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"No hour is ever  eternity,
but it has its right to

weep."

--Zora Neale Hurston, Their Eyes
Were Watching God



Introduction

I am convinced that among the greatest sorrows
one’s heart can know is that which comes at the
death of a child. Few things in life are as tragic and
emotionally devastating. The incredible sense of
loss and sadness are sometimes overwhelming --
the crippling pain often too much to bear. When
my nine-year-old son, Terrence (affectionately
known as Little T), suffered a stroke and died
suddenly in March 2007, I could hardly believe
what was happening. He was, after all, a vibrant
and healthy child who had been singing in the
shower just hours before the stroke. Besides all of
that, it seemed like such a contradiction to the
“natural” order of things. Parents should not have
to bury a child. 
 
 
For as long as I can remember, I have been an
intercessor - going before the Lord daily in prayer
on behalf of others. I have cried out to God on
countless occasions asking Him to deliver, bless,
promote, and restore others. Before Little T’s
death, I can recall hearing heartbreaking accounts
of children passing away. 



The newscasts and newspapers were full of stories
of children as innocent victims of gunfire, kids
being struck by cars, and babies dying of illness
and disease. I remember so well how my heart
ached for their parents and I would immediately
lift them before the Lord in prayer. I simply could
not imagine the pain they must have felt and I was
always compelled to intercede on their behalf.
 
Then, early one Thursday in the predawn hours of a
rainy March morning, I became one of the parents
I had so fervently covered in prayer many times
before. My own son, my first-born child, had a
stroke and would remain on life support for five
days before being called home by God. This meant
that I had to quickly come to terms with the fact
that I, like the many mothers and fathers before
me, would have to bury a child. How was I
supposed to do that?
 
 
Mere words are inadequate to describe the
tremendous heartache and grief that threatened to
consume me in those dark hours. The limitations of
my human mind would not allow me to make sense
of it, and for the first time in my life I asked God,
“Why?” 



The answer to that question has finally come
and along with it, “the peace of God that
surpasses all understanding” (Philippians 4:7)
and the assurance that He is still God, is still
good, and is always in control. 
 
If you are reading this book, you’re likely
dealing with the death of a loved-one. It may be
your child, your parent or sibling, your spouse
or a close friend. Whether your loved-one
passed away yesterday or forty years ago, I
extend to you my deepest and most sincere
condolences. I can relate all too well to the
pain you are feeling. But, even more than that, I
can attest to the awesome power of God and
His amazing ability to give you peace, comfort,
and strength. 
 
Within these pages, I share my personal journey
of loss and how the Lord has been incredibly
faithful. He has kept His Word and the
promises outlined so clearly in Scripture. He
has truly anchored my soul and it is my prayer
that you will allow Him to do the same for you. 



I am continually amazed at how the Lord
showered me with His peace and comfort in the
midst of my darkest hours and how He so
graciously continues to do so today. I pray you
will find the encouragement you need to turn
your pain and grief over to God. While dealing
with the death of a loved-one is never easy, I
assure you that God is able to heal the
brokenness and stand in the void that remains.
If you will allow Him, He will do for you what
he has done, and continues to do, for me. Trust
Him, lean on Him, and Give God Grief.
 
By His grace,
 
 

Rashawnda



"Come and hear, all you
who fear God, and I will

declare what He has
done for my soul."

 
Psalm 66:16



The Prayers of the Righteous:

Rashawnda's Story

It took years for me to overcome the dread I felt at
the mere sight of emergency vehicles. My secret
terror, skillfully masking itself until awakened by the
flashing lights and piercing sirens of fire trucks and
ambulances, held me captive for a long time
following that awful night in March. The images of
these mobile emergency rooms racing through the
streets, rushing to save someone’s life or render aid
in a crisis, forced painful memories to the surface
and nearly paralyzed me with fear. 
 
If I happened to be driving down the street when
they came dashing by, I would yield to each one,
dutifully pulling to the side of the road. This was as
much to regain my composure and to wipe the tears
from my face as it was out of obedience to the law.
Pull over. Yield to the ambulance. Stop for that fire
truck. Wipe away the tears. And pray.
                      
I have always regarded prayer as an indispensable
part of my walk with Christ and the powerful
mechanism by which I communicate with God. I
learned a long time ago that prayer changes things
and allows me to connect my need with God’s
abundant supply. I speak to Him, and I listen for His
response. There is always a response. 
 



So, on that awful night, the night that changed my
life forever, I did the only thing I could do in that
moment -- I called upon my Lord, and I prayed
harder than I ever had before. 
 
