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It has been a privilege to gather together, from among my friends 
and acquaintances, fifteen people who are prepared to share 
their experience of God’s faithfulness to His promise never to 
leave them nor forsake them. Each has gone through adversity, 
and all have found God true to His word. I wish to thank them.

Irene Howat
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Jesus took the blind man of Bethsaida by the hand and led him 
out of the town (Mark 8:22-26). He led him out of the village, 
away from his friends, away from the familiar sounds and smells. 
He led him into territory that was unknown and frightening 
to the blind man. Each step made him more dependent on this 
stranger. Only the firm but gentle hold that Jesus had on him 
kept him going. 

Sometimes in the midst of perplexing situations – in sorrow, 
in bereavement, in fear, in anxiety, in depression – Jesus leads 
His people into the unknown where they are alone with Him; 
where their very solitude in the midst of pain, anguish of heart 
and tears blows the lid off their Christianity; when their eyes are 
opened to see Jesus as they have never seen Him before.

There are times when we may be surrounded by family and 
friends and yet be alone, so alone, in the darkness of the turmoil 
of our breaking heart. The widow knows it when the mourners 

FOREWORD
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have gone home; the sick person knows it on the night before 
the operation; the parent knows it on the night of a phone call 
which tells of a loved one lost in a far-off foreign land. But just as 
the artist uses dark shades to complete the picture, so the Lord 
in His providence uses the shadows of life to show us more of 
the divine picture of Jesus reaching out His mighty hand to sin-
ful man. It is in the darkness that we hear His voice most clearly: 
‘Lo, I am with you alway’ (Matt.28:20, AV).

It is in the shadows that we evaluate things correctly and jet-
tison useless baggage. The learning process must go on – there 
is much shaping to be done – Heaven’s chisel has much to chip 
away to make us fit for glory. In one of George MacDonald’s 
books we read of a woman, struck by a sudden sorrow, bitterly 
exclaiming, ‘I wish I had never been made.’ ‘My dear,’ said her 
friend, ‘you are not made – you are being made and this is part 
of the Lord’s process.’

‘I walked a mile with Pleasure 
She chattered all the way,
But left me none the wiser
for all she had to say.
I walked a mile with Sorrow
And ne’er a word said she.
But Oh the things I learned from her
when sorrow walked with me.’

In this book Irene Howat has gathered together, in her usual sen-
sitive way, twelve honest, moving experiences of ordinary men 
and women who have walked in the shadows of life and have felt 
the reassuring hand of the Man from Galilee.

I thoroughly recommend this book as it deals with realities.

Kenny MacDonald
January, 1998
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INTRODUCTION

A decade ago I was browsing in the bookstore of the seminary 
where I was teaching. On the used book shelves I spied a copy 
of Irene Howat’s Finding God in the Darkness. I bought and read 
it. Not long afterwards I was back in a pastorate. I kept refer-
ring to the testimonies in this book; I thought how helpful they 
would prove to any number of our members; and in a flush 
of uncharacteristic generosity I decided to purchase a number 
of copies to give out as ‘free-bees’ in our congregation. Only 
to find it was out of print. In such a case one can only tell the 
publishers how highly you regard such a book and urge them 
to reprint it. Which may explain why I was asked to write this 
brief essay.

So I have to ask myself, Why my strange attraction to this lit-
tle book? What is it about Mrs Howat’s collection of testimonies 
that makes it so beneficial to Christians who read them? Why 
does this tiny tome pack such value for the church?

Finding God in the Darkness.indd   11Finding God in the Darkness.indd   11 26/09/2011   11:26:5726/09/2011   11:26:57



F!"#!"$ G%# !" &'( D)*+"(,,12

First, these testimonials lay open a secret fear Christians have. They 
are very much like Ruth 1:1-5 in that respect. That is a scary text. 
It speaks of one famine, two marriages, three funerals, ten years 
– all in five verses. And seems to tell the reader right at the start: 
‘Life can be like that. It only takes five verses for your whole world 
to cave in.’ One paragraph can turn life on its head. Being consti-
tutionally a chicken, I don’t relish facing such scenarios. Yet I need 
to remember that there is no reason such multiple distress should 
not come to me. Mrs Howat’s work assists the Scriptures in bring-
ing to the surface our hidden fears in all their variety. We have 
no guarantees of immunity regarding our children, our marriages, 
our health, our minds, or our work.

