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A Survival Primer

“We have the test results,” said the 
voice on the phone. “It’s AML—Acute 
Myeloid Leukemia.  Get to MD Anderson 
ER immediately.  At this late stage, your 
chance of survival is razor-thin; you may 
only have five days, but we’ll try.”

Jeff Cline not only survived a deadly 
cancer, but then survived several more 
near-death events over a period of five 
years—only to be hit by a truck and survive.

This is Jeff’s story.  It is also 
the story of friends who have 
survived disease, accidents, 
financial disasters, divorce, 
depression, even prison, to 
lead happy, productive lives 
by changing their mindset 
to one of hope and joy.
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Preface

In his book You Don’t Have to Be Blind To See, Jim Stovall, the blind, award-
winning inspirational writer and speaker says, “Being blind isn’t the worst thing 
that can happen to people.  Living without hope is the worst thing.”  This book is 
about finding and using hope, faith, and positive attitude as tools to heal and find joy 
and happiness when you have been overcome by emotional and physical pain and 
despair.  My credentials?  A five-year fight for my life that included four near-death 
experiences.  But I’m not just sharing my own experiences in this book.  You will also 
find the stories of others who have found joy after severe setbacks of many kinds in 
their lives.

My heartfelt desire is that the stories, lessons, and practical techniques I share 
here will help you to follow the Reverend Martin Luther King Jr.’s advice and “carve 
a tunnel of hope through the dark mountain of disappointment.”

�
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Chapter 1
Hanging by a Gossamer Thread

In heart-stopping shock, we heard the oncologist announce over the phone, 
“The test results are back.  Get to the MD Anderson emergency room immedi-
ately.  You are in the late stages of acute myeloid leukemia (AML), typically fatal 
within five days.”

Nancy, my wife, and soon to be my caregiver, began to sob and shake uncon-
trollably.  My own feeling that I’d been slammed by a truck was replaced with 
urgent questions.  “Can the MD Anderson doctors save me?  What are my chances 
of survival?”  The oncologist calmly replied, “Just go immediately.”  Apparently, 
immediate treatment took precedence over my emotional well-being.

Arriving close to midnight, Nancy and I found the emergency room filled to 
overflowing with suffering, desperate people.  We were greeted with the sounds of 
crying, moaning, deathly coughing, and cries for help.  The rooms and halls were 
saturated with an ominous, depressing atmosphere.  Despair overwhelmed me.

An exhausted nurse-receptionist checked us in.  She looked at me blankly 
as I explained that I had been sent there because I had just been diagnosed with 
AML, and I felt like I was dying.  I imagined the nurse thinking, Oh, another 
one tonight.  Join the club.  A doctor will eventually get to you.  Suddenly, a sense 
of profound isolation and loneliness joined my anxiety and deep despair.  I was 
ushered into my own emergency room, past others suffering on gurneys in the 
crowded hallway.
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Open Your Eyes to Joy

Two cancer doctors eventually attended to me.  Having seen the results of the 
blood tests, they began blood infusions immediately and set up the first blood 
treatment—apheresis, a blood filtration procedure to remove some of the millions 
of immature white blood cells that were suffocating me by limiting the oxygen-
carrying hemoglobin.

In answer to my questions, the doctor said, “If we can get you through the next 
couple of days, you will have a chance of survival, but less than twenty percent.  
You must take these pills now, a strong chemo treatment, which will slow the 
cancer—for now.”

“Okay, Doc, thanks for your help.  I seldom lose a battle.  I will be one of the 
20% who survive.  How do I achieve that?  I will never give up!”

The next morning I awoke in a hospital room.  The sun shone through the 
prison-cell-sized window.  I was alive!  But I was miserably sick from the chemo 
treatment and totally alone, seemingly in solitary confinement.  Pulling the emer-
gency call cord brought a nurse, who was covered head to toe in sterile white 
protective garments.

“Good morning, Mr. Cline.  You’re being isolated in this room for your 
protection, since you now have no immune system.  Your visitors will not be 
allowed inside the room, but they can talk to you through the phone and from 
that glassed-in visitors’ room.”

I was emotionally shattered.  Nancy suddenly appeared behind the glass, 
crying, but forcing a smile for my sake.  “Good morning darling.  You’ll be fine,” 
she said, adding other words of encouragement.  It occurred to me that this isola-
tion and Nancy’s inability to help when I appeared to be dying would be more 
difficult for her than for me.  So my response was, “I feel good and very alive.  I 
will survive and be out of here in no time.”  When one’s life is in the balance, posi-
tive encouragement from loved ones and prayers seeking help from the Lord can 
make the difference between life and death.  A positive attitude can be essential 
to healing.

The month in the hospital was horrific.  I lost an average of two pounds a day 
because of the constant nausea.  I became quite weak.  Then came hair loss.  The 
athletic, middle-aged, successful environmental engineer had vanished, and in 
his place was a gaunt, chalk-white, bald old man.  With great effort, I began my 
own, in-room isometric exercises to stave off further atrophy of my muscles.

A cheerful male nurse came in one day, shaved the remaining straggly hair 
off my head, and presented me with a cute stocking cap, both of which made my 
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Chapter 1 - Hanging by a Gossamer Thread

day.  My brain was lost somewhere in a murky smog from the effects of chemo 
treatment and the shock of the sudden change in my life.  The isolation and lack 
of human contact were beyond depressing; they felt like punishment.  But I wasn’t 
dead.  Instead, I was blessed with life, good and caring nurses, very competent 
doctors, and encouragement from many friends.

Visitors came to wish me well, but they communicated with me from behind 
the glass.  Bill Fowler, a good friend from work, arrived with a poster of bicyclists 
that had been signed by several hundred friends and associates.  Bill asked, “Can 
I take a picture of you?”  I was lying there all dressed up in my sexy hospital gown 
with injection tubing in my shoulder and oxygen tubes in my nose.  “Sure, why 
not?” I responded, not realizing that the picture would be enlarged and hung in 
the elevator at work.

The picture was truly an embarrassment when I visited a month later.  But 
it resulted in over 35 pints of blood being donated for me during the next blood 
drive at work, a good thing for all.  Giving blood for a friend and associate in 
serious trouble is satisfying and leads to happiness for the donor.

My Christian friends Tim and Kathy Coble visited several times, and with 
their prayers for me, gave me hope.  Then a dear friend from Norway, Karl Ole, 
appeared quite unexpectedly.  He looked through the protective glass that sepa-
rated us and saw an unrecognizable, very old man asleep in the room marked 
with my name.  He found a nurse and exclaimed, “That’s not my friend Jeff!  
Can we find the room he’s in?”  The nurse insisted that it was my room and the 
patient was me.  So Karl Ole re-entered the room and called the old man, using 
the phone.  At that point I awoke and shocked him by responding, “Hello Karl 
Ole, good to see you.”  This was a special and uplifting visit, for me at least.  These 
positive and often prayerful visits from loving friends gave me energy, hope, and 
a determination to survive.

