
O ver 30 years ago, when I first became 
a military spouse, I would have never 
imagined that I would send my hus-

band off to war. Twice.
It would have been even harder to imagine I 
would also see our son off on two combat mis-
sions. In the last round of deployments, their 
tours overlapped, and both were overseas at the 
same time for a few months.
The first 20 years of our marriage saw a fairly 
peaceful time for our country. After being on 
active duty for a few years, my husband left the 
Army for civilian life. After the events of 
September 11, 2001, with a lot of discussion and 
prayer, my husband joined again as a Reservist, 
and we were once again a military family.
His first wartime deployment was extremely 
difficult, and I leaned heavily on my family, 
friends, and church family. Mothering four chil-
dren alone was difficult, especially since telecom-
munications were not as advanced as they are 
today. Prior to his tour, our pastors held a prayer 
send-off during service. It was very emotional 
and humbling to have the pastors, fellow veter-
ans, and our family members lay hands on us and 
pray. A prayer cloth was torn in half. One stayed 
on the altar, and the other was with my husband 
at all times. To this day, he talks about the com-
fort that cloth brought him. 

It hadn’t been quite a year since my husband’s 
return from Iraq when our son joined the mili-
tary. Over the Labor Day weekend, while many 
parents were packing up their kids and sending 
them off to college, we watched our oldest son 
scrutinize his very short list and place his few 
authorized belongings into a nondescript duffle 
bag. No microwaves or futons going with him. 
He was off to u.S. Air Force Basic Military 
Training (BMT).
Our son left with one bag — no computer, no 
cell phone, no texting, no instant messaging or 
calling. We didn’t get to talk to him until he had 
the opportunity to call us for about two minutes 
— enough time for me to scratch out his address 
and say, “I love you; be careful,” before he hung 
up. The mail service was slow. I found the lack of 
communication to be unnerving — as unnerving 
as it was while my husband was gone.
As the weeks of our son’s training continued, I 
found myself wondering what was more diffi-
cult — being a military wife or being a military 
mom. The first few days of our son’s departure, 
I was in tears. When I went two days without 
crying, I felt I had made progress. There were 
days I would hear his favorite song and smile; 
other days that song would reduce me to tears. 
I’d see his truck parked outside and think, “He’s 
home,” only to realize a split-second later that, 
no, he really wasn’t.
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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
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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.
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