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CHAPTER 11 –  A TIME TO LOSE 
 

On April 19, 2002 our second son Tait Nathaniel died.  

 
What to say at this point? How to tell the dramatic difference a second experience of the death of a child 
from the first experience? How to recount the hidden things of the heart that God did in preparing us for 
the experience and then in walking with us through it a second time? 
 
Tait was 28 years old, still single, and living with his sister Ruth in her apartment in Lancaster, California. 
He was employed at a McDonald’s restaurant, usually working an afternoon shift. He often watched 
television until late into the night, sleeping in the morning and then going to work for the lunch shift.  
 
Tait’s normal daily schedule was to go to work at 11 a.m. But on the morning of the 19th of April his 
schedule was quite different. He was to go in to work at 5 a.m. to unload a truck that would be delivering 
provisions to McDonalds. On the night of the 18th, he had been awake so long watching television as 
usual, that he decided to stay up the entire night without sleeping at all. He would go to work at 5 a.m. to 
unload the truck and sleep after that.  
 
After unloading the truck, he returned home to the apartment at about 8 a.m., just as Ruth was leaving to 
go to school for the day. He told her he was going to eat some breakfast, get a few hours of sleep and 
then go back to work for his regular shift at 11 a.m. When Ruth returned home at about 6 p.m. following 
an after school meeting, she found him in his bed and immediately sensed from his appearance that he 
had died.  
 
The history of seizures that Tait had, caused all of us to harbor a fear that something bad could happen to 
him someday. He was on medication to control the problem but a person can forget to take medication. It 
crossed all of our minds that if he were to miss a dose of medication, he might collapse crossing the 
street or that he might be injured by falling during a seizure. We had learned not long before his death 
that sometimes people die during seizures.  
 
In later years I have been told that other things can bring on a seizure in spite of being on medication. 
Such things as: a difference in a daily routine, not eating regularly, missing sleep, or having an illness 
such as a cold. Sometimes people skip doses of medication trying to make the pills they have last a few 
more days until they get another pay check or until they can see their doctor. I suspect that is what Tait 
was doing.  
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But we will never know for sure exactly what brought on the seizure that took Tait’s life. The thing we DO 
know is that God has said He has the days of our lives numbered in the book He has written for us, the 
Bible. In the book of Job chapter 14 verse 5, it says that “….his days are determined, the number of 
his months is with You; You have appointed his limits, so that he cannot pass.” 
 
Nothing is outside of God’s sight or His control. He sees the fall of a sparrow, as it says in Luke chapter 
12 verses 6 and 7, ”Are not five sparrows sold for two farthings, and not one of them is forgotten 
before God? But even the very hairs of your head are all numbered. Fear not, therefore; ye are of 
more value than many sparrows.” 
 
Ruth immediately called 9-1-1. When the emergency vehicles arrived at the apartment complex, an 
elderly neighbor lady came asking Ruth to come to her home while the scene was investigated. The 
apartment manager came asking her how he could help and she asked him to call her parents.  
 
Normally I only worked on Saturday and Sunday evenings, but that day was a Friday. Filling in for 
someone else that day, I had gone to work at 3 p.m. In the early evening, I called home to chat with Roy, 
as I often do when working. He sounded unnatural, very tired, even depressed. I asked what was wrong. 
He said he would tell me when I got home. I insisted he tell me right then as his tone of voice warned me 
something serious was wrong.  
 
He said that Tait had died. I told him that I would be right home. No, he didn’t want me to drive home 
alone; instead he would drive over to the hospital so I could follow him back home in my car. That 
sounded foolish to me since we were both feeling equally stunned why should he do that? I would be as 
able to drive one way by myself, as he would be to drive two directions. I was then able to convince him 
that I could drive home as easily as he could drive all the way over to meet me and drive back home 
again.  
 
Somehow I stayed calm enough after hanging up the phone, to take the steps needed to close my time at 
work for the evening. Notifying the nurses upstairs that I had to close down the switchboard early and go 
home due to a death in the family was the first step. I was able to leave a voice mail for my boss 
explaining what had happened causing me to leave work several hours early.  
 
