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o 7Y tief. Inever really understood what that word meant
' until this past year. I know grief is normal follow-

ing the death of a loved one. But [ wasn’t prepared

. for an entire year of hurting and crying and missing my dad,

- Jamie Buckingham. For months, my heartache was S0 great
_ ﬂ’nt all T could think was Lord, come and take us aH

But then my heavenly Father intervened i ina %pecﬂl way.
: Earlier this year, I was invited to a ladies retreat on beau-
- tiful St. Simon’s Island in G‘eorglgkwali expenses paid, Even

iso, I hesitated to aceept until someone approached me with

~ a word from God that T was supposed 10 gjo How could I

turn that down?
~There were about 60 women present at the weekend
retreat. Some I recognized; most I didn’t know at all. Just

to be safe, I chose a seat next to my sz%tei"ﬂrkl‘{w Kdthy at

. the opening session.

; ; $keptxcai that this weekend would help me. These women
seemed slightly crazy—doing silly skits, Jokm and gig-

gling—not at all what I expected at a retreat, To make mat-
ters woa"se ded all their l'wghtel the only thmg Icould do

- was cry.
_ Astheevening meetmg began with praise. choruﬂes 1 found
| my safe seat by Kathy. [ especially miss Daddy during wor-

him playing the tambourine [ had given him for Christmas, or

~ reaching his ¢ arms up toward heaven as if to touch the face of

Jesus. As soon as the waorship started, so did my tears.
_ The speaker that night read from a notebook some
prophetic words the Lord had given her months before.
- Though I recognized that several of those messages were for
 me, T couldn’t control my tears and bolted for the ladies room.
After regaining my composure, I headed back to the meet-

ing, but in the hallway I ran into Teri, a friend from Atlanta.

i Our conversation soon turned to my dad’s death—and
- how I was coping with his loss. Teri asked if I felt that my
~ grief was normal. [ had no idea what normal griet was, I told

 her. Since I'd never Jost anyone close to me, T had nothing to
~compare it to. After listening for a while, Teri d_s}_iecl iflcould
- release my dad to the Lord. [ didn’t know what to say—I

_ thought I had done that when Daddy died. As I considered
- her question, I pictured that final scene in the hc:-spﬁa] '

. Ihadstood by Daddy’s hospital bed for hours. Every nz.he‘ '
- _he struggled for air, I would lift his head fromi the pillow to

2o of all my precious memori

- is—in God's plmé:nu: whg,lc: he

'help him breathc Thcre Wwas such an bwdent s"trug, g]e bclwwn

Daddy’s spml and body. H:s‘apm{ wanted to leave arld go o |

God’s presence; his body was fighting to stay.
Finally, following my mother’

was my turn, all I could do was whisper, “Daddy, it’s OK io
g0.” After all of us released him, his spirit at fast soared firee.

't.xampk each ﬁm}]y;_ -
-member spoke aloud to release Daddy to the Lord, When it

Teri's quest;on made me realize that I had reclaimed |
‘what I had once rcfea%eei 1 didn’t want to give up Daddy.

And I was afraid if I let go of my grief, Iwou]d be lcmna. .

of hiin. -
As we talked, the Holy Spirit shnweﬂ

:ri that a sm ‘11?.;1“"

grief had come upon me. While God wanted to comfort and

heal me, she said, He couldn’ t‘oecause i ]’Id([ c.losed Hnn out.
Though Frealized what she sdid was true, T still couldn’t

the pit of my stomach and WalEmg, up untli I was s

- seem to “let go f’if Daddy T‘en %uggcs&}d 1 ag‘un mle S6 |
During that m()rmng meeting, I became more and more I '

uncommlldb}y Teti held me and prayed, taking dommmn’ '_
over the spirit of grief in the namc of Jesus. As it lefft 1

= lmmcdlateiy sensed the loving arms of my heathy :
or-  envelop me as [ had never uxpenf:nu’;ci before. ’
ship times; he 50 loved to worship the Lord. I could picture

The next morming, thmugh niamny: more tears, | s
with the group what God had done for me. T hough I s

hurt over my dad’s deedh God is. healin my p&m 1 know ﬁ

 that I'll always miss Ddddy—*l cdn’_t'

here. But now I realize that [ ‘can craw]
acidy 8 lap to bc comforted -

rejoice for He has made me glad.”
On February i 1992, the Bu(,kmgham iarm

_I Wsil say tht\ is Ihe ddy lhat t:ht, Lurd has mdde | ml!

_ g‘lthefed
- around the hospital bed of their beloved Jamie dnd ushered |

his spirit into heaven while singing that very song. It waq: '-

the hardest thing I've ever done but also the most preei

- Today, for the first time since my dad’s death, I was 'ble:
1o sing that song and to be truly. glad- I know where Daddy

Bamue Buekmghdm Ranmm}, an ar ives in Pa‘im :
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