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Finding yourself in a quiet place, all sorts of 
interesting things can happen. There are times when 
the magnitude of a life moment can make that place 
unavoidable, the only place. There are other times 
when you simply need to fi nd a different place to 
stand to refresh.

We had reached that latter place when 
wondering what to say about our cover image. 
Stepping away, we found ourselves thinking about 
the deep theme of this cover feature, and about all 
who contributed to it.

There was no cover feature idea until an MDA 
member brought it to us. There was no butterfl y 
idea until an EAB member told us about its 
meaning for our purposes. And there was no set of 
survivor stories until each of our authors put the 
proverbial “angel on his or her shoulder” and shared 
from their own deep and quiet places.

A group of butterfl ies is called a “kaleidoscope”. 
To our kaleidoscope of contributors, thank you, for 
your open, steady hand, and the heart to see into 
this very special place.
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Head and Neck Cancer Early Detection:
An Invitation to Life

The following stories come from three of Dr. 
Kademani’s patients. They give us an up close 
and very personal picture of what this journey 
can be and can mean. Our “fi rst up” author 
Amy shared this in the email submitting her 
contribution:

“I have told my story probably a hundred 
times over the years, but this was the fi rst 
time I have ever written the whole thing 
out. It was a little emotional, which I wasn’t 
expecting. But the end result was that it felt 
like a huge weight lifted off my shoulders. I 
really wish I would have taken the time many 
years ago to put this all down on paper.”

It is the power of the written word to be 
read, to be re-read, and to be shared. We thank 
Dr. Kademani, Amy, Patrick, and Brooke for 
this gift, from their experience and generosity, 
to who knows who.  

The Editors

hurt and bleed when I brushed my 
teeth. It was also very sensitive to spicy 
foods, and my once favorite cinnamon 
chewing gum became unbearable. 
I made an appointment with my 
dentist in October 2006, ahead of my 
next six-month visit because I was 
convinced that something was not 
right.

Again, he didn’t seem concerned. 
He suggested it might be trauma from 
eating something “sharp” like a tortilla 
chip. I was sure that was not the case. 
I have had that type of trauma in my 
mouth before, and in my experience, 
those always healed rather quickly. 
This had been going on for months.

At this visit, my dentist prescribed 
an antibiotic and sent me home with 
some special mouthwash. I had a 
routine appointment scheduled for 

Team Amy.

Amy Kalal taking first in a contest with one heck of a prize.

My name is Amy, and I am a two-time 
head and neck cancer survivor. In 
early 2006, I noticed something on my 
gum that didn’t seem quite right. On 
the lower right side, I had a small spot 
that felt as though I had food caught 
between my teeth. No amount of 
fl ossing or brushing would make it go 
away. It didn’t seem like a big deal, but 
since it didn’t get better, I mentioned 
it to my dentist at my six-month visit. 
He wasn’t sure what it was, but didn’t 
seem concerned. So, I wasn’t either.

As the months passed by, the spot 
got a little bigger. It wasn’t really 
something I could get a good look at 
myself, but it just felt different. In late 
summer of the same year, it started to 

*Amy Kalal is Manager of Escalated 
Member Services at Surest, a United 
Healthcare Company. She is a member of 
the advisory board of the Head and Neck 
Cancer Foundation. She resides in Elk 
River, MN. Email is amyjgust@gmail.com
*Ms. Brooke Vitense lives in Minneapolis, 
Minnesota.
*Mr. Patrick Horan is Global Vice 
President of Ecolab OEM Healthcare and 
Board Member of the Minnesota Head and 
Neck Foundation. He lives in Woodbury 
Minnesota. Email is patrickhoran@
rocketmail.com

Amy Kalal

Amy Kalal*, Brooke Vitense**, 
and Patrick Horan***

23030330_Guts.indd   1723030330_Guts.indd   17 4/5/23   10:50 AM4/5/23   10:50 AM



Northwest Dentistry18

party, I received a call that I needed 
to come in to get my results. I said to 
the front desk person that I fi gured 
this must be bad news seeing as I was 
told I would get the results over the 
phone. She did her best to not alarm 
me - but I knew in my heart what 
this meant. I went to the appointment 
and heard the words that nobody 
could ever be prepared for: You have 
cancer. Squamous cell carcinoma of 
the gum. The rest of the visit was truly 
a blur. I walked out of that offi ce with 
a referral to see Dr. Kademani the 
following Monday. 

