
His Majesty Displayed 
As I finished reading the letter, I realized Harry was 

probably not going to live through this illness.  “In my letters, I 
don’t even know if he is fully understanding what I need to say 
to him.  He cannot hear well on the phone.  So, I am going to 
visit him, to tell him what his friendship has meant to me these 
past twenty years.  He also needs to be reminded of the life 
he once gave to the Creator God:  to stop cursing his loving 
Friend, and to place his wants and loyalties on this earth in 
their proper priorities.”  “Do you have enough money?”  My 
friend asked as she pressed a $100.00 bill into my hand.  “I’m 
not going on vacation.  I have enough,” I replied.  “I feel I must 
make this trip.” 

A few day later I found myself being ushered into Harry’s 
cubicle in the hospital.  “Patricia came 2,000 miles to see me!” 
Harry told the nurse as his face lighted up.  The long, stress-
filled trip was worth every discomfort it had cost me.  Over the 
next few days I was able to tell Harry how much his friendship 
had meant to me over the years.  I also experienced 
accelerated chest pains.  My ulcers that had begun to be 
painful when I read Harry’s last letter were increasingly more 
painful.  It was becoming more difficult to hide my discomfort 
with each visit to Harry.  A motel was not close by, so I slept 
on a couch in a nearby waiting room between visits.  I found 
myself wondering if I was going to be able to make that long 
bus ride from Pennsylvania to home in California.  So, with a 
heavy heart, I bade Harry goodbye, reminded him to return his 
heart to the Creator God, and to meet me in God’s soon 
coming Kingdom, under the umbrella of His Love, with Justice, 
Mercy, Fairness, and kindness for all who will accept.  Please 
accept this gift, I implored Harry as I kissed him goodbye.  The 
return trip was accomplished in a fog of both physical and 
mental anguish.  Once incident stands out:  . . . . 

A blizzard was violently swirling in the windy, very early 
night as my fellow passengers and I boarded a Greyhound bus 
as the Denver terminal.  Every row contained at least one 
passenger that did not want to move over and share.  They 
each wanted both seats so they could stretch out and sleep in 
more comfort through this terrible stormy night.  Just then my 



attention was drawn to a face.  Our eyes met and our hearts 
seemed to say, “A friend!”  “Would you like to share this seat 
with me?” she asked.  Thankfully stowing my overnight bag in 
the overhead rack, I accepted.  Our casual conversation 
revealed much in common.  Her father had beaten her mother, 
leaving her mother brain-damaged as had mine.  She had 
turned to the hope offered from the Creator God at a young 
age.  This had given her life much Meaning, Peace and Hope: 
as it had given me when I had said goodbye to my dear, long-
term friend, Harry.  

She was going to a family reunion to say, “Goodbye”.  
She had breast cancer that was not responding well to 
treatment.  We recognized each other as hurting daughters of 
the Creator God.  Our hearts clasped each other as we 
snuggled in the love-inspired warmth of the angels that 
surrounded us.  We felt so safe as we traveled through the 
intermittent blizzards on that icy, winding road, through that 
stormy night.  We rode comfortable and relaxed as an 
especially bright flash of lightning displayed the dark green-
black hills, and the lighter valleys.  An extra loud clap of 
thunder reminded us of a Bible promise, or even a favorite 
hymn.  Another flash of lightning would reveal the rainbow-hued 
rocks, or perhaps a lone majestic tree atop a rocky 
outcropping.  Sometimes the flashes, or the momentary lull in 
the blizzard revealed patches of sagebrush, a lone cabin 
nestled amid hills, or a cluster of houses in a valley.  Thus we 
spent a peaceful night surrounded by that terrible storm.  As 
morning broke, and the storm abated my soul-friend prepared 
to exit the bus to continue to the end of her journey.  We 
realized we were at peace.  We said our goodbyes, and 
promised to meet again in God’s soon coming Kingdom.  We 
realized that the angels had come close to us that night to 
comfort our heavy-aching hearts.   

Two weeks later my Pennsylvania friend died, but he had 
returned his heart to his Friend and Creator.  I will again enjoy 
his friendship; and, also, meet my soul friend in a world without 
final goodbyes, where all evil is banished.  Until then my 
friends, I will remember you. 
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Just when I need Him, Jesus is near, 

Just when I falter, Just when I fear. 

Ready to help me, Ready to Cheer, Just when I need Him 
most. 

Just when I need him, Jesus is true, 

Never forsaking all the way through, giving for burdens 
pleasures anew, 

Just when I need Him most. 

Just when I need Him, Jesus is strong, helping me all the 
day long: 

For my sorrow, giving a song. 

Just when I need Him, He gives all, 

Answering when upon Him I call, 

Tenderly watching lest I should fall, 

Just when I need Him most. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


