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My wife has never had a history of migraines, but after three days of the worst
headache of her life, she joked about wanting to visit Dr. Kevorkian, the famous
euthanasia doctor of the 1980’s, to put her out of her misery. Then on the
fourth day of her headache, I noticed Charlene was missing from my bedside.
I finally found her in the den watching TV. I asked her how her headache was.
Charlene shared that the headache had receded during the night, but had
returned full force by morning. I asked her if she wanted me to give her a head
massage like I did before. She said yes. As I massaged her head and talked to
her, I noticed she didn’t respond to one of my questions. I stopped and looked
at her to ask her again to answer me. She had this very strange look on her
face like an infant baby just looking right through
me. I also noticed her mouth was opening and
closing the way a newborn baby would try
to make their first sounds. I asked her to say
something, ANYTHING, or I was going to call
9-1-1. She couldn’t say one word. I heard this
voice in my head say, “IT’S A STROKE!” …
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Foreword
Fifteen years ago, Charlene was a healthy normal
housewife and mother of three daughters. But all that
changed when she suffered a massive stroke that
left her severely speech impaired and paralyzed on
her right side. Today she is happy and accepting of
her situation, and still loves to cook, entertain and
travel the world (making us normal people look like
whiners and complainers). Married for 36 years as
of this writing, Charlene and I have been sharing our
inspirational and positive message with the world since
her stroke.
The purpose of this book is to expand my wife’s
influence to the rest of the world. She has been such
a blessing and inspiration to all of us who have been
fortunate enough to know her. I feel that it is not fair to
the rest of the world for us to keep her a secret all to
ourselves. She has a destiny and a purpose in life to
encourage people. In this day of global internet access
it is my hope that this book will greatly improve our
ability to more effectively communicate to the world
her story (which is also my story) of surviving and
overcoming difficult hardships.
We look forward to our story eventually taking
advantage of all of the media avenues available
today to accomplish this mission. We hope you are
encouraged and changed as a result of “meeting”
Charlene as you read this book.

Introduction
Have you ever wondered what you would do, or how
you would react if an earth-shattering tragedy were
to strike you and your household? I often think about
people who lost a spouse to cancer. I also think about
parents of autistic children that require so much care
that they are unable to give their other children the
attention that they need.
How about a spouse who develops Alzheimer’s
disease and no longer recognizes you? I marvel at
how patient they are with that autistic child or that
spouse who doesn’t know them any more.
How can they do that, day after day, month after
month, year after year, and decade after decade?
I always believed that those kind of things only
happened to “other” people, not to me or my family.
That is… until it happened to us. If you are reading this
book, maybe you or your loved ones are overwhelmed
with the trials in your life, and just don’t know how you
are going to make it through another day. Our story will
give you hope that you too can make it through your
unbelievable hardships with peace and joy by your
side. In fact, I have found that it is actually possible to
enjoy this journey called “life” that I am on, and to be
genuinely thankful in spite of my trials. That’s right, I said
you could actually “enjoy it,” and be “thankful for it.” I
cannot speak for Charlene, however, because she has
paid a much greater price than me.
Please read on and meet my wonderful wife,
Charlene, who in 1996 was a healthy, normal housewife and mother of three who loved to cook, entertain,
and travel the world. But all of that changed when she
suffered a massive stroke that left her severely speech
impaired and paralyzed on her right side.
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If you are wondering about the title of this book,
One Arm, One Leg, 100 Words, let me explain. My
wife’s stroke left her with only half of a body that
works. Although she does have a vocabulary of about
100 words, she has much difficulty putting these 100
words into sentences as a result of her speech disability
that was caused by her stroke. She basically has active
use of about a dozen words that she can use easily,
but the rest of the words she knows are very difficult for
her to retrieve and use. She can, however, understand
and read very well.
Let me walk you through the steps that we had
to take. Hopefully, you can learn the lessons that we
learned from our unbelievable hardships. As a result,
“joy and peace” have walked with us ever since. We
may never know why these trials were allowed into our
lives until we get to personally ask God, “Why?”
Even though we are Christians, this is not a Christian
book, this is a real-life book. After attending different
stroke support groups, I discovered that a lot of people
who are in a situation like ours have committed suicide,
divorced, or simply given up and succumbed to a tragic
life controlled entirely by their disability.
It is my desire in writing this book to tell why I believe we did not choose any of those paths. To those of
you who think the Bible is just an ancient symbolic book
that is no longer relevant in today’s modern world, or
that it is full of too many contradictions to be a credible information source that helps answer life’s toughest
questions, you just may be surprised by our story. Out
of all the many resources that we have ever referenced
throughout our lifetime, the Bible has been the most useful resource imaginable for us, so we quote it a lot.
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com

Chapter 1

Life used to be
pretty great
It is important to get the feel of what life was like for us
before the stroke. I married Charlene at the age of 21.
Life quickly forced me to become a mature and responsible adult. She was 31 and had two daughters from
a previous marriage. That marriage ended because of
physical abuse three years earlier. (Her children, Cinde
and Debbie were 8 and 13 at the time). It was no surprise to anyone who knew my parents that they weren’t
exactly crazy about my idea to marry this woman with
whom I had fallen madly in love. (My parents eventually fell in love with her as well.)
Charlene believes that any man who would give
her two black eyes and a broken nose while he was
high on speed was not to be trusted ever again. She
believed in no second chances of any kind for abuse,
so she left him. She found herself all alone in the world
with her 5- and 10-year-old daughters. She raised them
by herself for the next two years. Then fate brought us
all together.
After I fell in love with Charlene, Cinde and
Debbie, our romantic, fairy tale relationship just
kept getting better and better. We got married just
15 months after our first date, right after we both
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experienced a spiritual encounter with God. We
invited Him into our hearts, and both acknowledged
that He would play a major role in all of our life
decisions from that point on.
Before then, I did not think much of the institution
of marriage because every married couple I knew
eventually got a divorce — even my own parents after
27 years of marriage. And furthermore, I did not think
that this imperfect world was a good place to raise
children in. So I told Charlene that I didn’t want to
have any children.
We were in love and our relationship seemed so
perfect, that we both knew that God must have brought
us together. We hardly ever disagreed or argued
about anything, as hard as that is to believe. I did not
want to break up with this person who seemed to be
my “soul mate” with whom I deeply loved. I felt that
God wanted me to marry her. I feared that I might
never be able to find anyone like her again for the rest
of my life. I wasn’t willing to take that risk.
But there were so many reasons not to get married.
Some of the reasons included a violent and jealous exhusband, the age difference between us, and the step
children. The oldest was only 8 years younger than
me. I didn’t even have a full-time job yet. I was still in
my senior year at USC. I had just changed my major
from Accounting to Business Financial Management,
because I was failing Intermediate Accounting — a
class that an accounting major cannot fail if you want
to be a CPA. It was a very big deal for me to let go
of this goal to become rich by becoming a CPA and
working for a “Big 8” accounting firm. I remember
asking myself how our finances would ever survive if
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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we got married.
Charlene was receiving state aid and food stamps
because she wasn’t being paid any child support.
She also worked as a hair dresser. I had a part-time
job at my uncle’s gas station. As I stated, there were
a number of reasons why not to get married, but only
one reason to get married.
I loved my soul mate, and felt that God was behind
it all. So I made a deal with God. I told Him that if He
would see to it that I would never get a divorce, then I
would serve Him until the day I died. I always tried to
keep up my end of the bargain. After being married
since 1975, He certainly has kept up his end of the
bargain.
In 10 days, we proceeded to get married. It was
that quick. My mom was able to get 100 people in her
back yard for the reception. I can only imagine how
many people she would have gotten there if she only
had more time to prepare.
My dad even helped us buy our first house three
years later with his G.I. benefits that he never used for
himself. Everything was fitting into place. Then three
years after the wedding, one night Charlene said to
me, “Let’s make a baby.”
I reminded her that I didn’t want a baby because
we already had her two children and that was enough
for me. But she explained that I needed one of my own
and said I needed to experience raising my own child
from birth. She said that she couldn’t deprive me of
that joy.
She also told me that it was a huge sacrifice of love
for her to give me a child at the age of 35, but she
was willing to do it. I eventually agreed and our love
Charlene & David Nassaney
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then produced Rebecca Elizabeth, Charlene’s third,
and my very first daughter.
I loved Charlene’s two children as my own. Their
dad hardly ever came around to see them. Once a
year he would drop off garage-sale Christmas gifts on
the front porch.
Debbie, the older one, loved me as if I were a
knight in shining armor. She saw her dad beat up her
mom. She saw me as the one who rescued her from a
broken family.
Cinde, the younger one was a bit more threatened
by my presence. She was still young enough to have
a fantasy image of her dad. In her mind, I was the
one who replaced him, so she probably thought I was
the reason that he never came around to see her any
more. Today they will both say that I was a decent dad
to them and that I treated them as my own.
After I graduated USC, I went job hunting, but could
not find anything that paid me what I needed to make. I
now had a new wife and two new kids, ages 9 and 14.
The older already needed braces on her teeth.
I finally accepted an offer by my dad to help him
run a very small old gas station. We ran it together for
two years. When we outgrew its capacity to support
all of us, my dad agreed to move on and to get
another gas station. That small gas station that he left
me supported us for another year until our growing
family outgrew it again.
God then did a magnificent miracle of provision for
us by supplying us with the highest income producing
gas station in the North L.A. District. He did this right in
the middle of the gasoline shortage in 1979. We have
been there for more than 30 years until we sold it.
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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That miracle was my “parting of the Red Sea”
experience and I have never failed to thank God for
it ever since. God continued to bless us as we went
through economic booms and busts. Our faith would
increase each time we didn’t have enough money to
pay our bills and saw God’s miraculous provision.
He always miraculously provided for all of our needs.
Our family had a wonderful, normal, happy life for the
next 20 years. Life used to be pretty great but today
things are very different for everyone in our family!
Author’s note: At the time of press, Charlene’s two
oldest daughters met with their dad after not seeing him
for 25 years. He told them to share a message with us.
He said that Charlene was the most wonderful person
that he ever met, and that his worst decision was to
allow her to leave him. He also said to tell David that his
best decision was to allow me to marry her. That I was
a very good man for taking care of all of them for all
these years, especially her since the stroke.
We were touched by these comments, and am very
happy that he is making peace with us, himself and his
maker. (He is not in very good health.) We wish him all
the best and harbor no ill feelings.

Charlene at 16 years old
wearing her “Itsy-Bitsy,
Teensy-Weensy, Yellow
Polka-Dot Bikini,”
which she bought right
after the song with the
same title first came on
the radio in August, 1960.
Charlene & David Nassaney

Charlene in 1974 when we met.

Date night, summer, 1974.

