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When 18 year old Becky Andrews is diagnosed with the degenerative eye condition Retinitis
Pigmentosa, she understands her childhood of softball strikeouts, notorious clumsiness, and
why she's never been able to see the stars. This is Becky's remarkable story of living life to the
fullest is a journey of courage and determination. Part memoir and part resilience manifestor,
Look up, move forward will inspire readers to face their own lives with more creativity, grit,
determination and joy.

“Enthusiastic applause for the combined efforts of Dr. Vasey and the late Mrs. Brandt! Give The
Detox Mono Diet your full attention, and you will have the foundation for success in self-
healing.” (Carrie L’esperance, author of The Seasonal Detox Diet)“Detoxification is the missing
link in Western nutrition, and fasting/juice cleansing is a pure and safe form (over water fasting)
of detoxification. Dr. Vasey’s very informative book brings light to this vital process through one of
the first approaches to cleansing, Johanna Brandt’s Grape Cure. There are so many people and
so many health conditions that can benefit from this natural health approach found in The Detox
Mono Diet.” (Elson M. Haas, MD, The Detox Doc, author of The New Detox Diet and Staying
Healthy with Nutrition)“Finally, a fully comprehensive and accurate dossier on how to rest the
body from complicated combinations of foods--and enable a return to vibrant health. The Detox
Mono Diet is inspiring and scientifically sound.” (Natalia Rose, author of The Raw Food Detox
Diet)"For those who are serious about cleaning the insides of their bodies, there is probably no
better method than the grape diet, followed to the letter. Vasey’s book augments Brandt’s work
and gives good modern information to back it up." (Barbara Bamberger Scott, Curled up with a
Good Book, Oct 2006)"I was not into fasting until I came across The Detox Mono Diet: The
Miracle Grape Cure and Other Cleansing Diets, by Christopher Vasey, and soon my fridge
became home to over 15 pounds of organic grapes. Now began a minute scrutiny of the book so
that I could find out firsthand what this book and the fasting regimen is all about. . . . The wise
and informative approach of the author is apparent throughout the book. I strongly recommend
not only this book, but also the system of grape mono-diet to all seekers of health." (Vatsala
Sperling, Ph.D., PDHom, Jan 2010)About the AuthorChristopher Vasey, N.D., is a naturopath
specializing in detoxification and rejuvenation. He is the author of The Water Prescription and
the bestselling The Acid-Alkaline Diet for Optimum Health. He lives near Montreux,
Switzerland.From the Back CoverHEALTH / NUTRITION“Detoxification is the missing link in
Western nutrition. So many people and so many health conditions can benefit from the approach
found in Dr. Vasey’s The Detox Mono Diet.”--Elson M. Haas, M.D., The Detox Doc, author of The
New Detox Diet and Staying Healthy with NutritionThe grape cure, the lemon cure, the maple
syrup cure, and the apple diet are all variations of mono diets that are based on restricting food



intake to one food for a period of time. Using the famous Grape Cure pioneered by Johanna
Brandt as his model, Christopher Vasey demonstrates why these restricted diets are so effective
in healing illness and restoring optimum health. Despite the different nutritive qualities of the
chosen food, all these diets work the same way: They help the body “burn” the waste products it
contains to cleanse the internal cellular environment. They also keep the body’s eliminatory
organs open in order to prevent the buildup of toxins. While these cures are responsible for
healing people of many serious illnesses, including cancer, their principal use lies in the way
they naturally enhance the body’s health by eliminating waste products and preventing the body
from absorbing toxins during this process.The Detox Mono Diet is a practical guide that provides
all the information necessary for following a detoxification regimen. To make the application most
successful, the author explains how to interpret your body’s reactions in a way that will allow you
to adapt the cure to match your specific physiological needs, making your return to optimum
health a unique journey.Christopher Vasey, N.D., is a naturopath specializing in detoxification
and rejuvenation. He is the author of The Water Prescription and the bestselling The Acid-
Alkaline Diet for Optimum Health. He lives near Montreux, Switzerland. --This text refers to the
paperback edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.from Chapter 1The
True Nature of Illnesses and TherapyJohanna Brandt was born in South Africa in 1876. Her
father was a Dutch pastor; her mother was of French descent. During the Boer War that raged in
South Africa during the early 1900s, Johanna became deeply involved in volunteer nursing.She,
too, married a pastor with whom she raised seven children while continuing to lead an active life.
During World War I, she was diagnosed with a severe stomach cancer. In 1921, her doctors
gave her only six weeks to live. Her desire to survive was so strong that even this somber news
did not overwhelm her.She refused all surgery and courageously set out in search of a cure. She
had heard high praise for the benefits of fasting; tangible progress was rapidly achieved when
she tried it on herself. By experimenting on her own body this way, she discovered the marvelous
healing properties of the grape.She attributed her complete recovery from cancer to the periods
of fasting she practiced at the beginning of her regimen and to the Grape Cure she followed
later. The extensively researched and progressive food diet she perfected enabled her to live
and enjoy excellent health for another forty years. Until her dying day, at the age of eighty-seven,
this amazing woman maintained total vitality.This was how Mira Dunant-Brandt, Johanna
Brandt’s daughter, recounted her mother’s life to me.The cancerous tumor that afflicted Johanna
Brandt was diagnosed clinically and radiologically. Based on the diagnosis, every doctor
consulted advised surgery as soon as possible. There was no doubt the tumor was present. The
fact that doctors gave her only six more weeks to live testifies to the seriousness of her
condition.And yet, Johanna Brandt recovered without an operation, using her own means, and
lived for another forty years. The simple and natural means she discovered to address her
illness gave birth to the Grape Cure, a cure that is now known throughout the world. Thousands
and thousands of patients since then have followed her prescription and been
cured.Considering its simplicity and the amazing results it procures, one cannot help but



