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     What was supposed to be a treatable case of back pain for 15-year-old Johnny Sorenson, a

Wildwood Catholic High School student and Dennisville, NJ resident, became a desperate battle 

for his life.

       The doctors at Burdette Tomlin Memorial Hospital in Cape May County gave a bleak 

prognosis to his worried mother, Barb Sorenson, after they took an X-ray of her son’s back: 

seven months to live.  

     Patti Candiotti, now a 19 year-old sophomore at Delaware County Community College and 

waitress at Chili’s restaurant in Wayne, Pa, remembers how she felt upon hearing the 

dreadful news of her best friend’s condition.  She had just strolled home from serving ice 

cream and pretzels at Sorenson’s family-owned parlor on Wildwood’s boardwalk that fateful 

summer day.  

     “I got really upset because when he was first diagnosed he wasn’t feeling sick,” she said.

He was so active and happy you would never expect it.” 

But as her best friend’s health rapidly deteriorated over the next two years, Candiotti soon came 

to believe that his disease was terminal.

      Once it was determined cancer had invaded Sorenson’s stomach and kidneys, he was rushed 

to Children’s Hospital for unsuccessful emergency chemotherapy and shunt surgery.  Colon 

cancer eventually claimed Sorenson’s life at just 17 years.

     Doctors say that the likelihood of diagnosis of colorectal cancer, which includes colon cancer, 

quickly rises with age. Statistics show that this cancer attacks 20,000 less people than four years 

ago and has a 14 percent lower mortality rate than during that same time period, possibly due to 

earlier detection and better treatment.   Recently they have discovered an increase in colorectal 

cancer in the young, attributed to factors of poor nutrition, genes, and bowel infection prior to 

diagnosis. 

     To Candiotti, it seemed only yesterday that Johnny was swaying with her to the music at her 

sophomore dance and sophomore formal with a full head of hair despite intense chemo.

      Then the unthinkable happened.  

     Candiotti did not realize she missed the last opportunity to see her close friend before he died.  

Her parents never told her of his death at 9:30 a.m. the night she attended a Friday night mixer at 

St. Joe’s Prep in Philadelphia with her friend Megan. 

     “I still don’t forgive my parents for it,” Candiotti explained, “ because they waited until the 

night to tell me.”   

     However, memories of her friend still comfort her.  “When I had a night off from the

shop where I worked, we would hang out in the back room and we would watch TV, go to the 

boardwalk, go shopping, or go to the beach,” Candiotti said.   “He was into cars and boats. He 

had his own boat named ‘Money.’  He would love to fish.”  

     Candiotti now gives advice to others grieving the loss of a loved one.  “With something that 

traumatic, it takes time, but you realize it’s better this way. You can’t be selfish.”

