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			Preface

			Sometimes things in this life take time to begin and, thus, take time to complete. I have been taking notes and writing words for this book for almost two years now. The actual events began on the first day of 2023. I am finally beginning to pull things together so that I can complete this project of hope as I feel God has directed.

			I did not start writing my thoughts down with the intention or knowledge that it would become a book. Throughout my life, I have written down my thoughts in many forms, from scribbles in journals to speeches for school, and many times, not knowing what I was writing.

			In this case, I was about to go through two different life-changing situations that I needed to keep track of, so the intent of my writing was mostly, I thought, for my own therapy. It was that, however, both the lives of my mother and my husband were coming to an end, and the grace God bestowed upon me while I wrote carried me through many trying times. After a number of months, I found myself writing daily in a journal, which I had not done since I was a teenager. I was chronicling through the most difficult season of my life thus far, assuming it was for my benefit. 

			

			Since before I finished elementary school, I have been writing down my feelings and talking to God about them. I was always too shy and afraid to talk in front of crowds or confide in people. God gives me the words; I put them down and then pass them along to those He leads me to. I have always prayed to use the words He gives me to help others.

			After about two months of writing daily, I told a friend of mine that I thought I was writing a book. In another month, God provided me with the title.

			This is where I feel I need to explain a little of what I have learned during my writing time spent with God. The title of this book came about after my dying husband said he was tired of fighting and was ready to go to heaven. When I told him God would be calling for him soon, he asked me, “What’s He waiting for?”

			The next day, with the title When God Waits, I began seeking out the answers from God to help us through the next leg of our journey and bring understanding to my book. During that time, I realized how much of a paradox there was in this title. You see, God doesn’t wait—we do. I will explain more about that when the proper time comes up in the book.

			Some of the darkest days of my life have been in the last two years, and I have told friends that I had never been so glad to see the end of a year as I was to see the close of 2024.

			That being said, I have seen God’s hand move many times and have many testimonies about His miraculous works to share in the pages beyond this preface. My hopes and prayers are that for those who read this, there will be the peace of God felt in these words, and that everyone understands they do not have to walk through times like these alone.

			This book is being written more for the one who loves the one who is suffering and dying. These accounts are what I saw, heard, and felt during these painful months. I intend not to make light of the suffering of the dying, but I was at the other end of the rope, watching, so I can only account for what that is like. The hospice chaplain said that there are many forms of suffering. I may not have been the one feeling cancer eat my body away, but I was suffering all the same.

			This is why I wrote this book. Praying.

			—Cindy

			

			It is now April of 2025, Easter weekend, to be exact. Finally, I am beginning the body of this book. It has been difficult to get into my notes to get this project up and running. Reaching back to my notes is also returning me to the time in my life that was the most painful for me. I am on a mission, however, to do what I feel God has called me to do, and plan, by His grace, to complete the task He has placed before me.

			I have decided to write this in the past tense as though I am telling a story. I originally thought I would be writing in the form of a journal, since that is how I took notes. As I began reviewing, I could not see how to make the book flow without either writing a story or creating an outline. Since I didn’t want the reader to feel the need to study as if preparing for an exam, I decided to write a story. I then found it easier to tell the story from the present day as though I am looking back to the beginning. I hope you will be blessed by the events I share and the words that God has given to me to share with you. I pray that the peace that passes understanding (Philippians 4:7) will comfort you during this time.

			Please come with me now into Chapter 1 . . . .

		

	
		
			

			1

			At the beginning of 2023, I decided to start the new year not with a resolution as tradition dictates, but with the determination that 2023 would be better than 2022.