Even though I was an emotional mess and still seriously sick, but no longer 
losing weight, I was discharged and wheeled out of the hospital in a month.  Unob-
servable inside the sickly-looking old man in a wheelchair was a determination to 
beat this beast occupying his body, and a happiness to be going home alive, able 
to be with friends and family again.  Those loving friends and our shared faith 
profoundly influenced my survival.  It helped that I had a strong spirit that would 
not give up—ever, but one should not underestimate the great power of positive, 
loving, supportive people, believers in life.

This was just the first of many emergency room visits and stays in the hospital 
that I came to call “Hotel California.”  I had just begun a journey into a deep 
darkness from which I would finally emerge several years later, a changed person, 
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Open Your Eyes to Joy

both emotionally and physically.  Life’s journey consists of darkness (difficulties, 
failures, extreme losses) and light (opportunities, successes, loving relationships).  
The outcomes depend upon your response.  When you are knocked down, don’t 
stay down.  Get up and fight.  Refuse to dwell on your misery, despair, anger, and 
self-pity.  Make the decision to recover and grow toward the light; form deep 
friendships, seek to help others, love your neighbor as yourself, and become a 
positive influence in society.

�
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Chapter 2
The Good Life

Prior to the cancer diagnosis, Nancy and I were living the good life.  We were 
empty nesters.  Our children, Jamie and Megan, were in college or tech school, devel-
oping their talents into potential careers.  My professional life was at its zenith, and 
I loved it, while Nancy enjoyed her career teaching high school math.  My excellent 
health allowed me to be active in many sports and to enjoy active adventure vaca-
tions with Nancy in the U.S. and abroad.  My highest priorities were work, travel, 
family, and finally, God.  My motto in life, which I tried to live by, was “Travel when 
possible, work hard, play hard, stay fit, never stop learning, love always, stay loyal, be 
honest, stay humble, be kind, smile often.”

I started work in the upstream oil industry by doing research on enhanced oil 
recovery and drilling mud systems.  As the Environmental Protection Agency began 
to regulate the upstream industry in the 1980s, my role altered to environmental 
scientist, since I had been a professor of Environmental Science at Wilkes College 
(now Wilkes University) years before.

During the five years before the AML cancer, my position as environmental 
manager and then as water manager at a mid-sized oil and gas company in Houston 
gave me the opportunity to be a major contributor to producing energy from oil and 
gas at the lowest possible environmental impact.  I was known in the international 
oil industry’s environmental community, developing and publishing papers on water 
and drill waste treatment systems, developing company environmental programs 
and strategies, and helping operations to comply with environmental standards.  
This was a dream-come-true career and personal opportunity for me, finally at the 
peak of my life’s goals.
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The downside of working in the upstream oil industry was the high level of stress.  
While it was exciting, with good pay and benefits, the risk factors were substan-
tial.  Layoffs occurred often due to (a) a drop in oil and gas prices, (b) a change 
in upper management to make the company more “lean and mean,” (c) large-scale 
trading and/or selling of properties, and (d) company mergers.  When manpower 
cuts loomed, the company could be quite an unpleasant place to work.  During these 
layoffs, I typically experienced anxiety, losses (good friends, responsibilities), fear, 
hurt, disappointments, and betrayals by “friends.”

Pursuing fitness helped me to handle the stress.  The company gym provided 
convenient opportunities for daily exercise during a flexible workday, plus the loca-
tion was surrounded by trails for jogging and bicycling.  With weekend workouts 
of long runs and long-distance, high-intensity group bicycle rides, my fitness level 
was excellent.  My exercise regimen was coupled with a goal of healthy eating.  We 
followed a Mediterranean diet in preparing meals at home.  We ate out two to four 
times a week, which is inherently unhealthy, but in general, we had the health and 
physical stamina for an active life.

I enthusiastically pursued many sports: skiing, triathlons, footraces, bicycle 
races, and hiking and climbing in the mountains.  In the early years I won awards 
in both cross-country and downhill skiing, triathlons, bicycle racing, and footraces.  
During the five years preceding the AML cancer, these activities became more about 
pleasure than about competition.  For example, my high level of fitness allowed 
me to participate in an annual weekend fundraising event for MS, bicycling from 
Houston to Austin.  I typically raised around $2,000 from contributions of friends 
and acquaintances for such events.  Nancy and I also pursued our love of nature and 
outdoor sports by taking annual vacations hiking, scrambling, and climbing in the 
mountains of the American West, Canada, Europe, and South America.

Our family life was limited during that time.  Our families lived in Wisconsin 
and we lived in Houston.  My parents would visit once a year on their “snowbird” 
drive from Tucson to Wisconsin.  Occasionally we flew to Wisconsin to attend 
weddings or graduations, and to visit parents, siblings, nieces, nephews and cousins.  
So, our friends from work, our neighbors, and our fellow sports enthusiasts became 
like family to us.  Megan and Jamie were pursuing their lives in college, and, regret-
tably, we weren’t able to spend much quality time with them.

We traveled as much as time permitted.  We satisfied our love of history and of 
different cultures with travels to Europe, Costa Rica, Peru, Indonesia, and Canada, 
usually staying in B & Bs and driving to points of interest.  In Peru, we hiked the 
Inca Trail over several spectacular mountain passes to the ancient Inca sacred city of 
Machu Pichu.  Son Jamie joined us during spring break in a Colorado hiking adven-
ture, ascending 10 mountains over 14,000 feet in elevation.  He also joined us, as his 

Copyrighted Material
Some pages are omitted from this book preview.



7

Chapter 2 - The Good Life

graduation present, for a tour of France, in which we visited sites from the Louvre 
to magnificent cathedrals and palaces, while also cheering on Americans in several 
stages of the Tour de France bicycle race.  Additionally, I traveled to 33 different 
countries to my company’s international locations.  

Our last international venture was to Italy, an art and history wonderland.  That 
was where I began to struggle as my health mysteriously declined.  I was very tired, 
losing weight, and I had no appetite.  In about four months we determined the 
cause—undiagnosed cancer.

With the unexpected blow of the cancer diagnosis, my seemingly “good life” was 
abruptly altered to a struggle for survival, prayers for recovery, and ultimately, a new 
set of priorities that made life worth living and led to a true and deeper happiness.

�
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Chapter 3
Recovery

Recovery from cancer is not typically a straightforward progression.  Rather, as 
in my case, it is a roller coaster ride up steep hills and down into dark valleys.  Serious 
physical and emotional issues can occur, causing a downward spiral, perhaps even to 
a death not directly from the cancer.  The continued chemo treatments, medication 
side effects, and ailments like pneumonia from the depressed immune system can 
strike at any time.  And of course, the AML cancer, now theoretically in remission, 
can reoccur at any time.

