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			“As someone who is intimately familiar with the pain of loss, this is the hope-filled resource I wish I had during those dark days of grief. As I read Katrina’s words, I felt seen, known, and held in my experience and ultimately ushered into the ever-present hope we have in Jesus. I know you will too. Thank you, Katrina, for this courageous offering.”

			Nicole Zasowski
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			Jason Hague

			associate pastor of Christ’s Center Church, Oregon; 
author of Mid-Faith Crisis and Aching Joy

		

		
			Contents

			A Prayer for the Ones Who Remain Behind

			Part 1: These Three Remain

			Day 1 Faith Is the First Step

			Day 2 Hope in the Breaking

			Day 3 Love Cheers You On

			Day 4 Remain by God’s Side

			Day 5 Remain Full of Grace and Joy

			Day 6 Faith in God’s Dynamic Words

			Day 7 Hope in a God Who Made the Stars

			Day 8 Love will Remain

			Day 9 Remain in His Spirit

			Day 10 Remain Gentle Toward Yourself

			Day 11 Faith Is a Tree Planted by Water

			Day 12 Hope Never Leaves Us

			Day 13 When Love Requires Grit

			Day 14 Grieving in a Dessert Shop

			Day 15 When You’re Not Alright

			Day 16 Faith and Friends Who Bring You Tacos

			Day 17 Hope in the Grace of God

			Day 18 Love Says Yes and Amen

			Day 19 Praying on Our Hardest Days

			Day 20 Ready for Good Gifts

			Day 21 Faith Takes Heart

			Day 22 Hope Like Sea Glass

			Day 23 Love Speaks Our Native Tongue

			Day 24 God Is Always Beside Me

			Day 25 Buoyed by God’s Love

			Day 26 Faith Brings You Banana Bread

			Day 27 Hope Keeps You Humble

			Day 28 Love Is Found in Telling Our Stories

			Day 29 Imperfect Grieving

			Day 30 Sustained by Daily Bread 

			Part 2: Faith, Hope, Love

			Day 31 Faith Walks on Water

			Day 32 Hope Like a Lion, Hope Like a Lamb

			Day 33 Love Says Goodbye

			Day 34 The Provision of Christ

			Day 35 Remain Receptive to God’s Peace

			Day 36 Faith Remembers Its Roots

			Day 37 Hope Fights Like a Mother

			Day 38 Love Says, “I Will Guide You” 

			Day 39 God’s Character Remains Constant

			Day 40 Dancing to a New Rhythm 

			Day 41 Faith Is a Fountain of Life

			Day 42 Hope Calls My Name

			Day 43 Love Calls Us to Serve One Another

			Day 44 Remain Brave as You Wait for Heaven

			Day 45 Remain a Signature of God’s Love

			Day 46 Faith Parts the Seas of Life

			Day 47 The Hope Found Around Us

			Day 48 Love Shows Great Kindness

			Day 49 Grief Is Always Changing

			Day 50 Beyond the Ashes

			Day 51 Faith Believes in New Mercies

			Day 52 Hope Takes Refuge in God

			Day 53 When Everything Changes

			Day 54 Driving with “Grief Brain”