			Last year was a very difficult year for both my family and my husband’s family. We had not really seen a good year since before 2020, which everyone knows as the year when the pandemic threatened to destroy everything worldwide. We were in the fourth quarter of the year when my stepson, my husband’s youngest, was diagnosed with terminal cancer. He was the sixth one in their bloodline to be diagnosed with colon cancer. A faulty DNA gene was the culprit, and it had led to cancer diagnoses in three generations of his family, beginning with my father-in-law back in 1969. My husband, Randy, had surgery to remove a tumor from his colon in 2008 and had been cancer-free for almost fifteen years. His son’s diagnosis was especially hard because cancer was already in his liver. In case anyone is interested, the DNA gene is not passed to everyone in the line, and there is a test that can be done. The genetic mutation has been named Lynch syndrome, and the best prevention for colon cancer is early detection by colonoscopy if there is a high family risk. My stepson took his final breath the night of February 20, 2021, with family present, and my husband never fully recovered from that loss.

			My sister was still trying to support a grown, drug-addicted son, after three near-deadly heroin/fentanyl overdoses, during a six-week period in the fall of 2020, and help him find freedom from the life-threatening addiction. I continue to watch her struggle through, hopefully soon, to an overcoming triumph.

			Then in 2022, my husband’s nephew passed away from his battle with colon cancer that had begun nearly twenty years earlier. Only a few months after that, my sister-in-law, Randy’s younger sister, was found dead in her home from a drug overdose after years of opiate abuse. His family was left ripped inside out as it seemed things could get no worse.

			Thanksgiving of 2022 went out with a bang when my mother fell and ended up in the hospital, with her doctor informing us that she needed to be watched full-time. Three days before Christmas, we moved her into an assisted living home, where she lived for the rest of her life. Alzheimer’s disease had been taking over her mind for over ten years, and it had become very dangerous for her to be alone at all.

			If I had thought that by beginning the new year with a resolve to see it better would bring about just that—OH BOY! Was I wrong!

		

	
		
			

			2

			The first month, January, saw multiple trips to the emergency room with my mother and even one with my husband. Before the month was out, Donna, my mother’s sister-in-law, had been diagnosed with stage 4 metastatic lung cancer that was already in her brain, her adrenal glands, and her liver. She had been staying with my mom several days a week for the past two years, after her husband, my mother’s brother, passed away from double pneumonia after a COVID-19 diagnosis. He had died one month before my stepson, sending my mom to her bed with grief. She was grieving herself to death, refusing to eat, when Donna came to her rescue. When they told us at Christmas that Mom could no longer live alone, Donna was willing but unable to move in with her. Now we could see that God was working everything out for all of us involved. Mom wasn’t even fully settled in her new home when Donna had a stroke that sent her to the hospital, where they found the cancer that would soon end her life.

			In addition to Donna’s diagnosis, the assisted living home where my mom was now living, aptly named Grace Gardens, called the ambulance to carry her to the ER, not once but twice, during the month. She was found to have UTI, which had become a norm for her over the past few years, as well as a pancreatic pseudocyst and pulmonary nodules, which they could do little to treat. So, antibiotics for the infection were on board again, and they put the other diagnosis on watch. My husband, Randy, was also seen in the urgent care department on one of the same days Mom was in the ER, with discomfort in his chest that turned out to be his gallbladder. Both were sent home with follow-up instructions.

			Sometimes, no, many times, it is better not to know what the future holds. Had I known what the rest of the year would be like, I would have run away, so to speak, and now, in hindsight, I would have preferred it to be a literal disappearance.

			In February, Randy found out that the scan they had done on his chest showed a thickening of the gallbladder lining, but no stones. This could mean several different problems, including cancer, and the doctor thought it best to refer him to a gastroenterologist to have his gallbladder removed.

			Mom was in the ER again on the thirteenth and spent one night in the ICU due to pain in her chest. Tests showed that a pleural effusion was responsible, and she came home the next day only to be sent back by ambulance because her sugar dropped too low, and she nearly passed out. Once again, she was given antibiotics for her UTI.

		

	
		
			

			3

			The natural process of the “March winds” blowing in brought with them more turmoil. Though I had not yet given up on 2023 being a good year, I’d soon be struggling to keep up my positive attitude as days passed with more and more strife and difficulty.

