On May 6, 2001, I got a call in the late afternoon from my dad. Odd, since I had just talked to him earlier that morning, gushing about what a great turnout we had for our cinco de mayo party the night before and probably another 2 times earlier that day just about random “daughterly” questions. 

“Mish, we need to talk to you,” he said in a voice I barely recognized. This voice was serious, not the usual laidback, happy voice of my father. As my mother joined my dad on the line he started, “Mish, your mother and I don’t want you to worry, but we want you to know that I have lymphoma.” 
“What?” I burst out in confusion. “How, why, when – why you, what can I do? ”, all came out in a jumble as I tried my hardest to hold back the tears I knew were overwhelming me. I know what lymphoma is – it’s cancer, the dreaded C word. I’d participated in Team In Training in the past, raising money for The Leukemia & Lymphoma Society and met many survivors, and also many still ill, and heard stories of worse. I knew too much what lymphoma is, and was scared. But I knew I couldn’t cry then, I knew my dad wouldn’t want that. 

As we continued our conversation, discussing Dad’s diagnosis and treatment, I used more strength then I ever knew I had to not completely break down in sobs while on the phone with my Dad. “What can I do?” I continued to ask.  “Just go on with your life, schmooogie” responded my Dad. “Go on with things – work, friends, fun. Just be you.” So being me, I cracked out a joke “Well, at least you don’t have to worry about losing your hair from the chemo, Dad.”  We all laughed, but as we hung up the phone I broke down and sobbed the intense tears that I had been holding back. 

For anyone who’s ever had the pleasure of meeting my dad, there is absolutely no doubt in my mind that you to have been touched by his selfless, caring heart and humor in some way or another. From horribly corny jokes to the infamous napkin tricks, my dad’s humor is beyond memorable, or some might say painful! Sadly, this is one of the major traits he passed on to his daughter -- sorry guys, it is completely genetic! Aside from the constant giggles and hysterical laughing (mostly from me) that my dad evokes, he is also the most generous, most giving, and warmest person I have ever met. His utter and complete selflessness is something that is completely unmatched, and something I admire the most in him.  

Through the many months my dad went thought chemotherapy, he never once complained; merely let us know of the weird things happening to him. He never once asked for sympathy, and continued his daily life the same as always, working out three days a week and continuing his lighthearted humor and his role as my idol. He even chastised himself for taking naps during the day!  As he went through things in Virginia, I often found myself here in San Francisco wanting so hard to drop everything and go to be by his side. But I knew this was the last thing he would want, for life had to go on for his sake and ours. My dad always has put others before himself, and this wasn’t going to be any different. Our lives changing for him, or letting him know really just how much we were concerned for him would just have made it harder on him, for he couldn’t handle the idea that he was inflicting that on us. My dad will never be able to comprehend how many and how much people love him and were trying his/her hardest not to drop everything to be by his side. But just like he had taught us, we were all strong, holding our constant fears and worries inside.

Calling him practically every day, my brother and I chatted with him about everything from the terrible jokes he’d told the nurse that afternoon to which classes we should take or how much we should put in our 401K plan. We forged on, and for Dad, acted as if it was easy to go on with our daily lives. We never showed the constant, heart aching concern that engulfed us every second of every day as he went through this. For me, this was one of the hardest things I have ever done, quite possibly the hardest ever. 

Almost a year to the day after my dad called me, I will be participating in the Wildflower Half-Ironman Triathlon as part of the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society’s Team in Training program to raise $2800 for the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society. . I’ll be swimming 1.2 miles, biking 56 miles and running 13 miles, to help fund the research and medical advancements in treating blood cancer diseases, which plagues not only my dad and many others I know and love. Luckily, my dad’s lymphoma was deemed in remission, and at his recent three month check-up, he was cancer-free. Most of the honorees I have met through Team In Training are just like my dad – mothers, fathers and children – and this horrible disease has plagued them all. Please help me in raising money to help in finding a cure for blood cancers, and in honoring my dad!

I’ll keep you updated on my progress, and look forward to hearing from you! 

