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God’s Unfailing Love

Good Evening Ladies –    Thank you very much for having me.  I am here to share a little bit about my journey and how God has been teaching me to trust Him and love Him completely.   I would like to start by saying that I have been richly blessed throughout my life and give God all the glory.   I had to go on a character building journey through trial and testing in order for me to see His blessings.  In Isaiah 64:8 it says “Yet, O Lord, you are our Father.  We are the clay, you are the potter, we are all the work of your hand.”  God has been moulding me from the very beginning. 

llCorinthians 12:7a

“To keep me from becoming conceited because of these surpassingly great revelations, there was given me a thorn in my flesh . . .”  
I was born with a life threatening disease called Cystic Fibrosis.  I sometimes feel that was my thorn in the flesh because my life has been a challenge from the get go.  I grew up on a farm outside of Hepburn together with my 2 sisters and 5 brothers.  There were 3 of us diagnosed with this deadly disease.  By the time I turned 3 I had been experiencing alot of problems with my stomach.  Diarrhoea and vomiting were a constant battle that even the Dr.’s had no answers for.  At that point my 2 sisters had already been born into the family and the first of my 5 brothers.  He was not a healthy baby and was struggling to breathe.  At nine months old he was admitted to hospital and a child specialist was called in to examine him.  After a series of many tests he tested positive for Cystic Fibrosis.  Cystic Fibrosis is a genetic life threatening disease that mainly affects the lungs and the digestive system.  This is a disease that you can only be born with.  In order for this to happen, both parents have to be carriers of the gene.  It is an illness that causes thickening of the mucus in the entire body, therefore causing complications with breathing and digestion.  Depending on the seriousness of the illness or how long you live, you can encounter many other problems.  Some of those things are kidney disease, liver disease, diabetes is common, and chances of having children are low. 

Immediately after my brothers positive diagnosis my 2 sisters and I were tested and I tested positive for this deadly disease also.  I was 3 years old.  In the 60’s there was limited information about this illness and the Dr.’s didn’t know much about it.  The children diagnosed with Cystic Fibrosis were dying by the age of 5, so there was no way of knowing how long we would actually survive.  Mom and Dad were told that we wouldn’t live to be teenagers, news that I imagine would have been devastating to any young couple.  Our family was sent home with whatever information was available, medications such as digestive enzymes, vitamins and meds to help us breath, and allot of equipment.  This definitely turned the life of my family upside down.  Mom and Dad had a strong determination to give us the best life ever, even if it meant personal sacrifice.  At that time my parents were advised by Dr.’s not have any more children because the risk of having more children with CF was high.   They always wanted a big family, so several years down the road after they thought they had a handle on this thing, 4 more brothers were welcomed into our home.  As each one was born they were tested for CF because of the obvious history.  My second youngest brother also tested positive for Cystic Fibrosis.


During my younger years at home God was not a big part of our upbringing.  I do remember saying a bedtime prayer and praying at mealtime. My Dad was not a Christian, so attending church together as a family wasn’t something we did.  My Mom took the 4 oldest of us to Sunday School, and it was there that I learned about God and His Love, about His Son Jesus Christ and about heaven.  But what I didn’t learn is why He chose me to give this deadly disease to.  Even at the age of 6 I understood that my life was to be short lived and that made me angry with God.  I remember standing in my grade one classroom looking at the other students and wondered why me?!  Why did I have to be different than everybody else?  Why was I given a death sentence?  Death hovered over me constantly and CF became the centre of my universe.  I even felt it defined who I was.       

We also attended Wednesday night club and Vacation Bible School in the summer.  It was one summer when I was 11 years old, at VBS that I accepted Jesus as my personal Lord and Savoir.  The teacher had asked if anyone in the class wanted to ask Jesus into their hearts and I raised my hand.  Some of the verses from the Bible she shared with me were,   John 3:16 “For God so loved the world that He gave His one and only Son, that whoever believes in Him will not perish but have eternal life.” and “If we confess our sins He is faithful and just and will forgive us our sins and purify us from all unrighteousness.”  I John 1:9.  I’m sure these are familiar to most of us.   The teacher prayed together with me and I knew I had Jesus in my heart.  It was not a big dramatic experience for me – I just wanted to secure my place in heaven, because I knew I was going to die young.  In the years following my parents also asked Christ to be their personal Lord and Savoir, so our family started attending Church together on a regular basis.  That really didn’t change how I felt about God and about where my life was going.  I HAD NO FUTURE – so it was going no where.

