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Disclaimer 

This book, André Is an Idiot: The Brutally 

Honest Story of One Man’s Fight With Cancer, Regret, and the Meaning of Life, is a personal narrative intended for informational, reflective, 

and storytelling purposes. The events, 

experiences, and perspectives described in 

this book are based on the author’s 

recollections, personal interpretations, and 

reflections at the time of writing. While every effort has been made to present experiences 

truthfully and respectfully, memories and 

perceptions may vary, and some events may 

have been condensed, paraphrased, or 

reconstructed for clarity and narrative flow. 

This book is not intended to serve as medical advice, diagnosis, or treatment guidance. Any 

references to medical conditions, treatments, 

hospital experiences, or health-related 

information reflect personal experiences and 

should not be interpreted as professional 

medical recommendations. Readers should 

always seek advice from qualified healthcare 

professionals regarding any medical concerns 

or decisions. 

The author and publisher make no guarantees 

regarding the completeness or accuracy of 

medical, scientific, or statistical information 

referenced in this work. Medical knowledge 

and healthcare practices evolve over time, and 

information may change after publication. 

Certain names, identifying details, and 

circumstances may have been altered or 

omitted in order to protect the privacy of 

individuals involved. Any resemblance to 

specific persons beyond those intentionally 

referenced is coincidental. The author does not 

intend to defame, misrepresent, or harm the 

reputation of any individual, organization, or 

institution mentioned in the narrative. 

The reflections, opinions, and personal insights 

expressed throughout this memoir represent 

the author’s individual perspective and are 

shared as part of a personal journey through 

illness, regret, personal growth, and 

self-examination. They should not be 

interpreted as universal conclusions or advice 

applicable to every situation. 

Some portions of this book discuss themes 

related to serious illness, mortality, emotional 

distress, and personal regret, which may be 

sensitive or emotionally challenging for some 

readers. Reader discretion is advised. 

By reading this book, the reader acknowledges that this work is a personal memoir intended to 

share one individual’s experience and 

reflections, rather than a definitive account of 

medical practice, psychological guidance, or 

professional instruction. 

This book, The TikTok Killer: Inside the 

Shocking True Crime Case That Turned Social 

Media Into a Hunting Ground, is intended for 

informational, educational, and narrative 

purposes only. The content presented in this 

book is based on publicly available information, 

media reports, investigative records, and other 

sources believed to be reliable at the time of 

writing. While every effort has been made to 

ensure accuracy, the author and publisher 

make no guarantees regarding the 

completeness, accuracy, or timeliness of the 

information presented. 

Some events, timelines, and descriptions may have been interpreted or reconstructed for the 

purpose of creating a coherent narrative. Certain details may also have been condensed or paraphrased to improve readability. Readers 

should understand that criminal investigations 

and legal proceedings can evolve over time, 

and new information may emerge after 

publication that could alter the understanding 

of the events described. 
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Introduction

“Everyone  has  two  lives,”  the  philosopher Confucius  once  wrote,  “and  the  second  begins when we realize we only have one.” For most of my  life,  I  believed  that  realization  belonged  to other people. It belonged to the elderly, the sick, the  unlucky, or the unfortunate stories you hear about  on  the  evening  news.  It  was  something distant,  abstract,  something  that  happened somewhere  else.  On  the  morning  of  March 14, 2022, at exactly 10:27 a.m., that illusion ended. 

At  the  time,  I  was  sitting  in  my  car  in  the parking lot outside a grocery store I had visited a  thousand  times  before.  It  was  one  of  those ordinary  errands  that  fill  the  quiet  corners  of  a weekday  morning.  The  sky  was  pale  gray,  the kind  of  color that makes the world feel slightly unfinished.  I  remember  the  hum  of  the  car engine  and the faint rattle of a loose coffee cup in  the  center  console.  My  phone  was  on  the passenger  seat,  buzzing  with  a  number  I recognized immediately: the hospital. 

I had been waiting for that call for three days. 

Three  days  earlier,  on  March  11,  I  had undergone  a  series  of  tests  after  weeks  of unexplained  fatigue  and  a persistent ache that I kept  telling  myself was nothing serious. People ignore  small  warnings  all  the  time.  We explain them  away  with  convenient  logic.  Stress.  Poor sleep.  Too  much coffee. Not enough exercise. I had  used  all  of  those  excuses,  and  I  had believed them with impressive determination. 

When  the  phone  vibrated  again,  something inside  me  hesitated  before  answering.  I  wish  I could  say  I  knew  what  was  coming,  but  that wouldn’t  be  true.  What  I  felt  was  a  strange mixture  of  curiosity  and  dread,  the  kind  that makes  your  stomach  tighten  for  reasons  you can’t  quite  explain.  I  picked  up  the  phone anyway. 