As the ambulances and fire trucks sped through the
streets on that rainy March midnight, the sounds of
the sirens, punctuating the otherwise quiet night,
grew closer and closer with each passing second.
 
They were coming to my house.
 
Moments before, I was frantically dialing 9-1-1
because my nine-year-old son, Terrence, had
collapsed and was now unresponsive on the floor.
My oldest child, the one who was singing in the
shower earlier that night, was now motionless in the
doorway of my bedroom.
 
“Ma’am, is he breathing?” asked the dispatcher.
 
As I knelt over Terrence, cradling his head with one
hand and holding the phone in the other, I could
hear a faint gurgling sound slowly escaping from his
mouth.
 
“I think so,” I cried.



By this time, my other son Rashaan and my daughter
Nahja, eight years old and five years old respectively,
were standing in the hallway. The looks upon their
small faces gave voice to the panic they must have
felt, and together they screamed,
 
“What’s wrong with Little T?!”
 
Terrence, affectionately known as Little T to family
and friends, was their big brother and their hero. In
many ways, he became my hero, too.
 
“I don’t know, but the paramedics are on their way,”
was my hurried response as I ran downstairs to open
the door. 
 
Quickly emerging from around the corner, I could see
the bright red lights dancing recklessly against the
backdrop of the midnight sky, amid a chaotic
symphony of sirens. As the ambulances and other
vehicles stopped in front of my house, the
paramedics descended and grabbed their equipment.
They rushed through the front door, stopped the
stretcher at the bottom of the staircase, and ran up to
Little T. 
 
Through quivering lips, I asked, “Is he breathing?” My
question was met with silence. Not an awkward
silence, rather a dreadful one. “Is he breathing?” I
nervously pleaded again.



Why won’t they answer? I asked myself. All I
wanted was for someone, anyone, to tell me that he
was breathing. But I did not get the answer I
wanted --- the answer I so desperately needed.
Instead, one of the paramedics informed me that
they would be transporting Little T to Nationwide
Children’s Hospital, approximately seven miles from
our home in Columbus, Ohio.
 
I gathered Rashaan and Nahja, and the three of us
jumped in my car and made our way through the
dark night en route to the hospital. I called one of
my brothers, a strong man of God who pastors a
church in Houston, and quickly explained what was
happening. He has always been a steadfast partner
with me in prayer and the phone call to him seemed
only natural. We prayed as I steered the car, finally
arriving at the hospital.
 
As the children and I raced through the parking lot
leading to the Emergency Room, Nahja cried, “Is
Little T going to die?”
 
“Of course not”, I assured her. “He’s just a little
sick right now and he’s here to get well.”
 
The automatic doors parted, allowing us to enter
the ER area. We were met by two nurses and a
doctor. 
 



One of the nurses bore a striking resemblance to one
of my favorite elementary school teachers, and her
presence that night was strangely calming and
reassuring, although I could not have prepared for
what came next. 
 
She invited Rashaan and Nahja to the children’s play
room, where they could color, play with toys, and
watch movies. They eagerly accepted the kind nurse’s
offer and the three of them began to walk away.
When they disappeared into a hallway, the doctor
spoke matter-of-factly.
 
“Your son is in a coma and if we don’t operate
tonight he is going to die.”
 
Jesus.
 
Before that moment, I was truly unaware of the
gravity of my son’s condition. How could he go from
singing in the shower to being in a coma in just a
few hours? What was happening?
 
The doctor explained that a pediatric neurosurgeon
was on his way, and time was of the essence. I called
my brother again to give him the shocking and
heartbreaking news. He notified other members of
our family and over the next several hours, they
descended upon the hospital. 



My mother, my siblings, other relatives, friends,
and co-workers came to the hospital to show their
support and to pray for our dear Little T. My
pastor and his wife, along with countless members
of our congregation, rallied around my family and
we all prayed.
 
The surgery lasted for several long and tormenting
hours. When it was finally over, the surgeon
explained that my son -- my healthy, vibrant, nine-
year-old son -- had suffered a stroke. I had known
of older adults having strokes --- but a child? That
was unheard of and seemed to completely defy
logic. A true picture of how much damage the
stroke had left in its wake could not emerge “until
he regains consciousness”, the surgeon advised.
My family and I were encouraged by the doctor’s
word choice, noting he said “until” -- not “if”. It’s
amazing how one little word can give so much
hope. Until. I would cling to that hope until the
third day.
 
