauses continued with each
push and contraction.LouAnne pushed for a while, and the baby’s heartbeat stopped with each
push. Dr. Gizzie looked at the nurses and then at LouAnne and said in a firm but caring voice,
“We think that the baby is coming out at an angle and that the umbilical cord might be wedged
against its head or body as it’s trying to come out at this angle.” The team proposed a change of
course and an immediate C-section. After all that pushing and labor, now LouAnne would also
have to go through the double whammy of a C-section.The next steps happened at lightning
speed and with precision in every movement. The team prepped LouAnne, handed me a kit with
paper scrubs, hat, mask, and gloves, and walked us down the hall to the surgical suite. It didn’t
take too long from the time we walked into surgery until our baby was born. Standing beside
where LouAnne lay, I looked over the sanitary blue curtain at the baby being held by the doctor,
and I said, “It’s a girl!”
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for several weeks before and after Lilli’s birth, and both she and LouAnne’s dad, Joe, were there
when LouAnne went into labor. LouAnne went into labor in the night, and the contractions
continued for most of the following day. LouAnne and I had gone through the new parent training
sessions offered by the hospital, and we had some ideas of what to expect. Nothing could’ve
prepared me fully for the experience that was to come in Raleigh.It was in the afternoon when
LouAnne’s contractions finally got close enough to each other that the hospital told us to come
in. We brought our bags with all those things the instructors asked us to bring, and we even
packed a portable CD player and some of our soothing Celtic music CDs. A music therapist by
training, LouAnne made sure that music was part of the birth experience. We were assigned a
small exam room until the contractions became closer still. Then, we moved into one of the
larger full-service labor and delivery rooms. Dr. Gizzie was on duty at that time, and she
remained calm and in control throughout the entire process.LouAnne and I learned about the
various medical devices that one could potentially experience during childbirth, but I didn’t
expect that we would get to experience nearly all of them during Lilli’s birth. One of the devices,
a long hat-pin-like tool, was used to assist in breaking LouAnne’s water, which had not
happened on its own. Another device, somewhat like a vacuum cleaner hose, was used to apply
suction to the baby’s head as it started to emerge. Yet another device was a giant set of forceps
that Dr. Gizzie used to attempt to pull out the baby. The most important, yet scary, device to me
was the heartbeat monitor that was attached to LouAnne’s belly. It provided audible beeping that
registered the baby’s heartbeat, which was beating just fine until the contractions. With each
contraction and push, the beeping from the monitor stopped momentarily. Beep. Beep.
Beep…………….Beep. While I’m no doctor, it didn’t take much for me to figure out that the
contractions were causing the baby’s heart to stop, if even for just a second or two.Shouldn’t
they be doing something about this? Is our baby going to die during this delivery?The doctors
and nurses showed some concern from the pauses in heartbeats, but they weren’t as alarmed
as I was. My heart practically skipped beats, too, as the monitor’s pauses continued with each
push and contraction.LouAnne pushed for a while, and the baby’s heartbeat stopped with each
push. Dr. Gizzie looked at the nurses and then at LouAnne and said in a firm but caring voice,



