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After Mom passed away Barry and I began talking about moving to Denver.  I think I 

was definitely more convinced that it was the right thing for us.  He let me know that he 

wasn’t ready to move, which was not a surprise since he didn’t respond well to any kind 

of change. 

I told him that we needed to think about it, and I would go to check out the possibilities 

as far as temporary living accommodations and then we could still keep our home in 

Crystal Lake. 

Chaille and I looked at apartments in Denver and she found the perfect place at the 

Town Center close to the United Airlines training center. I signed a lease but didn't tell 

Barry until I thought he could handle it!  This was another marriage survival technique. 

He was buying ‘bonus points’ so that I would not object to his hunting and fishing trips to 

South Dakota. It is our little banking system, a kind of barter system. You build up your 

bonus points and cash them in when you need to. 

It was no surprise when he agreed to the move!  We both ended up loving Denver since 

it was kind of like being newly married since we lived in a lovely new two-bedroom 

apartment, which meant no yard work or home maintenance.  It was not long before 

Barry announced that he needed to go back and make some repairs on our town home 

so we could sell it.   I insisted that we hire someone to take care of it, but he wasn’t 

convinced. 

Fortunately, our discussion was put on hold so we could be at the hospital for the birth 

of our birth of our granddaughter, Mila.  It was so exciting to be there!   We immediately 
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knew we wanted to be involved in her life and ended up taking care of her for the first 

two and a half years of her life in that little apartment in Denver while we still had our 

home in Crystal Lake. Those were such happy days watching our new little 

granddaughter grow. We took her for walks every day and spent a great deal of time at 

the city library, which was just a few blocks from our apartment. Since we lived in the 

town center, there were restaurants within walking distance and one of our favorites 

was Casey’s. We got to know the manager and many of the employees since we were 

there so frequently.  Barry especially enjoyed visiting with Jack, his favorite bartender.  

After Barry passed away I couldn’t bring myself to go back for a long time, but finally 

went their with friends and when Jack heard about his passing he refused to let us pay 

for our drinks and dinner and had a hard time looking at me without tears.  There are so 

many kind people in this world! 

When Mila was around 2 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 worried about a part of his nose that was hurting, we went to see a 

ears, nose, and throat specialist who was highly recommended. After a few visits the 

doctor wanted to schedule surgery, which now I wish we would have 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 
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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 

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 put in a lot of work and did a 

phenomenal job of serving delicious food and arranging nice room accommodations, 

which can be a challenge.  Barry and I drove to Houston each day for the initial 

appointments with the specialists.  Since we had to be there by 8:00 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. I gave Barry a 

hug at 6 am and did not see him until 2 am the next morning.  It was the longest day 

ever, however the hospital did a nice job of keeping me updated approximately every 2 
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hours.  The actual surgery took about 14 hours.  Unfortunately, by this time, the cancer 

had spread and the doctors were concerned that it could 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 doctor met with me while Barry was in recovery.  I was 

stunned when he gave me the full report.  I was speechless after he left and just terribly 

worried about how Barry would react.  

Barry was devastated but seemed to bounce back, remaining determined to beat the 

cancer. His doctors confirmed that he would eventually be able drive and continue with 

his love of fishing and hunting, after completion of intense physical therapy. 

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

volunteered constantly to come to Houston.  I assured them that Barry and I had 

discussed their offer to help before his surgery and we 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 had to be 

for them.   

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 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 

very few visitors. 
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Approximately six weeks after surgery, Barry began intensive physical therapy during 

which 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. 

Since Cheri and Richard lived in Dallas at the time, we spent breaks there and decided 

to visit for Christmas, which was a few weeks after the surgery and the first chemo and 

radiation treatments. Chaille and Craig flew in from Seattle with little Mila so we could 

be together. Besides the changes to his face caused by surgery, Barry’s skin was so 

sensitive he could not shave. He was worried that our granddaughters would be 

frightened by his appearance, but when we went to the door to greet them, Mila said, 

“Mommy, why does Poppa have all those whiskers on his face?” She said nothing about 

his eye! We all laughed together and that started our Christmas. Later, she climbed in 

bed with us and snuggled with Barry. They looked so happy and I thought, ‘Life is good. 