School is a struggle in itself with classes and studies without having to face other obstacles.  As the years passed in school, I was very aware that I was different from the others leaving me with a very low self-esteem.  At that point I didn’t even know anyone else in the world that had this disease other than my brother – I took comfort in being able to share this journey with him.  The doctors did tell us that any kind of physical activity was good for our health.  It was like therapy, which helped loosen the mucus that would cause infections in our lungs.  So I got involved in as many sporting events as possible in both public and high school - always finding myself lagging behind the others my age, due to shortness of breath.   I would give it my best shot anyway, but always came out short in the end.  As a teenager we all face the world of dating.  Well that was a none existing one for me.  I grew slower and developed later than everyone else did and the boys were not interested in this girl   Along with those things I ended up in hospital several times for lung infections, so I missed alot of school.   I faced each battle in school as they came, at the same time waiting for it all to come to an end soon.  


Year after year passed and I was still here.  The next thing I knew I was preparing for my high school graduation.  How did that happen?  I wasn’t planning on that and had not prepared myself for the future.  I didn’t think I had a future to plan for.  A lack of studying and missed assignments left me short a credit, but the principal still let me graduate with my classmates.  Probably felt sorry for me.    Now what?  Not for one minute did I think about what I wanted to do after high school.  So I decided to register at the local Bible School in Hepburn – that seemed like a safe and secure decision and not too much thought had to be put into that.   I took the full three years that were offered at that time and graduated in spring of 1982.  Philippians 3:12, 13, 14 became some of my favourite verses during those years.  “Not that I have already obtained all this, or have already been made perfect, but I press on to take hold of that for which Christ Jesus took hold of me.  Brothers, I do not consider myself yet to have taken hold of it.  But one thing I do:  Forgetting what is behind and straining toward what is ahead, I press on toward the goal to win the prize for which God has called me heavenward in Christ Jesus.”  
I had no idea the impact these verses would have on me someday.   

Without the proper education my job qualifications and skills were limited.   I basically worked at dead-end jobs like McDonalds, A&W, Robins Donuts, Tim Horton’s and I even pumped gas.  3 – 6 months was about an average length of time that I would be at one job before I would get sick.  I would quit my job instead of asking the employer to hold the position open for me because I thought that was unfair of me to ask of them.   It took me about 6 – 8 months of antibiotic treatment and therapy to feel better and then I was able to look for another job.  That went on for approximately 10 – 15 years until I was able to go on permanent disability.    


The year I graduated from Bethany my brother Emil’s health took a serious turn for the worse.  He was in and out of hospital for six months, with serious lung infections.   After his last regular 2-week course of antibiotics the infection in his lungs was not improving.  The doctors took him off the treatment and said there is nothing we can do for you anymore.   Keeping him as comfortable as possible was all the doctors could do.   On Sept. 27th, 1982, with Mom and Dad and my sisters by his side we watched as he took his last breath here on earth and his battle with Cystic Fibrosis ended.  He slipped away quietly into the arms of his Savoir.  That was 24 ½ years ago.  Watching my brother suffer and then die from the same illness that I was waiting to die from was heart wrenching.   Definitely a pivotal time in my life – my anger towards God grew to where I eventually pushed Him completely out of my life. Challenge after challenge was breaking my spirit and I finally decided to take the wheel and put God in the back seat.  I was doing the driving now.  

This is where my life took a 180 and a chain reaction of bad choices began.  Things I said I would never do started with my first drink at the age of 26, which introduced me to promiscuousness and shop – lifting.  Drinking wasn’t about drowning my sorrows or forgetting anything, it was about me being in charge of my own life not God.  It started slowly, then every weekend, and eventually up to at least 4 nights a week.  Alcohol and smoky environments were two things that could put my health in great jeopardy, but I didn’t care.  I wasn’t looking after myself as far as my CF was concerned and I lived as if I was invincible.  Then the one night stands.  Drinking brought my defences down and I was not afraid to go with men that I didn’t even know from Adam.  I had no respect for myself and I was eventually filled with shame and disgust.  Without thinking about it I also found myself stealing little things like jewellery, perfume and even cassette tapes of my favourite music groups.  That was short lived after being caught and having to face the law.  In shock and horror I listened to a Police Officer read me my rights and then questioned me in the back of his cruiser.  Being a first offence I didn’t have to spend any time in jail.  Even though I tucked God away in the back seat of my life, He never left me stranded.  No serious harm came my way and my health suffered no consequences during those years.  