The proverbial ‘can of worms’ may prove an apt, if unsani-
tary, analogy. Allegedly, one is not to open such a can because 
‘Who knows what it may contain?’ But there’s another angle on 
that: sometimes it’s useful to open the can and let the worms 
crawl around on the table. Sometimes it can be helpful to know 
what the ‘worms’ are actually like instead of allowing them to be 
shut away in mystery, un-faced and unaddressed. 

Secondly, this book underscores that adversity and darkness con-
stitute the ordinary ‘stuff’ of the Christian life. We sing Charlotte 
Elliott’s fine hymn (which was not written as an evangelistic tool 
but to reflect a Christian’s struggle for assurance):

Just as I am, though tossed about
with many a conflict, many a doubt,
fightings and fears, within, without,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

Yet it is easy for us to forget that this describes the Christian life. 
There is a Peanuts cartoon strip in which Charlie Brown asks 

Linus what he would like to be when he grows up. Linus’ response? 
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‘Outrageously happy!’ The ‘prosperity gospel’ so much in vogue 
today proclaims that Linus’ dictum captures the way believing 
life should be. Three words in Hebrews 11:35 give the lie to that: 
‘others were tortured.’ The context in Hebrews 11 speaks of the 
victories, successes, deliverance, and feats of power enjoyed by 
those in times past who walked by faith. But in the middle of 
verse 35 with ‘others were tortured’ a whole different gamut 
of believers’ experiences appear in the list: mockery, flogging, 
stoning, being sawn in two, with animal skins for clothing and 
dens and caves for home. These latter experiences were not due 
to some sort of defective faith. The writer clearly says that the 
whole raft of these believers (including those wading through 
brutality and destitution) were ‘commended for their faith’ 
(v. 39, AV). 

The stories Irene Howat collects give full scope to this ‘other 
side’ of believing experience, that Christians, like their Lord, so 
often ‘walk in darkness with no glimmer of light’ (Isa. 50:10). 
In fact, the trial may not be relieved this side of glory. Witness 
Katie Morrison telling us that it did not look as though her story 
would have a ‘happy ever after’ ending. Somehow it is helpful 
and mentally consoling to know that afflictions and distresses are 
not intruders that place questions marks after our faith but the 
very stuff of the Christian life that authenticates our faith. 

Third, a number of these accounts alert us to the need for atten-
tive care within the church. How we learn to prize those brothers 
and sisters who stand by our side in the dark. But it is sad to read 
Kay Reid’s segment about being ‘alone within a fellowship.’ After 
the shattering and then ongoing infidelities of her husband and 
his walking away from her and the family, with the subsequent 
(and almost relieving) divorce, she found she had become a sort 
of leper within the church. Couples no longer invited her into 
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their homes; others were embarrassed to be around her, most 
likely because they didn’t know what to say. And, as she says, 
‘Worst of all, no one touched me—no hugs, no reassuring pats, 
no arms around the shoulder.’ So this little primer may sensitize 
us to seeing through the eyes of the sufferer. Not that we need an 
excess of finesse or skill – simply inviting such persons over for 
lunch after church shows we want to include them, that they are 
part of us and cared about. We needn’t feel compelled to solve 
their quandaries or relieve their heartaches—but they will be 
heartened that we simply recognize those distresses or think of 
them as they are facing them. 

Again, this collection is especially valuable because the sketches 
come from recent, non-celebrity representatives of God’s persevering 
people. By ‘non-celebrity’ I mean believers whose names are 
not household words. I recognized the names of two of the 
contributors. My living west of ‘the pond’ may explain that. 
Obviously, readers in the UK may well recognize (or personally 
know) more of the contributors. My point is that these are 
not some breed of star-studded super-Christians but are – as 
we sometimes say in the American south – ‘folks’; in this case, 
fellow believers who stand on the same ground as we and yet 
have by grace plodded through the thick of trouble. 

Sometimes the encouragement is not as convincing when the 
testimony comes from one of our ‘canonized’ Christians. One might 
appeal to the way Spurgeon endured a particular trial, but then 
we may raise the quiet objection that well, yes, but Spurgeon was 
Spurgeon (or Calvin was Calvin, or M’Cheyne was M’Cheyne) and 
naturally one expects him to excel in this perseverance business. The 
appeal to the Christian ‘all-star’ can be counter-productive.

