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This is my story! It was told to me by my parents, brothers, and family friends. Some things I 

remember and some things are shared memories of other but all in my words. 

June 23, 2000. The beginning of my life was beautiful and unbelievable all at the same time. 

When a new born baby arrives, it brings true joy and love to parents and siblings. My birth story 

and first year of my life was so full of emotions for my parents that it is hard to believe. What 

happened to me does not happen to babies. Babies are new, untouched, not exposed to germs and 

chemicals, but my first days of life where indescribable for my parents. 

The first, few short weeks were happy and joyous. They were so amazed when they looked and 

snuggled with their fourth son. They were grateful for the blessing God had brought into their 

lives. Then a few weeks later, at a well-child care checkup with my doctor, my families lives 

were turned upside down. The happy turned to pure shock, disbelief, sadness, and then a fight for 

my life. 

I was late and I was big. I was due on June 12 but I was not ready to show my face to the world. 

The midwife ordered an ultra sound and it was determined I needed to be born. On June 23, my 

parents went to Bartlett Memorial Hospital to begin the journey to bring me into the world. What 

they didn’t realize was, that journey was going to take them on a complete new expedition. Born 

on a sunny afternoon, the midwife gently laid me down on my mother’s chest. My mother 

announced that I was a very big baby. Yes, I was! A whopping 10 pounds, 6 ounces of chubby 

baby to love. The midwife and hospital staff released my mom a few hours later and I went home 

to meet my three older brothers. In the first few weeks of my life, my mom and dad noticed I had 

a very full looking tummy. It was distended and tight. I also began spitting up when my mother 

would sit me up after I nursed. This didn’t alarm my parents at first; I was not their first child, I 

was okay in their minds. 

The midwife continued to help my mom with my care until we were able to be seen by our 

family doctor, Sharon Fisher. At about 6 weeks old, my parents took me in for my first well-

child care checkup. This was the first time Dr. Fisher and I met. She began my checkup and 

started to feel my body by running her hands along my back and tummy, going up and down and 

feeling side to side. She then looked up at mom and dad and said “Rob, Lisa….. Something’s 

wrong!” 

Mom, Dad and I arrived a few hours later, back at the ultra sound department at Bartlett 

Memorial Hospital. The same technician who had ultra-sounded my mom six weeks earlier was 

there to meet us, along with the head of Radiology. As they began running the dobbler up and 



down my tummy, there was little talking between them. My mom knew it was serious. While we 

waited in the waiting room in the hospital lobby, a phone rang in the distance. The receptionist 

called my mom over to the phone. It was Dr. Fisher. She announced to my mom that I had 

cancer. “It’s Neuroblastoma, a rare cancer Lisa, you need to go to Seattle immediately” she said. 

My mom could not concentrate; her heart was beating out of her chest from nerves. She was in 

shock when she hung up the phone and told my dad. A word they could hardly pronounce was 

trying to kill their baby. NEUROBLASTMA! 

The next morning, Mom, Dad and I were on the morning flight to Seattle Children’s Hospital. 

Mom packed us for a five day stay, not knowing what was ahead of us. My parents had no idea 

what was in store for their 6 week old baby. We entered the doors of the hospital and there we 

were greeted by a wooden carved Mickey Mouse. My journey had begun at that moment. As my 

parents carried me in their arms, we paved a path to the 6th floor Hem/Onc clinic. There we 

waited and sat among bald headed children fighting for their lives. We were shortly called into 

the clinic offices to check my height and weight and to take blood. This would be my routine 

from here on out. My parents met with some of my new doctors and nurses: Dr. Parks, Fellow 

Dr. Bradfield, and Nurse Kirsten. They began telling my mom and dad how sick I was. My blood 

work came back with stage 4-S Neuroblastma. Stage 4 meant that the cancer had spread 

throughout my body. I had a softball sized tumor attached to my right adrenal gland, my liver 

had cancer all through it, my tummy lymph nodes had cancer, and it had spread to my bone 

marrow. The good news was, that I had the favorable cell that made my survival rate anywhere 

from 50 – 70%. Now, mom and dad had to decide on a protocol. They were offered two options. 

