
exactly one year ago today I made an excruciating 
decision. It was a decision I had hoped I would nev-
er have to make for another individual, especially 

my husband. But I knew the heavenly Father was walking 
beside me as doors opened and medical circumstances 
glared at me in a blinding storm. 
after a five-year diagnosis of alzheimer’s and a three-year 
diagnosis of bone marrow cancer, my husband of twenty-five 
years began his final journey toward home. With physical 
weakness, sundowning, and hallucinations entering the pic-
ture of his reality, it was time for me to consider other care 
options than being in our home. I looked at a cross I was to 
bear and soon realized that not all decisions on this earth are 
easy. Instead, they often carry a heavy, gut-wrenching burden 
that only Christ Himself could help me carry.
During his seventh hospital stay in three years, I heard his 
primary care physician and nearly a dozen other people say, 
“Jan, it’s time.” as difficult as those words were to hear, I 
knew they were right. Because of their concern and advice, 
I started searching for a facility. How painful that was! My 
final decision became obvious as God Himself opened the 
doors for the location and the room in which my husband 
was to spend his last few months. His reaction and even his 
thinking process were beautiful as he acknowledged that I 
was doing the right thing. God was again confirming that 
the timing was right and proper, although difficult, for our 
family and friends. 
The next six months proved even more painful at times. as 
with any alzheimer’s patient, my husband vacillated between 
reality and another world. Never knowing which “Duane” I 
would find when I visited, I prepared for whatever came my 
way. Some days, we carried on a normal conversation. Other 
days, he imagined unfounded and unreal things. 
But those days were never without a love from above that 
helped me walk through this valley of the shadow of death 
for both of us. There were even days when I experienced 
grief beyond measure as I saw his mind and body slow-
ing dying. yet in the midst of this journey, even with his 
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hallucinations, there were times that revealed the powerful minis-
try of God that had been a part of his life for over fifty-five years. 
astounding prayers poured out of his mouth at the most unusual 
times. He occasionally visualized that he was teaching a Bible class 
and projected amazing spiritual knowledge. even his neighbors in 
the hall and the nurses at the facility shared with me that he would 
sing and pray during the night. 
as Hospice entered the picture, they acknowledged that, for the 
Christian, the spiritual never leaves, and this was truly evident 
with him. On May 30, 2013, his life was restored to heavenly 
perfection as the Father took him to be permanently placed in 
Christ. I whispered my final words to him just before he breathed 
his last: “Duane, Jesus is waiting for you and so are others.” as his 
body lay lifeless, I knew his soul was very much alive and resting 
in the loving arms of Jesus. What a victory! What a celebration in 
heaven for another saint had entered his rest!
But where did that leave me? How was I going to remember 
these days, and when would I recover? While these memories are 
still as fresh in my mind today as if it were yesterday, I am heal-
ing. The cross I had to bear and the power of Christ’s cross are 
now a dynamic part of my life. I realize with more significance 
that the crosses I bear, though intense and difficult, only serve to 
draw me into a deeper understanding of Christ’s sacrifice for me 
and of His Father’s goal to make me more like His Son.
Since then, my precious Jesus has guided me into a new location 
and new ministries. Fresh adventures are beginning in the midst 
of my grief. The peace that passes understanding, the joy that can 
only come from Him, and the strength to move forward are with 
me one day at a time. I have become more and more aware of 
the depth of the Savior’s love as I walk each pathway with Him. 
I desire to live for Him more fully than ever before and know 
that wherever He takes me, He also leads, guides, and encamps 
around me. I cannot even begin to describe the overwhelming 
love that wells up in me, even when my grief is the greatest. 
I know that now, as never before, He continues to strengthen me 
with all power through His Spirit in my inner being so that Christ 
may dwell in my heart through faith. as I begin to understand that 
power, I pray that I may continue to grasp how wide and long and 
high and deep is the love of Christ and to know this love that surpasses 
knowledge (ephesians 3:16-19a).

and so my journey on earth continues. I know the road ahead 
will likely have more bumps, valleys, and mountains. But His 
grace will be sufficient for all that He allows to enter my life for 
the strengthening of my faith. I could not ask for more, for my 
greatest desire is to know the power of His cross more fully and 
to embrace His resurrection victory more earnestly.
Prayer: Dear Jesus, may I now be filled to the measure of all the 
fullness of God for you can do immeasurably more than all I ask 
or imagine. (ephesians 3:19–20) Oh, the depth of your love! My 
cross was easier because you carried it for me. you walked there 
before me, guided the way for me in the process, and now continue 
to pave the future paths for me as well. But the cross was only the 
beginning for I also possess your resurrection power as a result. It 
is the power to acknowledge my weakness, the power to cry with 
anguish and yet experience your comfort, and the power to know 
Satan could not win. While his goal was to entice me to give up 
on you, I could shake my fist at him and say, “Satan, get out of my 
sight. I am determined to trust Jesus, no matter the circumstances 
because of the faith given to me by His Spirit.” That victory was 
mine even when the cross was the heaviest. Because of you, I can 
face every tomorrow in and with your strength, wisdom, and guid-
ance. For that I thank you. amen and amen.
I keep asking that the God of our Lord Jesus Christ, the glorious Father, 
may give you the Spirit of wisdom and revelation, so that you may 
know him better. I pray that the eyes of your heart may be enlightened in 
order that you may know the hope to which he has called you, the riches 
of his glorious inheritance in his holy people, and his incomparably great 
power for us who believe. That power is the same as the mighty strength 
he exerted when he raised Christ from the dead and seated him at his 
right hand in the heavenly realms (ephesians 1:17–20).
What awesome power — the same power that raised Christ from 
the dead is mine! What incredible victory — the victory through 
Christ who gave His very life for me is mine! What amazing love 
— a deep, abiding love beyond comprehension is mine, one day 
at a time, one event at a time! How awesome is that! Q
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A loving family gathers to celebrate Duane Brunette’s 80th Birthday (March 2012)
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