“Lord,” I cried out. “You’ve got to show up”.
 
My sister grabbed my hand and said, “The Lord is
already here.”
 
By the third day, Little T had still not awakened
and his brain showed no signs of activity. His
doctor, who now seemed like an old friend, spoke 



with compassion when he expressed that they had
done all that was medically possible.
 
“The part of Terrence that makes him Terrence is
no longer with us,” he said, visibly shaken and with
tears in his eyes.
 
Despondent and broken, I composed myself and
walked to the small bathroom just down the hall. I
slumped to the floor, weeping uncontrollably, and
cried out to my God. I needed Him more than ever
before. Over the past few days, we had all been
fervently praying for Little T’s healing, and asking
God to make Him well. I know that He hears our
prayers and He answers each one, but I’ve learned
that sometimes the answer isn’t the one for which
we’d hoped. So, I modified my prayer a little and
said, “Have Your way.”



The limitations of my human mind did not allow me
to understand why this was happening, but I had
enough wisdom and enough faith to trust God. I
cried and prayed in the bathroom that day until I
heard the voice of God, clear and unmistakable. It
was unlike anything I’ve experienced before or
since.
 
He simply said, “Let him go.”
 
Let him go. I had to come to terms with the fact
that I would bury my nine-year-old son. The Lord’s
words, though painful to hear, brought with them an
incredible peace. I couldn’t explain it then and I
cannot explain it now. I just know that He is real
and He is good. As I picked myself up from the
floor and made my way back to Little T’s bedside, I
experienced for the first time in my life, “the peace
of God that surpasses all understanding.” It is real.
 
Two days later, on March 20, 2007 at 3:15 in the
afternoon, my darling son went to be with the Lord.
It was, undoubtedly, the most difficult and saddest
day of my life. But through it all, I was surrounded
by an army of believers who kept my family lifted in
prayer. I will be forever indebted to them. I am also
deeply thankful to the Lord for showering me with
His amazing peace and comfort during that time
and for so graciously continuing to do so today.



By His grace, I am no longer haunted by the sirens
and flashing lights of emergency vehicles. Instead,
I can pull over, as I always have, and whisper a
little prayer for the person to whom the paramedics
are racing. And I do believe that someone pulled
over for the ambulances that rainy March midnight
and spoke to God about Little T. The prayers of
the righteous availeth much.
 
My dear brothers and sisters in Christ, He hears us
when we pray. If we are struggling with grief we
must learn how to turn it over to Him. He is
faithful and stands ready and able to help us. 
 
Now, let’s get started and Give God Grief!



“But without faith it is
impossible to please Him,
for he who comes to God
must believe that He is,

and that He is a rewarder
of those who diligently

seek Him.” 
 

 Hebrews 11:6



From the time my siblings and I were small, our
mother talked to us about the Lord. She instilled in
each of her children the importance of prayer,
reading the Bible, and trusting God in all things.
Our young minds were not yet mature enough to
fully understand everything she was teaching, but
what the Bible says is true: “Train up a child in the
way he should go, and when he is old he will not
depart from it” (Proverbs 22:6). 
 
What’s interesting is that we didn’t exactly “grow
up in the church”. We weren’t in Bible study every
week -- we didn’t even go to church every Sunday.
But over the years, my mother fostered in us a
deep and abiding love for the Lord that remains
with each of us today. 
 
I vividly remember her reading the Bible to us at
bedtime, and I was  fascinated at how she
pronounced even the difficult names with ease as
her index finger moved quickly across the verses of
each page. She was reading to us about God. Her
God --- and ours. And though I could not fully
appreciate it then, I was learning an important
truth…..
 
God Is. 
 
 

Chapter 1 ~ God Is



The breadth and depth of that fundamental truth,
among the chief cornerstones of my Christian
faith, would remain lost on me until much later in
life. I had been introduced to the God my mother
so often spoke about and read about and I sensed
His presence, even as a child growing up in a
housing project in Flint, Michigan. I just knew.
And I would come to know that you cannot have
an encounter with Him and remain the same. 
 
God is not a figment of overly-active
imaginations. He is not some far-away being that
is detached from the reality of His children. He is
neither unconcerned about nor unaware of the
conditions of those He calls His own. Instead, He
is a living and loving God who cares very deeply
for His children. It was true then and it is true
now. 
 
“Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, today, and
forever.”   (Hebrews 13:8)
 
God does not change. He is the same today as He
was yesterday and will be forevermore. And for
those of us who are relying on Him daily for
strength and direction, that is good news. It is
good news because we can be assured that His
unending love for us will never fail. Though we
will encounter difficulties, as long as we are in
His hands, everything will ultimately work for our
good.



Deeply rooted in every corner of your heart, there
must be the unwavering conviction that no matter
what comes and no matter what goes, God is still
God and He is still on His throne. The death of a
loved-one, as tragic and heartbreaking as it is,
does not negate the goodness of God; neither
does it threaten His sovereignty. 
 
God still IS…..
 
Remember this: Nothing gets to us without first
being filtered through the mighty hands of God.
He never has to learn of anything or be made
aware of anything. In His omniscience, He already
knows everything. 
 
Consider Job. Satan had to get God’s permission
before he was able to afflict him, and even then he
could not do so without limitations. The Lord said
to Satan, “Very well, then, everything he has is in
your power, but on the man himself do not lay a
finger” (Job 1:12). There were parameters and
boundaries set by God that the enemy could not
cross. And so it is with each of us. He “shall
neither slumber nor sleep” (Psalm 121:4) and
nothing catches Him by surprise. Nothing!
 
 



So, even as God sometimes allows the heavy winds
of life’s storms to batter and toss us about, we can
rest assured that those winds must obey Him and
they have real boundaries and limitations. You can
“count it all joy when you fall into various trials,
knowing that the testing of your faith produces
patience” (James 1:2). 
 
The truth is, we have all had our measure of
storms. We have known the hurt of burying loved-
ones, and the tremendous pain that is both piercing
and numbing at the same time. It is often a deep-
seated pain complete with the battle scars and war
wounds that remind us we’ve been through the
valley. The tough terrain has not left us unscathed,
but we are still standing. And we are not simply
standing for the sake of standing. Rather, we are
standing on the Word of God - the God who IS and
we are trusting Him one step at a time. We realize
that we have good days and we have bad days. 
 
Perhaps Job said it best when he asked of his wife,
“Shall we accept good from God, and not trouble?”
What, then, are we to do when trouble comes?
In order for us to position our hearts to receive the
strength and peace that God so freely gives, we
must recognize and believe that God IS. God isn’t
trying to be, or wanting to be, or planning to
someday be. Instead, He IS and He stands ready
and able to be all that we need.
 
 



When we receive Him and embrace His wondrous
love for us, we are poised to receive His best.
 
God Is…..
 
Jehovah Shammah, “The Lord Who is Present”. 
 
I’m not sure what your experience has been, but
for me, some of the loneliest days I’ve ever felt
were the ones immediately after Little T’s
homegoing service. All of my friends and family
had returned to their homes and their own lives.
While many of them called to check on me every
day, it wasn’t quite the same as having them
present with me. It was their presence that made
me feel as though I wasn’t alone in my grief and I
had others with whom to share the burden of my
sorrow.
 
But God….
 
I called on Jehovah Shammah and He quickly
reminded me that He is always near. The Lord
faithfully inclined His ear to me and saturated my
heart with His amazing presence. 
 
Perhaps you are right now in the days, weeks,
months, or even years after the death of a loved-
one and you are battling lonely moments just as I
was. You may feel, as I once did, that no one in
the world completely understands your pain and 



what you’re going through. You may even become
slightly irritated when well-meaning friends say, “I
know what you’re going through.” And you think to
yourself: Do they really? How could they possibly?
 
But there is One. The One who has promised to
stick closer than a brother and He really does know
the innermost hurts in our hearts. He is acquainted
with our grief and suffering and is able to heal the
pain that threatens to consume us. 
 
Have you tried Him? Have you called upon the
name of Jehovah Shammah and asked Him to fill
the void with His presence, and with His peace and
comfort? He is here and He can and will do it. 
 
God Is…..
 
Jehovah Shalom, ‘The Lord our Peace’. 
 
For so long, I was haunted by the sight of
emergency vehicles and their blaring sirens after my
son passed away. They conjured up all the
memories of that night and I felt like my mind was
in such turmoil. 
 
Night after tear-filled night, I would sit alone on the
couch after Rashaan and Nahja had gone to bed,
and I would stare at the front door -- the door
through which the paramedics came as they rushed
to Little T’s side. 



My internal dialogue as I stared blankly at the door
centered around convincing myself that Little T
really hadn’t died at all. I rehearsed in my mind that
it was just a bad dream and I would awaken. Some
day. The scenes of this intense struggle played
themselves out in my mind each night for months.
 So what was happening?
 
