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Praise for Hope All the Way



“Theo Boyd brings a new, unique voice and approach to navigating grief and recovery that every generation can benefit from immediately.”

—Jason Dorsey, Author of Zconomy

“Meeting Theo Boyd for our first counseling session, I was unprepared to hear the devastating losses in her life. Theo’s story is well summed up by the title of her first book, My Grief Is Not Like Yours. Since our first meeting, I have witnessed a phoenix rising from the ashes of her life. Her latest book, Hope All the Way, is an inspiration of the resilience, courage, and determination of a woman whose deep faith has sustained and healed her. Anyone who is in ‘the dark night of the soul’ will benefit from reading this message of hope.”

—Mary Ann Cody, MAC, LCDC, CCHT

“In Hope All the Way, Theo continues the journey she began in My Grief Is Not Like Yours, moving from the depths of loss toward the quiet strength of healing. With honesty and deep faith, she shows how hope can reappear through God’s gentle signs—even in our darkest moments. This book is a heartfelt reminder that while grief never fully leaves us, neither does God.”

—Karla Pope, Former Colleague and Lifelong Friend

“Theo Boyd’s Hope All the Way is a tender reminder that the steadiness of hope eases the fluidity of grief. Boyd shares her personal story and struggle to shine light on the consistency of hope as a gift from a loving God who undertands a difficult world. You’ll be strengthened knowing that hope is abundant, available, and free to all who choose to notice its divine signs. This book will show you how!”

—Chris Janssen, Life Coach and National Bestselling Author of Grace Yourself

“I connected with Theo Boyd years ago through what seemed like a random series of events. But as I navigated my own grief, Theo’s story became a guiding light—a road map for healing, as if greater forces had collaborated to connect us. Her unwavering strength and willingness to share her heart with those closest to her is matched only by her tireless efforts to offer hope to everyone through her writings. Hope All the Way invites us to embrace life again, knowing that hope is always waiting for us, even in the darkest of times.”

—Ron Corning, Marketing Professional

“In Hope All the Way, Theo Boyd shows that there is hope after loss. She talks about how to appreciate the signs in everyday life from our loved ones and to find comfort in those memories.”

—Jennifer Sykora, Teacher and Fellow Griever
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To the broken hearts lost in grief, this book is dedicated to you, the broken heart you carry, and the hope that fills the cracks as you heal.
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NOTE TO THE READER

The information in this book is intended to be a source of encouragement based on my personal experiences with grief. This book is not intended to be used in place of therapy or other professional medical help. Please be mindful of your own mental health while reading about my journey.






INTRODUCTION


“For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the LORD, “plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.”

—Jeremiah 29:11



I NEVER ASKED FOR A miracle, until grief left me begging for one. Hope didn’t come all at once—it came in flashes, in whispers, and in the silent spaces I almost overlooked.

Not very long ago, I experienced several traumatic losses—the loss of my mom to a tractor accident, the loss of my husband to another woman, the loss of my beloved therapist, and the loss of my dad to suicide—all over the span of three years. I wrote about this in detail in my previous book, My Grief Is Not Like Yours. If I hadn’t experienced this profound grief, I don’t think I would ever have given a second thought to what the world of grief looks or feels like. When you’ve lived through deep loss, you see life differently. You understand that grief isn’t just sadness—it’s love with nowhere to go.

When grief first enters your life, it can feel like a storm you aren’t prepared for. You’re tossed around, pulled under, sometimes gasping for air. It can feel overwhelming, unrelenting, and all-consuming. However, somewhere in that storm, you can begin to recognize the ways love continues, even beyond this life. You start to see that those you’ve lost carry on in some way.

I believe that those we’ve lost are still with us. Their presence can linger in quiet moments, subtle signs, and unexplainable occurrences. I used to wonder if I were imagining it all—the unexpected song playing at just the right time or the dream that seemed more like a memory. But after countless so-called coincidences, I no longer believe in that word. God doesn’t do anything coincidentally. His plan is delivered with power, passion, and purpose, and that includes the years after loss and throughout our journey of healing. Every whisper of hope, every sign you see, is orchestrated with precision. I believe that if something seems like a coincidence, God is the one behind it.