“We think that the baby is coming out at an angle and that the umbilical cord might be wedged
against its head or body as it’s trying to come out at this angle.” The team proposed a change of
course and an immediate C-section. After all that pushing and labor, now LouAnne would also
have to go through the double whammy of a C-section.The next steps happened at lightning
speed and with precision in every movement. The team prepped LouAnne, handed me a kit with
paper scrubs, hat, mask, and gloves, and walked us down the hall to the surgical suite. It didn’t
take too long from the time we walked into surgery until our baby was born. Standing beside
where LouAnne lay, I looked over the sanitary blue curtain at the baby being held by the doctor,
and I said, “It’s a girl!”“It’s a girl,” LouAnne beamed, as they gave me scissors to cut the umbilical
cord and then handed our baby to LouAnne. She passed our girl back to the nurse, turned away
from me, and vomited all over the floor. “That’s pretty common. Don’t worry about it,” the nurse
told me and then hurried me out of the surgical room after I kissed LouAnne’s forehead. “I love
you,” I said, on my way out.When I returned to the labor and delivery room, Joe and Janet were
there to meet their first grandchild, a newborn baby girl pushed in by a nurse. While the delivery
nurse performed the APGAR test—another lesson learned from our prenatal classes—I paced
the room, walking back and forth to the door to look outside the room and down the hall towards
the surgery suite.What’s taking them so long? Now the baby is fine, but what about LouAnne? Is
she going to make it through this?The nurse opened up a huge closet that was hiding in plain
sight the whole time. The wide doors opposite the bed opened up to reveal a small room that
held more pieces of equipment and diagnostic devices for weighing, measuring, testing, and
confirming that we indeed had a healthy, normal newborn. Aside from a stork’s bite on her
forehead, a v-shaped red mark where she had pressed against LouAnne’s pelvis, and her being
tongue-tied, the baby was perfect in every way. The nurse asked if I wanted to help give the baby
a sponge bath, and I did, but I couldn’t help but to worry about LouAnne.After what felt like an
eternity, the team wheeled LouAnne back to the room, describing how well she had done during
the C-section and the surgery that came afterwards. She had lost a little more blood than some
patients, and she required a higher-than-average number of stitches from the prolonged labor,
but LouAnne was strong and healthy, too. I was a father, and LouAnne a mother. I didn’t quite
know what to do as a new Dad, despite having read all the parenting books I could find, but I
was already in love with this most precious baby girl in the world. I spent the next day calling
everyone in our address book, even distant acquaintances, to let them know that Lilli was
born.Two years later, almost to the day, LouAnne and I found ourselves back at the same
hospital with the same doctor but a completely different kind of birth story. This time our
daughter, Amelia Parker, wasn’t waiting for anyone. She came in the middle of the night, not
allowing time for LouAnne’s scheduled C-section or even an epidural. She came on her own
terms and at her own fast pace. And when Amelia was born, LouAnne looked over at me with
tears in her eyes and said, “Happy birthday, Travis,” as Amelia was born on my—I mean her—
birthday. She’s the best birthday present I’ve ever received. The nurses saw the tears, heard
LouAnne, and said, “Aww, Dad, it’s your birthday? What a special birthday.”When Amelia came



along, we were in the process of moving from Louisburg to Cary, NC, to be closer to my jobs in
Raleigh. I worked full-time as an architect and taught part-time in the architecture school at NC
State in Raleigh. LouAnne had given up her full-time music therapy job after Lilli was born so she
could work as a full-time stay-at-home Mom. The hour-long commute from Louisburg to Raleigh
had become too much for me to justify. I was missing out on family time and needed to shorten
my commute. We moved to Cary in 2004 with our two-year-old Lilli and newborn Amelia, and we
found a new circle of friends and neighbors as we raised our girls in a new church and enrolled
Lilli in the church’s pre-school.Three years and two weeks after Amelia’s birth, LouAnne and I
welcomed our son to the world at Rex Hospital in Raleigh. LouAnne’s OBGYN team had
changed hospitals, but we were all old friends by the time Collin Benjamin came around. His
birth was totally different from his sisters. Because of the risk of pre-eclampsia and low amniotic
fluid levels, LouAnne’s doctors planned to induce labor, which they did, and to coax Collin into
this world. He came right on schedule, the result of perfectly-executed obstetrics, and he
completed our family of five.Lilli and Amelia grew up in the Greenwood Forest Children’s Center,
a preschool run out of our church in Cary. Lilli completed kindergarten and first grade at Fuller
Elementary School in Raleigh before our family made another move in 2010, when we packed
up for Greensboro, NC, an hour west. Following my dream of teaching full-time, I accepted a
tenure-track assistant professor position at UNC Greensboro in the Department of Interior
Architecture. We moved in the summer of 2010 with our young children and settled into
Greensboro. We registered Lilli and Amelia at General Greene Elementary and Collin in the
preschool at our new church, Guilford College UMC, and we began making new friends in our
neighborhood, at church, and at schools.Raking LeavesThe signs of pediatric cancer had been
there for months if we had known what to look for. In October and November of 2014, our sixth
grader, Lilli, had developed severe cold sores around her mouth. We took her to our pediatrician,
Dr. O’Kelley, who prescribed some topical creams and suggested that cold sores are common
enough but to keep an eye on them. Later the cold sores spread to Lilli’s underarms. Dr.
O’Kelley’s advice was to keep applying the creams and for Lilli to be careful shaving her armpits.
I had never seen anything like it, and I was mostly concerned about what other tween girls would
think and say about Lilli’s appearance.What are the other kids at school thinking about her? She
looks different enough to be made fun of. If she were in my class when I was in the sixth grade, I
know a lot of students would’ve made fun of her. Middle schoolers can be cruel.Lilli had just
started sixth grade at Brown Summit Middle School, a magnet school for academic excellence.
My own middle school experience was one of cliques, cruelty, bullying, taunting, and one big
popularity contest. I couldn’t bear to imagine what a mean-girls clique would do to someone who
looked like Lilli with all those cold sores on her face. Lilli, on the other hand, didn’t seem too
phased by the cold sores except for wanting them to go away so she could feel better. And I
didn’t sense any bullying from her academically-focused classmates, thank God.Lilli had also
begun to lose energy that fall. I wasn’t aware of the degree to which Lilli was losing steam, but I
learned months later that Lilli had been falling asleep during school. The teachers might have