My outpatient chemotherapy began the month after initial treatment and release 
from MD Anderson.  The chemo liquids were pumped into my bloodstream from a 
bag strapped around my waist.  The physical effects were relatively minor compared 
to my severe reaction to the high-dose chemo in the hospital.  However, social inter-
actions were compromised.  People were curious, even judgmental.  At times it was 
embarrassing, and I did not want to explain the situation.  There will always be 
suffering, and everyone goes through it.  I did not want to be defined by my suffering 
or my treatment.  Additionally, my immune system was quite depressed, so I had 
to avoid crowds, touching or being touched, and anyone coughing.  The monthly 
chemo treatments continued for four months, at which time an appointment was set 
up to meet with a new doctor, Dr. Jones, to discuss alternative treatments.

Dr. Jones, a bone marrow transplant specialist, discussed the future with Nancy 
and me. There were two basic approaches to eliminating the leukemia long term: 
continue taking monthly chemo treatments for an extended period, or kill and replace 
the bone marrow stem cells containing the defective DNA causing the blood cancer.
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Dr Jones recommended that we kill the defective stem cells and replace them 
with healthy stem cells from a donor.  The bone marrow stem cells produce the red 
blood cells and hemoglobin for delivering oxygen to the body, platelets to prevent 
bleeding, and white blood cells to fight disease and infection.

In my bone marrow, the stem cell DNA had become defective, resulting in the 
production of so many immature white blood cells that there were no longer enough 
red blood cells and hemoglobin to keep me from, in essence, suffocating.  The current 
chemo treatments and blood transfusions were keeping the AML in remission, but 
with less than a 20% chance of a long-term cure.  Dr. Jones recommended the stem 
cell transplant as soon as possible, before I became weaker, when there would be less 
chance of surviving the transplant.  Either option was a high risk, no matter which 
of the two paths we chose.  We were terrified of either choice, but ultimately decided 
upon the stem cell transplant after five chemo treatments and four months after my 
initial hospitalization.

A donor of healthy stem cells that matched my blood characteristics was found.  
It appeared to be a perfect match, with 12 of 12 parameters matching.  My father flew 
to Houston from Wisconsin to be with me as I was about to get the transplant.  He 
was distressed when I picked him up at the airport, and he began to cry when he saw 
his hairless, gaunt, pale son.  At the hospital Dad maintained a positive attitude with 
Dr. Jones, assuring him that he was a very good doctor and that he knew he would 
save his son’s life.

A young lady entered my hospital room as I was being prepared for the stem cell 
transplant.  She introduced herself as Ann, a manager at my workplace; she was on 
the Leukemia and Lymphoma Society’s Team in Training.  She told me she wanted 
to compete in the San Diego marathon in my honor.  “Would you agree to that?” she 
asked warmly.  “It will be my first marathon.”

She wanted to honor me?  A complete stranger was giving her precious time and 
energy to raise money for LLS in a grueling marathon, in my honor?  Was she an 
angel?  “Yes,” I replied enthusiastically, smiling broadly.  This act of love, kindness, 
and support from a previously unknown young woman, who would become a friend 
for life, was a powerful, positive emotional uplift.  It gave me another reason to live 
through what was to become a life-challenging ordeal.

Ann returned in a month, while I was still recovering in the hospital, bringing me 
her marathon hat and medal.  She said, “It was so difficult that I could not have done 
it without your inspiration.  I am so happy to have completed my first marathon, and 
in your honor.”  Her engaging enthusiasm and positive attitude filled both of us with 
upbeat energy and peace; she became a light to me and others, demonstrating a key 
to happiness: reaching out to mentor and support people who need help.
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The first step in the transplant procedure was to inject a highly toxic chemical 
substance that would kill all of the defective stem cells in my bone marrow, hopefully 
not killing the patient in the process.  Calculations by Dr Jones, assuming that I was 
a “tough guy,” resulted in a dosage of 125% to be sure that all the defective stem cells 
were destroyed.  The next day I awoke so sick, that I wondered if this was the end.  
Nancy had stayed by my side all night on a makeshift couch bed, providing support.  
She offered to order breakfast, which, with my severe nausea, was repulsive.

The stem cells extracted from my donor were slowly injected into an artery over 
several hours.  The stem cells swam into my bone marrow, where they slowly began 
to produce healthy white and red blood cells and platelets.  Meanwhile, the blood 
transfusions were now of type B+ blood, rather than my previous type AB+.  Donors 
at my workplace and young adults at the high school where Nancy was teaching 
donated over 30 pints of blood each.  Support from friends is an essential part of 
survival.   One must be “good with friends” (loving, forgiving, supporting) during 
a severe crisis.  One must also be good with the Lord, as life can end in an instant, 
when it is too late to ask for forgiveness or spiritual help.

The hospital environment was quite difficult for me and everyone else on my floor.  
The nurses and staff were friendly and helpful, but I was regularly disturbed as I was 
monitored day and night.  This included being stuck with a needle for blood samples 
at least every four hours.  The other patients on the floor were at various stages of 
the same treatment.  All of us were quite sick, and our families were stressed.  Many 
doctors and nurses with different specialties did evaluations and discussed issues 
in order to determine needs for medications and treatments.  The doctor in charge, 
with his team, left orders, which typically included daily exercise and a request to 
try to eat and drink more.  He also left clarification of medications and instructions 
for tests to be run and specific monitoring to be done.  He or she might also offer 
encouragement, but that task was usually left to the nurses.

We transplant patients suffer severe reactions to the chemotherapy, to the blood 
that is new to our bodies, and to the treatment medications.  For example, stem cell 
transplant recipients receive a medication that inhibits their immune system reac-
tions, thereby helping their bodies accept the foreign blood being infused, as well as 
the foreign blood slowly being generated by the transplanted donor stem cells.  Severe 
reactions are frequent, with life-threatening impacts on all organs.  The degenerated 
immune system provides an opportunity for infection by diseases like pneumonia.  
Transplant recipients are all quite sick, and many who are weak of body and/or spirit 
die in the hospital or shortly after returning home.  All are extremely exhausted.  
Nausea makes the consumption of solid food difficult.  I began losing about two 
pounds per day.
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My mornings began with seeing daylight and thanking the Lord for giving me 
another day of life.  Then I would greet the new shift nurse, take a shower,  and follow 
that with exercise.  Walking while wheeling the pole containing my ongoing infu-
sion bags was difficult in the crowded and instrument-cluttered hallways.  But daily 
exercise was essential—doctor’s orders.  Nancy brought in my bicycle and exercise 
rollers so that I could exercise in my room unhindered.  This was extremely difficult, 
but I believed it was necessary for survival.  My years of training for ski races and 
triathlons, and surviving—even thriving—in grueling, long-distance events, were 
paying dividends now with physical and emotional strength.  I was determined not 
to give up, as I visualized that my sweating on the bicycle was getting the poisons out 
of my system.