			Randy had been dealing with a loose crown and broken filling on his tooth, so on the second, we went to the emergency dental clinic he had been to a year before in Savannah to get it fixed. By the twenty-fourth, it had loosened again, and we had to go back to have a new post and crown replaced.

			When my phone rang on March 3, at 8:15 a.m., thankfully, it was not Grace Gardens again; instead, it was Randy. The words, “I am on my way to the ER—I cut my thumb off” would still ring in my ears for months, nearly every time I saw his name come up on an incoming call.

			So, after a trip to Augusta that afternoon to bring him home with a somewhat repaired, nearly amputated thumb, we began six months of journeying back and forth for follow-up appointments. Thankfully, being a workers’ compensation claim, we did not have to bear the financial burden of the medical expense, but the physical pain and restrictions proved to be a trial for us both.

			

			Amidst appointments on the ninth, the sixteenth, and the thirtieth in Augusta, and the dental visit on the twenty-fourth (tooth pain continued even still), he was scheduled for gallbladder surgery on the twenty-seventh.

			Mom was back in the ER on the fourteenth and ended up in the hospital for two weeks to receive intravenous antibiotics for the UTI that continued to plague her.

			On the twenty-third, my mother’s only remaining sister passed away, and her funeral was the morning of Randy’s gallbladder removal. I left him at home to rest, so I could go to say my final farewell to her.

			This would make the first of three relatives to pass this year that my mother would never be told about. She would not remember, and it would only cause her more grief to be reminded.

			Up to this point, I have not thought of mentioning our medical insurance problems. We only recently found out that our new policy was not “in-network” with our doctors or local hospital, and though our hospital was working on a solution with the insurance company, we didn’t know where we stood. We met the deductible with the operation to remove his gallbladder, but it could prove to be a financial burden with the medical issues increasing this year. I kept reminding myself and my husband that God will see us through this, no matter what it costs. If I have learned only one thing about God over my lifetime of trusting Him, it is that He never—not ever—fails to be there for those who serve and trust in Him.

			

			April was a little quieter for us. Between the thumb pain and the tooth pain, Randy was only bothered a little by the fact that he wasn’t able to work. The cause of all the tooth pain turned out to be that the dentist who put in the new post at the emergency clinic had drilled into the nerve. So, after another failed crown replacement, on the nineteenth of the month, I brought Randy home with a temporary set of dentures following the extraction of his last four teeth. He was uncomfortable for a few days, but at least now the pain had stopped, and we could get back to caring for his thumb. During March and April, we went back and forth to two dental clinics and the wound center in Augusta, and he even saw the doctor for follow-ups on the gallbladder removal. He started working some near the end of the month, after they made him a special brace for his hand. Our anniversary was coming up in May, and we had been discussing taking a weekend to go to the mountains for a few days, but like always, he didn’t want to take time off work.

			Mom seemed to be settling in at her new home, even making some friends. Still battling those urinary tract infections, but for now, she seemed to be happy. Thank you, God, for everything You are doing and how You have everything falling into place for all of us.

			Donna had started radiation therapy by now and was so sick, yet she was more concerned about Randy and my mother. She was told by doctors at Emory in Atlanta that she was terminal, and she opted not to move up there for heavy chemotherapy. She was in a lot of pain, and the radiation on her hip made it hard for her to walk. She would use her walker to cross the street so that she could come to church. She sat in the row ahead of us, and she would be so sick that she would put her head down on her walker. We prayed for her every service, and several times our pastor would stop everything to ask us to gather around her and pray. She did not want to miss church, and she continued to come until near the end of May. She told me she loved the people at our church, and she knew she could depend on them. She wanted to believe she would be healed like the church was praying, but she had smoked most of her life and didn’t feel worthy of God to heal her. I will take a moment here to say that we are none worthy of what God has done or will do for us. We do pay the consequences, whether good or bad, for the choices we make, but we are none righteous, and God has already provided salvation and healing through the death and resurrection of Jesus Christ, and He is not showing favoritism to one over another. Even though she smoked all those years before she became a Christian, that is not the reason God did not heal her earthly body. God only knows the future—and He healed her spirit when He took her home to be with Him.

