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 PROLOGUE

 

In 2001 our eldest daughter was murdered in her home,
supposedly by robbers, but evidence that the police subsequently
uncovered seemed to indicate that it was her husband who planned
it. What followed in our lives was a series of deep waters,
valleys, and trials that I could ever have imagined I would have to
live through. Shortly thereafter I read a book that greatly
encouraged me. Although our circumstances were different, the
author’s personal experiences seemed so similar to mine that they
actually gave me a new perspective.

This was probably when the thought took root to write my story
to give others the hope of God’s wonderful goodness to encourage
them.  It is said there is at least one book in all of us, if
we could only find the confidence, self-discipline and time to
actually write it! 

About seven years later, around July 2008, the desire re-awoke
and I began to write.  While my eager desire to write and give
God glory resurfaced, struggles of doubt, inadequacy,
circumstantial interruptions, and feelings of depression also
sprang up.  How could I possibly undertake this mammoth
endeavour? I had never before written a book. I prayed much wanting
to be sure it was the Lord’s will.

Then on May 30, 2009, in my daily readings I was challenged to
take a step of faith.  This was the reading: “Lord, I will
follow You, but …” [Luke 9: 61 NIV].

Quote: ‘Suppose God tells you to do something that is an
enormous test to your common sense; totally going against it. What
will you do?  Will you hold back? The true point of testing is
when you are determined to abandon yourself to God in total
surrender.  Yet we tend to say, “Yes but … suppose I do obey
God in this matter, what about ....?”  Or we say, “Yes, I will
obey God if what He asks of me doesn’t go against my common sense,
but don’t ask me to take a step in the dark.”

‘Jesus Christ demands the same unrestrained, adventurous spirit
in those who have placed their trust in Him that the natural man
exhibits.  If a person is ever going to do anything
worthwhile, there will be times when he must risk everything by his
leap in the dark.” [This could be exciting, but also
scary!]

‘In the spiritual realm, Jesus Christ demands that you risk
everything you hold onto or believe through common sense, and leap
by faith into what He says.  Once you obey, you will
immediately find that what He says is as solidly consistent as
common sense.

By the test of common sense, Jesus Christ’s statements may
seem mad, but when you test them by the trial of faith, your
findings will fill your spirit with the awesome fact that they are
the very words of God.  Trust completely in God, and when He
brings you to a new opportunity of adventure, offering it to you,
see that you take it.’  Unquote: [“My Utmost for His Highest”
by Oswald Chambers].  

I was astounded at the direct relevance of this reading to my
quandary, therefore, in obedience to the Lord’s word, I began to
put pen to paper.

The main character is Almighty God and how He manifested
Himself vividly through His love, miraculous protection, marvellous
provision, enabling power, and continuous presence.  We never
felt alone, even though at times we were desperate, depressed, and
not able to see the way ahead.  Just like a weaver standing
too close to his tapestry, we couldn’t see how it all fitted
together.

I sincerely hope that whoever reads this story will praise God
with us and together we can give Him all the glory and
honour.  ‘We cannot make God greater or higher than He is; but
if we adore Him as infinitely great, and higher than the highest,
He is pleased to reckon this magnifying and exalting Him. 
This we must do together. God’s praises sound best in concert.”
[Matthew Henry – Psalm 34:2]. “My soul will boast in the LORD; let
the afflicted hear and rejoice.”
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 INTRODUCING THE FAMILY

 

I would like to introduce the family in our story.  All
characters, except for a few, are given pseudonyms for obvious
reasons. The story begins in January 2001 and this introduction
reflects our lives at that time.

Dave and I became born again believers in Jesus Christ about
thirteen years after our marriage, although we had been very
involved in the life of the church until then.  We were
blessed with three children who were all married.  For the
past nineteen years we had lived in the Randburg area, a suburb on
the northern outskirts of Johannesburg. Dave and I had seven
grandchildren - four boys and three girls.

Our eldest child is Brian, married to Anita and their children
are: Shelly, David, and Debbie.  At the time of these events
they lived in Lichtenberg, in the Northwest province, approximately
200km from Randburg.

Sharon, our eldest daughter, married to Clive, also had three
children, Saskia, Jason, and Adam.  For the past few years
they had lived fairly close to us.

