INTRODUCTION
In 2006, my wife, Char, and I decided to give the last years of our lives to the peoples of Africa. We resigned our positions, sold our home and cars in Tulsa and began a wonderful journey throughout Africa, traveling and conducting Leadership Conferences. Over the years since then, we have met and worked with some of the most wonderful people, sometimes in the cities and other times in remote regions throughout the continent. 
Travel into the interior regions is difficult, and dangerous to ones health, especially with rampant malaria and other diseases throughout Africa. In order to relate better with the people, we intentionally stay in the homes of our hosts, rather than in hotels. This contact with the people is an extremely rewarding learning opportunity. God has given us wonderful friends in many countries.  
However, this lifestyle is difficult, and takes quite a toll on our bodies, indeed every part of our being. Normally after a series of seminars over a month or two, we have returned to a rented apartment in Pretoria, South Africa for a time of rest, refreshing and regrouping. These times are absolutely necessary for the continuation in this work. 
Recently, however, we have begun to receive invitations to conduct conferences in India and other parts of Asia. People in Europe are also contacting us. So we decided to begin taking rest and recovery times between work trips in Israel instead of Pretoria. This location allows us travel with equal ease to Africa, Asia, or Europe. 
In September 2010 we began our first such retreat in the town of Tiberius in Israel. It is a lovely town on the shores of the Kinneret, known to many as the Sea of Galilee. Trying to settle, we were also taking time to recover from the difficult strains of traveling in sub-Saharan Africa. Yet at the same time we were preparing ourselves for our next series of conferences scheduled for Rwanda in November and December. 
Most tourists vacationing in Israel do not spend 12 days in a hospital fighting for their lives. That would not have been my choice either. But an excellent hospital very near Tiberius is where miracles took place, bringing me back from numerous life-threatening illnesses. 
It is a high privilege to be enriched by difficulties, assess ones life and value system at a deep level, and then remain alive to act on what was learned. Each of the following chapters is my attempt to share with my friends some of the unique lessons that became clear to me through this most difficult yet wonderful experience.
If somehow you can learn some of these by reading of my brief personal experience, and benefit without going through such pain, it will be well worth my writing. This is my personal story and some of the lessons I learned, or re-learned, through the crucible of almost dying.
Char and I are so grateful for the medical team and attendants God used to spare my life and restore my health. As you look through Appendix A you will see a collection of photos taken with many of these key persons. 
Take a look at a series of X-rays that demonstrate the progression of the infection in my lungs, and then its regression. You will see the hand of God and the skill of a great medical team that turned the tide, and snatched me from an early death. The dates on the X-rays in Appendix B can be compared with the chronology of events outlined for you in Appendix D.

Finally, many concerned and praying friends all over the world journeyed with me during these 12 days. It is sobering now to realize that people were fasting and praying for my recovery even as I struggled to stay alive hour by hour. Their communications with Char and our son Dan (who came from Canada to be with us in this trial) are also key factors in this story. I feel a great deal of gratitude for each one of them. Some of the notes they sent are especially uplifting.  They are included in Appendix C. 
For a few days life for me could have gone either way. I could have died of malaria at age sixty-six. Indeed, just a week prior to my experience a 29-year old young lady who had also contracted malaria, returned to Israel and died. 
Why did God spare me? 
Hopefully, the following pages will help to answer that question. 