			The first week in May, I broke a tooth and Randy ended up in the ER with pain in his chest. Tests showed his heart was beating normally, but his CT scan of the abdomen and pelvis and blood tests showed that his liver looked “aggravated,” and his liver enzymes had not come back down since his gallbladder surgery. The doctor gave him some liquid medicine for acid reflux that stopped the pain in his chest. He was having problems with food and could hardly eat anything that didn’t give him indigestion. He was trying to follow the diet, but the doctor said everyone was different and he just needed to try things to find out what he could eat. The doctor said we should watch the liver enzymes, so for the rest of the summer, numerous blood tests were taken—the enzymes kept going up. He was already losing weight.

			We made another trip to Augusta for his thumb, Randy received his permanent dentures, and I had my unfixable tooth extracted, all during the week of our anniversary. Instead of taking a trip, he bought a sawmill that, I was sure, looking back, he knew he would never get to use. He had been talking about it for years because he wanted to mill his wood to build a house for us. Sometimes we can’t understand the gnawing feeling inside of us to do something. As for me, our last anniversary together was the worst we had. He attempted to include me in setting it up, but things didn’t go too well. I know he felt bad about not going away for the weekend. Neither of us felt well, and by that time, my head and mouth were hurting so much that I was in tears a lot. At one point, he got upset, shouted at me like he had never done before, and really hurt my feelings. He told me later that we could try to go pick peaches in June, which he loved. 

			I told him I knew neither of us really felt like going off anyway, and there was always next year. Those are words I will never say again!

			Tomorrow never comes, and apparently neither does next year. We are not promised even another hour of life here on this earth. I have made a promise to myself to never again look forward to doing something in the future. I will take the remainder of my life here, day by day, and only really look forward to my heavenly home.

			

			Except for the appointments for his thumb, therapy was once a week, and with his enzymes still rising and his weight dropping, June passed more quietly than any month of this year would. Donna passed away on the twentieth, and we were now at peace to see her suffering end.

			I wish I could say that July would be as easy. The last half of the year that I had claimed at the beginning would be a good year was setting up to be one of the biggest letdowns of my life.
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			July started with the sudden death of my first cousin. Mom had always called him her “first baby.” She had taken care of him a lot when he was an infant, and she loved him like her own. When he would visit Savannah after he entered the US Army, he would make a special trip to visit her. We all loved him, and his death was a shock. He was the third relative that my mother would never know had died this year.

			The local hospital had worked out the problems with the insurance company, and now we would finally be covered beginning August 1. They had taken care of the unpaid bills to date, and Randy was calming down about the financial burden he believed he would be enduring. Everything would need to be approved first by the insurance company, but he could make an ER run without the worry of a large bill on his mind.

			The youngest grandson would be turning one year old on the thirtieth of July, and we travelled to Adam’s house on the twenty-sixth for his birthday party. Randy was feeling pretty bad, and I knew he didn’t really want to go, but I think now in retrospect that he felt like he would not be able to attend another party for Hudson. He had seen the gastroenterologist the day before and was taking even more medication for his digestive system. By now, he had lost twenty pounds since the beginning of the year and could barely eat without being sick in one way or the other.

			August started with both of us in the urgent care office. I had a sinus and ear infection, and he was having stomach pain along with the other complaints he had been having all year. If he wasn’t having diarrhea and/or vomiting, he was very constipated, and always had nausea and heartburn. Blood tests still showed high liver enzymes, still rising. They scheduled him for labs again on the thirteenth and another scan on the eighteenth. Diagnosis was still the same.

			During all of this, he was still working and getting therapy for his thumb, and on the weekend of the nineteenth and twentieth, he rented a machine to lift him high enough to cut limbs out of the big oak tree in our backyard. He was afraid of two large limbs that hung over the power line and our house coming down during one of the tropical storms. He was having bad stomach cramps all weekend, and except for drinking liquids, he only had a small amount of solid food.