Our youngest daughter, Arleen was married to Justin and they
had one little boy, John, and lived in Franschhoek in the
Cape.

The extended family members whose lives became intertwined
with ours were my two sisters and, to a lesser degree, their
families.  My sisters and I were fortunate in that we lived
within a radius of 5 km from each other.  Patsy was married to
Vic, they had a married son, Gavin, and a daughter Haley. 
Priscilla, my younger sister, was married to Henny and their
married children were Andy, Marco, and Kelly.

My widowed mother of eighty-five, lived in a cottage adjoining
our home for eleven years. All her grandchildren called her ‘Ouma
O’, and over the years family and friends followed suit.

Yolanda, Clive’s widowed mother lived with family in Mossel
Bay or at times in Port Elizabeth.  Her second eldest son and
his family relocated overseas during 2001.  Clive’s youngest
brother Kevin, was married to Alison, a Primary School teacher in
Port Elizabeth.
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 Chapter 1


OUR BAD DAY

 

We had just said goodbye to our eldest daughter Sharon who had
come to collect keys at our home. Dave and I were settled
peacefully in the lounge to eat our toasted sandwiches and watch
the seven o’clock news. 

Within twenty to thirty minutes of Sharon’s leaving the
telephone rang.  It was Sharon’s very distraught domestic
worker Anna who lived on Sharon’s property and who also worked for
us. “Help, Sharon is in the house, there are other people inside
and she is screaming for help!”

 

God’s Preparation and Comfort

That morning of June 26, 2001 had been a different day in many
respects. Sharon had come over for her usual quick cup of morning
coffee before going to work. Her husband Clive had recently walked
out on the family, but it had been agreed between them he would
take the children to the family in Mossel Bay (about 1130 km from
Johannesburg) for the June school holidays.  At that time
Clive and the children were living in Heidelberg in Gauteng. 
As the holidays had just begun, Sharon was living alone in the
house. Seeing her in the mornings was a reassurance that she was
safe.

Throughout that day I had been experiencing the most unusual
and terrible feelings of anger, which I couldn’t understand. I
seemed to be aggressive towards everyone and everything.

The pending divorce of Sharon and Clive had upset Dave and me
more than we realized. By about four thirty that afternoon I felt
totally trapped in this vile mood and attitude, and desperately
wanted some release.  I decided that, as it was a cold
winter’s day, I would cuddle up in bed under the blankets and read
my Bible.

When Dave brought my tea, I said to him, “I can’t understand
why I’m feeling so terrible.  I can’t explain except that I
just want to be alone for a while to read my Bible. I just have a
deep longing to draw closer to the Lord through His
Word”.

Dave allowed me that solitude and I read for about two hours,
totally engrossed in God’s Word.  It was only in hindsight
that I realized what had happened to me that day. It was a
spiritual attack from the evil one, as a prelude to what was to
follow, but my trust in the Lord was strengthened through His
Word. 

When Dave knocked on the door to say Sharon had arrived, it
was quite dark. Looking at my watch I was surprised to see it was
already ten minutes to six. Sharon arrived to find me still in bed.
By then I had experienced a complete transformation from the
earlier inner turmoil.  Now I felt a calmness and peace that
the Word had brought me – the divine peace that passes all
understanding.   

Sharon had come to collect the extra set of house keys I had
made for her to replace the set for the children which had gone
missing a few weeks previously.  As she sipped her tea, I
shared my strange bad day feelings. She shared that she too had had
a bad day. She had been unsuccessful in contacting the
children.  Clive had not answered his cell phone and she had
no other number to contact him on.  She was almost beside
herself with concern and wanted to know how Saskia, Jason, and Adam
were doing.  She wanted to tell them before they travelled to
Mossel Bay that she loved and cared for them so much.  Sharon
felt it unfair of Clive to have kept her from contacting the
children by not answering his phone.

We left the bedroom and went to the kitchen where I started to
make toasted sandwiches for us. She said she would rather eat hers
at home as she was in a hurry: she was expecting Clive to come to
the house between seven and seven-thirty that evening, to bring
certain papers in connection with the divorce settlement.  He
had called her repeatedly during the day to ensure that she would
be home by seven, and she didn’t want to be late. We waved her
goodbye as she sped off for home at ten minutes to
seven.

