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I have never witnessed a man fight for life the way I watched Mike Cady battle during the last 

six months of his life, which ended last week at the age of 68. 

When Mike, a judge in Frederick County's Orphans' Court, learned he had a melanoma-related 

cancer that was ravaging his body, he was told it was likely a terminal condition that would 

limit him to only a few months of life. 

If he raged, he kept silent. If he despaired, few saw it. He acknowledged the excruciating pain 

that never subsided, but never asked anyone to feel sorry for him. Men of dignity do not suc-

cumb to, nor have the time, to travel the unfettered road of self-pity. 

Mike Cady loved his wife, his family, his work and his friends. Shakespeare wrote, "One must 

love that well, which thou must leave ere long." Mike Cady loved. And those Mike loved, loved 

him. And I believe he knew that. 

Henry David Thoreau wrote on the death of a friend that "We should consider that the fates 

have devolved on us the task of a double living, that we fulfill the promise of our friend's life 

also, in our own, to the world." 

I knew Mike Cady for only two years. We met over coffee most weekday mornings with a 

group of men at a local institution known as the Frederick Coffee Club. The group includes pro-

fessionals, politicians, businessmen, journalists, theologians, educators and representatives of 

other endeavors. 

Mike loved the group, and Darlene, his wife, knew that. She knew that so well that on the 

morning Mike passed away, Darlene, Mike's son and his new daughter-in-law, came to the Cof-

fee Club to inform us of his death. She knew we wanted to know that the end had come and she 

knew it was the right place to find the support and the strength she needed to accept what she 

had known for months was inevitable. Darlene sat with us and drank coffee from the cup with 

Mike's name on it that was kept on a rack beneath the cashier's counter. 

Mike and I disagreed politically, but in truth, about nothing that truly mattered. Our differences 

paled next to our agreement on values that do matter -- love of family, country and an unyield-

ing conviction that dogs are vastly superior to cats. 



World War II war correspondent Ernie Pyle wrote in a dispatch from Italy in 1944, "You feel 

small in the company of dead men." I understand that now. It is impossible to observe the im-

minence of death and not be awed by it. 

In Thornton Wilder's theatrical masterpiece, "Our Town," the narrator instructs the audience, 

"You've got to love life to have life, and you've got to have life to love life." Mike Cady loved 

life. And he lived that love every day. 

Mike Cady's passing was significant to me in another way. He is, as best I can remember, the 

first friend in my life to die. In death, what I witnessed in Mike's final months was a man who 

sought to appreciate those around him perhaps a bit more than he had before. I don't find sad-

ness in that. 

Toward the end of "Our Town," the narrator says, "We all know that something is eternal. And 

it ain't houses and it ain't names, and it ain't earth, and it ain't even the stars ... everybody knows 

in their bones that something is eternal, and that something has to do with human beings. All 

the greatest people who ever lived have been telling us that for 5,000 years and yet you'd be 

surprised how people are always losing hold of it. There's something way down deep that's eter-

nal about every human being." 

Enjoy eternity, Mike. 
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