
003_FR_006_PedalTheCause  1 of 5 

This letter was written early in my career. As such, it was a little raw. Specifically: no sub-heads 

and almost no highlighting for emphasis, no singular emotional connection throughout, it’s very 

“me”-focused instead of “you”-focused, and ultimately wordier than it needed to be. I think the 

P.S. works, though, with the whole package, because it is VERY personal to receive a hand-

written thank-you note. If I were to revise it, I’d focus on the kids right up front, maybe include a 

picture of our family.  

Despite the growing pains, this letter resulted in donations over 300% of my goal amount for 

Pedal the Cause. 

********** 

 

What if tomorrow… 

 

…Nobody heard the “bad news”? 

 

…Nobody had chemo? 

 

…Nobody said their final goodbyes too soon? 

 

 

We’ve all heard the stories. It starts with a slight pain in the hips . . . or that one weird 

spot on your arm . . . could be a little difficulty breathing that just doesn’t get better 

after a while. You go to the doctor with fear in your heart and a heaviness in your 

stomach. 

 

Or maybe you’re accompanying your brother, or nephew, or a good friend to one of 

those meetings with the specialist where you absolutely DREAD what she’s going to 

say. 

 

Or perhaps you’ve already been there. Surgery. Radiation. Chemo. Wishes and hopes 

and fervent prayers and late nights without sleep because you’re so worried about your 

kids and grandkids. Neighbors bringing over one more inedible tuna-noodle casserole. 

It can get overwhelming. 

 

 

You probably already know what I’m talking about. But, just so there’s no confusion, let 

me spell it out. 

 

The Big “C”. 
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CANCER.  

 

C-A-N-C-E-R.  

 

 

There, I said it. It’s not nice. It’s not pretty. It’s not sanitized and encapsulated and 

wrapped up in a quick 60-minute evening drama. 

It messes with your life. It messes with your neighbor’s life. It messes with your son’s 

2nd grade teacher’s life. It screws up all your plans and throws things for the wildest 

loop you never imagined. 

 

BUT. . .  

 

Maybe there’s a way to do something – anything – about it. Maybe there’s a way for 

you to get involved. Maybe there’s a way to be a part of something bigger than just you. 

Maybe there’s a way to support multiple research projects in the St. Louis area, 

studying such innovations as: 

 

>> A Superior Mobilizing Regimen for Hematopoietic Stem Cell Transplantation 

 

>> Characterization and Tumorigenic Action of Osteolineage Cells in the Breast Cancer 

Microenvironment 

 

>> Clinical Development of CRISPR/Cas9 Gene Edited CAR-T for the Treatment of T 

Cell Malignancies 

 

>> or one of over 70 other funded research projects in the past years... 

 

 

Maybe there’s a way for you to support an organization that, since 2010, has raised over 

$15,000,000 and seen more than 81,000 donors joining the cause. 

 

Maybe there’s a way for you to give back – and give forward – and prepare for the 

future. 

 

 

But first . . . why am I asking? 

 

A little bit about me. My name is Stephan Mathys, and I am a single father to 4 kids: P 
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(age 14), F (12), A (12), and Z (9). I’m a single father because last year my wife Jennifer 

died at age 40. 

 

Jennifer did not have cancer. She did not have to hear those dreaded words from her 

family doctor. She did not have to meet with an oncologist monthly. She did not have 

surgery to remove breasts, or remove her uterus, or her lungs. She did not have 

chemotherapy, making her hair fall out and causing incredible illness. 

 

She did not have to go into remission, only to hear, years later, that the cancer had 

returned. She did not have to lose sleep at night wondering if she would be able to 

survive the treatments. She did not have to put all her life’s plans and dreams on hold 

to battle that insidious disease. 

 

But she did pass away. And just to be clear, I’m not taking your time because of her. 

 

 

I’m asking for them:  

 

>> P, who is playing softball, likes the cello, has friends from Missouri to Indiana, and 

wants to be a medical scientist. 

 

>> A, who plays baseball, roughhouses with his brother and sisters, is fantastic at 

riddles and brainteasers, and is most happy when he’s playing (or watching) Minecraft 

or Roblox. 

 

>> F, who has grown into an incredible Manga artist, with a vast collection of 

instruction books and more pencils than we can count; who doesn’t know a stranger; 

and who is never afraid to tell you what she really thinks. 

