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First Edition

To My Papa
Papa, September 13th marked the darkest day of my life when you left us, just four months after Mama returned to the Father’s house. I know you saw the tears I shed for you day and night. You would have wanted me to stop mourning and move on, but I don't know how to do that without you by my side.

I find peace in knowing your soul is no longer trapped in a failing body; you are free and happy. But that truth doesn’t stop the tears. I will always cherish the fun we had on our yearly vacations. You were truly the world’s most fun dad. I miss the times I would cheekily disturb you while you were gardening, chatting you up until you told me to go away, and I treasured every moment we spent playing Hay Day together, exchanging crops and building tools. I will continue to tend to your precious garden as a way to honor you, and I know you are smiling at me from heaven as I do.

Until we meet again, I will love you always.


To My Heavenly Father
My heart is filled with gratitude that You came to me in my lowest pit. In the moment I was crying inconsolably, lost in the sudden, shattering thought of being an orphan, You stretched forth Your mighty arms and embraced me. You gently whispered, "You still have Me."

In the darkest phase of my life, You stood by me every single moment. You understood my pain when no one else did. Thank You for redirecting my path to write this book first. I now see Your purpose. I trust that my Savior, Jesus, will heal my heart someday, and through this book, He will save so many other sorrowful souls trapped in agonizing grief.
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Introduction




When Expiration Dates Shatter Souls





The oncologist’s words, sharp and clinical, sliced through the sterile hospital air, each syllable a precise incision into my very soul: “Eighteen months. The treatments won’t cure her—just buy time.” I heard him. My mind, trained to process and analyze, understood the grim prognosis with chilling clarity. Yet, my heart, a sore, exposed nerve, violently recoiled, refusing to absorb the blasphemy he’d just uttered. My mother. The woman whose gentle hands had wiped away every childhood tear, whose innocent, radiant smile had illuminated every corner of my life, whose wisdom had shaped my very being—she now had an expiration date. The concept was not merely cruel; it was an affront to the natural order, a cosmic injustice that defied every fiber of my being.

For 716 agonizing days, I bore witness as cancer metastasized, not merely through her delicate internal organs, but insidiously through the very fabric of our family. It devoured her once-vibrant strength, stole her appetite, and relentlessly chipped away at her ability to stay awake, even on the 'better' days. Each fading breath, each new symptom, was a fresh wound. Yet, despite the prolonged, ruthless preparation, nothing—absolutely nothing—could have prepared me for the final, brutal theft: the morning I woke to her still-warm hand clasped in mine, the oximeter on her finger now stubbornly blank, refusing to register a heartbeat. The silence in that room, once filled with the rhythmic hum of life support and my whispered prayers, screamed louder than any monitor’s flatline when the paramedic arrived, his solemn nod certifying the irreversible, devastating truth of her death.


Then, as if the universe, in its unfathomable cruelty, demanded a second, even more brutal pound of flesh, death came again. Just four months later, the unthinkable happened. My father—my indestructible father, a man who had faced down two life-threatening emergency surgeries with the unyielding grit of a war hero—was stolen by something as tragically banal as hospital pneumonia. There was no warning, no gradual decline to brace against, no final, whispered words exchanged. Only the haunting, wide stare from his eyes, and one single, solitary tear that slowly trickled down his cheek, a silent farewell. Then came the chilling, familiar ritual: another coffin, another funeral, another freshly dug grave. Each well-meaning, yet utterly hollow, “I’m so sorry for your loss” from sympathetic faces felt like a fresh insult, from people who, through no fault of their own, simply could not fathom the nuclear winter that had now settled deep within my veins, freezing every last vestige of warmth and hope.


