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Brians neck was broken while playing football with his friends on the sunny, chilly day after
Christmas, 1979, at the age of seventeen. As he found the courage and strength to recover,
graduate from high school, earn his college degree, and earn his Juris Doctor degree as a
quadriplegic, he also found his purpose: to achieve more than expected, and to aspire to the
best he can be. Now the father of three and a husband of over 26 years, Brian has developed his
strategy of success, CIA: Commitment, Integrity, and Attitude. With his engaging style and
practical wisdom, Brian will leave you invigorated to face your own struggles with hope, faith,
and purpose!
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AmericaPrinter – Jim HammarCover Design – Jerry SullivanACKNOWLEDGEMENTSI wanted
to write this book to give all people hope and inspiration. I felt driven to remind everyone that you
can accomplish anything as long as you get up and you’re never alone as long as you have
faith.First, I want to thank my mom and dad who have instilled faith, family values, commitment,
integrity and the power of attitude in my family and me. My mother is a living saint who is the
most caring, selfless, faith-driven person I know. Her belief in me and her prayers give me the
strength to keep going. There is no one I respect more than my dad, a dying breed of man.
Driven by integrity and trust, he ruled with an iron will and a commitment to his family. His faith in
me gives me the courage to continually get up. If more parents were like them this world would
be a better place. To my sisters, thank you for your support, not just of me but also of our family.
They are true examples of loving a family.I would not be here if it was not for my amazing wife
Monica, She has supported me in everything I have done for over twenty-six years. She is a
fantastic mother and great friend. I don’t know if a man could ask for more from a woman. Words
cannot do her justice, Thank you.To my kids, Spencer, Sydney and Callaghan, you are my
heartbeat. Thank you Spencer for being patient as I learned how to be a dad and lived through
you as you matured into a fine young man. Sydney, you are my favorite daughter and the charm
in my life. Finally yet importantly, Callaghan, who has shown me the lighter side of life, you keep
me smiling. To good friends Joe, Steve, and Mitch who helped my family and me through our
toughest times, thanks for being there. Thank you Vince and Sharon; you have strengthened my
faith and spiritual beliefs. Thank you for being there for my family and me.Special thanks to good
friend and collaborator Kevin Brown; whose spirit, motivation, and support have helped me on
this journey. This book is just one more step. I promise you, there will be more to
come.IntroductionThis book represents my refusal to totally accept my disability. My ability to get
up is the key. We are a rugged breed, we quads. If we weren’t, we wouldn’t be around today. I
have been blessed with a savvy and spirit that isn’t given to everyone.The Creed for the
DisabledI asked God for Strength, that I might achieve.I was made weak, that I might learn
humbly to obey. …I asked for health, that I might do greater things.I was given infirmity that I
might do better things. …I asked for riches, that I might be happy.I was given poverty, that I might
be wise. …I asked for power, that I might have the praise of men.I was given weakness, that I
might feel the need of God. …I asked for all things, that I might enjoy life.I was given life, that I
might enjoy all things. …I got nothing I asked for but everything I had hoped for.Almost despite



