
  

  

Pray this prayer right now: 
 

“God, I come to You as the needy 

sinner I am. I ask You, Jesus, to forgive 

me of my sins, come into my life, be my 

Savior and Lord. Lead me. Enable me 

increasingly to please You. Take me 

finally to be forever with You in the 

glorious heaven you have prepared for 

me. Thank You. Amen.” 

-- 
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God so loved the world 

that he gave 
his only begotten Son 

that whosoever believeth in him 
should not perish, 

but have everlasting life. 
- John 3:16 
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Loyd had been seriously ill for nearly a 
year.  His family, and especially his wife, 
Gladys, hurt with his hurt. They’d been 
married 61 years, and were very close. He 
had become less and less able to walk, 
talk, or think until at last bedbound entirely, 
he seemed unable even to recognize her. 

I had no idea that the end was near, so 
the call telling me he’d “passed on” took 
me by surprise. 

My immediate reaction was to pray for 
Gladys and the family. And my prayer was 
this, “Lord, don’t let them feel guilty that 
they’re glad he’s gone, released from all 
his sufferings, at home with You.” 

Before the memorial service, as I hugged 
Gladys, my mind was quickly set at ease. 
Her face was radiant, and her first words 
were, “It’s an answer to prayer.” 

Then she talked about the thunderstorm 
the previous night, calling it “fire works that 
welcomed Loyd home.” 

Now, it isn’t strange that people in such a 
circumstance should feel relieved both for 
themselves and for the one whose physi-
cal pain here on earth should be finally done. 

 

But there was another, and entirely differ-
ent factor in this story. Loyd was far better 
off than he had ever been, far better off 
than all those he had left behind. 

 He was finally at home in heaven with 
his loving heavenly Father and his wonder-
ful Savior. He was perfectly healthy as he 
never had been before. In fact, he was 
perfectly everything. And, on, how he had 
longed for such perfection all the days of 
his imperfection down here. 

And there was something more. Gladys 
and the rest of them had no need to feel 
guilty. They could just look forward to that 
glad reunion day, when they would all be 
with Loyd in a perfect relationship far bet-
ter than they could ever enjoy here. 

Now, this isn’t necessarily your final fu-
ture. 

Have you ever prayed the prayer of 
faith? If not, don’t delay. Your day to leave 
this life and enter on the next may be 
closer than you imagine. You dare not risk 
postponing the most important decision of 
your life for a single moment. 
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