
The Gift of Hope – Amy’s story  

I arrived at work on Feb 2 of 2021 and pulled a scripture verse from a jar that a friend 

had made for me.  It was a birthday present that I’d received the previous fall and it was 

a mason jar with brightly colored strips of construction paper, each with a single line of 

scripture.  I stuck my hand in the jar, like I did every day and randomly pulled one out.  It 

was Psalm 145:18 which read: 

The LORD is near to all who call on him, all who call on him in truth. 

It was later that same morning that my sister, Amy, called to tell me her doctor had 

confirmed her stage 4 pancreatic cancer which had metastasized to her liver.  

Yes, I see your nods, I hear your groans, acknowledging and understanding the depths 

of such news.  It wasn’t good.  With that initial phone call, telling me of her diagnosis, 

my sister and I cried together and I promised I would continue to be there for her 3 

children, ages 29, 26 and 24.  I would never replace their mother but I would step up 

and fill the void as best I could.   

I thought back to the verse which I read just a few hours earlier and knew that God's 

providence put that verse in my hands that day for a reason.  I was beginning a journey 

that would require me to press into the Lord, to lean very near and to seek Him in truth 

in the days ahead. 

My sister responded well to treatments and was blessed to have another 20 months of 

life with her family.  She retired from her job as City Manager of a Detroit suburb and 

traveled extensively as her weakened condition would allow.  She did not sit back and 

wallow in self-pity or mourn her demise.  Her attitude was positive and she fought back 

hard.  At the time of her diagnosis, my sister was not a believer.  She and I and my two 

brothers grew up in the same Christian household, with the same Christian parents, that 

took us to the same Christian church every week.  For reasons I can’t explain, all 3 of 

my siblings walked away from the Lord as they became adults; I was the only one to 

become a Christ follower.   

We hear these words in the book of Esther  - And who knows but that you have come to 

your royal position for such a time as this?”  I didn’t fully see it or understand it at the time, but 

God was shaping me, filling me, and essentially calling me into a role that would lead 

my sister down a Godly path.   

Once the shock of the news began to settle in, I began to feel God nudging me to talk to 

my sister about her salvation.  I had recently read Romans 15:13 which says:  May the 

God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in believing, so that you may abound in hope 

by the power of the Holy Spirit.  My sister did not yet believe but she desperately 



needed hope in her life.  She was hoping to live, hoping to have a miraculous recovery. 

Her daughter was scheduled to be married in May of 2022 and my sister HOPED she 

would live to see the day and share in the blessed event.   

I was hoping she would come to know the joy of her salvation. And I believe God was 

raising me up to help her find that hope. 

The “Jesus conversation” had come up in the past, long before she got sick, and my 

sister, who can be strong willed and stubborn, made it clear she didn’t believe in Jesus 

and didn’t have time for Jesus.  Once she was diagnosed, we would face time every two 

weeks, she lives in MI and I’m here in WI, and so we stayed connected.   

She knew I was a lay minister and Christ follower so told her I would be praying for her 

and would ask others to pray for her as well.  She was receptive to this and welcomed 

the prayers.  I could see God beginning to soften her heart.  A few months after the 

diagnosis, I asked her about her faith, and her desire to know Jesus Christ.  Again, I 

was rebuffed.  She wasn’t interested in hearing about Jesus.  This only made me pray 

harder, and engage even more prayer warriors to stand in the gap for her. 

About a year after the diagnosis, she told me she’d gone to see a medium.  The 

medium told her that “good people go to heaven” and since my sister was a good 

person, she now believed she’d go to heaven.  (Oh Lord, give me strength.)  I might 

have seen this as a curve ball but I chose to see it as a door opener – again opening up 

the conversation about Jesus.  I explained that Jesus was the only medium that would 

enable her to receive salvation and it had to do with committing her life to Christ.  Was 

she ready to do this?  The answer was no.  This only ramped up my prayers and I 

continued to engage my prayer warriors to pray for God to overcome the work of Satan 

in her life.  Satan knew true salvation was near and he was ramping up his game.  I 

wasn’t about to give up.  Prayers were answered as my sister lived long enough to 

attend her daughter’s wedding, and not just attend, but participate in it, as both my 

sister and her husband walked their daughter down the aisle.   