When Anna’s words of, “Help, Sharon is in the house, there are
other people inside and she is screaming for help”, rang out in my
ears, the tranquillity of a few moments before evaporated. I stood
frozen. “Oh, no Lord!”  My tone of voice told Dave this was
serious and as I looked across to him I saw the worried look on his
face.  These words from Scripture, “The LORD is near to all
who call on Him, to all who call on Him in truth” became an instant
reality for us. [Psalm 145: 18 NIV].

I slowly replaced the receiver after exchanging a few brief
words with Anna and told Dave what Anna said.  We stared at
each other in shock until the reality and urgency of the situation
finally registered and Dave phoned the police station.  We
were denied permission to proceed to Sharon’s house and were told
that a police vehicle in the area would investigate the
situation.  On no account were we to leave until they phoned
us.

Within ten minutes, Dave and I received the call from the
police to say it was safe to proceed to Sharon’s house. Before
leaving we asked Ouma O to phone Patsy to fetch her from our home,
telling her that there was trouble at Sharon’s home. On our arrival
we saw several police cars parked in the road. Dave was still too
shocked to get out of the car, so I walked to the front gate in the
light drizzle which began to fall. 

I asked the policeman on guard at the gate if I could please
go to Sharon, but was refused permission, as the police were busy
taking fingerprints and the paramedics were already in
attendance.  These last words sent terror to my heart. As I
returned to the car I prayed a silent prayer that the Lord would be
Sharon’s comfort.
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 Chapter 2

1992 – 2001

 

A   New   Creation

In July 1992 I had visited my daughter Sharon, her husband
Clive, and their two children, Saskia and Jason. At the time they
were living in Mossel Bay.

During my visit, Sharon and I had a whole week to talk about
anything and everything. We talked about raising children, family
life, being a true believer, and much more. Because of Clive’s type
of business, he was often away from home and Sharon felt she was
raising the children on her own.  She was depressed about
their marriage, was physically very tired, and was very weepy
during my visit.

On Sunday morning, 26 July 1992, I offered to sit with ten
month old Jason in the adjoining glassed-in cry room at church, so
that he wouldn’t be a distraction for Clive and Sharon. Saskia, who
was three years old, attended the crèche, so they were able to
relax and listen to the preaching. 

As the service drew to a close Sharon took the opportunity to
respond to the sermon and committed herself to Jesus Christ as her
Lord.  I had a strange mixed feeling of tremendous joy and yet
unbelief in what I had witnessed, saying to myself, ‘Is this really
happening?’  I had prayed so long for Sharon and now I had the
privilege of being a witness to this miracle of God renewing her
heart.   “If anyone is in Christ, he is a new creation;
the old has gone, the new has come.”  [2 Corinthians 5: 17
NIV].  I remained in the cry room with Jason thanking and
praising the Lord for His perfect timing! 

I left Mossel Bay that night greatly blessed that Sharon was
now a born again believer.  I purposely use this phrase as
it’s in accordance with Jesus’ words to Nicodemus.  “I assure
you, unless you are born again, you can never see the Kingdom of
God” [John 3:3 LAB]. 

The entry into God’s Kingdom is a simple personal decision to
repent of sin, and to trust in Jesus Christ as Saviour. Jesus
taught that God’s Kingdom begins in the hearts of believers and
that has never changed.  [Luke 17:21 NIV]. 

 

Relocation

Within a few years Clive and Sharon relocated to Weltevreden
Park in Gauteng, bought their own home, and their third child,
Adam, was born. 

During the following six years Clive changed jobs several
times. This put a great deal of stress on Sharon.  It was
particularly difficult during the six months that he was
unemployed. They stayed with us for that period. Even though their
marriage was still shaky at times there were happy times of fun,
laughter and stability both in their marriage and family
life.

Eventually Clive found employment within a large company and
they purchased a larger home not far from us.

