
n the spring of 2012, some unexplained belly pains 
led to a visit to the hospital emergency room and the 
unexpected news that I had Stage 3B colon cancer. In 
past crises, I had always made good recovery. Recit-
ing my favorite verse: I can do all things through Christ 
who strengthens me (Philippians 4:13 NKJV), I knew 
that I would, with God’s help, recover from this, 
despite the information that 3B sometimes migrates.
After a week in the hospital, surgery was done fol-
lowing Memorial Day. With the reinforcement of 
Holy Communion delivered by my pastor before 
surgery, I knew, whatever the outcome, all would be 
as it should. And all went well. 

Because of a rather bad heart, treatments were limited to oral 
chemo, which left me at times weakened to the extent of need-
ing help moving around in my wheelchair. (Don’t feel sorry for 
me; I always have a seat.) The only residual effect of the medica-
tion has been some loss of sensitivity in my fingertips — not bad 
when I hear of other more unhappy results.
I was clear of cancer in my colon some six months later, thanks 
in no small part to the care of a wonderful medical staff, includ-
ing a good Christian surgeon whose hands, I believe, are assisted 
by something beyond mere training. 
During the year that followed, there was only one small-but-per-
sistent concern: the CEA (a blood marker for cancer) continued 
to rise, though almost imperceptibly. At the end of 2013, another 
scan was done. By now these were so routine that I told my son 

and his wife that it was unnecessary for them to take time from 
work to be with me for this oncology appointment. When the 
nurse practitioner came into the room, armed with a box of tissues 
and a very sober face, I knew — and didn’t want her to speak. 
When she did, I felt a great fist had slammed into my chest. 
Those six months of chemo in 2012, with the usual side effects, 
had indeed cleared my colon but not the cancer that was now 
taking root in other areas.
I left the doctor’s office with tears clouding my vision. I wonder 
now how I drove to church to ask the pastor for direction. 
I needed help, and in God I would find it. 
My pastor talked with me and offered practical suggestions. 
I managed to stop burbling long enough to thank him and 
find my way home. There I was able to review the past two 
years and realized the same decision I had made in the early 
stages of cancer would see me through this as well. 
In reciting the Lord’s Prayer, we tend to chant it, separating “Thy 
will be done” from “on earth as it is in heaven.”  Throughout the 
past eighteen months, I had come to realize that worrying was 
a most unproductive waste of time, and especially now.  All the 
worrying in the world would not change the will of God. 
It was up to me to be compliant when it came to doctors’ orders, 
but God would make the ultimate decisions, and not one bit of 
worry on my part would help. However, prayer would — espe-
cially prayer that God would grant me grace to accept His will 
with calm, even joy. God’s grace is sufficient, giving me strength to 
live in Christ, one day at a time, and allowing me an opportunity 
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Our son’s entry into the military was like an emotional 
replay of my husband’s deployment. My emotions ran 
the gambit between pride, lonely emptiness, and worry. 
The emotional parallel was nearly identical, though I felt 
the need to go and rescue my son.
Our son and his wife came home to visit prior to his 
first deployment. My heart broke for our daughter-in-
law, as I knew the fear she would face and the loneliness 
she would endure. Our pastor held a sending prayer 
service, and it was hard to keep my composure. My little 
boy — the one whose pregnancy was so difficult that 
he nearly didn’t survive — was going off to war. Once 
again, I had to place my son’s life in God’s hands. 
While both my husband and son were in harm’s way, 
I became involved in a prayer shawl ministry. Every 
moment they were on my mind, so I would lift them 
in prayer. I also had to seek God’s strength to keep me 
strong for the rest of our children as well as our daugh-
ter-in-law. Some days were harder than others. By the 
grace of God, they both came home healthy and whole. 
And, by His grace, I survived the deployments, becom-
ing stronger in faith and more faithful in prayer.
I am so very proud that both my husband and son serve 
our nation. I am humbled by, and thankful for, those 
who have made the same decision and for those who 
will do the same in the future. I thank and pray for the 
spouses, parents, and families who support their service 
member’s decision, as I know how difficult it is to be 
back home, trying to keep it all together.
No matter what the future holds, we know with faith and 
prayer that we will survive the miles between us, wherever 
they may be called to serve.
My favorite verse is Jeremiah 29:11: 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.” Q

Lynne is a wife, mother and "me-ma," living and worshipping in 
metro Detroit, Michigan. She is a freelance writer and blogger 
who, when not hunched over the computer writing, likes to 
spend time with family and friends. She is also an avid reader 
and enjoys bike riding, knitting, and baking.

to share faith with my children in ways 
that are not ordinarily available to us.
The following week, my son and his 
wife accompanied me to the oncolo-
gist’s office. Treatment might grant 
me three months beyond life without 
treatment. I opted to forgo further 
treatment and to continue with life as 
though it will go on. (After all, anyone 
could die of anything at any time.)  
Although I have received the medical 
opinion, only God knows the actual 
timing. (In recognition of the limits of 
life, my children will be glad to know 
I’ve been clearing out the basement 
storage area.) 
The most recent scan shows that the 
cancer, like a raindrop, has landed on 
my liver and lung and spattered little 
droplets in each area. I have been given 
the gift of time to arrange my funeral, 
to enjoy more frequent visits from the 
family, to share the grandchildren’s 
pleasure in receiving family mementos 
from the past. I have time to consider 
what my future will be after I die, and 
to me that is restful because I am sure 
it will be a timeless time of blissful 
peace in the presence of our Lord. 
In the meantime, having been given the 
gift of life, I intend to go on enjoying 
life. There is happiness each morning 
in preparing for the day with morning 
prayers and reading vignettes from the 
life of our Savior or instructions from 
the letters of Paul. I see the palliative 
care doctor on a regular basis and call 
when I need help to cope with the 
discomforts of cancer. 
I still cry from time to time, sometimes, 
thinking of the pain I must have caused 
Christ because of my sins of omission 
and commission, and sometimes for 
no real reason. My family will help 
with care when it is needed so I may 
remain in my home. With the help 
of Hospice, the wisdom of God the 
Father who knows what’s best, faith 
in redemption through Christ, and 
the comforting of the Holy Spirit, 
I shall, in peace, die there. Q

Mary thanks God for her congregation, 
Hope Lutheran Church, Swanee, Kansas, a 
body of faith that has given her far more 
than she could ever give in return.

I Am Dying from page 3

 lu t h e r a n  W o ma n’ s  q ua r t e r ly  13