Chapter 2

Then everything
changed instantly
Thank God we were able to raise all of our three
daughters in a normal environment with a normal
mother before her stroke. We watched the two older
ones get married, have children, and then we watched
as they both divorced after about five years. Then we
watched them both find new husbands again, and
more grandchildren.
Our youngest daughter was 18 when Charlene had
her stroke. It affected her deeply, but not as much as it
would have affected her if this would have happened
earlier in her life. We are thankful for that.
It is important to find things to be thankful for in this
tragedy. It is easy if you have the right attitude. Things
could always be worse than they are.
My wife has never had a history of migraines, but
after three days of the worst headache of her life, she
joked about wanting to visit Dr. Kevorkian, the famous
euthanasia doctor of the 1980’s, to put her out of her
misery. I remember suggesting that she go see her
doctor two days earlier, but we are both the kind of
people who don’t rush off to the doctor every time we
get a little ache or pain. Besides, he probably would
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have just told her to “take two aspirin and call him in
the morning.”
It was a holiday weekend anyway, and that made
it more inconvenient to visit a doctor. The headache
peaked by the third day and it was getting better so
she didn’t bother to go to a doctor, a decision she
would later regret.
Then, one Sunday morning on Labor Day,
September 1, 1996, Charlene was missing from
my bedside. It was time to get up and get ready for
church. Searching for my missing wife, I finally found
her in the den watching an old Shirley Temple movie.
I asked her how her headache was. She explained
that it was better, but then it started to get worse again,
this time the pain slowly circled around her head like
a crown. I asked her if she wanted me to give her a
head massage like I did before.
She said yes. As I massaged her head and talked
to her, I noticed she didn’t respond to one of my
questions. So I stopped and looked at her to ask her
again to answer me.
She had this very strange look on her face like
an infant baby just looking right through me. I also
noticed her mouth was opening and closing the way
a newborn baby would try to make their first sounds. I
asked her to say something, anything, or I was going
to call 9-1-1.
She didn’t say anything. I told her to say a word,
one word, any word, but she couldn’t. I then noticed
that half her body was starting to slump in the couch
she was laying on. Then the right side of her face
started to droop.
I’m not sure if I knew exactly what a stroke
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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was at that time. I remember something inside my
mind saying, “It’s a stroke!” I dialed 9-1-1 and the
paramedics came quickly. They confirmed to me that
she was having a stroke.
Then they asked me which hospital I wanted them
to take her to, since there were two to choose from
nearby. The first choice was a small privately owned
hospital only five minutes away, the other was a huge
medical center about 15 minutes away.
I didn’t know which one to choose. I did know that
if I chose the wrong one, it could cost her her very life,
or at the very least, her quality of life. I didn’t realize it
at the time, but that was the most important question I
would ever answer on behalf of my wife, ever!
I remember asking them, “What hospital would
you take your wife to if she was having a stroke?”
They both looked at each other, and chose the closer,
smaller hospital. I consented. Looking back at that day,
I realize how that decision turned out to be the one
decision that could have saved my wife from the brain
damage that robbed her of her speech and use of the
right side of her body!
It was pretty slow and quiet when we arrived at
the smaller hospital. I immediately called our pastor at
that time, Andrae’ Crouch, to let him know what had
happened that morning and why we didn’t make it to
church. He came with a bunch of people to pray for
us as soon as I called him. He was just one of many
visitors from the churches that we had attended and we
were very grateful for their prayers and loving support.
I remember those prayers caused me to feel like I was
floating on a cushion of air during those critical days
and weeks of her stroke.
Charlene & David Nassaney
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I remember they gave her an ultra sound on her
neck. They found a blood clot, and gave her a blood
thinning medication. I also remember them taking
her to the x-ray department and giving her a CT scan
to see if it the blood clot had dissolved or if she was
bleeding. The brain can only be without blood for a
maximum of three hours before brain cells begin to
die. If I had known that then, I would have been a
more proactive voice in the process and not just trust
that the doctors had everything under control.
After what seemed like a very long time, the
neurologist on duty finally met with me and showed
me an x-ray of my wife’s brain. It showed a blurry little
white circle on the left side of her brain. He said that
it was likely some “leakage or seepage” of blood.
I found out later that this revoked her candidacy for
the clot busting drug, tPA (a super blood thinning
medication that dissolves blood clots very rapidly).
If there was any leakage or seepage of blood in her
brain, tPA could cause her to bleed to death.
However, he failed to discuss with me her other
medical treatment options. He did not even mention
that the poor x-ray quality should have been a factor in
his decision whether to administer the tPA or not. I later
found all this out from her second neurologist at the
medical center where she was later transferred to.
The second neurologist proceeded to tell me that
he does things differently than the first neurologist at
the smaller hospital. The second neurologist actively
involves the family in all medical options. The family
members are the ones who ultimately have to live
with the consequences of her treatment, especially
if they are wrong.
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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The first neurologist took the very safe, conservative
view of treatment without even asking me my opinion
or assessing all risks involved if his diagnosis proved
wrong. The second neurologist said he would have
given her the drug, especially because of the poor
quality of the CT scan. He would have also immediately
moved her to the medical center for a better CT scan.
According to a crystal clear (not blurry like the last one)
state-of-the-art CT scan image, she had no bleeding in
the brain, which would have made her a candidate for
the tPA drug during the three-hour window.
I looked into a malpractice lawsuit against the first
neurologist, and the first hospital, but malpractice suits
are very difficult to prove. Most doctors will not testify
against a fellow colleague. Since we truly believe that
God allows things to happen for His good reasons, we
just decided to accept what happened at the first hospital.
Besides, God could heal her. We believed in
healing, and we believed the scripture that says, “All
things work for good to them that love the Lord, and
are called according to His purpose.” (Rom. 8:28).
There had to be a good reason why all this happened.
To this day, the doctors still don’t know the medical
reason why she even had a blood clot. She was in
perfect health and was not in any of the high-risk
groups for blood clots or stroke. After many tests, they
finally concluded that it was just a freak thing that
happened for no reason.
It was probably the heart delivering a blood clot
to the blood system. The neurologist claimed that 20
percent of all strokes occur in those considered to be
young (from their 20’s through their 50’s), and most
don’t have a medical reason for why they had a
Charlene & David Nassaney
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stroke. Many are not in any high-risk group (high blood
pressure, high cholesterol, family history of stroke, etc.).
Ten years later, the Food and Drug Administration
came out with a finding that hormone replacement
therapy causes blood clots. At the time, they said that
only birth control pills caused blood clots. Charlene
was on hormone replacement therapy for menopause.
Her doctor had just replaced the two prescriptions
(progesterone and estrogen) that she was taking, with
the one prescription combination known as PremPro.
It is possible that this was a major contributor to the
formation of the blood clot.
She was transferred to the larger medical center
after the three-hour window deadline for receiving the
clot-busting drug tPA was missed. She was admitted into
intensive care. She continued to suffer from paralysis on
her right side, and also severe leg muscle spasms with
the intensity and frequency of a pregnant mother’s labor
pains. She also had the inability to speak or to understand anyone. It was very hard for me to watch her go
through so much pain, and to see her not be able to
have any understanding or communication.
When she was finally stabilized, she was eventually
moved from ICU to a hospital room where they began
physical, occupational, and speech therapy. She still
had no voice for a couple of weeks. Her right foot was
in a cast for six weeks because she tried to get up from
her bed to use the restroom without supervision, and
broke her ankle.
As a result of the stroke, she had also developed
what is called global aphasia, which is one of the most
severe forms of aphasia. It is a heartbreaking and
devastating disability. Global aphasia is an impairment
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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of language affecting the production or comprehension
of speech and the ability to read or write.
It is always caused by an injury to the brain, most
commonly from a stroke. It was so severe that it made
communication with her almost impossible. Over the
next few weeks and months, it slowly became better. It
now mostly affects only her ability to write, retrieve the
names of objects, and the ability to put words together
into sentences.
This type of aphasia that she now has is a milder
form called Broca’s aphasia. In this form of aphasia,
speech output is severely reduced and is limited mainly
to short utterances of less than four words. Vocabulary
access is limited, and the formation of sounds is often
laborious and clumsy. She does understand speech
relatively well and is able to read, but is limited in
her writing. Broca’s aphasia is often referred to as a
non-fluent aphasia because of the halting and effortful
quality of speech.
While in the hospital, she also had what is called
apraxia, which impaired her ability to carry out
purposeful movements. She was extremely limited in
explaining herself by even pantomime or gestures,
such as waving good-bye, beckoning, saluting, or
to pantomime drinking, brushing teeth, pretending
to cough or blowing out a candle (facial apraxia).
Fortunately, she no longer has apraxia today, which
makes gesturing possible for her to communicate more
effectively. We are grateful for all she can do, and
try not to focus on what she can’t do. Again, the right
attitude makes all the difference.
All her friends from church would visit in droves,
and would leave scores of cards and flowers. The
Charlene & David Nassaney
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doctors and nurses could clearly see that this woman
was valued and much loved. They treated her like a
queen, and allowed us many liberties. (Among other
things, they let me sleep there all night long in empty
hospital beds, bring in our own food, and allowed
guests to visit after hours, all of which was against
hospital policy.)
After six weeks, we were sent home. We had help
modifying our home to accommodate a wheelchair. It
was very depressing for her to be home. She would
get frustrated by seeing all the things that she had put
on hold during her hospital stay.
She realized that she might never be the same
again, and she might never be able to handle all of
the duties and responsibilities that she did before.
Nevertheless, she approached speech and physical
therapy enthusiastically and energetically. She had
great hope and determination that she would regain
use of her arm, her leg, and her speech.
She did, in fact, improve some function with her
therapy, but it wasn’t fast enough or easy enough
for her liking. Her insurance paid for six weeks of
home therapy, and it was very convenient having the
therapists come to our home. When the home therapy
insurance ran out, outpatient therapy insurance kicked
in at a hospital of her choosing.
The best therapy program available was about
30 minutes away, so that is where we went twice a
week. She was, however, beginning to show signs of
reaching a plateau in her improvements in speech and
physical therapy. This frustrated her, and would often
get her depressed. This would also cause her to not
be very pleasant to be around at times. To say that our
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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times together were not the most enjoyable during this
post-stroke period would be a huge understatement, as
I will tell you a bit later.
The early stages of post-stroke were an extremely
difficult transition for both Charlene and me. I mentioned
earlier that Charlene was an amazingly gifted individual
and over-achiever before her stroke. She ran an orange
orchard with her ex-husband on their farm.
She has also owned an antique business and hairdressing salon. In addition, she has: owned her own
interior decorating business, was an artist and painter,
gourmet cook, porcelain doll maker, seamstress,
wedding coordinator, professional organizer, mentor/
teacher, public speaker, Girl Scout leader, room mother,
homemaker, mother, grand-mother, wife, and much
more! As you can imagine, it was very difficult for her to
digest the full impact and implications of her new future.
I was just as overwhelmed, as I wondered if I could do
all that was required of me. I knew that I needed help.
It was suggested that Charlene’s parents move
in to help to us, and we could likewise help them
by providing a rent-free home for them. I loved this
arrangement because it took a big load off of me. Our
house was big enough for all of us to not get in each
other’s way, or to get on each others nerves. Then,
after about a year and a half after the stroke, it was
clear to me that we had to move into a smaller, less
expensive, single-level house closer to my business.
The stairs in our house made it inaccessible for
Charlene to get around. We also had too much debt
from the medical expenses and needed to lower our
expenses. My commute to and from work was 70 miles
a day, and that was taking its toll on my energy, my
Charlene & David Nassaney
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family and my business.
Charlene, however, was adamant about not
moving. She loved her home and had no intentions of
leaving it. However, I saw things quite differently and I
was just as adamant about moving. This conflict came
to a head and caused us to seek marriage counseling
to try and resolve our differences.
Her emotional arguments lost to my logical
arguments and so we all moved (including her parents)
to a single story house that was half the size. (and half
the price, which allowed us to become debt-free) It
was more difficult for all of us living in a smaller house,
even more so when our youngest daughter returned
home from college.
We were now five adults packed into a 1,600square-foot house. As helpful as her parents were, the
move took its toll on them and Charlene. I really don’t
think that adult children and parents are supposed to
live together.
It was a difficult dynamic for everyone. So we
bought them a house in their old neighborhood that was
a 2½ hour drive, and paid two mortgages for several
years. Everyone was happy as they could be again!
At that time, we explored a bunch of fascinating
claims by different organizations and individuals about
new cutting-edge experimental therapies for post-stroke
treatment. We were told that these therapies would
bring back lost brain functions, most of which was not
covered by insurance. It took a lot of time, travel, and
money, as well as mental and emotional energy. When
all was said and done, she was no better off than
when she began those therapies.
After that, we tried a well-known television faithwww.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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healer who claimed that many were healed at his
jam-packed stadiums. Since our faith in God and
His healing power was strong, we felt that maybe
God was going to heal Charlene at this event. So we
went and noticed that many people were not healed,
including my wife. There seemed to be a handful of
people who claimed that they were healed out of the
tens of thousands who were in attendance there. We
went home realizing that we didn’t have to be in a big
stadium for God to heal her.
This trip did not shake our faith. We both realized
that we may just have to walk this faith road for a
long while before we saw her healed — maybe even
forever. But that was okay because we had each other.
We also had God’s promises, His presence, His joy
and His peace. This was our reality and it was what
it was. For some reason, people seemed impressed
with how we were handling all of this. Heck, we were
impressed with how we were handling all of this. It
had to be God, because it sure wasn’t us.

Charlene, 1975.
Charlene & David Nassaney

Fun times.