I well remember how one of my seminary professors unknow-
ingly made this error. Since he is now deceased I may refer to him 
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by name – Dr Gleason Archer. I recall a chapel address Dr Archer 
was giving. Isaiah 58 was his text. He was making an application 
about not ‘doing your own pleasure’ on the Sabbath and urged us 
as seminarians not to study for seminary classes on the Lord’s Day. 
I agreed with the point he was making; but when he tried to mar-
shal support for it, he shot himself in the foot. For he recollected 
some of his seminary and graduate school days, said that he had 
never studied on Sundays, and then added the non-clincher: ‘And 
I never had any trouble!’ What Dr Archer couldn’t hear were the 
silent rejoinders surging through most mortal students’ minds: 
‘Of course, you didn’t have any trouble! You know x-number of 
languages and have superfluous gobs of brains oozing out of your 
ears!’ His own abilities and achievements were so far above us that 
they negated the encouragement he intended to give. 

That is not the case with Mrs Howat’s friends. One feels 
they would be perfectly at ease having tea at one’s kitchen table. 
I have been careful not to call them ‘ordinary,’ primarily because 
I do not think God has any ordinary people. (One finds most all 
of them, after one gets to know them a bit, to be remarkable in 
some way or other).

Then too, the testimonials here are of relatively recent 
vintage. Perhaps mostly from the 1980s or 1990s. I myself like 
history for recreational reading, and that frequently supplies me 
with sermon illustrations. Where there lurks another danger. 
If I’m not careful I can, by the bulk of my illustrations, subtly 
give people the impression that God’s sustaining grace primarily 
operated in the ‘killing times’ of the Covenanters or with Andrew 
Bonar in the nineteenth century. But these stories help redress 
that possible imbalance. Here are folks in our own ‘time zone,’ 
as it were, and the Lord has made them able to stand in the midst 
of their ‘crud.’ Grace is also a current affair. 
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Finally, I think there is a kind of ‘undertow’ one feels when 
reading through this book; one feels caught by a quiet assurance 
that all we’ve heard about God’s strong grace is true. I have sometimes 
felt the same effect when I have been making a pastoral call. 
Here is a man or woman telling me of a trouble they were in or 
a dilemma they had faced (sometimes severe, sometimes rela-
tively minor) and rehearsing how the Lord – perhaps by simply 
some small token of assurance – had made them able to stay on 
their feet and keep on clinging to him. I don’t think these people 
were conscious of the fact that they were bearing testimony as 
they disclosed these things. But that’s what they were doing. And 
my inner response was: Grace must be real after all. ‘[He] will 
sustain you to the end’ (1 Cor. 1:8, ESV) is no smokescreen. And 
the stories here help us to go on believing it, for they tell of wob-
bly people who went on standing or of some who dropped into 
the pit and yet found that God’s grace had built a floor in the pit. 
There is more ‘glue’ in grace than we have imagined. 

There’s an obvious grammatical shift that takes place in 
Psalm 23, though it may be that our familiarity with the text 
keeps us from noting it. In verses 1-3 David always speaks of 
Yahweh his shepherd in the third person (he…he…he…) as he 
describes the Shepherd’s ordinary care; but when he comes to 
the valley of the shadow of death (or, ‘valley of deep darkness’) in 
verse 4, he speaks in the second person—‘you are with me; your 
rod…your staff….’ In the darkness he no longer speaks about the 
Shepherd but to him. It’s as if in the darkness the Shepherd seems 
nearer. And that, I think, is the testimony of this little book. 

Dale Ralph Davis 
6 August 2011
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PAT CARDY
Pat Cardy and her husband, Andrew, live in Northern Ireland. 
They are parents and grandparents. Pat and Andrew are used 
to ‘the Troubles’ there, but they went through a troubled time 
such as most of us cannot begin to imagine. In 1981, when their 
daughter Jennifer was nine years old, she left home to cycle 
to a friend’s house to play. Jennifer never came back. A week 
after her disappearance her body was found. Jennifer had been 
murdered. The person responsible has never been found. Pat 
discovered that God’s grace is sufficient for every need – even 
for the facing of her daughter’s murder. 

ELIZABETH AND DONALD MACKAY
Elizabeth and Donald live in Edinburgh. They have three grown-
up children. After a lifetime spent making herself available to 
help and support other people, over the course of just a few years 

CONTRIBUTORS
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Elizabeth became the one needing help. And Donald, who began 
his retirement by going back to studying, now finds himself as 
her full-time carer. In 1990 Elizabeth was diagnosed as suffering 
from degeneration of the cerebellum. She is now confined to 
a wheelchair; her sight, hearing, touch and ability to move have 
all been adversely affected. Their story is one of great weakness, 
and even greater strength. 