The Agony No Language Can Capture




Orphaned in the most brutal sense, I quickly learned that grief isn’t a singular, clean wound that eventually scabs over. No, it is a thousand lacerations, each one tearing at a different part of your soul, bleeding out in unexpected moments. It’s the visceral ache of walking into her empty room, the air still heavy with the ghost of her motherly scent, a phantom embrace that tightens around your throat. It’s the involuntary tremor of my finger hovering over his contact in my phone, a desperate, primal urge to hear his voice, only for the crushing reality to descend: his phone, like his life, has been irrevocably separated from him. It’s the bewildering, infuriating sight of the world continuing its indifferent spin—cars driving, people laughing, seasons changing—while I remained trapped in a waking nightmare, my silent screams echoing, “Don’t you know they’re gone?! Don’t you know my world has ended?!”

But then, in my darkest hour—when the very word 'orphan' felt like a jagged knife twisting deeper into my ribs, threatening to sever the last threads of my being—a whisper, clear and resonant, cut through the deafening chaos: “You still have Me.” It was not a voice I heard with my ears, but a profound knowing that settled deep within my spirit. And in that moment, a truth I had intellectually known but emotionally resisted, finally broke through: My Heavenly Father had been there all along. He was present in every agonizing ICU vigil, a silent witness to my desperate prayers. He was there through the numbing blur of funeral planning, holding me upright when my legs threatened to buckle. He was there during the long, desolate nights I punched my mattress, howling raw, unedited psalms of rage and despair. He never flinched. He never recoiled from my pain. He never left. Now, by His boundless mercy and unfathomable grace alone, I stand here, a grieving daughter of the King who adopted me, yes, but more importantly, living proof that even the most shattered soul can be meticulously, miraculously held together by the divine threads of His unwavering love.

A Prayer for the Brokenhearted Reader




Heavenly Father,

You, the God of all comfort, see the one holding this book with trembling hands—the one caught in the relentless undertow, drowning in grief’s merciless riptide. You know the agonizing silence of their sleepless nights, the torment of their unanswered “whys,” the hollow, cavernous ache in their chest that no human comfort, however well-intentioned, can truly fill.

So, with a heart that has known this very pain, I ask boldly:





	
Place this book, not by chance, but by divine appointment, into the hands of every soul desperate for a glimmer of hope. 


	
Let Your Holy Spirit, the ultimate Comforter, illuminate and highlight every single word they need to survive this very day, this very hour. 


	
Transform their barren valley of grief, not into a forgotten wasteland, but into a sacred highway for Your glory, a path where Your faithfulness is undeniably revealed. 








For the mother staring at an empty crib, her arms aching with phantom weight; for the wife lost without her husband, navigating a world suddenly devoid of his light; for the child who has just buried their hero, their world irrevocably altered—meet them here, in these pages, in their rawest pain. Prove what You so mercifully, so powerfully proved to me: That even when grief, in its cruelest form, attempts to write the final, devastating ending to our story, You, O Lord, are the sovereign Author of resurrection, always.

Amen.

















Part 1: The Landscape of Loss—When the World Shatters


Chapter 1: The Long Goodbye—Walking Mom Home Through Cancer






The relentless, rhythmic whoosh-thump of the home oxygen concentrator was the only sound permitted in the dim, hushed space. It was the soundtrack to our final act together, a cruel metronome marking the seconds, minutes, and hours as my mom's life ebbed away. My fingers, now intimately familiar with the fragile landscape of her skin, clutched her hand, impossibly frail, as her breaths grew shallower, each one a fading echo of the vibrant life she had lived. A primal, instinctual knowledge settled deep in my bones: very soon, she would return to the Father’s home. The air, heavy with unspoken goodbyes and the scent of quiet surrender, felt thick around us. "Mama," I whispered into her ear, my voice thick with the tears already staining the sheets as I lay beside her on that bed, our sanctuary for this last, sacred night. "I love you forever. Wait for me in heaven. When the time comes, we’ll be reunited again." In that liminal space between earth and eternity, a profound and unbearable weight of love and loss collided within me—but astonishingly, also a whisper, a persistent, tender assurance of God’s nearness: "I am with you." Even then, in the very shadow of death, His presence was the only thing holding me steady. 