The nurses began stopping by to observe in amazement something never seen 
before.  They were in awe, inspired.  My doctor was impressed and saw an opportu-
nity for help with his other patients on the floor, some of whom would not get out 
of bed and were dying.  Dr. Jones asked, “Would you talk to the other patients about 
getting out of bed to exercise?  They will listen to you, since you are sick just like they 
are.  If they do not exercise, they will get pneumonia or have other health problems 
that will diminish their chances of survival.”  “Yes, I would be happy to do that,” I 
replied.  I began visiting others on the floor to inspire them to get out of bed, to live 
for their families.

A young man two rooms from me had just died.  He had never gotten out of bed 
after his transplant.  A middle-aged woman from Peru, with a husband and three 
young children, was too sick to get out of bed.  “You must get out of bed to exercise 
at least twice a day.  Your children need you.  I am very nauseated too, but I carry a 
pan along to avoid messes in the halls while exercising.  You can do it.  Do not give 
in to the exhaustion and the nausea.  Just get up, and never ever give up.  You must 
live for your children.”  She began exercising, survived, and is a cancer-free happy 
mother today. 

I continued on, encouraging others to just get up, get out of bed, and exercise.  
Although we were being attended to by excellent medical professionals, exercise 
is one of the six best doctors, the others being sunshine, water, rest, air, and diet.1  
While we could not leave the hospital floor to go outside and enjoy some sunshine, 
we could all get up and walk or be wheeled to a picture window, looking out upon 
flower gardens basking in sunshine, a welcome substitute.  Helping the other patients 
was rewarding to me and gave me joy.

The hospital experience for the caregiver is equally challenging.  The emotional 
stress of caring for their suffering and possibly dying loved one is severe.  There were 

1. From a nursery rhyme quoted by Wayne Fields in What the River Knows, University of Chicago Press; 
1st edition (April 1, 1996)
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no beds for sleeping.  The caregiver must monitor the medications and treatments and 
perform care when the nurse is with other patients.  The caregiver strives at all times 
to present a positive, optimistic attitude, so essential to helping a seriously sick person 
survive and heal.  Meanwhile, Nancy was teaching high school mathematics full 
time as well. The commute from home to the Medical Center was 1 ½ hours through 
harrowing Houston traffic.

My caregiver, Nancy, was an angel, a very stressed angel.  Recently, I asked her, 
“How did you manage the extreme stress in the five years that I was so sick?  This was 
a deep, deep low for you as well as for me.  You had a full-time teaching job, managed 
the household, and cared for me at home and in the hospital.”

With a look of anguish, Nancy said, “I prayed a lot.  The Lord gave me emotional 
strength, helped me to relax, and gave me hope.  I walked four to six miles every day 
for relaxation.  I slept very little—about five hours a night during the teaching week.  
Since we had no family nearby, I frequently talked to my mother and other family 
members on the phone.  And our church family helped; people like Richard Study 
and others who drove you to MD Anderson Clinics when you were unable to drive 
and I had teaching obligations.  All of the family and friends who helped us provided 
essential contributions: visits, cards, and calls.  They helped me to be positive, bringing 
love, solace, encouragement and prayers.  They all were essential for both of us, for 
your physical survival, for my emotional survival, and, together, for our well-being.”

Nancy and my friends helped me be as at peace as possible so my body could 
heal itself.  They brought me beautiful music (classics, love songs), books on tape, and 
get-well cards.  Nancy insisted that I not watch the news or any negative shows on TV.  
Instead, she brought me a DVD player, and we watched non-violent movies and “chick 
flicks.”  Most importantly, friends came to engage in upbeat conversation about good 
things present and past, usually ending a visit with a prayer of thanksgiving and a hug.

Reflecting upon Nancy’s response, I realized that she had true fortitude, the 
strength of mind and character that enables one to endure pain, affliction, and uncer-
tainty with courage.  With fortitude and determination, anything is possible.

She maintained hope throughout our ordeal.  To Nancy, a Christian, Pope Fran-
cis’s definition of hope is apt.  “Hope is the virtue of a heart that doesn’t lock itself into 
darkness, that doesn’t dwell on the past, does not simply get by in the present, but is 
able to see a better tomorrow.”  Since there was always hope fortified with prayer, she 
and I never gave up, but rather chose hope and happiness.  Happiness can help to cure 
a person physically and emotionally.  Finally, the conversation reinforced that we loved 
each other very much.
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After five weeks in MD Anderson, Dr. Jones announced, “You will be released 
tomorrow.  You are still in remission, but there is a potential for Graft vs. Host 
Disease (GVHD), a condition in which the new blood attacks the body, particularly 
the organs.”  He cautioned, “The first 100 days are important.  You will need to come 
daily for blood tests and infusions for the first month, then once a week for blood 
tests and checkups.  You’re a tough guy, but you must be totally honest with any 
symptoms so we can treat them quickly.  Your immune system is depressed.  Do not 
visit crowded places like baseball games or airports.”  We were overjoyed, actually 
excited, as I was wheeled out of the hospital, very much alive and with my identifica-
tion band removed.  We hoped this was the end of the cancer ordeal.  Unfortunately, 
it was just the beginning.  As we left the hospital, Nancy cried out to the nurses, 
“What if I make a mistake and kill him?”  She was going to be responsible for my 
oral medications—17 pills daily at different intervals!  Nancy also had to go through 
training to flush my port daily and change my dressing every four days while main-
taining a sterile environment.  A mistake could cause a serious infection or death.

Recovery from the cancer and GVHD was a wild ride of deep lows of sickness, 
followed by recovery and rebuilding.  In my case, the treatment to halt the advance 
of the acute myeloma leukemia was a toxic chemical that had been used for over 50 
years, with no recent advancements.  The cancer did go into remission, but all my 
organs were hurt and vulnerable.  My hair continued to fall out.  My immune system 
had deteriorated, providing other diseases an opportunity to invade.  To adjust 
to this, my diet was restricted—no fresh fruit or salads—just thoroughly cooked 
hospital food.  My visitors were required to wear protective hospital coverings.  No 
children under ten were allowed because they were more likely to be disease carriers.

