
ANDREW’S STORY:
FROM THE HOSPITAL TO THE STADIUM

My name is Andrew Cain. I am a 24 year old male from North Carolina. I grew 
up living a very healthy life, but at the end of my senior year of high school 
I was diagnosed with ulcerative colitis. At the time, I knew nothing of the 
disease and didn’t think it was very serious because I didn’t have any bad 
symptoms, just some blood in my stools. I was prescribed Lialda, 4 pills a 
day, and it managed the disease very well. I went to college to play baseball 
at the University of North Carolina at Wilmington. Minus one flare up a year 
later every summer, I never had any problems with the disease. It did not 
affect my very active lifestyle. After a successful junior season, a lifelong 
dream of mine was fulfilled and I was selected in the 12 round of the MLB 
draft by the Milwaukee Brewers. I declined the offer to return to school for my 
senior season. After another successful season and regional appearance, I 
was drafted again in the MLB draft, this time by the San Francisco Giants. I 
accepted the offer and began playing professional baseball.

The lifestyle of a professional baseball player in the minor leagues is a very 
tough life, playing about 140 games from April 1st to September 1st in the 
hottest time of the year. My first full season was in Augusta, Georgia, which 
seemed to the hottest place I’ve ever been, especially with the humidity. 
Being on the road so much, the nutrition is very poor. Nutrition had never 
been a problem for me, but one day it all seemed to catch up with me. A 
combination of stress (from playing almost 40 games in the month of August) 
and eating terrible food like waffle house and Denny’s after late night games seemed to be the final blow. 

I woke up one morning with a terrible pain in my side and had blood in my stools. Diagnosed with a flare up, I was prescribed 20 
mg of prednisone by a general doctor. At the time, I had no idea the correct dosage I needed, I just knew what I needed. I took it 
for 2 weeks and got drastically worse. It was a very tough time for me because just a few weeks before, we had clinched a spot 
in the playoffs. I knew I was a vital part of the team and needed to be playing. I kept trying to push through it but the pain got 
too bad. I woke up at 2am to use the bathroom and was up every 30 minutes after that. It’s not an easy thing to go through 
because on the outside looking in I looked fine. Anyone who ever experiences it knows; you will never understand the pains 
unless you go through it. The day before we were supposed to leave for playoffs, my coaches and I decided it was best for me to 
go home to see my GI doctor.

After a full day of driving home, my symptoms became worse. I couldn’t eat or drink anything because I would throw it back up. 
As miserable as I was at the time, I really didn’t think this flare up was as serious as it turned out to be. For a few days, I ate as 

bland as possible in an attempt to control my symptoms with my diet. After nothing worked, I went to see my doctor. On my good 
days, I am 6’6 230 lbs. I walked into my doctors visit, stepped on the scale and it read 207 lbs. Realizing I lost over 20 lbs in a 
3 week span, I began to tear up and realize this was very serious. I was admitted to the hospital immediately. 

I was put on a high dose of prednisone, which did nothing for me. I was also given IV fluids because of severe dehydration, as well 
as pain medication. The first medication we tried was Cymzia. After doubling the dose and seeing no improvement, we then tried 
remicade. I was given a double dose of that as well to try to get into remission. 

I was in the hospital for 2 weeks, and was on a clear liquid diet and TPN. I finally began improving slowly. I was scheduled to be 
released the very next morning but, sure enough, I took a turn for the worse that night. 

No medication could control this flare up, so I was forced to make the toughest decision of my life: surgery. 

The toughest part for me was accepting that something was wrong that would never be right. I had to spend 2 more weeks at the 
UNC hospital regaining some strength and preparing for the surgery to remove my entire large intestine. All I could think about 
was never being able to play baseball again and the fact that I would probably be very limited in my activity the rest of my life. 

For a few weeks I was in denial. I kept thinking about how far I had gotten in my baseball career and how it was all ending right 
then and there because of this terrible disease. I prayed continuously about it and had so many people praying for me. I finally 
was able to accept what was happening. I knew it would be life changing and would never be the same again, but I was going to 
fight and beat this disease. I told myself that everything happens for a reason and one of these days it will be discovered. 

I went into the surgery with an open positive mind, relieved that all of this pain and misery would come to an end. The surgery 
was a success other than a few complications: a small bowel obstruction and abscess, ironically the size of a baseball. 

At first I felt awkward going into public places with my ostomy, but after a few weeks of having it, I had no shame whatsoever. It 
was a part of life, fortunately only temporary, but I would not let it hold me back. I lived my life like a normal person for the few 
months I had it. Instead of dreading it, I was grateful it was helping “cure” my illness.

The second surgery was also a success, and here I am today. Seven months ago I had that final (second) surgery. I have since 
gained back all 80 lbs I lost. I was 149 lbs in December 2013; I am now up to about 230 lbs. Most of that weight is muscle I 
gained back from focusing on weight lifting. 

I have no restraints and refuse to let anything hold me back now. One doctor told me I would probably not be able to play 
baseball again. I practice baseball every day at a high intensity to get ready for spring training 2015. Some days I play golf, 
other days I play basketball. I go to the beach just about every day. 

The most important lesson I learned is to make the most of every day and to not take anything for granted. I wake up every 
morning and smile knowing I have a second chance at life and am healthy again. Although my plumbing system is different than 
everyone else’s, I refuse to let it hold me back. I find that this disease is very common and a lot of people have to have the 
jpouch procedure done. It is nothing to be ashamed of. Instead, be thankful there is a cure. 

I share my story in hopes that people will open up and reach out to others. It makes the entire process much easier when you 
can talk to people about what is going on and express your feelings. The most important thing to remember is that everything 
happens for a reason!

By Andrew Cain

STARTING AT UPPER LEFT PICTURE, MOVING COUNTER-CLOCKWISE: 

Andrew in spring training with the Giants, 
2013; After the team clinched 1st place in the 
playoff berth in August 2013, Andrew and his 
team enjoyed a celebratory champagne shower; 
Andrew taking his 1st walk post-surgery in 
December of 2013 (pictured with his former 
UNCW college coach [left], his mother [back] 
and nurse [right]); In October 2013, Andrew 
weighed in at 149 lbs; On July 4th, Seven 
months after his final surgery, Andrew weighed 
in at a healthy 230 lbs.