 

A Never to be Forgotten Holiday

In April 2001 Sharon, Arleen, and I took a once-in-a-lifetime
holiday to celebrate my sixtieth birthday. We agreed to visit three
communist places: Prague, Budapest, and Hungary. Our husbands
agreed that they would manage our absence of three weeks during the
Easter school holidays. This really only affected Clive as his
children were at school.  I cannot share everything of that
amazing holiday, but I hope you will catch our enthusiasm and joy
as I briefly give you a peep.

As our departure date drew near, I began to pray for the
countries we would visit, and ordered booklets that explained the
gospel of salvation through Jesus Christ, in the three foreign
languages. As we couldn’t speak those languages I hoped the “Paper
Missionaries” could to do the job, and prayed for opportunities to
distribute them.

On Monday, April 2, 2001, an excited mother and two daughters
set out on a wonderful adventure. 

I remember Prague as being a most beautiful city with its 19
bridges.  We stopped on the Charles Bridge where a street
artist drew a caricature sketch of us.  He drew all three of
us on one page to save costs. I particularly remember Sharon’s
embarrassment as she sat for the artist to sketch her, while many
passers-by stopped to check on the likeness between the model and
the sketch. He was a talented young man with a sense of humour and
gladly accepted a ‘Paper Missionary’ in his language when we left.
What laughs we had afterwards and how we teased Sharon about her
extra little sketch above her face. (See sketch).  It would be
a keepsake that would bring back many happy
memories. 
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Late one afternoon, we had quite an adventure as we boarded a
tram to return to our hotel. The ride took longer than expected and
when it came to a halt we discovered that we were at the terminus
for the evening and we had to get off the tram. As we came to the
realization that we were nowhere near the vicinity of our hotel, we
felt panic take over. It was about six o’clock, the weather was
cold with a light rain sprinkling us, darkness was falling, we were
hopelessly lost, and we couldn’t speak the language!

We waited and watched as the tram terminus area slowly emptied
of passengers.  The three of us just stood there not knowing
what to do and quite obviously looking the perfect picture of lost
foreigners. But God sees and knows everything and he stepped in
with a rescue for his stranded trio!  A young man who spoke
English came up to us at that moment and gave us exact directions
to our hotel.  Before leaving, he accepted the offered ‘Paper
Missionary’ booklet.  It was a kind of exchange in a
way:  He had pointed us back to our hotel and, if he were lost
spiritually, hopefully the booklet would show him the way to the
Lord Jesus Christ. This was my prayer for the kind man God had sent
across our path in a foreign country.

Another special occasion was our journey from Budapest to
Vienna by hydrofoil down the Danube River. That morning, April 11,
Sharon seemed to spend extra time in the bathroom, so Arleen and I
went downstairs to secure a table for breakfast.  It was only
when we were seated that we realized it was Sharon’s 36th birthday
and we had completely forgotten it in all the
excitement.

Arleen is always very innovative.  She immediately
organized a surprise for Sharon before she appeared.  Sharon
arrived at our table looking as lovely as ever, just as Arleen
appeared, carrying a white bread roll on a side plate with a lit
mini candle stuck in the centre. Sharon’s face lit up with surprise
and delight.  We sang ‘Happy Birthday’ to her right there in
the hotel dining room.  In response to our apologies for
forgetting, and having no gift she simply replied, “The gift is not
important.  Your presence on this day and on the holiday is
worth more than any gift.”  That was certainly the simplest
birthday cake she ever received, but it expressed our love for
her.

Two days later we travelled by train to Salzburg.  As we
left the station and stepped out into the open we were greeted with
soft snowflakes falling like goose down after a pillow fight. It
was a first for Sharon to see and feel snow.  She stood with
her face lifted upwards and revelled in the feel of the gentle
snowflakes kissing her face.

Next was our visit to a Salt Mine, where we had fun sliding
down the mine on a wooden slide. We felt a little apprehensive at
first and wondered, ‘A wooden slide, what about splinters!’ But
being assured that it was as smooth as glass, we sat astride the
slide with others.  Leaning slightly backwards for comfort, we
slid down the slide with screams of delight. We felt like three
children again, prepared for almost anything. It was such fun that
we climbed the 120 steps again just to have another
ride!