After each release from the hospital, I would again begin rehabilitation.  But 
inevitably some new sickness or crisis would occur. During the five-year roller 
coaster, I would be brought back to the emergency room and the intensive care unit 
four times.  There was a total of twelve hospital stays, followed by recovery periods 
in which I worked on rehabilitating my ever-weakening body.  My survival of the 
fourth near-death experience led my neighbors and friends to call me Lazarus.  I 
absolutely refused to give up.  Those near-death experiences included the following:

•	Near death upon first arrival at emergency room

•	Triple pneumonia, requiring living under plastic tent

•	Severe heart trauma from treatment, followed by an ablation to stop atrial 
fibrillation

•	Critical electrolytes below requirements for brain/life functioning
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An element of recovery from trauma is religion, as recognized by psychiatrists.  Two 
groups prayed for me daily and sent prayer cards signed by each person.  I taped the 
cards to the fireplace and touched them daily, feeling the love and spirit flowing through 
me, helping me to heal.  I believe that through these prayer groups, the Lord played a 
huge role in my amazing mental and physical resilience, giving me life.

Physical rehabilitation began with taking walks of ever-increasing length with my 
dear friend Richard.  He had been diagnosed with terminal cancer five years before, but 
he was in remission and still very much alive.

One day Richard asked, “Would you like to take walks with me?”

“Yes, but I am very slow,” I said meekly.  “I can barely walk out of my yard, and I 
need walking sticks to stay upright.”

Richard’s response was firm.  “Okay then; I will be over to walk with you at 7:00 in 
the morning.  Be ready.”

Arising in the early mornings was a serious challenge, as I was so absolutely 
exhausted.  My skin itched terribly from the GVHD-induced rash, but nevertheless, I 
would drag my listless, weak body out of bed each morning and get dressed, covering 
myself completely to avoid sunlight on my skin.  Then we would walk.  Then I began 
doing calisthenics at the end of each walk.  The walks increased to over two miles.  
Richard talked and talked as we walked.  He had been a high school teacher and basket-
ball coach, so we talked basketball often, but religion and politics were topics as well.  
Even though the distance and speed of the walks were ever increasing, the distractions 
of fun and interesting discussions made the walks seem short.  My health and well-being 
improved.  When I could not walk, but instead had to go to MD Anderson or a clinic, 
Richard drove me there.  He was an angel, my guardian angel, and our close friendship 
grew even more.

Rehabilitation of my muscles and ligaments began with Val, a professional trainer 
and physical therapist.  She had a set of workout equipment at her house.  Nancy drove 
me to my first visit as I was unable to drive and needed assistance to struggle up the 
short walk to the front door.  Upon my arrival, Val and I interviewed each other.  She 
had never had a client who was a cancer survivor or anyone in such a debilitated state of 
physical health.  The first workout was memorable, as I needed assistance to get down and 
up from the floor mat.  Nancy, the caregiver and protector, watched over Val critically.  
By the end of the test session, I had done several pushups and worked with the lightest 
bands.  Val said, “I can help you to rebuild, if you follow my training regimen, which 
includes diet.  We’ll need to work out together twice a week, and you will need to work 
out in your own gym at least once a week.  Here’s a recipe for a bodybuilder’s smoothie.  
Make one for yourself daily, and be sure to have one right after a weightlifting session.”

Copyrighted Material
Some pages are omitted from this book preview.



16

Open Your Eyes to Joy

And so rehabilitation began.  I said, “Val, I am determined to rebuild enough to be 
able to at least hike in the mountains again and to enjoy sporting activities like bicycling.  
And I want to have the strength to survive any more health crises.”

After a month, I drove myself to Val’s gym.  She took monitoring measurements 
and pictures. After six months I was pushing heavy weights, pleasing Val with the defi-
nition in re-emerging biceps and quadriceps.  At eight months Val took pictures of me 
after goading me into donning weightlifter garb and striking a bodybuilder pose.  She 
was so pleased and proud of me, now her “favorite, most improved student ever,” she 
beamed.  My weight had gone up from a gaunt 142 pounds of sagging skin and bones 
to 165 pounds, with my body fat remaining at 14%—over 20 pounds of muscle gain!  
Drooping skin from my once muscular 195-pound body was filling in with defined 
muscle.  I could now do burpees and jump rope.  We inspired each other!  She encour-
aged me, helping me to have good, useful workouts even when I was tired or having 
one of those bad days that many of us cancer survivors suffer.  My rapid progress gave 
Val such joy.  Then the initial stages of another near-death experience began, and the 
rebuilding was suddenly halted.

Triple Pneumonia 

John, my good friend, was in the lobby checking in when I arrived at the San 
Antonio hotel where the technical conference was being held.  We were both 
presenting authors.  I had just arrived from Houston, a three-hour drive, during 
which I had become increasingly ill.  During check-in I began feeling weak.  “John, 
could you help me take my bag to my room?” I asked.  John said graciously, “Be glad 
to.”  John knew of my recent health issues with cancer and was disturbed by my pale 
face.  As I tried to put the card into the lock of my room, my hand began to tremble 
uncontrollably.  “John, can you open the door for me?” I asked.  He looked worried 
and quickly opened the door to my room.  I immediately lay down on the bed to 
recover before going to dinner.

I slept through dinner, the evening, and the night, awaking the next morning 
only an hour before my presentation.  Could I manage to give the presentation, I 
wondered?  Could John give it for me?  With trepidation and poor delivery, I met 
the obligation to present the paper, which had been requested by the session chair-
person.  The next morning I drove home to Houston.  I have no memory of most of 
the drive.

�
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After I got home Richard drove me to the MD Anderson emergency room.  
Tests indicated that I had pneumonia, and I was admitted to the hospital.  Treat-
ment with antibiotics began immediately.  Three days later, when Dr. Jones visited, 
I felt considerably better.  “Dr. Jones, I feel good again.  Please release me,” I 
pleaded.  “No, Jeff, we can’t release you yet.  We need to monitor you for at least 
another day.”  The next morning I awoke feeling sicker than when I had entered 
the hospital.  More tests were taken, including a lung biopsy.

Nancy was present when Dr. Jones summed up my dire situation.  “You have 
triple pneumonia: bacterial, fungal and viral.  This is very serious.  You will be 
moved to a room with controlled ventilation and will need to remain under a 
plastic tent to avoid any further contamination.  Obviously, you don’t have 
a working immune system.  We’ll be enhancing your immune system with an 
experimental treatment.  The air inside the tent will be regularly treated to combat 
the viral infection. We really cannot cure the fungal infection, but we will attempt 
to control it.”

Nancy was visibly shaken.  My confidence in survival melted away.  Damn! I 
felt so dreadfully sick!  Was this the end?  Would I ever see my children or good 
friends again?  A foreboding loneliness and dread overcame me.  “Lord help me,” 
I prayed.  Nancy began to cry quietly.

A month later, Dr. Jones allowed the tent to be removed, explaining, “You are 
sure one tough guy.  We thought you might not make it, but the bacterial and 
viral pneumonia are cleared up, and the fungal pneumonia is kind of encapsu-
lated.  Your immune system is not normal, but it’s much improved and will slowly 
recover.  I’ll release you tomorrow.  But, because of your poor immune system 
right now, you must avoid all crowds, sick people, children, restaurants, zoos, 
farms, and gardening, because you would be touching or breathing soil particles  
and foods that have touched the ground, like strawberries.