“Hello, André. This is Dr. Peterson calling.” 

His  voice  was  calm,  professional,  the  voice  of someone who had delivered serious news many times  before.  Doctors  learn  how  to  speak carefully,  choosing  words  the  way  surgeons choose  instruments.  Each  sentence  arrives measured and precise. 

“We received the results from your tests.” 

There  are  moments  in  life  when  time  slows down in a way that feels almost theatrical. That phone  call  lasted  less  than  five  minutes,  but inside  my  mind  it  stretched  into  something much longer. Every word seemed to echo in the quiet space of the car. 

“There’s  something  we  need  to  discuss.  The results indicate the presence of malignant cells.” 

Malignant. A word that sounds almost academic until it becomes personal. 

He continued speaking, explaining the findings, the next steps, the need for further evaluation. I heard  him,  but  I  also  didn’t.  My  brain  was suddenly  busy  with  a  thousand  thoughts colliding all at once. 

Cancer. 

The  word  itself  carries  a  strange  gravity.  It’s short,  almost  ordinary  in  appearance,  but  its meaning  changes  the atmosphere of a room the moment it is spoken. People don’t say it lightly. They  lower  their  voices  when  discussing  it. They  pause  before  mentioning  it  in conversation. 

I  remember  staring  at  the steering wheel as the doctor explained that the initial scans suggested the disease had been developing for some time. Months,  possibly  longer.  He  mentioned additional tests, treatment options, appointments with  specialists.  All  practical  information.  All necessary. 

At some point I said, “Are you sure?” 

It  was  an  absurd  question.  Of  course  he  was sure.  Hospitals  do  not  deliver  life-changing diagnoses  based  on  guesswork.  Yet  denial  is  a powerful     instinct.     It     appears     almost automatically  when  reality  feels  too  heavy  to accept. 

“I  understand  this  is  difficult  to  hear,”  he replied. 

Difficult was an understatement. 

When  the  call  ended,  the  silence  inside  the car felt  enormous.  The  grocery  store  parking  lot looked  exactly  the  same  as  it  had  five  minutes earlier.  People  were  pushing  carts.  Someone was  loading  bags  into  the  trunk  of  a  silver sedan. A child was laughing somewhere nearby. 

The world had not changed. 

But my world had. 

Later  that  afternoon,  after  I  managed  to  drive home,  I  sat  at  the  kitchen  table with a piece of paper and wrote the word cancer in the center. I stared at it for a long time, as if seeing it in ink might somehow make it less real. 

Instead, it made everything clearer. 

The  strange  truth  about  receiving  a  diagnosis like  that  is that it doesn’t arrive alone. It brings a  flood  of  memories  with  it.  Decisions  you made  years  ago  suddenly  return  for inspection. Conversations     replay     themselves     with uncomfortable  clarity.  You  begin  examining your  own  life  as  if  you  were  an  investigator reviewing evidence. 

That  was  the  moment  when  I  started  to understand  the  title  of  this  book,  although  I didn’t realize it fully at the time. 

André is an idiot. 

It  sounds  harsh.  It  is  harsh.  But  honesty  has  a way of sounding harsh when we finally allow it to speak without filters. 

For  years  I  had  lived  with  a  kind  of  casual arrogance  about  time.  I  assumed  there  would always  be  more  of  it.  More  years  to  fix mistakes.  More  opportunities  to  repair relationships.  More  chances  to  say  the  things that felt difficult to say today. 

That  assumption  is  one  of  the  most  common illusions  in  modern  life.  We  plan  decades  into the  future  while  ignoring  the  fragility  of  the present moment. 

The  World  Health  Organization  reported  in 2020  that  nearly  10  million  people  worldwide died  from  cancer  that  year.  The  number  is staggering  when  you  see  it  written  out.  Ten million  lives.  Ten  million  families  reshaped  by grief, fear, and loss. 

Statistics  like  that  had  always  existed somewhere in the background of my awareness. I  had  heard  them  mentioned in news reports or medical  discussions.  But  statistics  have  a strange  quality.  They  remain abstract until they become personal. 

On  March  14,  2022,  I  stopped  being  a number that belonged to the healthy population. 

I became a patient. 

That  afternoon  I  called  my  sister.  Telling someone  you  love  that  you  have  cancer  is  a strangely  difficult  task.  You  begin  the conversation  with  small  talk,  as  if  easing  your way toward the truth might soften its impact. 

“How are you?” she asked. 

“I’m okay,” I replied. 

Even  as  the word left my mouth, I knew it was false. 

There was a pause before I said it. 

“The doctor called today.” 

She understood immediately. 

“What did he say?” 

