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Excerpts From Chapter 17  of“As Long As We Have Memories…”  

Ghost Written for Janice Grote and LifeBooks UK by Ken Lynch 

When Mila was around two years old, Barry began to worry about not feeling well and 

was not sure if he should see a doctor in the Chicago area or here in Denver. I strongly 

suggested that he see someone here in Denver and he agreed it would make more 

sense. Since he was mainly concerned about a part of his nose that was hurting, we 

went to see an ears, nose, and throat specialist who was highly recommended. After a 

few visits, the doctor wanted to schedule surgery, which now I wish we had questioned 

at the time. The surgery basically focused on the salivary gland. The biopsy was sent to 

a lab, but the report was not definitive. The possibility was a diagnosis of salivary gland 

cancer.   

With the help of our daughter Cheri, we discovered a doctor in Seattle who specialized 

in salivary gland cancer and was doing some innovative treatments. We ended up flying 

to Seattle and met with the doctor who, after a thorough examination, and looking at the 

lab results, was not sure about the diagnosis. When we returned to Denver, we went on 

a whirlwind round of getting more opinions and one of the doctors wanted to do another 

surgery. However, no one was addressing the nose issue. We were not comfortable 

with another surgery and contacted the MD Anderson Cancer Clinic in Houston where 

Barry was accepted as part of a study.  

Once again, I like to call it “divine intervention” when our wonderful Houston family had 

organized our family reunion on Galveston Island for the exact week that we were 
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scheduled to meet with doctors at the cancer clinic not knowing we would be dealing 

with cancer. It was like having a cloud over our lives for the reunion, but also comforting 

to be with our loving family. Jeanette and Conrad did a phenomenal job of organizing 

our get-together. They arranged for delicious food and room accommodations for 

everyone, which can be a real challenge. 

Barry and I drove to Houston each day for the initial appointments with the specialists. 

Since we had to be there by 8 am, it was during rush hour, so it took us about an hour, 

but we were anxious to hear what the doctors had to share. At the end of the day, it was 

nice to return to the reunion for support and encouragement.  

The recommendation was to begin six weeks of chemotherapy to see if that was 

effective in treating his cancer. At first, it seemed to be helping, but really nothing 

changed. By this time, we were meeting with several different doctors and it was 

decided after numerous consultations that surgery was needed again. Surgery was 

scheduled for December 1st, 2014. I gave Barry a hug at 6 a.m. and did not see him 

until 2 a.m. the next morning.   

The first hours of the morning were spent in preparing him for the surgery. I’m not sure 

of the exact time that the surgery began, but I know for sure that it was the longest day 

ever. I appreciated that the hospital did an effective job of keeping me updated 

approximately every two hours. The surgery itself took about 14 hours. Unfortunately, 

by this time, the cancer had spread, and the doctors were concerned that it could have 

spread to Barry’s brain. The 12 surgeons in the operating room all agreed that his entire 

eye and half of his face would have to be removed. The main surgeon in charge shared 
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this devasting report when he met with me while Barry was in recovery. He told me I 

would be able to see him after he left. I was stunned and totally speechless when he 

gave me the full report of what had been done. After he had left I sat in that empty 

waiting room in a daze and couldn’t even think of seeing Barry.  

It was 2 a.m. and, out of the blue, an angel who happened to see me crying, sat down 

beside me. This young man, a total stranger listened while I sobbed, sharing what I had 

just heard. He then told me that he had just gone through a similar situation with a 

family member. I told him I was afraid to see Barry after what the doctor had prepared 

me for. He strongly encouraged me to see Barry since he assured me that he would be 

heavily sedated and wouldn’t know I was in the room. He advised me to cry my heart 

out and get the first visit over with as soon as possible without Barry hearing my 

reaction. This was the best advice I have ever been given and there is no doubt in my 

mind that our unexpected encounter had to be divine intervention. I thanked him several 

times without ever knowing his name, however, he did share that he worked for 

Southwest Airlines!    

It turned out that Barry was totally out for almost three days, so I had a lot of time to try 

to adjust emotionally. I was so terribly worried about how he would react. When he 

finally came to, he was devastated, which was to be expected. Fortunately, the head 

surgeon took a great deal of time with him during post-surgery. With his daily 

encouragement and support, Barry seemed to bounce back, remaining determined to 

beat the cancer. Several of his doctors confirmed that after completion of intense 

physical therapy, he would eventually be able to drive and continue with his love of 

fishing and hunting. 
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I was in constant touch with my girls by text throughout the procedure and they 

volunteered to come to Houston. I assured them that, before his surgery, Barry and I 

had discussed their offer of help and we had decided it was not necessary to ask them 

to uproot themselves to be with us during surgery and treatment. There was nothing 

they could do, and they were also busy working and taking care of our granddaughters. 

Looking back, I realize what an incredibly difficult time this must have been for them. In 

some ways, it must have been harder to be far away 

Later, many people said they were sorry they had been unable to visit Barry after his 

surgery and in the early stages of treatment, but he had preferred it that way. His 

personal choice was to have only me and the doctors present, which I understood. Now, 

when other people are going through cancer treatment, I am aware that often patients 

prefer no visitors or very few. 

Approximately six weeks after surgery, Barry began intensive physical therapy during 

which time he thrived and bonded with his therapist. They laughed and joked together 

and even made light of the fact that he had lost an eye and part of his face. The 

therapist started calling him “the general”, since he looked like someone who had 

survived a war. He was in good spirits and worked hard. We were hopeful that he could 

beat the odds of the cancer coming back. 

 