wonder: Why is the Grape Cure so effective? Routinely, a remedy will work well against a
specific disease but not against others. With Brandt’s cure, the opposite is true; the possibilities
for effective action are varied and extensive. This raises the question: Are we dealing with a
remedy that has numerous effects, or do these illnesses have a common nature?The Grape
Cure and other mono diets are disturbing by the number of questions they raise. They call into
question so many medical concepts regarded as certain and definitive. Frankly, why does this
cure succeed where more sophisticated remedies fail?Tens of thousands of patients have been
cured of a host of illnesses with help from the Grape Cure. Tens of thousands more could be
cured by applying it sensibly. The results are observable and reproducible and should, therefore,
be scientifically acceptable.Rather than deny the cure’s effectiveness, it would be better to find
out why it is effective. This would open new vistas, new ways to understand how the body
functions and the role played by illness in this function. Possibilities for the art of healing would
be enriched with new methods for positive treatment of the sick.from Chapter 4: The Grape
Mono DietTHE BASIC VIRTUES OF THE MONO DIETBecause fasts and mono diets are so
similar in practice, the same healing phenomena triggered by fasts are also triggered by mono
diets. Autolysis (where the body draws nutrients from its own tissues), the updating of
eliminations, and tissue regeneration all occur in mono diets. These healing reactions are
somewhat less intense, as mono diets are less restrictive than fasts; nevertheless, the same
bodily responses arise.Autolysis is triggered as soon as the body needs nutritive substances
that are not present--or are only present in limited quantity--in the food that is chosen for the diet.
To continue functioning normally, the body draws nutrients from within itself. Diseased tissues
and toxins are broken down and the internal cellular environment is cleansed, just as in a
fast.Elimination updating may also occur during a mono diet when the energy normally called on
for digestion is sharply reduced. Purifying processes can then be activated to extract toxins from
the tissues and carry them via the transport systems of blood and lymph to the excretory organs.
In addition to this purification triggered by energy savings in digestion, specific purifying
properties of the mono diet food are at work. For example, diuretic and laxative properties of the
grape itself reinforce the purification properties of the diet.Tissue regeneration also takes place
due to cleansing that improves circulation and promotes efficient exchange of autolyzed
substances, as well as by the intake of important nutrients contained in the selected food.The
fact that autolysis, elimination updating, and tissue regeneration take place at a modified pace is
not necessarily a drawback. As we shall see, mono diets have a number of advantages over
fasts alone.Advantages of the mono diet compared to fasting:• Reduces intensity of healing
crises• Easier to do• Removes the fear generated by not eating• Stimulates and sustains body
function with the help of a selected foodHumans have become accustomed to the use of
medicines and remedies, and they credit their cures to a single active substance in those
remedies. In reviewing the results of the grape mono diet, there is a temptation to attribute its
virtues to some substance in the composition of the grape.In fact, the effectiveness of mono
diets does not depend on what is present (the grape, for example), but on what is not present



(all other foods customarily eaten)--foods whose absence triggers autolysis.The proof: eating
quantities of grapes while continuing a normal diet does not bring about the same results as a
mono diet of grapes alone. --This text refers to the paperback edition.From the
AuthorChristopher Vasey, N.D., is a naturopath specializing in detoxification and rejuvenation.
He is the author of The Water Prescription and the bestselling The Acid-Alkaline Diet for
Optimum Health. He lives near Montreux, Switzerland. --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Becky Andrewswith Amy HackworthCover photo courtesy of Rick Egan/Salt Lake TribuneSome
names and identifying details have beenchanged to protect the privacy of individuals.First
EditionCover photo courtesy of Rick Egan/Salt Lake TribuneDesign and Composition by Insight
CommunicationsDBA AlphaGraphics BountifulCopyright © 2016 Resilient Solutions, Inc.DBA
Resilient Visionwww.resilientsolutionsinc.comFor my mom and dad, Karen and Max
Peterson.Thank you for always believing in me.For Steve, with love and gratitude.I am the
luckiest girl.For Natalie & Kendall.Thank you for the gift of being your mother. For Pantera,
Cricket and Georgina.I am so gratefulfor your beautiful eyes.PROLOGUEWhen Georgie and I
arrive at the office, the scent of cranberry Febreze welcomes us in from the chilly, late December
day. It’s a busy day at work—most of our therapists are seeing extra clients before the holiday
week and the waiting room is full. This is just what I envisioned ten years ago when we first
opened the doors of Resilient Solutions, Inc.Fourteen therapists work in our practice now. I count
myself incredibly lucky to share the expertise and friendship of so many skilled professionals. I
love the energy in the office on a busy day like today, when we’re all seeing clients and both
floors of our office suite are buzzing.I head to my office and settle in before my first appointment
arrives. She’s in high school, and she’s hurting. Her expectations for herself are high, and lately
she’s been having anxiety about not being able to meet them. When she arrives, she tells
me that she skipped out on some of her responsibilities the day before. She’s angry at herself,
almost disgusted at what she perceives as her inability to cope.“I’d like to talk about self-
compassion today,” I begin, and share with her the concept of giving ourselves the same love,
empathy and support we’d give to a dear friend. I ask her towrite a compassionate letter to
herself about the tasks sheavoided yesterday.Like most clients do, she looks at me and asks,
“You want me to do what?”I explain again. I want her to write a letter to herself practicing the
concept of self-compassion. I leave the room for a few minutes to give her some time to
write.When I return, I invite her to read the letter to me, knowing that when we hear our own
words out loud we often hear them more clearly.“Okay. Here goes.” She picks up her letter and
begins, “I can’t believe you. I am so disappointed in you. I don’t know what your problem is, but
you’re really messing things up lately. If you could just pull yourself together, maybe you wouldn’t
be such a loser.”My explanation of self-compassion clearly hadn’t been sufficient, but now I
know how she’s been talking to herself lately. I ask her to think about how she talks to friends
when they’re having a hard time, and how it feels to share our hurts with someone who really
cares. She begins to see that compassion invites us to move forward in a gentle, encouraging
way. It isn’t harsh or demanding. I ask her to write another letter, and leave the room again for a
few minutes.When I return, her whole expression has changed. This time, she is eager to
share. Her voice gentle, she begins. “Hey, you’re having a hard time right now and I’m really
sorry. I know you’ve been through a lot, and you’re doing your best. Yesterday was a bummer,
but it’s going to be okay. I believe in you, and I think you’re going to get better.”I smile at her.
“Which letter gives you more space and encouragement to do better next time? Which letter
gives youless anxiety?”“The second letter,” she says, without a moment’s hesitation. “The



