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ADE DJAJAMIHARDJA has been a screen media professional for nearly thirty years, at both national and international levels. He worked for such iconic Australian programs as Countdown Revolution, The Big Gig, DAAS Kapital, The Late Show and Phoenix, and he co-produced the biggest historical epic film in Malaysia’s history: Puteri Gunung Ledang (A Legendary Love), the first Malaysian film to be short-listed for an Oscar nomination.


With his wife and primary carer, Kate Stephens, Ade created A2K Media in 2007, which specialised in media collaborations with Asia and beyond. Ade is currently studying the Master of Screen Arts & Business at AFTRS (Australian Film Television and Radio School).


Ade’s wish is that this book will inspire, motivate and give hope to stroke survivors and caregivers as well as anyone else who may be struggling.














WHAT ARE PEOPLE SAYING ABOUT
THE LITTLE BOOK OF HOPE?


‘Informative and inspiring, and often very funny … an insightful 
guide to everyday life for anybody who is facing any 
kind of challenge in their life.’
Jack Canfield, co-creator of Chicken Soup for the Soul


‘This book is fricken tremendous! Great 
advice and some funny stuff, too. It’s a winner.’
Tim Ferguson, comedian and writer


‘What a story, told with wit and wisdom. The best book 
about stroke since Ron Saw wrote The One-Fingered Typist.’
Derryn Hinch, journalist, television and radio presenter


‘There’s no way you can read this book without a tear in 
your eye or an inspiration to do more. This book could 
be the one that changes your life.’
Dr John F Demartini, human behavioural specialist


‘I highly recommend this book to all stroke survivors and their 
families and to anyone who wishes to be equipped with 
tools to face the everyday challenges of life.’
Sophe Kimonides, clinical neuropsychologist


‘An inspiring little memoir. I highly recommend The Little Book of Hope to anyone looking for ways to face adversity, or seeking new ideas for dealing with life’s many curve balls.’
John van Wisse, world record holder of the ‘Arch to Arc’ Ultra-Triathlon


‘A valuable resource for health professionals from any discipline. They share their honest perspectives and experiences with 
courage and humour.’
Dr Barbara Hannon, rehablitation physician


‘… a reference journal, a bible, a self-help book, an inspirational tool kit … but above all else it is a book of love – maybe The 
Beatles did get it right after all!’
Dr Gerard O’Hare, Ambassador for HRH The Prince of Wales for 
Corporate Social Responsibility


‘A real story from real people about how to overcome adversity. 
A must read for anyone who is doing it tough, and for 
those caring for them.’
Bill Gasiamis, National Stroke Foundation ambassador
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FOREWORD


I first met Ade and his lovely wife, Kate, at my luxury retreat in Bali. On the plane en route to the retreat, I read Ade’s Little Book of Hope, and could not put it down. I was so captivated by the story that I couldn’t wait to meet him. The story instantly humbled me, and it placed me into a state of gratitude that I hadn’t been in for a long time.


Ade’s message of overcoming triumph in the face of obstacles and struggles that many of us will never encounter is remarkable. The sheer fact that he remained positive and confident in his recovery is a miracle all on its own. Ade shares his journey in such raw form, revealing the good and bad, and showing audiences that through support and faith, miracles can truly become reality. His wit and sense of humour are incomparable; every time I think of Ade, it puts a smile on my face.


This book is a much-needed resource for stroke survivors, their families and anyone needing a moment’s pause to notice how lucky they are. The beauty of life is so often taken for granted, and I am honoured to know Ade and privileged that he feels my work helped with his recovery.


Jack Canfield


Santa Barbara, CA















INTRODUCTION


‘Darkness cannot drive out darkness; only light can do that. Hate cannot drive out hate; only love can do that.’


~ MARTIN LUTHER KING JR.


THIS BOOK IS AN ACCOUNT OF MY PERSONAL EXPERIENCE. IT’S NOT medical advice, and while I’ve completed an advanced course in first aid, it’s not expert opinion. I’m just a guy who has survived two strokes and has now reinvented himself. What follows is how I did it. 