The Diagnosis: When the World Stopped

It all began with an innocuous diagnosis of deep vein thrombosis. A simple CT scan, followed by a biopsy, then the doctors, with their practiced, emotionless delivery, dropped the bomb: colon cancer. The words hung in the sterile air, a chilling pronouncement. "No," I heard myself say, the word flat, devoid of conviction. "It can't be. We don't have any family history of cancer. Check again!" My mind, already reeling, slammed shut against the diagnosis, refusing to accept this cruel twist of fate. How could this vibrant woman, full of life and an infectious smile, be harboring such an insidious enemy?

Then came the arduous, relentless road of chemotherapy. It was a brutal gauntlet, not just for Mom's physical endurance, considering she was in her 80s, but for me, her primary caregiver, physically and mentally. The hospital became our second home, the oncologist's office a grim pilgrimage we made with sickening regularity. Each frequent trip was a fresh reminder of the thief stealing her vitality. Healthcare, I quickly learned, is extortionate, but cancer medication? A brazen rip-off. My hands trembled not just from exhaustion, but from the fear that gripped me each time I opened my credit card bill, my heart heavy with the mounting, crushing weight of debt.

But what truly lacerated my soul, what plunged me into an abyss of impotent rage, was witnessing mom's agonizing suffering during the treatments. I watched, helpless, as the very "medicine" meant to heal her slowly but surely ravaged what good cells remained in her body. The side effects were monstrous: the crushing lethargy that turned her days into an endless, weary slumber; the excruciating, hyper-sensitivity to touch caused by the oxaliplatin drip, its packaging starkly marked "Toxin. Handle with care." Oh, the bitter irony! She lost her freedom, a prisoner now to the precise schedule of capecitabine tablets, also labeled "Toxin. Avoid contact with skin," that dictated her meal times, exactly 12 hours apart, whether she had the strength or the appetite to consume them. Oxaliplatin poisoned her from within, while capecitabine ripped her apart from without, her toenails beginning to fall off one by one, a grotesque evidence to the war raging inside her.


My soul cried out, "How long, O Lord, how long must I see this suffering? Why do You stand far off, O Lord? Why do You hide Yourself in times of trouble?" (Psalm 10:1 NIV, adapted). I didn't know what to do; more agonizingly, I didn't know what I could do. Mom and I used to share Holy Communion together, a holy ritual that grounded us both. But somehow, the immense suffering she had to endure, the sheer brutality of her decline, put her in a mood and emotions as rough and turbulent as the storm-tossed sea. I understood it, deeply; who wouldn't be, let alone an elderly woman who had lived a life of grace? All I felt capable of doing was to pray, often in guttural groans, sometimes questioning God with a heart full of anguish: "Why, oh why, put mom through such a brutally tough journey at this age? It’s just not fair!" My pleas felt like laments ripped from the very pages of scripture, echoing the cries of ancient sufferers.


The Unbreakable Bond, Interrupted

My mother was more than a parent; she was my lifeline, the very rhythm of my days. We were, quite literally, two peas in a pod. Her limited mobility meant I became her legs, her constant companion. Wherever I went, she came with me, her wheelchair a familiar silhouette beside me—to the grocery store, to church, even just for a quiet afternoon at the park. We were simply inseparable, our lives intertwined, until death, with its brutal finality, shattered that blessed norm. The silence of her absence, once a constant presence, now screams louder than any physical sound. My world, so meticulously built around our shared existence, felt like it had imploded, leaving me adrift in a vast, empty space.