Chapter 3

The grief process,
three years of hell
Alright, maybe not Hell, but at least some heavy-duty
purgatory. We went through a three-year grieving
process. In the beginning, when we were doing speech
and physical therapy, we believed that Charlene would
recover her lost brain functions quickly. But the days
ran into weeks, then months, then years, and now it is
over a decade and a half. I am very grateful that no
one told me back then that after 15 years we would
still be affected by this. If we had known that, we most
likely would have quit. It would have all seemed too
overwhelming at the time.
I have been a counselor at heart all of my life. (I
have the equivalent of an AA degree in counseling,
however, I never got licensed). Going through the
grieving process was on-the-job training for me.
Many counselors agree that there are at least five to
seven stages of grief that one goes through when they
experience any great loss.
Denial
The first stage is denial. Charlene thought she was
normal. And yet no one could understand what she
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was saying, which only made her angry. She thought
there was something wrong with us. She could actually
hear the words that she wanted to say, but they never
made it out of her mouth. When she opened her mouth
to speak, only gibberish would come out. She just
wouldn’t believe that we couldn’t understand her. She
thought we were playing a joke on her. It was heart
breaking for us to watch her inability to communicate
or understand. The look of terror on her face said it
all. We were all powerless to help her with her shock
and denial, which took the form of a condescending
and ridiculing tone toward us all. It was as if she was
saying, “What is your problem? I am alright!”
Anger
The second stage is anger, which she took out on
everyone who loved her. It was not pretty. She truly
hurt those she loved. Like in that old Mills Brothers
song, “You only hurt the one you love, the one you
shouldn’t hurt at all.” I came very close to the end
of my rope, mainly due to my experiencing more
frustration than I could handle, and feeling zero
appreciation. But God kept giving me a very special
dose of Charlene grace to tolerate another day until it
slowly and eventually got better.
During those days, I wrote her a lot of letters,
many of them were never given to her. They were
for my benefit only. She just couldn’t understand my
point of view. God must have also given her some
David grace, because many times I did not respond
as lovingly as I should have to her anger. I was not
accustomed to such treatment and I had to constantly
remind myself not to take it personally.
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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I kept telling myself that she was sick and could
not be held accountable for many of her actions. It
was even harder for the other loved ones in her life
who were not quite as understanding of her condition
as I was. Communication of any kind about anything
on any deep or shallow level was impossible. It
had to involve expressing deep emotions of how
she was feeling, and she simply was not capable of
communicating at that level.
It just wasn’t a fair fight. I would always win the
discussions (or arguments) because she couldn’t argue
back with words the way I could. She just had a
vocabulary of very frustrating screams. And scream
she did. Emotional outbursts lasting anywhere between
15 minutes to one hour of bone-tingling shrieks that did
not stop except to take the next breath to continue her
screaming again.
As terrifying as it was, she was communicating the
only way she knew how. By opening up her mouth
and letting the words come out. (In this case, it was a
vocabulary of one scream). Imagine, if you can, trying
to calm someone down who would not stop screaming
at the top of her lungs. I tried holding her, rubbing her
back, talking calmly to her, but nothing helped her to
calm down.
At times she didn’t even want to look at me or
touch me. If she didn’t retreat into her room and
slam the door, then I usually had to leave the room
myself and leave her alone so she could let all of
that pent-up frustration out of her system. I’m sure the
neighbors thought I was beating her, it sounded that
bad. It took a tremendous amount of energy for her
to vent like that. It would take her days to recover
Charlene & David Nassaney
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fully from the outbursts that drained her body and her
emotions. At times I felt that it was my fault for letting
the conversation get to such a point of frustration that
allowed her to just snap like that. She couldn’t just stop
this outburst of screams once she got started. It had to
run its course.
In fact, it might have actually even been therapeutic
for her to vent like that. I didn’t really know if it was or
not. I just knew that I had to try harder not to let our
next conversation get out of hand again. In my own
defense, however, the conversations that we were
having were necessary ones. They usually involved
changes that needed to be implemented. I would give
her my reasons, but she typically didn’t agree and
couldn’t articulate why. When I would sense that she
was heading towards another emotional outburst, I
would stop the conversation, and change the topic.
However, that did not work most of the time.
Imagine trying to discuss something very important
with someone and not being able to say a word. Then
knowing by your silence that you were going to lose
something very valuable. You felt you were losing it
because you were not able to state your case or speak
your mind. Then to be told that we were not going to
discuss this any more because, “you are getting upset
and you can’t be understood.” If that isn’t hell, then I
don’t know what is. They say (whoever they are), that
the only thing that separates us from the animals is our
ability to speak and communicate with each other. In a
way, a part of her humanity was taken away, and she
was very upset about it.
One way that I attempted to survive those difficult
days was to travel on some weekends to my cousin’s
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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and uncle’s homes that were located in different
states. I hadn’t seen any of them in years, and it was
a special treat for me to get away from my reality and
share my feelings with safe people who were not a
part of my situation back home. Charlene needed the
break away from me also. She was naturally selfabsorbed into her own problems. For her, no one else’s
problems were more important than her own. This is
normal behavior for a stroke survivor.
Back home when Charlene would attend her stroke
support group, I would also attend my caregiver’s
support group. It was there I learned that I needed
to take care of myself in order to take care of my
wife. The caregivers would meet in one room and the
survivors would meet in the another room. Both groups
would complain about each other’s group and would
share their horror stories with anyone who would
listen.
I remember back in those days that Charlene and I
would often get into angry shouting matches with each
other as our patience would wear thin. I am so thankful
that those days are long gone and we now finally like
each other once again.
Bargaining
The third stage is bargaining. I suspected that
Charlene was trying to bargain with God that if she
did such and such a thing that He would heal her. (I
often saw her praying and crying in her room with
her Bible open.) Commonly after a loss, bargaining
may take the form of what is called a temporary truce.
For example, “What if I devote the rest of my life to
helping others? Then can I wake up and realize this
Charlene & David Nassaney
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has all been a bad dream?” I suspect that some form
of this dialogue was going on in her head with God.
We become lost in a maze of if only… or what if…
statements. We wanted life returned to what is was.
In Charlene’s case, I’m sure she wanted to go back in
time, choose the correct hospital, and get the proper
medication that would have made her normal again.
Guilt is often the bargainer’s companion. The if onlys
cause us to find fault in ourselves and what we think
we could have done differently.
But she finally came to a point where she realized
that God is sovereign and He allowed the stroke
to happen for a reason. Her faith was extremely
challenged and so was mine. It is very easy to have
faith when all is well, but you discover how much faith
you really have when tragedy strikes.
We believed that God had a purpose in all of
this, and that Charlene would be healed soon. Our
prayers were very selfish bargaining prayers back
then, and yet God was always there for us. Even if He
didn’t quite answer the prayers the way we wanted,
He gave us what we needed instead. I know that I felt
His presence every single minute. I felt like that famous
picture of the two footprints in the sand. And then there
were only one set of footprints during the most difficult
of times. That was because He was carrying me in His
arms. As I stated in an earlier chapter, I felt like I was
floating on air, like my feet never touched the ground
during those tough years.
Guilt
Some therapists believe that guilt is a part of the
third stage of bargaining, but others say it is its own
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fourth stage. I think Charlene wondered if she caused
her own stroke by any lifestyle or behavior decisions
that she made, however, none of the risk factors for
stroke applied (high blood pressure, family history
of heart disease or stroke, high cholesterol, heavy
smoking and drinking).
The doctors never pinpointed a cause of the blood
clot that caused the stroke. She might have felt a
little guilty about not going to an urgent care doctor
after the second day of her headache. I, on the other
hand, certainly did struggle with a lot of guilt when I
discovered that she probably would have been all right
if only I would have had more knowledge about strokes.
Many thoughts crowded my head. I should have
insisted that the paramedics take her to the larger
medical center instead of the smaller private hospital.
I should have also been on the internet every second
doing research about strokes. I should have learned
about the clot-busting drug, tPA, and other things that
could have saved her brain from damage. I should
have been in the doctor’s face every time a decision
was to be made. I should have been a doctor instead
of a finance guy!
It is normal to experience guilt after any tragedy.
However, I forced myself to quickly get over it. I knew
that condemning guilt did not come from God. In fact,
I always had a great analogy about guilt that I would
share with anyone who was struggling with it. I decided
to take my own advice. Here is how the story goes:
Guilt should be treated like a disposable diaper. A
diaper is designed for one purpose, and one purpose
only, to catch the poop from a baby. The guilt in my
analogy is the poop. There are two types of guilt,
Charlene & David Nassaney
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undeserved guilt and deserved guilt. When you feel
guilty, the first thing you need to do is ask yourself, “Is
there a legitimate reason that I should feel this guilt?”
If the answer is yes, then correct the wrong. Apologize
to the person, fix what you broke, call who you should
have called, turn yourself into the police, whatever it is,
fix it! Then take the diaper that the guilt is now in and
dispose of it, never to see it again.
If the answer to the above question is no, make
sure you can be honest, fair and objective about your
answer. If you are not sure, then ask the opinion of
a well-respected mentor. If the answer is still no, then
there is no wrong to correct. You are innocent. The
guilt is undeserved. No apology is necessary. There is
nothing to fix, nothing broken, no one to call.
Okay, you get the picture. Then take the same
diaper that the same guilt is now in, and dispose of it.
You never have to see it again. In either case, the guilt
(diaper) is gone. (That’s why they call it a disposable
diaper, because once it is used, it is useless).
In fact, if you don’t dispose of it, it can cook
that little baby’s bottom, and become very, very
painful. Guilt can also become very, very painful if
not disposed of properly. Some people hang on to
their guilt for months, for years, or forever! (And they
get sick or their personality gets infected from this
unresolved guilt.)
Some people are very good at dispensing undeserved guilt to others, like mothers, for example. I can
think of episodes of “Sanford & Son,” where Redd
Foxx’s character, Fred Sanford would routinely hold
his chest, look up into heaven, and say, “Elizabeth, I’m
commin’ to join ya’ honey!” This comical skit worked
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every single time to get his son, Lamont, to do whatever
Fred wanted him to do using undeserved guilt.
Depression
The next stage is depression. Losing the quality of
life you once had can cause you to wonder if life is
really worth living anymore. Charlene wanted to die.
You could see it in her eyes. There was no sparkle in
them anymore.
The doctors warned me not to leave her alone with
her medications. I would have these visions of coming
home and finding her dead on the floor, or waking up
and finding her dead in our bed from a pill overdose.
The doctor finally prescribed an anti-depressant that
helped her depression (and my morbid visions). Also,
her faith allowed her to realize that if God wanted her
dead, He would have taken her home when she had the
stroke. Therefore, she began to accept that she must
still have a purpose for being alive.
Depression is a normal symptom for any stroke
victim. Doctors routinely prescribe anti-depressants to
take the edge off of a depression that is the result of a
chemical imbalance in the brain caused by the stroke.
In this case, the patient not only feels depressed for all
of the obvious reasons (experiencing many losses), but
also for the imbalance.
Many stroke victims routinely take their own lives,
according to doctors. Men usually use a gun, and
women usually take an overdose of pills.
Thankfully, Charlene was never suicidal, but she
does get frustrated and cry more easily when she
happens to run out of her low-dose anti-depressant
prescription. Contrary to popular belief, it is not a drug
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that makes you dopy, or gives you symptoms similar
to being under the influence of alcohol or recreational
drugs. It simply restores the chemical imbalance in the
brain so that it functions normally again. Charlene has
no symptoms or side effects from it. We are both very
grateful for that.
Loneliness
Again, some therapists believe that loneliness is a
part of the stage of depression, but others say it is its
own next stage. It often leads to depression and it is
hard to overcome when you lose your friends, your
independence and your ability to communicate on a
deep level.
Charlene had lost her dream house, her car and
driving privileges, her ability to enjoy her hobbies and
volunteer work, her close bond with her 11/2 -year-old
granddaughter who was now afraid of grandma.
(That bond was later restored as her granddaughter
got older.)
Also, after a few months, most of Charlene’s close
friends that she knew before the stroke just stopped
coming around or calling. There are, however, a
handful of friends who did continue to keep in touch
with her. They might take her out to dinner and a movie,
spend the day with her at home, or just be there for
her as a faithful friend. Her faith in God, and her hope
for the future helped her to finally break out of her
loneliness, which also helped her depression.
Acceptance
The final stage is acceptance, which finally came
in the third year. People often think of the stages as
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lasting weeks or months. They forget that the stages are
responses to feelings that can last for minutes or hours,
as we flip in and out of one and then another.
We do not enter and leave each individual stage in
a linear fashion. We may feel one, then another and
back again to the first one. At the time when Charlene
finally reached the stage of acceptance for good, the
seeds of faith that were sown into her heart finally
sprouted and blossomed into a mighty oak tree.
God allowed her to see the glass as half-full instead
of half-empty. She started being positive about the
future, even in the midst of negative circumstances. She
would smile a lot. She would often point up to heaven
and touch her heart as if to say, “God said it will be
alright.” She re-took control of her life, redefined who
she is, and re-established her own self worth.
This all seemed to come about as a result of her
reading the Bible. With scriptures such as, “All things
are possible to them that believe” (Phil. 4:13), she
chose to believe God’s promises over her negative
circumstances and physical limitations. Today she is an
amazingly self-confident, strong-willed, independent
and powerful woman. Some would even say she is a
cross between Martha Stewart and Wonder Woman.
God has given us faith that she will speak again,
in His time, and for His purpose. Even if we are wrong
and that never happens, we are okay with that. We
trust Him and know that He will do whatever is in our
best interest. Again, attitude is everything. We have
lost so much, but we are so thankful for all that we still
have. So many others have lost so much more than us.
We are truly blessed.
One day we met a man who had aphasia very
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similar to Charlene’s. For 10 years, he was completely
non-verbal. Then all of a sudden, his brain just got it
and he started speaking again. He told her, “never
give up!” That meeting will be a constant reminder to
her that there is always hope, and God is always in
control.
We still believe in miracles. God has performed
so many for us already. Charlene has ministered to
countless individuals in her present condition, more than
if she were normal. I think of Joni Erickson Tada, who
was paralyzed as a teenager in a diving accident. She
now has a successful worldwide ministry for disabled
people. Charlene is also blessing more people now than
before her disability. Our lives are truly in God’s hands
and we hope He uses this book to bless even more
people.

