Chapter 1: My Story
Introduction
Before this journey began, life felt predictable, comfortable, and steady. I wasn't extraordinary, just a regular person who found joy in simple things. Family dinners, weekend hikes, working out at the gym, and table tennis at the local club, and quiet evenings reading about philosophy and science filled my days with satisfaction and peace. I was grateful for good health and a happy family. As a Silicon Valley startup entrepreneur, I enjoyed technology and building companies with great products.
I never imagined that an ordinary afternoon at the gym would soon split my life into two parts: before and after.
This simple divide—before and after—is how I’ve come to think of my journey. Not in terms of loss, but in terms of awareness. Life before cancer was lived with a certain momentum, a rhythm built on confidence and consistency. Life after cancer? It was an awakening. An invitation to slow down, look deeper, and live more intentionally.
And the truth is, even in the face of a diagnosis like mine, I never had a breakdown. Not even once. I didn’t collapse under fear or despair. I didn't ask, “Why me?” I’ve always had a spiritual grounding, a naturally optimistic mindset, and a firm belief in the power of resilience. I don’t let negative thoughts take root—and that made all the difference.
Some people might find that hard to believe. But if you’ve lived as an entrepreneur or someone who takes risks, you’ll understand. I’ve faced unknowns before. I’ve navigated storms. I’ve always come out the other side stronger each time. So when cancer came knocking on my door, I looked it in the eye and said, “Let’s go.”
I knew this journey would test me. I also knew that I would be okay, no matter what the outcome. That deep-seated confidence and an optimistic attitude were my armor. It has served me well all my life and has given me space to respond with clarity instead of fear.

When Things Felt 'Off'
It was May 2019—a bright, uneventful day. I wrapped up work at the office and headed to the gym like I usually did. Table tennis was more than a hobby—it was a form of exercise with relaxation for me. The back-and-forth rhythm, the sharp focus, the joy of movement, it gave me clarity and presence.
But that day, something was off. My timing was weird. I missed easy shots. My balance felt strange, and I couldn’t quite get into the usual flow. I told myself it was just one of those days – low energy, not focusing on the game. Perhaps my vision is getting blurry because of aging. But a small voice in the back of my mind said otherwise.
Over the next few days, other strange things happened. I started walking unevenly. My vision would blur unexpectedly. I had difficulty focusing reading the screen in front of me. I I would miss reading a few characters on the left side of the screen. Once, while walking through my home, I veered slightly to the left without realizing it.  I started running into objects that were very far on the left side. Then one night. This is not uncommon, but when it started frequently, my wife also noticed it. 
These weren’t just random slip-ups. Something deeper was going on.
Still, I didn’t panic. I’m not the panicking type. My first instinct was to investigate, not react. I decided to book an appointment with my optometrist thinking that my vision is getting worse and perhaps I needed a new pair of glasses. 

Seeking Answers
The Optometrist ran several tests, examined my vision thoroughly, and told me everything seemed normal. There was nothing wrong with the physical eye. She suggested that I see an Ophthalmologist, an eye doctor.
After running several tests, the Ophthalmologist couldn’t find anything wrong with the physical structure of the eye. She suggested that I see an Ophthalmologist who specializes in neurological disorders. But something in her tone suggested she wasn’t satisfied with that. She handed me a referral to a neurologist “just to rule out something more serious.”
That phrase—“just to rule out”—stuck with me. It was meant to be reassuring, but it had the opposite effect. Neurological issues were out of my comfort zone. This wasn’t like managing a project or solving a business challenge. This was my brain. My identity. My life.
I made the appointment.
The neurologist listened carefully, took notes, and ordered a brain MRI scan. I went in a few days later, lay down on the table, and listened to the loud rhythmic clicks of the scanner overhead. I didn’t feel scared—just focused. I wanted answers.
And I was about to get them.