			I could not understand why he thought it was so important to do it then, but I came to realize that he knew he was much sicker than we realized. He felt much worse than he let anyone know—even me.

			The following weekend, he was experiencing chest and abdominal pain so severe that he was moaning. He seemed to be doing okay until about four o’clock in the afternoon. He had even eaten a good bowl of homemade vegetable soup for lunch. He felt constipated and very nauseous. He finally was able to vomit, and it was so forceful that it was frightening. He felt a little better, but his pain continued, so off to the ER at around six. Blood work and scans showed the same, and he said he was beginning to feel like a laboratory rat. The doctor referred him back to his primary care doctor to further investigate the liver.

			Randy worked both Monday and Tuesday, the twenty-eighth and twenty-ninth, and I don’t even know how he managed. That would turn out to be the very last time he would work. On the thirtieth, we were expecting effects from the passing of Hurricane Idalia. Thankfully, it was mostly rain, and we never even lost power. It was past us by 4 p.m.

			My poor husband was sick again with terrible cramps and nausea. He was unable to vomit or use the bathroom. His abdomen was hard, and he started to moan a lot as darkness fell. I told him he sounded like a woman in labor when I went into the bedroom. He asked what I was doing, and I told him I was getting dressed to carry him back to the emergency room. He didn’t even try to argue with me this time.

			After blood work and a scan, at 1:30 a.m., the doctor came in to get our preference on a hospital. When he explained what was going on, I’ll never forget the look on Randy’s face when he asked the doctor, 

			“Are you saying I have cancer?”

			His answer was not the one we wanted to hear. He said it could be, but he couldn’t say for sure. On the scan, it looked like a blockage in the bile duct and a definite blockage or obstruction in the colon, explaining why he felt so constipated and had not been able to pass anything through. He wanted to send him to a hospital that had surgeons on staff to take care of both.

			The ER doctor had also been in contact with the surgeon who had removed his gallbladder four months earlier, who said he could fix the bile duct blockage with a laparoscopic procedure, but the obstruction in the colon would kill him. That was an emergent situation that needed to be handled first. When Randy asked him about the financial burden of it and explained the issue we had been having with our insurance, the doctor explained that in an emergency, all hospitals must agree to accept the insurance you have.

			The nurses inserted a nasogastric tube to start clearing out the blockages and prepped him for transport to Memorial Hospital in Savannah, for what we expected to be emergency surgery to deal with the bowel obstruction. We began praying.

			Up to this point, I don’t think I said much about our faith. For any reader who doesn’t know anything about the Pentecostal belief, I feel I should explain a bit before I continue. We teach and believe in the whole Bible as God’s inspired Word. We believe that Jesus died and rose again for the remission of our sins and that we can be healed miraculously through His sacrifice for us.

			Isaiah 53:5 (KJV) says, 

			

			“But he was wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our iniquities: the chastisement of our peace was upon him; and with his stripes we are healed.”

			We also believe in the gifts and the moving of the Holy Spirit, and:

			James 5:14–15(KJV) says, 

			“Is any sick among you? Let him call for the elders of the church; and let them pray over him, anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord. And the prayer of faith shall save the sick, and the Lord shall raise him up; and if he have committed sins, they shall be forgiven him.”

			So, we take very seriously what the Word of God says, and we believe as His children who trust Him faithfully in all things, that we pray about everything that God’s will be done.

			No matter what I face, I have lived for God long enough to know that He is always faithful and has never let me down.

			Randy has only one sibling still living, a sister. After the sad loss of their baby sister only a year ago, I knew that I needed to call her. She had been waiting to find out what the doctor had said and told me to call her no matter the time. By 2:30 a.m. on August 31, she and her husband had arrived. She told me later that she thought she was coming to say goodbye to her brother. As it turned out, the fear of that goodbye would make it a long and agonizing one for the whole family. We all had prayed together before they loaded him into the ambulance, and they were leaving the hospital at 3:15 a.m.