JOHN MEIKLEJOHN
John is a retired prison governor. He and his wife, Irene, are 
happily settled in rural Scotland, with a garden that occupies 
much of their time. Living in one house for long is something 
of a novelty for them as John’s job involved many moves. Such 
mobility makes for problems, some of which he shares with us. 
As a prison officer John met many and varied situations, from 
requests for both prayer meetings and pantomimes, to assisting 
in arranging some final visits for one of the last men to be 
executed in Scotland. John’s account of life in the Prison Service 
is both challenging and heart-warming. 

KAY REID
Kay and her husband had four children and fostered others. As 
far as she was concerned, hers was the ideal marriage. Sadly, 
Kay’s husband betrayed the sanctity of their marriage, leaving 
to live with another woman. The children were teenagers at the 
time. Kay had to cope with their shock, anger and hurt, while 
trying to survive her own. Faced with what seemed an impos-
sible task, she set about providing for her family and bringing 
them up in the faith. Life is still a struggle, but Kay has had the 
immense pleasure of seeing God work forgiveness in the lives of 
her children despite all that life threw at them. 
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KENNETH STEVEN
Kenneth is a young Scottish writer of undoubted ability. The 
hundreds of poems and several books he has had published bear 
witness to this. But making a living is not easy. Ken’s Christian 
integrity refuses to allow him to compete with other writers on 
their terms. He writes of what is human and wholesome and 
true, refusing to conform to the nihilistic writing which is the 
norm for his generation today. This does not make him popu-
lar with either publishers or other writers. But there is a desire 
for wholesome writing, as Kenneth discovered when a national 
newspaper printed an article of his on the subject. 

LENA COWIE
Lena and her husband, Alex, live and work in Glasgow. Alex is 
engaged in Christian ministry there. All of their children are spe-
cial, but Lena’s account is of their son David, who is thirteen 
years old. David has some remarkable gifts. He has a zany sense 
of humour and a memory which never forgets a name or a face. 
However, David also has cerebral palsy, and is quadriplegic as 
a result. Lena describes her son’s struggle from his earliest days 
to the present time. David cannot walk but he can get around. 
He has watched the birds fly off Orcadian cliffs and fed cows on 
a croft in Migdale. He’s quite a boy. 

RACHEL AND KATE
Rachel and Kate are sisters. When they were aged just three and 
five, their father left home. They are adults now and look back 
over the years seeing how their parents’ separation, and eventual 
divorce, affected them. Having found the loss of their father to 
be akin to bereavement, the sisters, while still young, had to face 
their mother’s illness and death. The break-up of their parents’ 
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marriage left scars. But, far from indulging in self-pity, Rachel 
and Kate have grown into caring and compassionate women, 
who hope the sharing of their experience will help readers better 
understand children who have lost a parent for whatever reason. 

VERNON HIGHAM
Vernon and his wife, Morwen, live in Cardiff and are parents 
and grandparents. Vernon is pastor of Heath Evangelical Church 
and is a well-known preacher on both sides of the Atlantic. Over 
twenty years ago, sudden serious ill health struck and it looked 
for a time as if Vernon’s ministry was over and his life short. For 
fifteen years his life centred round coping with status asthmaticus. 
Preaching was a challenge, and holidays a nightmare. Despite 
Vernon’s restrictions God has greatly blessed his ministry in 
Cardiff. After a particularly bad time, God graciously removed 
Vernon’s affliction. Now he and Morwen are enjoying their 
‘bonus years’. 

ESMÉ DUNCAN
Esmé lives in Aberdeenshire. For much of her life she has seen 
singleness as an asset. It allowed her to give up a career in 
teaching and become a Scripture Union staff worker, with all 
the travelling that involved. Esmé’s father had died when she 
was a student, and it was when her mother died that singleness 
became a problem. Being alone suddenly meant being 
lonely. It is with great honesty that Esmé takes us through 
her experiences: sharing the down times, the long climb up, 
and her eventual restoration to a point where, once again, 
singleness brings positive contentment. We also meet Mungo, 
her canine companion. 
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JONATHAN LAMB
Jonathan, who was brought up in London, now lives with his 
wife, Margaret, and their three daughters in Oxford. He serves 
as regional secretary for Europe and the former USSR for the 
International Fellowship of Evangelical Students. Currently he 
is also chairman of the Keswick Convention. Jonathan suffered 
from polio as a child and has been left with a degree of restriction 
in his mobility. While his walking is limited, Jonathan’s flying 
is not! His job involves travelling for about twenty weeks of 
each year. He has written several books. Jonathan shares some 
challenging thoughts on coping with problems. 