I was a mom of three young 
children: Samantha, fi ve; Kelsey, 
four; and Bradley, two. To say I was 
overwhelmed would be the biggest 
understatement of my life. The fi rst 
person I told of my diagnosis was 
my next-door neighbor who was 
watching my kids while I went to my 
appointment. I was numb. She said 
all the right things. And then I went 
home with my kids. I couldn’t reach 
my husband at work, and it seemed 
wrong for me to tell anyone else 
before I told him, so I waited. I was 
having a birthday party for Kelsey in 
two days, so I tried to distract myself 
with preparations for that.

When my husband got home, I 
told him immediately. I worked an 
evening job during this time, and I 
asked him to call my boss and tell 
her I wouldn’t be in, and why. The 
following day I called my brother, 
sister, and a few close friends. I was 
so lucky to have the love and support 

of so many people. I needed that for 
myself, but also for my kids. I needed 
help caring for them while I focused 
on what was coming next. The kids 
were too young to really understand 
what was happening, and we really 
tried hard to keep things as normal 
for them as we could under the 
circumstances. 

Telling my family and friends was 
incredibly diffi cult. I honestly felt like 
a burden putting them in the position 
of having to worry about me. The 
one call that I was simply incapable 
of making was to my mom. She is 
my birth mother, who I had only 
reconnected with a few years prior. I 
couldn’t stand the thought of breaking 
her heart. We were apart for 35 years 

Continued from previous page
Cover Feature

Hugs never felt so good.

Amy and her husband sharing that “the sky’s 
the limit” vista.

November, and the plan was to reassess 
the situation at that time. I took the 
antibiotics and used the mouthwash, 
but things did not improve. In fact, the 
pain and bleeding even got a bit worse 
during this time. I had been reading 
about oral cancer on the internet, and 
I was concerned that this was what I 
had.

At my November cleaning 
appointment, I verbalized my concern 
about cancer to my dentist. At this 
visit, his demeanor had changed 
considerably from the previous times 
when he didn’t seem very concerned. 
This time he told me that he had 
recently participated in a class or 
seminar about oral cancer, and what 
he was seeing in my mouth appeared 
to fi t the characteristics of cancer. He 
immediately called an oral surgeon 
and sent me straight there for a biopsy. 

I was very nervous on the drive to 
the oral surgeon’s offi ce, and as soon 
as I walked in, I shared with her that 
I was afraid this was cancer. She was 
very confi dent that it was not. I was 
37 years old, female, and did not have 
the usual risk factors. She said that 
cancer doesn’t hurt, and since what 
I had was painful, it wasn’t cancer. 
She took a biopsy and said she would 
call me with my results soon. I was 
scheduled to come back to her offi ce 
in two weeks to make sure the biopsy 
site was healing as it should.

I tried my best to not stress too 
much while I waited for the results, 
which proved to be very diffi cult. 
My appointment came and I had 
still not received a call with my 
results so I assumed that I would 
fi nd out at my appointment. I didn’t. 
The oral surgeon said that things 
may have been backed up due to 
the Thanksgiving holiday but she 
expected to fi nd out soon. She said 
she would call me with the results, I 
wouldn’t need to come back in for 
them. One more week passed and 
fi nally, while shopping for decorations 
for my daughter’s fourth birthday 
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- how could I tell her that I might die 
after only fi nding her two years ago? 
So, I took the easy road and asked my 
husband to make that call. 

I met Dr. Kademani the following 
Monday and was scheduled for many 
tests over the course of that week. 
After X-rays, lab work, CT, and PET 
scans I was back on Friday to fi nd 
out my fate. How advanced was this 
cancer? Had it spread? As it turned 
out, I was rather lucky. It was a very 
early stage and had not spread. I was 
scheduled to have surgery in January. 