I wrote this book with love in my heart and the best of intentions: take from it what works for you. You may find that there are similarities to your own situation, or you may not, but if you’re dealing with something serious or frightening, my intention is to help you out of the darkness – and the shock, isolation and fear that feeds it – and into the light. (It’s nothing religious, though.) Come and take a walk with me. Using what I’ve learned on my journey, I’d like to help you through yours.


When I was thirty-seven, I experienced my first haemorrhage stroke and paid for it with intensely annoying, painful and debilitating headaches, as well as two weeks under hospital observation enduring some seriously average hospital food.


When I was forty-two, I experienced my second haemorrhage stroke. I paid for this one with three weeks in an induced coma in intensive care and life-saving emergency brain surgery, which many have told me they didn’t expect me to survive. I spent seven months in hospital and was reintroduced to life by my two new best friends: my wheelchair and my walking stick. I’ve had to relearn how to sit upright, how to speak clearly and coherently and how to read and feed myself. I’m now in the process of learning to walk (and hopefully dance) again, which is no easy task. I’m discovering for myself how babies do it. 


Give me tools, not opinions


Of course there were times when I was frustrated, sad and very frightened, but I was told with great intentions that I needed to be patient.


‘They’ say we all learn by doing, so I deduced that I was going to have to figure out some way to get through all this myself. I was repeatedly advised by many well-intentioned loved ones to stay positive, but those same voices became deathly silent when I asked, ‘How do I actually do that?’


I wanted tools, not opinions. I wanted to know how to stay positive and how to find the courage. I wanted techniques and strategies to do this. I soon decided that to remain patient, brave and all those states I was told were important, I’d have to create the tools myself. 


So I did, and now I’m going to share them with you. In this book you’ll find the tools that helped me through the roughest times, and that are still helping me to grow stronger and more able every day. Try them out. If you like a tool, great! I hope it becomes part of your journey. If you think that one of them is all bull, then that’s fine – maybe the next one will be more your style. We’re all different, and we all need to figure out which tools work best for us.


What I have learned


I have learned more about myself than I ever thought possible. I’ve whispered, chatted, begged, screamed, cried – laughed at God, laughed at the Devil, laughed at myself (a lot). I’ve also hit the lowest of lows. There were many times when I thought my life was well and truly over.


That same, mysterious ‘Council of They’ says that extreme situations magnify your personality. While I was dealing with some serious shit, I was steadfast in my belief that I was going to get through it all with as much class and dignity as possible. As I said ad nauseam to my sweetheart, Kate, who never wavered in her support: ‘How we respond to a situation in life is far more important than the situation itself.’


With a positive mindset, my spirits remain high and very much future-focused. My wish is that this book will inspire, motivate and bring hope to stroke survivors and their supporters, as well as anyone else who may be struggling, in whatever way.













PART ONE


MY BIG STROKE DIDN’T HAPPEN UNTIL I WAS AT THE RIPE AGE OF forty-two, but it was the result of habits and attitudes that had begun many, many years before that. Occasionally, strokes come out of nowhere. They can hit those strong young health nuts who go for daily runs, don’t smoke and have never even heard of fried chicken. But I won’t lie to you – I wasn’t one of those people. The stroke that changed my life was the result of many years lived at top speed, with little thought for the health consequences. However, while parts of my life before the stroke are the reason why it happened, they also taught me a lot of the lessons that got me through when things hit their lowest. So let me introduce you to pre-stroke Ade.















BAD HABITS


‘Fill your day with important things, before it gets filled by unimportant things.’


~ ADE DJAJAMIHARDJA


WHEN KATE AND I FIRST MET, I WAS AN OVERWEIGHT DIVORCED 37-year-old workaholic smoker who was addicted to soft drinks (yes, like a hyperactive seven-year-old). That’s a charming picture, I’m sure. Luckily for me, she was willing to look past these things; not so luckily, I would soon find that I’d pushed my body as far as it would go, and it was only a matter of time before it crumpled under the pressure. 