Such a cutie pie.
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Chapter 4

Finding the old
Charlene again
That first year in our new smaller home was hard for
Charlene. It was three years after her stroke, and she
was still suffering from the loss of her big beautiful
home, her car and her close friends at church. But after
her parents moved out, she started feeling more in
control of her life again.
Her mother was a very good caregiver with a great
deal of experience taking care of both her parents and
her husband’s parents as they became more sickly with
the onslaught of age. However, there are two different
types of caregiving styles. Her mother was one type
and I was the other. She would always get everything
for Charlene that she needed, making it unnecessary
for her to do anything for herself.
I was told by an occupational therapist that the
best kind of caregiving is where you help the patient
to learn to do for themselves, as opposed to always
coming to their rescue when they are struggling
for something. In essence, her mom would mother
Charlene while I acted more like her coach.
For example, her mother would always immediately
get something for her that she was struggling to reach,
whereas, I would say, “come on, you can do it. Stretch
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a little more and you can reach it.” Her mother thought
I was cruel when I made her struggle for things like that.
But it forced her to become the very independent person
she is today, and not a dependent, or needy person
who required constant 24/7 care. I should say here that
Charlene appreciated all that her mother did for her,
because she made it very comfortable for her, especially
when she wasn’t particularly in the mood for therapy.
However, being a gourmet cook, she was very
anxious to get back in the kitchen again. Her mother
would cook all of the meals and thought that Charlene
couldn’t or shouldn’t have to cook at all because of
her disability. I’m not criticizing her mom — that’s just
the type of caregiver she is. It works really well if your
patient is bedridden, like her parents were. It is just not
the best type of care for someone who is rehabilitating
from a stroke. Therapy is hard work and aggressively
pushing Charlene to do more than she thought she
could do didn’t always make me her most favorite
person at times.
It is painful to watch someone go through physical
and occupational therapy, watching them struggle,
and feeling guilty for not helping them. We are very
thankful for her mom’s help. It would have been very
difficult in the beginning without it.
Since her mother has moved out, Charlene now cooks
all of the meals, and prepares dinner parties regularly.
It is much more different to cook since her disability, of
course, but she does it and does it very well. She loves
cooking, and it gives her a purpose in life — making
people happy by feeding them great food.
She also does all of the housework: cleaning,
laundry, decorating and organizing. In fact, I can’t
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think of anything that she cannot do, which is
amazing, considering she only has use of one arm,
one leg, and 100 words!
I should clarify at this point that her 100 words
aren’t really 100 words. Even though she can in fact
say 100 words when prompted, it was very difficult (if
not impossible) to spontaneously say most of them. For
example, the word that she can most often easily speak
is the word no. However, if I asked her to say the word
no, (because it was not spontaneous) she would struggle
saying it. By the same token, words that she could say
only when prompted, she would have great difficulty
speaking them spontaneously.
The first year after the move, Charlene did not
feel very festive and she didn’t want to decorate the
house at all. Before her stroke, she loved Christmas
and usually started decorating everything in the house
right after Thanksgiving, even sometimes right after
Halloween! Her indifference to the holiday was so
out of character that I tried to make an attempt to put
some decorations up, but it just wasn’t the same. She
had lost her Christmas spirit. In fact, she had lost her
Charlene spirit. She seemed depressed or angry most
of the time, reverting back to the grieving process.
By the second year of the move, she seemed to be
coming back to life again, and she started acting like
the old Charlene that we knew and loved. She seemed
more at peace, more accepting of things, more patient,
more understanding, more everything. Then all of a
sudden, she seemed to take an interest in this new
house in which we were living.
Like I mentioned before, she did not want to move,
but when she realized that we were in fact moving,
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she at least wanted to pick out the house we were
going to buy. I gladly agreed, so she selected this onestory house with a beautifully landscaped backyard
and sloped pool that seemed like it was especially
made for a disabled person. The pool has a beautiful
waterfall and spa with palm trees everywhere.
However, she thought the house was too small
(half the size of our last house), but she loved the
yard. So, when I heard that she wanted to paint the
walls different colors (everything was white), I was
excited! She went into interior decorating mode, and
started comparing swatches of colors on the walls, and
negotiated a great price from the son of our next-door
neighbor, who was 17 and very meticulous and detail
oriented in anything he did. He did a great job, and
our house was starting to look like a home.
The next thing she attacked was the window dressings. I helped her install the hand-made valances that
she sewed. She also sewed all of the drapes and
curtains herself. Remember, one hand and one leg on
a sewing machine. It was like watching a one-armed
wallpaper hanger. Oh, I helped, of course, but I
couldn’t have done any of it without her. I am the spit
and she is the polish We make a pretty good team.
The house was beginning to feel warm and cozy. She
was, and still is, a great decorator.
When the next Thanksgiving rolled around, she
wanted everyone in the family to come over. She was
going to prepare a turkey dinner with all the trimmings.
She also made me pull out all of the Christmas
decorations. She then proceeded to decorate the
entire house for Christmas. She turned our home into a
magical winter wonderland. It was beautiful. She is so
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talented and gifted. It looked like our home belonged
in a Martha Stewart Christmas magazine issue.
The Thanksgiving and Christmas dinners were a
success. Everyone was so happy that she was returning
to her old self again. She was doing so much more
than she had been three years earlier. Something had
changed inside. She had a sparkle in her eyes, and
when she was asked what happened, she would point
up to the sky, and say, “God!” Then she would touch
her heart with her hand.
She then took out her church directory, and started
selecting names. She wanted to host a dinner party for
certain people whom she considered close to her, and
who showed their love to her in many personal ways.
She hosted this dinner party just as in the old days
before her stroke.
She proved to herself that she still had it. Nothing
could stop her now. All her guests just raved about
the very special evening to their friends. She acquired
quite a reputation of being an incredible gourmet cook
and the perfect hostess. Of course, I was once again
famous for just being lucky enough to be Charlene’s
husband. It is a title that I have enjoyed for years.
I would come home many times from work, and find
that she had organized all the closets and kitchen cabinets, done the laundry, cleaned the house, painted the
scratches in the walls that her wheel chair had run into,
prepared a delicious dinner and dessert, and looked fabulous. I asked her where she was hiding all of the elves
and gnomes who helped her all day long. But alas, she
did it all by herself with just the help of God giving her
the determination, and allowing His glory to be shown
through her marvelous attitude and demeanor.
Charlene & David Nassaney

Enjoying a night out on the town.

Sipping her favorite drink, a Root Beer
Float, at her favorite 50’s café.

Chapter 5

Why is life so good
now, when things
are so bad?
It is a paradox to me how we can be so happy and
peaceful, while going through a trial and a lifestyle
that most people would look at and say, “No way, not
me. I could never do that, not even for one day!” After
all, I did lose my wife. Oh sure, she is still alive and
with me but she is not the same woman who I married.
It is very difficult to walk along the sandy beaches
together anymore. It is also extremely difficult having
deep conversations, or speaking about what is on our
hearts or sharing how we feel intimately about things
anymore. This is a tremendous loss to me. I should be
very depressed about it, but I am not.
The real question is, “Why I am not depressed
about it?” Of course the obvious answer is God. I
don’t know how to express it, except to say that we
experienced real power from a spiritual source that
cannot be explained by any other means. I am a
USC graduate with an intellectual and logical mind.
I know that a miracle happens when it cannot be
scientifically explained. Yet, this is what occurred
during our weakest moments. We were lifted up by a
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source of strength (not from this physical world), that
conventional wisdom cannot explain.
I am grateful that God is there for me, and is giving
me what I am not receiving from Charlene, yet I still
want to know why? Why am I not lonely? Why am
I content with not walking on the beach with her, or
having those deep, intimate conversations? (I know that
God is giving her what she is not getting from me as
well, and I am very thankful for that).
I am not sure I completely have the answer to my
question, but if I were to take a stab at it, I would
have to guess that God has blessed me with a thing
called grace. I like to call it Charlene grace. Thankfully,
Charlene is also gifted with something called David
grace. I believe Charlene grace and David grace is
something that God has put into our temperaments and
personalities to make us align with each other. Most
of the time, what would normally irritate us about one
another is replaced by peace and contentment.
Grace is a good thing, and I am very grateful for it.
I am also appreciative that God has put an attraction
in our hearts towards each other. We both have had
a few people over the years make subtle advances
towards us indicating that they would be interested
in pursuing a romantic encounter (before and after
her stroke). We are very thankful that God put in our
hearts a lack of attraction towards any other person.
I can honestly say that I have never kissed or had
an affair with another woman since my marriage in
1975. That is not an easy boast to make in today’s
world. I am sure that I am in the minority but I cannot
take any credit for that comment. It isn’t that difficult
resisting a woman with which I had no attraction. It
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would be much harder resisting a woman with which
I felt a magnetic, electrical attraction. I would then
have to rely solely on my integrity, value system, and
wisdom in not allowing myself to be caught or trapped
in a compromising, dangerous situation.
By the same token, I know my wife can make the
same boast of not ever kissing another man or having
an affair. I am not perfect by any means. My wife
takes a lot of bologna from me. Thank God she has
that David grace I was talking about earlier.
Grace is a gift that is available to anyone who
recognizes it. Charlene is also very happy now, even
when I am being very difficult. God has given her
favor towards me.
Another thing we are very thankful for is that we did
not know then what we know now. In other words, we
have always been on a need-to-know basis with God.
We are so glad that no one ever told us exactly what
was in store for us in the future. It would have been too
overwhelming for us to even consider going through
such a trial. I understand that we never know what we
are capable of until we go through it, but I also know
that fear or dread can be a very powerful force.
One time, during a blood test, I actually felt the
pain of the needle before I was stuck. That is because
the fear of the negative event is often worse than the
negative event itself. (Charlene’s fear of needles is about
100 times worse than mine.) Franklin D. Roosevelt once
said, “We have nothing to fear but fear itself.”
If Charlene were to speak right now, I know she
would say that I was awful during those three years,
and I probably was. I’m sure I came across as a control freak who was taking advantage of her situation.
Charlene & David Nassaney
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She does an imitation of me that really makes me
laugh. She makes this really monster-looking face and
brings her voice way down to a low growl. She makes
Frankenstein-like movements with her arm and leg. She
makes me look and sound like some kind of monster.
I probably did seem like some big bad monster to her
from her perspective, and in her condition.
Faith
I believe there is this thing called now faith, which
is different than past faith or future faith. It is faith
for the here and now. For example, it is one thing
to believe that God saved your soul way back then,
which would be past faith. It is another thing to believe
that one day you will be going to heaven. That is future
faith. Now faith is the faith that it takes to believe that
your rent will be paid now when it is due… it is the
most difficult faith to acquire. I’m not saying that it
should be the most difficult to acquire, I’m just saying
that most people have trouble believing that God can
take care of their problems right now.
There is a story in the Bible of when Jesus’ friend
Lazarus died. His sisters Martha and Mary asked Jesus
why he delayed in his coming. They said that if Jesus
had only been there sooner, their brother would still be
alive (past faith).
Jesus told them that Lazarus would live again. They
replied that they already knew that their brother would
rise again in the resurrection (future faith). Then Jesus
asked them where their brother was buried, basically
asking them to take Him to where their faith died (now
faith). He then proceeded to raise Lazarus from the
dead, showing us all that He is able to supply us with
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our urgent now needs right now.
That is how Charlene and I made it through all of
these trials — one day at a time and one miracle at a
time — having now faith every single day. Oh sure,
there were some days that we may have struggled with
our now faith and momentarily forgot about God’s
promises, but then we would feel the anxiousness of
fear begin to creep into our spirits and start to rob us
of our joy and peace.
That would remind us to run, not walk, back to
His promises and His presence. “Now faith is the
substance of things hoped for and the confidence of
things not seen.” (Hebrews 11:1). God only lives in the
present (the now), and our faith must live in the now as
well. That is why His name is, “I am,” as told to Moses
in the book of Exodus.
Losing freedoms
Another thing that Charlene and I both had to
adjust to in the beginning of the grieving process was
losing some of our freedoms. At the time, my caregiver
group encouraged me to be good to myself by taking
little trips away from home to get refreshed and
rejuvenated. Likewise, Charlene needed to get away.
However, I am sorry to confess that I could not
think of her needs more than my needs at that time,
something I am not very proud to admit. I was just
trying to survive, and I needed to make sure that I
was okay first so that I could take care of her. Right or
wrong, it was what I needed at the time. Unfortunately,
she couldn’t really get the same kind of freedom that
I had back in those days. I did my best, but I’m sure
it wasn’t good enough. That helped contribute to her
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belief that I was not very nice or fair back then.
The natural tendency for a caregiver is to feel guilty
when they are not taking care of the patient 24/7,
thus promoting something called burnout. I have seen
many caregivers burnout. It is not a pretty sight. They
become bitter and resentful of the patient. Sarcasm
and cynicism become a normal way of communicating
to anybody who will listen. They also take on a martyr
mentality. They believe that they have a thankless job,
and that nobody appreciates them, most of all the
patient whom they believe is ungrateful. When that
patient happens to also be your spouse, the problem
is intensified many times, damaging the marital
relationship. Sometimes the damage is beyond repair.
I wanted to make sure that never happened to me.
I never wanted to resent my wife for her disability,
so I tried to follow the advice of my caregiver group.
I would take an occasional trip away from it all
whenever I sensed burnout was right around the
corner waiting to pounce on me. Many times my wife
resented my going away without her.
Sometimes I had to be secretive about it because
I knew it would hurt her if she ever found out. But I
knew that if I didn’t take care of myself first, I would
not be able to take care of anyone, much less the most
important person in my life. I wanted our relationship to
be as fresh and as strong as it possibly could.
Feeling free to come and go was very important
for me. It made me appreciate my wife so much more
when I returned home. You know what they say,
“absence makes the heart grow fonder,” and it did. I
tried to equal the score in her mind by taking her away
with me somewhere special afterwards. I made every
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attempt to make our abnormal situation as normal as
possible. The best way to do that was to simply act
normal, and eventually it finally felt normal.
I remember discussing this concept with other
Christians who disagreed with me. Some say that
others must come first, and yourself last. They use
the acronym, J.O.Y, which stands for, Jesus first,
then others, then finally you. I strongly disagree with
this concept. My favorite analogy for refuting this
philosophy is the following story:
When you are flying on a plane, the flight
attendant is required to give you a safety presentation.
They begin by saying that if there is an unexpected
loss in cabin pressure, oxygen masks will drop from
the above compartment. If you are with a child, you
are supposed to put your mask on first. Then you may
help your child put on their mask. On the surface, this
seems like a very selfish thing that the flight attendant is
telling you to do. How could she tell you to selfishly put
your mask on first, and neglect that poor little kid for
whom you would gladly die?
Well that’s just the point. If you don’t put your mask
on first, you may die. Then what hope would your
kid have without you around anymore to help him go
through life? Many people are not aware that the best
way to show love doesn’t always involve just giving the
recipient whatever they want. Another name for that
might be enabling, or spoiling the child, which entails
giving them too much and too often of anything that
they didn’t earn or deserve.
True love gives the other person what they need,
not necessarily what they want. This is commonly
referred to as tough love. It is basic Care Giving 101,
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taking care of you first, so that you can take care of
others that need your help.
Another more personal aspect of loss that we suffered
after the stroke had to do with our intimacy in the bedroom. The right side of Charlene’s body had experienced
paralysis and loss of feeling. Obviously, this would affect
some areas of our romance that we enjoyed.
We had to adjust, and learn new creative ways to
be intimate with each other. It was very hard, awkward,
and embarrassing at first. For a time, we were sleeping
in different bedrooms because of the muscle spasms that
would occur in her right leg that would violently kick me
in the middle of the night and wake me up.
In order to get a good night sleep, I slept in the guest
room. This made it tempting and easier to consider
just giving up on trying to be intimate. I remember
wondering how I would ever make it, given how
different things were with all that I had lost. But then I
would look at Charlene, and realize that she had lost so
much more than I, so how could I complain about my
relatively small losses compared to her huge losses?
It just seemed like too much work at times, but
thankfully neither one of us really wanted to give up on
the long history of romance and intimacy that we had
enjoyed all of our married lives. We continued to try
and experiment for many months until we finally were
both able to be intimate with each other in a different
way that continued to keep us emotionally close to
each other.
We finally were able to show and express our
love that we had towards each other. It was difficult
communicating our needs to each other, but we
somehow managed to do it. We are very grateful to
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God for allowing our intimacy to continue to feed the
great marriage God had established for us.
		
