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The Ache of Grief 

 
On July 8th my (Becky’s) Mom, Ruth Henderson died.  She was 14 days 

short of 91 years old, so you'd think her passing would have not been a 
surprise, but it was, and the reality of it catches me over and over. She had fallen and torn her rotator cuff and hit 

her head, but was going to be released from hospital.  I was going to Skype her at 4pm.  My sister was waiting in 
Mom's room to take her home and Mom complained of a bad headache, in fact so bad she felt like she would be 
sick.  My sister went to get a bowl and when she returned Mom had closed her eyes and couldn't talk.  An hour 

later she was gone. Mom was in very good shape, both physically (for a 90 year old body) and mentally.  She was 
forgetful and that in itself frustrated her, but not more than the decline of her body  - that was something that 

reminded her over and over that even though her mind was sharp, her body was old and failing.  She was no more 
than 5 feet and at one time she told me that she was 86lbs.  When you hugged her you didn't want to squeeze to hard for fear 

of snapping her in half.  I remember Mom saying she could hardly believe she was at the end of her life. 
 
But I loved my Mom in all her 'oldness': 
 

• She was my Mom, the one that was there when I was a child - to hold my head when I was sick, to spank 
me when I was bad, to let me comb her hair from the back seat of the station wagon when we were on 
vacation as a family.     

• She was my Mom when I would as a 13 year old, come in at 3am from G&J's pizzeria.  We would sit on 
the end of Mom and Dad's bed and recount for them what had happened that night at the One Way Inn 
coffeehouse.   

• She was my Mom when I got married and said goodbye at the age of 20 to all that was familiar.  I 
remember Mom saying that when she first got married she didn't go back to see her parents for 9 years!  It 
must have been very difficult for her. 
  

Mom came out west to Alberta sporadically, and I was fortunate enough to go to Ontario and see her at least once every 2 
years, more often than not, once a year.  The last year and a half, since Dad has been gone, I've been blessed to have seen Mom 5 times, and 
I saw her only 6 weeks prior to death at Matt and Blythe’s wedding in Vancouver. 
  
Mom was at times direct and sometimes a little tactless, but age tempered my Mom's bluntness, it became honesty clothed in love.  She 
knew she was flawed, but it only made her seek God more.  She was kind, loving and humble.   The older she grew the gentler she became. 
She was a committed servant; to her family and the church.  When Dad died her 'caregiver' role, in a physical sense was over, but she 
continued to show care to people, because that was part of her DNA - a gift from God. 
 
I will miss my mom so very much.  I will miss hugging her, and kissing her soft cheek (old people have really soft skin), and telling her I love 
her.  She was a wonderful example to me and I hope and pray that God will 'grow' me into the kind of woman she became. 
 

Change of Plan 
In our last newsletter we anticipated we would be home in August, at least for a visit if not to stay. 
However, we won’t be making the trip to Alberta this month. Our plans had started to shift even 
before Becky’s mom passed away, but then with her passing and the family agreeing to delay the 
memorial until August, we decided to head to Toronto in August. We will be flying there on the 13th 
of August, and then after the memorial and some time with Becky’s siblings, we will head to Nova 
Scotia to see our daughter Ashley, her husband Peter and their two boys, Nate and Luke. We are 
thrilled to be able to see them and the work they do at Cape Breton Bible Camp.  We are additionally 
thrilled that our trip will coincide with our daughter Stephanie’s visit to Cape Breton; so we will see 
her there as well.  These are the sorts of events in our life where we see God’s grace and kindness as 

we think plans are being unfortunately altered, and then they reformat to be something special. We hope to make it home to 
see the rest of our family, and Stan’s dad and siblings in late October and early November. 
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The Joy of Family 
We were really blessed to have Stan’s sister, Carolyn and her husband Bob come over for two weeks at 
the end of July. Carolyn and Bob live in Arizona and over the years we have gone to Arizona for rest 
and relaxation, but more than that, to spend time with them and be encouraged by our friendship. 
This time it was different, but only because it was in the coolness of the United Kingdom and not in 
the sunny climes of Arizona.  
 