The Moment of Truth
The next day, after the MRI scan results were made available to my personal doctor. She called me and asked me to come to her office to discuss the MRI findings. 
I sat in my doctor's office, waiting. She pulled up the scan results on her screen and turned toward me, her face serious but gentle. My physician is a soft-spoken, young woman. It was probably the first time she had delivered a terminal cancer diagnosis to anyone. So I can only imagine how tense she must have been.
Finally, she turned toward us and delivered the news. “We’ve found a mass in your brain,” she said slowly. “It appears to be a brain tumor.” It’s called Glioblastoma.”
I didn’t flinch. I had no immediate reaction. I just listened. Perhaps because I didn’t know what it meant. I had never heard of the term Glioblastoma or GBM before in my life. The only thing I could immediately realize is that cancer is not good doesn’t matter where, but it could be serious if it is in the brain. As an always optimistic guy, my thought was, perhaps there is some mistake. Maybe the MRI reading is not accurate.
In that moment, the world didn’t spin out of control. Instead, it felt like everything slowed down a bit. I was watching it all happen from a quiet place inside me.
Okay, I thought. This is happening. We will deal with it.
It may sound strange, but I felt incredibly calm. I didn’t feel like a victim. I felt like a participant in something I couldn’t yet define. I knew I was going to have to make big decisions quickly. I also knew that panicking wouldn’t serve me.
My mind didn’t go to worst-case scenarios. Instead, I felt that I would come out on the other side just fine. It went to logistics, to clarity, to next steps. That’s how I’ve always lived my life—and cancer wasn’t going to change that.
I looked at the doctor and asked, “What do we do next?”
She suggested that I see a brain surgeon who specializes in Glioblastoma. My local health provider had a brain surgeon on staff. She referred me to him and recommended that I don’t waste any time because the tumor is almost 4 cm big and it is a stage 4 cancer. That means it is a terminal cancer, and generally, there is no cure.
As we drove home from the doctor’s office, the reality was beginning to hit hard. The fear of the Unknown was beginning to emerge from the background. We went home and sat down to chalk out our next move.

Research and Learning Phase
We decided to learn everything we could about cancer—especially glioblastoma (GBM)—to truly understand what we were facing. My wife, an avid reader, immediately put our family’s collective research skills to work, scouring the internet and YouTube for articles, books, and scientific publications on GBM.
Our first priority, however, was to find the best possible brain surgeon for the operation. We compiled a list of the top hospitals in the U.S. specializing in GBM surgery: Stanford, UCSF, Mayo Clinic, Cleveland Clinic, and Duke. My wife wasted no time contacting each one to determine which could accommodate us most quickly.
Since Stanford is nearby, she managed to secure an appointment with a surgeon there within the same week. At the same time, we discovered that UCSF boasts some of the nation’s leading brain cancer surgeons, though their schedules are notoriously full. Undeterred, she called the UCSF Cancer Center. The nurse who answered was kind but explained they were fully booked—except for a last-minute cancellation that had just occurred. If we could arrive within the hour, she could fit us in. We seized the opportunity and made the hour-long drive to UCSF.
There, Dr. Theodopolis, an accomplished surgeon with over 2,000 GBM surgeries to his name, reviewed my MRI and confirmed it was a stage 4 brain tumor requiring immediate intervention. He assured us he could clear his schedule to operate that week. Before surgery, a more detailed MRI was needed to accurately map my brain and determine the precise entry point.
Dr. Theodopolis explained the procedure: he would need to open my skull with a saw to access the right occipital lobe, where the tumor had taken hold. The occipital lobe controls vision, which explained my impaired sight on the left side. After removing the tumor, he would close the skull with surgical staples—much like a heavy-duty office stapler. Healing would take about three weeks, after which the staples would be removed. I was struck by how basic this aspect of brain surgery remains.
Despite my apprehensions, Dr. Theodopolis confidence and expertise reassured us. He took time to walk us through every detail, and by the end of our meeting, we felt so comfortable that we canceled our Stanford appointment, certain we had found the right surgeon.
With the surgery scheduled, the wheels were finally in motion. The universe cooperated to bring the best surgeon in the fastest possible timeframe. We were happy.
The next step was to communicate with my children and share the bad news.
Family Strength and Unity
Telling my family was harder than hearing the diagnosis. I wasn’t afraid of their reaction—I just didn’t want them to suffer. But I also knew I couldn’t go through this alone.
That night, we called our children. We gathered around the dining table. Finally, we shared the diagnosis. I told them that I had stage 4 GBM. It is a terminal illness. Most patients don’t survive for more than 6 to 12 months. The survival rate is less than 5%. So we need to prepare ourselves for the possibility that I may not be around for too long.

the air in the room seemed to pause. I saw the shock in their eyes. Then, without a word, we hugged. All of us. There were tears—silent, strong, human tears.
We stood in a circle, holding one another. It was the first time I’d seen my kids cry like that. But even through their tears, they showed courage. One of them said, “We’re with you, Dad. Whatever it takes.”
Later that evening, I told them I wanted to give them access to all my financial accounts and important documents—not out of fear, but out of responsibility. If anything happened, I wanted them to be prepared. My wife and I sat with folders and spreadsheets, organizing everything. It gave me a sense of order in chaos.
After dinner, we did something simple but powerful—we played music.
I put on one of my favorite songs from my teenage years -“Dust in the Wind” by Kansas. The lyrics hit differently that night:
I close my eyes, only for a moment, and the moment's gone.
All my dreams pass before my eyes like curiosity.
Dust in the wind, all we are is dust in the wind.
Same old song, just a drop of water in the endless sea,
We crumble to the ground though we refuse to see,
Dust in the wind, All we are is dust in the wind.
And all your money won’t another minute buy
We listened quietly. It wasn’t sad. It was grounding. That song, so beautifully written, reminded us that none of us are here forever, but while we are, we can live fully, love deeply, and stay connected.
My wife sat beside me as I explained everything I had just learned. She didn’t say a word at first. She simply reached out and held my hand. Then, quietly, with tears forming, she said, “We’ll face this together.”