I was able to drive home without becoming hysterical, arriving there minutes before our son Vernon and 
his wife AJ arrived to join us. Seeing Vernon was when I began to unravel emotionally. Such a mixture of 
grief and relief! Thinking of Tait’s seizures, the only words I had initially were, “I don’t have to worry 
anymore!”. That one burden, pressing so often and heavily into my mind and heart, was suddenly gone.  
 
This is HARD to write! Trying to remember what it was like at that moment. Trying not to be overcome by 
that same grief even as I write. Each one of us who were there together that night would probably 
describe it differently. Each of us must have differing memories of what it was like. 
 
As we talked things over with Vern and AJ, and Ruth by phone, our first plan was that Roy and I would 
pack our things and start out driving to California immediately. We were mindful of Ruth being out there 
alone. This was the second time she was alone, absent from her family, when a brother died! We felt we 
had to get to her as fast as we could! We made a few phone calls to our employers, our pastor, and a 
neighbor to let them know what had happened and that we were going to California.  
 
I composed a quick e-mail message to family and a few close friends telling about Tait’s death and saying 
that we were leaving for California immediately.  
 
We packed our bags quickly, but as we headed for the door, we realized that we were too tired to be able 
to drive very far. Changing our plans we went to bed, but because my mind was whirling, I was unable to 
sleep so got out of bed again.  
 
In the wee, darkest hours of the night I sat at the computer and wrote the following words as a second e-
mail message to the same family members and friends whom I had e-mailed a few hours earlier. It reads 
like this: 
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Dearest Ones, it is late and my thoughts are going out to each of you as the night wears on. 

Roy and I got so late getting away toward California that we decided to wait until morning to 
go. Roy is sleeping already, he has been up since 4 a.m. I just can't shut my brain off yet. 

It hasn't really set in yet, what this all means or WILL mean in the days ahead to Roy and I or 
to our two remaining children, or to little Madeline, Tait's 9 year old daughter. So far this feels 
different than when Steve died. Maybe it is because we have been down this road before.  
Maybe it is because Tait wasn't doing something foolish at the time. 
Maybe it is just because it hasn't "hit" me yet.  

Vernon and AJ came over for a few hours this evening. We made coffee, cried together and 
laughed too. Laughed? Yes, about funny things from the past and other stuff as well. Vern has 
his young family to comfort him initially, but he will feel the loss of his brother more later I'm 
sure. No one came to the house because everyone thought we were leaving right away. That's 
good; it gave us time just for us. None of the neighbors were home this evening so even they 
weren't here. We've left a lot of messages on phones.  
Ruth is staying with church friends tonight and maybe the next few nights. 

The word has gone out like a whirlwind to folks who know us. But the word being passed is 
that we are on the road to California. So no calls coming in either. Quiet around here tonight! 

My thoughts are about how each person will feel and what they will think. I am SO glad that I 
know Jesus Christ as my Savior from sin and giver of eternal life. And that I can trust my sons 
into His care. That's where they were all the time anyway even when they were little boys 
playing at our feet. I just couldn't see it clearly then.  
I wonder if Tait has met up with Steve yet and is Steve showing Tait around up there?  
Maybe Grandma Doris has seen him by now too? And how about all the rest who have gone 
on ahead of us.....Knute and Anna, Willard and Lavern, Kenny, Roy's parents Bob and Thelma, 
..........others we could name. What a sweet thought!  
I am finding that the life THERE is starting to look more inviting, the longer I live here. 

A song keeps running through my head.. its from Handel's Messiah and from the Bible,  
Job 19:25-27: "For I KNOW that my Redeemer lives, And He shall stand at last on the earth;  
and after my skin is destroyed, this I KNOW, That IN MY FLESH I SHALL SEE GOD,  
Whom I shall see FOR MYSELF and MY eyes shall behold, and not another." 

How do I know this is true? My heart tells me it is and so does God's Word.  
The Bible is called the LIVING WORD of God. It lives, it has life in it, the life is God's own  
and He makes our hearts know its true.  
I would ask you to read it and know its truth yourself. Then you will be as sure as I am that  
I WILL see Tait and Steve, and all the others again IN MY FLESH, and I will see Jesus in His 
flesh, which when it happens will be even better than seeing Tait and Steve!  
Because they didn't save me. HE did. 