For the next fi ve weeks it was life 
as usual, kind of. I went to work, took 
care of my kids. Celebrated Christmas 
and rang in the New Year. All while 
trying to pretend everything was okay. 
I tried to stay positive, I really did. But 
I had cancer in my mouth - a place 
where I could look in the mirror and 
see it. This was a hard thing to wrap 
my head around. 

I had surgery at St. Mary’s Hospital 
in Rochester on January 12, 2007. In 
addition to my husband and a very 
good friend, my mom drove from 
Alabama to be at the hospital, which 
was incredibly meaningful for me. My 
adoptive parents had long since passed 
away, so having her there gave me 
comfort that I didn’t even realize was 
possible. My siblings lovingly stayed 
behind and took care of my kids. 

I lost three teeth and perhaps half 
of my jawbone on the lower right 
side. I went home two or three days 
later with a very good prognosis. I was 
very bruised, battered, and swollen, 
and did not look like myself. We 
tried to prepare the kids for this, but 
that didn’t make it any less diffi cult 
for them. They were afraid and cried 
when they saw me, which broke my 
heart. Thankfully, kids are resilient, and 
they got over their fear rather quickly. 

I had many follow-up visits and 
spent entirely too much time looking 
in my own mouth for anything 
suspicious, but all appeared well. After 
fi ve years had passed, I took a big sigh 

of relief. The chances of a recurrence 
past this time would be unlikely, or so 
I believed. 

Fast forward to December of 2014, 
eight years past my original diagnosis. 
I felt a lump on the right side of my 
neck. It was hard, like a marble, and 
it was fi xed in place. I knew that a 
lump with these characteristics was 
concerning. It was coming up on the 
holidays, so I tried to put it out of 
my mind. I didn’t want to panic, and 
decided to wait and see if it would go 
away on its own … though in the pit 
of my stomach, I knew what this was.

I did not mention this lump 
to anyone, not even my husband. 
A couple of weeks later, I made an 
appointment with my primary clinic 
to have it checked out. Only once that 
appointment was scheduled did I tell 
my husband my fear. I let him feel the 

lump, and the look on his face is one 
I won’t ever forget. He was concerned 
too. I went to that appointment, 
and the doctor reassured me that 
she didn’t think this was anything to 
worry about. I was, after all, living 
with three kids who had all recently 
gotten over being sick. Probably just a 
swollen lymph node from an infection, 
she said. She told me to not touch 
my neck for two weeks and then 
we would reassess the situation. She 
thought that in two weeks it would be 
resolved. Oh, how I wanted to believe 
that.

So, I didn’t touch it for two weeks. 
When I fi nally did touch it, the 
lump felt bigger. I sent my doctor a 
MyChart message with my fi ndings, 
and she said that it was likely bigger 
since the swelling from me touching 

An Effect of Butterflies
Beautiful tattoo, isn’t it? Striking. The depth and dimension the shadow 
adds is arresting, and adds another layer of symbolism here. This lovely 
piece of art touches each of us symbolically, but for cancer survivors, 
whose special symbol it has become, it speaks its message each and every 
day. It is the voice of the transformative in their journey. It whispers, it 
speaks, it even sings, of the possible, of the chance to transform the lives 
of people and families affected by cancer. Traditionally representing hope 
and new beginnings, its presence is a touchstone for all who see it and 
all who wear it. The next time you see someone with a butterfl y tattoo, 
even if it does not come with a ribbon representing the type of cancer 
that person has, realize and remember what those delicate wings are 
transporting, and what that journey may be. ■
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it all the time had gone down. She 
encouraged me to wait a little longer.

At fi rst I agreed, but quickly 
reached back out because it was 
causing so much anxiety. She offered 
to send me for a CT scan. I asked if I 
could skip the scan and go straight to 
a biopsy because I knew that the CT 
would be concerning, and I’d have 
to go for the biopsy anyway. I was 
trying to avoid prolonged waiting to 
get the offi cial diagnosis that I already 
knew in my heart was coming. But 
protocols need to be followed, so off 
to the CT scan I went. And just as I 
pulled into the driveway after the scan, 
my doctor called to say that the results 
are suspicious, and I need to go for a 
biopsy. Two days later was my biopsy 
and one day after that was a phone 
call with the diagnosis. My doctor said 
that she wanted to call me right away 
with the news, but that she wasn’t sure 
where to refer me yet. I told her that 
I had researched and found that Dr. 
Kademani was now practicing nearby, 
and I wanted to be referred to him. 
He is an excellent doctor and I trust 
him. And that is where I wanted to go. 
She agreed. 