Option one: go with the standard chemotherapy that most patients do or option 2: do an 

experimental protocol with less chemotherapy (as studies were showing that Neuroblastma 

patients may not need as much medicine to stop the cells from growing). Mom and Dad decided 

to go with option 2. 

At 8 weeks old I had my first exploratory surgery. Dr. Ledbeder wanted to look and size my 

tumor and place my Hickman line. My first chemotherapy treatment started days later. I was 

given four different chemotherapy drugs during my first protocol, yes I said first. I ended up 

having a second. Every 21 days, as long as my blood work was good, I had chemotherapy. On 

April 2, 2001, after 7 months of therapy, my softball size tumor had shrunk and it was time to 

have another surgery to remove it and my right adrenal gland. The doctors also had to decide if 

my body was reacting to chemotherapy. After several days in the hospital, my mother was given 

the news that the chemotherapy shrunk the tumor but the cancer cells were still multiplying. 

Round 2! Fighting for my life! A large team of doctors from Seattle Children’s, St. Jude, and a 

hospital in California (about 80 doctors) collaborated together to come up with a game plan for 

my new therapy treatment. It was decided to continue the same chemo medication but bump up 

the Cyclophosphamide and add Topotecan. Topotecan was a small tumor drug that was used for 

ovarian cancer. My mom thinks this drug and prayer saved my life. Prayer? Yes my family 

prays! The entire town rallied around me and my family and all of them were praying! 



My mother told me I had another three rounds of additional chemotherapy. I was very sick, and 

even had to have blood platelets. My mom and Grandma Helen were my main care providers, as 

my dad had to stay in Alaska to work and be with my brothers. Mom, Grandma Helen, my 

brother, Tyler and I moved into the Seattle Ronald McDonald house. I don’t have memories of 

this house but my brother Tyler says it was pretty fun. Mom said that spring in Seattle was 

beautiful and the sun and flowers made her and my grandma feel better about being away from 

their Alaskan homes. We lived in the Ronald McDonald house for 3 months. This was a happy 

and sad time for my mom. She met many families, some from Alaska, and others from the west 

coast. Many families with children fighting cancer lost their battle. This was emotional for my 

mom. She was constantly holding on to hope. After many doctors’ appointments, chemotherapy 

sessions, blood work, and bone marrow aspirations, at the end of May 2001 the doctors said I 

could go home. The chemotherapy worked and the cancer cells had stopped multiplying! 

Every quarter, then to semi-annual visits, I returned to Seattle for routine check-ups in hopes that 

I would not relapse. On May 19, 2003, the doctors declared me in remission! I (Connor) was 

three and cancer free! We immediately flew home and started planning a large party. This is a 

memory I do remember. My parents constructed many tents in the backyard and made it a 

carnival. They arranged a big picnic, had games of chance, face painting, and even a clown that 

made awesome balloon animals for everyone. Mom says over 100 people came to celebrate. 

As my health improved, I to this day, only go to Seattle for annual checkups. I am a participant 

in Seattle Children’s - After Cancer Care Ends, Survivorship Starts (ACCESS) program. This 

childhood cancer survivorship program bridges the future and spans generations of cancer 

patients. With the experimental protocol my parents decided on, along with the chemotherapy I 

received, I was and am still at risk for long term effects and complications from my treatment. I 

am happy to announce that I have met and beat some serious milestones from my treatment. 

Such as hearing loss. I CAN HEAR! I had an increased risk of secondary Leukemia. As of my 

last visit I met this milestone that no longer am at risk for secondary Leukemia. I was at risk for 

heart problems and so far I have had no heart problems. I will continue to have my heart checked 

for the rest of my life. 

All of these chemotherapy drugs and treatments were hard on my one year old body. The risk 

that I was not able to beat was dental abnormalities from my chemotherapy. I had my first tooth 

extraction when I was about 3-4 years of age. The chemo made some of my baby teeth rotten. 

My adult teeth are narrow and thin, causing spaces. I also developed impacted teeth which had to 

be removed. When visiting a local orthodontist, Dr. Brent Tingey, it was determined that I need 

braces to straighten my teeth. I also need help with a pulling up a sideways impacted tooth that is 

in my lower jaw by using brackets. I will also need veneers on my eye teeth. If I am the recipient 

of this award, I will use this money to help with my orthodontic care. 