myself, my unspoken prayers were answered.I am, among men, most richly blessed!—author
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GuaranteedNobody said life was going to be sunshine and rainbows.Numerous things are
guaranteed in life—taxes, death, and down. Down, knocked down, beaten down, torn down
mentally, physically and spiritually down. This is a certainty in your life. Down comes in so many
different forms. The, “I feel so depressed and down with almost everything” down. The, “I can’t
control anything around me” down. The, “I don’t like being around people often and would rather
sit indoors than have to go out” down. The, “I don’t see a light at the end of the tunnel” down.
The, “I am not good enough” down. The “no one cares, loves me, there is no hope, I have no
faith” down—which is devastating. Let’s face it; all of us experience major and minor life
challenges. How we handle these struggles on a daily basis determines our physical, mental, as
well as our spiritual well-being. It takes only a single event to convince us we have no control
over our circumstances. Sometimes these challenges consume us and distract us from the
answers, the correct behavior to overcome this helpless feeling of being down. Our problems
pressure us from every side, threatening to crush or break us. This is what we face every week,
every day, even numerous times a day. I believe that getting down partly comes from when we
focus more on what we don’t have in life than looking at what we do have. We aim to get these
things we assume we ‘should’ have (a lot of money, a big house and an expensive car) rather
than accepting what we do have and focusing on that. We spend time thinking how to get what
we want and forget how to enjoy life and get on with it, thinking we won’t be happy until we get it.
We also stop doing things we loved doing and sit at home thinking what we should do. We allow
one part of our life to affect another part and before we know it, we are spinning out of control. If
your relationship is not going well, you allow it to affect your job, which was going well. Now your
job and your relationship are not going well and you’re down. These events cause you to stop
working out and now you get physically down. All of these events cause you to question life.
They test your faith and beliefs and your will to get up. Now you’re spinning out of control
mentally, physically and spiritually. We face our greatest life challenges when we struggle with
our faith, struggle to find love, security and assurance that life truly has meaning. Our fears,
unhealthy behaviors and excessive emotional struggles result from our inability to interpret and
correctly cope with our circumstances and feelings. We forget to balance all of the parts of our
life that we continually need to balance in order to grow and move forward in life. Whether
wrestling with chronic pain, mental anguish or a question of faith, it is possible to move beyond
that place of hopelessness and get up. Pause and consider your life. Where are your challenges



and what is the support you give yourself? Know that life takes care of the challenges and it is up
to you to take care of the support. This does not mean life is not providing support. It means,
however, that it is up to you to look, listen, appreciate and trust that support is available within.
You can draw from yourself the kind of support that will assist you best. You need to draw
support not only to meet, but also surmount, the challenges. That is how you grow. Support plus
challenges equals the best formula for growth. All of life is inviting you to grow, grow, and grow as
you navigate the vicissitudes of life. It is the resistance of supporting yourself through the
challenges that create stress, tension, fear and unhappiness. Life is not about what you have. It’s
about what you do with what you have. What is behind you and what is ahead of you are not as
important as what is inside of you. When we develop a personal relationship with the One who
created us, we discover how God wants us to respond in any given situation. By placing our faith
in God, we take our hands off our problems. I am an expert at down. I would go as far as to say
that I have a Master’s degree in being physically, mentally and spiritually beaten down. It is not
something I am proud to admit but it is what it is. It is my reality. I don’t stay down long, just long
enough to take a breath, but I have been there. That being said, I can also tell you that I have a
doctorate degree in being physically, mentally and spiritually UP. I am blessed with the ability to
be up almost all the time. I try to help the people around me to understand how to get up and
stay up. I hope my story gives you inspiration, perspective and help in getting UP. Getting up is
the key to life and the key to success in any endeavor.A Good Day My eyes opened to the glare
of the sun shining through the curtains. I closed my eyes, pulled the covers up over me and
listened. I wondered who was awake. I was still in a food coma from two days of overeating. My
mom is an amazing cook and everything she bakes will make your mouth water. The festivities
started Christmas Eve with all of our cousins, aunts, uncles and grandparents coming over. It
was a night of food, desert, presents, more food and family fun. In the morning, Christmas Mass
followed with the family and then an amazing Christmas Day dinner. I pulled the covers back
down as I heard voices; it was probably my mom and sisters. I took my time but eventually got
up. I sat on the side of the bed and my mind wandered as I saw the snow falling through the
windows. A smile came to my face in anticipation of several days off from school. I would get to
spend time with my girlfriend and time with my friends, which meant playing cards, late night
movies and football. It would also be nice just to relax and sleep in. I finally stood up and walked
to the corner of my room where my gifts were. I grabbed a few boxes and put them on the bed,
opened several and admired the shirts and sports jerseys. I grabbed the boxes and walked out
to the kitchen. My mom, dad and two sisters were at the table. I have an older sister and a
younger sister. We lived in a blue-collar, middle class neighborhood. We lived in an older three-
bedroom, one-bathroom home. My father worked for the city and my mother worked part-time
teaching preschool at the park district. I was raised Catholic and my parents are Christian people
with very strong family values. My father was very strict and didn’t say a lot, but you knew what
he expected and you understood the consequences. My mother ruled the house. There was no
doubt about it; she was the boss of the house when Dad was not home. We were also very close