Pray for our family that the truths we have learned thus far will stand us in good stead as we 
live with the moments that are now and are yet to come. Good night for now,  
praying for the comfort of YOUR souls in the grace and mercy and love of God,   

Gale 
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About 6 a.m. Roy and I started our long drive toward Ruth in California. At first Vernon was unsure about 
being able to make the trip out to California. But within 24 hours he and his family were also on the 
highway headed that direction. 
 
I’ll pause here to say that after Stephen’s death, I had thought many times about what it would be like if 
another one of our children was to die. You may say, “How could you even think such a thing?”! The 
reality is that once it has happened you realize that it CAN happen again. The guarantees that we 
subconsciously feel exist for us suddenly are no longer there. We have a new sense of vulnerability. We 
know in a very real way now that anything can and sometimes does happen. Our lives in this time of 
mankind’s history and in this country have had a minimum of this kind of trauma for most of us. Unlike 
many other people in the world who have experienced multiple losses in their lives.  
 
Never having dealt before with the loss of anyone close to us when Stephen died, we were unprepared 
for the blow it was and the effects it had on the whole family. All of us were truly traumatized for a long 
time. Would this second experience be just as traumatic? I didn’t know. Over the years following 
Stephen’s death, a secret fear that I might not survive the inner trauma, or that I would loose my mind if 
we were to loose another child, had plagued me for a long time. Gradually, as God restored me to peace 
and joy, I had been able to let go of that fear until it was nothing more than a small shadow appearing 
now and then in the background of my mind. Now suddenly, I was faced with a second death that would 
force me to find out if that secret fear would become a reality! 
 
Sometimes we try to imagine what a severe trial might be like and how we would respond to it if it did 
happen. But a trial of this nature does not touch only one person, it touches an entire family, and the 
effect it has on the other members of the family can complicate the effect it actually has upon one’s self.  
 
Getting back now to the story; as I said, Roy and I left very early for California. What we both began to 
realize as we drove along, was that we were in a great calm. I don’t know how else to say it. Sometimes 
we talked quietly, other times we were silent. We were in pain but peaceful. Numb yet strangely content. 
We had a great sense of being cared for. Our main concern was for Ruth and Vernon. How would they do 
through this experience? And what of Tait’s little nine-year-old daughter Madeline, whom he dearly loved? 
What would be the effect on her?  
 
We discovered that our hearts were at peace regarding Tait. We were certain that he is all right, free from 
whatever things made his heart heavy, free from the threat of any more seizures, content to be with God 
and see His face. Safe in the arms of Jesus. We each felt a great personal loss, knowing we could not 
ever give him a hug, touch his face, or hear his laugh again. Yet we could not wish him back with us. Not 
back to the problems of this world, back to “the sins that so easily beset us”, as the Scripture says of our 
moral failures, doubts and fears. We were full of the vision of the place where he had gone and the 
glories of life there in the presence of God! No, we could not wish him back from such a place, even to 
have a chance to hug him again! 
 
There is a joyful chorus that we love to sing, maybe it fits what I am trying to say here: 
 

I’ll FLY AWAY – Public Domain 
 

Some glad morning when this life is o’er, 
I’ll fly away; 

To a home on God’s celestial shore, 
I’ll fly away. 

I’ll fly away, O glory, 
I’ll fly away; 

When I die, hallelujah, by and by, 
I’ll fly away. 

 
When the shadows of this life have gone, 

I’ll fly away; 
Like a bird from prison bars has flown, 

I’ll fly away. 
I’ll fly away, O glory, 
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I’ll fly away; 
When I die, hallelujah, by and by, 

I’ll fly away. 
 

Just a few more weary days and then, 
I’ll fly away; 

Like a bird from prison bars has flown, 
I’ll fly away. 

I’ll fly away, O glory, 
I’ll fly away; 

When I die, hallelujah, by and by, 
I’ll fly away. 