			Day 55 Remain Ready for What’s Next

			Day 56 Faith in a Personal God

			Day 57 Hope in God’s Word

			Day 58 Love Brings Us Together

			Day 59 Remain Connected to Others

			Day 60 Remain Integrated in the Holy Spirit

			Part 3: The Greatest of These is Love

			Day 61 Faith Reaches New Heights 

			Day 62 Hope Fills You Up

			Day 63 Remembering Our Loved Ones

			Day 64 Known and Loved

			Day 65 Eagerly Waiting

			Day 66 Faith Shares Its Story with Others

			Day 67 Hope in the Things to Come

			Day 68 Love Welcomes the Griever In

			Day 69 Time to Cry, Time to Laugh 

			Day 70 Remain Here, When They’re Not 

			Day 71 Faith Layers on the Healing

			Day 72 Hope Destroys Fear

			Day 73 Love’s Open Invitation

			Day 74 Remain Present During Grief

			Day 75 Remain Aware of Your Body

			Day 76 Faith Waits for the Lord

			Day 77 Hope in the Promises of God

			Day 78 Love Is a Worn Notecard in Your Pocket

			Day 79 Remain Faithful Amid the Doubts

			Day 80 Remain in Me, and I Will Remain in You

			Day 81 Faith Is a Firm Foundation

			Day 82 Hope for Spring Again

			Day 83 Love Is Always with You

			Day 84 Remain Light as you Forgive Others 

			Day 85 Remain Ready for High Adventure

			Day 86 Faith’s Eternal Rays

			Day 87 Hope’s Eternal Certainty

			Day 88 Love’s Eternal Advocate

			Day 89 Remain Eternal

			Day 90 These Three Remain

			Scripture Quotations

		

	
		
			And now these three remain: faith, hope, and love. But the greatest of these is love.
1 Corinthians 13:13

		

	
		
			
A Prayer for the Ones Who Remain Behind


			When the casseroles have been reheated and the freezer is bare, 
you remain, O God. 

			When the lights go out in the carpeted halls, 
where we remembered our loved ones and cried, 
you are there.

			When the tears create familiar trails down our cheeks, 
you are there. 

			When our limbs and hearts grow numb, 
not allowing us to feel anything at all, you are there.

			When the gifts and cards stop and the flowers die, you are there. 

			When we bury our noses in the fibers of their old clothes, searching for the scent of their presence, you are there. 

			When our faith bows beneath the weight of our whys, 
you graft us into your tree of life.

			When our hope that things will go back to “normal” fades, 
like early evening light, you give us a new future.

			When our love for the one who died reverberates out for an answer, you call out our names.

			What remains, God, in the ashes of our grief? 

			What remains, God, in the hollow echoes of loss?

			Where could we go that you would not follow? 

			If we make our bed in darkness, with oceans of tears around us, 
you are there.

			If we fly above the clouds and dance around with birds, 
you are there.

			You remain.

		

		
			Part 1: 
These Three Remain

			Faith, hope, and love 
are characteristics of God we can see 
in our past, present, and future lives 
as grieving people. 

		

	
		
			
Day 1 
Faith Is the First Step


			They will be like a tree planted by the water that sends out its roots by the stream. It does not fear when heat comes; its leaves are always green. It has no worries in a year of drought and never fails to bear fruit. —Jeremiah 17:8 NIV

			On a cold day in February, my sister and I drove three hours to our hometown to wait. We sat on plastic-cushioned chairs in the hospital lobby. My dad would soon exit the elevator with an update on my mom’s diagnosis. The illness began quietly with a simple cough in her chest, then falling asleep earlier than normal, and finally, her left leg suddenly stopped working at random moments. When my dad sat beside us that day, he spoke softly, but the message was a loud and horrible noise: stage four lung cancer. Six months to live.

			These moments are heavy.

			Perhaps your own story of sorrow starts in a similar way. An unexpected diagnosis. A crushing loss. A goodbye you never wanted to say. A sudden breaking point that led to a giant chasm of pain.

			My legs burned that day in the hospital lobby. I looked down at the sparkling blue engagement ring on my finger. I wanted to run away so badly—to run out of the lobby and straight toward my happy ending that I had always hoped for, dreamed for, and prayed for. I wanted to feel the sting of winter wind on my face and not the sterile air of St. Peter’s Hospital. I wanted to flee from the news that my mom had only months to live. I needed decades with her.

			Just a few weeks before this, I had stepped into the perfect white dress in a bridal store and twirled in front of the full-length mirror. All hope, and no grief. All promise, with no death. And my mom had jumped up and down beside me with happy tears. I wanted to run toward the fantasy of a perfect wedding as a beautiful bride with a supportive, healthy mother watching with joy spread across her face.