Being her sole caregiver during those grueling years was an experience that simultaneously broke and forged me. I must admit, the responsibility was nerve-wracking. Every medical appointment became a high-stakes negotiation with time and energy—not just the draining chemotherapy sessions, but the prerequisite bloodwork tests, the anxious waits to determine if her fragile body could possibly tolerate yet another infusion of toxins. All of this, while I desperately tried to maintain a demanding 9-to-5 job. There were days I felt stretched so thin, I thought I might simply snap. I found myself crying out, "My soul is weary with sorrow; strengthen me according to your word" (Psalm 119:28 NIV, adapted). Yet, even in that relentless grind, God's grace flickered through the cracks: I must thank Him for a manager whose understanding heart and flexibility became a divine provision, granting me time-off whenever Mom's medical needs dictated.


A Battle on All Fronts: The Burden of Care

I now look back and truly question if my desperate, primal need for Mom to be healed at all costs tragically overtook my simple, necessary reliance on God’s profound goodness and mercy. For all the times God's Word gently urged me not to toil and labor in my own strength, not to depend solely on my own frantic works, that is precisely what I did. I became a whirlwind of frantic activity, convinced that my efforts, my sheer will, could somehow alter the inevitable. Not only did I commit fully to the mainstream cancer medication path, meticulously adhering to every oncology appointment and prescription, but I also desperately sought out natural herbal therapies, hoping to counteract the massive, terrifying amount of toxins relentlessly entering her body. My anxieties about these harsh treatments consumed me, driving me to exhaust every conceivable alternative, every last hope.


My plate was not just full; it was overflowing, teetering precariously on the edge of collapse. I often toiled day and night, snatching only five to six hours of sleep, sometimes less. The exhaustion was a heavy cloak, wrapping around my mind and body, pulling me to the brink of a complete mental and physical breakdown. Yet, a fierce, desperate resolve, born of love and a crushing sense of responsibility, compelled me to keep going, no matter what. I knew, intellectually, that I should have prayed, that I should have cast all my overwhelming cares and anxieties onto my loving Savior. I knew it! But knowing it didn't translate into being able to bring myself to be still, to truly "be still, and know that He is God" (Psalm 46:10 KJV). The agonizing closeness I shared with Mom, coupled with the suffocating guilt of not doing anything, or not doing enough, became a monstrous shadow, threatening to devour me alive. So often, I let my tender emotions, my fear and my fierce protectiveness, take the better of me, instead of surrendering them to the boundless wellspring of God's mercy.


To every caretaker reading this, please hear me: I understand you. I truly do. I get your bone-deep exhaustion, the way it seeps into your very soul. I see your unshed tears, the ones you swallow back for the sake of the person you're caring for. I recognize the silent screams of frustration, the desperate loneliness that can accompany such profound responsibility. You are not alone in this relentless, often thankless, vigil. Let me say a prayer over you:

A Prayer for the Overwhelmed Caretaker

Heavenly Father,

You, who are intimately acquainted with grief and burden, see the heart of this weary caretaker. You know the relentless demands, the endless nights, the hidden tears they cry into their pillow. Their strength is failing, their spirit is worn, and the weight of their responsibility presses down upon them, often unseen and unacknowledged by the world.

I pray, oh Lord, that You would meet them in their exhaustion. Pour out Your boundless mercy upon them, fresh and new with every dawning day, just as You promised. Let Your grace, which is sufficient for every weakness, become their very breath when they feel they can no longer draw one.

Quiet the clamor of their anxieties, the relentless "what ifs" and "should haves" that plague their minds. Help them to release the heavy burden of guilt, reminding them that their love is more than enough, and their efforts are seen by You.

Grant them moments of unexpected rest, profound peace that transcends their circumstances, and clear reminders of Your constant presence. Provide them with tangible support—a helping hand, a listening ear, a quiet moment of reprieve.


"My soul clings to the dust; revive me according to your word!" (Psalm 119:25 NKJV, adapted). Revive their weary souls, Lord. Be their strength when they are weak, their comfort when they are sorrowful, and their hope when despair looms.


May they feel Your gentle embrace, knowing that You carry them even as they carry their loved one. For You are the Great Physician, the ultimate Comforter, and the One who faithfully sustains us through every trial.

