
Lost & Found Through Hope & Faith 

I had lost my faith at one point in my early lifetime only to regain it more fully in my later 

years. 

 

As I thought about all of this, I realized that my faith in my early years was not faith that 

I understood, but a sense of feeling safe and secure.  Our family growing up was like a 

scene in a Norman Rockwell painting.  Both of my parents were Catholic, we went to 

church every week, said our prayers every night.  We were blessed with a safe home and 

much love. 

 

One time when I was around age 13, I went to confession.  I confessed I had not gone to 

church a couple of times and the priest was not nice about it.  I stopped going to 

confession after that.   

 

This is when I started to question my faith.   As I started to date and married, things 

didn't go well.  My husband at the time did not want children, I thought this would 

change as we grew, but it did not. 

 

When I was 29, I was diagnosed with breast cancer. It was something that ran in the 

family as my mother had it at age 49 and her mother had passed from it.  It was a shock 

at such a young age.  I recall the day after my diagnosis we were riding home after 

another overwhelming day at the doctors.  I remember resting my head on the window of 

the car.  I looked up at one point and saw the trees going by.  They looked much different 

than they ever had before.  They were swaying in the wind but looked alive in a sense I 

cannot explain.  It was as though they were telling me it was going to be alright.  

 

I had gone through surgery, chemo and radiation and was strong through it all.  About a 

year and a half later, my father took sick.  We had no idea what was wrong with him 

until a week before he passed in the hospital.  They said he had Non-Hodgkin’s 

Lymphoma.  I had prayed and prayed and prayed the rosary too.  Nothing seemed to 

help.  When he passed, we were all shocked as he was only 62.  I stopped praying the 

rosary after this.  

 

About a year after my father passed, I was diagnosed with breast cancer for a second 

time.  I went through surgery and did not have to go through chemo or radiation.  I made 

it through again.  However, my marriage did not.  I had gone through a divorce.  

 

My mother about a year later got breast cancer for a second time and luckily, she made it 

through as well.   

 

My oldest sister, who was 9 years older than me, also got breast cancer after all of this. 

Unfortunately, hers spread.  She fought for over 4 years and then passed away in 2006.   

 

During these difficult times, I met a wonderful man and we married.  I say my dad sent 

him as he reminded me so much of my dad, he was a wonderful, kind man.  We had tried 

for a child, but with no success.  I struggled with this; it was difficult. We found that 

taking care of our parents was what we had to do.  
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In December 2016, my mom passed away from an aneurysm.  It was a shock.  She was 

gone in a minute.  My mother-in-law passed away from Alzheimer’s two months later in 

February 2017.  Prior to all of this, we had moved my father-in-law in with us in 

November 2016 because he had dementia.  I remember the night my mom passed, we got 

home very late from the hospital, one of our neighbors was watching my father-in-law 

and I told him my mom had passed, he was very sorry.  I told him there was a reason he 

was with us now.   

 

After our moms passed, I decided I wanted to have a Mass said for both of them, but I 

wanted to go back to church, to understand more before I did this and to see why I was 

still here after I had lost so many that I loved.  I decided because we moved to Milton in 

2011, I would try St. Ann’s.  The first time I went I was nervous.  The first time going to 

Mass without my mom.  The church was set up differently than what I was used to, in a 

circle and there were chairs instead of pews.  It was all different, but I went back a 

second time and then a third.  It got easier each time and more comfortable.  Father Feltz 

was very welcoming as well as Deacon Paul and everyone.  Then I noticed in one of the 

bulletins there was a study group where I could learn more about my Catholic faith.  So, 

I took the leap and went, nervous, very much. I met so many wonderful people and 

started learning so much more of my faith.  We touched on so many important things. 

One of our study groups was sharing if we ever felt the Holy Spirit come into our lives.  I 

had never really thought about it before, but when I thought back, I remembered the 

difficult times and the losses, but I remembered that moment when I saw the trees 

swaying and how they seem to speak to me after my diagnosis and how somehow I knew 

things would be O.K.  I never forgot that moment, and up until this study group, I had 

only told one person.  I do think this was a greater power, yes, the Holy Spirit.  It is 

nothing that I can explain. I have not seen what I saw that day again.  I only wish years 

ago I understood this, for going through so much, I would have had faith.  

 

I have much to learn about my faith and know my remaining lifetime is not even enough 

for me to learn it all.  I found from going back to church and studying that God has a 

plan for each of us.  For so many years, I did not know why I was still here when so 

many I loved passed away.  I learned that the help I have given to my parents and 

in-laws, helping the older folks is what God intended for both myself and my husband. 

Even though we wanted children, God did give us children, just not the way we were 

thinking.   

 

And even though I had gone through so many difficult times, I was always thankful for 

all my blessings.  I did always have hope, even if it was a little bit.  I think hope is part of 

faith.  It is what keeps you going.  And as I was thinking about all of this, my faith was 

always there, I just did not know it.  It’s like the nice “Footprints in the Sand” poem, my 

mom’s favorite, God is always there carrying us through the hard times.  We just do not 

always realize it.  When you do finally realize it, what a blessing it is, it is a comfort. 

 

Sometimes when I have had a hard day and I’m lying in bed at night, I imagine, as I felt 

very strongly one night, the presence of angel wings wrapped around me. This is the 

most wonderful feeling, a feeling of comfort.  I know God is with me. I hope everyone can 

feel this in their lifetime for when you do, it is amazing.   
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