KATIE MORRISON
Katie, who died soon after completing her contribution to 
this book, was English but adopted Scotland as her own. After 
studying at Bible college she worked in a drug and alcohol 
rehabilitation centre. It was there Katie met the man she 
married. They had problems right from the start. Her husband, 
who was a recovering alcoholic, committed a serious offence 
and was imprisoned for life. Katie retrained, then worked as 
a probation officer, cared for her elderly and disabled mother, 
and regularly travelled hundreds of miles to visit her husband. 
She died following surgery for a heart condition that had dogged 
her life. 

JENNY AND ALASTAIR BROWN
Jenny and Alastair are living in Kintore in Aberdeenshire – 
for the second time. When they first stayed there Alastair was 
a draughtsman. God then called him into the ministry and, after 
studying in Aberdeen, he moved with his wife and two sons, 
Andrew and Colin, to Ballater where he became minister of 
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Glenmuick Church. Just sixteen months after his ordination 
Alastair developed ME (myalgic encephalomyelitis). Three and 
a half years later, when still in his forties, he resigned from the 
ministry because of ill health. Jenny became the breadwinner, 
and Alastair uses his very limited energy in looking after their 
home.
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It has been said that out of all our days there are fewer than fifty 
of which we have any clear remembrance; indeed, for most of us, 
perhaps half that number – our first day at school, a frightening 
awakening from a dreadful nightmare, the first time we met 
our life’s partner, the death of a loved one, our graduation, our 
wedding day, a new job, a special holiday, the birth of our children 
– not many. Amidst these, some funny, some frightening, some 
sad and some very happy – all of which can be summoned up 
speedily and vividly – is one which needs no recollection for me. 
This one stands alone.

The 12th August 1981 was one of those laid-back, nothing-
urgent days of school holiday. It should have been like the one 
before and, in all probability, the one to come – nice. Mark was 
thirteen, at secondary school, and more often than not arranged 
to cycle to his friend John’s house to spend the afternoon there 
with his friends. That day there were more plans made. Jennifer 

PAT CARDY

1
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was to cycle to her friend’s house to play. Louise lived just over 
a mile away. I was content to let her do this. After all, hadn’t she 
shown me how ably she could ride her bike along the road? It 
was a quiet country road with little traffic. Philip, only six, was 
looking forward to a trip to the swimming pool with John and 
his mum, Alma, my neighbour.

A FEELING OF FOREBODING
Why could I not get rid of the cold, clammy feeling of depression 
that seemed to envelop me? My husband, Andrew, had sensed this 
too. In Ulster we were in the middle of ‘The Troubles’. No-one 
knew who would ‘get it’ next – soldiers, UDR men, policemen, 
recently some businessmen, and always the public. Only the week 
before, Andrew, in partnership in his own business, had assured 
me that if anything happened to him he had provided adequate 
insurance for us all. I put such frightening thoughts away quickly.

So it happened that I was left that afternoon with the newest 
member of our family. Victoria was just eight months old, having 
been brought home from hospital two days before Christmas. 
That was a wonderful Christmas with four children, one of them 
newborn. My thoughts went heavenward as they had done so 
often. ‘Thank you, dear Father, for this child. I don’t understand 
it, but I love you for what you’ve done.’ God had given Victoria 
to us in rather exceptional circumstances – fifteen months after 
I was sterilized! Even that had been taken out of our hands. ‘As 
for God, his way is perfect’ (2 Sam. 22:31, AV). I looked at that 
little one often and wondered why God in His sovereignty had 
given her in such a way. Today as I look back, why should this 
surprise me? Had he not proved Himself able for me at every 
turn since I was converted? Now I know in larger measure what 
everlasting love really means. God loves us today and, because 
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He loves us equally tomorrow, He deals with each of our days to 
provide for the need of our tomorrows.

I was only twenty-one years old, married with a baby son, 
when the Lord lovingly and grandly stepped in through the door 
I had opened in my heart, coming with these words that were 
to mean so much to me over the years, ‘Behold, I stand at the 
door and knock: if any man hear my voice, and open the door, 
I will come in to him, and will sup with him, and he with me’ 
(Rev. 3:20, AV). God showed me on the one hand, His majesty 
and glory, and on the other His immense love in not only dying 
for me, but making a solemn promise to commit Himself to me 
through thick and thin, and to share all with me and I with Him. 
‘I will sup with him, and he with me.’

