
     

A Good Fight 
by Bill & Dana-Susan Crews                         



Dana-Susan:

 
It was a cold, dark October morning. We d not come prepared for the 40-degree 
temperature and cool winds. The three of us sat on the small hill overlooking the lake, 
wrapped in a tiny blanket, awaiting the start of the race. Shivering, we watched as race 
officials and volunteers laid out orange cones and set up the finish line. None of us had 
ever been to a triathlon event and although we were thrilled to be there, we were 
miserable waiting.  

An hour later, still not knowing where our beloved Bill was, we heard the emcee 
announce there was a special racer there that day. Lets all hear it for Bill Crews, he 
said, who finished chemotherapy five months ago and is competing in his first triathlon 
today. My two children looked up at me with glowing, proud eyes. They re talking 
about Daddy, they screamed. I smiled and felt a new warmth. Soon the sun began to rise 
and sparkle like tiny stars upon the lake. Body-marked and transition set up, triathletes 
began to walk about and some of the very brave ones even jumped into the lake to get a 
little swim in. Then I saw Bill. Nervous and happy, he walked over and hugged us. We 
talked for a few moments before he was off again. Good luck, we all smiled. We had 
no idea what kinds of emotion this day would bring and what an amazing victory our 
family was claiming in those few short hours that blessed October morn.  

Exactly one year earlier, life as we d known it, was forever changed. Without warning, a 
cruel enemy flooded our world and ravished our home. The four of us, bound together by 
love and God s strength, fought for our lives and took that enemy down. This is our 
story

                  



The Fight Begins  

To everything there is a season, A time for every purpose under heaven

  
Dana-Susan:

 
October 14, 2003 was a humid Houston morning. Although it was Tuesday, my children 
were not at school. They attended a private preschool and kindergarten where I was the 
Spanish teacher. We only attended school three days each week, so Tuesdays were 
usually set aside to have play dates and practice swimming. This morning was a little 
different. My husband Bill who had turned 37 years old the month before kissed me 
goodbye that morning and headed to his orthopedic doctor to get the results of an MRI 
done on his shoulder. He d been experiencing great pain for a few weeks and eventually 
wasn t able to move either of his arms. Because we were swimmers, we figured he d torn 
his rotator cuff and might need surgery. His doctor felt certain that was the case as well. 
Bill was especially anxious about it because he had been training with the idea in mind of 
doing a triathlon. As a swimmer, he d achieved as many of the goals as he had in mind. It 
was time for a newer, bigger challenge. He d put in the hours of running, cycling, 
swimming and weight lifting and was growing more and more excited to branch out into 
the world of multi sport.  

Although I thought it a little exciting for Bill, I wasn t too terribly interested in triathlon. 
Actually, the idea of getting back into competitive sports seemed crazy to me. We were 
too busy. Besides careers and children, we were very involved in extra curricular 
activities as well. We volunteered at the YMCA coaching swimming and soccer. We 
participated in Habitat for Humanity and many other charities. Our fitness program was 
already fulfilling enough. I was into Pilates, swimming, kickboxing and weight-lifting 
while Bill trained hard every day on his own. Our children were becoming very strong 
little swimmers and soccer players. Life was certainly busy. And it was very good. I 
actually sat thinking about how lucky we were that day. We were strong and healthy and 
active. All we needed now was for Bill to get this problem with his shoulder taken care of 
so we could get back out there.  

It had all happened so quickly. Days following his birthday, we were outside talking to 
our neighbor about the big race I was participating in with Habitat for Humanity. It was a 
day filled with rowing and other sports and the entire community was involved. This was 
normally an event Bill loved to participate in for his company, but his shoulder had been 
hurting and he was thinking of going in to the doctor. This year, I would compete and he 
would be my cheerleader. A couple of days after the sports event, Bill went for a swim. 
After he swam laps, his shoulder was in such pain, he could barely move it. Although he 
didn t know it at the time, that would be his last swim for many months. By the next 
morning, the pain was so intense, he could not move either arm. Soon, his chest was 
hurting too. He called his doctor and scheduled an appointment for two days later  a 
Thursday morning.  

That morning, I left with the kids and got my class started for the day. An hour later, I 
decided to call and check on Bill and make sure he was up and getting to his 



appointment. There was such a dark feeling in the air. I couldn t quite comprehend it. 
Part of it was the fact that half of my students had become suddenly ill and were sent 
home with fever. Part of it was the approaching thunderstorm. Bill s voice was so weak 
and when I asked how he was doing, he told me how he d been unable to remove his shirt 
to take a shower and had cut it off his body with scissors. If you re having that much 
trouble moving your arms, I think I ll come home and drive you to the doctor, I said. My 
boss told me to leave and not to worry about my students. A substitute was on her way to 
my class.  

