It was Christmas in Hong Kong, 1972. Our family of three had
arrived that August for our fi rst term as missionaries, sent by
the Evangelical Free Church of America, fulfi lling our childhood
dreams and desires to serve God overseas someday.
On October 10th, our second son, Matthew Lloyd had arrived unexpectedly, 21/2 months ahead of schedule, adding to the stress
of learning a new language and culture. Despite the prayers of
our fellow missionaries, family and friends back home, and our
new Chinese friends, Matthew died 6 weeks later, after an up and
down struggle that had left us exhausted and confused.
Now I found it especially hard to sing songs about “Baby” Jesus and focus on celebrating the birth of God’s only son.
“What about my son?” I wanted to shout to the crush of people all around in that city of 41/2 million. Of course, many of
those nameless faces had no idea who baby Jesus really was.
That’s why we were there to tell them. In my grief I began to
think about Mary. As prophesied by Simeon, a sword would
pierce her soul in the future. Did she ponder that as she held her
baby Jesus? I was deeply touched by his vulnerability as a human infant. And God was patiently whispering to me that he had watched his
only son die too. But I was not as willing to give
up my own son. It just didn’t seem fair. We had
worked so hard to be here and now this. And so
I grieved that Christmas.
Thirty four years later, I read in Romans 8:32 that
“He who did not spare his own son, but gave him
up for us all-how will he not also, along with him,
graciously give us all things.” God graciously
gave us a daughter 10 months after Matthew’s
death and another son and daughter, through
adoption 10 years later, and now he has brought
me the joy of fi ve grandchildren. He also taught
me to trust him in all circumstances.
I still think about Matthew on his birthday and at Christmas. I cry
along with those who have lost children and are feeling sad at
this time of year, but not as one who has no hope. Even back in
1972, I knew with full assurance that I would see my baby again in
heaven. I can hardly wait!
Life is full of pain, and tragedy is no respector of holidays, but
God is there in the midst of it all, wanting to comfort and grow us
and be involved in the drama of our lives. “The Lord is close to
the broken hearted and saves those who are crushed in Spirit.”
Psalm 34:18.
In His human frailty I suppose Jesus could have been born prematurely, as my son was. But what amazes me most is the Father’s willingness to send him. Thank you God for understanding.
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