A lot of my bad health was the result of my work–life balance (well, lack there of). I’d started my career in film and television at the tender age of nineteen, when I quickly worked my way from the mailroom up to the position of floor manager for the ABC (Australian Broadcasting Corporation’s) TV news. Back then, I was all pure, burning ambition. I always took on extra work when I could, and I found that the result of this was career progress. It was addictive. I wanted more; I wanted to prove myself. 


The busy addiction


I’d grown up in an Indonesian migrant family and had the interesting experience of being the only Asian kid in my year level for the majority of my schooling life. By interesting, of course, I mean that I experienced more than my fair share of unwanted attention. I approached this problem in two ways: first, I took up martial arts to defend myself Bruce Lee-style; second, I did everything I could to fit in. I avoided speaking Indonesian in front of friends and never corrected mispronunciations of my name. I sought out spaces where I could feel like I belonged, participating in any area of performing arts that I could, which at school meant music and theatre production. My love of drama was what spurred my interest in working in the media industry. I haven’t lost this passion.


That desire to please and be accepted never left me, either. At twenty-nine, I had a job where the staff’s practice of smoking on the building’s front step was borderline sacrosanct. After holding out for a while, I gave a mental shrug and ‘bummed a fag’ off a colleague. And even though my first proper inhale almost made me pass out, there was a strange part of me that thought it felt okay. It wasn’t long before I was hooked, but I was convinced that it would be relatively easy to ‘get my health back’ whenever I wanted to. And hey, at least I was fitting in.


The other side of this was that I hated the thought of letting my employers down, and for decades I decided that work  was life. I hopped from each role to a better one, working in the film and television industry in Australia, and sometimes in Asia, as a floor manager, producer and director. Eventually I was collecting such lofty titles as ‘head of facilities and resource development’ for a TV station in Singapore, and ‘senior producer’, and then taking on the ultra-cred, ultra-stress role of ‘CEO’ of a major production company in Malaysia. 


Each goal kicked just encouraged me to push myself further. I didn’t want to stop, because each of my successes added to my sense of accomplishment and, if I’m honest, my self-worth. So I pushed myself harder. Relationships took a back seat. I dropped the karate practice, stopped playing the guitar – even though I’d loved playing music since I was a teenager – and put my entire body and soul into my career.


We can get a lot of insight from looking back at ourselves. More recently, I’ve discovered that a relatively easy and practical way for me to find and maintain a positive mindset is to not just focus on things that I can feel grateful for, but to also reflect on previous achievements (regardless of how modest), and draw strength and encouragement from that progress. When I look at myself at that point in my career, I see a zealous (maybe  over-zealous) young person, full of energy, enthusiasm, smarts and determination. While those characteristics sometimes drove me too far, they’re also part of the reason I succeeded, and why I’m still managing to achieve things now. So for all that I’ve changed, inside and out, there are parts of that ambitious young guy that I never want to lose. 


TOOL


List your strengths and accomplishments, and then see how you can reimagine and reinvent yourself in a way that harnesses these assets while maintaining a smart work–life balance.


On the treadmill


It was in Malaysia that my lifestyle got out of control. I was so determined to do well in my position that my new ‘normal’ became seven-day working weeks, and at times I worked up to twenty hours in a day. Sometimes I would sleep on the couch in the office foyer.


In the little time I had to think about what I ate, I’d convinced myself that soft drink was the refreshing nectar of the gods, fried chicken was its own food group and the best way to approach a balanced meal was to have a diet cola with my pizza. I’d worked myself up to four packets of cigarettes a day, and was probably sucking more nicotine and tar into my lungs than oxygen. On one hand I was super in control, keeping my apartment neat and making sure that my days were scheduled to be as productive as possible – yet I felt positively naked if I spent more than ten minutes on the phone without lighting up a cigarette.


I was on a treadmill with no off button. Professionally my life was looking good, but personally I was falling apart at the seams. I hadn’t prioritised time for my health, my family or anything much else.


Eventually I jumped off the treadmill – or maybe I fell off. I’d simply burnt out. My health was suffering, and while my career had flourished, my first marriage had completely imploded. Tail between my legs, I left my work and found myself back in Melbourne.