 
Roy and I arrived at Ruth’s apartment on Sunday, Vernon and his family arrived on Monday. We 
immediately set about contacting her church to hold a small memorial service there. But the church was 
being used most of that week for various other activities. We could not hold a service until the following 
Friday evening. Suddenly there was time to kill, some days to be got through together somehow.  
 

We made lots of telephone calls. Ron McDaniels, our old friend from 
high school and Biola days, drove north from the San Diego area to 
spend an afternoon with us.  
 
We sorted through all of Tait’s belongings, deciding again as we had 
for Stephen, what to keep and what to give away. It was a difficult task. 
A light in the darkness was the presence of Vernon’s little son Casey, 
who was 10 months old, pulling himself up to stand, trying to walk 
around furniture. Watching him was a delight that we indulged in each 
day. His new young life was taking some of the edge off the pain of our 
collective loss. 
 

By Thursday we had completed most of what needed to be done. We decided on a trip to Santa Monica 
beach where Roy and I had hung out so often during school days.  
 
The drive on the freeways, now much more complex than in the 1960’s when we had lived in southern 
California, seemed to me to be a night mare. But we got to the beach finally and enjoyed our time in the 
surf and sand very much.  
 
We had dinner at a lovely restaurant right on the 
beach. By the time we started back to Lancaster where 
Ruth lived, night was falling. 
 
Twice we got turned around on the freeways. Being 
tired from the long day in the sun, and with 
nervousness from the confusion of the freeways, I 
began to cry and could not stop.  
 
We pulled in at McDonalds at one point to get coffee, 
which helped some, but I cried almost constantly for 
nearly two hours. So much emotion for a week, 
building inside until it had to come out and the 
freeways did it! 
 
The next day we prepared for the memorial service to 
be held that evening in a classroom of Ruth’s church.  

Vernon and Casey, 
touching the Pacific! 
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We expected maybe 20 or 30 people maximum to attend, people who knew both Ruth and Tait at church 
and work. But we had not counted on the large number of people who had worked with Tait at McDonalds 
all showing up for the service. Several were weeping, saying what a kind person he had been and how 
awful they missed him.  
 
We were shocked; we had no idea so many liked him so much! We had to set up many more chairs. We 
had made a display of photos of Tait and the whole family. A lady from the church sang and played her 
guitar. The pastor gave a short message about God’s provision of salvation for us when we trust in His 
Son Jesus Christ. There were refreshments provided by some of the church people. Each one in our 
family got up to speak about what Tait had meant to us. 
 
At last, the hurdle of the memorial service was over. The next morning we were on our way driving back 
to Colorado. Three cars this time in our caravan, since Ruth was driving her own car back with us. We 
planned to hold another memorial service at our church in Denver for those people who had known Tait in 
Colorado.  
 
We arrived home on Sunday evening and held the service on Wednesday evening. Our little Holly Hills 
Bible Church looked to be packed full. The order of the service was much the same as it had been at 
Ruth’s church. One difference in this service from the first one, was that when I stood up and got started 
talking about Tait I could not stop! I went on for some time feeling that I was being driven to say the things 
I said.  
 
 
 

DAY BY DAY 
Words by Karolina W. SandellBerg, 1865 

 
Day by day, and with each passing moment, 

Strength I find, to meet my trials here; 
Trusting in my Father’s wise bestowment, 

I’ve no cause for worry or for fear. 
He whose heart is kind beyond all measure 
Gives unto each day what He deems best— 

Lovingly, its part of pain and pleasure, 
Mingling toil with peace and rest. 

 
Every day, the Lord Himself is near me 

With a special mercy for each hour; 
All my cares He fain would bear, and cheer me, 

He whose name is Counselor and Power; 
The protection of His child and treasure 

Is a charge that on Himself He laid; 
“As thy days, thy strength shall be in measure,” 

This the pledge to me He made. 
 

Help me then in every tribulation 
So to trust Thy promises, O Lord, 

That I lose not faith’s sweet consolation 
Offered me within Thy holy Word. 

