
A WORD FROM THE AUTHOR

Please stop here first, 
before you enter into the pages of this book!

Did you know that a pansy is also called a Heart's Ease? 

My purpose for writing this book was to do just that~put your 
heart at ease by finding peace through the Hope that Jesus offers 
us. But I have to warn you, do not mistake ease for easy. This is 

not an easy read. For most, it will be emotional and challenging. 
Because of the subject matter, this story needs the bold 

Truth of Jesus Christ to be presented here.

You may have picked this book up, or been given this book, because
your heart is broken. The Truth is, Jesus can help you. But you first
have to come to Him, and put your trust in Him. Jesus came to this

world over 2,000 years ago to bind up the brokenhearted, and to offer
us His Saving Grace. He will also be coming back again one day to
take us Home to Heaven. We don't know if that will be in 10, 20, or
30 years, or 10, 20, or 30 minutes. But if Jesus should return, even

before you finish reading this book, I pray you will be ready to meet
Him. If you're not sure if you are, and would like to be, you might

consider reading the last pages of this book first. Haven't you always
wanted to do that? Well, here's your chance. I'm encouraging you to.
Please turn to page 248 right now. Go ahead and read the Epilogue

before you read the Introduction. It's
your opportunity to meet Jesus, if you
haven't as yet—honestly, it's the only
way this book will make any sense.

I pray that no matter what you are
going through, you will find some

help and comfort within these pages. 

Living in Jesus' saving grace,

xi

Heart's Ease



INTRODUCTION

For if you already have something, you don’t need to hope for it. 
But if we look forward to something we don’t have yet, 

we must wait patiently and confidently.
Romans 8:24b-25 (NLT)

It’s three o’clock in the morning, and I am wide-awake. This is not 
normal for me. I am a good sleeper, loving my 8-9 hours of sleep each 
night. But tonight, I am here writing. Is it God who woke me in the 
middle of the night? Perhaps. He’s been working on an idea in my heart 
and mind for a new book to write. It’s a book that started 12 years ago 
when our 16 year old son was in the final stages of Leukemia. This is a 
book that describes the “Me” back then, and the happenings 
surrounding what it is like to not only help your child through cancer, 
but also help him to go Home to Heaven after five and one half years of 
battling it. This book will also contain “Myself” now—the person who 
has lived through the most devastating event a parent has to face, and 
has found some of the answers to questions I asked myself along the 
way. Not only asked myself, but also asked “The Great I AM.” I have told
people, by the time you understand chemotherapy, you are usually 
either healed on this earth or healed in Heaven. But the information 
gathered during that journey can help another just starting theirs. It 
seems the same with the grief journey. We enter into it not knowing so 
many things, and needing the help of someone who has gone ahead to 
show us the way through. It seems that is what I have been called to 
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It Started in the Dark

write, starting officially at three o’clock this morning, July 23, 2013.

Half of this book has already been written before I have even gotten 
started. It will be taken from the writings that I have done over the past 
12 years. I will include portions of those blog messages that went out to 
family and friends describing each step, each emotion, and each 
question along the way. I wrote to not only share the journey, but to 
heal through the journey, and to process all the crazy mixed up and 
even sometimes lucid thoughts a Mom goes through when seeing the 
ending of the life of her child on this earth, and the beginning of living a 
life without her child each day. I knew of no other way to cope but 
through prayer, God’s Word, and writing my way through such difficult 
years of pain and missing our son. My husband and I also found that by 
my writing, and his reading, we moved through grief at about the same 
rate of healing. What I would write, would also help him understand 
what he was feeling, which was very similar, and once “voiced,” it could 
be dealt with and moved through.

“The only way out is through.” A wise man once told me that early on in 
my grief. He, too, was missing a precious son on this earth. But I didn’t 
really know what those words fully meant when he said them to me. I 
only began to understand them as I moved through grief myself, 
knowing just one thing for sure; I DIDN’T want to get STUCK in it! By it, I 
mean the darkness, the pain, the unanswered questions that haunted 
me along the way. The mind can be the devil’s playground if every 
thought is not taken captive to Christ. That took practice, because there 
are so many tortuous thoughts in all that has happened that aren’t 
easily dismissed. They run through a grieving brain thousands of times, 
wondering, and questioning, and agonizing over every little detail that 
could have been done differently, things that should have been said, 
things that have been and will be missed. The list is endless, and the 
thoughts are endless. Most of those thoughts worked their way out of 
my head and into my prayers, and out through my fingers on a keyboard
through the years—if not for anyone else to read, then for my own 
sanity. And it worked. I’m here today, this day, at three thirty in the 
morning now to say, “I’m still here. And my heart has stopped hurting. 
And I have found that life is good again. And it really does get better!” 
That’s what this book will be about; how God can take us from A to Y on
this journey of grief. God does have a plan, and it does work! Why only 
“Y”? Because Z, to me, is being reunited in Heaven with all those who 
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Introduction

believe that Jesus Christ is our Lord and Savior. That, we are still waiting 
on.