I had stepped away from the 
dinner table with my family to take 
this phone call. I composed myself 
as best I could and returned to my 
seat. My kids were now eight years 
older. At 13, 12, and 10, they now 
understood what cancer is, and 
they understood that people die 
from it. This was the most diffi cult 
conversation I can recall having in my 
lifetime. They were scared, and many 
tears were shed. My husband cried. 
My kids cried. I did not cry. I wanted 
to stay strong for all of them, and 
somehow, I was able to, at least on the 
outside. 

I broke the news to everyone 
else via text message. After telling my 
husband and kids, I was emotionally 
exhausted and couldn’t stand the 
thought of calling to tell anyone else. 
I didn’t mind talking about it, but I 

needed the initial news 
to be told to them prior 
to making a phone call. 

After an early 
morning PET scan 
on Monday morning, 
I had a visit with Dr. 
Kademani. This time, 
the only thing that lit 
up on the scan was the 
one lymph node. There 
was no identifi able 
primary tumor. I was 
scheduled for surgery 
three days later. I 
would have a neck 
dissection and they 
would try to fi nd 
the primary tumor. 
It was thought that 
I would likely need 
to have chemo and/
or radiation in the 
future, depending on 
the surgical fi ndings.

I did have the 
neck dissection and 
one tonsil removed 
due to looking 
suspicious. After 
it was all said and 
done, however, no 
primary tumor was 
ever identifi ed. 
The only cancer 
that could be identifi ed was the one 
lymph node that was already known 
to be cancer. I didn’t need chemo and 
I didn’t need radiation. 

Things were different after my 
recurrence. The recovery was much 
harder than the fi rst time around. The 
tonsil removal was so painful. From 
the neck dissection I had the shoulder 
side effect - I couldn’t lift my right 
arm. My neck was tight, and I couldn’t 
turn my head without also turning my 
whole body. I endured many sessions 
of therapy to regain use of my arm. I 
was exhausted and I was anxious. And 
I felt sorry for myself. I have always 
struggled with my weight. I gained 

more. I wasn’t living, not even close.
Then in 2017 when my weight 

was at an all-time high and my spirits 
at an all-time low, my friend talked me 
into joining a gym. I couldn’t see the 
point - what was I going to do at the 
gym? But I went.

My mood started to improve. 
The weight started to come off. I 
kept going. I got stronger physically, 
but more importantly, I got stronger 
emotionally. I wound up hiring a 
trainer, who is also a powerlifting 
coach. Make no mistake, I told him, 
I don’t want to be a powerlifter. I 
just want you to teach me some new 
things. To my complete surprise, 

Continued from previous page
Cover Feature

Crossing another finish line.
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I fell in love with lifting weights. 
Considering that a few short years 
before this I couldn’t lift my arm 
up high enough to put my hair in a 
ponytail, the fact that I could deadlift 
hundreds of pounds was a feat that I 
never dreamed of doing!

I turned 50 in 2019. Just four years 
from my cancer recurrence and the 
lowest point in my life, I competed in 
my fi rst powerlifting meet. I set the 
Minnesota state record and qualifi ed 
for the world competition later in 
the year in Las Vegas, where I came 
in second place and set another 
Minnesota state record. This same year, 
prior to the Worlds, I completed a 
50K ultra marathon. I ran a little and 
walked a lot. But I did it! 

I feel so grateful for the second, 
and third, chances that I have been 
given. I am grateful for my highly 
skilled surgeon, Dr. Kademani. He 
and his nurse Julie have been the most 
competent and caring health care 
providers that I could ever have hoped 
for. They are excellent practitioners, 
but equally important is their ability to 
genuinely care for their patients. 