THE NIGHTMARE BEGINS
That afternoon saw our peaceful, happy world collapse. When 
Jennifer did not come home at her usual time of 4:30 p.m., I had 
an uncanny sense that something was wrong. When Andrew 
came home I waited impatiently as he had his dinner and fixed 
a puncture on my car. ‘Och, Pat, she’s enjoyed her day and has 
likely stayed for tea,’ he reassured me. But I knew she would have 
let me know. Leaving Andrew with the children, I soon found out 
she had never reached her friend’s house, nor had anyone seen her. 
I tried to blanket the rising fear and panic with the realistic thought 
that she must be somewhere. We would soon find her. It was now 
6:30 p.m. ... where could she be? Andrew and Wesley, our friend 
and neighbour, searched the district. Sitting outside under a tree 
in the garden holding Victoria, I could voice no prayer. To put my 
desperate fears into audible words was to acknowledge, somehow, 
a nightmare that surely wasn’t happening. But it was happening. 
And I did pray – choked, unmemorable prayers.
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Jennifer, a happy and sensible nine-year-old, was a delight to 
have around. She was a very loving child; full of fun and, with 
an admirably positive nature, she soon dispelled any gloom she 
came in contact with! She was born a year and a half after we lost 
a stillborn son. I well remember, in answer to prayer for her safe 
arrival, the Lord giving me this precious verse, ‘he hath blessed 
thy children within thee’ (Ps. 147:13, AV). For so she proved 
to be, both blessed and a blessing. Saved when only six years 
old, I learned afterwards that she had gone to school saying, ‘I’m 
saved and I’m going to heaven.’ She loved to hear about heaven 
and kept a quiet time with her Lord until that very morning 
before she left.

Police were called and it soon became evident there was little 
more we could do. Just before midnight her bicycle was found 
half a mile from our house. It had been put over a hedge into 
a field. Andrew and I could only fall into each other’s arms and 
cry.

It was then that I became aware of a strength that was not 
mine, that God in heaven was still my God, and that He was still 
sovereign, even then. This ‘unnatural’ peace was to override my 
benumbed emotions as I sought to shelter in Him, not only for 
myself and my young family, but especially for my husband who 
was still unsaved.

DARKNESS WITHOUT AND WITHIN
That first night we did not sleep at all, and the second very fit-
fully and from sheer exhaustion. The next night saw me awake, 
alone, in the dark hours. The house was dark and outside even 
darker as I stood at our kitchen window in tears. I looked at 
the tree-lined horizon, desperately seeking God who had never 
once let me down. But this was a God I didn’t know any more! 
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‘O God, why don’t you tell us where she is? You are the only one 
who can help.’ That night I think I feared for my sanity. Was she 
never to be found? Was she alive or dead? And where was God? 
Had He left me too?

As I am diabetic, the doctor called the following day and, 
because of the trauma of the previous night, he left me sleeping 
tablets. That night, after another anxious and heartbreaking 
day with no affirmative reports from any of the search parties, 
I took myself to bed with my tablets. What did the future hold? 
Perhaps this was the beginning of dependence on these! Each 
day I was drawing strength from Daily Light, a little book of 
selected Bible verses, learning to trust God because He was 
God. ‘Surely God is my salvation; I will trust and not be afraid’ 
(Isa. 12:2). I looked at the tablets and felt an indignation that led 
me to seek God and His help alone. Some minutes later there 
stole into my heart the words of a psalm. ‘It is vain for you to 
rise up early, to sit up late, to eat the bread of sorrows, for so 
he giveth his beloved sleep’ (Ps. 127:2, AV). As I thought upon 
these words, and the love of my Heavenly Father, I claimed 
them for myself and slept peacefully, not only that night but 
every following one until this day. Isn’t it just like God to put 
His finger on the point of our need and teach us to trust Him 
when trusting is the hardest thing to do! He was showing me 
the reality of what I already knew. ‘He lifted me out of the slimy 
pit, out of the mud and mire; he set my feet on a rock and gave 
me a firm place to stand’ (Ps. 40:2).

Every night since Jennifer had disappeared, a short epilogue 
service had been held in our house for all who gathered to sup-
port us and for those who had joined the search parties that day. 
These meant a lot to both Andrew and me.
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‘WE ONLY HAD THE LEND OF HER’
The following Tuesday, after having been missing for a week, 
Jennifer’s body was found by two anglers. She had been murdered 
– strangled and drowned in a dam thirteen miles from our home. 
Words fail me to describe, even after all these years, the full 
horror of those awful moments when I knew all hope was gone. 
My recollection of that afternoon is vague now, and for that I’m 
thankful. That night in bed Andrew said these words, ‘Pat, she’s 
gone. We only had the lend of her.’ How we had loved her.