Do I still miss Phil every day? You bet I do! Our whole family does; and 
we talk about him and share him with our six grandchildren as much as 
we share about anyone else in our family. He is still a part of our family, 
he has just moved on ahead to a wondrous place. We talk about seeing 
him again, just like any relative that has gone on a glorious trip. The only
difference is he won’t be coming back to us, but we will be going to him 
because of the saving grace of Jesus Christ. (2 Samuel 12:23b)

Because of this tremendous trial, I have learned to have a confident 
hope in God’s promises. It is a gift that comes because of the process 
talked about in Romans 5:3-5 (NLT). We can rejoice, too, when we run 
into problems and trials, for we know that they help us develop 
endurance. And endurance develops strength of character, and 
character strengthens our confident hope of salvation.  And this hope 
will not lead to disappointment. For we know how dearly God loves us, 
because he has given us the Holy Spirit to fill our hearts with his love.

I have learned to endure. It has built in me a new strength of character, 
which brings about a confident hope of our salvation. I wasn’t always 
this confident. I didn’t always understand endurance. And my character 
had some darker shades of gray. But God and the last twelve years have
changed my heart, my mind, and my relationship with our Father in 
Heaven. How does a person go from questioning to knowing, from 
doubting to believing, from hurting to healing? That is what we will 
explore here together as I intertwine the agony grief brings, with God’s 
glorious, healing ways that can come with time and prayer through the 
years.

I will be taking what was written by “Me,” a grieving Mom, and answer 
with what I “Myself” have learned through the years from “The Great I 
AM” by using His Word and every other tool He has given us along the 
way. I’m not saying I have all the answers, but I have some experience 
under my belt that may be useful to help another travel their own 
journey through grief and beyond.

Thank You Lord, for waking me in the dark hours of the night to begin 
this new writing project. Thank You for planting this idea through my 
new found friend, Jenn. In writing to her in her grief after saying good-
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It Started in the Dark

bye to her precious little girl, it seems the archives of pain intertwined 
with present day healing may be a useful tool for someone else along 
the way. I don’t know what plans You have for this project, I only know I
need to be faithful to do what You are calling me to do. You have taught
me that obedience brings great joy.

So let’s begin with the story containing Me, Myself, and The Great I AM!
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CHAPTER ONE

Me

A Smile From Heaven...
(Written in the wee hours of the morning after Philip left us at 
10:19 P.M. on Wednesday, November 14, 2001)

Thursday, 15 Nov 2001

A smile from Heaven shines down on us tonight. Our dear sweet, 
Philip has gone Home. Words to express how we’re feeling…are 
there any? We were with him, and now we're not. He is happier 
now than we can imagine, but our hearts are broken. We must get 
up in the morning and face the day. Yet his days are never ending, 
Phil is at rest. He so longed for that, today especially. God's 
timing is perfect in all things. We can't even absorb the reality of 
it. That will come, and with it more tears than we can imagine. But
through the tears, we will remember our wonderful son. What a 
gift he was and is to us. We will cling to the memories, rejoice in 
his life, thank God for each day, and keep following our Savior 
until the day He leads us Home where good-byes are not even 
spoken.
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It Started in the Dark

Phil liked this verse, so we are sharing it with you.

Philippians 1:18-23(NIV)
Yes, and I will continue to rejoice, for I know that through your 
prayers and the help given by the Spirit of Jesus Christ, what has 
happened to me will turn out for my deliverance. I eagerly expect 
and hope that I will in no way be ashamed, but will have sufficient 
courage so that now as always Christ will be exalted in my body, 
whether by life or by death. For to me, to live is Christ and to die 
is gain. If I am to go on living in the body, this will mean fruitful 
labor for me. Yet what shall I choose? I do not know. I am torn 
between the two: I desire to depart and be with Christ, which is 
better by far...