“Yes sir!” I exclaimed.  “Whatever is necessary to be alive, to not get that sick 
again.”  I had survived another near-death experience.

Release from the hospital was glorious.  Nancy and I hugged for an eternity 
after that long month of isolation in the plastic tent.  The sun was shining.  The 
trees and flowers were all so beautiful.  I was alive, happy, and going home, soon 
to see friends and family.  I exclaimed, “Nancy this is a really good day, and every 
day, as long as I have life, will be a good day.”

After such a close call with death, one’s perspective changes; I was so happy 
just to be alive.  Fighting cancer and the related illnesses showed me how fragile 
life is and therefore, how precious life is.  During the long ordeal, the afflicted 
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person faces incredible pain, sickness, exhaustion, anxiety, loneliness, despair, and 
helplessness.  The essential antidote is hope, hope for a better life in the future.  I 
felt boundless gratitude for the support of the hospital staff, my friends, my family, 
and the Lord.  And I realized that I had to live to the fullest while I could and 
appreciate every day as a good day.

�
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I was recovering from the cancer and the related side effects and diseases, but I 
was significantly changed physically and emotionally.  I was a new person with new 
challenges—and new opportunities!  Having “chemo brain,” I could no longer work 
in the high-pressure oil industry with its travel demands, nor could I do sporting 
events.  The next important step was to determine what I could do for the rest of my 
life that would be fulfilling.  The actress Mary Pickford wrote, “You may have a fresh 
start any moment you choose, for this thing we call failure is not the falling down, 
but the staying down.”

My old bicycling buddy, James, offered to mentor me in developing new goals 
in life.  We had ridden together often, helping each other, and having fun.  We had 
ridden numerous MS150s, charity rides from Houston to Austin to raise money 
for multiple sclerosis research.  The riding stopped for me when the AML struck.  
James called one Sunday afternoon about three years after my original treatment and 
remission.  “Can I come over to visit for a while?” he asked.  He arrived with a book, 
The Purpose Driven Life by Rick Warren, and a pad of paper.

James’ motive, I later discovered, was to help me seek and pursue a positive 
purpose in life.  I no longer could manage high-stress environments full time; I 
didn’t have the necessary physical or mental stamina.  Plus, I hadn’t been able to 
work during the past three years because of the recurring serious medical challenges.  
However, I had learned that no matter how restricted one is as a result of an unfortu-
nate event like cancer, one can make a choice of how they will respond to that event.
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“Jeff, you need to understand yourself.  You need to like yourself, to take charge, 
and pursue your destiny with enthusiasm,” James said.  “You have a new destiny now, 
an opportunity to pursue something greater than making some oil executive rich.  
The Lord has a plan for you, and that is why he allowed you to live.  You’ve got to get 
off the couch and use your many talents to pursue your God-given destiny.”

“But James, many of my talents and special abilities are now hampered.  I’m only 
a skeleton of what I was before the debilitation of the cancer.”

James was so patient.  “Jeff, you have to quit dwelling on the past.  Instead, let’s 
work to discover who you are now so you can just get up and move positively ahead.  
Read this book by Rick Warren, and we’ll discuss each chapter.  You know, Jeff, you 
are an incredible person—so brave, strong, loving, kind, and intelligent.  You once 
amazed me with your bicycling capabilities, but that was yesterday.  Now, you inspire 
many people with your ability to not just survive against all odds, but to recover and 
help others.  You are a blessing.  You have hope and an incredible inner strength.  You 
can now retire into doing the work that the Lord has for you.  I will be disappointed if 
you live in the past as a victim.  This book will help you discover yourself and God’s 
plan for you.  Read it, and if it’s all right with you, I’d like to come back next Sunday 
to discuss it with you.”

James continued to visit me every Sunday afternoon for two months.  These 
sessions were difficult and exhausting.  There were no magic words coming to me in 
a dream or a vision that spelled out my new destiny.  I set forth an idea of applying 
my extensive experience in water treatment and management to helping those in 
need of potable water, particularly in third world countries.  But how?  I could not 
even travel by air in my own country without getting sick.  How would I survive 
a third world environment?  I wouldn’t.  James said, “How about working with a 
U.S.-based consulting company and not traveling?  Just staying home doing design 
and support?”  This seemed like a workable idea in theory, but I would have to func-
tion reliably at a high level at least five days a week.  There were still too many bad 
days and mandated hospital visits during the week.  At the end of our discussions, I 
decided to set up a water management consulting company in which I could deter-
mine the commitments myself.

Because I loved exploring different cultures and hiking in the mountains, I 
considered these as worthy goals going forward, even though these activities were 
presently far beyond my altered physical abilities.  Could I strive for these as long-
term goals?  Could I succeed in regaining the ability to again enjoy these activities?  
In discussions with James, I established both of these activities as goals that I was 
determined to achieve.  Challenge on!  It would be necessary to rebuild my body: my 
immune system, my mental capacity, my circulatory/blood system, and most organs, 
especially my heart, skeletal, and muscular system.
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Another goal was to help others as much as I was able.  I began to support charity 
groups at my church and to mentor youths at two schools.  I began supporting several 
consulting firms and companies related to the oil industry, helping with environ-
mental and water management issues.  Helping others took my focus away from 
myself.  Helping others gave me purpose, pride, and joy.

James helped me to re-establish positive life goals, a critical step to recovery.  
He helped me to take charge of my life and enthusiastically accept my new-found 
destiny.  We agreed that I was the only one who could determine what I wanted to be, 
what I wanted to do, what I wanted to have.  I was the only one who could determine 
what would truly bring me satisfaction and a sense of fulfillment.

It was James who had referred me to Val, the professional trainer and physical 
therapist mentioned in Chapter 3.  She had never worked with a determined cancer 
survivor, let alone one with a goal to again hike in the mountains.  She prepared me 
to enjoy hiking at altitude and to be prepared to survive through any future serious 
illnesses resulting from the GVHD response.  My hope for a better life and achieving 
my goals grew.  Recovery through exercise was ultimately a successful journey from 
wheelchair to climbing mountains again.  (And there are still many more mountains 
to climb).

Nancy and I joined a church and a bible study group called the Empty Nesters.  I 
also joined a Christian men’s group.  These groups helped satisfy our need for positive 
support during recovery from a tragedy.  We enjoyed socializing and doing charity 
work together.  From these groups emerged some strong, loving relationships as well 
as positive, useful mentoring during times of stress.

I began teaching a course, “Energy and the Environment,” at the nearby commu-
nity college.  Considerable preparation was necessary to learn the details of each 
energy-producing technology, including those under development.  The environ-
mental effects of each were determined semi-quantitatively.  Costs, financial and 
environmental, were estimated and compared relatively.  This process helped my 
brain to rebuild while teaching students about the environmental effects of energy 
generated from each source.

