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to my family— 

For those I get to kiss every day,  
 for those I don’t get to see as much as I’d like,  
 and for those I won’t hug again until  
 I am called home. You make my heart happy. 
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Foreword

Heidi Floyd tells some pretty remark-
able stories. Stories of hope, inspiration, and life. 
Then again, Heidi’s own story is pretty remarkable.

When I first met her, Heidi’s husband, Stuart, 
was a seminary student. She had just gone to the 
doctor and received the good news that she was preg-
nant. Shortly thereafter, she received news that was 
not so good. Heidi had been diagnosed with cancer, 
and her prospects looked grim. The doctor advised 
her that she had a tough road ahead of her. The che-
motherapy was sure to make her weak. For the sake 
of her health, the doctor advised her to have an abor-
tion. If she had done so, who could have blamed her? 
Her life was on the line. She was already a wife and a 
mother of three daughters. She had responsibilities. 
Perhaps, another child later, but not now. But, no, 
that’s not the way Heidi thinks. She understood that 
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every life is precious, not just her own. The child in 
her womb was a gift from God. The Lord gives, and 
the Lord takes away. Ultimately, our lives belong not 
to ourselves, but to the God who created us and to 
His Son who has redeemed us. So, against all odds, 
and putting her faith in Christ, she forged ahead. 
Knowing the love of Christ and thinking about his 
sacrifice on the cross, how could she ever forsake 
that little child whom God had given her? Thanks be 
to God, Heidi recovered, and her child lived to see 
his mother’s face. Heidi and Stuart named that boy 
Noah. How appropriate! For when we think of Noah, 
we are reminded that our God is a God of hope, life, 
and resurrection. Through all of life’s storms, our 
Lord has promised to be with us always and to bring 
us, finally, from this veil of tears into life eternal. 
And that life is a gift to us even now. 

Indeed, that is what you will find in this little 
treasure of a book. Little stories of life, abundant 
life. Heidi has surely borne her share of suffering, 
but in that suffering she has found joy, and it is 
that joy that she shares with others. And, it is not 
simply that Heidi has stared death in the face, 
but she knows what it means to live because she 
knows the one who alone is the Lord of Life. She 
well recognizes that life is not always a bowl of 
cherries. Since she gave birth to Noah, she’s faced 
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other challenges, including more trips to the  
doctors and surgeons. 

This is not a book for those who want to 
smile and pretend that everything is okay. This is 
not a book for those who would like to think that 
the Christian life is smooth sailing. No, it’s a com-
pilation of little vignettes that help us think about 
our problems in a different way. It’s sweet, but not 
syrupy. Heidi understands the human frailties and 
sinful shortcomings shared by us all. Her stories 
remind us that at times we are all too quick to judge, 
but then, with grace, she applies that maxim also to 
herself. She notices how easy it is for all of us to take 
for granted the little things, the small kindnesses 
which we Christians show to one another. And, of 
course, all of this is undergirded by the greater love 
of Christ, who suffered for our sins and who is pres-
ent for us now. And this love causes us to pause and 
results in gratitude.

Given all this, it is not surprising that Heidi 
has become a popular inspirational speaker. Not of 
her own choosing, she is somewhat of a celebrity. 
Now, as we have seen in our reality-TV world, celeb-
rity is not always such a good thing, and it can be a 
pointless end unto itself. But a little celebrity has its 
advantages. Heidi has been given the opportunity  
to reach out, and she takes Christ’s love to places 
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where many of us are not able to go. She has reached 
countless hurting women and has given them hope. 
Telling her story of cancer, she stands as an advocate 
for not only women, but for mothers and their chil-
dren. Unlike other inspirational speakers, the hope 
she speaks of is real because it is grounded in the 
person of Jesus. She tells of Christ’s mercy, which 
fills our daily lives. So, read, reflect, and enjoy. As 
Heidi will remind you, even in the midst of troubles, 
Christ’s love changes everything.

   Dr. Peter Scaer
   Holy Week, 2011
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inTroduCTion

These little missives are just the simple 
thoughts of a woman doing her best to plow through 
life with the best Guide imaginable. Jesus, or “JC” as 
I affectionately call Him, shows me endless patience, 
love, and compassion. He allows me to be silly or sad, 
confused or content, but all the while, He is taking 
me through the snowdrifts we all encounter in our 
lives. 

I hope this book gives you a peek into someone 
else’s conversations with her Lord, whether you know 
Him or not. He’d love to hear from you, by the way, 
even if you only have the alone time needed to chat 
while you are in the shower. 

   Heidi Floyd
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unknown

The three of us were standing there; 
probably the one and only time in our lives that we 
would be in the same room. We were all at the same 
gas station at the same time. 