with our grandparents who lived several houses away. My grandmother was always sharing her
wisdom with us. Even though she came from such a different time, she had such a deep
understanding of people and life. She shared her wisdom in such an unassuming way. We went
to parochial schools and were taught by nuns in grammar school and the Christian Brothers in
high school taught me. My older sister was in college and my younger sister was a freshman in
high school. My sisters and I had jobs when we were fifteen and we all helped with certain
expenses. We also shared in the chores. I cut the grass, shoveled snow, helped with the pool,
painted and helped keep up my grandparent’s home. I spent most of my spare time with my
friends playing football, basketball and baseball. I stood at the counter eating an English muffin,
listening to idle chatter as I gathered my thoughts about the day. I walked over to the phone and
made a few calls. I called my three best friends that I have known since third grade, the kind of
friends who are rare to find. We did everything together. We went to the same Catholic church
and grammar school and we all shared a passion for sports. We all were close with our families
and we lived within two blocks of each other. We spent most days and many evenings together
playing sports, cards, watching television or just hanging out. We all had our place in this band
of brothers. The four of us always found a way to be by each other’s side. Mitch was the
smartest; he was the class president type. I was somewhere in the middle and Joe and Steve
can fight about who was the spoon among sharp objects. As for athletic, we all were, but Joe
was blessed with speed and started working out far before the rest of us did. Basketball was the
only sport where I was better than Joe was. Once again, I was not our best athlete but certainly
not the fourth among four. Steve and Mitch can debate that. Mitch may win the debate, but Steve
will win the physical dispute. We were all cut out of similar molds; yet, we were all unique. We all
shared competitiveness in almost everything we did, especially sports. We played football
together in grammar school, and ever since then, we had either a baseball, basketball or a
football in our hands every chance we could get. It did not matter if it was one-on-one, two-on-
two or the four of us against four or five other guys. We always played to win. There was no
letting up on each other and definitely no letting up on anyone else. Sports were a big part of
growing up. Not only did school and organized sports hold importance to us growing up, but the
sports we played in the parks held meaning also. You see, when I played ball, there were
winners and losers. They even had an ‘A’ team and a ‘B’ team. These are important distinctions
we have lost in today’s society, along with the rope, yes, the climbing rope. You know that long
thick rope that we ‘husky’ boys dreaded, and I was a husky boy. It tested us; it drove fear into us
and made us face reality. Reality was a big part of my life. There were no, or very few, gray
areas. Things were either right or things were wrong. You won or you lost; you succeeded or
failed. We tested ourselves and got knocked down. I would go to the park and play baseball with
men ten years older than I was. That would keep me in check and occasionally make me feel like
an All-Star when I won. Believe it or not, it’s okay to get beat. However, it is never okay to quit. To
be physically and mentally beaten is an experience you need in order to truly get in touch with
what’s inside of you. I am talking about your heart, your spirit. It’s that thing that only you answer



