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United to Prevent
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Supporting those who have fought, or are fighting,  
the good fight against cancer.

Educating people on how to live an anti-cancer  
lifestyle by eating real food and doing some movement.
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“Plenty of life to live” - Bob Shackelford story

SUBMITTED BY BOB SHACKELFORD

In 2004, at age 42, I was diagnosed with Stage 4 non-Hodgkin’s 
Lymphoma, blood cancer. I want to tell my survival story and remind, 
especially men like myself, 
to pay attention to pain 
and other messages their 
bodies send. Seventeen 
years ago, I developed a 
pain along my rib cage 
that radiated into my back. 
I thought I had pulled a 
muscle or injured my back 
playing golf is a passion of 
mine. “I thought it was a 
golfing injury and ignored 
it, for two to three months,” 
I sheepishly kept. I was 
urged often by my wife, 
Tanya, and daughters Sarah 
and Lauren to see a doctor, 
but I dismissed the need.

Then my right wrist and 
hand went limp, and the 
pain grew so severe I had 
to prop my hand up to 
shake hands with another 
person. Three days I visited the local emergency room. It took about two 
minutes for them to admit me, and not much longer afterward to tell me 
that I had cancer and they needed to run additional tests to determine 
what kind. My life spun out of control. I had chemotherapy, then a stem-
cell bone-marrow transplant that required 30 days of hospitalization and 
isolation. When it was over, I was determined that I would use the rest of 
my life to bring attention to early detection and finding a cure. I have been 
in remission 17 years. I still work and play golf regularly. At only 58 I’ve 
got plenty of life to live left, and I want to help honor other survivors in our 
community as well.

“Cancer has no power over me”- Lyndon Zaitz story

SUBMITTED BY LYNDON ZAITZ

Thankfully, in many cases these days, a cancer diagnosis is not the 
death sentence it was in decades past. Achievements in early screening, 
medications and procedures have saved thousands of lives, and I am one 
of those. Not once but twice.

I was diagnosed with Burkitt lymphoma in 2004. Burkitt is a cancer 
of the lymphatic system and makes up about two percent of blood cell 
cancers. My doctors told me years after my first visit they thought I was a 
goner—I looked that bad.

Strangely I never had a “Why me?” moment. I put myself in the hands of 
the experts. I was hospitalized for two weeks which was followed up with 

monthly hospitalizations of four or five days each. People can say what 
they will about the medical industry but I had nothing but quality, caring 
care from every person from doctors to nurses, technicians to orderlies. I 
am lucky that I was never prescribed radiation, it was chemotherapy only 
for me. Yes, my hair fell out but I had a lovely hat that made me the best 
dressed patient at the oncology clinic.

The day that Dr. Tiffany told me I needed to undergo a bone marrow 
biopsy, I was nonchalant—what could be the worse that could happen? 
Boy, did I find out. My three bone marrow biopsies remain the worst 
and most painful of my cancer journey. A horrible experience but very 
necessary. After nine months of monthly visits to Salem Hospital, my 
cancer was in remission. Dr. Tiffany had one more trick up her sleeve, a 
bone marrow transplant. At the beginning of summer 2015 I arrived at 
Legacy Emmanuel Hospital in northwest Portland to have my own bone 
marrow harvested. What usually takes one procedure took four days 
for me. I checked into the Portland hospital and began the intensive 
chemotherapy routine that would pretty much kill off my immune system. 
This was the only part of my initial cancer care that resulted in the nausea 
that many people talk about. I was in the Portland hospital room for what 
ended up being five weeks. Oh, the joy I felt when my doctors said I was 
to be discharged the next day.

My mantra during 
my journey was 
“Cancer has no 
power over me.” 
Attitude is absolutely 
everything. If 
one lets a cancer 
diagnosis take over 
their life, they are 
letting cancer win. 
I was cancer free 
for about fifteen 
years. In late 2019 I 
received a diagnosis 
of prostate cancer. “Here we go again,” I thought to myself. My urologist, 
Dr. Jaffer Bashey of Willamette Urology, P.C., was another in long list of 
caring and straight-forward providers. My choice was clear: chemotherapy 
and radiation or removal of my prostate. It was an easy decision—I 
wasn’t really using my prostate so I told Dr. Bashey, “Let’s take it out.” My 
recovery was swift. I have not seen an oncologist about my lymphoma for 
years but I see Dr. Bashey several times a year for follow ups.