Not all prayers were answered the way we would have hoped.  Treatments for the 

cancer only worked so well and by July of 2022, her doctor very professionally and 

compassionately explained there were no more treatment options.  It was time to go 

home and call hospice.  This information came out in what my sister titled “The Dreaded 

Email”.  We all knew this day would come, and yet we all took it very hard.  My window 

of opportunity to bring my sister to Christ was starting to close. 

I knew the time had come for the hard questions, and the hard discussions.  I had 

begun to sense the calling that God had given me; I was called to provide a sense of 

presence, calm, direction, hope and guidance for my sister, her husband and 3 children.  



The cancer battle would end soon and the path of “life without Amy” or “life without my 

mom” would begin anew for all of us, and it was not going to be easy.   

At this time, I began to understand the work of God in me, what a friend affectionately 

called my God Source.  Her words were encouraging to me when she said:  “I am so 

happy you are taking the time to aid and comfort your sister.  It’s hard and many people 

can’t do it or won’t.  They don’t know what to say but your God source will guide you 

and you’ll say and do all the right things.  Looking back you’ll feel at peace.”  At that 

time, I had no idea how true those words would become. 

I had scheduled a visit to see my sister in person in July, shortly after the news of The 

Dreaded Email.  In the warm summer sunlight of her back patio with just the two of us 

present, I began asking hard questions:  did she want to begin planning her funeral, or 

write her own obituary?  Did she want to write letters to her children or grandchildren 

she would never meet? Did she have questions about heaven? 

The heaven question began the “Jesus conversation” again.  My mother and sister had 

had a challenging relationship for many years once my sister was an adult.  For a period 

of about a year, they were estranged and never spoke to each other or saw each other, 

even though they lived in close geographical proximity to one another.  Although they 

overcame their estrangement, I can’t say they were terribly close.  When I asked my 

sister about heaven, she said she was scared that our mom would be mad at her or 

unhappy to see her.  I explained how mom was a Christ follower and I knew she was in 

heaven.  I talked about Revelation 21:4: ‘He will wipe every tear from their eyes. There 

will be no more death’ or mourning or crying or pain, for the old order of things has 

passed away.” I assured her that all those received in heaven would find glory, joy, love 

and healing.  And she could receive this promise if she was willing to accept Jesus as 

Lord and Savior, and was she ready to accept? 

SHE SAID YES!  I cannot begin to describe my elation, my relief, my joy!  We prayed 

together and she cried as she confessed all past sins to Jesus.  We prayed Romans 

10:9:  If you declare with your mouth, “Jesus is Lord,” and believe in your heart that God 

raised him from the dead, you will be saved.  I was reminded of the parable of the lost 

sheep in the gospel of Luke, where the shepherd finds the one sheep that has 

wandered off and rejoices when it is found. Jesus says in this parable, “I tell you that in 

the same way there will be more rejoicing in heaven over one sinner who repents than 

over 99 righteous persons who do not need to repent. “  Amen, Amen, Amen.  Another 

soul saved for Christ.   

From there we talked about discipleship, and leading a life worthy of being a Christ 
follower.  She didn’t have much time left to do that, but that was OK. I told her the story 
of the day Jesus was crucified.  Jesus hung on the cross along with two criminals, one 



on either side.  One of thieves, shortly before his death said:  “Jesus, remember me 
when you come into your kingdom. ]”43 Jesus answered him, “Truly I tell you, today you 
will be with me in paradise.” 

