
Greetings River Family,

 

I’ve been away for a while. So, hi, it’s good to be with you. I started what was supposed to

be a beautiful sabbatical on February 1. It turned into the opposite of rest, and culminated

on March 18 at 7:21 am when I held Cynthia’s hand, my dear wife and best friend, and

watched her take her last breath. Her five-year valiant battle with throat cancer was over.

When she died, I felt like I died, my life over. The darkness, sorrow, and sadness has been

overwhelming, what one person called the “inexpressible bewildering grief.”

 

So here I am, attempting to bring you a word of encouragement in these difficult days.

Encourage means to “inspire with courage,” … ‘en’—breath … ‘courage’ into another.

Cynthia’s death has been suffocating to me, bringing terrifying sadness about the future,

the memories so sweet, yet with stabbing pain. If not for so many of you, breathing

courage into me, I would not be writing to you now. Thank you for all your messages, cards,

gifts, meals [especially the meals!], and visits.

 

“Therefore encourage one another and build each other up, just as in fact you are doing.” 

--1 Thessalonians 5:11 [NIV]

 

My pastor personality is wired to care and encourage others, to offer help in crisis, to be

the caregiver. I certainly was that for Cynthia, especially the last five years. But my spiritual

mentors, therapeutic friends and professionals are telling me that the most important

thing I can do right now is to grieve well, and take care of myself. 

 

So, there you have it. One of your pastors is broken, grieving, missing the presence of my

wife more than I can fathom, in quarantine, and waking up each new day desperately

seeking help from my Savior, savoring your encouragement. I don’t have much to offer

right now, except to remind you to never underestimate your step toward encouraging one

another. The River Family does this so well. Keep it up.
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