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Gasping for Breath

I felt as though all the air had been sucked from the room.  I couldn't catch

my breath.  Our neighbor, a close family friend, had just told me my 

brother had died in the night.  I'd been asking God to heal him.  It was as if

the sun couldn't shine as brightly any more.  That August morning, 

everything in my life became hazy and indistinct.  While I struggled with 

depression, it stayed that way for almost two years.

Losing Mollie in August this year was different … yet the same.  She'd been visibly sick for just two weeks, 

with the vet's diagnosis either something easily treatable or something devastating.  Over several days, Mollie

had eaten eggs-and-cheese from my hand a couple times.  But, she hadn't done much else.  The morning of 

the 13th, I found Mollie hiding under the bed.  I'd been asking God to heal her.  Now, in-between sobs, I 

prayed she wouldn't suffer any more.

“Eternal One:  I will compensate you for the years

        that the locusts have eaten … 

            My great army that I unleashed against you.”

—Joel 2:25 (emphasis mine)  VOICE

Telling Secrets

Grief is a powerful, and understandable, precursor to depression for many.  Often, though, I don't realize my 

depression has returned until I listen to the rhythm of my day:  shower, read Scripture, eat meals; clean up, 

work, keep appointments; connect with friends, have fun, sleep.  If something is missing—or discordant—it 

can show me the degree to which depression is gripping me.

For years, I thought my depression would simply go away if I ignored it.  It never did.  Instead, the more I 

denied it, the longer it stayed and the deeper I sank.  Finally, I told a friend, “I want to crawl under a rock and

die.”  She said, “Tell me more.”  So, I did.  Then, I told a spiritual advisor.…  Each time I share about my depression

with someone who cares, my weakness becomes God's strength.  Shame loses its power over me.

“Satan’s angel did his best to get me down; what he in fact did was push me to my knees. … [T]hen [God] told me,

My grace is enough [to cover and sustain you]; it’s all you need.

My strength comes into its own in your weakness.”

—2 Corinthians 12:7-10 (emphasis mine)  MSG
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Set Back on My Heels

As with my brother, I miss Mollie every day.  A friend sent me a card with these words from Anatole France:  

“Until one has loved an animal, a part of one's soul remains unawakened.”  Thank you, Mollie, for waking me.

I can't wait to give you a big cuddle in our new place in Heaven!  The house here, meanwhile, has been 

unbearably quiet.  In October, at the Flathead County Animal Shelter, I met Addie.  This 52-lb Staffie with 

brown-and-white patches will melt your heart.  At least, she does mine!

    “ … You’ll be full of praises to your God,

The God who has set you back on your heels in wonder.

… You’ll know without question

    that I’m in the thick of life with [my people] … ”

—Joel 2:26 (emphasis mine)  MSG

Praises and Prayer Requests

• CREATIVITY  I'll be helping with a new beading/crafting group starting at Pablo Naz after the holidays.  Hair pieces, quilts, 

jewelry—all manner of fun projects will be taking shape!  (Along with things to eat and conversations, of course.)

• HEALTH  Regular chiropractor and massage therapist appointments are part of life's rhythm for me.  I've been struggling with eye 

and teeth check-ups, though.  Plus, ideas on how to substitute Stevia for cane sugar are always appreciated!

• SAFE TRAVELS  Polson's first snow of the season came several days ago.  Addie wondered where her ball went (and why it 

didn't bounce)!  I've already spun around on the highway in Pablo, during a sudden flurry.

• TRANSITIONS  A Thanksgiving visit with a close friend (the 16th-24th) in Branson MO meant finding Addie an attentive dog-sitter

—especially as she struggles with separation anxiety.  Airport transport and packing details still need to be “ironed out”.

The Thick of Life

I didn't want to write this letter.  I didn't feel I had much good news.  Over this last year, I've moved on from 

a full-time job working with the elderly in Kalispell.  I've been scattered across the rolling hills of Polson, Pablo 

and Ronan.  The change from stable friendships in Whitefish and loss of my best (furry) friend has set me on 

my heels.  Yet, God's merciful rescue of, and through, a new furry girl is awe-inspiring.

Thank you for sharing your prayers and your financial support.  You make a difference …

to me and with me!  Life is such a mixture of pain and hope.  I hope you'll continue to 

support God's work through and in me—not in spite of what comes in the thick of life. 

But, because of it.

Tara
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