			What keeps you grounded in moments like this? What reminds you to take small, sure steps even when you are scared and heartbroken? When we have faith, God reminds us that he promised never to leave us. Faith invites us to stay and be present because God doesn’t run away. He sustains us even in times of drought.

			I started my twenties at a sprint only to realize that life is a marathon that requires strength, perseverance, and lots of faith. Faith sustained me to reach beyond my own limitations and to find strength in Jesus so I could become a tree planted by streams of water with deep roots.

			Even though I wanted to run away from that hospital lobby that day—run away from my grief, my family, and the hard things that would follow—I stayed, prompted by the Holy Spirit to take small steps toward my mom’s hospital room. I climbed in the hospital bed beside her and, for a moment, we laughed together about silly things like we always had.

			Dear Jesus, I want to run away from difficult news. 

			Please plant me like a tree by your river. 

			Grow my roots and my faith deep so that I might remain still and green during these devastating, life-altering moments. 

			Be my home when my own feels like it is crumbling around me. 

			Be my living water in times of drought. Amen.

		

	
		
			
Day 2 
Hope in the Breaking


			And he took bread, and when he had given thanks, he broke it and gave it to them, saying, “This is my body, which is given for you. 
Do this in remembrance of me.” —Luke 22:19 ESV

			My dad stood in front of a conference room filled with fleece-clad government employees who spent most of their days working outside. A young coworker of theirs had died recently from a tragic and horrific machinery accident. What should I share? he thought, running hand through brown hair peppered with gray. My dad worked as a counselor for Washington state workers, and part of his job was to facilitate a safe space for people to process their grief when a crisis arose. The people before him were the ones who had spent their days tending to and protecting Washington State’s natural resources, parks, and living things. Cascading waterfalls, vibrant rivers, and tender shoots of grass were all under their jurisdiction. 

			The nature of my dad’s job meant that he could never volunteer too much information about his day to me, but if I saw headlines of a judge getting bomb threats, a ferry worker dying in a fall, or a suicide on a state college campus, I knew there was a good chance he was debriefing the government workers involved. He shared bits and pieces of this day with me, and I filled in the rest with my imagination. 

			“Our bodies are like walnuts falling from a tree,” he told them. The words came slowly, thoughtfully. “When we die, the outer shell is broken.” He brought his hands together and paused for a moment. “Death is a natural part of this life. And when our bodies fade, the interior part of our souls still endures.” Like the seed inside the walnut is buried to start new growth, our souls remain and endure even after our bodies decay.  It had been one year since he lost my mom, and he had spent time considering death from many angles. He had never been afraid to speak the truth at his job, but in the months following my mom’s death, his speech became punctuated by bold wisdom. Soon after my dad finished his brief introduction, he opened up the floor for people to share their grief. When he began, this group sat still and quiet, like faded stones on a salty beach. After the metaphor of the walnut, however, each person started to open up like young leaves growing toward the sun. Healing could finally begin. 

			Death is a natural and expected part of life, like walnuts whose shells are created to crack in order to release a new seed of growth. I know that breaking open is inevitable. I’ve seen people I love die, but I know that death is not the end. Jesus stands before us and offers up his broken body, sacrificed on a beautiful tree that we twisted into a tool of death. He holds up a walnut—an ordinary brown color with soft, black veins running through its sides—and reminds us, “These three remain: faith, hope, and love. I remain.” Jesus stands with us—a seed of hope planted within our souls. Even though we may break, he will endure. He reminds us that his hope is unbreakable. 

			Dear Jesus, thank you for never shrinking away from death and for becoming a human willing to be broken for us. 

			You said, “This is my body, which is given for you” as you broke apart the bread. 

			You know what it’s like for me to exist in this fragile shell of my body. 

			Protect and comfort my soul as I remember that death is a part of this world. 

			Help me to be unafraid to talk about death 
with others. Amen. 

