Rosy Coldwell’s Testimony – BFPC  Sunday 19th February 2006 6.30pm
· Lord Jesus Christ, our Saviour and Redeemer, our comfort and our strength and foretold long ago by the prophet Isaiah, come among us now and strengthen our weak hands and knees, open our eyes and ears, and anoint our mouths and tongues to sing your praise, making our deserts into a Holy Way where we your redeemed people can walk and sing again with joy.  Amen
· It just so happened that I was not able to preach in January because of family circumstances and so Tim asked me if I would like to preach at this special Healing and Wholeness service which I count as a privilege.  It also just so happens that the readings from Isaiah 35 and Revelation 21that we have just heard fit in perfectly with my testimony which I am going to give you this evening.  Some may call that a coincidence, I prefer to call it a God incidence.  The Lord has led us as a family through the desert and onto the Holy Way where we are learning to sing again and where we are on the way to heaven.
Isaiah 35: 10: “And the ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come to Zion with singing; everlasting joy shall be on their heads; and they shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing shall flee away”….
· Seven years ago, on the last day of Christmas, our son Paul, aged twenty, was fatally injured in a road accident at Coombe Bissett.  He was on his way to Salisbury College…The unimaginable and the most dreaded thing happened but God held our hands and carried us through to today so, here we are.
· I want to tell you how we as a family found God in the deepest, darkest place.  I want you to know that God is there as much as in the most joyful place.  Yes, we cannot understand why; and we have wondered what kind of God would allow this…  We wondered whether God had suddenly changed…We wondered whether we knew God at all…but, since those first awful days, we have discovered the God of all comfort and compassion, forgiveness, hope and even joy.  We also discovered a God whose character does not change.  There are still many questions unanswered but, for now, I feel God calling me to, ‘move beyond the struggle for comprehension to the place where I can see life again as a gift. 
· And let us not forget the hope of heaven that we can also share.  This Christian hope is also something I would emphasise to you.  It has sustained our family through the last seven years.  It is the hope which has restored us to life again and which is increasing because of what we have been through.
About Paul











· I was unmarried when Paul was born but I came back to God through his birth.  My life had been one big mess but God transformed it by allowing me the precious, undeserved gift of Paul.  He was a special baby and he became my pride and joy, but, most important of all, Jesus became Lord of my life from that point on.
· At the age of 15 Paul committed his life to Christ.  After he left school he considered training for the ministry but realized that he needed  some  general  life  experience so he had a couple of gap years in which he acquired various skills working with our dear friend Stephen.  In Stephen’s words, Paul grew, ‘from a teenager to a young man full of potential’.  After that, Paul’s interest in music technology led him to Salisbury College but he only completed one term there before his tragic accident.  His earthly priesthood was not to be.  He was given a heavenly one.     
· In the months before his death and especially at Christmas Paul saw nearly all our family and friends for the last time.  He had suddenly changed from wearing black all the time to wanting to ‘go psychedelic’.  On the night before his accident we talked of the future and of Christ’s 2nd coming and one of the last things he said to me was “I just want to do God’s will”.   








What happened on January 5th 1999.











· At 9 am I went to Holy Communion.  I knew God was speaking to me about love, love perfected in heaven.

· Later that morning I was displaying family photos of our recent Swiss holiday which we had all described as a foretaste of heaven.
· At 12.30 a  policewoman came and told us that Paul had had a fatal accident at Coombe Bissett.  A van driver had been speeding round the corner and had gone straight into Paul, killing him instantly.  There was a nurse and a policeman driving behind Paul who confirmed this and  took care of his body…

· Later on, we walked down to my Mum and Dad’s house to tell them and to wait for friends to bring Christopher and Becky…
· But, while we were sitting there, God gave me a vision…I saw Jesus collecting Paul out of his car and carrying him into the air.  I saw Paul’s new transparent body.  I saw him gazing at the Lord’s face.  I also saw exactly where the accident was, before the place had been described to me by the policeman.  Revelation 21: 4&5 : …for the first things have passed away.  And the one who was seated on the throne said, “See, I am making all things new”. 
January 6th and the funeral

