
Dad:

Frequently our house phone would ring. A middle of the night call 
wasn’t uncommon. Someone in the community was having a problem 
with their dog or with their cat. You guys know, you have our number, 
you’ve called this man. And he was there for you. And I want to say 
thank you, sincerely, to all of you being here for him now and for us. 
My dad was filled with compassion. His empathy. Absolutely 
unparalleled. I don’t even need to explain this to you. You guys know. 
You’ve been there, you have felt it. And honestly we feel it now. Here 
in this room, it’s filled with that compassion. The compassion he gave 
to us. This man cared. Probably more than I’ve ever seen. It’s 
palpable right now. His compassion is palpable. It permeates every 
interaction we have ever had with him and it is what we will always 
remember; what we will cherish and what we will really miss. 

He was and always will be the best vet I’ve ever know. Even in his last 
days in the hospital, he’d ask me about work, talk to me about cases. 
Constantly interested in new treatments, new possibilities, new cures, 
new questions to be answered. He had the most insatiable thirst for 
knowledge and for growth. He tried always to be on the cutting edge. 
His veterinary career took a turn toward orthopedic excellence when 
his own field trail dog Freddie tore his cruciate ligament. He wasn’t 
satisfied with current treatments and drove him to the most cutting 
edge orthopedic surgeon to have a TPLO performed, as he knew this 
would give Freddie the best chance at returning to both of their lives, 
field trials. From that day forward, dad became obsessed with the 
TPLO. He became a student of the canine knee joint and studied it 
relentlessly. Ultimately designing his own TPLO surgery plate as well 
as a joint supplement, which many of your dogs probably take. He 
never made a huge profit on any of this, as that was part of his ethos. 
The business of veterinary medicine didn’t really matter to him. He 
cared about keeping the hospital afloat and providing a good job for 
his employees. But profit, that just meant more money to Uncle Sam 
and it didn’t really matter. What mattered the most was a dog limping 
into the office and walking out, to chase more frisbees, more birds, 



more bumpers, just more quality life. This was a vet who could 
diagnose a dog with a good solid physical exam. Something that is 
now lacking in our profession. We rely on radiographs, on blood tests, 
on CT scans and fluid analysis. But Dr. Cadmus. He often knew. Why, 
because he was a damn good vet. Skills that I day in and out try to 
emulate, but often thinking, what would my dad do here, how would he 
handle this, what would he know.

I’m one of the only people I know who can say that their dad can still 
help them with their homework. There's one memory specifically here 
that I want to share. When I got into vet school, It was a snowy 
January Colorado day. I walked to the mail box.  I was used to a 
simple truth that anyone that has applied to college knows. Little letter 
- rejection, big packet - acceptance.  I got a little letter. But for some 
reason, this rule of college applications didn’t apply to vet school. I fell 
to my knees opening that letter, expecting the worst and I saw, 
congratulations Jill Cadmus, you have been admitted to the Colorado 
state university school of veterinary medicine. All I could think was that 
I was going to be Dr. Cadmus, just like my dad. The first person I 
called was my dad. He wasn’t expecting that call. He was probably in 
the middle of surgery or something. I barely got the words out before 
he began yelling, to the entire hospital, that Jill had gotten into vet 
school. And after proclaiming it loud for everyone, probably people in 
the lobby could hear, he took a moment on the phone and he said, 
JillBee, this is the happiest day of my life, I happier now than when I 
got into vet school, I’m so unbelievable proud of you. He was always 
so proud of Jenny and I, he was the kind of man that when he was 
proud of you, he made you feel on top of the world. He was a hard 
man to please, he expected excellence and he pushed the people he 
loved the hardest. When you achieved that excellence he knew you 
had in you, he also rewarded you massively, with that big infectious 
smile, with that solid nod, with words strung together into a verbose 
and adoring compliment.  He always gave credit where credit was 
due.