The chemotherapy had caused what the doctors called “chemo brain.”  Concen-
tration, memory, and executive function were seriously depressed.  The good news is 
that the brain functions can be recovered with a healthy diet, daily aerobic exercise, 
and regular mental exercise.  Nevertheless, at this point of recovery, Nancy made 
all the financial decisions and paid the bills.  She and our friends also acted as my 
chauffeurs until I was mentally able to safely manage driving among the aggressive 
Houston drivers.  Ego adjustments were necessary.  I had to focus on the mental and 
physical recovery possible until full recovery resulted in good, logical decisions.
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Either Richard or Nancy continued to walk with me daily.  As my physical ability 
improved, so did my emotions and my overall health.  Exercise with friends, espe-
cially outside in nature, satisfies several of the “doctors” in Wayne Field’s list in What 
the River Knows: exercise, sunshine, and positive socializing.

Another Near-Death Experience

Such severe tiredness overcame me that getting out of bed was nearly impos-
sible.  My speech first became slurred and then incomprehensible.  I did not feel 
well.  Nancy took me back to the hospital.  Tests indicated pneumonia and extremely 
low sodium and potassium levels.  Doctor after doctor visited to no avail until an 
endocrinologist finally found and fixed the problem.  My sodium and potassium 
levels had dropped to a level at which only one person in the world was documented 
to have survived.

Sodium and potassium ions are essential for brain function.  The endocrinolo-
gist discovered that there was no adrenalin in my system.  My adrenal glands had 
shut down.  Without adrenalin, the body “wastes” sodium and potassium, and the 
immune system shuts down.

The brain works through electrical messaging, for the most part through these 
sodium and potassium ions.  Without them motor functions and speech become 
more and more depressed, ultimately resulting in death.  I was given adrenalin, 
sodium, and potassium through an IV.  By the next day, I was walking and able to 
talk again.  Two days later, Dr. Jones released me from the hospital again.  Shaking 
his head he said, “Your situation was discussed at our group meeting.  Not a single 
doctor had ever heard of this illness—GVHD causing the adrenal glands to stop 
functioning.  You really are a tough guy.  Your survival is unbelievable.”  Yes indeed.  
I had experienced a miracle.  I had survived the fourth near death experience in a 
span of five years.

The roller coaster ride continued.  I had worked to rebuild, only to again be 
admitted to the hospital from a GVHD-related issue.  My ambitions and goals 
remained the same. About five years after the original diagnosis of leukemia, this 
treatment and remission was the end of serious illnesses resulting from GVHD 
(Graft versus Host Disease) caused by the stem cell transplant.  Each hospitalization 
left me weaker, but I never lost hope.  Positive recovery resulted each time by always 
moving toward the light in the darkness.

I now keep bees.  Bees illustrate the power of working together as one, showing 
that all things are possible, even surviving cancer.
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As I recovered, I did not retire into inactivity.  I set new life goals that were seem-
ingly impossible under the circumstances.  My goals became achievable by focusing 
on joy, maintaining a positive attitude, and by never giving up.  My advice: avoid 
despair no matter how dire your circumstances seem.  Cultivate hope.  Live life with 
a purpose.  Help others, make new acquaintances, learn from your past experiences, 
and apply what you’ve learned  to become a better person.  Be positive, happy, and 
filled with joy.

You are the only one who can determine what you want to be, what will truly 
bring you satisfaction and a sense of fulfillment.  Practice introspection.  What do 
you believe to be true?  What do you perceive as your unique talents, abilities, skills, 
personality traits, and aptitudes?  Your value is an expression of what you love and 
what you believe is most worthy of love.  Your destiny is your purpose for living, 
which only you can define.  Once you define it—and you must, to make life worth 
living—then enthusiastically pursue your destiny.

My life continues to have purpose—serving God and family and using the gifts 
and abilities the Lord has given me.

God intervened to save me so that I could fulfill his purposes, his greater destiny 
for me.  Possibly this is true for you as well.

�
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Chapter 5
A Renewed Life

As Nancy and I are sitting outside our cottage along the Colorado River in a 
beautiful mountain valley between towering “fourteeners,” we are pondering the 
past eleven years of our lives together, years dominated by our battle to survive my 
cancer.  She had been a key part of my fight for survival—an indispensible, loving, 
supporting caregiver.  She had survived intense emotional stress, including my four 
near-death events.  I had needed a wheelchair at times.  Chemo treatments and some 
of the prescription medications had initially left me with limited memory and execu-
tive function.  Mentally and emotionally, I had been what Nancy had called a mess. 

Now, as we gaze at the majestic mountains, we begin to list our blessings as a way 
of helping us reflect on who we have become.  We have life, loving family and friends, 
special grandchildren, we can again enjoy traveling to experience different cultures, 
we have fair health, and we are comfortably retired.  We agree that I have emerged 
emotionally strong, refocused on living life within God’s plan to help others.  We are 
hopeful, content, and happy.

Simply put, my focus has become to love my neighbor as myself, thereby avoiding 
self-centered behavior.  I said to Nancy, “I still have the gift of life, the most impor-
tant thing.  The Lord has given me a wake-up call to begin doing what I was put here 
to accomplish.  I know that means to use my personal capabilities and talents to help 
others.  But what exactly is it that I—that we—are supposed to do?”

Nearly a year after this discussion, Pope Francis addressed this question.  He 
appealed to all people to do good to others less fortunate, during a TED presentation 
to a mostly secular gathering on April 27, 2017.  The Pope explained, “When one 
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Chapter 8
Seek the Light in the Darkness

The abysmal darkness of alcoholism, drug addiction, domestic violence, divorce, 
depression, disease, and other tragedies affects untold numbers of families, but much 
of the darkness is hidden because of fear, pride, humiliation, or embarrassment and 
the lack of community and spiritual support.  Darkness, deep darkness can poten-
tially lead to tragedy.  The following are the true stories of two good friends who have 
opened their hearts to share their stories and their healing.  One friend suffered from 
emotional issues, alcoholism, and a life-threatening accident.  The other faced a life-
threatening disease and broken relationship with a loved one.  They both miracu-
lously survived, sought the light in the darkness, and refused to let go of their hope 
for the future.  Today they are people filled with joy and very happy.  These stories 
are based on my in-person interviews.  Names have been changed to protect privacy.