Amen.

Clinging to God in the Valley


My mother, a tiny, adorable woman, now a whisper in the wind. Her world, shrunken by the years and limited mobility, found its expanse within the four walls of our church's care group. It was my sacred duty, my bittersweet joy, to ferry her there, to watch her fragile spirit blossom among fellow believers. They adored her, utterly captivated by her unwavering faith. During praise and worship, her voice, thin but resolute, would rise above the others, a constant, joyful chorus: "Thank You Father, thank You God. Thank You Jesus, thank You God." It wasn’t just a phrase; it was her anthem, a testimony to a simple, unending gratitude that now echoes in the hollow chambers of my heart. How can such light be extinguished? 



And yet, here I am, wrestling with the "why." Why her? Why this agonizing descent into suffering for a soul who knew no malice, who breathed only kindness? Oh, God, “Why do you hide your face from me and consider me your enemy?” (Job 13:24 NIV). Each chemotherapy session was a fresh laceration on my soul. I became her constant shadow, an unwilling witness to the systematic erosion of her vibrant spirit. In those freezing hospital rooms, staring out the window, a towering building across the street loomed, bearing the stark, almost mocking word: "SALVATION." Was it a sign, a cruel jest, or a divine promise whispered through the city's concrete veins? When, by some impossible twist of fate, we were assigned the exact same room, the same bed overlooking that same word, a desperate hope ignited within me. In this vast, labyrinthine hospital, the odds were astronomical. Surely, this was God’s hand, a clear assurance that her salvation was not just promised, but imminent. A desperate man clings to straws, and I, a grieving child, clung to the word "salvation" emblazoned on that wall. 



Her pain was a silent scream, cloaked beneath the soft veil of her gentle smile. It was a mask she wore, expertly crafted, that always left me guessing, always left me aching to know the true depth of her torment. Oh, “My soul is weary with sorrow; strengthen me according to your word” (Psalm 119:28 NIV). This quiet stoicism was a double-edged sword, sparing me the direct sight of her agony, yet amplifying my own helplessness. My only, solitary comfort, a brittle shard of solace in this desolate landscape, came from witnessing others. In those shared hospital rooms, I saw cancer’s true, evil face—patients ravaged, their bodies twisted into grotesque parodies of suffering, their cries echoing the heartbreaking injustice of their fate. And in those moments, a perverse gratitude would surface: at least Mom did not endure that. At least her final chapter, though fraught with pain, was spared that ultimate, horrifying degradation. But the question remains, an unrelenting thrum beneath the surface of my grief: was it enough? Was it truly a comfort, or merely a deferral of the inevitable, unanswerable lament? 


The Agony of Letting Go

The descent was swift, brutally so, a terrifying freefall into an abyss I never imagined. Watching her slip away, moment by agonizing moment, felt utterly surreal. One day, she leaned on a walking stick; the next, she shuffled precariously with a walking frame. It wasn't just the sinister march of cancer cells; it was the toxic tyranny of chemotherapy, stripping her body of its very essence, leaving behind a skeletal whisper of the vibrant woman she once was. Then came the day, sharp and sudden, when she snapped, her voice thin but firm: "I want to go home! I don't like it here anymore!" The words were a knife twist, echoing an extreme exhaustion I could only begin to fathom. In an instant, I was packing, chartered a chauffeur, driving 217 miles through a blurring landscape, back to a home she’d left twelve years prior. For over a decade, my house had been her sanctuary; she'd always clung to me, whispering, "I won't leave your house, don't send me back." Yet, those shattering words, heavy with unspoken finality, confirmed what my heart already knew: the end was near, and she knew it too.