I thought of our conversation as “accepting the invitation”.  To invite is to welcome, 
encourage, to bring on, to provoke.  An invitation has a giver and a receiver.  In this 
case, the giver is Jesus Christ.  The invitation to know Christ in our hearts is different for 
each of us.  For some, Christ has always been there; for others, it’s a long, hard fought 
battle.  The invitation may come quietly and discreetly or it may come large and 
looming.  Christ desires to know each of us, and we are invited to be in relationship with 
Him.  Just like an invitation to a wedding or a party, one must choose to accept.  Only 
you can choose for yourself to claim Jesus as Lord and Savior.  My sister chose to save 
her soul that day, to receive that invitation of eternal life from Jesus, and I was blessed 
to be witness to it.  To God be all the glory. 

A few weeks after this visit, I was in a face time call with my sister when she told me she 
wanted to go back to the medium that she’d met with a year earlier.  She had made an 
appointment to see this woman one day in Aug.  She wanted to see her again because 
the medium told her that she (my sister) could choose her own date of death.  My sister 
was beginning to think that didn’t sound right and wanted to question the medium.  
Hallelujah!  The power of the Holy Spirit was beginning to create awareness of false 
teachings in my sister.  Then, about a week before the appointment was to take place, 
the medium notified my sister that a family emergency was going to take her to Florida 
for an extended stay and she didn’t expect to return until early Dec. My sister was not 
likely to be alive in early December. Thus the appointment had to be cancelled.   

Cue up 1 John 4:4:  You, dear children, are from God and have overcome them, 
because the one who is in you is greater than the one who is in the world.  This 
powerful message reminds us that Jesus, who lives in every believer, is more powerful 
than the enemy who is in the world. I told my sister that this appointment being 
cancelled was divine intervention by God, reassuring her that He was all she needed; 
that He was the only One who would help her cross over, or connect, to the spiritual 
world. 

Then the waiting began – waiting for the day my sister would be called Home, to reunite 
with my mom and other family and revel in the glory of Jesus.  Waiting can be hard 
especially in times of a difficult situation.  If you have ever waited for an overdue baby to 
be born, or waited for a devastating hurricane to hit land, or waited for the next air strike 
in a war torn country, you know the difficulty of waiting.  Add to that list, waiting and 
watching, as a loved one ages and deteriorates before your very eyes, another victim of 
the savages of cancer.   

I remembered the verse that I began with in Psalm 145 – the need to draw near to the 
Lord in times of trouble.  I drew near to the Lord and sought comfort in His word, His 
love letters to His beloved children.  1 Peter 5:6-7 says: Humble yourselves, therefore, 



under God’s mighty hand, that he may lift you up in due time. 7 Cast all your anxiety on 
him because he cares for you.  

 Anxiety, suffering, feeling afraid, sadness – all these emotions filled those of us who so 
dearly loved my sister.  In the final weeks of her life, I would need to draw VERY near, 
and to place my trust and hope in the unfailing love of Jesus Christ.  I knew that God 
understood suffering, that God so loved the world He gave his one and only Son, to 
suffer and die on a cross.  God knew the pain of losing a beloved family member. 

Hospice visits began to increase as my sister weakened.  The family was given a 
booklet that describes what “the end” may look like, possible behaviors and physical 
changes in the patient.  One of those chapters talked about the patient having “one foot 
in the earthly world and one foot in the spiritual world”.  What we know about both of 
these worlds from the Bible: 

Genesis 1:1 – In the beginning, God created the universe (or the heavens and the 
earth). 

Psalm 33:6 – By the word of the Lord, the heavens were made, their starry host by the 
breath of his mouth. 

Romans 1:20 – For ever since the world was created, people have seen the earth and 

sky. Through everything God made, they can clearly see his invisible qualities—his 

eternal power and divine nature.  

Crossing over to the spiritual life is like a birthing process.  Family gathered around my 
sister’s hospital bed, which had been set up in her home.  We held her hands, stroked 
her hair and talked to her, reassuring her it was OK to go on her new journey.  Between 
her failing organ system and a regimen of morphine, she was conscious but unable to 
speak or eat.  We knew the end was very near.   