The next few days were fraught. Andrew had to identify the 
body, a post-mortem was undertaken, and funeral preparations 
set in motion. But I feared the funeral itself. This would be the 
first I would see her brought home since the day Jennifer left so 
happily. The funeral was to be held in the garden of our home, 
in the warmth of an August afternoon. Having many relations, 
friends, neighbours, and strangers too, to comfort and help 
meant so much to us. My greatest fear, however, was setting my 
eyes on the reality of death – her coffin. Upon advice, and at our 
own request, the coffin was sealed. I think everything within us 
recoils at such a time. Death was never meant to be. Even Jesus 
‘was deeply moved in spirit and troubled’, and wept in the pres-
ence of death (John 11:33). 

MY FEARFULNESS ... GOD’S FAITHFULNESS
That morning, full of many comings and goings, I secluded myself 
in our bathroom. That was, I had found, the safest place to pray 
without interruption. ‘Dear Father,’ I prayed, ‘I just know you will 
uphold me as only you can do, but now I need you as I’ve never 
needed you before. I’m frightened.’ I heard no audible voice, but 
just as clearly came these words, ‘Go and look in your Bible. Look 
at where you had last read.’ Up until then I could not read my 
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Bible, being unable to concentrate. I obtained all I needed from 
Daily Light. Slipping upstairs I read these wonderful words: ‘For 
our light affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for us 
a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory; while we look 
not at the things which are seen, but at the things which are not 
seen: for the things which are seen are temporal; but the things 
which are not seen are eternal’ (2 Cor. 4:17-18, AV). 

This seared and sealed itself to my heart as only the Word of 
God can do. I was not to set my mind on what I could see, but 
on what I could not see. Although I knew that Jennifer was in 
heaven, the Lord gave me insight into eternal issues. They are the 
reality, not what we see with our eyes. During that dreaded time 
I knew Jennifer was just as she had always been: loving, caring, 
innocent, happy, and in the Lord’s delightful presence. I was also 
aware of angels which surround our entry to heaven and which, 
though unseen, are always our companions. I felt the nearness 
of heaven and, for that, I thanked my loving Father. I thanked 
Him too for the fortitude and bearing up of Andrew and our two 
young boys.

Why does God call our afflictions, i.e. our sorrows, cares, 
sadnesses and worries, light things? They are anything but light 
to us, for we feel their weight crushing down upon us. God 
our Father weighs them out as grams compared to eternity’s 
load of blessings and ‘eternal glory that far outweighs them all’ 
(2 Cor. 4:17). Amazingly, each of these afflictions works for us, 
as we keep our eyes fixed ahead as Jesus did: ‘who for the joy set 
before him endured the cross’ (Heb. 12:2).

JESUS DRAWS NEAR
But the following day I saw none of this. Finding myself alone, 
I busied myself tidying up. It didn’t work. I tried not to give in to 
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tears as I saw and lifted all that had belonged to Jennifer. Finally, 
in the bathroom, with her own personal items, the awful final-
ity of death hit me. Once the tears started there was no holding 
back the violent, suffocating sobs. I would never see her again. 
I wished that I, too, could die.

There are no situations in which God is unable to comfort. 
His title, ‘The God of all comfort’ (2 Cor. 1:3), is a worthy one. 
Through my tears I called on His name for help ... but with 
the thought that even God could not help me now. ‘Dear Father, 
please help me. I know you will not bring her back. Let me die 
too so that I can go to her.’ There followed another stream of 
bitter tears as I picked up Daily Light. I could read nothing. My 
tears were unwipable as well as unstoppable. Twice I tried to 
read ... but I could not. The third time I read these words more 
clearly, ‘And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes; and 
there shall be no more death, neither sorrow nor crying ... for 
the former things are passed away’ (Rev. 21:4, AV). The whole 
page was on this theme, ending with ‘The things which are not 
seen are eternal’ (2 Cor. 4:18, AV). As I thought upon these won-
derful words, even though eternity seemed so far away, I was 
conscious of the presence of the Lord Jesus, so intimate, so near, 
as one who wept with me. I was learning how our Saviour is 
touched with all our weaknesses, and therefore is wonderfully 
able to comfort and strengthen. ‘In all their distress he too was 
distressed’ (Isa. 63:9).