I made her a silent promise, one I never dared voice aloud: I would be there, a steadfast anchor, until her very last breath. When her legs could no longer carry her to the bathroom, I became her strength, her arms. I would wheel her in on the commode, carefully, gently wash her from head to toe, then wheel her out, drying her frail body with tenderness born of desperation. It was physically labor-intensive, yes, but I would have moved mountains for her. One evening, as I dried her feet, her skin impossibly soft and warm, I looked up, a smile trembling on my lips, and whispered, "I love you so much!" Her reply, barely audible but searingly clear, shattered me: "I love you too, but I cannot love you, I need to go." The words were a death knell, a subtle, heartbreaking acknowledgment of the inevitable. I burst into tears, hot and uncontrollable—the one and only time we dared to tread upon the precipice of her imminent departure. “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? Why are you so far away when I groan for help?” (Psalm 22:1 NLT).


As her frail body began its agonizing surrender, one by one, her vital organs began to shut down. When the oximeter, that relentless monitor of life, could no longer register her pulse, its faint flutter barely a whisper against the digital void, I knew my world was about to come crashing down. I could not, would not, let her go, not while the faintest breath still stirred within her. I clasped her hand, our fingers interlocked, a desperate anchor against the rising tide of grief. I lay beside her, whispering, "Little Mama, I will sleep next to you on this bed, holding your hand all the time." She had always been afraid of being alone, her calls to my cell—“Come home quick!”—a verification to her need for my presence. On this, her last, terrifying journey, I vowed she would feel no fear, no solitude. I held her warm, soft hand all night long, shifting from one hand to the other when numbness crept in, but never, ever letting go. My grip was a silent prayer, a defiance against the encroaching darkness.


The first light of dawn barely pierced the room. Around 7 AM, my siblings began to stir, gathering quietly around Mom’s bed. Her breathing, already so shallow, seemed to grow even fainter. I leaned in close, my voice a desperate whisper in her ear, "Little Mama, I'm going to brush my teeth now, I'll be quick, I'll let go of your hand now but wait for me to come back real soon." It was a foolish, desperate plea, a final, futile attempt to exert some control over the uncontrollable. Less than five minutes later, a frantic banging on the bathroom door, my sister's voice tearing through the silence: "Come out! Mom's gone!" I ran, a primal scream tearing from my throat, "Mama, I told you to wait for me, why won't you wait for me?!" The words were an accusation, a wrenching, illogical blame hurled at the one person I had vowed to protect from all pain, an indication to the unbearable agony of her sudden, final absence. “Death wrapped its ropes around me; the terrors of the grave overtook me. I saw only trouble and sorrow.” (Psalm 116:3 NLT).


The moment the paramedics announced Mom’s death—no pulse, no breathing—it was an official, final pronouncement: she was gone for good. My world didn’t just stop; it shattered at the very instant they spoke the words. What happened next was a blur of uncontrollable sobs and a desperate, animal-like need to hold her. Dad stopped me, his plea a heartbreaking paradox: "Don't do that, let her go peacefully." How could I let her go when I felt so completely lost? The house quickly filled with the solemn faces of family, and soon the undertaker's van arrived. As everyone began to drive to the funeral home, a single, irrational thought consumed me: I couldn't let Mom go on this final journey alone. My sister-in-law tried to reason with me, offering me a ride in a comfortable car, but I couldn’t hear her. All I saw was the undertaker about to close the back door of his van. It was a now-or-never moment, a last chance to prove my love. I lunged forward and, in a reckless, desperate act, jumped inside just as the door slammed shut, narrowly missing me. All rational thought vanished. In my grief, all I cared about was staying with her.

After the Last Breath: The First Waves of Grief




The silence in the room, once filled with her soft breaths, was now a deafening, hollow roar. Into this void of sorrow, a terrifying new reality crashed upon me: the practicalities of death. I had to find a pastor. Not in a week, not in a month—but today! We were 217 miles away from our home, from our church, from any semblance of our community. I was a stranger in this town, without a single connection to a local church. The weight of this task, a massive, logistical hurdle in the midst of my overwhelming grief, felt impossible.