 

>> And Z, who is always laughing, making funny noises, being part of the party, likes 

soccer and swimming with his friends, and, for some unfathomable reason, has told me 

he wants to be an actuary! 

 

 

I think we can agree that we don’t fight cancer for ourselves. We don’t fight cancer for 

those people who’ve already lost the battle. We fight so that kids like these may 

eventually grow into a world without it. 

 

We fight so that kids like these, who have already lost one parent, don’t have to lose 

another. 
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I’ve been pretty healthy in my life. Mostly. I don’t have cancer. But I know, if I get it, 

I’m fighting, not for me but for my kids. So they don’t have to wake up some morning 

without either parent. That would be absolutely terrible. 

 

I don’t want cancer. You don’t want cancer. NOBODY wants cancer. So that’s why 

we’re doing something about it.  

 

Me, I’ve joined a fundraiser. I’m signed up for Pedal the Cause. That’s the St. Louis-

based non-profit that has raised over $15,000,000 in the past few years. That’s the 

organization started by Bill Koman, who fought, and beat, lymphoma . . . TWICE. Pedal 

the Cause puts on a full weekend of activities in September dedicated to raising a lot of 

money to fight cancer, and to do it locally. 

 

That weekend includes a Kid’s Challenge . . . Taste the Cause, with involvement by over 

a dozen local eateries . . . Living Proof Group Photo . . . 6 different bike rides of varying 

distances . . . a stationary CycleBar event . . . and more! 

 

You can get involved now. You can go to the website and volunteer. You can sign up 

for a fundraising ride. You can call me and let me know you want to crash at my place 

that Saturday so you can be a part of my support team on Sunday. Or, you can do the 

simplest thing, and donate. 

 

 

Here it is: the big ask. WILL YOU SUPPORT ME? I have signed up for the Metric 

Century ride. 100 kilometers. 62 miles. Farther than I’ve ever ridden before. Like, twice 

as far. And including features that scare me (just a little bit) like the “Babler Beast”. I 

don’t even know what it is yet and I shudder. 

Why? Why did I think I could do this? Was I insane? Or just caught up in the moment? 

 

 

I’ll be honest. When I signed up, I didn’t realize it was a fundraiser. I thought, “Oh, I’ll 

pay a hundred bucks and just enjoy the event. Why not?”  

 

Then, I was told I have to raise funds too. “Oh," I thought, "I’ll just chip in out of my 

own pocket. Easier, and it’s for a good cause, right? Why not?” 

 

But then I got to thinking. And I decided that, no, I wouldn’t just chip in. I wouldn’t 

take the easy route. I wouldn’t avoid the uncomfortable position of asking, pleading, 

practically begging for you to help in this effort. 
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Because things that are easy are usually not worth it. Things that are hard? They’re 

what make memories. They’re what make a difference in the world. 

 

 

That’s what Pedal the Cause is trying to do – make a difference. Trying to make a world 

without cancer. Trying to make sure that there are no more kids who have a parent, or 

two, die because they got sick. 

 

So, yeah. I’m tugging on your heart strings a little bit. I think it’s worth it. Please, won’t 

you click this link https://www.mypedalthecause.org/ride...MemberID=95673 and 

support me on this ride? A donation as little as $5 will help propel me towards my goal. 

But I think you’re better than that. 

 

I think you can give $22.37. I believe you can give $43. I challenge you to pledge $1 for 

each mile I ride: $62. Or, go even better. Can you give $117? Or $265? 

 

Why such strange numbers? Why not ask for $50? Or $75? Or $100? Because I’m 

different. Because you’re different. Because this world is not always so neat and 

rounded-off to the nearest whole number. Because cancer doesn’t care if you give 5 

bucks or $493.50, it’s still going to be there. Until the research, funded by your 

donations to Pedal the Cause, knocks it out for good. 

 

 

Please . . . won’t you donate to a worthy cause? And, hopefully, my kids won’t have to 

grow up without another parent. They’ve already lost one. 

 

 

Sincerely, 

 

Stephan Mathys 

 

 

P.S. If you donate before September 23, 2017, I will write you a personal thank-you note. 

I know it’s a bit passé in this day and age of text messaging and e-mail. But, I am a little 

bit old-school. I still like the feel of pen and paper. So, if you support me, I’ll bring a 

little bit of that classic feeling back again. You can have something interesting to look 

for in the mail. And, perhaps, tomorrow you can kick-start a miracle. 

https://www.mypedalthecause.org/riders_profile.jsp?MemberID=95673

