
During fifth grade, my 
son Nick experienced 
the power of saying 

the right words. Thomas was 
verbally bullying Nick, and the 
other boys went along, think-
ing it was cool.
“Mom, what can I say to help 
Thomas? He is so mean. 
What would Jesus do?” 
he asked, referencing the 
bracelet he wore, which was 
a source of the bullying.

I did my best to advise him. “Show Thomas love, 
honey, that you care like Jesus. Thomas is insecure or 
having a challenging time. Ask the Lord to show you a 
time when he needs compassion.”

Just days later, Nick came home elated. “Listen to this 
miracle!” The boys finally had enough of the bully, and 
they asked everyone in their circle to say something 
mean about Thomas. Nick’s turn came, and he shared 
a sincere compliment. Thomas later asked Nick why he 
defended him. Nick responded, “Because Jesus would 
want me to say something nice.“
Thomas and Nick became friends after that because of 
Jesus …  and the right words.
Nick didn’t always say the right words. We all struggle 
to say the right words, especially when there is a crisis. 
What are the right words to say to someone in grief, 
chronic pain, or illness that will bring comfort? 
My family’s season of crisis came in 2002 when Nick, 
sixteen years old, broke his neck. He was one-quarter 
inch from paralysis. The vertebrae were impinging on 
his spinal cord, resulting in relentless pain. He also 
had a traumatic brain injury (TBI), causing a myriad 
of problems. 

Our lives changed forever. 
Many people reached out the first week Nick was in the 
ICU, and afterward, with cards, emails, and calls. We ap-
preciated meals, especially those in disposable contain-
ers. It was helpful when meals were left on our porch, as 
talking could be emotionally exhausting.
We didn’t think Nick would survive the first weeks, but 
he did. However, the months and years to come would 
be much more challenging than we ever expected. My 
husband and I, and our three younger children, learned 
to adapt to a new Nick and how best to help him. But 
honestly? We didn’t always have the right words to 
say to Nick, to each other, to family or friends, but we 
learned each day. The story I share here is what helped 
me and what may help others. 

In 2002, there was little understanding of TBIs: anxiety, 
depression, OCD, paranoia, rage attacks, and volatile 
moods. Sadly, many people would make comments and 
pass judgment about mental health issues — and even 
about Nick’s salvation. This led us to be careful when 
sharing. Nick looked fine on the outside and became 
good at hiding his chronic physical and emotional pain. 
Even some doctors didn’t believe Nick was in pain. Diffi-
cult comments such as I have back pain too, and I’ve just 
learned to deal with it were not helpful to Nick. 
We also heard hurtful comments: Just get over your 
depression, You have so much to be thankful for, and 
You are alive. 
We would not give up. Searching for answers, we 
researched and tried everything from alternative to 
traditional medicine, Mayo Clinic, and surgeries. 
Well-meaning people said Prayer will protect a loved one 
from bad things. As a long-time praying mother, I know 
the power of prayer. I had prayed with Nick at the door 
before he left the night of the accident, as I often did. 
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He still got hurt. God allows suffering, but we know that 
God is still in control. Romans 8:28 reminds us that in all 
things God works for the good of those who love Him.
Others said, You don’t have enough faith or your son would 
be healed. That was hard to hear since faith is a gift from 
the Holy Spirit, not a bargaining chip. I have confidence, 
trust, and hope in God’s plans, whatever they may be. 
Honestly, it was a challenge even for those close to Nick 
to discern what words to say and when to say them. 
That’s why prayer to find our purpose in helping the 
hurting is so important. 
The months of healing turned into years as Nick tried to 
piece together a life as a part-time college student. His 
siblings and girlfriend helped him greatly.
It was a joy for him to hear kind words. He looked forward 

to messages or invitations. He felt less isolated, less forgot-
ten. How are you? This must be hard to handle. (Acknowl-
edging the gravity of his situation was such a comfort.) 
Praying for you. Want to hang out?
Friendships fade easily during crisis times. We were blessed 
by any touch from others. It is never too late to show you 
care. We sent many emails asking for prayers for Nick, 
knowing that prayer made a difference in our endurance. 
We appreciated prayers and concern, but we also craved 
normal conversations. Honestly, at times we would not 
share prayer requests just to avoid the barrage of questions. 
And what a loss not to have the Body of Christ praying for 
each other!
[O]n behalf of a man he pleads with God as one pleads for 
a friend (Job 16:21). 
In the midst of the search for healing answers, Nick con-
tinued to witness to others about the strength he received 
through Christ. Four years after the accident, Nick passed 
into eternal glory. Then came grief. 

Everything from loving words to insensitive, hurtful words 
drew me closer to Christ. I told myself, ”I will not let Satan 
beat me down. I will focus on the Mighty One who has 
already conquered and won. He will take on my burdens 
and anxieties because He cares for me.” (1 Peter 5:7) 

It was challenging. . . 
•  When someone shared grief experiences too soon after 

Nick’s death (even the loss of a pet).
•  When people asked in the wake line, “What happened? 

He was doing so well!” (Let the family share details if they 
want. Be sensitive. We didn’t even know how he had died 
at the time of the wake).