to when you look in the mirror. In order to grow as a person or as an athlete, you must learn how
to deal with the reality of being physically, mentally and spiritually beaten and then GET UP.
Glancing at the clock, I realized I needed to get going. My friends and I were going to meet in an
hour. I headed into my bedroom and opened my dresser. I stepped back and looked for my
favorite pants to wear while playing football. Getting ready for a football game was like a ritual. I
geared up, and as I geared up, I was mentally preparing for the game. I finished getting dressed
and made several calls to my friends whom I was picking up. I grabbed the car keys, water and
my football, said good-bye to my family and was off.A Life Changer On December 26, 1979, the
sun was shining, several feet of snow covered the ground and the wind was blowing. My deep
breath was cut short by the freeze in the air. You could see your breath in the cold air. My hands
were red and stinging from the chill but there was no way I was going to put on gloves. There
was nothing better than being seventeen and standing on a football field with your childhood
friends the day after Christmas. We had spent countless hours together playing football, not just
with each other, but against each other. Today, we would be playing football together. We always
felt unbeatable when we played together. There were twelve of us and we couldn’t wait to get
started. We stood around bull shitting and getting caught up. Some of the guys I only saw off and
on when we played football. The teams were set and everyone was ready to get started. The
ball was kicked off, and in a blink of an eye, bodies went flying. The trash talk began and as
quickly as the game started, it came to a stop. As I ran with the football, I got hit. As I dragged the
defensemen several yards, someone from behind hit me and drove me off my feet and onto the
ground. It was a solid hit and I had been hit much harder. As I tried to look up, I realized a strange
warm feeling coming over me and a jolt, a shock-like feeling, ran through me, only for a second
or two. I was not in pain; it just felt like my legs were curled up under me. I thought it was just a
temporary jolt or concussion. My best friends knelt down next to me and asked me what was
wrong. I asked Mitch if my legs were folded under me or twisted. He told me no. Then I realized I
could not wipe the sweat and snow from my face. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes;
everything went quiet as I tried to move my arms and legs. I took a deep breath and realized
there was no pain, no movement, not even a twitch. Once again, I asked, “Are my legs curled
up? Am I lying on my arms?” Joe stood up and told me he would get my parents. As he ran off, I
took a breath and closed my eyes. I was thinking, “What’s wrong? Is it my back? Is it my neck?
What’s wrong?” I wasn’t in pain but I knew something was wrong. I kept thinking, “Get up. Get up.
GET UP!” Then I started to pray. As I lay there in the frozen mud and snow, I concentrated on
moving anything, my feet, my leg, my arm. Nothing, absolutely nothing, was moving. I could not
roll over, I could not look up and I could not look at my hands. Still no pain, what in the hell was
wrong? I gasped for a breath; it felt like I had not taken a breath for minutes. I don’t remember
hearing anyone or hearing anything. I finally could hear voices approaching, but all I could see
was the sky. I heard someone say an ambulance was called. I could hear my mom’s voice and
before she got to me, I closed my eyes. Once again, I concentrated on moving something, a leg,
a foot, my arm—but nothing. I could hear the voice in my head getting louder, “Move. Move.



Move. MOVE DAMN IT!!” When I opened my eyes, my mom and dad were standing over me. I
said, “I think I broke my neck.” My eyes welled up and tears rolled down my face. All I could do
was blink. They asked what happened and I explained. Mom asked, “Did you fall on your head?
Did you get hit on the head?” I explained, “No, I got hit from behind and just fell to my side. It
doesn’t even hurt.” I could hear the ambulance approaching. I closed my eyes once again and
tried to move anything. I looked up at my mom and asked, “Is anything moving?” She just kept
reassuring me, “Everything is going to be okay.” The ambulance had gotten to the field and they
set the stretcher next to me. They came over and after I told them what happened they asked me
a battery of questions. What kept going through my mind was I did not hit my head, I was not hit
hard and I was not in pain. It couldn’t be that bad. As the paramedics started to position me on
the board, I closed my eyes and started to pray. They were strapping me in and had sand bags
on each side of my head. It seemed like it took them forever to get me on the stretcher and into
the ambulance. They put an IV in one arm and monitors all over my chest. They seemed more
nervous than I was and I started to panic. I kept thinking, “When are we getting to the hospital?
What happened to me?” I could feel myself taking deeper breaths. My head started to pound
and my neck started to throb, like a toothache. Once again, I closed my eyes and concentrated
on moving something, a leg, a foot, my arm—but nothing. That voice in my head was getting
loud again, “Move leg! Move arm! Move! MOVE!” I could see myself moving my foot, my leg and
my arms, but it was only in my mind. By the time we stopped, all I wanted was to do was see a
doctor to find out what the hell was wrong. By this time, my neck was throbbing and my head felt
like it was going to explode. The doors popped open and two people grabbed the stretcher I was
on. I was rushed into the hospital. I was surrounded by nurses and one doctor. I could hear them
but it just sounded like one voice. The nurse came in and did something to the sides of my head.
I had no idea what she did but everyone started moving. My mother leaned over and said,
“Everything is going to be all right. Just keep saying your prayers.” So I did. Finally, one of the
doctors came over and said, “You hurt your neck and we need to put a halo on your head.” The
doctor started to explain what they had to do. A nurse shaved two spots on my head right above
my ears by my temples. Then the nurse put a medal ring around my head and said, “I have to
screw these into the sides of your head.” I saw the half-inch-long bolts she held in her hand. I just
closed my eyes. The nurse put the screws through the metal ring and started turning them. The
pain was intensifying with every turn of the screws. I swear I heard cracking, like a nut cracking. I
could feel the screw going deeper into my head with every turn. I tried closing my eyes and
focusing on something else, but that did not work. They cut off my clothes as they finished
screwing in the brace; then they covered me with a blanket. I was taken to a room with more
machines than you could imagine; they lined two walls. I was hooked up to numerous machines
and several IVs were put in my arm. I kept thinking, “It can’t be that bad. I really didn’t get hit that
hard.” I couldn’t believe anything so severe could have happened. I couldn’t believe an hour ago
I was a carefree teenager having the time of my life and now I was paralyzed from my head to my
toes. I had no sensations, no feeling of hot or cold. I could not tell if someone was holding my