		

	
		
			
Day 3 
Love Cheers You On


			I have fought the good fight, I have finished the race, 
I have kept the faith. —2 Timothy 4:7 NIV

			My brother crumpled with exhaustion as he crossed the finish line. My dad embraced him in a big hug as the harsh Montana wind cut across our faces. It was my brother’s last cross-country race of his collegiate career. My dad, older sister, and I drove for twenty-four hours on roads with mountain views and past elk herds just to watch this race. The memory of my mom’s love was like a heavy jacket that day that provided warmth for our hearts. We were being folded like origami paper into new shapes. We had crossed the first big milestone without her. 

			The following Christmas, my sister gifted my dad a framed black-and-white photo of this moment with my brother. My dad is smiling, and the weariness and relief is evident on my brother’s lean face. It sits on top of my dad’s upright piano, a snapshot of a proud father holding up his child. 

			God not only celebrates with us at each finish line; he runs beside us the whole time. At the end, he receives us with the words: “Well done, good and faithful servant!” (Matthew 25:23 NIV). Isaiah 40:30 tells us that “even youths will become weak and tired, and young men will fall in exhaustion” (NLT). Grief does not discriminate based upon age or abilities. Even the youngest and strongest among us fall under its weight. But God says that “those who trust in the Lord will find new strength” (Isaiah 40:31 NLT), and that is a promise for each one of us. Each day that we get up and choose to continue to love others and love God is a race well run. At the end of each day, we can collapse into the loving arms of our Father for he will always remain by our side.

			Dear God, give me the strength and perseverance to get through today. 

			I trust in you. 

			Let the memory of my loved one be a comfort and 
an encouragement to continue in your love. 

			Cheer me on when I grow tired and need to persevere to the finish line. 

			One day, I know I will stand before you and 
you will tell me that I have “fought the good fight, 
I have finished the race, I have kept the faith.” Amen.

		

	
		
			
Day 4 
Remain by God’s Side


			We’ve been surrounded and battered by troubles, but we’re not demoralized; we’re not sure what to do, but we know that God knows what to do; we’ve been spiritually terrorized, 
but God hasn’t left our side; we’ve been thrown down, 
but we haven’t broken. —2 Corinthians 4:8b–9 MSG

			I was struggling to get the whisk attachment out of the mixing bowl when my coworker hit me with the question I hoped no one would ask that day: “Are you going to see your mom this weekend?” We stood side by side in the galley kitchen, making whipped cream to top cheesecakes. Mother’s Day was two days away, and all I wanted to do was bury myself under the covers, eat chocolate, and enjoy the movies my mom and I used to watch together. 

			My coworker had unwittingly stumbled upon a painful conversation topic for me. I took a deep breath and replied, “Actually, she passed away last summer. So, I’m having a low-key weekend at home.” She immediately said how sorry she was and gave me a kind look. We moved on to safer topics of conversation and began dolloping large clumps of whipped cream into the center of the cheesecakes. As I smoothed my spatula from the center of the cake outward to create a perfect spiral, I was hit with the realization that my mom would have been so proud of me. I imagined her saying, “My little Trina, of course you’re making cheesecakes. You always loved dessert!”

			Making whipped cream takes time. You have to agitate the heavy cream in a mixer until it forms stiff peaks. Agitation and resistance are part of the process. When an everyday moment triggers grief, it can feel like we’re stuck in a mixer. Grief can turn us around, leaving us disoriented and feeling small. Even though we can feel battered and surrounded by grief’s waves, God remains there with us. He does not beat us down but builds us up through the process of refinement. He was churning my troubled soul into peaks of peace. I held my breath in the days leading up to each of those first anniversaries, holidays, and milestones without my mom. I steeled myself for the inevitable questions from well-meaning people. I was mixed up in grief, but God knew my troubles as folding me into his never-ending, faithful love.

			Dear God, I don’t always know what to do or say, 
but I know you are never uncomfortable or awkward with my grief. 