It is understood that early 
diagnosis results in better prognosis. 
Through my own journey, I have 
learned the importance of trusting 
your gut when something doesn’t 
seem right. I have been cancer free 
now for eight years. As much as I 
would like to breathe a sigh of relief, 
it is not lost on me that eight years 
is when my recurrence occurred 
last time. But with regular checkups 
with Dr. Kademani, my excellent 
dentist Dr. Jennifer Nelson, and me 
paying good attention to my own 
health, I am hopeful that if anything is 
discovered, it will be early enough to 
save my life.

While I would never go so 
far as to say that I am glad I had 
cancer, because of it I have had some 
amazing experiences and met some 
extraordinary people. And I am truly 
grateful for that. ■ Continued on next page

Brooke Vitense 

Every one of our contributors had to learn a 
“new you”. Brooke looked hers straight in 
the eye.

My journey with oral cancer started 
in the summer of 2014 when I was 
27. At my routine dental check-up 
my dentist noticed some white spots 
on the underside of my tongue. I had 
no family history of oral cancer, and I 
had never been a tobacco user. Even 
though I was low risk, he referred me 
to an oral surgeon for a biopsy. I am 
grateful to this day that he made this 
recommendation. Promptly having 
my biopsy, when the results were in, 
there were pre-cancerous cells in the 
sample. This was a scary moment, but 
I was just happy we could take care 
of it right away. I was referred to Dr. 
Kademani.

Dr. Kademani recommended a 
surgery to take a larger portion of 
the affected area. This was a same 
day surgery. By late afternoon I was 
resting in bed, my kitchen stocked 
with soup, ice cream, and apple sauce. 
It was a tough recovery. It was painful 
to eat or drink basically anything 
other than room temperature water 
for nearly a week, but I had to power 
through with some protein shakes so 
I could continue to take the necessary 
medications for pain and recovery. As 
things got easier, after fi ve days I was 
back to work. By the third week I was 
eating pasta and other soft foods. 

Then I got the news: Dr. 
Kademani asked me to come in to 
discuss the results of my pathology, 
adding it may not be a bad idea to 
bring my partner or my mom. I knew 
it wasn’t going to be good news. 
There was a small cancerous tumor 
in the tissue they removed. Dr. K’s 
recommendation was another surgery 
to widen the margins to ensure that all 
cancerous tissue was removed, along 
with a large portion of the lymph 
nodes from the left side of my neck so 
that if it ever returned there would be 
a signifi cantly lower chance for spread. 

I was devastated. I had just started 
to eat regular food, and I was starting 

to feel like myself again, but I put on 
a tough face. Within a week I was 
back in the OR. With further lymph 
node removal, there would be days in 
the hospital and a month off work. I 
remember my mom tried telling me 
a joke as I went into surgery. I fell 
asleep before she could fi nish, but 
it’s probably okay — she notoriously 
cannot deliver a punch line!

The second surgery, at the end of 
September, left me with about 2/3 
of my tongue. Recovery went well, 
unlike my fi rst surgery. I underwent 
speech therapy so I could learn how 
to annunciate my “th” sounds with the 
left side of my tongue gone. At this 
point, I felt like I was in the clear. My 
post-surgery scans came back clear. 
Our plan was for regular check-ups 
and scans, but there were no serious 
concerns for my long-term health. 

Fast forward to fall of 2018. 
Going in for a check-up, I had some 
concerns. The surgical side of my 
tongue was feeling tender. They 
decided to do a biopsy. Scary to be in 
the unknown again, I was buoyed by a 
great relationship with Dr. Kademani 
and his nurse practitioner Julie.
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Pathology was positive for pre-
cancerous cells. This meant another 
surgery to take more area from the 
left side of my tongue. This was an 
emotional struggle for me. This really 
stung. I thought I was out of the 
woods, and this shook that sense of 
security. The surgery went off without 
a hitch: from surgery on Thursday to 
back to work by Tuesday (with limited 
talking). 

A few more years with clear scans 
and no issues with my tongue, and I 
settled in for what was supposed to be 
a two-week lockdown for COVID, 
happily working from home with 
my dog snuggled faithfully by my 
side earning Employee of the Month 
every single month. November 2021 
brought my annual check-up. I let Dr. 
K and Julie know my surgery site had 
started feeling tender again and there 
was a consistent coppery taste in my 
mouth. Another biopsy came back 
showing cancerous cells. Following 
three surgeries I had around 2/3 or 
slightly less of my tongue left. We 
needed a more aggressive plan. 