thought this was par for the course for her, as it was her first semester at the school, but we
would’ve been alarmed to hear that she was putting her head on her desk and falling asleep. Of
our three children Lilli was the most energetic. She was the one who learned to stand and walk
at the earliest age, and she was full of energy while awake. She would wake up in the morning
and go full-steam until she lay down for sleep at night. This was not a girl who took naps in
class.One afternoon in November 2014, I was raking leaves in the front yard. We have two
magnolia trees symmetrically flanking our yard. There are two huge red oak trees near the front
corner of our house and even larger willow oak trees in our next-door neighbor’s yard. Having
magnolia trees means year-round raking, as they lose their leaves all the time and have
annoying seed pods.Why did we buy a house with two magnolia trees? TWO! I always hated
picking up magnolia pods growing up with a huge magnolia tree in my front yard, and here I am
the owner of a suburban lot with two of these beautiful—but frustrating—trees.There were a lot
of leaves to rake, and Lilli offered to help rake leaves after school that day. Lilli stepped out of the
front door as the sun had already started to set and the porch lights were on. She joined me in
raking, as she had done from time to time in the past, but she only lasted about five minutes
before saying, “I’m tired, Daddy. I’m gonna go inside and rest.” I thought maybe she was tired
from middle school, from all the hard work she had to do to keep up with accelerated classes,
but I didn’t dwell on it. There were lots of leaves to rake.The signs were there, but I didn’t get it
until we were in the hospital room the morning of December 13, 2014. 12/13/14 is a date I’ll
never forget. The pillow made sure of that.A week before that pillow came into my life, I was
preparing to play the pipes at church for the first time in a while, this time for a special Christmas
service during the Advent season. The uilleann pipes, or Irish bagpipes, are one of my passions,
and I can’t turn down a chance to play them for others. The music director at our church had
searched near and far and deep and wide to find a piece incorporating the Irish pipes, and she
came across The Winter’s End, a piece recorded by the great piper Liam O’Flynn, for me to play
with some real musicians, hired guns whom our church would bring in from time to time for
special events.I showed up for a practice session at church with these real musicians, and I felt
at home with this ensemble of guitar, cello, violin, pipes, and oboe, another double reed
instrument like the pipes. None of them had ever played with an uilleann piper and were curious
to know what this instrument was (a pretty common reaction to the Irish pipes), and the oboist
commented that he felt his instrument was being reunited with a long-lost cousin in my pipes.
We ran through the piece two or three times that Saturday morning, and I felt ready for the next
day.Our kids also practiced that Saturday morning. Lilli had a vocal solo from Welcome to Our
World in the children’s choir as part of the service, and Amelia was in that same choir. After I
wrapped up my rehearsal I headed home while LouAnne practiced with the adult choir and
heard the children’s choir practice in the sanctuary. Later that day she said, “You should’ve heard
Lilli’s solo. She sounded so good.”“Oh, I’ll hear it tomorrow morning in church,” I said.“Some of
the folks in the adult choir told me she should audition for one of the local choirs in Greensboro.
They told me she was an amazing singer,” LouAnne added.Sunday morning, I got up early,



