
Care Reflection: Faith Helps Navigate the Potholes in Life 
 
I grew up very protected by my missionary parents.  My father was an American Sunday School 
Union Missionary in Arizona and later California.  Mother helped my dad in every way 
possible.  Mother led me to Jesus when I was 8 years old.   
 
After high school and a year of college, I went to nursing school.  I then married a doctor and 
we had four children.  Life was safe and happy. While living on Long Island, this changed.  My 
husband was in a fellowship program there. During this time, I lost a 5 ½-month 
pregnancy.  This was the first loss I had experienced.  We already had three children, but this 
was still very difficult. 
 
After almost 20 years of marriage my husband died in a scuba diving accident.  The dive 
instructor and I were unable revive him with CPR.  Our oldest was at UC Davis and the youngest 
had just turned 11. It was a terrible shock. 
 
I was near the end of five years of Bible Study Fellowship when this happened.  That had a huge 
impact on my ability to carry on.  I had become closer to God than ever before.  For about a 
year, the only thing I could read was the Bible, especially the Psalms.  The verse I leaned on was 
Isaiah 41:10 “Fear not, for I am with you. Be not dismayed, for I am your God.  I will strengthen 
you. Yes, I will help you. I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.” I clung to that verse to 
keep me going.  God did, indeed, uphold me.  I also had the help of Christian friends, who took 
me out to lunch every week for at least a year.  
 
After expected losses of older relatives, there was the shocking loss of my youngest son, who 
died of heart blockages shortly before his 50th birthday.  By this time, I had re-
married.  Howard was a great comfort and help. Howard died four years ago.  Through all that, 
God was the one who sustained me. 
 
Almost three years ago, a grandson, age 29, with Asperger syndrome, committed suicide.  He 
was the best person I knew.  For his younger sister, he was her spiritual mentor, her life coach, 
her tutor, her best bud, and her brother.  He was widely read, wise, and loved the Lord.  Trying 
to navigate this world with Asperger’s is extremely difficult.  We were all devastated at his 
passing.  Again, it was God who kept us all in the palm of His hand and comforted us. 
 
I do not know how people do life without the help of our Heavenly Father.  I am so grateful to 
God and this church, especially Arvin, in helping me navigate these potholes in my life. 
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