Help me , Lord, when toil and trouble meeting, 
Ever to take, as from a father’s hand, 

One by one, the days the moments fleeting, 
Till I reach the promised land. 
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In the years since Tait left us, my heart has not always felt the same peace that God gave me at the first. 
There have been many times when my heart feels broken with the loss of both Tait and Stephen. Such 
times are painful. I try to think of other people who have lost children to remind myself that I am not alone 
in this kind of experience and pain. Thinking about other folks helps some, but allowing myself to be sad 
and to grieve again for a bit, instead of putting on a smile and acting like I am okay, is the only thing that 
truly moves me forward to real peacefulness once more. Losing hurts, even if it was years ago!  
 
When meeting someone for the first time, it is common to ask how many children they have. I have not 
always known how to reply to that question. Sometimes I say I have two children. Then, in the course of 
conversation it will come out that I actually had two more than that, which requires an explanation. Other 
times, I will answer the question by saying that I had four and two are now in heaven. That answer too 
requires an explanation. Either answer usually leads eventually to the necessity for an explanation.  
 
It is also hard to know just how much information to give. Each time I have to decide how much I am 
willing to say, as well as try to gauge how much the other person really wants to know. Many times I do 
not get it “right”. It’s easy to give too much information. That was especially true during the first few years 
after Steve died when I was hurting so much. I was compelled to vent my feelings to anyone who seemed 
willing to listen.  
 
We each dealt with our loss of Stephen in differing ways. I was not very happy with the way Roy handled 
his grief! Because he has never been a person who says much about his feelings, I felt isolated from him. 
Even going so far as to think he did not really care. I have since discovered that this kind of conflict is 
common among those who grieve. Because we think that others should grieve exactly the same way we 
do, talk about it the same way we do, we misunderstand the pain another person is enduring.  
 
There is never a day that I forget to think about our two sons. However, I frequently do not remember that 
a day is actually one of their birthdays or an anniversary of one of their deaths. Remembering them often 
occurs quite suddenly, like a bolt of lightening coming into my mind. The pain of loss hits me again for a 
few seconds causing me to fling my mind toward the promise of God that we will all be together again one 
day soon. The amount of time between such experiences had gotten longer for me as the years passed 
following Steve’s home-going to heaven. But the loss of Tait’s presence with us had brought Steve’s loss 
all back, making that grief live fresh within me again.  
 
So it was that I grieved for Steve again at the same time that I grieved for Tait. But God’s mercy is so 
great! The things I had learned through the first grief helped me with the second grief. I knew now what 
the pain of grief felt like, so was not as frightened of the intensity of the feelings of pain when I felt them 
again. The questions I’d had about God’s character and fairness had already been put to bed, so to 
speak. I did not wrestle with them a second time. I was able to face what was going on inside me, as well 
as whatever part of it may have been the attacks of the evil one, Satan, to undermine and disrupt again 
my faith and joy in Christ. Satan’s “fiery darts” had little impact through this second experience. I was able 
to say, “Oh no you don’t, not this time!”  
 
I knew now that God would carry me again whenever I needed 
Him to. I had learned that such events were not “about” my faith. 
God had not taken my sons because I needed to learn something, 
or because I had been a poor mother. It was not because I had 
failed to pray often enough. I had not sinned so that I needed to 
be punished. Instead, it was “about” God’s plan for my sons as 
individuals. It was about the number of days each of them had for 
life on this earth.  A number known ahead by God because He 
places high value on each one.  
 
God does not waste hard things that come to us in this world. 
They come and He uses them as tools to help us understand the 
deep, profound things of His care for us. I think hard things also 
teach us to look up in anticipation of our future with God in 
Heaven, in that perfect place where no sorrow will ever touch us 
again.  Now we are four
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LOOSE ENDS 
 
Over the next months we waited for Tait’s cause of death to be determined and for the Los Angeles 
County Coroner to send us his death certificate. As I grew impatient with the passage of time, I talked 
with the coroner by phone several times. Besides being a very large, extremely busy department, he told 
me they had run tests but nothing conclusive was showing up as a cause of death, so they were still 
working on it trying to find out something. 
 