packed the pipes in the car, and headed to church. LouAnne and the kids came separately, as
the pipes take up a lot of room in my car. I always pack an extra set of pipes (there’s a bagpipe
joke somewhere in that), my tin whistles just in case, a folding chair, and a music stand. I arrived
early enough to tune up the pipes in the choir room before heading to the sanctuary, which was
packed. Ushers had brought in folding chairs to fill the empty spaces and aisles for overflow. The
Winter’s End was early in the service, so I headed to the pulpit area with the other musicians,
tuning and getting ready for the service to begin. The kids had gone to rehearse in one of the
classrooms while I was warming up with the ensemble.Just before the service began, LouAnne
came from the choir room down to the edge of the pulpit. “Lilli got sick in the bathroom, and
she’s not gonna do her solo,” she said. I got no more details than that.I’m sure she doesn’t have
stage fright! She’s used to singing in public and to having solos, but I wonder what
happened.“It’s not like my daughter to get stage fright,” I told the guitarist I had met the previous
day, and then I noticed that Lilli had come in to the sanctuary with one of the minister’s families
sitting behind the last pew in a folding chair. She didn’t look well, and she appeared crushed that
she wasn’t going to be able to sing her solo.The Winter’s End went off without a hitch, and I was
relieved that my pipes sounded as good as they did on a cold dry morning. As soon as we
finished, I walked from the pulpit and headed back to sit next to Lilli. I didn’t know what was
going on inside her body nor what happened in the restroom, but the seating was so tight that
morning that I had to put my arm around her for the remainder of the service. I felt unusually
close to her that morning. The children’s choir did a great job as usual. Lilli didn’t sing her solo,
but one of her friends came through and sang a beautiful solo in Lilli’s place. After the service,
LouAnne confirmed that Lilli had thrown up in the church’s restroom. “We should probably let
them know to clean up the bathroom stall,” LouAnne said.
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Kendra, “Such an inspirational read. This book was so good. I admit there were moments that
were harder for me to read, as it brought back many memories of when my own mother was
battling cancer. (She sadly passed away in 2018.) I remembered taking her to the hospital, what
it was like to deal with the chemo treatments, and the ever-looming question of the future. I
remember how positive my mother remained through all of it, and it sounds like Lilli was very
much like her. Amazing for a 12-year-old to be able to have that level of maturity.Travis tells his
story beautifully, in just enough detail. I can only imagine what it must be like to walk through the
cancer story from the perspective of a parent, but I loved that his daughter's journey ultimately
inspired him to get healthier, that she pushed him to set goals higher than he might have
otherwise. He captures the fears and joys that he and his family endured during this time, letting
the reader see a glimpse of what their world was like. All in all, it's a lovely, well-written and
inspirational book, and I highly recommend it.”

Laura M, “A heartfelt story. In "No Match for Her" Travis Lee Hicks recounts his journey as a
father of a pediatric cancer patient. Travis Hicks' life is turned upside down when his 12 year old
daughter Lilli is diagnosed with Acute Myeloid Leukemia. Hicks' account is raw and real as
readers get a play by play of how he and his family's lives change during Lilli's treatment. From
the day of her diagnosis to blood exams to chemotherapy to surgery, readers share the family's
joys as Lilli overcomes hurtles along with pain at devastating setbacks. Inspired by his
daughter's resiliency, the author goes through his own transformation both physically and
mentally. I enjoyed Hicks' writing style and the way it really transports readers as if you are right
alongside Lilli and her family. There are certain experiences that people cannot relate to unless
they have gone through them themselves but Hicks manages to convey his story in a way that
even readers who have never experienced cancer in their family will be able to relate to. This is a
great book for readers who are looking to have a better understanding of cancer and allow them
to empathize more with the cancer community.”

Matthew N, Price, “Matchless. Raw. Honest. Hopeful. Scary. Faithful. Encouraging.
Beautiful.These are the words I would use to describe the journey this family has been on, and
continue to travel. Travis wove a compelling story, and made me feel as if I were taking every
step with them. Holding my breath, laughing, and waiting right along with them. Lilli’s story is far
from over, and we are eager to see the mighty things she does with her fighting spirit.”

kg Laboard, “Very touching story. Wow I cry and smiled reading this book. It gave me so many
feeling, saw the good in people when we live in a world that can be so disappointing. I am so
Thank for God in healing this young lady. She will do great things one day.”

MommyofTwo, “Parent/ Child Heroism. If you've ever had a seriously ill child, this book will



resonate with you and inspire you to keep going. Great read!”

Greg K, “Heartfelt story of family, faith & love amidst hardship. This is a beautifully written story of
the heartache a cancer diagnosis can have on a family. As a pediatric oncology nurse, I witness
firsthand the physical effects cancer has on my patients. As much as we try, though, we can
never completely understand the emotional toll it takes on the patient and family. Mr. Hicks does
an excellent job of weaving those emotions into the story of his daughter, Lilli’s, battle against a
disease no parent should ever have to watch their child endure.I am honored to have been a part
of taking care of Lilli during her battle against AML. I saw her strength and the strength of her
family up close. However, I thoroughly enjoyed learning things about their life, faith and journey
that a hospital environment doesn’t always allow us caregivers to explore.Mr. Hicks was able to
tell his family’s story with emotion that had me crying, smiling and laughing throughout the book.
He is able to depict the fear, anxiety, hope, and roller coaster of emotions a parent of a cancer
patient goes through with a genuineness that puts the reader in his shoes.I definitely
recommend this book for anyone wanting to read a story of how strength, love and faith can
prevail in the face of tribulation and adversity.”