			When I arrived back home and crawled into bed, it was 4 a.m., and I prayed that if God was taking my husband, He would allow me to see him one more time to say goodbye. I thought then that that was the hardest prayer I would ever have to pray. I have since learned that my prayer then was a selfish one and was not difficult at all in comparison to some I have prayed since.
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			The morning of August 31 started with a phone call from Randy. I have already told you about the anxiety I felt every time I saw his name come up on my phone since March third. This time, it was easier because I knew he was already in the hospital, and the likelihood of someone else calling me from his phone was not immediately a cause for concern for me. It was eight o’clock, and he wanted to let me know where to find him when I arrived in Savannah.

			I don’t remember if I have mentioned it, but Randy’s business was in timber harvesting, and on Fridays, I would carry the mill tickets to the dealer, pick up the paycheck, and then pay the workers and truck drivers for the week. Since the storm had knocked them out of work for the rest of the week, I decided to go ahead and turn everything in so I wouldn’t have to handle it the next day. Randy had said the hospital had suggested I be there around noon. They had him in the trauma center awaiting a room on the floor. My son, Zachary, refused to let me go alone, so he drove me. I didn’t know then how much of a blessing that would be.

			The first thing Randy told me when we walked into the room was that he had a mass in his liver and would need to undergo chemotherapy. They had already done another scan with the more up-to-date equipment, and the doctors could immediately see a mass there. I had the first one of what I call my “mini-meltdowns” that morning. I was becoming emotionally overwrought and said, “No! No! We do not accept this. God is in control!” 

			Zachary quickly came over to me and calmly told me that a mass could mean anything. Maybe just scarring from the gallbladder removal or fatty tissue or a benign cyst. I calmed down, and they gave us the room number and were carrying him for an ultrasound before bringing him upstairs. The scan did show, however, that the bowel obstruction seemed to be clearing up. Zachary and I waited in the room until they brought him in. I needed to get back and finish the payroll, and there was nothing we could do; he needed rest, so I left him there praying that God would work a miracle in his life. I would soon see that the miracle I was praying for was not the kind of miracle I would receive.

			September 1 began a whole new month of unanswered questions and fears for the worst. A liver biopsy was performed the first thing in the morning, and I spent the day there watching him suffer. Ice chips were all he could ingest, and not much of those. The nasogastric (NG) tube seemed to be doing the trick, and doctors were pretty sure he would not need to have surgery on the bowel. Thank God for that.

			My mother’s birthday is on the second, and we had already planned a small party for her at the assisted living home with my sisters, brother-in-law, and my Uncle Andy, my mother’s only living sibling. It had been worked out that one of the singers who visits the home will entertain the residents by playing the guitar and singing hymns. I was planning to bake cupcakes.

			Randy told me to go and be with my mother. Our grandson, Skyler, said he would spend some time with him on Saturday while I was with her. Skyler had watched his own father suffer while he was fighting cancer, and the loss had brought him and his grandfather closer.

			My mom turned eighty-four and had a wonderful birthday party. She was so happy and enjoyed the hymns so much. She cried and worshipped God and sang every word of the songs she had been singing her whole life. I had said numerous times since her Alzheimer’s disease diagnosis that the devil might take her memory, her mind, her abilities, but he could never take Jesus from her. Her salvation was intact, and she was still quoting the twenty-third Psalm with her hospice chaplain the week before she died. We took pictures and even a short video or two, and laughed and cried, and celebrated our mama. She seemed happy and renewed in her spirit. We wanted to make it special and memorable because we felt like this would be her final one with us. And I am SOOO glad we did!

			Randy went for three days with only ice chips by mouth and hungry, though still hurting a good bit. One more day with only liquids after they removed the NG tube, then they brought him food and, after a successful bowel movement, he was released. I brought him home on the fifth. I remember him telling me that he just could not live like this. He wanted God to heal him. He believed.

			

			During his hospital stay, he received many calls, texts, and visits from family, friends, and coworkers. This would be the beginning of an almost continuous stream of support from those who loved him. He said many times, “I didn’t know so many people cared about me.”
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