It was then that I met the man that I would finally marry.  I took great pleasure in the fact that I found him, that God didn’t have anything to do with it.  (Or so I thought)  Being married before I died was like being on a mission for me – so when I met my husband and he showed just as much interest in me as I did in him I fell head over heels.  6 months after meeting we moved in together and 6 months later we moved to Calgary.  The challenges I faced in Calgary increased the sense of insecurity I already had about myself.   The first year we were together it was great – like being on cloud 9.  When I met Gary he had a few more years of drinking under his belt, so the competition for me was on.  But it didn’t take long for me to learn to keep up to him.  After a long night of drinking calling a cab for a safe ride home seems sensible, but why do that when your car is right out there in the parking lot.  Many mornings, waking up after passing out the night before, I could not remember how we got home.  Often I checked in the driveway to make sure we actually drove home and that the car was still in one piece.  Blackouts and loss of memory were common occurrences that I eventually just got used to.


We planned our wedding from Calgary, which was to take place in Saskatoon.  A little tough, but I enjoyed it none the less.  I was finally planning my wedding, something I dreamed about for a very long time.  We lived one year in Calgary after we were married and it was a very, very tough year – probably the hardest of all the years we have been together.  We argued and fought all the time and about absolutely everything and anything.  The drinking just got worse and the pressures around me became too much for me to handle emotionally and mentally.  I believe I was in the midst of a nervous breakdown.   None of my friends or family knew about that, because how do you tell someone you think you are going crazy.  I know family and friends were praying for me because that all finally did come to a stop.  We decided to move back home here to Saskatoon, which I was very thankful for.  We were closer to family and friends here and I found out how much I relied on those closest to me when were gone. 
Both of us found work immediately.  I started working at Western Cheque Printers, and I met a wonderful Christian lady who became a very dear friend and eventually was the person who helped turn my life around.  The year and a half that I worked there I ended up in hospital 3 times with pneumonia and other lung infections. After being in hospital that many times and so close together my doctor agreed to fill disability forms out for me and I have been on disability ever since.  

Just like many woman the desire to have children was strong for me, but the chance of that happening was totally under the control of my disease.  Yes just another thing to lash out at God for.  I was so busy lashing out at God that I couldn’t even be happy for anyone in my family as my nieces and nephews were being born.  I was envious and angry that I couldn’t be the one having a child of my own.  It would have been a health risk for me, but I was willing to take the chance.  Over time God changed my heart and I was able to celebrate with those in my family as nieces and nephews are still arriving.  Gary and I are very happy without our own children now, enjoying the company and special blessings our nieces and nephews are to us.  


In the fall of 1995 there was a Billy Graham Crusade here in Saskatoon that I attended with my girlfriend.  After the crusade we went back to her place and she prayed and cried together with me as I rededicated my life back to the Lord.   Coming back to the Lord was a bitter sweet experience for me.  Starting with a new lease on life was exciting, but at the same time a little scary.  My biggest fear was that Gary would leave me if he knew I decided to live my life for the Lord.  I started attending Church sporadically with my friend for the next few years.  Several years after renewing my commitment to God, He gave me complete victory over alcoholism.  Since Jan. 1st, 1999 God has continued to give me the strength to stay alcohol free.   Only after that I started attending Church on a regular basis getting involved in Sunday school classes, Bible Studies and other related functions that have helped strengthen my walk with God.  I felt like a child learning to walk – it was all new to me and my eyes were being opened to how much God really did love me and how he looked after me even when I didn’t deserve his faithfulness.  For as long as I have been memorizing scripture, Proverbs 3:5 & 6 have been special verses to me.   “Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding.  In all your ways acknowledge Him and He will make your paths straight.”  This was only the beginning of the trust factor for me and it has been baby steps as God has been teaching me to trust in Him.   

My life is so different from what it once was and I am so grateful for every experience I have been through. Each situation has reminded me of God’s grace and His faithfulness to me.   II Corinthians 12:9 tells me, “My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness.  Therefore I will boast all the more gladly about my weaknesses, so that Christ’s power may rest on me.”  Amazingly enough once I stopped drinking my relationship with my husband improved – not over night, but one step at a time.   God is so awesome and is teaching me to see the good in my husband.  As God is working with my attitude he is teaching me to be the wife He intended me to be.  Biting my tongue does not come naturally for me.  I am quite the yakker and thinking about what I say before I speak has to be learned.  God has blessed me the gift of life and the gift of Cystic Fibrosis.   It is ironic to me that God used the one thing in my life that I felt was a death sentence to change the way I see Him and everything around me.  Without this gift I would have missed out on many opportunities in life that have helped me see how wonderful life can really be.  It has opened doors in the CF world that gave me confidence in who I was in spite of my illness. At the age of 45 God has blessed me beyond the years of life expectancy – according to statistics back in the 60’s I should have died about 30-35 years ago.  I am officially the third oldest surviving adult living with Cystic Fibrosis in Saskatchewan.  