Cal Cadmus was a great dog trainer.  My dad had a passion for 
training dogs. And it wasn’t just a passion, it was a talent. Being able 
to see a dog work and move, anticipate the instinct and be able to 
bring out the best in a dog is a beautiful thing. It is a partnership at its 
finest. Now every trainer has that one dog. That one dog that defines 
your career, the dog you always try to have again but just nothing is 
like that one dog. For my dad, that dog was Winsom Cargo. That day 
in 1986, just days before I was born, my dad and Cargo won the 
amateur retriever field trial championship. There’s a photo in our 
house, and it’s says, 1986, it was a good year. I only knew Cargo as a 
little baby, but the stories of that dog defined my life. That dog is the 
reason my first word was “dog”. One day while out fishing with my 
dad, Cargo had gotten himself into some trouble. He was across the 
river, the water was high and he had started to swim back but couldn’t 
make it.  Luckily about that time, we saw another guy on the other side 
of the river. My dad cast his fly line across the river, stay sharp on 
those 90’ casts. The man tied my dads fly line to Cargo’s collar and 
with the extra edge Cargo was able to swim back, my dad reeling him 
in the entire way.  I stood there watching, amazed, but not surprised, 
Cal Cadmus is larger than life in my eyes.

Now many of you here know my dad as a fisherman. And this was a 
very special part of who he was. He would tell me stories of him as a 
kid, skipping school with is bike and his fishing pole to go fish the 
canals in Modesto. This was a huge part of who he was. He was 
constantly in pursuit of the perfect cast. He’d come home from work 
and cast for hours in the backyard. The perfect presentation of a fly to 
a steelhead in British Columbia was the ultimate goal. Even days 
when casting became too painful, he’d want me and my mom out 
there practicing.  He’d set out markers and say Jill, cast to that one, 
one cast, hit that point, because that’s the one cast you have in the 
Bahamas to catch that fish. I learned how to fly fish in our living room, 
I was three. Standing was probably a bigger test, but fishing, that was 
my next task. Jill, first you walk, maybe you talk, but then you cast a 
fly rod. I learned, with this 5wt Scott rod that has his name printed on 
it. I caught my first fish on that rod. And I have still have that rod.  It’s  



probably the most important thing to me in my entire life.  I got to 
travel with him and my mom to a very special place in the Bahamas 
called Long Island. One of the most beautiful things I have ever seen 
was when mom hooked a tarpon on a fly that they had tied the night 
before in the little cabin. They fought that fish for over and hour, and 
they fought with each other, they fought with our guide Colin, they 
fought and we eventually landed that fish. I’ve never seen a bigger 
smile on my dads face than in that moment. That was it fo him, a 
tarpon on a fly rod with a fly they had tied. Those memories in the 
Bahamas are always going my favorite memories of my dad. 
 
My dad could tell a story and a joke like no one I have ever met. And 
he really loved a good story, I’ve told some of the ones most important 
to me but I know you guys can tell more. I won’t even try to tell any of 
his jokes, partly because they are all pretty off color and partly, 
because joke telling was unfortunately something I didn’t inherit from 
him.  After this ceremony there is a reception at my dads favorite 
watering hole, the H-B. We will have a microphone there and so 
please feel free to speak up and tell some of his stories and also some 
of his jokes. If you  would like, please write down some of the stories 
and send them to my mom so that he can continue to share.  Fr 
Morse, I want to say thank you for hearing our confession this morning 
so that Jenny and I could receive communion today as I know that 
would have been important to my dad. Were probably going to have to 
talk again because I’m gunna need this to get through this ending. 
(pulls out flask) some glenlevit for Cal. 

This is probably what my dad prided himself mostly in and really what 
he did best. My dad was truly the most amazing father to my sister 
Jenny and the most honorable husband to my mom. I am unbelievably 
blessed to call Cal Cadmus Dad. We’re not the only people who 
consider him a father figure. Over the last week I’ve gotten so many 
messages, all with a similar sentiment. Jill, You dad was like a father 
to me, I can’t believe he’s gone. He’s not gone though. Every time 
you’re running training drills with your dog and he taps your shoulder - 
blow the whistle, now wait he’d say, let that dog look at you and think 



about how you want to handle that dog, my dad is there. Every time 
you cast that fly rod the way he taught you, he is still there. Every time 
you take aim on that duck and hear him say, lead it, butt, belly, beak, 
boom. He is there.  Every time you shoulder the rifle aiming at that 
deer and you hear him say, now calmly exhale and pull the trigger, 
he’s whispering those words in your ear. Teaching was his greatest 
passion, nothing made him happier than to teach someone about one 
of his hobbies. So every time you do one of those things that he 
taught you to do, he’s not gone, he’s there. I love you dad, and don’t 
forget to wave. 