compassionate one.”She tears up the first letter and takes the second letter home with her.* * *I
love my job, right in the thick of experiencing others’ growth, empowerment and healing. I am
forever grateful for the opportunity to facilitate the process of helping people find their own
resilient solutions.The rest of the day is busy with more clients and some administrative work. My
colleague Lisa approaches me with an insurance question.“Will you look at this?” she asks. “I
need your help with question four.”I hesitate a moment and then smile. “Can you tell me what
question four says?”Lisa laughs. “Oh, I forget you are blind!”I have always hoped to be seen as a
person first, and a blind person second, so I appreciate Lisa’s forgetfulness and laugh with her. I
refer to myself as a busy, active woman who happens to be blind and Lisa’s mistake validates
that. I’m glad she’s confident in my ability to answer her question.My guide dog Georgie and I
stay late at the office that night. The other therapists have left, and it’s a perfect time for me to
clean the bathroom, make sure the candy bowl on the reception counter is full, and refresh that
Febreze—once I’m positive noone is in the waiting room. I know my way around the office pretty
well, so one evening I Febrezed the waiting room after hours without Georgie when I suddenly
realized a late client was also in the room. She narrowly missed being air-freshened from head
to toe.But tonight the office is truly empty, almost ready for a new year. I pull the calendar from
the wall and with the fuzzy, dime-sized peephole of vision I have left, read the large words at the
bottom, “Live like someone left the gate open.”It’s a message that resonates. Years earlier, I
mourned closed doors, but now I realize that so many gates in my life have been left open, and I
have done my best to go running through them. I remember a sweet voicemail my rehabilitation
counselor Marianne left me years ago when I wasn’t sure how I’d do the things I wanted
to.Paraphrasing Helen Keller, she said, “Now remember, Becky, when one door of happiness
closes, another one opens, yet sometimes we look so longingly at the closed door we don’t see
the new doors before us.”Georgie and I lock up and get in the Uber I’ve called to drive us home.
I’m ready to close the door on this year in gratitude, knowing that the gate on the coming year is,
in fact, wide open.CHAPTER 1Children learn to smile from their parents.– Shinichi
Suzuki“Becky, don’t forget this!” My mom handed me an enormous flashlight, a heavy-duty
number with a lens as big as my eight-year-old head.It was Halloween. As usual, I was carrying
a flashlight. As usual, it was bigger than the flashlight I’d carried the year before, proof of my
parents’ diligent efforts to find something to help me see better at night. We didn’t know why I
had poor night vision and it didn’t keep me from trick-or-treating, but it did mean that Halloween
was often fraught with more than the standard peril of goblins and ghosts. There were bumps in
the sidewalk I couldn’t see and porch steps that seemed to materialize from nowhere.During the
day, I had 20/20 vision, as confirmed by many trips to the ophthalmologist, but things just
seemed to disappear in the dark. A few years earlier, at my first dance review, I panicked when
we had to run backstage after our number. I couldn’t understand how the other girls could
possibly know where to go in that pitch dark, but somehow they all seemed to manage just
fine.And there was the time when I was three, after my family had been to see The Jungle Book.
I was supposed to follow my brother out of the theater. I couldn’t see him when he turned for the