That moment bonded us as a family. It gave us emotional clarity. From that point forward, we weren’t navigating cancer, we were navigating life, together.

The Surgery
Everything moved fast after that. I was scheduled for surgery within days.
The night before, I lay in my bed, looking at the ceiling, my mind surprisingly calm. I thought about my kids, my wife, and the people I loved. I thought about all the things I had yet to experience—and how grateful I was for what I already had.
I wasn’t afraid of dying. I was curious about living.
The next morning, we checked in the hospital. The surgical team introduced themselves—confident, focused professionals. Their calm demeanor reassured me. After going through few hours of pre-surgical procedure, I said good bye to my wife and kids and taken to the operating room.  I remember the cold feel of the operating room, the bright lights above, and the gentle voice of the anesthesiologist saying, “We’ll take good care of you.”
Then the darkness fell. I was in the void under anesthesia. 
When I woke up, there was a strange awareness. My thoughts were cloudy, but I was still me. I recognized my wife’s face, my doctor’s voice. I moved my fingers, then my toes.
Relief washed over me.
The surgeon told me they had removed most of the tumor. There would be a recovery process. Some risks remained. But overall, the operation had gone well.
I was deeply grateful—not just to the doctors, but to life itself.
After Surgery
Brain is the most delicate part of the body. All bodily functions are controlled in this little 2 lbs of mass. The surgeon has to be very careful not to disturb or damage any other part. You cold lose your speech, language, and movement functions if it is not handled properly. The surgeon came to my room and asked me how I am feeling. Amazingly, even though I had gone through the most complex surgery, I felt like I was just fine. In fact, I wondered why people are so worried about it. Little did I know what was to come next.


The nurse asked me get up and walk with her. They wanted to make sure that my motor skills were all working properly. The only exception was that my left ey vision was impaired just like before. The Surgeon had taken out that portion of the brain circuits because the tumor had taken over those cells. And now they were gone leaving an empty space there.

Chemo and Radiation
After surgery came radiation—five days a week, for six weeks. They molded a custom mask that locked my head in place, bolting it to the table. It was painless physically, but emotionally challenging.
Lying still while the machine buzzed around my skull made time feel surreal. I focused on  my breathing . I repeated calming mantras. I thought about my family.
Chemo came next—oral pills taken alongside radiation. The side effects were relentless. Fatigue. Brain fog. Nausea. Metallic taste. Weight loss. It felt like I was disappearing from the inside out.
But I kept going.
My wife prepared meals that I couldn’t always eat, but she tried anyway. My kids would check in with encouraging messages. One simply said, “Love you, Dad.” I would read that over and over. It became an anchor.
I didn’t want to just survive treatment—I wanted to heal. I began reading about nutritional therapies, functional medicine, and holistic approaches. I started meditating, just for a few minutes each day. Not to escape, but to come back to myself.
This wasn’t just a medical journey, it was a spiritual one.

Facing Another Storm
Just as I was beginning to stabilize and recover from brain surgery and treatment, something else started happening.
I had to take Chemo pills at night. It had devastating effects. I was throwing up continuously. This was not only uncomfortable but completely disturbed my sleep. For all practical purposes, I wasn’t getting any sleep at night. Later, I discovered that sleep is when the body rejuvenates the cells. This was an attack from all sides – chemo and radiation were killing the cell while the regeneration process was impaired. 
I was waking up multiple times each night. I couldn’t sleep for more than an hour or two at a stretch. At first, I chalked it up to chemo side effects. But something didn’t sit right.
I decided to consult a Urologist at UCSF. She ordered some tests—and then came the news: You have bladder cancer.
A second, unrelated diagnosis.
I paused. I took a deep breath.
This, too? Really?
But almost immediately, a new wave of calm came over me. If anything, my previous experience had prepared me for this. I already knew how to respond. With presence. With resilience. With a clear mind and an optimistic viewpoint.
I told myself what I had come to believe deep in my bones: I will get through this. “And This too shall pass”
Choosing a Different Path
At this point, I had a choice to make—not just about treatment, but about how I wanted to live the rest of my life.
Western medicine had helped me survive. But I began to wonder: What would it take to heal?
The more I read, the more I sensed that true healing required a whole-person approach—mind, body, and spirit. I didn’t want to just get rid of tumors. I wanted to create an internal environment where disease couldn’t thrive.
This was the beginning of my journey into holistic living.
I returned to subjects I had always been drawn to but never fully committed to—Ayurveda, Eastern medicine, integrative nutrition, and cellular biology. I explored meditation more deeply. I listened to my body more attentively.
It wasn’t about rejecting modern medicine. It was about expanding the healing toolkit.
I realized that healing isn’t just about eradicating disease. It’s about supporting the terrain of your body so that the immune system can fight the illness without pharmaceutical drugs. That meant nutrition. That meant rest. That meant emotional healing, too.
It also meant taking radical responsibility—not just for my health outcomes, but for the daily choices that shaped my body and mind.
I was no longer a patient. I was a participant. And my body was a laboratory for experiments.

