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Bill

Greetings River Family,

 

In my last Closing the Distance post, I referred to walking hand in hand with God into a different

country, like Abraham [Hebrews 11:8], which I know nothing about. One of the most difficult

narratives playing on repeat in my mind is that I don’t get to travel into this new place with

Cynthia. I don’t get to have a conversation with her, go on vacation, remodel our house together,

and eat her delicious meals. I don’t get to look into her eyes, or touch her skin, or fill her car with

gas. So much lost.

 

People talk a lot about how much we have lost these days, that we will never go back to normal. I

am pained by the reality that on the other side of this pandemic, I still won’t have Cynthia. This

narrative hasn’t been healthy for me. It causes me to spiral into sadness and anxiety.

 

I was chatting with a good friend in my back yard, sitting socially distant but close enough for me

to hear clearly her counter-narrative. She remarked about my story of Abraham and God taking

my hand into a new journey, “Abraham was called to go to a different country, but he wanted

something even better.” She pointed me to a verse down the page.

 

“Instead, they were longing for a better country—a heavenly one. Therefore God is not ashamed

to be called their God, for he has prepared a city for them.” --Hebrews 11:16 [NIV]

 

I have been focusing on a sadness that the further I get down this new trail with God, the further I

get away from my dear Cynthia. My friend flipped the narrative. “Bill, right now Cynthia is already

in the better country—the heavenly one. As you hold your Father’s hand and let him lead you

forward into this different country, you are moving step by step closer, not further away, to your

beloved, both Cynthia and Jesus.”

 

If we hold the Father’s hand, or better, let him hold our hand, no matter what we feel we are

leaving behind, we are actually headed toward the restoration of all things. This includes the

resurrection of my wife’s body, healed, cancer-free, skipping, jumping, doing cart-wheels, loving

the Jesus who loved her enough to enter her world and suffer, even on a cross, that we might be

healed.

 

Keep holding on,