Loving? or in love
I was a little confused about my feelings for
Charlene during those difficult days when we
constantly fought and argued. We loved each other,
but sometimes we didn’t feel in love with each other.
What is the difference between loving, and being
in love? It was like having a rebellious child that you
love, but you don’t like at that moment. There were
times when we definitely did not like each other for a
period of time. We had to figure out if we still loved
each other. We did not act like we did. We were
always in love with each other our entire marriage,
and it felt good, but this felt different.
Were we falling out of love? Were we drifting
apart? Were we going to have to split up so that we
didn’t kill each other? These were scary questions for
us. They were real questions, though, that we had to
face in the end.
As I mentioned in the first chapter, I had a deal
with God when I got married. He was supposed
to make sure that I never got a divorce, and I was
supposed to serve Him until the day I died! Where
was God in all of this?
It was all so painful for both of us. We finally went
to get counseled by our pastor. First of all, he said we
should not be sleeping in different bedrooms for any
reason. He also helped us to understand that love and
being in love was different. Just because you don’t feel
love, it doesn’t mean that you don’t love each other.
He explained that God brought us together for
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a reason, and the vows we took were forever. “In
sickness and in health, for richer or for poorer, ’til
death do we part.” We began to realize that God
was still with us during this painful trial, and He was
teaching us His kind of love, written about in the Bible.
“That while we were yet sinners, God loved us, and
sent His son to die for us sinners.” (Rom. 5:8).
Now I know that it is possible that one would die
for a friend, but for one to die for an enemy, that is
not likely or even probable. Yet the Bible teaches that
God’s love did that for us when we didn’t deserve it,
or even know that we needed His love to save us from
ourselves. After really absorbing the truth of this fact,
God’s love penetrated into my soul and I started loving
Charlene by letting His love flow through me.
It was actually easy from that point on, and I once
again fell in love with my wife. Now that was a miracle!
People always say that I am a good man for loving her
and sticking by her, but I really don’t feel like I deserve
any credit for loving her. It is so easy to love Charlene. I
think it’s probably the other way around.

Dave, trying hard to look cool.
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Chapter 6

My stroke
This book is about all of the aspects of my wife’s stroke
and her one arm, one leg, and her 100 words that
she knows. However, I also feel like I had experienced
a similar stroke. I had a financial stroke that would
greatly affect Charlene. It was almost like the
equivalent of her physical stroke for me.
Despite being a business major at USC, an
entrepreneur, and a business owner for many years, I
managed to lose our life savings and investments that
we had acquired throughout the last 35 years. It was a
devastating loss, almost as devastating as Charlene’s
stroke was to her. Along with our life savings, we also
lost our good credit rating.
Bill collectors were calling every day, demanding
their money that we lost to the real estate and stock
market meltdowns, which seemed to occur at the same
time. In the past, if the stock market crashed, there
was always real estate that was safe, and vice versa.
But this time it all crashed together. Bad business
decisions that caused us to be in the wrong investments
at the wrong time resulted in us losing commercial
properties that were in risk of foreclosure, along with
all the equity that was in them. In the end, we were
able to avoid foreclosures on them by negotiating
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with the banks to give them back for the amount of the
mortgages.
If I had only heeded my wife’s intuition, I could
have avoided the worst part of our loss. Charlene felt
much earlier on than I did that the investment was bad
and we should have cut our losses. I wanted to hang
in there with the market. I don’t know why God gives
women a sixth sense about things that we men simply
do not possess.
I do have the pride to think that I am always right,
and that I know more than my darling wife does. Thank
God that He has finally delivered me from that kind
of pride. Now, I always want to know what my wife
thinks about any business decision, or any business
individual’s moral character. Just learning that nugget of
truth (to listen to her), has saved us more trouble than I
can tell you. Charlene is not only a wonderful, intuitive
woman, but has a very special connection with God,
which I have learned the hard way.
If all this wasn’t bad enough, I broke the cardinal
rule of never risking your primary residence on a
business deal… no matter how sure it looks! As a
result, my home’s line of credit that the banks gave out
so easily in those days was lost in the commercial real
estate meltdown. We now faced a foreclosure on our
home to be sold on Christmas Eve (of all days). For
18 months we had attempted to modify the first and
second mortgage on our home so that we could afford
to stay there.
The last thing I wanted was for Charlene to lose
another home. The first one she had lost to her stroke
and the second one could very well be lost to my
financial stroke. We prayed for another miracle, and
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God saw fit to bless Charlene’s need to stay in our
home with a loan modification in the 11th hour.
That made it possible to stay in our home, and
to have a joyous Christmas. We began making our
new trial payments, which we were thankfully able
to afford. We became one of the few homeowners
who actually got approved for a permanent loan
modification.
The whole foreclosure process really taught me a
lot about my faith, just as Charlene’s stroke taught her
a lot about her faith. First of all, was I really willing to
trust God with every aspect of my life, and to give Him
back everything that I was hanging onto in my life?
Would I trust Him to do with my life and my stuff as
He saw fit?
I read in the Bible that God commanded Abraham
to sacrifice his precious son Isaac, whom Abraham
had waited 25 years for. He was at the ripe old age
of well over 100 years old. God wanted to see if
Abraham loved Him more than his only precious son
that he had waited so long for. We too are always
being asked by God to prove our love to Him by being
willing to give back all that He has given to us.
He wants to see where our hearts are really
at and to see if we love Him above all else. Like
Abraham and Isaac, God may change His mind at
the last second, but many times He just wants to see
if we are willing to give it up. I had to trust God that
if He allowed us to lose our home due to my bad
decisions, I would have to trust Him that He would
still take care of us.
If His provision was less than what we had before,
then I would have to be fine with that. Personally, I
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could live anywhere, but it would be hard to watch
Charlene have to go through that, since she has been
through so much already. Thank God that in His great
mercy, He chose for us to stay in our home.
An affair with fear
There is a natural temptation, after putting your Isaac
on the altar to take him back. This is often done by
walking in fear, doubt and unbelief, which occurs when
you stop trusting God’s provision.
Randy Ashburn, one of my spiritual mentors, put it
this way: “Why would you have an affair with fear,
or commit adultery with doubt, or have the Holy Spirit
catch you in bed with unbelief? Can you imagine the
Holy Spirit asking you, ‘I thought we had a special
relationship? I thought you trusted Me? How could you
sleep with My enemy like that?’”
It is a powerful visual image that has changed my
life. Most of the time, I no longer fear anything in my life
because I know that “all things work together for your
good” (Rom. 8:28), and that “My God shall supply all
of your needs” (Phil. 4:19). God made us a promise
to give us “peace that passes all understanding” (Phil.
4:7). He provides for us so much better than we could
ever provide for ourselves. Today, I am a very wealthy
man spiritually as a result of this truth that resides within
me, it is true riches.
Physical challenges
Another thing that I had to deal with at that time
in my life was new physical challenges. I was always
healthy and in good physical condition all of my
life. I ran when I was younger and even competed
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com

Ch. 6 My stroke

59

in a marathon relay once. After falling on the ice
while showing my 14-year-old daughter how to ice
skate years ago, I injured my knee, and needed
arthroscopic surgery.
As a result, I instead became an avid walker. I
discovered that I did my best praying and thinking
when I was walking. So naturally I walked miles and
miles during these trials. I literally walked my feet into a
painful arthritic condition. At 54 years of age, my feet
felt like the feet of an old man who walked with a limp.
I found out firsthand what it felt like for Charlene
to have her body let her down. At one point, we were
both in electric wheelchairs at Wal-Mart shopping…
that was a sight. I was beginning to show signs of old
age. I was too young to become old, and this really
bothered me.
However, I was determined to believe God for a
supernatural healing of my feet. I had to realize that all
things come under His protection, including my physical health. I asked Him to help me walk without pain in
my feet, and not to limp along like an old man. I went
to physical therapists, acupuncturists, bought expensive
support shoes, and attended prayer meetings, but in the
end, I believe that God simply healed my feet.
Today, my pain is much better managed to the
point that I can walk without pain or a limp almost
all of the time. Of course, there were many things I
had to give up so that I didn’t aggravate the problems
in my feet. I had to sell my sail boat, stop walking
for exercise, and stop playing sports, but I still had
my bicycle riding to keep me in shape, which I
thoroughly enjoy.
Twice a year, I go to Mexico with friends to ride our
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bikes from Rosarito Beach to Ensenada, a 51-mile ride
along the scenic ocean, and through the majestic mountains. I am grateful to God that I have a good cardiovascular system, and am in good enough shape to do these
rides. I will continue to do them as long as I can.
I am now aware that I cannot do the things that I
used to do when I was 20, 30, or even 40 years old.
That’s okay. I know that one day I am getting a brand
new super human body.
The Bible promises that we will get new bodies in
heaven that never get sick and will live forever. I am
excited about it, and I look forward to it with great
anticipation!

Dave and his close friend and nephew, Jeff Ditoro,
riding their bicycles from Rosarito Beach to
Ensenada in Baja, Mexico.
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Chapter 7