			Even though “we have been surrounded and battered by troubles; … we’re not sure what to do, but we know that God knows what to do” (2 Corinthians 4:9 MSG). 

			You do not beat me down but build me up. 

			I lean into your strength and love today. Amen.

		

	
		
			
Day 5 
Remain Full of 
Grace and Joy


			And why do you worry about clothes? See how the flowers of the field grow. They do not labor or spin. Yet I tell you that not even Solomon in all his splendor was dressed like one of these. 
—Matthew 6:28 NIV

			My feet pounded the pavement and bright pink splotches colored my cheeks as I flushed with exertion. “Just one more hill!” My sister egged me on, running a few steps ahead of me. “Just one more hill until my face looks like a tomato,” I thought to myself. The months my family and I spent taking care of my mom during her cancer were filled with lots of sitting—­sitting beside my mom at doctor’s appointments, sitting with her on the couch watching movies, and sitting on long car rides with my sister commuting back and forth to my parents’ house. My physical health had been pushed to the side like a wildflower struggling for purchase by the highway. It felt physically and mentally painful to begin caring for my body again. 

			As I jogged into the driveway of my sister’s house, breathing hard and sweating buckets, my husband, Jesse, came out of the front door and said, “Hey! You look so cute.” I realized in that moment that I needed to extend the same grace and joy that Jesse extended to me to myself. There is no race toward healing, just small steps in the right direction. Will I ever have the same carefree spirit I used to, running unburdened and strong like I did before mom died? Maybe I will. Maybe I will not. Either way, it was time to start letting the weight of caring for my mother go. 

			I had carried the mental load of her sickness for the four months leading up to her death, and part of me was worried that if I took care of myself, it would mean she was really gone. God spoke to me as I began to walk and cool down that day. “Look at the daisies,” he said, “how they are clothed in the finest dresses every day. Why are you so worried about yourself?” If even the humble roadside daisy is cared for by God, how much more so are we? 

			Dear God, you clothe the flowers of the field in the finest clothing and provide all that they need. 

			If you take so much care for temporary wildflowers, 
how much more must you care for me? 

			Help me take steps toward mentally and physically caring for myself again. 

			You always extend grace and joy toward me 
and take on my heavy burdens. Amen. 

		

	
		
			
Day 6 
Faith in God’s 
Dynamic Words


			But they delight in the law of the Lord, 
meditating on it day and night. —Psalm 1:2 NLT

			As a preschooler, I would often wake before the sun rose. My dad would look up from the couch and see me walking down the stairs in my Barbie pajamas. He would make me a cup of hot chocolate to match his mocha, and I would snuggle beside him while he balanced his Bible on his knees. He would meditate and pray as the sun rose through the living room windows. When I think of meditating on the law of the Lord day and night, I think of my parents and how, in the same way the sun rises in the morning and the moon appears at night, they bookended each day with God’s words. They were not perfect people, but they showed me how God’s word could become a part of our imperfect lives. I was always watching them, soaking in their example and presence.

			Every Tuesday night, for over ten years, my mom helped lead the women’s Bible study at our local church. As the light faded in the windows of the fellowship hall and stale decaf coffee was served in carafes, my mom would make PowerPoint slides come alive with her faith and conviction in God’s word. Her voice echoed across the folding chairs, and her brown eyes met the eyes of each woman in the crowd. She didn’t only teach them, she showed up for them when they were in the hospital, took care of their babies, and prayed over their victories and losses. I watched as each of those same ladies showed up at my mother’s door with casseroles, pies, and kind eyes when she was sick. 

			I don’t want to get to the end of my life and realize I read a bunch of Bible verses but didn’t show up at my friend’s hospital bedside or that I didn’t bring them a meal when they were too weak to cook. I want faith, hope, and love to be evident through the things I say and the actions I choose. Spending time reading, thinking, and talking about God’s word should motivate us to be present with others. Just like a child observes and soaks up their parents’ example, we become more intimately acquainted with God when we spend time in his presence. And his presence is our delight.