When I walked through the door of our home, the storm hit. I grabbed the umbrella and 
found Bill lying on the bed, barely able to move. My chest hurts, he said quietly. It was 
still too early for us to go to the doctor, but I was frightened. What if he s having a heart 
attack, I thought. I drove through torrential rains only to find that the clinic was closed 
for lunch. A receptionist told us that if his chest was hurting, we should get him to the 
emergency room. So I drove back through the harsh winds and rain, about a 30-minute 
drive and checked Bill in at the emergency center. The wait wasn t too bad, but I began 
to wonder if we d make it back in time to pick up our children from school. I phoned a 
friend who would pick them up and take them to my neighbor s house. That settled, I was 
able to concentrate on my husband. He didn t seem right. I had seen him suffer through 
intense migraines for many years. He had endured great suffering in his life, including 
various surgeries and nearly losing his life when a horse kicked him and punctured his 
kidneys. He knew how to handle pain, yet something about this day seemed dismal.  

Once they called his name and asked all the questions, it seemed they were going to 
quickly rule out a heart attack. That was good. Still, something was wrong and I couldn t 
believe it was only a torn rotator cuff. He just seemed to be in too much pain. The doctor 
came in later and told us to go home and keep our appointment with the orthopedic 
doctor. I truly believe it s a torn rotator cuff, he said, and those can hurt pretty bad.

  

We left that evening with no real answers, but I was relieved. Things could have been 
worse, I told myself. At least it s not his heart and if he needs surgery, well, he can get 
through that. I accompanied my husband to his orthopedic doctor s visit. He could not 
drive. An X-ray revealed very little, so an MRI was ordered for that night. Bill received a 
Cortisone shot to help ease the pain and we left.  

Because he wasn t hurting nearly as bad after the shot, Bill was able to drive himself to 
the MRI building that night. It was a Friday night so we knew we d have to be patient 
and wait maybe several days for results. Meanwhile, we were glad for the pain relief and 
hopeful that a surgery date would be set quickly so he could get through physical therapy 
and get back to training.  

What a surprise when we didn t have to wait that long for results after all. By Monday 
afternoon, the doctor phoned and told Bill he wanted to see him first thing in the 
morning. Things were happening fast.  

Not long after he left, I was surprised to hear from him so quickly. When I answered the 



phone, I hoped the surgery was already set and he would be able to get his shoulder back 
to functioning in no time. Immediately upon answering my phone, I heard the fear in his 
trembling voice. They think it s cancer, Bill softly said.  

My very first thought was, there must be a mistake followed instantly by we re going 
to fight hard against this. While I waited for him to return, I got on the phone and called 
my parents who had just come in from Europe two days before. I couldn t believe the 
sound of the words coming out of my mouth as I told my mom my husband had cancer. 
This can t be, I said, it s not what God has planned for Bill. As soon as I said that, it 

hit me that maybe this was exactly the plan. It might just be that this was God s way of 
placing us exactly where He d always intended for us to be. She and I only talked for a 
couple of minutes before I hung up to call our church and ask if we could stop by and 
pray with the pastor. Before we knew anything at all about the battle ahead, I knew we 
had better start the fight the right way. Our first weapon would be prayer.  

It was a 15-minute drive home for Bill and one of the greatest regrets of my life was that 
I was not with him when the doctor gave him the news. He had faced it alone and was 
now driving alone, facing all kinds of uncertainties. Cancer was such an ugly word to 
him. When he was only eight years old his six-year-old sister Michelle died of leukemia. 
He d felt great pain at such an early age. Cancer was not only a terrible disease, but also a 
thief, robbing him of a little sister he loved dearly and stealing his family s joy. While I 
waited, I prepared myself to be his strength and confidence, his rock to stand on if so 
needed. I was determined not to cry or tremble, but to remain calm. It s what he had 
always done for me, so I figured I owed him.  

Bill:

  

As I walked from Dr. Blackwell s office to my Jeep with the MRI slides under my arm, I 
wondered how I was going to call and break the news to my young wife. All I d ever 
known of cancer was that it killed people. It had killed my sister, both of my grandfathers 
and some very good friends. I d never personally known anyone who had survived 
cancer. I felt like I might have just been given a death sentence and wondered how much 
longer I had and what kind of torture I was facing. I waited until I got to the highway 
before I called Dana-Susan. This was one of the hardest phone calls I ever had to make. 
How would she react? Would hearing her voice make me lose it?  