We are going to make it.’ 

The doctors recommended that Barry receive radiation and chemotherapy for a few 

weeks to make sure the cancer did not return. During this time, the doctors were 

concerned about his weight loss since he was having difficulty swallowing, so he agreed 

to having a feeding tube—a huge undertaking that also required detailed maintenance 

and care. Even with this setback, we remained hopeful. He still had his sense of humor, 

so one day I told him I was also thinking about getting a feeding tube so there would no 
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longer be any need to cook! Knowing how I enjoyed a glass of wine, he commented that 

perhaps he could pour a little wine in mine. We had a good laugh over that. 

There were so many other examples of how Barry’s sense of humor kept up our spirits 

and we always tried to avoid self-pity. We spent so much time at MD Anderson, we 

were fortunate to stay at the hotel across the street from the medical center. We often 

held hands and walked along the pedestrian overpass between the hospital and hotel to 

help Barry build his strength. One day, he looked down from the walkway and said, 

“Jan, look down there. Do you see those garbage cans?”   

I thought, ‘Why is he talking about garbage cans?’   

He said, “Do you think we should go down there and see if we can find my eyeball? 

Maybe we could sell it and become rich.” 

On another day, as we sat outdoors enjoying the weather, he asked me if I had any 

poster paper. When I asked why, he said, “It would be fun to make a real big poster that 

says, ‘Don’t come here. Look what they did to me!’” 

Barry even pranked the medical team that was concerned about his weight loss. They 

tracked his weight very closely. Just for fun, Barry would occasionally slip a water bottle 

into his pocket or be sure his pockets were full of change so that he would weigh more, 

much to the surprise of the staff. 

He became known for his sense of humor, which was a wonderful stress reliever for 

everyone. A favorite inside joke would play out when a nurse appeared in the waiting 

room to call in the next patient. Usually everyone was sitting quietly, absorbed in their 
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own thoughts. Many people would be reading books. She would call, “Mr. Maker?” 

People then looked at each other wondering, “Who is Mr. Maker?’ Then she would say, 

“Mr. Maker? Mr. Trouble Maker.” Barry would raise his hand and say, “Me?” Everyone 

laughed and for a few moments, the tension was broken. 

Of course, in a cancer center there are many families, including children. Barry 

continued to be concerned that children were frightened by his appearance and he 

asked me how he should handle it. I said, “I think you would feel better, as well as the 

children if you just smile and reach out to them and offer a handshake.” That changed 

everything!   Barry felt better and the children seemed to respond in a positive way, 

feeling assured that he was okay since he appeared to be happy. 

Sadly, in early April, it was discovered that the cancer had spread to the other side of 

his face and the doctors recommended another round of chemotherapy. The Monday 

morning of that same week, I received the call that my stepfather had passed away. 

Two days later, we learned that my sister-in-law Connie, the wife of Barry’s middle 

brother, had died suddenly. This was a shock. She was preparing for hip replacement 

surgery and, though I am not certain what happened, I believe she developed a blood 

clot. Then, that same week on Friday, my brother-in-law in Houston called to say that 

my youngest sister had been diagnosed with stage four ovarian cancer. All this in one 

week! I don’t know how we managed to carry on. We were just numb.  

Despite it all, our summer reunion was still on. Chaille had taken charge and that year 

had planned to have a beautiful event in Breckenridge, not knowing that her father 

would become very ill and so much additional misfortune would occur in the family. The 
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whole family had already planned to come, and many had planned their vacation time 

around it. Barry and I were in Dallas and, unfortunately, Barry could not travel. I felt 

terrible having to tell Chaille that I felt I couldn’t leave him. Cheri and Richard and their 

kids were in Dallas, too, of course, and they also felt they couldn’t go. My sister had 

started chemotherapy in Houston, so her family could not attend. In the end, it was 

Barry who insisted that I should go. Cheri agreed, telling me I needed a break. She said, 

“I will take care of Dad. Richard's here to help and we have a doctor in Dallas who is 

already treating Dad. He is in good hands.” Eventually, I agreed. 

 