I’ll tell you what was happening. The enemy was
working his hardest to rob me of the peace God
had already given me. The Lord and I had already
talked about this. It was real -- Little T had gone to
be with the Lord and I knew it. I also knew that
God, in His infinite and infallible wisdom, allowed
this to be and I had accepted that. 
 
But the enemy is crafty and cunning. Very subtle in
many ways, he feeds on vulnerability and stealthily
weaves his way in through any sign of weakness.
The fact is, the enemy comes to steal, kill, and
destroy. So, true to his nature -- and not at all
surprising -- he was attempting to steal, kill, and
destroy my peace. 
 
When I recognized Satan’s attack for what it was, I
knew that I wasn’t dealing with an ordinary battle.
Instead, I had been thrust into spiritual warfare and
this was no time for me to fall apart on the couch
every night. I was fully engaged in a real battle with
a fully engaged and real enemy. 



And for as long as I’ve been a Christian and walking
with the Lord, I’ve known of only one way to fight a
spiritual battle. 
 
The same war that the enemy waged against me
after the death of Little T, is not unlike the war he
may be waging against you. In these situations, we
MUST pick ourselves up, dust ourselves off, and get
dressed for battle. We are in the fight of our lives.  
 
Ladies and gentlemen: I repeat -- this is spiritual
warfare. Do you want to get peace? Fight for it. 
 
Do you want to maintain your peace? Fight for it. 
 
The enemy is trying to cripple us with our grief and
make us ineffective for Christ. Satan is a deceiver
and the father of lies. He will try to convince you
that God is not real. But we know that the Lord is
real and Satan is no match for the living God! We
must stand firmly on the Word of God and
remember that He Is.
 
“Who is this King of Glory? The Lord strong and
mighty, the Lord mighty in battle” (Psalm 24:8). 
 
Now, get dressed…..it’s time to fight!
 
Spoiler alert: WE WIN!!



Put on the whole armor of God,
that you may be able to stand
against the wiles of the devil. 

 
Stand therefore, having girded your
waist with truth, having put on the
breastplate of righteousness, and
having shod your feet with the

preparation of the gospel of peace;
above all, taking the shield of faith

with which you will be able to
quench all the fiery darts of the

wicked one. And take the helmet of
salvation, and the sword of the

Spirit, which is the word of God;
 

Ephesians 6:11, 14-17



Chapter 2 ~ The Full Armor of God

Please allow me to cut to the chase. We are not on
a playground -- we are on a battleground. And the
very nature of our spiritual warfare brings with it
the imperative of always being ready for battle.
 
So often, when we experience loss and grief in our
lives, we recoil and shrink. We sequester ourselves,
yielding to the immeasurable pain and throwing our
hands up in surrender and despair. You may find
yourself feeling as though life has taken its best
shot and now you are down for the count. While
that line of thinking may be true for the rest of the
world, the believer’s situation is much different --
the canvas of our lives is painted with a much
brighter picture. After all, we are beloved children
of the living God, remember?!
 
As such, when life knocks us down (as it inevitably
will from time to time), we get back up, dust
ourselves off, and look to the hills. “I will lift up my
eyes to the hills -- from whence comes my help?
My help comes from the Lord, Who made heaven
and earth” (Psalm 121:1, 2). And, of course, we must
always be sure that we are properly suited up for
warfare. 
 
Spiritual warfare. 



When Paul penned the sixth chapter of Ephesians,
he did so by outlining a detailed list of instructions
that we would all do well to heed: children, obey
your parents; honor your father and your mother;
fathers, do not provoke your children to anger.
 
He went through a complete enumeration of
directives and then Paul wrote, “Finally, my brethren,
be strong in the Lord and in the power of His
might. Put on the whole armor of God, that you may
be able to stand against the wiles of the devil. For
we do not wrestle against flesh and blood, but
against principalities, against powers, against the
rulers of the darkness of this age, against spiritual
hosts of wickedness in the heavenly places.
Therefore take up the whole armor of God, that you
may be able to withstand in the evil day, and having
done all, to stand” (Ephesians 6:10-13). 
 
I will say this one more time: We are in a spiritual
battle. And we cannot fight spiritual battles without
using spiritual weapons -- they are the only kind
that will work. “For the weapons of our warfare are
not carnal but mighty in God for pulling down
strongholds, casting down arguments and every high
thing that exalts itself against the knowledge of
God, bringing every thought into captivity to the
obedience of Christ” (2 Corinthians 10:4-5). 