While travelling to the famous ski resort St. Johanne, in –5 C
temperatures, we marvelled at the beautiful scenery of snow
clinging to the branches of huge pine trees.  The sight of so
much snow gave way to an obvious idea - to build a snowman. 
Reasoning that South Africa never had enough snow to do this, we
were not about to bypass this opportunity, so we stopped the car at
the side of the road and built a snowman.  Posing for our
photo he wore Sharon’s red scarf.

Towards the end of our trip Sharon told us about her dream to
visit ‘Neuschwanstein’, the fairy-like castle in Bavaria,
Germany.   When we enquired about a tour to the castle,
only two tickets were available. We decided that Sharon and I
should take the tour, as Arleen would soon be returning to a baby
at home and she welcomed the day of rest in the hotel.

As Sharon and I stood at the entrance of ‘Neuschwanstein’
castle, memories flooded back to me of thirty-two years previously,
when Dave and I had stood at this very place in 1969. Now I was
able to share it with my eldest daughter.  We had a wonderful
happy day, touring the inside of the castle. Both of us being
romantics at heart, we could share the experience
uniquely.

On Friday, April 20, 2001 our ‘holiday of a lifetime’ drew to
a close as we landed in South Africa. All good things do come to an
end.

 

God’s Provision and Comfort

Sharon had been a stay-at-home Mom, after her children were
born. She considered her children to be a gift from God and loved
what she considered to be the privilege to nurture and train
them.  When Clive had started speaking of divorce she sought
to improve and update her computer skills, as she had last worked
in the corporate world about thirteen years previously.

It just happened that in May 2000, Sharon’s cousin, Marco,
needed a mornings-only legal typist.  He employed her though
she had no legal experience as she was a quick learner. This was an
ideal opportunity, which helped financially and more importantly,
helped build up her self-confidence. God is truly the great
Provider of all our needs.

About the same time Clive began a relationship with Marilyn
who lived in Heidelberg.  A month after our wonderful holiday,
in May 2001, he became emphatic about divorce and moved out for a
second time.  He agreed that Sharon and the children could
remain in the house, while he lived with Marilyn and her toddler
son in Heidelberg.  In the interim he had resigned from the
large company he had been working for, and started his own
transport business. Precisely at this time Sharon was made
redundant at her half-day job, as Marco closed his
office.

Sometimes we think we have come to the end of the road, but
the Lord cares for His children and will provide what is best for
them.  We need to trust Him and be patient.  Marco knew
of Sharon’s marital situation and he telephoned a legal colleague
one Monday regarding a possible position for Sharon; that Tuesday
an interview appointment was made for the following day, Wednesday.
After the interview, Sharon was given a full-day position as a
junior legal secretary, based purely on Marco’s recommendation and
her work performance while working for him. She started work the
following Monday, the beginning of June 2001.  WOW!  The
Lord sometimes works so fast!  He knows everything that
happens to us and He has the power to provide it. All we need do is
trust Him!

With Sharon’s new job certain routine changes were necessary
at home. She asked me if I would collect the children from school
each day, see to their lunch and homework and wait for her to
return from work.  I was happy to help.

Clive was not too happy with this arrangement, so Sharon made
enquiries for after-care at the school. Clive said it was far too
expensive, but had no other solution to her predicament.  The
plan that was finally adopted was for me to collect the children
from school, take them home, using the spare keys to get into the
house, and remain with them at her house until she returned from
work.
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 Chapter 3

THE CRISIS

 

Sitting in the car that evening of the 26th June 2001, outside
Sharon’s home, I suddenly wondered: Where was Anna? I asked the
policeman if he would call her to the gate for me.  When she
came I could see how distraught she was.  She said she was
afraid to stay there alone that night, and the policeman agreed
that she could collect her blankets from her room and stay with
us. 

While we were waiting I noticed Sharon’s little black Maltese
poodle Chester, running around in the street.  He looked
bewildered so I picked him up and put him in the car with
Dave.  The policeman told me that the big German shepherd dog,
Samson, was at the bottom of the garden. This was very unlike him
as usually he would be at the front gate. The dark shadows from the
streetlights gave the whole scene an eerie and evil
feeling.