With the risk of recurrence in 
mind, the better option now was take 
a signifi cant amount, which would 
mean reconstructive surgery. Without 
that, my quality of life would be 
highly affected: My speech far more, 
and defi nitely a greater limit on the 
foods I could eat. Until this point, 
most people did not notice anything 
about my speech, and I had few 
limitations on food. I was not ready to 
lose those things.

This was my most intense surgery, 
essentially removing the remaining left 
half of my tongue to remove all cells 
at risk of becoming cancerous. As well, 
there needed to be reconstruction. 
A plastic surgeon would take tissue 
from the inside of my wrist, along 
with an artery. The artery would be 
attached from my new “tongue” to 
one in my neck to provide blood fl ow 
to the reconstructed area. Four weeks 
on a feeding tube for four weeks for 

healing and because there would be a 
fl ap in my neck where the artery was 
attached, so it would be dangerous for 
me to swallow food or drinks. 

With hospitals still in the thick 
of COVID, fi nally on a cold January 
morning, my surgery happened. When 
I opened my eyes, my partner was 
sitting there and said “Don’t talk, but 
you should know it’s Sunday night.” 
I had gone in for surgery on Friday. 
While I was sedated, it became clear 
reconstruction had not been successful 
and blood was clotting. Another 
surgery on Saturday with the same 
results. I was back in on Sunday. They 
let me wake Sunday night while 
keeping a very close eye on things. 
Unfortunately, this was not enough. I 
would need to go back into surgery. 
This time, it worked! 

Once home, it was a long four 
weeks, but we made it through. After 
removal of the feeding tube I was 
starting to feel like me again. 

It has been a little over a year now, 

Continued from previous page
Cover Feature

and so far all check-ups and scans 
have been clear. It is something I will 
always pay close attention to, but I 
have been very lucky in the sense we 
have always caught it early on and 
were able to take quick action before 
the cancer could progress and spread. 
Early detection has been the key to 
my cancer journey. 

I never thought as a 20-something 
that this would happen to me. I had 
always been healthy and did not 
have a family history of oral cancer, 
so it all came as a huge shock. I am 
so grateful I had a series of great 
dentists, surgeons, and other medical 
professionals to guide me and stay 
on top of my oral health not only at 
the original onset, but over the past 
nine years. If we had not maintained 
a good relationship and kept up with 
regular check-ups, things could have 
been much scarier. Early detection was 
crucial, not only in 2014, but again in 
2018 and 2021.  ■

With such good spirits beside her, Brooke took on a daunting journey.
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My name is Pat Horan. 
I am a father, a husband of 37 

wonderful years, a friend, a neighbor, 
and a business executive in medical 
technology. I share this not to create 
any impression about me, but rather 
that maybe you can fi nd some aspects 
of my life and the story I will share to 
relate to, draw your own strength, and 
appreciate the importance of taking 
responsibility for early detection.

What happened is this:
March of 2014, I was diagnosed 

with squamous cell carcinoma on 
my tongue and in my lymph nodes. 
Advanced stage 4.

Prior to my diagnosis, I thought it 
was a canker sore. I was busy with life. 
Kids off to colleges. Family issue to 
attend to in Missouri.

My wife told me to put my pride 
in my pocket and go see Dr. Edlund. 
Dr. Kyle Edlund was a neighbor 
and friend, all coming with weekly 
neighborhood get-togethers, raising 
our kids on the same street, and our 
wives being great friends, and so on, 
so having this situation be me as the 
patient with my friend, who also 
happens to be my dentist, probably 
makes it more surreal for everyone 
involved. 

Dr. Edlund was the very beginning 
of this journey for me. Without him 
getting me in right away, not wasting 
any time, being honest, serious, but 
compassionate, I probably wouldn’t be 
here, because who knows how long it 
would have continued to get worse. 

You never really think about these 
things. You think you’re invincible, 
|just trying to keep up with the 
speed of life … I had one child in 
her fi rst year of college, the other in 
his last year, and a career with many 
years ahead. Then something like this 
happens and stops everything, altering 
all things and your place in life.

