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November 12th 2016 was the first time I had ever heard of pancreatitis. I was experiencing some unusual 

abdominal pain and decided to go to the ER. After a few blood tests, the doctor told me that I was 

having an acute pancreatitis attack and my lipase levels were very high. I didn’t understand what was 

going on, and I had expected to be home in time for dinner. Of course that didn’t happen.  

In fact, I was quickly admitted for observation and further testing. A CT scan revealed a mass on my 

pancreas. A biopsy was necessary. Luckily, the results were benign, and I felt I could put this behind me. 

I never thought that hospital stay would be the first of many, or that my life would be turned upside 

down. What I thought would be a short-term set-back, slowly turned into a long-term battle.   

As the weeks and months went by, it was clear that my symptoms were not improving. The pain was still 

present and it began taking its toll. After more testing, the team at Ohio State University diagnosed me 

with Chronic Pancreatitis. I quickly realized the severity of this disease and for the first time in my life, I 

was scared. With the strength from my family, my wife and four children, we never stopped moving 

forward. 

Each step of the way we tried whatever the doctor recommended, from different pain medications to 

nerve blocks, but without relief. Each passing month meant yet another hospital stay. Every “missed 

stick” of the IV or blood draw added to the pain. The smiles began to escape from my lips and I’d cry 

nearly every day. 

I began to wonder if this would be my new normal. My condition continued to worsen which led to 

more hospital stays. Before I knew it, I was no longer able to work. I’d lost nearly 20% of my body weight 

and was a shell of my former, healthy self. I felt like a fractured man. My clothes no longer fit and I could 

see the concern in my family’s eyes. The transformation was hard to accept.  

I continued to research and learn and discussed my options with my GI doctor. He felt that surgery may 

be necessary and referred me to the Ohio State University Transplant Center, where we discussed the 

Total Pancreatectomy with Islet Auto Transplant surgery. They felt I’d be an ideal candidate.  

Over the next several months, I was evaluated by the team and was selected for surgery. This was the 

opportunity I was hoping and praying for, but my excitement quickly turned into anxiety as a rush of 

questions filled my thoughts; When was the best time to do this? Can I wait? What happens if I have 



additional complications? Will I be a diabetic? If I don’t have surgery will my health continue to 

deteriorate? Am I physically strong enough to recover after surgery? Could this disease, in fact, actually 

kill me? 

While I was searching for answers, I discovered The National Pancreas Foundation website. There I 

found a list of local state chapters, which ultimately led me to a local support group. I attended my first 

meeting and what an amazing experience I had, as I listened and learned from the other people there. 

This was a tremendous help. I saw how pancreatitis has affected their lives. I also saw how this surgery 

had helped them.  

I was scheduled for surgery on June 25th and felt very confident that this was my best opportunity to 

regain my life again. I put all my faith In God and the wonderful team of doctors at OSU. After 11 hours 

of surgery, the doctors told my family that everything was successful. However, the doctors were 

amazed at the condition of my pancreas. It was even worse than they thought.  

I slowly recovered and was released. I knew that this was the best decision I had ever made. I had no 

more pancreas pain. With every passing day, I felt better. What I thought was once impossible was now 

a reality. My life was again restored. The surgery was both life-changing and lifesaving. Amazingly, on 

week seven of my recovery, I returned to work - something I hadn’t done for nearly a year. I never 

thought I’d ever feel this good again. 

But I want to also remember how difficult this disease can be. To remember the stories of the struggles 

that our Panky Warriors, as we are called, family face every day. To remember our Panky Warriors who 

have passed away and are resting in peace. To remember our Panky Warriors who help, and stand up 

with the ones who cannot. To remember the Panky Warriors who have lost hope. To remember our 

Panky Warriors whose voices are too frail to hear. To remember our Panky Warriors whose pain is more 

than they can bear. To remember how much further we need to go to find a cure for this debilitating 

disease. 

 