I thank the Lord that during the 10 years of my excessive drinking and smoky environments He spared my health from serious complications.     It has been about 10 years now since I started experiencing low sugars and tests showed I was hypoglycaemic, which the doctors informed me was the fore runner to diabetes.  I have been able to control my low sugars with diet and so far I am not yet officially a diabetic.  In the last 3 – 5 years I have also been experiencing liver complications, which I am able to control through medication for now. These are both problems related to Cystic Fibrosis.  The doctors tested me for Hepatitis A, B & C which along with psoriasis of the liver were all ruled out.   My health continues to decline slowly with new medications and treatments introduced to help make Cystic Fibrosis more tolerable.  

In my late teens or early 20’s I decided there were three things I wanted to do before I died.  The first of those things was to get married.  As I said earlier finding a husband was like being on a mission for me. God had somebody pretty special in mind when Gary and I were introduced.  He has blessed us with 15 years together as husband and wife and I look forward to many more years together.  Gary is not a Christian yet, but because of his laid back and patient ways, I am learning how to be patient, a quality somewhat lacking in my world.  God has also humbled me through being married.   I have seen God working in so many ways in Gary’s life and our life together.  There are times when I feel I have set Gary back in making a choice for Christ because of my weaknesses and failures.   My prayer for his salvation is constant and I know one day he will give his heart to God. 

The second thing I wanted to do was buy a brand new car – seems a little silly.  In Oct. of 1995 Gary and I bought a brand new Suzuki Swift – it’s like a little 2-door Geo – nothing special or expensive, just new.  I don’t know why the car, maybe I was wishing for things that I thought were impossible too ever come true.  It wasn’t that I asked God for them, just something I wanted. 


Well the third thing I wanted to do was go to Disney World – something that almost every little child wishes for right.  Well March of 2006 this 45 year old child went to Disney World.  Gary and I planned a 

3-week vacation in Florida, the first trip ever to the United States for me.  As I stood watching the fireworks, listening to the song “Your Dreams Can Come True” at Magic Kingdom, it brought tears to my eyes.  No one else there knew what I was feeling – it was between God, me and my husband.  I felt so blessed and thanked God right there and then for His abundant blessings.   

In this world of broken homes and children finding themselves unloved I feel blessed to have parents who love, support, encourage and pray for me.  With so much sickness around I am so grateful to be blessed with the health that I have been given.  I could go on and on.  I guess what I’m trying to say is the blessings have been right in front of me, it just took a while for me to spot them.  As I continue to face obstacles in my health, in my marriage, and in other areas of my life, I face them with God.  He gives me the strength I need to get through each one.  “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” Philippians 4:13.  There never seemed to be a purpose to my life.   God has given me the privilege of living life, so my purpose here is to honor and glorify Him living as an example according to His Word the Bible.  He is teaching me to put the past in the past, never looking back and always looking forward.        

Isaiah 40:29, 30 & 31 “He gives strength to the weary and increases the power of the weak.  Even youths grow tired and weary, and young men stumble and fall; but those who hope in the Lord will renew there strength, they will soar on wings like eagles, they will run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.”

Mountain Moving
Lord, I’ve never moved a mountain

And I guess I never will

All the faith that I could muster

Wouldn’t move a small ant hill

Yet, I’ll tell you Lord I’m grateful

For the priv’lege, knowing thee

And for all the mountain moving

Down thru life you’ve done for me.

When I needed grace to lift me

From the depths of despair,

And when burdens paint sorrow

Have been more than I could bear,

You have always been my helper

To restore life’s troubled seas,

And to move these little mountains

That have looked so big to me.

Many times when I had problems

And when bills I’ve had to pay,

And the worries and the heartaches

Just kept mounting ev’ry day.

Lord, I don’t know how you did it

Can’t explain the where’s or why’s,

All I know I’ve seen these mountains

Turn to blessings in disguise.

No – I’ve never moved a mountain

For my faith is far too small,

Yet I thank you Lord of Heaven

You have always heard my call.

And as long as there are mountains

In my life I’ll have no fear,

For the mountain – moving Jesus

He shall make them disappear.