When lights go out… a certain song plays… a clock stops… new hearts meet—these are all divine signs, glimpses of a bigger plan. Why don’t we talk more about these things? Maybe it’s because grief, like faith, is deeply personal. Maybe we shy away from or hesitate to talk about the signs we see and feel because we fear judgment—the skeptical glance, the polite nod, the unspoken doubt that lingers in the air, the possibility of being misunderstood.

But I think these signs are opportunities for healing. We can hold on to the moments, the signs, the feelings, the sentiments, the dreams, the soft and secret whispers, the reminders that we are never truly alone—and embrace them as the love letters they are. Love letters from those we’ve lost, and love letters from a God who cares for us.

During my losses, I wrote my first book as an outlet for my emotions and as a source of healing. I couldn’t keep it all inside. I never would have survived! I needed to share it. And here in my second book, I have filled these pages with the tools that helped me through the hardest years of my life. The signs that shook me awake. The moments that reminded me of my purpose and the undeniable proof that love doesn’t end—it simply changes form. All of these divine signs are hope all along the way as you begin to heal and live again after loss.


69% of grieving Americans believe signs from loved ones who have passed away are helpful in healing.



I lost my faith for a time when my grief began, but the beauty of hope is that it can be found in little moments; it’s always there. Hope is the thread that stitches us back together when we feel torn apart. It’s the missing ingredient for a recipe to live again. It comes in the form of a friend who calls at the perfect time, or it shows up in our mailbox when we receive a sweet card from a person who cares.


HOPE—A Way for Renewal


	
H—Harvest faith and strength from your struggles.

	
O—Open your heart to new beginnings.

	
P—Preserve the love and lessons from the past.

	
E—Enjoy the sweetness of the journey, even after the bitter days.





What is it about this four-letter word that keeps us going? With hope, we enter another world. Even though we may still experience chaos and darkness, as we start to heal, we’ll see rays of light breaking through the hardened black paint. Those rays of light are hope shining for you, guiding you, leading you. Once you start to see divine signs in the little moments, you can use those bits of light to move forward.

Whenever I see bales of hay scattered in an open field, I see Daddy feeding the cows, and I see hope. Whenever I bake in the kitchen, I see glimpses of Momma, and I feel hope. And whenever I order a steak or eat eggs, it reminds me of the new love I found, and I understand hope. Because food—particularly steak and eggs—have been such important signs for me, I’ve organized the book using chapter titles that describe different ways you can prepare steak and eggs. (And yes, the chapters do all relate to grief and healing.)

Wherever you start to see divine signs in the months and years after your loss, know that hope is there. It may be subtle, like a caterpillar waiting patiently in its cocoon. But once it emerges and takes flight, you can ride its wings into a bright and beautiful future.







1 Raw



The rawness of our reality is the fuel for our faith.

—Theo Boyd







WE NEED TO X-RAY it and make sure nothing’s broken,” the doctor said before he quickly left the room for another emergency down the hall.

How can this be happening? Is the world crashing in around me, or am I crashing into it? Momma’s funeral was in three days, and I had so many things to take care of, so much preparation that needed to be done. The reality of her death was still so raw, and a silly accident had brought me here to the hospital just days after Momma’s horrific death.

I had run into a plow. I knew not to drive the ATV so fast through that field. Daddy had so much old equipment scattered around, and much of it hadn’t been used for years, so the grass and weeds had grown tall around everything. Despite that, I’d driven through the field as fast as my emotions were running, full speed ahead, with no limit to my feelings of desperation. I needed to escape everything, all of it. I needed to breathe the air and feel like I was in control of something, anything. Unfortunately, my recklessness had driven me right into a plow and landed me in the emergency room.