exit, and I walked straight into a wall.These were odd, but isolated incidents. Mostly my
childhood in a small town in northern Utah, surrounded by the rugged Wastach Mountains, was
happy and carefree. Providence, population 1,600, had been settled by Mormon pioneers in the
mid-1800s and a sense of history still hovered over my tiny town when I was young; it was in the
old rock church and the schoolhouse with the bell tower and in the Victorian-style turn of the
century homes that were still inhabited by Providence’s founding families. Though it had begun
as an agricultural community, when I was a child Providence was more of a suburb of the nearby
city of Logan, home of Utah State University, where both my parents worked. My dad was the
director of the University library and my mom worked as an administrative assistant in the
nursing department and later as an advisor in the College ofBusiness, where she loved
counseling students about their academic decisions.Both of my parents loved learning, and
taught personal responsibility and academic growth by example. My mom started her first
college class when she was pregnant with me in 1965, and she earned her bachelor’s degree at
the same time I received my high school diploma.My parents drove our family’s Chevrolet to the
University together every morning when I left for school and came home together every evening
around five o’clock. While Mom made dinner, Dad went out to feed the animals. We always had
cows, often horses and occasionally a pig. One year, our cow, Noble Bly, had a beautiful calf that
Dad gave to me. She was a sweet little brown calf with white spots and a white face. I marveled
at the way her tiny legs could carry the weight of her body when she was just a day old. My older
brothers Brad and Dave had cows and calves, too, and each had his own horse.Brad was six
years old when I was born, and Dave was almost three. Generally speaking, they’ve always been
loving, supportive and protective, though I cannot deny: they did then and they do now find great
pleasure in teasing me. Brad still refers with a sly smile to my outrageous but emphatic
kindergarten claim that my friends and I got that merry-go-round spinning 90 milesan hour.
Though they teased me, I never doubted my brothers’ love or support.Our big backyard is a
central scene in my childhood memories. My mom loved to work in the yard, and our wide
rectangle of back lawn was bordered by her beautiful flower gardens. I remember the petunias
she’d plant every spring; by the end of summer we could smell their sweetness from the back
porch. Mom also carefully tended tulips, peonies and daisies. My parents grew tomatoes,
carrots, potatoes, corn, and delicious raspberries in their large garden. We had five or six apple
trees in a field we called the orchard. It was bright with white blossoms in the spring and heavy
with Jonathan apples every fall. In August and September we worked together to harvest the
corn and pick the apples. We made apple pie, raspberry jam and ate many meals from the
garden.Behind the garden and orchard stood the barn and the animal corrals, where I could
always spot an outdoor cat or two chasing a mouse through the pile of hay we kept to feedthe
animals. Tucked away at the edge of our property, down a little walkway between the corrals was
the clubhouse my father built for me.As a young girl, the clubhouse provided me with the perfect
place to enjoy on my own or to share with friends. We spent ages there playing house, but I was
just as happy in the clubhouse reading by myself, cutting out my beloved paper dolls, or



sweeping the floor—a task in which I took particular pride. This wonderful combination of society
and solitude is an arrangement I still love.As I got older, night games with neighborhood friends
were challenging, but something I wouldn’t have dreamed of missing. I had to find the can before
I could kick it, but there was always a helpful friend willing to grab my arm and help me enjoy the
late night fun. I remember lying on our trampoline on summer nights, pretending to see the Big
Dipper, as my friends repeatedly pointed it out to me.“Right up there, Becky.” They pointed again
at the blank, dark sky. “See the handles comes out like that? And then the dipper is right
there.”“Oh,” I’d finally say. “Right there. I see it!” In truth, I don’t recall ever seeing any stars.In
junior high, just after I’d been voted to the student council, a boy I’d had a crush on the year
before called me stuck up because I’d walked right past him when he tried to congratulate me.
He didn’t believe it when I said I hadn’t seen him.In volleyball, the coach often shouted, “Pay
attention, Becky!” as the ball suddenly appeared right in front of me, another missed hit. As a
teenager at Girls’ Camp, I earned the “Clumsy Award” for how often I tripped over roots, rocks,
packs and other obstacles day after day.In high school, I was once driving with my dad at night
when I nearly hit an oncoming car. My dad grabbed the steering wheel and pulled our car out of
the way just in time, an event that stunned us both and still leaves me with a pit in my stomach. I
learned to look carefully at my surroundings at football games and school dances, anticipating
the moment when the lights would go dim at the end.I had a nagging, come-and-go kind of
feeling that something wasn’t quite right. I often wondered critically, What is wrong with me?
When I stumbled, I chided myself for not paying more careful attention, frustrated by my
carelessness.But it never occurred to me that anything was seriously wrong with my vision. I was
healthy, happy and active,earning good grades and having fun with my friends, despitethat
occasional nagging feeling. You just don’t know what you don’t know. CHAPTER 2Being deeply
loved by someone gives you strength,while loving someone deeply gives you courage.– Lao
Tzu“Wait, he’s going out with her now?” I moaned in disbelief.Steve nodded sympathetically. I
first met Steve on a double date to Lagoon, an amusement park just north of Salt Lake, though
we hadn’t been on the date with each other. I was with his friend Stephen, but Steve struck me
as genuine, funny, and easy to be around. Over the summer, he’d become my confidant about
Stephen. By the time Stephen went off to graduate school that fall, my interest in him had
waned, but my friendship with Steve had a solid foundation.In high school, I’d excelled in
business courses and hadbeen selected as the Sterling Scholar in Business, a statewide award
for high school seniors. When I started at Utah State University, majoring in business seemed a
natural choice. It just so happened that Steve was taking graduate classes in business, and our
paths crossed every Tuesday and Thursday after our respective 9:30 classes.Since my mom
worked in the college of business, she had a front row seat to our developing friendship. I was
almost 19 and Steve was 25. She suspected he had more than friendship in mind, and knew that
I was determined to finish college and was considering serving a mission for our church.“Be
careful,” she’d warn, with a meaningful look that I ignored.“Steve’s just a good friend,” I told her.
“He’s just a nice guy.”I loved being a Utah State Aggie. For one thing, I was living a goal I’d