The youngest of us was in front, paying for her 
gas with singles and change. I was behind you, watching 
you as you watched her. I saw you wrinkle your nose at 
her. Your eyebrows were raised as she shifted the baby 
from one hip to the other—that baby without shoes, 
just dirty little socks. You rolled your eyes when she had 
a hard time coming up with the last dollar owed. You 
barely glanced at me. I was nondescript, which in retro-
spect is preferable to being one deserving of your frown. 

I saw her, but I saw you too. I know that your 
shoes and your handbag cost more than anything 
that the rest of us had in our closets. You live in this 
beautiful town; we just happened to be here to refuel 
on our way to or from somewhere. I have been think-
ing about you, and her, and me, for many days. What 
I wish I could tell you is that you don’t know us any 
more than we know you. 
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We don’t know. Perhaps, you had had a bad 
morning, and everything was just rubbing you the 
wrong way. Perhaps, you don’t scowl at people less 
fortunate, but you had a terrible headache and your 
expression wasn’t meant for that girl with the baby. 
We don’t know if you had stress like we can’t imagine. 
We just don’t know. But I hope there might be an 
explanation like these for your reaction. 

You and I don’t know about that young girl. 
Perhaps, she made just one bad decision in her life 
and made a courageous choice by keeping her baby. 
I saw her fingers as she paid for her gas. Her bitten-
down fingernails show that she might have stress 
like we can’t imagine. The baby was dirty and barely 
resembled her, so the assumption that it was even 
her own child might be wrong. Maybe she was just 
helping out a friend by babysitting. We don’t know 
whether the opportunities presented to her are a pale 
comparison to what we have been offered. Did she 
have the chance to go to college, to marry someone 
who might provide for her, or to work at the kind of 
job that would allow her to provide for herself? We 
don’t know. 

You don’t know me either. I was the one you 
barely glanced at, a quick scan and then nothing. The 
young girl didn’t look at either of us. She just kept 
her head down the whole time, so she doesn’t know 
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anything about either of us. You don’t know that 
the only reason I stopped in your beautiful shop-
ping center is because I didn’t want to run out of gas 
before I got to the cancer center. That I knew full well 
in a few hours I would be absolutely miserable and 
wouldn’t have the energy to stop and pump gas on 
my way home. 

We don’t know anything about one another, 
and for that, I owe both of you an apology. I was so 
full of fear about my upcoming visit to the oncologist 
that I didn’t say “I have an extra dollar” to the girl 
who so obviously needed it. I didn’t pat the baby on 
his cheek, which for me is standard operating proce-
dure. I didn’t smile at you when you scanned me over, 
appearing to decide that I merited neither disap-
proval nor approval. Maybe that would have changed 
things for a brief period of time, for the three of us. 
Even if it was for just a moment, we all could have 
been standing there smiling at one another instead of 
retreating to our own little lonely environments. 
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I will forget my complaint,
          I will put off  
      my sad face, and  
                be of good cheer. 

Job 9:27
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shoes

I like them. Whew! Glad I got that 
confession off my chest. J I do keep my shoe ward-
robe to a minimum, though, as I don’t live in the kind 
of financial world that allows me to purchase dozens 
and dozens (as much as I’d like to do that!). Most of 
my shoes are the practical kind that I can wear with 
multiple outfits. 

There is one extremely decadent pair, however, 
that I have in a box waaaaaay in the back of my closet. 
They are pink with white polka dots and have a little 
pink ruffle ribbon around the edge. They are peep-toe 
pumps with four-inch heels. Just so you know, I am  
a six-foot-tall woman. The combination of their deca-
dent appearance and my height ensure that I most 
assuredly never wear these shoes to church.  
Or anywhere else out in public for that matter. 

It’s one of those weird little secrets that I  
keep and never talk about. They are wrapped up, 
tucked in a box, and placed in the most distant cor-
ner of my closet. Far, far away from anything other 
people can see. 
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I know people who keep God in the same kind 
of box and the same kind of place. He is special to 
them, no question. Adored. But secret. They keep 
God in the special spot way in the back. Out of sight 
from the other people in their lives. 

For the most part, I think people who hide 
their relationship with God are doing so to be  
politically correct. They don’t want to offend anyone. 
Another reason might be that it seems to be quite 
a popular thing to make fun of Christians, to make 
them appear as illiterate and primitive as possible,  
so they hide Him out of embarrassment. Take a look 
at most news Web sites today and you will see what  
I mean. References to Christianity usually include 
“objective” writers who refute or even ridicule any-
thing that has to do with people who love God.

When people I know talk like this, I speak  
up when I feel they have gone too far or if I feel I 
can actually offer something clever to say. It seems 
that most of the time their standard response to 
me is something like, “Oh, Heidi, I don’t mean 
God per se, I just mean . . . you know . . . organized 
religion.” Some of these people feel they have been 
slighted by a church they attended in their past, 
and they cast the same view on anyone who likes 
to go to church. They want to be part of the major-
ity who say they are Christian but they keep their 
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faith in a box with a lid on it. Private and out of 
the way.