But God, oh God, you are a master weaver of unseen threads. “Your throne, O God, is forever and ever; A scepter of righteousness is the scepter of Your kingdom.” (Psalm 45:6 NKJV). Even as I questioned Your promise of salvation, even as the piercing pain of her departure threatened to swallow me whole, You had already set the pieces in motion. Your solution was already in place, waiting to unfold before I even knew the problem existed.


The story of how You provided is a witness to Your boundless grace. Months earlier, during a particularly grueling chemotherapy session, I had absentmindedly tagged my location on social media. It was a thoughtless act, an impulse I never gave a second thought to. My life had become a singular, focused existence: caring for Mom. There was no time for childhood friends, no room for meetups. And yet, from the digital ether, a message appeared from a high school friend I had barely spoken to since graduation. Phoenix, a name I will forever associate with rising from the ashes, reached out. Our paths had crossed once, fleetingly, at a reunion the year before cancer began its relentless siege, a reunion where we exchanged little more than polite nods. For over twenty years, we had been strangers, and now, suddenly, she was there.

Within the one hour after Mom’s last breath, as we sat in the silence, our grief a palpable presence waiting for the paramedics and the undertaker to arrive, my phone rang. It was Phoenix. Calls this early were rare, but I answered, my voice thick with unshed tears. “Hey, how’s your mom doing?” she asked, her voice a gentle inquiry. The dam broke. “She’s gone!” I sobbed, the words a fresh wound.

In that moment, she became my angel, her voice a balm of beautiful, unwavering consolation. As she spoke, a brutal wave of reality crashed over me: the funeral arrangements. It was a burden that fell squarely on my shoulders, yet again, for none of my family were believers. Instinctively, in the deepest throes of my despair, I blurted out, “Hey, I really need your help. I have no connection to local churches, I need you to help me find a pastor.”

Between the blur of conversations with the undertaker and the haze of grief, Phoenix took on the most difficult task. To find a pastor on such short notice, for a non-congregant, is a Herculean feat. Yet, she did it, willingly and without a moment’s hesitation. I know, beyond a shadow of a doubt, the lengths she went to. The countless calls to friends, the multiple inquiries to different churches—all for me, for my mother, for a friendship that existed more in memory than in reality. We had barely spoken since high school and that was decades ago. The burden was not hers to carry, yet she carried it anyway. She is, without question, God’s chosen one, a member of His army of angels sent specifically to lift me from the mire of my sorrow.

I was consumed by the need to send Mom off in the most beautiful way possible. It was to be my last gift to her. In my heart, I felt that a service delivered by the right person would be a perfect send-off, so I had specific requirements for a pastor. At the time, it didn't even cross my mind that I was making this more difficult for Phoenix; I was so fixated on giving Mom the best send-off I could offer. And then, at the very last moment, Phoenix found Pastor Stuart. He didn't outwardly offer a single word about compensation, and we didn't discuss it—he just showed up on that day with his guitar and PA system, delivering the most beautiful, heartfelt service for Mom.

At the end of the service, as Pastor Stuart was quietly packing up his belongings, in the midst of him closing his iPad cover, I quickly slipped in an envelope containing our token of appreciation. He was abruptly taken aback by my sudden move, let alone the unexpected envelope. In that silent, fleeting moment, his humility and grace hit me like a physical wave. He didn't do it for the money; he did it out of love as a man of God. It was a beautiful exchange that spoke volumes without a single word.


My God is so wonderfully, beautifully faithful. He knew my need before I did. He had already orchestrated the people and circumstances, aligning them with a precision that can only be divine. Oh, how wonderfully loving is my Heavenly Father! In the depths of my despair, He held out a hand, not His own, but the hand of a friend, to remind me that even in the valley of the shadow of death, I am not alone. “The eternal God is your refuge, and underneath are the everlasting arms.” (Deuteronomy 33:27 NKJV).
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