worked toward for years. And even though I lived at home, I still enjoyed the independence and
freedom of college life, immersed in a new academic and social world that was challenging and
fun. I enjoyed my engaging, but not overwhelmingly difficult classes, but I liked other aspects of
college life even better.My social life was thriving, and I was having so much fun. I attended
church with a congregation of other students, where there was always something fun to do, new
friends to make and a lot of new guys to meet. The popularity of VCRs was in full swing, and we
spent many nights at movie parties, crammed into apartment living rooms watching rentals.I was
out with friends or on dates several nights a week, laughing with girlfriends about when we’d
become True Aggies, an honor bestowed only when you’ve been kissed by someone who is
already a True Aggie at the big cement A on Old Main Hill under a full moon. I dated a handful of
boys who were fun to be with, and my brothers teased that I’d get dropped off by one date at the
front door and meet the next guy at the back door, but I certainly wasn’t serious about any of
them.Years later, Steve joked that he couldn’t get a date with me in the evening because I always
had other plans, so he saw our breaks between classes as his only opportunity to spend time
with me. And I thought our meetings had been coincidental.One morning after class, Steve and I
walked to the Taggart Student Center for the first of many visits to a little bakery called Hunk-a-
Bread. One hunk of fresh, delicious bread led to another, and soon Steve and I were surveying
the best bread and pastries in town during our breaks between classes. Over the course of the
next several weeks, he took me to the mall, the student center, Winchell’s Donuts, and our
favorite, Schaffer Bakery (to be thorough in our research, we visited both locations). A few days
before Halloween, Steve and I were chatting about our plans. Haunted houses, haunted mills,
and haunted forests had popped up all over the valley and dates had taken me to all of them.
With my difficulty seeing at night, darkness was scary enough for me without being chased by a
creepy ghoul. I absolutely did not want to go to another haunted anything.When I asked Steve
what he was doing for Halloween, he joked, “Oh, I’ll probably go grocery shopping.”“Well, can I
come?” I asked.I’d never had so much fun grocery shopping in my life. Steve made me laugh all
the way through the store, and before we’d reached the checkout, I suddenly realized that he’d
become more than a friend.We continued to meet between classes, seek the best pastries in
Logan, and thoroughly enjoy our time together. Steve’s genuine goodness had struck me the
first time we met, and it became more and more attractive as the weeks passed. I was especially
grateful for Steve’s reaction to my diagnosis of Retinitis Pigmentosa just a few weeks before
Christmas.I’d been having strange sensations in my hands for several weeks: cold tingles,
numbness, and even occasional temporary paralysis. My mom suggested I see a neurologist.In
addition to x-rays and blood tests, he also did a basic vision exam. He held out an index finger
on either side of my head, a routine test for peripheral vision. As he brought his finger forward in
a slow arc, he asked me to indicate when I could see it.I kept waiting for him to put his finger in
my line of vision, and I’m sure he was waiting for me to respond. But I couldn’t see his hand until
it was nearly in front of me. This wasn’t news to me—I didn’t think anyone could see to the side—
but it certainly concerned him. I was shocked to learn that my vision was unusual, and that



normal vision included a range I’d never been able to see. The concept of peripheral vision was
a complete revelation to me.The neurologist suggested I see my ophthalmologist and when I
did, he admitted that he’d suspected for years that I had Retinitis Pigmentosa. Since it’s a
degenerative eye condition with no treatment, he explained, he’d chosen not to tell my parents
and me sooner. My poor night vision and lack of peripheral vision were strong indicators of RP,
and an eye exam revealed that the rods in my retina, which facilitate both night vision and
peripheral vision, had in fact deteriorated. As the disease progressed, the cones, responsible for
central vision and color perception, would also be affected, leading to tunnel vision and
ultimately, complete vision loss.Suddenly, my childhood challenges made sense—the missed
volleyballs and softballs, the terrifying darkness after dance reviews, the clumsy award at Girls’
Camp, and my confusion about how others detected an oncoming handshake. The diagnosis
was more of a relief than a burden. I knew why I’d never seen the stars and why I hated haunted
houses. Suddenly, the past made sense. And while the future sounded rather grim, it seemed
awfully far away.My ophthalmologist said I had about 30 degrees of vision;a normal range is
about 180 degrees. That’s like being able to see a large picture on a living room wall, but not
being able to see what’s around it. Once I knew there were significant partsof the world I wasn’t
seeing, I learned to turn my head fromside-to-side, scanning right and left to catch anything I
mightbe missing. Retinitis Pigmentosa. This inherited eye condition would dramatically
change my life, though I couldn’t even remember the name at first. In my journal later that week I
wrote I’d been diagnosed with “retinitis pigmatosis.” Though uncertain about what it was called, I
was so relieved to know that my years of poor night vision and apparent clumsiness had an
explanation.My mom had a vague memory about a distant relative who may have had poor
eyesight, but we couldn’t trace RP to any specific ancestor. Since it’s a recessive gene, it’s
possible that I was the first person to manifest the condition in hundreds of years.Some friends
and I went to a dance at the University that night and I ran into Steve. I eagerly shared the news
of my diagnosis, Retinitis Pigma…something, because it explained so much about my life. It was
a puzzle piece I didn’t even know I’d been missing, but finally putting it into place brought such
understanding that telling Steve about my eye condition was almost exciting.Again, though the
long-term outcome was unsettling, the gift of understanding the past countered my concern for
the future. Steve listened compassionately, with characteristic interest and kindness. He was
respectful, and I felt that he cared about me as he really listened. The news didn’t seem to
bother him, and certainly didn’t seem to change his feelings for me.Those few moments taught
me so much about Steve Andrews—especially in contrast to the reactions of other men I had
dated. Some guys brushed off my life-changing news as inconsequential; others made awkward
comments, unsure how to respond. One guy even made a disparaging joke about Helen Keller
(and permanently crossed himself off my list). I remembered Steve’s even-keeled, take-it-in-
stride approach with gratitude, but had no idea how much that gift of acceptance and support
would sustain me in the years to come.While I appreciated understanding my past, my parents
began looking toward the future. They realized I was just beginning a life on my own, and though