			Dear Jesus, you have promised and you are faithful. 

			Your word is living, active, and sharper 
than any sword (Hebrews 4:12). 

			I can sit in your presence and soak in your wisdom. 

			Remind me of your words all throughout 
the day and the night. 

			Bring people into my life who delight in your word 
and can be spiritual parents to me. Amen.

		

	
		
			
Day 7 
Hope in a God Who 
Made the Stars


			Lift up your eyes and look to the heavens: Who created all these? He who brings out the starry host one by one and calls forth each of them by name. Because of his great power and mighty strength, not one of them is missing. 
—Isaiah 40:26 NIV

			In December, shortly after my mom died, Jesse and I found ourselves underneath a giant ornamented tree in the middle of an outdoor shopping center. Our stomachs were warm with spicy Thai food, and our cheeks were pink from the cold. The Christmas lights glowed faintly around the tree, which paled in comparison to the light show happening above us in the sky. I watched people walk by, bundled up in scarves as the moon lit up the surrounding shops. That night, I wondered about the star that led people to Christ years ago. What did it look like? Where did it first appear?

			I wondered if it lit the world up the way headlights light a dark highway in the middle of a storm. Or like a lighthouse, burning brightly, leading ships home. I also wondered if it remained a mystery to most people, only truly recognized by the wisemen or others with their heads tilted toward the sky. But underneath all of this wondering about that special Christmas star remained an even bigger question: Did the God who created each and every star care about me? Could I place my hope in him this cold December? Would he recognize my grieving heart burning dimly underneath all these artificially colored lights? 

			My knowledge of stars is limited to an Astronomy 101 course I took in college, but I still remember learning that when we look at stars, we are looking at pictures of the past. By the time the light reaches us, the star may be dying or a completely new one may have formed. Grief can be the same way, especially during the holidays. We’re looking at memories from the past, sometimes so consumed that we are unaware of what’s happening in the present. But God cares about grievers because he is the creator of all. The Bible says that God counts every star and knows them by name. If he keeps track of every star in the sky, how much more will he know and take care of us—his children? 

			God knows your future, and he knows your past. He knows when you miss someone dearly, and he knows when family and holidays are hard. But his hope burns brighter than any star. Even when we cannot see it, he has called us by name underneath an inky sky. 

			Dear Jesus, help me to look up and see the signs of hope you have provided for me. 

			Because of your great power and mighty strength, 
you keep track of every single star, 
and I know you see and care for me too. 

			Thank you for being a gentle and gracious God. Amen. 

		

	
		
			
Day 8 
Love will Remain


			For now we see only a reflection as in a mirror; then we shall see face to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know fully, even as I am fully known. —1 Corinthians 13:12 NIV

			Bon Iver’s falsetto played in the background as the few remaining customers strolled out the front door and the late-night rush came to a close. A half-finished, frothy latte sat on the counter before me, and the scent of toasted coconut wafted from the back kitchen. How did I end up here, working as a dessert shop employee, when my goal for the past four years had been to be a teacher? “Why am I here, God?” I silently asked myself as I tightened the apron around my waist. The shop was still warm from the crowd earlier. Their presence served as a welcome reprieve from my grief, which seemed to wait for me at home. I looked forward to every cake-filled shift, but in these quiet moments, at the end of the night, I had so many questions for God. 

			During a lull at the dessert shop that night, a verse came to my mind, seemingly unbidden, from the sweet air around me: “Now these three remain: faith, hope, and love” (1 Corinthians 13:13 NIV). Wasn’t that the Bible verse I had loved before? Before mom died? Anxious to get moving, I grabbed the bottle of glass cleaner and a microfiber cloth and began to carefully wipe down the antique mirrors that decorated the lobby. As I brought the yellow cloth down the mirror, I caught my face in the reflection, and for a moment, I saw her. My mom. Her round eyes and fine, brown hair. I took a deep breath as I realized that her love endured not only in my features, which carried her DNA, but would also endure through my life going forward. 

