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      This reporter interviewed Patti Candiotti, a 19-year-old DCCC sophomore and now a 

waitress at Chili’s restaurant in Wayne, about losing her best friend, Johnny Sorenson, to colon 

cancer.

Kevin Hewston: How would you describe your friend’s personality?

Patti Candiotti: He was happy, affectionate, always busy and never at home.  

Hewston: Where did you live in relation to your friend?

Candiotti: I live in Broomall, and he lived in Dennisville, NJ. His parents were my 

bosses [at a Wildwood boardwalk ice cream parlor]. Our families became very good friends. We 

would be together in summer, and in winter they would visit us.

Hewston: Do you still keep in touch with them?

Candiotti: Yes, we’re still very good friends. His parents and my parents are best friends, and 

I’m still very good friends with his sister.

Hewston:  What were the circumstances of his death?
Candiotti: When he was fourteen, he was diagnosed with colon cancer. He was the 53rd child 

in the world under 18 to be diagnosed with it.

Hewston: Was he taken to the hospital?

Candiotti: One hospital down the shore in Wildwood, Berdette Tomlin, didn’t diagnose him, 

but because he had pain in his side, they took him to the hospital, and we had to go back because 

he was in pain. They took an X-ray; the cancer had spread to his liver and stomach. He died at  

Children’s Hospital. They had to bring him here because he was sick. They put a shunt 

somewhere, thinking it was going to help, but it didn’t do anything. That was the only place 

willing to do the surgery, and he had chemo here, too.  

Hewston: Where did you last see him?

Candiotti: I saw him two days before he died, and they knew he was to die within weeks. 

 We hadn’t talked in 1 ½ weeks, and I went in, and he opened his eyes and said,  ‘Hey.’ I was 

there for five minutes and got upset and had to leave. I told my parents when they were going the 

next night to see him that I couldn’t go. I went on a Wednesday night, and they were going on a  

on a Thursday night. I couldn’t go Friday night because there was a dance I wanted to go to, and  

I had my mom tell Johnny I would see him Saturday, and he ended up dying Friday night.  I said, 

‘If anything happens, call me at school and let me know.’ It was Friday night at a softball game, 

and I remember I said, ‘Dad, what’s wrong?’ And he said, ‘Nothing.’ I thought, ‘Bad day at 

work.’ I got in my car—it was 5:30 p.m.—and my friend Megan was in the backseat and we

were going to go to where St. Joe’s Prep [was] having a mixer.  When my mom told me he 

died I asked, ‘What time?’ She said, ‘9:30 in the morning,’ and I do not forgive my parents 

…because they waited until the night to tell me.

Hewston: How has that affected your relationship with them?

Candiotti: Two weeks after, I didn’t talk because I was frustrated, but with time you get 

over those things. I’m upset, but I wouldn’t bring it up.

Hewston: Where was the funeral service?

Candiotti: Down the shore, at St. Anne’s in Wildwood.

Hewston: Could you bring yourself to go?

Candiotti: Yeah. My whole family and every kid from his class went.

Hewston: Where was your friend interred? 

Candiotti: Down the shore in Wildwood.  I haven’t gone since his death. 

Hewston: Who are his surviving family members?

Candiotti: He had a sister named Jen--she is 22 or 23-- his mom and his dad.

Hewston: How long had you known each other before he died?

Candiotti: Two years. I met him two months after he was diagnosed. 

Hewston:  How long has it been? 

Candiotti: It’ll be three years on March 21.

Hewston: Did you make college plans or plan to go to each other’s proms?

Candiotti: He went to my sophomore dance in the fall and my sophomore formal. He was 

diagnosed a week before my formal, had chemo, and his mom said he might not have hair.  

I said, ‘It’s not a big deal,’ but he never lost his hair. We didn’t make college plans. He 

knew he wasn’t going to make it. I think we talked about graduation, but I think we still knew.

Hewston: How have you coped since then?

Candiotti: I had therapy because I got depressed. I cried every day. With something that 

traumatic, it takes time, but you realize it’s better this way. You can’t be selfish.
Hewston:  What activities did you and Johnny like to do?

Candiotti: The shop that I worked at had a back room, and we would watch television, go to the 

boardwalk, go shopping, or go to the beach.

Hewston: How do you remember him?

Candiotti: He was into cars and boats. He had his own boat named “Money.” He would 

love to fish, and he loved the beach.  