· We had to identify Paul’s body the next day and our dear rector Barry Lomax took us to the mortuary.  I don’t know how I managed to go in…I just remember asking Barry to pray.  I don’t suppose he knew what to say and I don’t remember his words…All I know is that God calmed me enough through his prayer to be able to hear Paul whisper to me, “I’m not here Mum”.  
· We knew that we had to let our children say ‘Goodbye’ to their big brother.  We took them to the Chapel of Rest in Blandford and they quietly and bravely did that.  God later comforted them through dreams of Paul speaking to them from heaven and just feeling him near them still.  They each drew a special picture of themselves with their brother to put on Paul’s coffin at his funeral.  It was their final love gift to him.  
· Preparing for the funeral, I anticipated that one of the hardest things would be staying calm for Christopher’s 12th birthday on January 13th, two days before the funeral. He had said to me, “You won’t cry on my birthday will you Mum”… Well, I woke up at 4am that day.  I went into the lounge and sobbed and sobbed for two solid hours.  At 6am I rang a close friend and I asked her to pray over the phone that I would stop crying.  She prayed for the Holy Spirit to pour into me like soothing oil and, as she prayed, I felt that oil, and I stopped crying!  I did not cry again until 10pm, having had his tea party and driven to Poole to play bowls and to have a pizza.  As I was driving that evening I heard Paul whisper into my spirit, “Keep calm Mum, keep your wits about you, and you’ll be all right” I think you’ll agree that only a God of miracles could have done all that for me that day!  
· At the funeral I didn’t know how we were going to walk up that aisle.  But, as we came in, we were overwhelmed by the numbers of people here, people from all the different churches we had attended and even one or two friends from my Africa days.  And it was as though we were carried up that aisle by a great big wave of prayer coming from all those people.  We were carried through the service by that prayer and praise to Paul’s God who was our faithful God, a God who offered us all the eternal life that Paul has.  
1st Year .
· The first year was as though we had been knocked for six.  We were totally numb, living in limbo, in no man’s land.  I felt a kind of deep, crushing pain in my heart and womb.  Part of me had died and gone with Paul.  I couldn’t pray which was frightening, but Barry, our rector, pictured us in a dark tunnel with no light.  We were not alone there, however, because others, who could see the light at the end, were holding onto us and praying us through.

· We also had to deal with the anger and pray for forgiveness towards the van driver who, in court, pleaded not guilty of careless driving and seemed in total denial that it was his fault.  It was almost as though God gave the anger to Tony and other friends who loved Paul to deal with while I wrestled with wondering why God had allowed the accident to happen.   I prayed for the gift of God’s forgiveness towards the driver.  He didn’t mean to drive into Paul and I did not want us to be destroyed by bitterness for the rest of our days.  We composed a letter to the driver, telling him of our faith, of our belief that Paul was with God, and of our desire to forgive him.  We never had a reply from him but we had release.
· We had to deal with regrets – things we wished we had said to Paul and things we hadn’t said or done.  I learned to quietly pray through these and also talk to Paul during that prayer.  I knew then, that those regrets had gone and , as Barry had encouraged us to do, I could look back with thankfulness to the good and complete life that Paul had had because we had got it more right than wrong in bringing him up! 
· Some people knew they could come up to us and give us a hug and encourage us to talk about Paul and the bereavement, and some people found it difficult and avoided us.  I believe God gave us compassion towards those people and understanding and helped us to start the conversation.  But, if you are ministering to the bereaved, don’t tell them that they should be getting over it as someone said to me after only three months.  If you don’t know what to say, it’s OK to be like my neighbour who knelt beside me, held my hand and just cried while I stared numbly into space.  That spoke more to me of the comfort and compassion of Christ than any words could have done. I did feel the tremendous prayer being offered up for us as a family, especially by our church family.  It was like having a wall to lean up against, or a great wave that lifted us up on its crest when we thought we were about to sink into the depths of despair.