I have endured one rare cancer and one that millions of men contract. 
It seemed everyone knew I was in the hospital for cancer in 2004; I was 
flooded with the support and love of family, friends and the community. My 
prostate cancer journey was not as well known, I had it taken care of and 
moved on. My life is no different now than it was before my two cancer 
journeys. A positive attitude coupled with the advances in cancer care 
saw me through. Cancer does not have to be death sentence, it certainly 
proves that annual physicals are key to heading cancer off at the pass. If I 
can do it, anyone can.
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“Living With Leukemia” – Tim Sohn story

BY TIM SOHN FROM SHOHOLA, PA

I am only 43 years old and married to my amazing wife Joy, and we have two beautiful children – Megan, 
10, and Katelyn, 7. One day when I was in my 20s, I noticed I had several purple blotches on my legs. I went to 
my primary care doctor. He took blood work and looked me over. I was driving out of the parking lot, when the 
doctor’s office called me on my cell phone and told me I needed to go to the hospital immediately. They didn’t 
tell me too much at that point except they believed I had some form of leukemia. Needless to say, that two-hour 
drive to Westchester Medical Center seemed like forever, with so many thoughts in my head. Not knowing what 
to expect. Would death be knocking on my door? Would it be something manageable? How would this affect my 
future?

I was admitted to the hospital, and I was diagnosed with chronic myeloid leukemia, a form of blood cancer, 
in 2006. In December I’ll celebrate living with CML for 15 years. It’s hard to believe it has been that long. The 
doctors and nurses at Westchester Medical Center were amazing. I only had to stay in the hospital less than 
a week. Thank you to Dr. Delong Liu, who continues to be my oncologist to this day. The two-hour drive is well 
worth it. Previously, I never had any other significant health challenges, so this diagnosis was totally unexpected.

I was prescribed oral chemo medication called Gleevec (I now take Sprycel – sometimes one of the medications 
become immune to your body over time). Thank goodness there are a number of options out there for oral chemo 
medication for CML. I take one dose of Sprycel daily at 100 mg, and I been blessed to not suffer from any side 
effects. The medication is extremely expensive. I believe it costs over $10,000 a month for the medication without 
any insurance or assistance. I am blessed to have insurance that covers the cost of the medication

Follow up story from GoTeamJennifer (Q. 4 2020) - ”Becoming part of the 3%”

SUBMITTED BY KARLA HICKS

In most situations, the word “Anniversary” invokes wishes of celebration. July 23, 2020 marked the one of the three worst days of my life. As I look back 
on this day one year ago, much comes to mind. A Cancer diagnosis and treatment during a global pandemic is isolating. I do not wish that isolation on 
anyone. I remember how devastated I felt calling Bre Miller, president of the Corvallis Knights, to give her the news; no tears fell until I heard her voice. I 
spent the following 24 hours resigning from all of my boards and volunteer obligations. For many, I remained vague while others I choked back tears as I 
shared the news and prognosis. How does one shift from giving of themselves fully and often, to what felt like a selfish existence? Sometimes things just 
happen and all you can do is get up each morning and keep moving forward. It is what we do… We have to!

In the following days, weeks, and months, my “Courage Crew” grew beyond my Corvallis Knights Baseball family. I reconnected with those from my 
past, the Kicking-Cancer organization, and my entire community rallied to my side.

What exactly have the last 365 days entailed?

•  4 Hospitals 7 radiation appointments
•  35 trips to Portland
•  9 trips to Salem
•  5 Tumors
•  3 types of Cancer
•  3 surgeries
•  14 weeks of chemotherapy
•  3 drainage tubes

•  16 stitches
•  26 different prescription medications
•  6 CT Scans
•  2 MRIs
•  2 PET Scans
•  3 Hearing Aids
•   AND 1 Drive-By Parade on Dec 15, 2020 from 

the Corvallis Knights and Kicking-Cancer.

Most importantly, 365 mornings to wake and learn to breathe again.  
I have so much to celebrate and much work left to do to become part of the 3%. This number was so 
insignificant until one year ago today, yet a number that drives me every day now.

Quarterly thought 
“Trust God more and let go sooner”

BY BARON ROBISON

This suggestion was given to me by a very good friend months 
ago as the Kicking-Cancer organization was just forming. So many 
things have happened over the past 3 years. Things that at the time 
I knew did not make sense, but as the events began to play out I 
was amazed at the direction God was leading me. This newsletter is 
a great example.

As this newsletter was being pulled together these three stories 
came to me individually and at totally different times. As I began 
organizing the actual newsletter in September, I found one very 
interesting common theme, BLOOD cancer. Interestingly enough, 

September is blood cancer awareness month and now I had three 
different stories from three men who were in three different states, 
at about the same time, when they found out they had a version of 
blood cancer.

Bob was in Arizona in 2004 when he found out he had Stage 4 
non-Hodgkin’s Lymphoma.

Lyndon was in Oregon in 2004 when he found out he had Burkitt 
lymphoma, a cancer of the lymphatic system, which makes up 
about two percent of blood cell cancers

Tim was in Pennsylvania in 2006 when he was diagnosed with 
chronic myeloid leukemia.

I encourage you to listen as your life is being lead, or as Jennifer 
says so well, figure out what (or who) it is that “drives you every day.”