Benny Finds the Light
by Jeff Cline

My friend Benny suffered many setbacks in his early years.  He had a serious, 
life-threatening accident when he was only 20 years old.  “I woke up in a hospital bed, 
asking, ‘Where am I?  How did I get here?’ and moaning, ‘Oh how I hurt.’ ”

His doctor replied, “You are very lucky to be alive, young man.  You’re in the 
hospital.  You were brought here after an extremely bad accident involving your 
motorcycle and a truck.”  Benny’s nearly fatal accident altered his life suddenly 
and dramatically.
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Open Your Eyes to Joy

During most of his early life, Benny suffered from depression, at times so over-
whelming that he considered suicide.  He was in darkness, unable to see the light.  He 
was quite shy, and unable to develop strong relationships; he was effectively alone.  
Growing up poor in a remote home in the rural south did not help.

Without a purpose in life, Benny nonetheless attended college; however, he dropped 
out after three semesters with a 1.8 GPA.  He partied hard and often, drinking and 
smoking excessively.  Now he was in the hospital, in traction as a result of his consider-
able injuries.  During his 63 days in the hospital and two more months handicapped 
by a body cast, Benny had plenty of time to think.  He decided to go back to college.  
He enrolled at a nearby university, choosing to study business administration.  His 
A’s in accounting helped direct him to his ultimate career path.  However, getting a 
college degree did nothing to create peace and happiness in his life, nor did it take 
away his depression.

Over coffee, Benny reminisced with me about his life after college graduation.  As 
a graduate, he was hired out of college by a premier international accounting company.  
But even after getting the dream job, he did not find peace and happiness.  When he met 
Charlene, whom he married six months later, his life appeared to be much improved.  
But something important was still missing; he hadn’t found what he was looking for, 
so he remained depressed.  He smoked and drank excessively and went out to night-
clubs too often.  After his daughter was born, his growing family increased Benny’s 
responsibilities and deepened the feeling that something was seriously missing in his 
life.  In April of 1975, while attending an evangelistic crusade, Benny said a prayer to 
accept the Lord into his life.

Therefore, since we have been justified through faith, we have peace with God 
through our Lord Jesus Christ, through whom we have gained access by faith 
into this grace in which we now stand.  And we boast in the hope of the glory 
of God…we glory in our sufferings, because we know that suffering produces 
perseverance; perseverance, character; and character, hope.  And hope does 
not put us to shame, because God’s love has been poured out into our hearts 
through the Holy Spirit.

     Romans 5:1-5

Benny had finally found the peace, hope, and happiness he had been searching for 
all of his life.  His son was born six months later.  His marriage with Charlene became 
a struggle during this time until she accepted the Lord back into her life.  The family 
was coming together, now with love.

At this time, Benny decided to part with the large company he worked for and 
start his own firm.  He quit drinking excessively and stopped smoking “cold turkey.”  
With improving self-confidence, Benny’s firm quickly became profitable.
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Nuggets of Wisdom 
From the Contributors

 But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, 
goodness, faithfulness, gentleness and self-control. 
    Galatians 5:22-23

•	When you are knocked down, just get up.  Don’t dwell on your misery, your 
failures, your anger, or your victimhood.

•	We walk by faith, not by sight.  Actually, in losing my sight, I captured vision.  
(Jim Stovall)

•	Make sense of your life and then make the most of your life.

•	Change your life by changing your mind. Have a fresh start now, or any 
moment you choose, for what is called failure is not the falling down, but the 
staying down.

•	Make a daily golden list of ten things for which you are thankful.  Nothing bad 
can continue to exist in the midst of gratitude.

•	Positive attitude is what determines your day.  See problems as opportunities.  
Choosing a positive attitude provides you with confidence, vibrant health, and 
true beauty.  Smile, it will fill you with energy and peace, and you will become 
a light to others.  See the good and bring out the best in people.

•	Envision a bigger, more fulfilling destiny for your life.  What you begin to see 
you can begin to have.
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Open Your Eyes to Joy

•	Your problems are God’s opportunities.

•	Enjoy the good times, learn from the bad times.

•	Turning losses into wins is the mark of a champion.

•	With fortitude, determination, and God’s help anything is possible.

•	Encourage others to emerge from darkness to self-awareness and joy.

•	Helping others will bring you joy.  It is better to give than to receive.

•	Always be truthful and transparent to earn the confidence and respect of others..

•	God has a plan for you.  Do your best every single day, and leave the results up 
to God.  

•	God’s love, protection and provision are limitless.   Praise him in good times 
and bad.  He will heal you when you come to him with your heart in pieces.

•	Relax with positive stimulation of all your senses; good music, tasteful food, 
beautiful things, pleasant aromas, a hug.

•	Enjoy quiet times, walking in the woods and seeing God’s wonderful creation, 
reflecting on his blessings, and your good fortune and blessings.

•	Do not harbor ill will toward others who have wronged you.  Forgive them and 
forgive yourself for mistakes you have made.

•	Start each day with a prayer to be happy.  Choose to be happy.

•	Peace ends depression.  Peace comes by standing with the Lord, which helps us 
to endure.  Suffering produces endurance, endurance produces character, and 
character produces hope.

•	Practice positive self-affirmation every day to feel happy, improve your self-
esteem, and help you feel comfortable in your own skin.

•	Your life becomes the sum total of who you hang around with. Choose deep 
relationships with positive, loving, joyful people.

•	You can achieve joy by taking charge of your life and committing to your goals.  
When you believe that everything that happens in your life is an opportunity 
provided by God, you will be infused with confidence and a greater sense 
of purpose.

•	God intervened to save me so that I could fulfill his purposes, his greater 
destiny for me.  Possibly this is true for you as well.
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Nuggets of Wisdom

•	Life’s journey consists of darkness (failures, extreme losses) and light (oppor-
tunities, successes, loving relationships).  The outcomes depend upon your 
response.  When you are knocked down, get up and fight.  Things that go wrong 
can shape you, or they can scar you.  You can choose to be positively shaped.

•	Avoid chasing material desires. Rather, focus on what is most important in 
life – love of friends and family.

•	Let go of the past.  Prisons hold many who sought revenge and ruined their 
own lives.  Remember, life is a gift.

•	Serious setbacks like severe illnesses can bring you closer to God and help you 
to appreciate life more than ever. Learn from them, have empathy for others 
afflicted and seek to fulfill God’s plan for you.

•	To achieve joy, fulfill three basic needs: someone to love, something significant 
and useful to do, and something to hope for.

�
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A Survival Primer

“We have the test results,” said the 
voice on the phone. “It’s AML—Acute 
Myeloid Leukemia.  Get to MD Anderson 
ER immediately.  At this late stage, your 
chance of survival is razor-thin; you may 
only have five days, but we’ll try.”

Jeff Cline not only survived a deadly 
cancer, but then survived several more 
near-death events over a period of five 
years—only to be hit by a truck and survive.

This is Jeff’s story.  It is also 
the story of friends who have 
survived disease, accidents, 
financial disasters, divorce, 
depression, even prison, to 
lead happy, productive lives 
by changing their mindset 
to one of hope and joy.
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