I lived at home at the time, I wouldn’t always. I would need resources, knowledge, assistance
and answers.My parents and I spent long evenings at the university that semester, though we
had different purposes; I attended dances at the student center while my mom and dad did
research about Retinitis Pigmentosa at the library. They searched medical publications and
journal articles about treatments for vision loss. They looked for leading experts and the latest
research, photocopied articles and noted phone numbers and addresses where they could
request more research by mail. By February, I wasn’t thinking much of other guys I’d dated,
unless it was how they paled in comparison to Steve. On Valentine’s Day, I told Steve I didn’t
want to date other people.He surprised me by responding, “Does that mean I can’t date anyone
else?”My heart sank and I looked at him in shock, hoping he was joking, but he held out.“Well,
I’ll have to think about it,” he said.I wanted to hide.He smiled slyly as he took my hand. “Yeah, I
think I can agree to that.”He later admitted that he actually hadn’t been dating anyone else for
months. He’d already cleared his schedule and had been patiently waiting for me to clear
mine.That semester I’d signed up for a non-credit class from the Institute of Religion called
“Preparing for Eternal Marriage,” but since it was optional, I often skipped the class work and
moved right to the practicum, spending as much time with Steveas possible.His goodness,
drive, personal discipline and humor were all qualities I admired. He brought out the best in me; I
was a better person for knowing Steve.At the library, we passed notes back and forth to each
other as we studied. We watched lots of movies on Steve’s VCR. We ate many more Hunks-a-
Bread and were regulars at Schaffer’s. And, thanks to Steve, I became a True Aggie.By the
middle of March, I was completely in love with him. As we grew closer, we both began to think
about marriage.I knew we could build a beautiful life together but I had never dreamed of getting
married at 19. I was committed to graduating from college and I was interested in serving a
mission. I was too young for marriage. I loved Steve, but I was just too young. I worried I’d be
sacrificing other opportunities if I married so early.Steve was patient and understanding. He told
me he’d wait as long as I needed. After several days praying and pondering, I realized that
anything I wanted to do in this world would be possible with Steve by my side. In fact, it would be
better with Steve. He was an incredible opportunity, and I didn’t want to miss out on him.Steve
scheduled a visit to the Merrill Library to request my dad’s permission for my hand in marriage. In
this conversation, the two men I admire and respect the most discussed how they would be
there for me in the coming years. My dad told Steve that he and my mom would always be there
to support me, and us, in the journey ahead.On March 21, Steve’s roommate Bart pulled up at
my house driving Steve’s parents’ black Mercury Zephyr. Bart had become a dear friend, and
even when he didn’t have a date, he would sometimes drive Steve and me around in his
Mustang. He was one of those easy people to be with, and a good, solid friend.I was surprised
that Bart had come to pick me up instead of Steve. He was wearing a suit and tie and when I
answered the door, he was very serious. He escorted me to the car, opened the door to the
backseat without a word and drove away toward Logan.“Where are we going, Bart? What’s
going on?”To my great surprise, Bart didn’t answer. Not a word. In a few minutes we pulled up to



Schaffer’s Bakery. “Oh, we love Schaffer’s,” I said, leaning toward the front seat. “Remember
when you came here with us?” I waited for a response, but Bart was silent. I expected that once
we got out, I’d know what this was all about, but Bart just pulled over for a moment and then kept
driving. “Bart, what is going on?” I laughed.He didn’t answer, but proceeded to drive around
campus.I leaned toward the front seat again and asked Bart what we were doing. Again, not a
word from Bart, so I looked out the window at the familiar buildings and realized that, though I’d
been looking at these buildings all my life, they held new memories now, memories with
Steve.After looping through campus, we drove to the mall entrance where Steve and I went to
Hunk-a-Bread. Bart stopped near the entrance, and then drove away again.When I finally
accepted that he wasn’t going to talk to me, I settled in to enjoy the ride, which is I’m sure what
Steve had intended when he swore Bart to an oath of chauffeur silence.This was a tour of Logan
as I’d experienced it with Steve. Everywhere Bart took me held pleasant memories. Bart drove
me past the Continental Apartments, where he and Steve lived, then past the A on Old Main Hill,
and finally up to the LDS temple where Bart pulled into the circular drive.He finally turned off the
engine, got out of the car and opened my door for me. When I got out, I saw that Steve had
pulled up behind us. He was waiting for me next to his car. With a smile a mile wide, I gave Steve
a hug and we said goodbye to Bart (who actually responded that time). Steve had timed my tour
so that after a moment near the temple, we could drive off into the sunset, and that’s exactly
what we did.He took me to Salt Lake, a little over an hour away, and on the drive he told me the
story of his parents’ engagement nearly forty years earlier.Wade and Kathryn met at a dance at
the Waldorf Astoria in New York City, where Kathryn lived for just a few months to study sewing.
Wade was a Captain in World War II, a bomber pilot who flew out the morning after they met.
They wrote letters for nine months and fell in love.After his service, Wade flew to Salt Lake and
asked Kathryn where couples got engaged in town. She told him the Capitol was the place to go,
and he took her to the beautiful classical-style domed and pillared building that sits on a hill
overlooking the city. That night in 1945 was the “once upon a time” of the Andrews family.As
Steve and I pulled up to the Capitol building just after dark, the city lights twinkled below us. He
wanted to start our life together the same way his parents had begun theirs, and his admiration
and respect for them made me love him even more. We climbed the stone steps and he led me
to the third pillar.He lifted me onto the huge stone base and took my hand. “Will you marry
me?”There was only one thing for me to say. “I’d love to.”CHAPTER 3When you surrender, you
release attachment to how youfeel your life should be and invite yourself to be in the presenceof
your life exactly as it is. While naturally difficult to do,surrender is an act of courage. – Dr. Alan
WolfeltMy parents’ research led them to Dr. John Heckenlively, an ophthalmologist at UCLA who
specialized in inherited eye diseases like Retinitis Pigmentosa. My appointment for April 24 had
been set months earlier, so when Steve and I became engaged my parents wisely invited him to
join us on the trip to Los Angeles.At the time, I looked forward to having Steve come because I
loved being with him, but now I appreciate my parents’ wisdom in giving Steve and me that early
opportunity to face RP together, eyes wide open, so to speak. Having Steve at the appointment