Despite her completely depleted state of energy, she repeatedly lifted her shoulders and 
arms and then dropped them back on the bed a few hours before her death.  We were 
reassured she was seeing the spiritual world and reaching for those who would be 
greeting her.  What an amazing sight, to know the glory of heaven and the Lord was 
within her view.  Keep reaching my dear sister, keep reaching, I prayed.  In a very 
peaceful moment, her breathing stopped and she was finally at rest.  

I took comfort in Revelation 21:4 which says He will wipe every tear from their eyes. 

There will be no more death’ or mourning or crying or pain, for the old order of things 

has passed away.” 

Grief is an impairment; it stops you short, wears you down and muddles your mind.  
Grief overtakes moments, situations and days.  Grieving is a process and one in which 
we must lean into the Lord, press in hard and regularly. Following my sister’s death, I 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Revelation%2021%3A4&version=NIV


continued to immerse myself in God’s word and prayed faithfully, thanking Him for 
making His presence known in the room on the day my sister died.    

My first thoughts in the grieving process were how I lost my sister – I lost a thing that 
belonged to me.  Something of MINE was taken, as if she was MINE to begin with. 

Over time, God began to reveal to me that she wasn’t MINE to lose.  We’ve all heard 
that saying that “time heals all wounds”.  And in this time, we can receive insight and 
understanding by turning to God, in which we receive His grace to embrace, express 
and release our grief, in order to be strengthened and in order to be healed. 

Amy was created in the image of God and a perfect child of His.  It was God who 
decided that the world needed this beautiful human named Amy Louise and chose the 
date of her birth into this earthly world.  It was the Holy Spirit who changed her heart 
and gave her a clear understanding that she needed a Savior.   

Amy was placed on this earth to bring great joy to many and fill many roles in her family 
and her career.  She was a gift from God and a blessing to those who knew her.  As I 
began to understand this, my focus began to shift on not what I had LOST but what I 
had GAINED having my sister in my life; and truly the best gift was what I gained in the 
knowledge that she found her forever home with Jesus. 

God has so much more to give, so much more hopefulness for those that call upon Him 

and lean into Him.  I recently heard “hope” described as “a calming expectation that 

God has something in store for us that we cannot imagine or understand.” (repeat)   My 

7 year old grandson cannot understand the mind of his 63 year old grandma who has 

experienced more life than he; my healthy mind cannot understand the final thoughts  of 

my sister who was depleted by cancer.  And in the Bible, Isaiah 55:9 reminds us:  “As the 

heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways and my thoughts 

higher than your thoughts.  There are some things we simply cannot understand this side of 

eternity. 

On the day my sister died, my daily devotional was Psalm 16:8 - I keep my eyes always 

on the LORD.  With him at my right hand, I will not be shaken.  It can only be divine 

intervention that the journey began and ended with a Psalm that spoke beautifully into 

the situation that breathed the life and hope of Jesus Christ into the lives of those who 

love Him. 

The joy of salvation is the message of hope; the promise of eternal life in heaven with 

the One who created the universe and all that is in it.  There is much work yet to do – 

my sister’s spouse and 3 children are unbelievers.  In the same way that God did an 

amazing work in my sister’s life, I pray that He does an amazing work in the lives of her 

family.  My role is to keep my eyes on Jesus, keeping Him on the throne, readying 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Isaiah%2055%3A9&version=NIV


myself for the work He has prepared for me to do.  In closing, I encourage you with the 

words that the Apostle Paul used, to encourage the Thessalonian people: 

 
1 Thessalonians 2:13 - 13 And we also thank God continually because, when you 
received the word of God, which you heard from us, you accepted it not as a human 
word, but as it actually is, the word of God, which is indeed at work in you who believe. 
 Amen and Amen. 