Silence filled the line for several seconds after I explained.  I  could  hear  her  breathing.  People often  say  nothing  when  they  receive  news  like that     because    language    suddenly    feels inadequate. 

Eventually she said, “We’ll figure this out.” 

Those  four  words  became  a  kind  of  anchor  in the days that followed. 

Cancer  has a way of rearranging your priorities within  hours.  Meetings,  deadlines,  errands,  all the  small  obligations  that  once  seemed important  begin  to  fade  into  the  background. Suddenly  the  only  thing  that  matters  is understanding what comes next. 

Within  a  week I was sitting in another office at the  hospital,  this  time  speaking  with  an oncologist  who  specialized  in  cases  like  mine. The appointment took place on March 21, 2022. I remember the date because it was the first day of spring. 

The  doctor  explained  the  situation  with  calm precision.  The  disease  was  serious,  but treatment options existed. Chemotherapy would likely  begin  within  weeks.  Additional  scans would determine how far the cancer had spread. 

Medical    conversations    often  follow  a predictable structure. First comes the diagnosis. Then the explanation. Then the strategy. 

But  what  those  conversations  rarely  address  is the  psychological  shift  that  happens  inside  the patient. 

Illness  forces  honesty  in  a  way  few  other experiences can. When you are confronted with the  possibility  of  losing  your  life,  the  stories you  tell  yourself  about  who  you  are  begin  to unravel. 

I  started  remembering  moments  from  years earlier—small  decisions  that  now  felt significant.  Times  when  I  chose  work  over family. Conversations I postponed because they seemed  inconvenient.  Apologies  I  should  have offered but never did. 

It’s  astonishing  how  many  of  life’s  regrets revolve around things we assumed we could do later. 

Later is one of the most dangerous words in the English language. 

Later I’ll call them. 

Later I’ll apologize. 

Later I’ll slow down. 

Later I’ll take care of my health. 

Cancer  has  a  brutal  way  of  eliminating  the illusion of later. 

That  realization  is  the  real  reason  this  story exists.  Not  because  I  wanted  to  write  a  book about  illness.  Not  because  I  believed  my personal  experience  was  unique.  Millions  of people face similar diagnoses every year. 

The reason is much simpler. 

I  decided  to  tell  this  story  honestly  because dishonesty  had  shaped  too  much  of  my  life before the diagnosis. 

People  often  construct  versions  of  themselves that  look  impressive  from  the  outside. Successful  career.  Busy  schedule.  Constant activity.  These  things  create  the  appearance  of purpose.  But  appearance  and  truth  are  not  the same. 

For  years  I  had  been  performing  a  version  of life rather than examining it. 

Cancer interrupted that performance. 

During  the  first  weeks  after  the  diagnosis,  I began  writing  notes  in  a  small  notebook  I carried  with  me  to  every  medical  appointment. At  first  the  notebook  contained  practical information: medication schedules, appointment times, phone numbers for specialists. 

But gradually the notes became something else. 

They turned into questions. 

What did I actually value? 

Why  had  I  ignored  certain  relationships  for  so long? 

What kind of life had I been building before the diagnosis? 

Those  questions  did  not  have  easy  answers.  In fact,  some  of  the  answers  were  deeply uncomfortable. 

That’s  when  the  phrase  André  is  an  idiot  first appeared in the notebook. 

It  wasn’t  written  as  a  joke.  It  was  written  as  a confession. 

I  had  spent  years  believing  I  understood  what mattered  in  life.  Success,  achievement, recognition—these  seemed  like  obvious 

priorities.  They  were  the  goals  that  society rewards and celebrates. 

But  sitting in hospital waiting rooms has a way of changing your perspective. 

I  watched  elderly  couples  holding  hands  while waiting  for  test  results.  I  listened  to conversations between parents and children that carried a quiet urgency. I saw patients who were clearly  exhausted from months of treatment yet still  managing  to  smile  at  the  nurses  who greeted them. 

Those  moments  revealed  something  that success had never taught me. 

The  real  value  of  life  has  almost nothing to do with  the  things  we  spend  most  of  our  time chasing. 

It  has  to  do  with  connection.  With  presence. With  the  willingness  to  pay  attention  to  the people who share our days. 

Cancer did not create that truth. 

It  simply  removed  the  distractions  that  had allowed me to ignore it. 

Writing  this story became a way of confronting those  truths  directly.  Not  with  polished language  or  heroic  storytelling,  but  with  the kind of honesty that illness demands. 

I  am  not  writing  this  as  someone  who  handled the  diagnosis  with  perfect  courage.  Fear  was present  from  the  very  beginning.  Fear  of treatment,  fear  of  suffering,  fear  of what might happen to the people I loved. 