oriented both of us to the years ahead, and gave us shared reference points and helpful
vocabulary.The day of testing and consultation at UCLA was difficult. Dr. Heckenlively confirmed
my diagnosis and talked to us about the physiology behind RP, how I could possibly pass it on to
my children (genetic testing wasn’t yet available) and the unpredictability, but certainty, of the
progression of my vision loss.A combination of being engaged and being in denial got me
through the day, but I could see the strain on my parents, who were, at that point, more
concerned about the challenges in my future than I was. I did my best to lighten the mood, to
smile through creeping fears of vision loss, and to ease their worry by staying positive and
cheerful.This was definitely easier with Steve by my side. Steve and I shared the belief that if we
loved each other, we could manage anything. We were naïve, but I don’t regret our optimism. In
fact, when the hard times did come, and they were harder than we’d expected, it was this simple
belief that got us through: if we love each other, we can do anything. At the hospital gift shop, my
mom bought me a magnet with the Serenity Prayer written on it.God grant me the serenity to
accept the things I cannot change,the courage to change the things I can,and the wisdom to
know the difference.* * *A month and a half before Steve and I got married, my brother Dave
married his fiancé Andrea. They were married in theSalt Lake Temple and then had a reception
in Boise, Idaho, Andrea’s hometown. Though Steve had attended the ceremony and celebrated
with us in Salt Lake City, he didn’t come with us to Boise.I stood in Dave and Andrea’s receiving
line in a lavender bridesmaid dress. As the guests filed through, I found myself fumbling through
handshake after handshake. For the first time in my life, I understood why shaking hands was so
difficult, and I suddenly felt the weight of my diagnosis.I couldn’t see their hands because my
eyes didn’t work.Months of unshed tears finally surfaced, and I couldn’t hold them back. I left the
line and took refuge in the bathroom, where I sobbed, heartsick and afraid. The thoughts I’d
been pushing away for so many weeks came rushing forward, finally demanding my
attention.Six weeks from that very night, I would marry Steve. I knew he would care for me and
support me, but would I be able to do the same thing for him?My mom found me and sat with me
while I cried. “I’m so afraid,” I sobbed. “What will I do when I can’t see? What kind of life will I
have? How can I be a wife and mother?”“It’s okay.” She took my hand. “This is hard. You don’t
always have to be tough. It’s okay to just cry.”When I’d cried all the tears I needed to, she wisely
asked if I’d like to call Steve. Yes! He was just what I needed. She helped me find a phone in the
reception center office and then returned to the receiving line.As soon as I heard Steve’s voice, I
started crying again, this time tears of fear and relief. I was discouraged and scared, but also
incredibly grateful for him. He was my safe place in that moment. I knew he would listen. I knew
he would reassure me.He told me he loved me. Oh, I needed that! He told me I could do this,
and that together, we could face anything. As we talked, I realized that Steve had already
processed our appointment at UCLA. He understood the implications and was fully prepared for
our future together. His confidence in us was an incredible comfort, and my emotions settled.
Before long, he had me laughing. Toward the end of our conversation, Steve said he would pray
for me and he encouraged me to pray, too.After we hung up, I think I said the longest prayer of



my life. I told God how scared I was, and how alone I felt, in spite of the support around me. I
prayed that somehow my weaknesses could become strengths, that somehow I would be able
to deal with the many, many questions and fears that lay ahead. As I finished my prayer, I felt a
glimmer of hope and peace. My worries settled. My confidence grew. My questions weren’t all
answered in that moment, and my fears weren’t completely resolved. But I was blessed with a
calm certainty that I would be just fine, that somehow, with God’s help, my own hard work, and
the support of my family, my life would be beautiful.It was my first experience feeling assured that
everything really would be okay. Because it’s become a familiar gift upon which I often rely, I
remember vividly experiencing it for the first time that night.When I returned home from Boise,
Retinitis Pigmentosa didn’t seem like a future challenge anymore. I, Becky Andrews, was
completing my freshman year of college, getting married in five weeks, and going blind.Despite
Steve’s assurances, I continued to worry that my vision loss would negatively impact our life
together. “Are you sure, Steve?” I’d ask him. “Are you up for this unknown?”He calmly listened
every time, and then informed me, again, that he loved me and that we’d be there for each other,
no matter what our future held. “I’m the luckiest guy to be marrying you,” he’d say.When my fears
returned, I borrowed Steve’s courage again and again until I gained my own.As I prepared for
our wedding, I didn’t think much about details like my dress and flowers and decorations. My
biggest concern was how I would navigate the receiving line. Not only would I be greeting my
friends and family, but Steve’s friendsand family, too. I wanted very much to do that with
confidence and ease.When I shared this worry with Steve, we came up with a plan. He would
tap my elbow when someone had their hand extended, and I would know to extend my hand,
too. Simple! Though it was a minor problem we solved in a matter of moments, it was still a
milestone: it was the first vision challenge that Steve and I tackled together and it marked the
first of many, many, many systems and workarounds that we have developed over the years.
We were married on a Thursday in July in the Logan Temple, surrounded by family and friends.
It was a truly beautiful day. At our reception later that evening, I smiled until my cheeks hurt and
shook every hand confidently. Each time Steve tapped my elbow served as a sweet reminder
that he was on my team, for always.