Dr. Edlund referred me for a 
biopsy. I knew that could not be good. 

Patrick Horan The oral surgeon referred me to Dr. 
Deepak Kademani.

This team performed a 13-hour 
surgery to remove the tumor and create 
a “fl ap” — to me that was a new tongue. 
Also removed 47 lymph nodes in my 
neck and created four surgical sites, two 
being repairs using donor tissue from 
my left forearm and left thigh. 

During surgery I had a blood 
clot, which caused acute lung disease 
and sent me into a coma for 23 days. 
During that time, while in ICU my 
breathing became diffi cult, and my 
wife and son were summoned at 2:00 
a.m. for last rights. Then the two of 
them got in my (still unconscious) face 
and sternly told me, “Don’t you leave 
me”. I believe I heard them. 

I did awaken. And the fi ght began. 
I was accustomed to fl ying across many 
time zones and preparing big business 
deals. Now, still in the hospital, I could 
not tell time, I could not count out 
one dollar and thirty-seven cents. 
I could not walk or wash without 
assistance.

After fi nally leaving the hospital, 
I did six weeks of radiation, my head 
in a mask, strapped to a table, fi ve days 
a week. I was on a liquid diet due to 
the sores.

Shortly after concluding radiation, 
my wife and I went for a check-up 
with Dr Kademani. He ordered a PET 
scan — so much anxiety. Not many 
words while we waited. Deepak (yes, 
his fi rst name, as we are friends now) 
entered the room. “Your scans are clear. 
We will need routine follow-ups, but 
you should lead a normal life.” 

My wife and I remained quiet. 
We politely said, “Great” and left the 
offi ce, heading for our car. When we 
exited the garage elevator — at exactly 
the same second — we turned to 
each other and screamed and hugged 
for what I believe was 10 minutes. 
We did it! 

That is what happened. However, 
that is not my story.

The spirit that gets us through on full display 
from Patrick

Along the way I learned some 
important and meaningful lessons 
which I carry with me every day. 
These are the basis for what is my 
story. I will replay them for you in 
these bytes:
•  This is your new normal. I 

spent many years getting to what I 
was. Now I am different. I had to 
embrace what I am now.

•  You can breeze through 
radiation. One of the assisting 
surgeons who visited me daily in the 
hospital would say this to me. He 
was right. If I believed it. And I did, 
with great determination.

•  My wife told me momentum 
starts with one step. For six 
weeks, six days a week, every day, 
7:00 a.m. I drove to radiation. After 
radiation I worked every day and 
exercised (on a limited basis) until 
the fi nal three days of radiation. I 
was not going to give in.

•  It takes a year of fi rsts. Be patient, 
keep the momentum, you can do it. 

•  Keep trying things and asking 
questions. I learned: water with 
lemon, Face Garment, Thick-it, a 
new menu. 

•  There is no prosthetic, but people 
battle and they make it. Just in my 
circle eight people who lead great 

Continued on next page
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lives suffered from the same, and I 
never knew it before my diagnosis.

•  This is not South Dakota. In 
sharing what I was feeling with my 
family and doctors nothing was 
protected. But I was not done yet. 
My son and I have a special place 
in South Dakota we visit every year 
during hunting season. We go there 
not for the pheasants, but because 
it is the most beautiful place in the 
world to me: remote, old wind mill, 
native grasses. I can hear the wind 
and smell the grass. We joke that 
when my time comes, I want him 
to take me there. But not now.  I’m 
not done yet.

•  A new bucket list. “You have 
to walk me down the aisle,” my 
daughter said to me one day when 
I was at my lowest while still in the 
hospital.

•  Finally, Cancer gave me more 
than these scares
     Cancer gave me time. I will 
choose how I use it and with 
whom.

You see, I believe we can win in this 

Leaving the hospital was a big, big moment, and deal.

by being responsible and believing in 
early detection. Having regular check-
ups is key. If I had gone earlier, my 
cancer may have been found earlier: 
not as far along, easier to fi x. If I had 
never been seen, I wouldn’t be here. ■

Speaker $     New Dentist  
$1 95   
$1 95   
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