I stood again at the gate with my hands in my coat pockets
because the weather was so cold and damp. As I waited for Anna my
thoughts went back to the beginning of the year, January 2001, when
Dave and I had faced a different crisis…
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 Chapter 4

ARMED
ROBBERY

 

What a wonderful comfort in knowing the Scriptures, which
reveal God’s promises for believers.  He will never leave nor
forsake us. [Hebrews 13: 5 NIV].   When we call to Him he
will answer.  [Jeremiah 33: 3 NIV].  I believe knowledge
of Scripture can be a great comfort when facing an ordeal. It helps
us maintain our serenity. 

It is true that one’s life can change in an instant and there
is nothing we can do to avert it.  The evening of Saturday,
20th January 2001 we returned home at about nine o’clock after an
enjoyable visit with my cousin and her husband. Dave parked the car
in the garage and I made my way to the front door. Suddenly three
men rushed out from the darkness and came towards me.  The
censor lights in the garden showed up two men holding guns, and a
third holding a wheel spanner.

My first reaction was to scream and warn Dave. Then I turned
my back on the three men approaching me; I looked up into the clear
night sky, and shouted at the top of my voice –“LORD Jesus, help
us”!   My cry for help was not only a natural expression
of fear but also a direct cry to Almighty God to protect us,
because His Word says, ‘Call unto Me”. It all happened very quickly
but in that same instant I experienced God’s presence with us in a
way I never had before. My faith reached a deeper level of belief
and trust in God and His Word. It is said that what is spiritually
inside of one is revealed when facing a crisis. I believed with all
my heart in the Sovereign Lord and His immutable Word and I knew He
was there with Dave and me.

In moments the three men had surrounded me.  My mind
registered, ‘This is reality’!  As I turned around I looked
into the barrel of a gun.  I stood absolutely still, knees
shaking uncontrollably, and prayed a silent prayer for God’s
enabling strength to face whatever might take place. Immediately a
wonderful calmness came over me.

Meanwhile Dave, having heard my scream, left off closing the
car and garage doors and rushed round the corner of the garage. One
of the men shot at him.  Dave instinctively rolled to the
ground and lay on the lawn. For a moment I thought he was dead, but
Dave lay praying aloud.  One of the men said, “Stop Jesus
business!” He kicked Dave in his side and removed his
wristwatch. 

They spoke in one word sentences:  ‘shoot’, ‘quiet’,
‘money’, ‘gold’, ‘stand’,’ hurry’, ‘come’ and ‘rape’. That last
word sent shivers down my spine. It was my greatest fear. But God
is in control of all things! Something else happened.  At
first they were very uptight, tense and nervous, but their
agitation subsided and it appeared they didn’t quite know how to
follow through with the robbery or what to do with
us. 

Slowly the atmosphere of the scene changed. There was even a
kind of ‘gentleness’ in their handling of us, which could only be
attributed to the Lord’s presence and His watching over us. 
This incident showed sure victory of divine handiwork over all
opposition.  It was like watching a miracle unfold before our
eyes. The robbers must have felt a presence too for their attitudes
to have changed like this.

Dave sat outside on the paving at the front door, while I had
to help them take all they wanted from the house. Eventually they
told Dave to stand up.  They wanted one more thing: his tennis
shoes.

Moments later Dave and I were giving a thankful sigh of relief
as we sat in the darkness of the bathroom.  The men had tied
our hands and feet with whatever they could find: clothing and even
electric cords. We sat absolutely still behind the locked door
while they made their get-away. Slowly as our breathing returned to
normal, we untied each other and had a long drink of water from the
tap. We began to pray softly thanking the Lord for His protection
throughout, that we were alive and unharmed. We even thanked Him
that our thieves had put us in the bathroom where we were able to
quench our raging thirsts. We praised the Lord for His providence
in that my Mom, Ouma O, was at Patsy and Vic’s home and clear of
the robbers. So we continued to thank and praise our Lord, even for
the tiniest details.

Patsy and Vic discovered us when they brought Ouma O back
home. We made tea and related all that had happened.  Despite
the danger we had just experienced we had to laugh at the incident
of Dave’s tennis shoes. Dave had had polio as a toddler, and he
wears the left shoe built up by some five centimetres.  We
could just imagine the very lopsided new owner trying to wear these
shoes.