Our time together is always filled with lots of conversation and laughter, but this time a central part of our 
time was spent watching the British Open in St. Andrews, Scotland, the birthplace of golf. Bob teaches golf in 
Arizona, so it was a thrill for him, as it was for all of us, to walk on the hallowed grounds of St. Andrews. We went 
for the last two days of the tournament, but due to high winds on the Saturday, the tournament ran over to Monday. Becky had 
to return to Sevenoaks on Sunday, as she worked on the Monday, but the rest of us stayed to watch the final day. We had to drive back that 
night so I could meet with people on Tuesday morning, so we gritted our teeth and decided we would leave at 4pm. Unfortunately, the match 

was not decided by the time we left and we had to tune into the radio to hear the play 
by play. It was fascinating how the Brits could make listening to golf on a radio more 
exciting and picturesque than watching it. Now some of you cynics would say that is 
not a hard feat, but for those of us who see beauty in the swing of a club and flight of a 
ball, it is remarkable. Admittedly, our attention was greatly heightened by the fact the 
radio reception would cut in and out from time to time. The announcer would say ‘he is 
pulling back the club’ and then the radio would begin to squeal with static. The car 
would fill with groans and then, as the radio would cut back in with ‘it’s in the cup’, we 
would sigh with relief or disappointment, depending on our feelings about the player. 
We drove late into the night/morning and arrived home safely. A pleasant aspect of 
driving in Britain is there are no large animals, so you drive with a greater degree of 
confidence. 

 
We had a lot of other adventures taking Bob and Carolyn to London, to a castle to watch a jousting tournament, to Beachy Head (the second 
most common suicide point in the world) and to charity shops sprinkled here and there across the UK. They came to our church with us and 
were able to celebrate the baptism of a young lady and listen to one of our young 
missionaries from the Philippines. We feel very blessed and grateful to have had them here. 
Just today I was explaining to someone the delight of being able to mention something to 
Bob and Carolyn about our place here and know that they can picture it in their mind’s eye. 
We would love to share experiences with any of you who are able to make your way over 
here to England. 

Sundaes in August 
One of the exciting things we are doing 
here at Vine Evangelical is a series of 
meetings called Sundaes in August.  In 
Britain, Sunday attendance drops way off 
due to congregants going on holidays for 
most of the month. Volunteerism is 
difficult, as people want a break from the 
norm. We felt that this apparent problem 
was an opportunity to try something 
different. So, we have cancelled our 
morning service and we gather in the 
afternoon instead. We encourage people 

of all ages to come, and we build an experience around one of the parables of Jesus. In 
Britain they have an outreach event called ‘messy church’ which is intended to bring non-
church people together. They do crafts and drama, sing less and interact more, and 
communicate the truths of Jesus in very simple terms.  We have taken a page from that 
booklet and have adapted it for our purposes. We top off the time together with an ice 
cream sundae, thus the name.  On our first week we had 69 people out, gave out over 70 
Sundaes (I know the math is puzzling), and we had 10 or so new people invited. We are 
hoping this will give rest to our people who have served well all year, bring new 
unchurched people from the community into our doors, demystify church gatherings, and 
draw different generations together into a much tighter community within our church 
family. So far, so good! This is made possible because a couple of people who lead our 
children’s ministry are some of the most creative people we have ever had the pleasure to 
work with.  They are truly amazing! 

We live in England! 
Just to make sure you have all been brought 
current with the times, we take this 
opportunity to remind you that we live in 
England now. Not just for 6 months as we 
thought when we came, but for an 
indeterminate 
period of time. In 
our last newsletter, 
we asked you to 
pray for us as the 
church was deciding 
on whether we 
should stay and we 
were deciding on 
whether we should accept that anticipated 
invite. Thank you for praying! The invite 
came; we paused, and then accepted. The 
pause was a difficult few days when we had 
to wrap our minds around the more 
permanent decision of living this next 
portion of our lives away from the familiar, 
the secure and most importantly our family. 
However, we were confident that to say no 
to them would be saying no to the God we 
claim to love. So, with that in mind, and 
with the added pull of all the potential this 
opportunity presents, we said yes to the 
good people here and to the good God we 
serve. We live in England now, not just 
visiting, or here temporarily, we actually live 
here! 

‘But my righteous one will live by faith, I take no pleasure in the one who shrinks back.’ But, we do not belong to those who shrink back and are destroyed, but to those who have 
faith and are saved.  Hebrews 10:38, 39 