It’s an odd feeling, knowing that you are a big 
fan of Someone who is getting a bad rap. All the criti-
cal or negative things closet Christians say are indica-
tive of sin in this world and of sinful people, not of 
Jesus Himself. If they just picked up the Book, they 
would see what He really said, how He lived His life, 
and how He feels about all of us. If they joined Him 
on Sunday morning, they would have the courage to 
take the lid of their box of faith and go public with 
their relationship with Him. They would wear their 
hope in Christ with confidence.

Once they see that, there is no way they can 
keep Him hidden back there with the pink pumps. He 
would be special to them, no question. So special that 
they would never keep Him tucked out of the way. 
(P.S., I have a picture of those shoes. Lemme know if 
you ever want to see it. J )
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I have not concealed  
     Your steadfast   
           love  
          and  
Your faithfulness     
    from the great  
         congregation. 
       

               Psalm 40:9–11
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peace

I am the type of person who worries.  
A lot. I mean all the time and about everything. 
Hardly the habit of a respectable Christian woman,  
I know. But there it is; the truth laid bare. It would be 
nice if I could tell you that I have never had a spirit so 
troubled that sleep would not come, that I have never 
taken a shower at 2 a.m., crying, praying, and hoping 
for answers. But I find myself in that spot more often 
than I can count. 

My doctor has a familiar refrain, every time 
I go to see him: “You need to eliminate stress from 
your life, Heidi, as much as possible.”

Well, really. How am I supposed to do that? 
There are so many things that are outside of my con-
trol; it’s an impossible request! I like that I say things 
like that to an oncologist—he who really has life and 
death struggles in his hands—and I pretend like I 
have a lot on my plate. J

So I burn my way through every day and try 
to hand it all over to the Lord, without seeming too 
pushy. Hi, God, how are You? Um, so. Could You 
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please help me with that missing pencil? It’s just  
crucial; You understand. I need to find it.

I don’t mean to make fun of your situation or 
mine, but we all think our present burdens are the 
most pressing of matters. Period. 

Here is what my oncologist told me once, and  
it really did help me put things into perspective: 

Whatever your situation, stop 
for a moment and think. Are you 
rushing into surgery with an 
organ in a cooler for a transplant? 
No? Then it might not be a mat-
ter of life and death. Therefore, 
pause, breathe, and try to relax. 

So, there it is. It’s hard to carry around a big 
load of stress all the time, so I can put those really 
big things—life and death—into God’s hands (since 
that’s where they are anyway). I can take a deep 
breath and remember that Jesus loves me, that He 
saves me, and that is certain. That sure is comforting. 

So—next time I’m in the shower in the middle 
of the night, crying and praying and worrying, I will 
let that water washing over me remind to just trust 
God, to take a deep breath and relax. Because life and 
death matters really are outside of my control. 
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     “Come to Me, all who  
   labor and are heavy laden,  
          and I will give you rest.
 Take My yoke upon you,  
      and learn from Me,  
                 for I am gentle  
          and lowly in heart, 
      and you will find rest  
                 for your souls.” 
   maTTHew 11:28–29 
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For everything there  
    is a season, and a   
    time for every matter  
    under heaven:
a time to be born,  
    and a time to die;
a time to plant,  
    and a time to pluck up  
    what is planted; 
a time to kill,  
    and a time to heal;
a time to break down,  
    and a time to build up; 
a time to weep,  
    and a time to laugh;
a time to mourn,  
    and a time to dance; 
a time to cast away stones,  
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    and a time to gather  
    stones together;
a time to embrace,  
    and a time to refrain  
    from embracing; 
a time to seek,  
    and a time to lose;
a time to keep,  
    and a time to cast away; 
a time to tear,  
    and a time to sew;
a time to keep silence,  
    and a time to speak; 
a time to love,  
    and a time to hate;
a time for war,  
    and a time for peace.

eCClesiasTes 3:1–8
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abouT THe auTHor

Heidi (Staib) Floyd was born in a small 
town in Illinois and has always known the world as a 
fascinating and wonderful place. A lover of history and 
a perpetual student of faith, Heidi relishes the  
opportunity to discuss either at any time. Her faith 
has been omnipresent in her life, but she was given 
a wonderful example of a life lived in faith by her 
mother, Roberta, who passed away from breast cancer 
at a tragically young age. No matter the situation, 
Heidi looks to find the brightest possible part and 
focuses squarely on that hope. Her simple messages 
of compassion, hope and perseverance in the face of 
everyday challenges have been requested in print for 
several years, and she is now proud but terrified to 
present them to the public. J

 Heidi attended Concordia College in Ann  
Arbor, Michigan, and is married to Stuart Floyd. They 
reside in Warsaw, Indiana, where he is a pastor at 
Redeemer Lutheran Church. They have four beautiful 
children who give them more joy than they had ever 
considered possible, true blessings every single day. 
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