			As I buffed out the streaks of dirt on the bottom of the glass, a glimpse of who God is was revealed to me. I was so much more than someone counting down the hours until I could go home and cry. It didn’t matter why I was here, cleaning mirrors in a dessert shop, it mattered who was with me. First Corinthians 13:13 had been my treasured verse for three years before my mom got sick, and it returned to me now like an old friend. I needed God’s incredible compassion to sustain me. I needed his love to be the reflection staring back at me. His love was all that remained. 

			Dear Jesus, you are with me always, just like the love I carry in my heart for those whom I’ve lost. 

			They are gone, but you will always be with me. 

			Your love remains in my life as my grief reveals itself more and more. Amen. 

		

	
		
			
Day 9 
Remain in His Spirit


			Then he replied to me, “This is this message from the Lord to Zerubbabel: ‘Not by valor nor by strength, but only by my Spirit,’ says the Lord of the Heavenly Armies.” —Zechariah 4:6 ISV

			I signed up for piano lessons for the first time,” Shirley said to me, her whole face lighting up with joy, making her blue eyes pop. Shirley had been friends with my mom since before I was born, and she and her husband were like a second set of parents to me. “That’s wonderful!” I told her. Shirley explained that her dad had recently died, and she was ready to make a new tune out of her grief and try something she had never done before. 

			She pulled me into a hug and said to me, “It’s all because of your blog post! You inspired me.” I didn’t know what to say for several moments. Shirley learned something from me? From the rubble of my grief? Only the Holy Spirit could take a simple blog post and have it speak exactly what a friend needs to hear. On the car ride home, I cried a few hot tears of thankfulness mixed with bittersweetness. I pictured Shirley sitting down at the piano, plunking out a song, and I wanted to tell my mom about it. 

			This moment reminded me of Zerubbabel’s story in the Bible. Zerubbabel’s name means “a stranger at Babylon.”1 He and his people had experienced the destruction of their temple by the Babylonians and had lived their lives as enemy captives far from home. The Lord gave Zerubbabel the job of rebuilding the temple when they were allowed to return. I imagine him standing in front of those dusty ruins, with large boulders of the broken temple scattered around him, the hot sun beating down on his back, and his eyes scanning the horizon for enemies. God told Zerubbabel that he would not accomplish this huge task using his own strength or valor but only with the help of God’s Spirit. 

			Even when we are neck-deep in the ruins of grief, God meets us there to help us rebuild. Healing will not be accomplished through our own valor or strength, but only by his Spirit working in our hearts and through other people, like Shirley did for me. By the Holy Spirit’s strength, we will accomplish the seemingly impossible task of moving forward. 

			Dear Jesus, give me strength and valor so that 
I remember who I am in you. 

			I am a child of the king, and that’s more important than anything else. 

			You know exactly what I need to hear today, 
and by your power I will step forward in faith. 

			Who you say I am remains beyond anything I feel 
or experience. Amen. 

			

			
				
						1.  Hitchcock’s Bible Names Dictionary, “Zerubbabel,” https://www.biblestudytools.com/dictionaries/hitchcocks-bible-names/zerubbabel.html.


				

			

		

	
		
			
Day 10 
Remain Gentle 
Toward Yourself


			Anyone who listens to my teaching and follows it is wise, like a person who builds a house on solid rock. Though the rain comes in torrents and the floodwaters rise and the winds beat against that house, it won’t collapse because it is built on bedrock. 
—Matthew 7:24–25 NLT

			One day, I tearfully confessed to my husband, “I’m just not doing anything!” It felt like my days as a grieving person were lined up like dominoes, ready to collapse with a single push. Gone was the feeling of stability and productivity I had about my life before grief entered. He wisely patted me on the back and reminded me, “Be kind to yourself. You are a child of God.” I think the Holy Spirit gave my husband the words I needed to hear in that moment. Maybe you need to hear them today too.
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