Surviving and
enjoying life with
a positive attitude
My positive attitude towards life, along with Charlene’s
positive attitude towards her recovery, has certainly
been a process. I can assure you it did not happen overnight. It starts with a core belief that all things happen
for a reason. We don’t always have to know what that
reason is. Charlene and I believe there is a Creator — a
Higher Power — who controls all things, and at times
allows bad things to happen to good people.
We have spoken to many stroke survivors over
the years, and it is very difficult to find many who
do not have faith in God or trust Him in their daily
circumstances. The human spirit is a marvelous thing
to behold. I often think of people who have faced
tremendous odds. These individuals could not have
survived if it weren’t for their faith. This faith is the
force that keeps them going in the face of otherwise
insurmountable odds.
I often wonder why some people are chosen to
endure greater hardships in life than others. After many
years of life experience and much contemplation, I
have come to the following conclusion: God gives
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greater trials to certain individuals in order to bring
out their unusual positive character traits they might
otherwise not have known they possess.
In fact, if it weren’t for the great hardships that God
allows in their lives, they would not achieve the level
of greatness and strength of character that they were
born to attain. There are numerous people who have
survived and conquered their trials, such as Helen
Keller, who rose to greatness because of her disability.
She paved the way for others who were blind and
wanted to live more normal lives.
The list of famous people with disabilities is
staggering. Google it sometime, and prepare to be
shocked by the endless list of individuals who achieved
greatness, despite their particular ordeals.
Charlene’s life is one that defies logic. She cannot
speak more than a handful of words, nor can she
speak in full sentences. Yet, she can have a 15-minute
“conversation” with a total stranger who just met her
for the first time. They are captivated by her outward
and inward beauty without realizing she is speech
impaired while she communicates with them.
How does she do this? Well, for example, an
elderly gentleman who meets her for the first time
waiting for a table in a busy restaurant asks her how
she is doing. She will look him right in the eyes, and
with a great big Charlene smile, shake her head up
and down saying “ahhhhhhh.” Then she will tilt her
head back and close her eyes with a big smile on her
face. Then she might bring her head forward, look him
right in the eyes again with a big smile, and lift her
eyebrows as if to say, “You?”
He knows non-verbally that she is asking how he is.
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As he shares the experiences he had that day to this
attractive woman who seems very interested in what
he has to say, she responds with a host of gestures
and sounds – a nod, a laugh, raising her eyebrows,
wrinkling her nose, winking, or making some
appropriate sounds.
She uses her tonality to say the same word
differently. She may also make hand gestures or point.
As he feels more comfortable talking to her, she might
also touch his face, his hand, or his leg… you get the
picture. It is said that 85 percent of communication is
non-verbal, and Charlene uses every ounce of nonverbal communication to make up for her lack of
vocabulary.
Charlene owns a folding electric wheelchair that
makes her very mobile, especially in her van equipped
with a hoist that allows her to travel almost anywhere
around the world. Her electric wheelchair will take
her on the road, on a plane or on a cruise ship. She
has many hobbies, such as cooking and preparing
elaborate gourmet dinner parties and table settings.
She is currently writing a book on how to make simple,
yet elaborate and elegant table settings, and will
include lots of pictures.
How can she write a book with her disability, you
might ask? She will make her table settings, photograph
them, and have one of us interpret how she did it.
Her other hobbies include home decorating, sewing,
building miniature doll houses, and making dolls —
despite having the use of only one arm that works.
Did I mention she has her own website where you can
view a video about her life? It includes links for stroke
survivors and caregivers to get support. It also features a
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page for ordering their books, and inviting us to come
speak at your seminar, talk show, or event. Please visit
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com.
People tell me that I am just as amazing as she
is. I don’t think so, but they insist that the way I
communicate with Charlene (charades, 20 questions,
Pictionary… whatever it takes), is interesting and
entertaining to witness. Charlene is the real star,
however. She has made the lemons that life has given
her into the yummiest glass of lemonade, just what
you would expect from a great gourmet cook. For
Charlene, quitting is just not an option!
It’s all about attitude
We have discovered that life is an exciting journey,
so you really have only two options on this road called
life, either choose to enjoy the journey, or decide to be
miserable.
I saw a very inspirational movie that came out
several years ago called Life Is Beautiful, written,
directed and starring the Italian actor, Roberto Benigni.
It is a foreign film that won three well-deserved
Academy Awards. It is about a real-life prince
charming who met the woman of his dreams, and he
would do everything in his power to sweep her off her
feet. Their fairy tale life continues as they have a son,
but then their lives take a serious turn. To protect his
family, this loving father has to turn the hard realities of
being sent to a Nazi prisoner-of-war camp into a fun
game for the sake of his 5-year-old son, who had to
hide from the guards. He made up a story about them
being in a contest that whomever made it to the end of
the game without being disqualified by getting caught
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by the guards, would win the grand prize, a real army
tank. The boy loved tanks, and he wanted to ride in a
real one more than anything.
Many times the boy became tired of the long game
and the harsh conditions there. He wanted to give up,
but the father reminded him that the game was almost
over, and that he was ahead of everyone in points,
and that if he gave up, he would be sent home a loser,
and someone else would win the tank.
I won’t tell you the ending, but it was an amazing,
unbelievable movie that you have to see for yourself.
It really made you think about the power of a positive
attitude. How else could a holocaust survivor maintain
hope without maintaining a positive attitude?
I have a poster on my wall with a quote from Pastor
Charles Swindall. It reads:
“The Longer I live, the more I realize
the impact of attitude on life. Attitude to
me is more important than facts. It is more
important than the past, than education, than
money, than circumstances, than failures, than
successes, than what other people think or
say or do. It is more important than appearance, giftedness or skill. It will make or
break a company… a church… a home. The
remarkable thing is we have a choice every
day regarding the attitude we will embrace
for that day. We cannot change our past…
we cannot change the fact that people will
act in a certain way. We cannot change the
inevitable. The only thing we can do is play
on the one string we have, and that is our
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attitude. I am convinced that life is 10% what
happens to me and 90% how I react to it.”
Life should be fun, and you have the power to
make it fun. See the glass as half-full, and not halfempty. In this anxiety ridden, modern, fast-paced
world, 95 percent of what we worry about never
comes to pass. Happiness is very contagious, but
so is worry. Choose to be happy, regardless of your
circumstances. If Charlene and I can do it, I know
you can. Somehow, I think you probably don’t have it
worse off than we do.
Let me share with you an analogy of an actor
performing on a stage to help make my point. When
the curtain goes up on the stage, the actor steps
out into the spotlight and says his lines that he has
rehearsed for weeks, or maybe even months.
Life is like that stage. When we go through our
trials in life, it’s like we are rehearsing our lines for our
part in a play. We may have to rehearse our lines for
weeks, months, or maybe even years. Like those lines
in the play that we rehearse, our trials similarly are the
rehearsals for our destiny, and our performance in the
production called life.
God (the producer) assigns us our perfect part
in the play, according to our personality, training,
temperament and experience. He then casts that part
exclusively for us. No one else is capable or qualified
to play our part in this play called life.
So when that curtain goes up, and it is time to
perform, we must rise to the occasion, and do what
we have been preparing to do with excellence. For
example, someone who has experienced a life of child
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molestation finally deals with all the hurt and pain as
they reach adulthood.
This allows God to minister healing through
counseling and therapy, which brings the healed
person to a place where forgiveness is offered, not
only for his abuser, but also for himself. After being
healed of his shattered life, he is now able to help
others find their way to receive the same healing and
forgiveness that released them from the paralyzing
hold that it once had on their life.
God always has a purpose for the trials that we
experience in life that cause us so much pain. I wouldn’t
be writing this book, and hopefully helping others who
are also struggling to overcome life’s unbelievable hardships, if I didn’t personally go through hardships myself.
If I can survive my trial with joy and peace, and be
able to tell you my story, then so can you. Like I said,
God always has a purpose in your trials. Just submit to
his will, and don’t give up or lose faith.
“Do not become weary in doing good, for at the
proper time you will reap a harvest if you do not give
up.” (Gal. 6:9).
It has been said that genius is 1 percent inspiration,
and 99 percent perspiration. Humans were made to be
goal oriented. “Without vision, the people perish.” (Prov.
29:18). Boredom will usually creep in if we are not striving towards a goal. Balance, however, is the necessary
ingredient in any genius, otherwise the line that separates
genius and insanity gets blurry. We get into trouble whenever we get out of balance. Too much work, too much
play, too much anything makes us unbalanced.
Get into the habit of turning our lemons into
lemonade, which reminds me of the story of the
Charlene & David Nassaney
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optimistic boy who always had a very positive attitude
about life. He was told to go shovel out the horse
manure from the barn. Well, he tore into that manure
with a shovel like a mad man. When asked why he
was shoveling so enthusiastically, he replied, “With
all of this horse manure in here, there just has to be a
pony under all of this somewhere.”
Now that’s a positive attitude.
I learned lessons from the movie “Finding Nemo.”
Dora and Marlin were trapped in the whale, and
they were hanging onto the tongue of the whale for
their lives. Then Dora heard a voice that said, “Just let
go and everything will be fine.” Well, the situation was
hopeless, and they had nothing to lose, so they both
reluctantly let go, wondering if they were falling to their
death. Instead, they fell into a pool of water, and were
then blown out of the whale via the blow hole.
The moral of this story is to always have hope,
never give up, and to listen to the still small voice in
our heads. I know… not very scientific… but it worked
for them, and it always seems to work for us.
There is always a way out of your impossible
predicament. The Bible says, “All things are possible
to those that believe.” (Mark 9:2). So many people
quit too early, not realizing they were so close to their
breakthrough.
A true survival story I’ve been told states that a man
was repelling a mountain and lost his footing, falling
several hundred feet, but a tree caught his body, and
broke his fall. He was left hanging on a branch by his
rope. There was a very dense fog, and he couldn’t see
how far the ground was below him.
That night the temperatures were below freezing,
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and when they found him the next morning, he had
frozen to death… hanging just five feet off the ground
that he could not see because of the fog. He was also
just a quarter mile from a campsite. He must have given
up all hope, instead of taking a risk, and simply cutting
his rope to fall the five feet to his survival.
He had absolutely nothing to lose, and only his
life to gain if he had just realized that he was going
to freeze to death if he did nothing. He at least would
have had a 50/50 chance of surviving the fall, and
finding shelter for the night. Instead he chose to just do
nothing and give up.
When I would visit Mexican orphanages, I noticed
another way of examining the impact of a positive
attitude is by observing how poor countries, such as
Mexico, never throw anything away. They are so poor,
they recycle everything. Bedsprings for fences, tires
for retaining walls, old barrels for water containers,
cardboard and styrofoam for walls and roofs for their
makeshift houses, etc. You name it, they recycle it. That
is their way of creatively using what is available to
them, instead of going without.
Despite this poverty, their poor children are very
happy. They just don’t realize how miserable their
circumstances are because they are too busy making
toys out of things that they find at the garbage dump
where they live. They simply don’t realize what
they are missing, because they never have known
prosperity or a better life. We are so spoiled in this
prosperous nation of ours. It would do us all some
good to visit a Mexican neighborhood in a garbage
dump to be reminded of what the rest of the world
really lives like.
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singing “I’ll Be Home For Christmas.”

Charlene’s many fashionable looks.

Chapter 8

I wouldn’t trade this
experience for millions
… or repeat it for billions.
Life is preparing you for your destiny. Everything you
are going through is making you more and more
qualified for your true mission and calling. Life is a lot
like college. If you let Him, God will write your résumé
for you. These seemingly purposeless circumstances
that you are going through could actually be training
you to help someone who is going through a similar
circumstance. It could be a necessary experience that
is essential for the next event that will occur in your
life. This sequence of events makes life the exciting
adventure that it was meant to be.
As I was living through our trials, I noticed
that everybody was going through something. If it
wasn’t financial troubles, then it was health issues,
or problems with the children, or legal problems, or
relationship issues, or marital issues. If you average all
of the problems of the world together that everybody
experiences, I think that problems are passed around
to all of us in equal portions. Those that can handle
certain problems seem to get the ones they have
grace for.
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For example, I might have extra grace to handle
my wife’s disability, but the man who has grace for
his autistic child could not deal with my wife’s speech
impairment. Just as I would probably not be able
to handle his autistic child. Even the Apostle Paul
struggled with his thorn in the flesh. He asked God
three times to remove it. But God only replied, “No
Paul, my grace is sufficient for you. In your weakness,
my strength is made perfect.” (2 Cor. 12:9).
This is a fallen world that we live in, and until we
leave this world, our lives will never be perfect. We
will always have problems. When we solve one set of
problems, a new set will arise. Every problem teaches
us very important lessons if we just take the time to
realize that there is a purpose behind each one.
I learned lessons so important from our trials
that it was worth all of the pain and suffering that I
endured to receive this wonderful thing called wisdom
and understanding. Proverbs says that wisdom and
understanding is to be desired above all things. I am not
sure that Charlene is quite ready to make such a boast,
since she paid a much greater price than I. Maybe one
day she might be able to agree with me on this point.
We all have a destiny. We were all brought to this
earth for a reason and a purpose. Unless we find out
what that purpose is, we will tend to feel useless and
unproductive. Think of the trials and problems in your
life as the pressure that is put on us just as a potter
exerts pressure on his lump of clay that is spinning
on his wheel. He molds it into the pot that he sees fit
to create. If the potter doesn’t think it is turning out
correctly, he can just mash it all together and start
over again.
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The world just wouldn’t be the same if that one
person born with a great destiny was never born. For
example, if George Bailey had not been born in, “It’s
A Wonderful Life,” Bedford Falls would have been
called Pottersville. That town became a wonderful
place to live, rather than an evil, selfish town that
Pottersville became. Just think for a moment how this
world would be a much different place without the
likes of Walt Disney, Albert Einstein, Winston Churchill,
Franklin Roosevelt, Nelson Mandela, Gandhi, The
Beatles, Alexander Fleming (inventor of penicillin from
mold), The Wright brothers, Caleb Bradham (inventor
of Pepsi Cola), Bill Gates, Steve Jobs, Benjamin
Franklin, and the list goes on and on.
Every one of them endured problems that they had
to overcome. They learned their lessons and gained
the wisdom and understanding that made them great.
Thus, they were able to change the world. Consider
the mothers of these great individuals. Each of these
mothers had the awesome responsibility of instilling
their child with the fortitude to consider going outside
the norm. Again, each of those world changers had to
go through tremendous problems that changed them
for the better. In fact, some of the problems produced
the very answers that changed the world.
Charlene’s life has touched so many lives for the
better in her sphere of influence. Some before her
stroke, but mostly after her stroke. I believe there will
still be more lives that have yet to be affected after the
release of this book. She has just begun being used by
God to change the world, one person at a time, just as
you can.
Charlene & David Nassaney
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Problems can produce faith
The Bible says, “Consider it pure Joy when you
face trials of every kind.” (James 1:2). That is a
curious remark that certainly goes against conventional
wisdom or logic. James goes on to say that, “the
testing of your faith produces perseverance, and
perseverance must finish its work so that you may
be mature and complete, not lacking anything.”
(James 1:3-4).
It is no secret to anyone that problems are a natural
part of life. Yet, problems will help us to become more
perfect by producing patience, perseverance and
character in us as nothing else can. That is why we
should be joyful when we face trials. Problems are
not fun by any means. In fact, we try to avoid them
at all costs. Spurgeon, a great theologian of the 19th
century, said that when we have a problem, we usually
ask, “How can I get out of this?” What we should ask
instead is, “What can I get out of this?”
Problems are part of that résumé writing process that
is preparing you for that job position that is to come. It
takes trust to allow problems to change you into a better
person, and trust means not worrying. Being thankful in
all situations, because God has allowed our problems
to help mold us into the person we were created to
become. You are in very good company, because most
of the characters written about in the Bible also went
through the same problems, and were transformed into
powerful men and women of faith.
You can only measure your level of faith in times of
crisis. Anyone can have faith when there is money in
the bank, the kids are doing well, and your marriage is
awesome. But how much more difficult is it to have faith
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when you just lost your job, the house is in foreclosure,
and your spouse just found out she has cancer?
Consider it pure joy. Really?
Faith is a pretty amazing thing. “Faith is the
assurance of things hoped for and the confidence of
things not seen.” (Heb. 11:1). Faith is a gift that comes
from God, and He has given each of His children a
measure of faith, and that faith will grow every time
we have a problem that we trust God will solve for
us. After witnessing many miracles, our faith becomes
stronger. It allows us to believe for even greater things
next time.
As a businessman, I know that every successful
millionaire and billionaire worth his salt has gone
bankrupt at least two times! Anyone who lost everything
twice is more likely to have learned how not to lose it
again.
Thomas Edison failed 1,000 times with his filament
light bulb before he finally got it to work correctly. Just
imagine if he had quit on the 999th try. The point is
that failures lead you to successes. These successes
increase your faith the next time a problem comes
around. A guided missile is constantly off target most
of the time, but then it constantly corrects course until it
finally hits its target. Its failures helped it to learn from
its mistakes and lead to it to its successes.
I have heard it said by many people that, “what
doesn’t kill you makes you stronger.” It certainly has
proven true in our lives. Many times I did not think that I
could go another day with this trial. But then I woke up
the next morning and I found that I was still alive. God’s
word is true! “God is faithful, He will not allow you to
be tempted beyond what you are able.” (1Cor. 10:13).
Charlene & David Nassaney
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As good parents, we too try to not put demands on
our children that we know is beyond their ability, age
or maturity, however, we do give them appropriate
challenges that we know they are capable of
performing. Many times, the challenges are tough. They
often do not think that they can succeed. It is only when
we encourage them, that they feel like maybe they can
actually achieve it. When they do succeed, they can
take pride in their accomplishment, and have gratitude
in their heart for our encouraging words. Isn’t our
heavenly Father the same way with us? Of course He is.
Titanium is a very light weight, strong metal. In
order to see at what point the metal will fail, a failure
test is applied to determine how many pounds per
square inch it will take to break it. More and more
pressure is exerted on the metal until it shatters. At
this point, the manufacturer then posts on the metal
how strong it is, and at what pressure it would take to
destroy it. As long as it is used in an application under
the breaking point, it will never fail.
We are like titanium, in that God already knows
what it will take to break us. He promises in His Word
that He will never allow us to be tested beyond our
breaking point. Charlene and I can confirm to you that
this is indeed true. Likewise, records were meant to be
broken again and again.
I remember when I was back in high school the
fastest 100-yard dash was done in 10.5 seconds. That
record has been broken many times and now stands at
9.0 seconds. The point is that nobody could beat that
time back then. But the desire to beat the competition
allowed runners to break through those invisible
barriers allowing them to run faster than ever before.
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One day, someone will break that record as well.
(The 100-yard dash has since been replaced with the
100-meter sprint.)
God has broken so many records in Charlene and
me by taking our faith to higher and higher levels that
we no longer recognize who we used to be.
If you are still alive, you are not too old, or too
weak, or too anything. God can still use you. I am
also reminded of an unassuming housewife in Fenton,
Missouri, who was sexually abused as a child and
who chose to believe the Bible and its promises.
Today she is the head of one of the largest world-wide
ministries. Her balanced and practical teachings help
people to increase their faith in God, and to enjoy
everyday life. Her name is Joyce Meyer.