· I am going to read you what Stephen said happened to our church family here as a result of the bereavement.  They all knew and loved Paul who was a committed member of the church, could communicate easily with young and old alike and operated the PA system on Sundays.  Stephen said to me, 

· “The church came together.  You didn’t hide away, which gave the opportunity for the church to support you without feeling they were interfering or intruding.  You did your grieving in public” (this was unavoidable actually because, as music leaders, we had to be up front even although we only achieved that through going into automatic gear during the first year). Stephen continued, “Your offering of your grief was the life of Christ to us.  It gave us the opportunity to minister to you.  The comfort we gave you was the life of Christ to you.  The church took a quantam leap during that time without any planning!  We stepped out of our insulation and reached out to you beyond our selfishness.  We learned to love each other.  We were shaken out of our Church of England reserve!  We had a new sense of community.  The church was reborn”.   Isaiah 35: 6&7:- For waters shall break forth in the wilderness, and streams in the desert; the burning sand shall become a pool, and the thirsty ground springs of water.
· During the second year we had received some compensation money from the courts.  We decided to honour Paul’s memory and his love of life by taking the children to Disneyland, Paris during the third year in 2001. We were learning then to begin to enjoy life again.  Later that year, however, my dear Mum died, aged 90.  She had struggled on to her 90th birthday for our sakes and then told us she was going to die.  I had had severe depression in the second year and hit it again for a few months.  I had to learn to be very gentle and patient with myself.  I had to learn patience to wait to see her and Paul again and not keep wishing for us all to die in an instant and then to be reunited.  I had to learn to let them go and, having embraced death and accepted it as it were, I had to learn to look up to the life that God was still giving me and to search for God’s purposes for my continuing life.  Actually, the day Mum died, I picked up her book of verses for the day and read a verse that called me to help others into the ‘Promised Land’ as my Mum had done all her life.   
· I don’t have time to tell you the whole story – it would take all night!  I’ll just try and summarise the years since then.  In the ‘midst of life we were confronted with death but, in the midst of that death we found life again.  In my dreams, visions and poems that God began to give me during the 2nd year despite the depression, I began to know the Jesus who was walking that valley of the shadow of death with me and there to comfort us all as we walked.  I once saw him sobbing in time with my sobs in the Garden of Gethsemane.  
· A few of my poems were like messages from Paul that God had allowed us because we had lost him so suddenly.  I found Paul’s poem “The Squirrel” in his room a few months after his death.  It told me God was preparing Paul and it was his time to go…The hardest part has been letting him go, as he was on earth, and even as he is in heaven.  Up to last year I was still clinging on to the heavenly image of him that I had built up through the visions and dreams.  I needed very special ministry from Revd. Eric Delve who helped me to let go of Paul’s hand, wish him goodbye until the morning, and watch him step back and reveal Jesus.  I did, and I saw Jesus!   He was waiting to give me a taste of the joy and laughter that Paul is now enjoying!  I was knocked for six again!  I began laughing with joy, the real joy of heaven, for the first time since Paul’s death.  Eric told me to go and have a rest but I couldn’t stop laughing!
· Last Sunday evening, Tim preached on Isaiah 25:- There will be no more death or mourning or crying or pain, for the old order of things has passed away.  He who was seated on the throne said, “I am making everything new” In that day they will say, “Surely this is our God.  We trusted in him, and He saved us…”  Tim commented, “I rather like the first words of this verse: In that day they will say…  It is as though the prophet recognises the battle of faith that gets the people to this place of peace and celebration”…  
· It is still a battle of faith for me.  I haven’t been laughing all the time since Eric ministered to me!  I miss Paul’s physical presence every day and often cry for him.  But I have found the God whose character does not change and who offers us his hope, peace, patience and heavenly joy if we do but trust him.  One day we will see Paul again and there really will be no more death or mourning or crying or pain.  But for now, we can  all be on Isaiah’s Holy Way to heaven if we belong to Jesus.  It is the place of healing as we pray for each other, the place of hope instead of hopelessness.
· I urge you to tell each other your stories of hope, how God has come into the dark tunnels of your life and brought healing.  It will encourage the ones you tell, and hopefully they will then reach out for the Lord’s healing for themselves.  Isaiah 35:10:- And the ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come to Zion with singing; everlasting joy shall be on their heads; and they shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.  AMEN.  [image: image1.png]
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