Mark and Philip were soon back at school. Philip started 
a new school, one to which Jennifer was also due to go. Andrew 
was back at work. No-one had any heart in anything. We still 
had many visitors, and how grateful we were for every one of 
them. After a few weeks the time came for something we both 
dreaded. Andrew was to come home after the children had 
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gone to school, and we would begin to sort out all of Jennifer’s 
things. We had decided to give most of them to a local children’s 
home. I came back that morning wondering how I could do it 
– it seemed like giving her away. As I waited for Andrew, I took 
myself to prayer – to the bathroom again. As on so many other 
occasions, I wept as I prayed, feeling that I could part with 
nothing. We had already discussed this, Andrew and I, wanting 
no shrines, those never-to-be-forgotten places and never-to-be-
touched things of happier times. Jennifer was with the Lord; the 
trouble was I wanted her here with me.

A LESSON IN LOVE
As I tried to pray I was arrested with a clear question: ‘Pat, do you 
love me?’ Like Peter of old I quickly affirmed the Lord of my love to 
Him. Then I realized just how weak my love really was, for although 
the Lord had Jennifer I didn’t want to let her go. As I began thinking 
about this, into my heart came the words: ‘For God so loved the 
world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth 
in him should not perish, but have everlasting life’ (John 3:16, AV). 
I had avowed my love to God. Now He showed me what love was 
all about. His love to me, the greatness of which can never be known 
nor adequately portrayed, moved His own heart to give His beloved 
Son for me. And didn’t this mean leaving glory to come into a sin-
darkened world to die on a cruel cross? ... For me? For the first time 
I saw something of what it must have cost Him to send His dear Son, 
His only Son, for sinners like me. How much easier, then, to give my 
daughter back from a place such as this into the hands and immediate 
presence of the One who had so loved us. The tears flowed, but for 
a very different reason.

To block God out at such times and undertake a DIY job 
of heart mending just doesn’t work. We are neither skilled nor 
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qualified for the job. God is. ‘The Spirit of the Sovereign Lord 
is on me... He has sent me to bind up the broken-hearted... 
to comfort all who mourn, and provide for those who grieve 
in Zion’ (Isa. 61:1-3). It is His work. Why then did I begin to 
think that His help would not always be available? Surely God 
would not want to help me in these wonderful ways all the time? 
Perhaps I should try to stand on my own two feet. Such was my 
thinking some time later. And so it was, on one particular occa-
sion, when I thought I could ‘go it alone’ my world fell in! But 
I determined to see it through. I can be obstinate; perhaps proud 
would be more truthful. I did get through, but in a slimy, muddy 
kind of way. There was certainly nothing in it for which to praise 
God.

COMFORTING AND COMFORTED 
One evening some time later, when Philip was having a shower, 
I wondered why he was taking so long. Calling to him to open 
the door, I found him in such a sorrowful state. On trying to 
comfort him, he would have none of it, telling me that it was 
not tears but only the water from the shower running down his 
face and that he was fine! Philip will never know how grieved 
I felt, and how my heart went out to him. No, I could not bring 
Jennifer back, but I could comfort him. I could not make the 
world a better place, but I could share in his sorrow – and how 
I longed to. Every mother knows that when her child is hurt she 
feels the hurt more intensely. Mothers are like that.

Soon after that incident I read these words: ‘Jacob tore his 
clothes, put on sackcloth and mourned for his son many days. 
All his sons and daughters came to comfort him, but he refused 
to be comforted’ (Gen. 37:34-35). God had given me an object 
lesson – never refuse His comfort! I learned then that God is 
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intensely moved by all that touches us, and that He yearns with 
a loving Father’s heart to succour and uphold us, being grieved 
when we shun His comfort with our unbelief. We ought never 
to be like Jacob, refusing to be comforted. I found this wonder-
ful truth a strength on many future occasions. The lovely fact is 
that Jesus ministers to our need, whatever our need might be. 
There have been many ‘if onlys’, which grief and tragedy always 
bring, but God has lovingly smoothed and smothered each one 
with new realizations of His Lordship in every area of our lives. 
Throughout all these years, and to this very day, He has sustained 
us, often in very difficult times.

At the time of writing, no-one has been charged or convicted 
of Jennifer’s murder. But we know God has not forgotten us. 
Whether He does this or not is totally in His control and in His 
own time. And what of bitterness? Has that reared its callous 
head with all its blame and recrimination against God? I can only 
say very humbly that it has not. The love of my Father God has 
both overwhelmed me and upheld me, and I have needed no 
explanation from Him whose ways and will are perfect. Andrew 
rejoices as well, for he too is now saved, and committed to the 
Lord. We are also the proud grandparents of two lovely grand-
children.

One thing is sure – heaven lies ahead, the answers will be 
apparent, and a great reunion enjoyed.
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