OmaOmaOma, “A story no parent should have to tell. As a reader, I walked every step of the way
with the Hicks family, from Lilli's diagnosis through her years of treatment. The author never
imagined his daughter's life would take such a turn, and he would not have chosen to write a
book like this, but he did an outstanding job of telling how his family supported Lilli during her
illness, and the transformations that happened along the way.”

Katherine, “Worth a read!. No Match for Her is a book that follows the true story of the author
(and his family) through the devastating experience of his daughter’s cancer diagnosis. Travis
Lee Hicks takes this story in a few directions - the medical narrative of his daughter’s illness, the
changing family dynamic that follows it, and his own personal journey towards better health and
a major overhaul of his priorities.Hicks writes with brutal honesty at times, noting some of the
most difficult parts of being the parent of a pediatric cancer patient. He also comments with
great insight to his own mental state at different moments. A particularly poignant moment is the
moment of Lilli’s diagnosis, where Hicks guessed (due to the elaborateness of the hospital
room) the news they were about to receive. Hicks writes this passage slowly, carefully, capturing
every aspect of dread and anticipation. As should be expected of the subject matter, it’s a very
emotional book, so be warned - and this is very much exacerbated by Hicks’ evocative writing
style.By giving it the dual focus of his own health journey, as opposed to writing only about his
daughter’s, the author makes this book insightful and, often, inspirational. It’s well worth a read.”

Lizzy, “Inspirational!. Travis Hicks recounts how his daughter Lilli was diagnosed with Acute
Myeloid Leukemia at just age 12. With the news, their lives turned upside down. Their family had



to adapt to keep a healthy atmosphere for the children and juggle their daily lives while Lilli was
treated.No Match For Her is such an inspiring story. I recommend that everyone read this
because it resonates with the reader and leaves a lasting effect. It gives the reader a reality
check. Everyday problems suddenly pale dramatically as the pages turn. Time is a gift, and so is
family. You never know what could be lurking around the corner, so make the most of today.The
writing is cohesive, and the author gives an account that many readers can empathize with. For
many, this book is painfully familiar. At the same time, it gives hope to those reading who are
experiencing similar situations. The author helps the readers understand that they are not alone
and that other people have gone through similar hardships.This book is a great example of 'if
they can do it, so can I.' The author is motivated by his daughter's resilience and strength. In
turn, he takes up running and yoga and radically changes his health for the better. It sends out
the heartwarming message that you can rise above obstacles placed in front of you. No one
displayed this better than Lilli herself.”

Rebecca, “A realistic, raw journey through childhood cancer. This was a sensitive, yet brutally
honest and raw, retelling of a 12 year old daughters' cancer journey, told through her father's
eyes. I have had cancer and have read a great many books of people's journeys but never one
so committed to the reality of the day to day emotional impact of cancer on a family. Often
people turn to the experience of others to help them cope with their own - this book would be a
great place to turn.I would highly recommend this as a read for any parents of a newly
diagnosed child, as it would gently, but realistically prepare the path before them. While every
cancer journey is unique, there is some things that will remain true for all. Many stories around
cancer have a tragic ending, one of the benefits of this book is that it will leave you with hope for
what could be. However, even at the end of the book, the ongoing tensions and stresses of living
life when treatment has come to an end are laid bare.Travis Lee Hicks has travelled a path no
parent wants to go down. I am grateful that he has taken the time to share his and his families
story because this book offers personal and intimate insights of being a loving father of a child
with cancer without sanitising it from the devastating and traumatic emotions and realities they
had to adjust to. Not only a good read for families facing a similar journey but also for their
friends and families to give them understanding that they may be unable to express themselves.I
would highly recommend this book but be ready to be taken on an emotional rollercoaster!”

Author Timea Tokes, “I expected emotions, but not this. I expected to be overtaken by emotions
while reading this story, but I didn't expect to be so overwhelmed that I could hardly keep
reading. I tried to stay impartial, an outsider, but the story pulled me in and I felt like I was there in
the hospital room. I felt the pain, the unexpected joy, the fear... Everything.I recommend this
book to everyone who wants to learn how a family copes through the most painful times and how
hope and love can truly conquer all. Be prepared with lots of tissues.”



The book by Travis Lee Hicks has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 27 people have provided feedback.
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