Thank you so much for all your love, prayers, and support. We 
can't tell you how much we appreciate all of you in helping us 
through this time, and the days ahead.

Love, The Shores

Myself

We must get up in the morning and face the day. 

And face the day… It is morning now. I did go back to sleep when 
I finished the beginning of this book. I didn’t know if I could sleep,
but I prayed, “Help me God. I need to go to sleep.” And sleep I 
did. 

Upon waking this morning, I thought about my three o’clock in the
morning writing, and I asked God, “Why did You have me get up 
in the middle of the night to start writing?” It seemed He gently 
whispered back to me, “It started in the dark.” Oh, that seems 
appropriate. Not only in the actual dark night of November 14, 
2001, but with darkness in my soul too. “And rejoicing comes in 
the morning. Right Lord.” So here we go!

Each day now, 12 years later, I start my day “in the light,” with the
Word of God, my coffee, and a banana. There is hardly a day that I
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A Smile From Heaven...

don’t open up my now well-worn Bible and seek God’s wisdom 
and a closer relationship with Him. Where did that habit come 
from? It came from grief, from needing God so badly that I could 
barely breathe, and from finding out through the years that the air I
breathe does come directly from God. The Hope in my heart, on 
this day, has come from Him. The peace about where Phil is, has 
come from Heaven above. And I am grateful.

I wake each day now with a thankful heart. I wake knowing that 
God will get me through this day, one more day of living without 
Phil. Each day brings me one day closer to seeing him again. I also
wake knowing it won’t be painful like it once was. Oh, there will 
be times, very few and far between now, when some tears will fill 
my eyes, and that’s okay. I know God doesn’t have a problem with
tears, because He knows how to wipe them away if we will let 
Him.

Words to express what we’re feeling…are there any? 

There have been too many to count through the years. Being the 
writing type, my words have been collected onto pages; hundreds 
and thousands of pages. They are there to refer back to. I had no 
idea how valuable those pages would be, not only to me, but to 
share with others. God knew. He even had my friend, Lilia, stop by
on Phil's last day on earth. She gave me a book. When I started 
reading it weeks later, I was astounded. It wasn't a book on grief. It
was a book about a writer. God seemed to be saying the life I once 
had with Phil was ending, but a new life of writing was beginning. 
Only God knew that was Phil's last day on earth. Only God knew I 
would be here today writing. Even now, I marvel at how God puts 
the pieces of our lives together. 

We can’t absorb the reality of it yet.

In the beginning, I wrote of things I had no idea about, let alone 
how they would turn out. There is so much I want to tell you about 
this journey, but I am holding back, starting slow, just like grief is. 
It is a very slow, very long, and yet, it can be a very purposeful 
journey if we so choose. God says He sets before us life and death, 
and to choose life. There were days when I so wanted to choose 
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It Started in the Dark

life, but some days when the reality set in, death seemed much 
more welcome. 

For to me, to live is Christ and to die is gain. If I am to go on 
living in the body, this will mean fruitful labor for me. Yet what 
shall I choose? I do not know! I am torn between the two: I desire 
to depart and be with Christ, which is better by far... 
Philippians 1:21-23 (NIV)

Phil felt that too, the pain of living, and the relief dying could hold 
for him. We all do, I believe, at certain times in our lives. But we 
must go on, because God has a purpose for all of our pain, even if 
we can’t see it at the moment. Phil now looks back from his 
Heavenly Home, from a Heavenly perspective. I can only imagine 
what that must be like, to see things so clearly, without the fog of 
the enemy that surrounds us here on earth. To know the full Truth 
without the lies always milling about trying to deceive our hurting 
hearts. Grief, if gone through with Jesus, and looked back on, can 
give us a glimpse of a Heavenly perspective. Grief can take our 
eyes off of this world and set them on the next. That is a gift grief 
can give us, if we will allow it to.
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A Smile From Heaven...

Gift #1 – A glimpse of a Heavenly Perspective that eases the 
burdens of this earth.

Where is your perspective on this day in your own pain?

Where would you like your perspective to be?

Record today’s date and other notes you’d like to make:

The Great

I AM

Yes, and I will continue to rejoice, for I know that
through your prayers and the help given by the
Spirit of Jesus Christ, what has happened to me

will turn out for my deliverance.
Philippians 1:18-19 (NIV)
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