
Full to the Brim—A Cup of Sorrow 

by Terrie Allen 

Our families are precious gifts from God, we should value and care for them under all circumstances. 

My dad was a hard-working, quiet man. He came from a family of 10 boys. His dad died from a farming 

accident. His mother, a devout Christian, was involved in church and raised the 10 boys. Dad grew up in 

church, but as the years passed his faith began to wander. 

My dad had a mild stroke before leaving for work one day. Subsequently, he had a massive stroke at work; 

leaving his left side partially paralyzed. He was 42. Over the years after the stroke he had several open-heart 

surgeries. We always said Dad was a walking miracle, after all his surgeries and the medicines he was on for 

forty years.   

During the last year of his life, dad was in and out of the hospital; he was tired and worn out. During his last 

visit to the hospital, Dad flat lined while my youngest sister was in the room. She called the nurse and he was 

revived. You see, Mom and Dad had discussed “Do Not Resuscitate,” but they never signed their Living Wills.   

The next evening another sister and I were visiting with Dad. I started asking him questions about his faith. 

“Dad, are you a believer? Do you believe Christ died for your sins? Are you going to heaven? His answer 

shocked me. He said “makes no difference to me.” At that moment, my heart stopped. I knew God had given 

him a second chance to accept HIM.    

I prayed, asking God for the right person to talk with Dad. I thought of Pastor Gary, my sister’s pastor, who 

helped our family through the tragic death of her daughter. Pastor Gary was there the next day to see Dad. 

Pastor Gary and Dad talked for quite a while. Somehow, I missed Pastor Gary when he came out Dad’s room. I 

started running towards the parking lot as he was walking towards his car. I asked: “how did the conversation 

go? I don’t want to know the details, just the final answer.” Pastor Gary said, “Your Dad told me he was about 

50/50. So, I think he’s going to be just fine.”     

50/50! Praising God with tears of joy! I thanked God for reviving my Dad after he flat lined. In my mind God 

and Satan were fighting for Dad’s soul…AND GOD WON. God brought Dad back to life so he could profess his 

belief.   

Shortly after that day, Dad took a turn for the worse. He always said he wanted to be at home, not in a 

hospital when it was his time. Dad was discharged later the next day; he was only home 24 hours. All seven of 

his children and our mom were gathered around his bed, saying prayers and our goodbyes, thanking God for 

HIS promise that we will see him again, in our heavenly home.  

 

Prayer: 

O God of grace, you have given us new and living hope in Jesus Christ. We thank you that by dying Christ 

destroyed the power of death and by rising from the grave opened the way to eternal life. Help us to know 

that because Christ lives, we shall live also; and that neither death nor life, nor things present nor things to 

come shall be able to separate us from your love in Christ Jesus our Lord. Amen. 

  