Our oldest daughter, Debbie, and her family.

Charlene & David Nassaney

Our middle daughter, Cinde, and her family.

Our youngest daughter, Rebecca, and her family.

Chapter 9

Different perspectives
from some loved ones
I am writing this book entirely from my perspective.
Somehow I think that you might be missing some other
important perspectives unless you hear directly from
some of Charlene’s loved ones who were personally
affected by her stroke. I asked a few close friends and
family members to write a paragraph or two to share
what they were feeling during these difficult times.
It is my hope that their comments will bring about a
deeper depth and understanding of what we witnessed
Charlene going through.
My name is Debbie Shields. I am Charlene’s oldest
daughter. I firmly believe that there are times in life that
define you. Sometimes, you work hard and plan for them.
Sometimes they creep up on you, wrench your arm behind
your back and try to break you. Because of Mom’s stroke,
we were all vulnerable to becoming broken.
When the phone call came and my ears took in the
news of Mom’s stroke, I was at a cabin in the mountains
for the weekend with my family. As we jumped in the
car and headed down the mountain, I felt as if we were
leaving one life behind on the mountain and driving
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into unknown and somewhat scary territory. Little did I
know that it wouldn’t just be scary, but also terrifying.
Mom was so disoriented and confused. She had the
look of a scared child — helpless, abandoned, and
unwittingly thrust among strangers. We, her family,
were those strangers. My 11/2-year-old daughter and
7-year-old son meant the world to Mom. At first, she
did not even know who they were.
When she did start to recognize us again, we
placed my daughter, who adored her grandmother,
on Mom’s lap. She took one look at her grandma who
looked disheveled and very different because of the
lack of muscle control in her face, and started crying.
She then held her hands out for someone to rescue
her. We could all see that my daughter was afraid of
her. Mom saw it too and started to cry. It broke my
heart. My son was old enough to understand what had
happened to his grandma, but he clung close to me.
It was almost like he thought whatever happened to
grandma might be contagious.
Mom was in the hospital for several weeks and it
got to the point where David and I were trading off
spending the night on cots next to Mom. We did not
want her to be alone, and her lack of communication
left her at the mercy of the hospital staff. For the most
part, they were attentive, but not proactive to address
her needs. I was 34 years old and I had developed
into a strong and independent person. As this new
path was laid before me, I was reminded of the Bible
story of Queen Esther. I felt like Esther must have felt
when her Uncle Mordecai told her to consider that she
might be exactly where God wanted her to be “for
such a time as this.”
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In my life, I had come through many fires that
redefined my sense of self, my walk with God, and my
sense of family. Each one had its joys and sorrows.
As I realized what was in store for Mom, David and
my whole family, I prayed that God would give us
the strength, courage, and grace as he called us to
redefine our expectations of family and prepared us all
for such a time as this. And God did just that. We are
not broken. On the contrary, we are all stronger. The
strongest of all us is my Mom.
My name is Cinde Shields. I am Charlene’s middle
daughter and I was 29 years old when my mother had
her stroke. I will never forget the look in Mom’s eyes
when she was in the hospital emergency room after
having the stroke. Tears were pouring from her eyes,
which pierced through me with the look of a terrified
child. There was a disturbing confusion in her eyes, as
well as intense desperation. As I was standing there
trying to make sense of a senseless situation, Mom’s
eyes were screaming, “Help me, I’m so scared!” I
cannot imagine being trapped within my mind and not
be able to express myself with words. This is what was
ripped away from Mom without warning, leaving her
no alternative but to embrace fear.
In the first days after her stroke, Mom was transferred to a bigger hospital’s intensive care unit. I can
recall that David brought a family photo album to
show her to help her remember who we were. She
weakly acknowledged knowing my younger sister, but
seemed to have no idea who I was. Of course I was
devastated. One never suspects that their parents will
forget them, especially at the young age of 52. From
Charlene & David Nassaney
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Mom’s demeanor, I didn’t sense that she felt distraught
at not knowing who we were at that time. Naturally
one wouldn’t feel powerful emotions toward people
who appeared to be strangers.
Thankfully, Mom finally remembered who we
were. In the years since her stroke I feel that her
biggest frustration still lies in the lack of her ability to
fully communicate with others, even more so than the
loss of her mobility. She is quick to let someone know
when she has a message for them. But always seems
a bit defeated when we cannot decipher the message
through sounds and perhaps one shakily hand-written
clue. I can only imagine how frustrating and tiring it
would be to have to play charades and Pictionary every
time I wanted to speak to someone! There is definitely a
feeling of I’m used to it, but I don’t like it. When it comes
to her limitations all who know her would agree that
she handles what has been given to her with grace and
strength. She is a woman to be admired.
My name is Rebecca Pettit. I am Charlene’s youngest
daughter. I was 18 years old when Mom had her
stroke. I was about to start my first year of college. I
was very sheltered and protected by my parents and
was loved and cherished as the baby. My mother
and I were close and this experience was something
for which I was not prepared. In the first month after
her stroke, I felt abandoned and lost. I didn’t really
know how to live a life that was not structured or
looked after by my parents. I was no longer the most
important person in our family. I pulled away from the
situation the only way I knew how. I allowed all the
other people (family and friends) to handle the details
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that involved this new life with my mom. It was as if
she had died to me. It seemed like she was no longer
the person I had loved and depended on daily. She
needed me in a new capacity that I was not able or
prepared to give at that time. I felt myself grieving her
as if she were no longer alive. I found myself running
from the reality of my new mother. I finally ended up
moving to Santa Barbara because I couldn’t handle the
home life that this stroke had created.
It has taken many years to re-love Mom for the
person she was, is, and continues to strive to become.
I feel that I have made some negative life choices that
I would not have made had the stroke not invaded
our family. Now, after 16 years of dealing with
my own selfishness, hurt and reality of the stroke, I
find myself as one of Mom’s closest advocates and
friends. I know her so well and love the spirit that she
possesses despite her stroke. Communication is hard,
but I pride myself in almost knowing her every need
and desire before she asks. I care for her once a week
by helping her with whatever she needs and taking
her where she wants to go. This has given me a great
deal of patience and appreciation for her as a person.
I truly respect the fact that she is still my mother who
continues to love me as her baby. She absolutely did
not die in 1996. God has begun to heal me from
this terrible tragedy year by year. I am truly grateful
that she is still in my life. I only regret the years that I
distanced myself and ran from a situation where my
family needed me the most. I am thankful for their
unconditional love and support as I came back full
circle to their wide-open loving arms.
Charlene & David Nassaney
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My name is Helene Cob. I knew Charlene for years
through our church and was always in awe of all her
gifts, talents and boundless energy. However, our
friendship deepened after her stroke. We are the same
age and all I could think was, “My God! Have mercy!
What would I feel like if it were me? What would I want
from my friends if it were me?”Ann Landers would have
said, “Don’t say anything, just be there.” Words are
empty at that moment and so I just went to visit as often
as possible and was just there as she and Dave went
through all the different stages of pain and mourning.
It took a long time but little by little we would pack
up her wheelchair and go out to get a breath of fresh
air. I’ll never forget when I took her to the zoo and
discovered things I had never really noticed before,
like hills. Pushing a wheelchair uphill was not that easy
but keeping it from running away going downhill was
even harder!
When she and Dave moved out to Castaic to make
the work commute easier, it was a difficult time for
Charlene. Castaic isn’t around the corner from Burbank
and she missed her friends. Since I had discovered
books on tape I just popped one in and enjoyed the
ride. We have had wonderful times together. She has
inspired me beyond anyone I know. She never gives up.
I have been privileged to be a witness to all the things
she has been able to accomplish in these last 15 years,
and each time I think about it, I am in awe.
I never was any good at charades or Pictionary but
when I come home and tell my husband all the things
that we have talked about, he can’t understand how it
happened, and frankly, neither can I. But it’s just part
of our time together and it is a joy and a lot of fun. We
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laugh a lot. In fact, I think I laugh more with Charlene
than anyone else in my daily life! It has also been
inspiring to see how God has helped Charlene and
Dave work through all these trials. None of us is perfect
and when we are under pressure sometimes it brings
out the worst in us but with God’s help it also purifies
us. Guiltily, I admit I would rather not be purified but I
thank God that Dave and Charlene have submitted to
the fire and are a living testimony to His grace, love
and fidelity. It takes a lot of courage not to give up. May
more people going through tough times be encouraged
by their story to endure to have such courage.
My name is Alexandra Stafford. Charlene and I
became best friends when I was married to my exhusband, David’s cousin. An individual’s personal
perception is as unique as fingerprints when you think
about it. Charlene must have noticed the concern in
her loved one’s faces as she lay in her hospital bed.
She had the terrifying sense of waking into a world
of disconnect. She was anxious with questions about
what had happened to her and confusion as to why
she was where she was. Why couldn’t she smile or
find her voice to speak words? Where were the words
to ask questions and to answer the questions being
asked of her? Why was she flailing and lashing with
weakened limbs? Charlene could only really ask and
communicate with her eyes. Those beautiful eyes that
held an expressive mixture of fear, anxiety, resistance,
and, at times, withdrawal would look at each person.
I wondered, did she know she was being surrounded
with prayers for a miracle healing? Did she remember
those who loved her and that she loved them?
Charlene & David Nassaney
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In time, after much faith, many hugs, flowers, cards,
the giving and caring of family and friends, and all
the myriad of talents and skills of doctors, nurses and
therapists, the miracle came. Perhaps, one might say,
it wasn’t the observable miracle healing hoped for her.
(Obviously, we wanted the miracle where Charlene
would walk and talk just like she did before.) No, it
wasn’t a miracle healing like that, but it was a healing
miracle. It was a healing miracle because Charlene’s
personality came back. It was all the wonderful parts
of her nature that everyone loved about her. In time she
regained both her physical and spiritual strength, was
able to recover precious memories and her wonderful
sense of humor. Today, Charlene’s eyes not only show
an acceptance of her new normal, they are practically
clairvoyant in the depth of understanding and love they
convey. They reflect love and a smiling, beautiful soul.
I am Charlene’s Aunt Floss. After reading David’s
manuscript of this book, I found that he has done
an admirable job of explaining causes, conditions
and consequences of a massive stroke. The task of
a caregiver under any circumstance is a difficult one
but stroke victims are in a class unto themselves. It
was heartrending to read of the different stages they
went through and heartwarming to see their laborious
progress to the beautiful plateau they have reached.
You have heard about Charlene’s chaotic physical
and mental experience, now let me tell you a little bit
about Charlene, the person.
I was in high school and living with her family
when she was born. We have always had a special
bond. I even took her on a few of my dates. She was
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the flower girl at my wedding and had that radiant
smile even when she was missing a front tooth. She
seems more like a daughter than a niece.
She used to come up every summer and spend
about a week. She played nanny to my two sons and
I think they thought she was their sister. She always
loved to help me cook and she made the best biscuits
from scratch. She surpassed my cooking long ago
and those who know her can attest to her exquisite
accomplishments in the kitchen.
I was not part of the lengthy journey into their hell
and back to the remarkable life they enjoy today. At
that time I was a caregiver for my husband who had
Alzheimer’s disease. While my experience was just
as confining, it was nowhere near the mental and
physical trials confronting David and Charlene. I
regretted that I could not be with her during that time
even if for only love and moral support.
Charlene still visits me. When my husband died,
I moved to the Fresno/Clovis area and David brings
Charlene up for a week in May or June, and a week
just before Thanksgiving. We have a ball! Clovis
Old Town is lined with antique shops, small jewelry
boutiques, dress shops, and a Victorian tea room.
Charlene and I share a passion for clothes and
costume jewelry so we reserve a day to do the town.
We shop until I’m ready to drop. Then we are off to
our favorite Mexican restaurant for margaritas and
yummy food. We take in a matinee on another day
and drop a few $$ in the Dollar Store. We can spend
hours there. On one evening, my friend Bill takes
us to a nice restaurant and we pull out all the stops.
Charlene and I dress to the nines! She wears one of
Charlene & David Nassaney
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her cute little hats and heads turn when she passes.
Does she love it? You bet! I love to see her happiness
and sparkling smile. David paid me the nicest
compliment by saying that her visits ranked right up
there with Disneyland. Wow!
To say she is amazing is truly an understatement.
She can do more with her left hand than I can do
with both of mine. She is an inspiration! If she could
speak, what a story she could tell. In the meantime,
her expressive face, gestures and enthusiasm, plus that
dynamic smile, speaks worlds.
Thank you Dave for giving a voice to one who
cannot speak for herself. You are a very special
person. Surely the Lord chose this road for you and led
you all the way. The strong faith that you and Charlene
share assures us that He has been with you and still
carries you in His hands. May He continue to bless
you abundantly.
I am grateful for all of the honest accounts expressed
above. Many of them I had never heard articulated before. I had no idea that some of our kids, for example,
were as deeply affected as they were. It was hard for
me not to cry as I relived those painful memories again
from their perspectives that my mind had long forgotten. For example, wondering if my wife would ever
recognize me or my family again. I am amazed at how
my heart has healed from all the hurt. It is true that time
heals all wounds, and what doesn’t kill you makes you
stronger. I am grateful that it is all in the past now. I am
also thankful that I always had a hope in God’s promise
that, “this too will pass,” Thank you all for sharing.
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com