Finally five months after Tait’s death, I was able to send this e-mail message to family and friends: 
 

Sent: September 24, 2002 
 
Subject: Cause of Death Determined 
 
Hello everyone, I just spoke to the Los Angeles County Coroner about the results of all the 
tests in the autopsy on Tait. He said there was nothing at all out of the ordinary except the low 
level of his anti-seizure medication in the blood stream. They went back over everything again 
microscopically to be sure. So the cause is being listed as epilepsy, as we had thought. Now 
we just have to receive the death certificate from the mortuary that did the cremation. 
 
It is good to have a final word on this, as it has been a long time coming and somewhat 
unsettling to not have a definite cause told to us. It took so long due to the fact that nothing 
was showing and they sent tissues out to other labs for testing and then re-did their own 
work. 
 
I have spoken to people at work who deal constantly with brain injured patients who have 
seizures after injury. They have told me that for a person with seizures, any change in 
anything can bring on a seizure that can cause death. Such as: low levels of medications due 
to a need for a change in dosage or failure to take meds when its time to, lack of sleep, a cold 
or other illness, not eating properly or irregularly, etc. We know that most of Tait's seizures 
seemed to occur when he was under stress, as when working extra hours or having irregular 
sleeping habits. Many occurred when he was sleeping. 
 
We are glad the waiting for this information is finally over. We are glad, so glad, to have had 
the years we did have with Tait. He was a special person, not just to us. We worried over him 
for several reasons, but saw him doing better as he grew older. We miss him terribly and will 
not get over his loss. But we find comfort daily in remembering the promises of our Lord that 
those who trust Him for their soul's salvation, are alive forever with Him and we will all see 
each other again some day. Not a fairy tale, but a reality. Life here is confusing, often there are 
not answers to the questions we ask in the privacy of our hearts, so we look away to the One 
who made us all and trust that He will do what He said He would and that one day soon our 
questions will all be answered, just as Tait's have been since he went to the place where the 
answers are and to the One who has those answers. 
 
May our Lord God give you comfort too, and help you trust Him when there are no answers to 
something you face. May He bless you for your love of us and the prayers you have sent up 
for us.   
 
Thank you, we love you, Gale and Roy 

 
The next summer during 2003, Madeline came alone from Louisiana to 
visit us for the first time.  
 
As a family group, we drove up in the mountains to the Continental 
Divide to scatter ashes there again. This time we took two boxes of 
ashes, those of Tait and those of Roy’s Dad. These ashes were 
scattered gently with those of Stephen which we had scattered fourteen 
years before and could still find after so many years. 

A 2009 visit to the site 
Gale, Madeline, Rachel 
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Then, two years past Tait’s home going, I sent this e-mail to a few friends and relatives: 
 

April 20, 2004 
 
“My heart is full tonight of the grace of God directed toward me, as today I have had a keen 
sense of the loss of our dear son Tait just two years ago. Yesterday was the second 
anniversary. I had forgotten it completely, which I think is a good thing that my emotions not 
be dictated by a calendar on the wall, but then I received an e-mail from a relative about it.  
 
In addition, in cleaning out drawers today, I came upon a photo of Tait as a toddler and lost 
my composure completely for the rest of the afternoon. However, a devotional booklet had 
such a profound text of scripture for today. 2 Corinthians 4: 17 which says,  

 
“for our light affliction, which is but for a moment, 

works for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory.” 
 
It is the first time I have thought of my grief as being a “light” thing. And to contrast so 
sharply the glory of God that we have even now in our life in Christ and will have for all 
eternity in heaven with Him.  
 
To think of that glory as a thing of substance with a weight so great as to press upon me so 
much more greatly than the pressure of the painful affliction that grief has been to my soul!  
 
The comparison is mind-boggling! It has lifted me up in praise toward the One who loves my 
soul and gives me His own life! How can I keep from praising Him?  
 
My grief is but for a moment, from God’s perspective outside of time. But the glory that is 
mine and will continue to be mine, because I belong to Christ, is eternal!  
 
My soul is at peace again.”   
 

 

Now we are seven 
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