Embracing a Holistic Life
That shift in mindset changed everything.
My wife and I decided to make our lifestyle heal, not just our goal. We looked at everything: our food, our environment, our habits, our sleep, our emotions.
We started with the basics.
We overhauled our pantry—removed processed foods, sugar, and inflammatory ingredients. We embraced more plant-based meals, healthy fats, organic produce, and hydration. Food became our first line of daily medicine.
We also turned to movement—not as punishment or exercise, but as a celebration of life. Walks in nature. Gentle stretching. Breathing deeply while standing barefoot in the garden.
Sleep became sacred. We stopped treating rest as an afterthought. Instead, it became a core pillar of our healing strategy. No screens before bed. Calming teas. Guided sleep meditations.
And then, there was stillness.
Meditation moved from something I “should do” to something I needed. Some days it was just five minutes of breath awareness. Other days it was longer, deeper, even transcendental.
There were no rigid rules—just rhythms. We created healing rituals. Morning gratitude. Evening reflection. Time to simply be.
My wife was my partner in all of this. She made it possible. Her belief in my healing often exceeded my own. Her dedication gave me strength. She wasn't just helping me survive—she was helping me transform.
Healing became our way of life. It was no longer about the fight. It was about the flow.

Moments That Mattered Most
The real gift of this transformation wasn’t just better lab results or improved energy—though those came in time. The real gift was presence.
I began to live in the now. Not in the fear of recurrence or the weight of the past, but in the beauty of what was right in front of me.
One moment that stands out was my daughter’s wedding.
Just months after my diagnosis and treatment, I stood beside her, fully present. The sun was setting, music was playing, and I looked at her with pride, gratitude, and awe. I didn’t think about my illness. I didn’t think about tomorrow.
I thought about this moment.
I held her hand. I smiled for photos. I danced—yes, danced—with more joy than I thought I could feel. That day wasn’t about survival. It was about celebration. It was a reminder of what I was truly healing for.
Not just years on the clock—but memories in the heart.
These are the moments cancer can't take away. These are the reasons I chose to live differently. These are the reasons I’ll never go back to the way things were.


What Cancer Taught Me About Life
Cancer, oddly enough, became one of my greatest teachers.
It stripped away the noise. The unnecessary. The superficial. It reminded me how much time I had spent rushing through life, checking off boxes, meeting expectations, and postponing joy for “later.”
It taught me that later is not guaranteed.
Before cancer, I thought I was living intentionally. But I often found myself caught in autopilot—doing things because they were expected, not because they were essential. Cancer pulled the emergency brake. It forced me to ask: What truly matters?
I learned that it’s not about chasing more. It’s about savoring what’s already here.
I learned that healing doesn’t just happen in the body—it happens in the soul. In the quiet acceptance of what is. In the courage to feel deeply. In the decision to choose peace, even when circumstances suggest otherwise.
I learned that emotions are part of healing. I allowed myself to grieve—not just the diagnosis, but the illusion of control. I allowed myself to feel fear, but I didn’t let it run the show. I allowed joy to reenter my life, not as a reward, but as a necessity.
I also saw how interconnected everything is—mind, body, spirit, relationships, environment. They’re not separate systems. They’re one ecosystem. When one part heals, the others follow.
And maybe the most important lesson: You don’t need to wait for a crisis to wake up.

Conclusion: My Invitation to You
If you’re reading this, you might be at the beginning of your journey. Or maybe you’re somewhere in the messy middle. Wherever you are, I want you to know this:
You are not powerless.
You don’t have to accept fear as your baseline. You don’t have to surrender your agency. You can choose to be a participant in your healing. You can choose how you show up each day, what you nourish yourself with—physically, emotionally, spiritually.
This book is not a medical guide. It’s a healing blueprint. A personal one. I’ll share everything that helped me—from the mindset shifts to the dietary changes, from the breathwork to the deep meditations. I’ll talk about supplements, rest, science, spirituality, and everything in between.
But none of this is about copying what I did. It’s about creating a framework that you can make your own. Healing isn’t linear. It isn’t one-size-fits-all. It’s personal. It’s alive.
So I invite you to walk with me through the pages ahead—not as a patient, but as a partner in possibility.
You don’t have to be perfect. You just have to begin.
Let’s begin—together.