hand or touching me. The only thing I could feel was the pain radiating from my neck and the
bolts screwed into my head. My parents came in, but they were only allowed to stay ten
minutes. The nurses came in every so often and checked the machines. I don’t think I slept all
night. It felt like it was getting more difficult to breathe. Maybe it was my nerves. I tried to
convince myself that everything would be all right and I would be back on my feet in a week or
two. Two doctors came in, asked me several questions and started poking at my feet. I could not
feel anything; I could not move anything. No matter how much I tried, no matter how much I
willed my arms and legs to move, they just lay there lifeless. I started to wonder if I ever would
move again. I kept telling myself I would be okay. After the doctors left, another man came in with
several weights. He attached them to a rod that pulled a wire attached to the halo head brace.
They were trying to stretch out the vertebrae in my neck. All I could do was lie there staring at the
ceiling. After the second night, the doctors came in with my parents. They said they were going
to add weight pulling on my neck. If it didn’t change, they would have to operate. I had another
sleepless night. I was thinking, “If I end up totally paralyzed there are so many things I can’t do,
like feed or dress myself. I can’t wash or brush my teeth. Can I even pee or go to the bathroom?
What a nightmare!” I could feel my heart beating faster and tears ran from my eyes, but I couldn’t
wipe them away. I was a very strong willed person and I could not think that way. I closed my
eyes and concentrated on moving. My arm moved! I slid it side-to-side on the bed. I kept my
eyes closed and tried to lift it, but I could not lift it off the bed. I stopped a moment and thanked
God. I figured if I could move my arms a bit I would be able to move everything in time. My mom
and dad came in the room and I showed them how I could move my arms. My mom cried and my
dad said I would be fine and to keep it up. My mom rubbed my face and it was very relaxing. My
face and neck were the only things I had feeling in so it felt overly sensitive. They could not stay
long in intensive care; eventually they were asked to leave. I thought, “Great, another sleepless
night of staring at the ceiling.” My mind went crazy with so many thoughts. I thought of all the
things I did right and all the things I did wrong, the things I should have done and the things I
could have done better. I told myself I would be a better person, a different person, when I got
back on my feet. I just hoped it wasn’t too late. What hurt even more was the thought of my
parents; all the times I had hurt them. I was supposed to take care of them when they got older. I
could not hold the tears back. The next morning, the doctors came in with my parents. They told
me they had to operate on my neck. They were going to take a bone from my hip and place it
over the brake in my neck and fuse it together. They said I broke my neck at C6 and explained
where that was. The operation was going to take place the next morning. I had a feeling it was
going to be a long night. By the time my parents left, my neck was throbbing. Electric shocks
were going up and down my neck, like they were trapped and could not get out. My stomach
even hurt. All I could do was lie there and stare at the ceiling. I could not even scream for a nurse
because I could not take a breath big enough to yell. The nurses were in early to prep me for the
operation. My mom and dad were there and so were my sisters. As they rolled me to the
operating room, I figured if I did not die when I broke my neck, I would be fine during the



operation. I just wanted to get it done and over so I could walk again. The operation took five
hours. All I remember is waking up in the recovery room.
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Judith A. Weier, “Up by Brian Swift. What an inspirational book! There are so many people in
this book to take inspiration from - Brian's parents, his wife, and, of course, Brian himself. It's
remarkable how a young man could overcome so many obstacles to reach the goals he set for
himself. His love of God, and his appreciation for his family and friends in his life's journey come
through loud and clear.”

j.Cervantes, “And then some.... Up is a short read an inspirational read. If you struggle or have
struggled in any way, its a must read. I strongly recommend this as a read. Great job Brian!”