Chapter 10

So what does
all of this mean?
It’s been 15 years since our lives have been turned
upside-down. It is appropriate for us to step back now
and ask ourselves, “So what does all of this mean?”
The first thing we ask ourselves is how in the world
did we survive all that happened to us and end up
with such happy positive attitudes? It’s truly a miracle
Charlene can have the use of 1 arm, 1 leg and 100
words and be so optimistic. How can 15 years be
condensed down to just a few chapters in a book?
How could a book possibly allow you to feel any of
the pain, anguish, frustration, sense of hopelessness,
desperation, loneliness, depression, fear, anger,
denial, guilt, patience, self control, acceptance,
hope, joy, peace, and finally the happiness that we
experienced on a daily basis?
Perhaps you are currently experiencing some,
most, or all of these issues, and that is why this book
may have spoken to you. If that is true, you are the
audience I was trying to reach. You are not alone in
your journey. Charlene and I received a great deal
of help from a network of support groups when we
needed it the most. Many of those same support
groups are meeting somewhere in your neighborhood
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right now. There are support groups for practically
anything these days. They truly provided comfort
and in some cases a life line to meet with and be
encouraged by other people who are facing similar
challenges. To have those individuals share with you
the lessons that they learned in the process is not only
a help, it is a blessing.
It is amazing to me that so many people are
reluctant to be a part of a support group. They
somehow think that nobody could be going through
the same experiences that they are going through.
They believe that their situation is unique, and that no
one would be able to relate to the feelings that they
are having. There are also some people who are in a
state of denial and do not want to admit to themselves
or to others that they might belong to that particular
group that shares their problem or disability. My wife
experienced that.
Although I noticed that Charlene enjoyed listening
to the stories that the people in the group spoke
about, she nevertheless felt that she was not like the
older people in that group that suffered their strokes.
She was young, and they were all in their 70’s, 80’s
and 90’s. It actually depressed her to be around
other people who had stroke symptoms like hers. She
preferred to be around normal people. It made her feel
more normal. However, I really enjoyed my caregiver
support group. I learned a lot from them. I actually felt
very fortunate because most of the caregivers there
were much worse off than I was. This invoked in me
a strong empathy and at times even sympathy for
them, but it also filled me with gratitude that I didn’t
have it any worse off than I did. No matter how bad
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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your situation is, you can always find someone who
is in worse shape than you are. Count your blessings
is great advice that stems from the realization that
everyone has a lot to be thankful for.
Remember what I mentioned earlier, that whatever
doesn’t kill you makes you stronger? At first, I thought
that people who said that were either morons or just
ran out of things to say to ease their suffering. Now I
know that the above statement is in fact true and I have
written 9 chapters of testimonies to prove it. There is so
much Biblical wisdom that helped us persevere through
hardships that I know we could not have conquered
without faith.
As you may have noticed, I strictly limited my use
of scripture to that which I found completely necessary
in explaining a point. The reason for this is that I didn’t
want my book to be viewed as Christian inspiration
which so often excludes the non-Christian, but instead
I wanted to be able to share my story with all who
could relate to my struggles and were willing to
listen. I want to speak to Christians but I also wanted
to speak to those of you who don’t believe in God,
don’t have a relationship with Him, or don’t think that
such a relationship is even possible. I also wanted the
opportunity to speak to those of you who may have
had bad experiences with Christians. Sadly, it seems
that some Christians do not have the most honorable
reputations. With that said, I can only suggest that
you do not throw the baby out with the bathwater.
Don’t let your resistance towards church hypocrites
keep you from finding the true God and the love and
transformation that He offers.
In my retail business, we occasionally come across
Charlene & David Nassaney
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counterfeit money. Sometimes it looks so real that
even I am surprised when I discover that it is a fake.
I am told by the bank that the best way to detect a
counterfeit bill is to study the real one very carefully
and only then will you be able to tell the difference.
This is also true with God. When you study and
seek to understand and know Him better, you will
soon be able to realize what is truly good and what
is deceptively good. You will be able to distinguish
between that which is helping you grow and that
which is stifling your growth. You will be able to
tell the difference between a peace that is of God
and a peace that is not. The former is unchanging,
unshakable and independent of your emotions and
your life circumstances. The latter is unpredictable,
uncontrollable, dependant on emotions and often
short-lived. I have certainly experienced both types of
peace in my life and one seems to be undeniably more
powerful and enduring than the other.
Life is filled with too much evidence to ignore the
presence of a higher power. Sure, we will never have
all of the answers to all of those tough life questions like:
“Why do bad things happen to good people?” Learning how to live with peace despite the questions is what
develops a powerful faith that works in your daily life.
Charlene and I can testify that applying Biblical
principles works in overcoming unbelievable hardships
in your life like nothing else can. You can especially
learn a lot from the book of Job in the Old Testament,
a story of one man’s trials and how he overcomes them
through faith. He eventually learned what was really
being accomplished in the heavenly realms as a result
of his enduring trial and eventual success.
www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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This may be the final chapter of our book, but it
is not the end of our story. However, for those of you
suffering right now, I want to give you something
tangible which you can take with you that will give you
real comfort long after you close this book. I have been
asked many times by many people what is our secret
to getting through these last 15 years and allowed our
faith, joy and peace to still be fully intact.
I know that there are some of you out there who feel
that they need help just to make it through another day.
The secret is to just try and make it through one day at
a time and choose to be positive every morning before
you get out of bed. We did not arrive at this mountaintop, faith-filled experience overnight. It took years of discipline and determination to develop a positive, hopeful
and faith-filled attitude. The power of positive thinking
is great but it is not enough. You need more. The best
advice that we can give you to help you get through
your unbelievable difficulties is to exercise the daily disciplines which kept us strong in our faith, positive in our
attitudes and peaceful in our spirits.
First of all, a consistent, daily habit of prayer or
talking with God is absolutely essential, and has
become as natural for us as talking to each other. He
has proven Himself to us time and time again, and as
a result, we no longer believe in coincidences. We try
to consistently devote a block of time in our schedule
for “God time.” We use this time to read the Bible,
pray, quiet our minds, and just be still and listen to
what God is saying in our spirit.
Next we listen to positive messages on CD’s or
IPod. We happen to love Joyce Meyer’s practical and
relevant teachings. I am able to sleep with headphones
Charlene & David Nassaney
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all night long on my IPod without it affecting my ability
to sleep. I also listen while I drive in my car. Check out
www.JoyceMeyer.org or www.YouTube.com if
you are interested in hearing her.
Lastly, we pray the armor of God over us as
recorded in Ephesians 6:10-18 which you can read
about if interested. In conclusion, I want to reiterate
what I stated in the foreword.
The purpose of this book is to expand Charlene’s
influence to a larger audience. Namely, to the rest
of the world. We hope that she has been a blessing
and inspiration to all of you as you read this book.
She really does have a destiny and a purpose in life
to encourage people. We are excited for this book
to communicate our story of facing and overcoming
unbelievable hardships while finding peace in the
midst of unsettling and uncontrollable situations.
Thank you for taking the time to read our book.
May God richly bless you as He has us. Feel free to
visit our website at www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
for further support and for a list of helpful resources.

www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com

Acknowledgments
We want to first thank God for molding us into the
individuals that He has allowed us to become. To
our daughters Debbie, Cinde, Rebecca, and their
husbands Michael and Mark, our grandchildren Josh,
Emmy, Keely, Chole, Brian, Mollie and Cole, thank you
for all of your love and support. And to both of our
Moms for bringing us into this world and all their help
over the years.
To our pastor, Jared Ming, at Higher Vision Church
in Castaic, Ca. for his integrity and anointed gifts of
music and preaching.
To Joyce Meyer and the hundreds of her practical, anointed teachings on CD that we listened to
over the years that helped us to navigate the rough
waters of life.
To Randy Ashburn and C-Level, a small-group
accountability meeting that I was a member of for
3 years. That journey helped me to overcome fear
and to realize my destiny in business and eternity by
completely trusting the Creator’s plan for my life.
To Marcus Slaton who introduced us to Craig
Duswalt’s method of how to write a book in 30 days,
which really motivated us to finally write this book.
To Pastor Andraé Crouch and his loving
congregation. Thank you for your love and support
when Charlene suffered her stroke.
To Lynn Barrington for her invaluable friendship and
support. To Kris Ornelas for all for his amazing gifts
that he so generously shares with me.
To all of Charlene’s caregivers who loved and
cared for her over the last 15 years.
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SELF-HELP, MOTIVATIONAL

— Lynn Barrington, Best Selling Author
Daddies and Daughters (Simon & Schuster)

“David & Charlene’s story is a journey of
overcoming and persevering! It is a journey
that exemplifies faith and a love that can only
be found by putting God first. This book will
give anyone hope for the future, regardless of
the challenges life may have thrown your way.
David & Charlene, thank you for sharing your
story with us!”

One Arm One Leg 100 Words

“If you think you have it bad, read this book!
This is a beautiful, genuine story told from the
heart. It’s inspiring and easy to read. When
you finish this book, you will be able to look
at your concerns in a new light.”
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Overcoming Unbelievable Hardships

— Marcus Slaton, Author, “Motivate to Tri,”
Motivational Speaker and Coach

www.1Arm1Leg100Words.com
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My wife has never had a history of migraines, but after three days of the worst
headache of her life, she joked about wanting to visit Dr. Kevorkian, the famous
euthanasia doctor of the 1980’s, to put her out of her misery. Then on the
fourth day of her headache, I noticed Charlene was missing from my bedside.
I finally found her in the den watching TV. I asked her how her headache was.
Charlene shared that the headache had receded during the night, but had
returned full force by morning. I asked her if she wanted me to give her a head
massage like I did before. She said yes. As I massaged her head and talked to
her, I noticed she didn’t respond to one of my questions. I stopped and looked
at her to ask her again to answer me. She had this very strange look on her
face like an infant baby just looking right through
me. I also noticed her mouth was opening and
closing the way a newborn baby would try
to make their first sounds. I asked her to say
something, ANYTHING, or I was going to call
9-1-1. She couldn’t say one word. I heard this
voice in my head say, “IT’S A STROKE!” …
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