Although it took a while before I could look in that direction
of the garden without feeling a chill run down my spine, in
hindsight I am thankful for the crisis experience in a way. In
spite of the actual physical, emotional stress and strain, I am
grateful for the giant step of faith in my spiritual life.  It
was like a test to strengthen the foundations of faith in
God.  I know that when I call on His Name, the Lord will
respond, because He is Omnipresent.  The Scriptures verify
this so clearly, “Do not be afraid, for I am with you. Do not be
dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you.  I will
help you. I will uphold you with my victorious right hand.” [Isaiah
40: 10 LAB].  I felt assured this faith experience would be a
strong foundation for whatever lay in my path in the
future.

 


~~~

 


 Chapter 5

CRISES
REVEALED

 

My thoughts were still lingering on the awesomeness of God’s
presence at the armed robbery, when suddenly I became aware of a
paramedic standing next to the policeman, where I was standing at
Sharon’s gate, and I was brought back to the present and the
current crisis. 

I again asked if I could go inside to see Sharon, as I just
wanted to hold her hand and comfort her. The paramedic quietly
said, “She died at the scene from stab wounds”! 

Did I hear him correctly?  In a voice almost not my own,
I asked these two men at the gate, “Is there anything I have to
do?”  Their reply was, “No. The police will investigate
further as it has now become a State murder case.”

This was unbelievable! I had seen and spoken to Sharon not
even an hour ago!  “LORD, help me” was the cry from my heart,
as suddenly my world became a dark deep void.  God is faithful
and He will uphold His children. “My soul clings to you; your right
hand upholds me.”  [Psalm 63: 8 NIV]. “You will keep in
perfect peace him whose mind is steadfast, because he trusts in
You.’  [Isaiah 26:3 NIV]. How powerful are these words of
Scripture. 

Slowly, I crossed the wet road to our parked car, got in,
closed the door and said to Dave and Anna, “Sharon is
dead!” 

Both Sharon’s ‘Bad Day’ and my ‘Bad Day’ suddenly came into
perspective. Did we sense that something was going to happen? God
had known what would take place that evening and in His goodness He
had strengthened my faith through the reading of His Word.  I
believe God’s mercy was shown to Sharon in that she died almost
immediately. 

 

Experiencing God’s Love

Dave, Anna and I were still seated in the car when we saw
Patsy, Vic, Haley, and Gavin arrive at Sharon’s house to offer
support and help. We were gathered in the street, feeling confused,
bewildered, and uncertain what to do, when Sharon’s next-door
neighbours, Dirk and Rina, invited us to come to their home while
the police and paramedics carried out their duties. The phone call
Anna had made to us earlier that evening was from the neighbour’s
home, so they knew something tragic had happened.  This act of
kindness spared us witnessing the removal of Sharon’s body into the
ambulance.  We had begun to experience the love of God through
people. Their love and caring to strangers was truly divinely
inspired.

Dirk and Rina continued to serve tea and coffee for several
hours, as we were instructed to remain there until the necessary
police reports had been taken. 

Someone asked Dave for our Pastor’s number.  Pastor Leigh
lived fairly close by and arrived within minutes of the call. He
knew immediately what to do. Dave and I were in a daze! 
Outwardly we sort of functioned, but our bodies had the shakes from
delayed shock. I felt numb in my brain, unable to take in the
events of the past few hours.  Everything had happened so
suddenly. I so appreciate how God used people, His ministering
angels, to come alongside us, showing love and kindness and helping
us through the necessary procedures.

We had not seen Sharon’s husband Clive since he had left
Sharon and gone to live with his girlfriend Marilyn in Heidelberg a
couple of weeks previously. The police needed to contact Clive, as
they were still legally married.  Pastor Leigh, Haley, and
Gavin traced Clive through the Port Elizabeth police, who contacted
his brother Kevin. Kevin then phoned the police at Sharon’s home
and gave them Clive’s contact details. The police called Clive
immediately to tell him that his wife was
deceased. 

Pastor Leigh knew Clive and Sharon as a family; he had
officiated at their wedding, dedicated their children and they had
attended his church.  Pastor Leigh also called Clive to advise
him not
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