When she answered the phone, I could hardly get the words out because I started tearing 
up immediately. I was actually about to say those words out loud for the first time. 
Hearing myself say I had cancer was strange. Dana-Susan seemed shocked, but strong. 
What, she quickly responded. They think it s cancer, I repeated, and I m going to 

M.D. Anderson Thursday. I tried to briefly explain the results of the MRI. I did not have 
a torn rotator cuff. My shoulder bone was apparently dead and my bone marrow had 
abnormalities that looked like maybe leukemia. Leukemia. Now that was the ugliest word 
I d ever heard. My 31-year-old friend had just died of leukemia only a few months 
before. My sister died of leukemia many years before. I loathe that disease. Was it 
possible that I might have it? Or was it bone cancer? My doctor didn t know. He only 
knew that I needed to get into the cancer center as soon as possible. The urgency of it all 



made this drive home all the more excruciating. Dana-Susan suddenly seemed very calm 
and very confident, like she knew exactly what to do and nothing was going to keep her 
from doing it. I knew she would call her parents to get them to start praying. I didn t 
know what she planned for after that. She was pretty resolute. I hung up and desperately 
wanted to get home. It seemed like it took forever to get there. I cried all the way.  

Dana-Susan:

 

Bill came home from his appointment and we went immediately to church where Pastor 
Randy prayed with us. We knew he would pray with passion not only because he was a 
wonderful pastor, but because he also knows what it s like to be the sibling of someone 
with cancer. His sister Lynne died of leukemia in 1990. That kind of loss is so great it 
cannot be measured.  

When we left church that day, I felt two things hit at once. The first was peace. It was 
hard to comprehend, but I had peace that no matter what we were facing, God would be 
on our side. The second was that a definite war had begun. How could it be possible to 
feel peace and war all at once? But that s what I felt  a surge of peace and the spirit of 
war rise up inside me. I knew we were only beginning the fight.                      



Storms of Life  

A time to laugh

  
Dana-Susan:

 
When Bill and I met, I was impressed by his cheerfulness and love for life. He was 
energetic and fun and we became instant friends. We shared many common interests and 
hobbies, including physical fitness. We swam competitively and Bill even volunteered as 
a swim coach for the Texas Amateur Athletic Federation. On June 1, 1996 we got 
married. A storm blew through Dallas. Some people were unable to drive through the 
streets. Rains and wind were worse than we d seen them in a very long time. I knew the 
storms were raging outside, but there I was in the bridal suite smiling. I was at peace. In 
only a short while I would be clinging to my daddy s arm as he slowly walked me down 
the aisle to marry my best friend. So I had a sure calm in the midst of a raging storm. The 
minister used that cruel weather to make some very valid points about marriage and life. 
The storms of life will hit, he said, but he said Bill and I would survive those storms 

together. I believed that. When the reception was over and we were ready to leave, the 
storms ceased. Deep blue Texas sky and a warm, gentle breeze were our send-off as our 
guests kissed us and waved goodbye.  

We honeymooned at a Mexican beach resort. Most of the days were bright and sunny, but 
one evening a huge storm blew through the city. We sat in the outdoor bar watching as 
the sea screamed violently. Barstools and umbrellas flew through the dark air. We 
watched in amazement and I found it almost amusing that our wedding and honeymoon 
had both been victims of vicious storms. I thought about the storms of life we d been 
warned about days before. And I thought about how Bill and I were calmly sitting 
together unafraid. We didn t cower to the storm, retreating to our room to seek shelter. 
We enjoyed ourselves together, laughing in the midst of the fierce winds, lightning and 
thunder.  

Life presented us with many storms, but we safely made it through them all. Through 
every trial, our faith was deepened and a bond of unity built between us. In the first two 
years of our marriage, we worked together with the swim team, traveled and enjoyed our 
youth. We liked our life. And then it got even better. We had our first child. She was 
perfect  a sweet, pretty girl with bright blue eyes. Morgan was a great delight. When she 
was born, I was still teaching junior high school in a Dallas suburb and Bill was in the oil 
and gas industry. Four months later, we were being transferred to Houston. We moved 
into a lovely suburb north of the city called The Woodlands. It was ideal for us, fitting 
our personality and lifestyle. Snug in the forested area, this master-planned community 
had miles of trails, parks and vast outdoor activity. We felt very at home. Soon we were 
having our second child, our darling Dylan. He and Morgan made our lives complete.   

It was while I was pregnant with Dylan that I d get a foretaste of battling suffering and 
pain. We were practicing diving at the Woodlands Athletic Center. Morgan was an 
exceptional diver for a 23-month old. But I watched closely each time she climbed that 
metal ladder and held her hand from down below as she walked out to the end of the 