• When someone said, “Why would God let this happen?” 
•  When someone said at the funeral, “Many couples get 

divorced over loss. Come see me.” I understood the desire 
to help, but the timing was not good.

•  When a professional shockingly said, “it will get worse. 
The first year is the easiest.” Through God’s strength, I 
chose to praise God for His blessings and look forward as 
I have been called according to His purpose. It did not get 
worse for me.

•  Grief books brought me down. Others may choose sup-
port groups and books, but I wanted to devour the Word, 
return to Bible study, spend time with friends, and serve 
my family and others. I did not want to dwell on the sad-
ness and guilt that comes with death.

Loss is deep and always with the grieving, but coping 
does get easier for most. The first few weeks, not a minute 
would go by that I didn’t think of Nick. Then, I realized five 
minutes had passed, and I hadn’t thought of him. Then, 
fifteen minutes. Then, a few months later, thirty minutes. 
And finally, an hour would pass before I thought of him. I 
was making progress. 
Now, nine years later, grief still surprises me. I saw a young 
man at communion who looked like my son. I walked out 
of church, bursting into tears. And that’s okay.

continued

 lu t h e r a n  W o ma n’ s  q ua r t e r ly  11



The Slow Process of Healing
It took time to get back to normal, but I forced myself to do 
it rather quickly so I wouldn’t let fear creep in too much. 
•  i wear my Scripture bracelet. Yet I am not alone, for my 

Father is with me (John 16:32).
•  i learned to deal with conversations that made me anxious, 

for example, when acquaintances talked about their families. 
How would I bring up Nick, my first child? Would I start at the 
youngest? Do I say I have four kids and not talk about any or 
just focus on the three? Would I burst out in tears? 

• i listened to praise music.
•  i desperately needed to hear the mundane things. Sounds 

like a great recipe! What book are you reading?
•  Soon after nick passed, we discovered he had a 12:30 p.m. 

alarm for something on his cell phone. I put that alarm 
into my phone so every day at 12:30 p.m. I am reminded to 
remember him, giving glory to God for the blessed twenty 
years we had. Love you, Nick and Jesus. I also blow a kiss 
heavenward. I do this each day no matter where I am or 
whom I am with (sometimes discreetly).

•  i fill my days with His Word and prayer. i still get on my 
knees at least three times a day to praise God for His work, 
His forgiveness that I receive by grace alone, His blessings, 
the gift of Nick, and to pray for others’ needs. 

•  i talked about nick with my husband and children, which 
kept us connected as a family and set the example that we 
didn’t have to hide our memories of him.

The Right Words and Actions that helped
•  notes out of the blue just melt my heart. Thinking of you. 

I remember when Nick …  
•  Family and friends listened, exercised, and cried with me.
• Our pastor and church family supported us always.
•  An amazing friend who rarely cleans her own home, 

cleaned ours the day before the wake.
•  People wore colorful wristbands we made with nick’s 

favorite verse: 2 Timothy 4:7.
•  We receive notes remembering the actual anniversary of 

his birth, passing, or holidays. He is missed. 
•  We have been blessed by gifts to his foundation to help 

others in chronic pain.
•  We started a Bandage Day in his memory on november 14, 
the day of his passing, as a day to ask others if they need a 
listening ear. 

•  the first Christmas eve after nick’s passing, a family we 
barely knew in church sent us a note to say how moved 
they were to see us worshiping. Our strength in Him (even 
though we were very weak) helped them with their trials. 

•  i meditate on my special verse: They tell of the glory of your 
kingdom and speak of your might, so that all people may 
know of your mighty acts and the glorious splendor of your 
kingdom (Psalm 145:11–12).

Final Thoughts on Healing 
Nick often asked me, and the Lord, for the right words to 
witness in love, just like he did in fifth grade. One Sunday 
afternoon, Nick called and asked about a friend who was 
going to see a psychic. He wanted me to remind him of the 
story in 1 Samuel 28 about Saul going to the medium and 
seeing Samuel. 
Nick said, “I really want to help her see Jesus by telling this 
story. And please pray for her.”
That was my last conversation with Nick. He wanted to know 
the right words to say. He died later that night from an ac-
cidental overdose of his pain medicine.
I took such comfort knowing that our last conversation 
included God’s Word, Jesus, witnessing to others, and know-
ing that Samuel said to Saul, “Why have you disturbed me by 
bringing me up?” 
Nick is with Jesus now and forever and does not want to be 
disturbed.
Jesus is the perfect Word to say. 
He is the Truth.  
He is the Light. 
He is the Word. 
Jesus is all we need. Q

Carolyn Albers has been active for many years as a women's ministry 
leader, speaker, Bible study facilitator, and Sunday school teacher. Her 
family, including her two-year-old granddaughter, is her passion. She is 
a member of Lord of Life Lutheran Church, Elburn, Illinois. To learn more 
about Nick, chronic pain, and the foundation in his memory, please visit 
Facebook at Nicholas R. Albers Memorial Fund or the foundation site at 
http://go.cffrv.org/albers.
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