Big rocks


Several wise and wonderful professional mentors of mine have all strongly voiced the view that ‘necessity is the mother of invention’. To me, this means that just as in natural selection, when we believe that we have to change in order to survive, we do.


If I could go back and give myself advice, I’d use the words of my mother-in-law: ‘Always get your big rocks in first.’ Visualise, if you will: I have a bucket and I put in some big rocks, then I put in smaller stones that fall between the big rocks, then I pour in the sand that fits amongst the stones, and lastly comes the water. Then I get another bucket. I pour in the water first, then the sand, next the stones – and I wind up with no space for the big rocks.


The big rocks are the ‘non-negotiables’. It’s important to work out what your big rocks are, and I now know that slowing down and making sure my health is the best it can be is definitely non-negotiable. These days, I start my days with exercise, lemon juice in water, a very, very healthy green smoothie and meditation. I read every morning, which is both a skill worth practising and an opportunity for me to learn something new and be inspired.


These activities have become some of my big rocks. I know that they’re essential for me to be the healthiest, strongest person I can be.


TOOL


What are your big rocks? Always put your non-negotiables in your bucket first.


When Ade met Kate


In order to get my life back on track and sort out my priorities, I knew I needed a new direction, though I didn’t know what or where it would come from. Fortunately, with my extensive screen-industry experience, it was relatively easy for me to get some work as a freelance media teacher, lecturer and consultant, but it proved to be much more than a nice career shift. During the first week of the 2006 academic year, I found myself being charmed by a stunning brunette who was of a very similar ‘vintage’ to myself.


Even in my most fanciful moments, I would never have imagined that I’d be fortunate enough to wind up married to this incredible woman! That’s some serious luck. I had begun 2006 as a wounded animal – ‘damaged goods’, if you will. I was very much of the opinion that I’d never marry again. I had my son, Jesse, who I adored, and I had my family and friends. Surely that was all I could possibly need? I had found that while I was intoxicated by all the fun of falling in love, when it came to the crunch of exposing myself emotionally, risking getting hurt or potentially scarred, I would pull my head in faster than a terrified tortoise.


In that sense, if a wise man’s head reigns supreme over his heart and a fool’s heart rules his head, then I was the willing poster boy for all-time über idiot. Like many divocees, I found intimacy confronting. I fell in love with Kate very quickly and very deeply, but I was also afraid of getting hurt, and as so many other über idiots have done before me, I continually sabotaged the relationship. The Pink song ‘Leave Me Alone (I’m Lonely)’ springs to mind. However, Kate was patient and supportive, and she stuck by me. I eventually felt safe enough to be in a committed union once again.


From that time onwards, I awarded Kate the terribly dignified nickname of ‘Bunny’, which she still carries proudly. I soon also bestowed upon her the more formal title of ‘Leader of the Opposition’, as I discovered her tendency to oppose everything I said. Of course, she vehemently objected to this.


The fact that I was lucky enough to find Kate still startles me sometimes. It takes an incredibly strong person to take on the monumental task of becoming a full-time carer. That Kate was able not only to accept this huge change to her life, but to embrace it wholeheartedly is something I will never stop admiring or being grateful for.


TOOL


Appreciate your support team. Think about the people closest to you and what they mean for you. We can sometimes forget how much our loved ones do for us – whether practically or emotionally. Regularly express your appreciation to remind them of how much they’re valued and respected. Everyone likes a thank you.











THE WARNING SHOT


Just like the ‘yellow alerts’ in the old Star Trek television series, you almost always receive advance warnings that alert you to the impending danger and give you time to prevent the unwanted outcome.


~ JACK CANFIELD


MY BIG STROKE DIDN’T COME WITHOUT WARNING. IN FACT, I HAD about as clear a warning as you can get. I still don’t completely understand why I didn’t take the hint. It’s not unusual to have a single experience that forces you to confront yourself and take stock of your lifestyle – warts and all – or risk having something much worse happen. For some people, that moment is enough for them to change their life for the better. For me, it took a little longer for the message to sink in.
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