Look up Dallas Cowboys

Look up, move forward: My journey of losing vision and finding resilience, RIDING THE RAILS
TO HOME: A Newsie Rides the Orphan Train, Orphan Train Trials: The Orphan Train Series
(Hearts On The Rails Book 2), Orphan Train Escape: The Orphan Train Series (Hearts On The
Rails Book 1), Orphan Train: A Novel



Mike, “Great story of THRIVING in the midst of life's trials--with tools for helping the reader to do
the same!. An in depth story of the life, passions, frustrations, pain, suffering, dreams and
achievements of an everyday woman slowing going blind with retinitis pigmentosa (RP). Becky
opens up her life from a young single woman through marriage, college, family, graduate school,
bike riding, marathon running, professional work and ultimately opening her own business as a
professional counselor.I particular love this quote from the book which, to me, captures the
essence of Becky's story in a way that can only be understood by reading the entire book: "We
can cope with even the most difficult aspects of life, whatever they may be, or we can use our
creativity to THRIVE (caps are my emphasis)."The story is uniquely Becky's but the message is
universal to all as life has its challenges for each, and everyone of us. This book is about facing
those challenges, conquering those challenges in our unique way and THRIVING in a way our
circumstances permit.At the end of the book Becky offers plenty of personal soul searching
analysis tools that really help the reader internalize the message of the book and apply it to
individually unique aspects of daily life. This makes the book even better than just a motivating
story. Through the diligent application of these tools, the reader can actually begin to THRIVE in
their own life challenges!Thank you Becky for your inspirational story and the soul searching
application tools to make it personal to me!”

ALB, “A "Moving" Memoir ... Don't Pass It By!. Becky Andrew’s “Look Up, Move Forward” is well-
named because it’s all about moving forward, both mentally and physically, in spite of worsening
vision—due to a progressive eye disease called Retinitis Pigmentosa.The book establishes her
background, family support system and character as it shows the progression of this eye
disease. Becky chooses to live life on her terms, in joy and gratitude, with the help of those
around her. She goes through mobility training, tandem-bicycle training (for competitions) guide
dog training and training for marathons—setting the Boston Marathon as a larger-than-life goal!
What makes the book interesting to me is her vulnerability, which surfaces at various points
throughout—a scene where she has to cope with shaking hands she can’t see, another with a
prejudiced eye doctor who questions her right to have children, businesses who disallow her
guide dog on the premises. What I like even more is her ability to problem-solve. Living with RP
myself, I become overwhelmed, at times, with finding solutions. But she is dogged in her pursuit
of what is right and fair, does find solutions and often changes perceptions along the way.Becky
hones in on her gifts to help others accept themselves and focus on their strengths. She uses
her limitations to encourage others to seek what really matters, then move forward to pursue
these goals, whatever they are.Personally, I loved this book! Though Becky is modest about her
accomplishments, she never backs down from a challenge, and I think both vision-impaired and
sighted individuals need that example.”



Loni Gee, “Move Forward in Buying This Inspiring Book!. Anyone reading this book will be
inspired to look up and move forward - no matter what challenges they face in life. What a book!
What an amazing, inspiring woman. Her positivity in situations leaps off the pages of this
remarkable story of vision loss. While Becky Andrew had the vision loss, her entire family was
so supportive and helpful. Not only Becky, but her husband, Steve, have given back so much to
the blind community. I also loved reading about seeing eye dogs and the challenges of owning
such a dog. It is amazing that some businesses still do not allow seeing eye dogs in their shops.
I would recommend this book to anyone....It's a marvelous, quick read about a very optimistic,
happy, good person.  It will leave one feeling happy and positive.”

H. Johnson, “Such an Incredible Autobiography!. Becky's story has truly inspired me. She has
taken her life and the challenges that have been given to her and made them into gifts of
strength and resilience. She is an example to me of working hard at owning our own "stuff" and
our own "stories."I would strongly recommend her book to anyone who is looking for a reason to
try a little harder, be a little stronger, and to make more of life than what's already been done.She
doesn't accept excuses. She believes in action.Thank you, Becky Andrews, for sharing your
journey with the world.”

M. Hinckley, “Inspiring!. This was a sweet story about the struggles Becky faced with her eye
disease. My dad has RP and I wish I had been able to read something like this years ago, as it
would have helped me to understand what he was going through. I was inspired by her bravery
and determination to make of her life what she wanted despite her disability and the challenges
that come with it. Be warned that there are a few editing errors (grammar, punctuation, etc.) that
may be distracting to those that are looking for it.”

KC, “So good!!. This was an inspiring, fantastic story on resilience that I highly, highly
recommend!! I giggled, cried, and asked myself lots of hard questions. Thank you Becky!!”

Susie's mom, “Wonderful memoir!. I have RP also and Becky wrote so eloquently about her
journey of vision loss that I was able to visualize myself in many of her struggles. Her
descriptions pulled me into scenes so one moment I was crying and the next I was saying,"You
go girl!" She truly has made lemonade out of lemons time and time again! Loved the lessons at
the end on self reflection.”

Deb, “This woman is amazing.. Very inspirational.  This woman is amazing.”

The book by Christopher Vasey has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 26 people have provided feedback.
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