Angie Lenkevich, “Truly Inspiring. A lot of things could be said for this book but failure isn't one of
them by a long shot. Mr. Swift learned early on you don't succeed without failure because it's the
most defining teaching tool out there. We've all heard you can learn from your mistakes but do
we truly do that in the face of impossible odds. Can we really say we do this or just think we do?
Suffering from a broken neck at the age 17 was truly a life changing experience especially given
the era Mr. Swift grew up in 1970's. In today's society we think nothing of life changing disability
but those thoughts are far from the that time period. Mr. Swift's attitude is truly what carried him
thru along with his family, faith, and friends.This book has many truly life changing thoughts and
words for anyone no matter their faith or beliefs. I highly encourage everyone to read this book. I
can't even begin to explain the ideas currently running thru my head for things I have control
over. I look forward to journaling and sharing what I've been taught and continue to use in the
future. Make the time to read Up Getting Up is the Key to Life.”

Chuck Bern, “Pick It Up!. There are a few qualities that I've noticed all real leaders share: they
put their people first, they are authentically enthusiastic, and they are skilled at adapting to
unexpected and undesirable events.For me, this book was intensely revealing yet insightfully
inspiring. It is a powerful reminder of how we must be willing to let hope in, even in the face of
painful times."Getting up" is the most undervalued state of mind in this constantly changing
world. With his uncompromising beliefs, the author provides a gift for managers at all
levels.Brian Swift is a remarkable leader who writes with grit and genuineness that makes you
feel like a friend is talking to you; his writing is real and straightforward. He reminds us
throughout the book that our hope is based on a God who can and will do the impossible.I found
this book authentically written--perfect medicine for my soul.-Chuck Bern, Author of
Complementary Income”

MP, “Inspirational!. In this era of psycho-babble self help books this is a breath of fresh air. A
truly inspirational story and guide to how to deal with life's ups and downs. The author does a
phenomenal job of bringing common sense to life's problems by detailing an intimate look into
his own struggles and successes, all of this while sharing his witty and sharp sense of humor.A



fast read, this book will leave you with the realization that you too can take on any challenges in
your life.  Thanks Brian, bring it on!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Everyone should read. Everyone should buy this book. There are parts that
are heart wrenching and parts that will make you laugh out loud. This book will remind you to
that no matter what, God's got a plan for you, so get Up and work to figure out what that plan is.
Bought the book on a Sunday morning and finished it by Sunday night. This is obviously and
amazing family and we can all learn a lot about what that means from this book.”

Cathy Zahumensky, “You won'tput it down once you pick it "UP"!!!!!. This Book was
AWESOME!!!! I couldn't put it down. Brian is such an inspiration for all to take to worst and make
the best out of it. I laughed, I cried, and I learned. Not only about Brian and his struggles but
also how amazing a family sticks together and how supportive they are especially his wife,
Monica. Brian really makes you as a person to feel like nothing is impossible. Everyone should
read this book at least once and maybe twice when you think your obstacles in life are tough.
Puts everything in perspective.Way to go.  Hope to read more from him in the future.”

Tim Higgins, “This is a must read! Brian has key elements for any entrepreneur, athlete, or
parent!. This book is outstanding in the way Brian coneys his personal methods for
determination and hope.The bond the book forms with the reader is amazing. This book is a
wonder in itself.A must read for any manager or person seeking direction in life strategies.Brian
has presented his incredible story in an impactful book that I plan to read once a year.His family
is one to admire and Brian is a true fighter and a person many should aspire to emulate.The
hope this book provided me and others is truly monumental.Brian you are an amazing man!”

The book by Brian P. Swift has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 10 people have provided feedback.
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