As I lay there on the white sheet covering the gurney, I noticed the kitchen towel I’d wrapped around my arm was not really doing the trick anymore. In addition to the blood splatter on my shirt and pants, I was starting to bleed onto the sheets underneath me. I lifted the towel to readjust it, exposing my injured elbow. I could see blood still oozing out of my gaping flesh, but I didn’t feel anything. It was numb. I was numb. All over.

With the nightmare of Momma’s death still playing out in my mind, I lay there working hard to keep my thoughts straight. I just bought these pants. Now they’re ruined. I don’t think I can get these stains out. Maybe Momma… I closed my eyes tightly, realizing what I’d just thought. As I slowly opened them, I wanted to see something different in front of me, a different reality, but the scene was only changing from bad to worse. Even though the room they had put me in was glaringly white and bright, I was in a very dark place.

The nurse came in to take my vitals—blood pressure, body temperature, pulse. I could have told her not to bother, as I was sure they were all through the roof.

“My mom just died. The funeral is this Saturday. I really need to get back to my dad,” I said, hoping she would sense my urgency and speed things along.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she replied in a somewhat routine-sounding voice.

“Daddy ran over her with one of the tractors on our farm,” I blurted out. I felt like screaming it down the halls, so that everyone would know that the most phenomenal creature on the planet was gone, and her surviving husband was living in hell on earth, in a state of constant agony and torment over the accident that had happened just three days before.

“Oh my gosh, that’s you? That was your mother? I heard it on the scanner here.” Her businesslike manner was quickly replaced with deep compassion. I hadn’t told her this to gain sympathy. I just needed her to understand my urgency by letting her know how much I had on my plate. My plate. Daddy’s plate. I need to get back and make sure Daddy has something to eat. Momma was gone, and she was the one who had cooked all their meals. What is he going to do? To the best of my knowledge, besides breakfast, Daddy was capable of making only a meal of canned pork and beans, sardines with saltine crackers, and a Moon Pie.

Five hours and nine stitches later, I arrived back at the farm, only to find a house full of people from the community and beyond, visiting with Daddy, comforting him.

“Nothing’s broken, just busted,” I announced, all eyes focusing on my elbow as I walked in the front door.

“Oh, honey, I’m so sorry,” Daddy moaned as he hugged me.

OEBPS/e9781637634387/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		Note to the Reader


		Introduction


		Chapter 1: Raw


		Chapter 2: Scrambled


		Chapter 3: Medium


		Chapter 4: Sunny-Side Up


		Chapter 5: Over Easy


		Chapter 6: Rare


		Chapter 7: Burned


		Chapter 8: Everything on the Buffet


		Chapter 9: Well-Done


		Chapter 10: Made to Order


		Chapter 11: To Go, Please


		Special Extras

		Farm-to-Memories


		Bushel Basket


		Heaven Has a New Nursery


		Scattered Hope


		The Naked Tree


		The Cotton Trailer


		Recipes from Momma and Me

		Nancy Reagan’s Pumpkin Pecan Pie


		Christmas Cranberry Salad


		Momma’s Famous Chocolate Pie


		Nanny’s 5-Minute Fudge


		Lemon Poppy Seed Cake


		Big Red Ice Cream


		Snow Ice Cream


		Momma’s Perfect Peanut Patties


		Divinity Candy


		Theo’s Christmas Punch












		About the Author


		Notes


		Notes Pages


		Additional Research


		Image Description


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		Note to the Reader


		Introduction


		Special Extras


		About the Author


		Notes


		Notes Pages


		Additional Research


		Image Description


		Copyright








		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		237


		238


		234


		235


		236


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		6








OEBPS/e9781637634387/images/9781637634387.jpg
DISCOVERING DIVINE SIGNS
NETPE-AFTER EOSS






OEBPS/e9781637634387/images/f0016-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781637634387/images/title.jpg
HOPE

ALL THE

WAY

DISCOVERING DIVINE SIGNS
in LIFE AFTER LOSS

THEO BOYD

7

Forefront

OOOOO





OEBPS/e9781637634387/images/f0011-01.jpg





