
Krissi Carson 

As I write these, I am finishing up two years as an AmeriCorps mem-
ber at an elementary school a half-hour drive west of Portland, 
Oregon. When I’m not working, I love to knit, read, be creative, and 
wander into downtown Portland for a movie now and then. Most of 
all, though, I love to spend time with Stella, the young rescue horse 
I began helping my principal care for last October. She has captured 
my heart. 

In February, my sister and two sweet little nieces died when their 
home caught fire while they were sleeping. Surrounding that event 
seemed to be an onslaught of deaths affecting friends, acquaintan-
ces and co-workers. This selection of devotionals is for all who wish 
to read them, but they are especially for those who carry a grief 
that does not offer the luxury of packing away their mourning for 
another day. 
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Sunday 
November 2 1. 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 31 
Grief never shows up the same way twice. Different personali-
ties and circumstances demand different responses. It’s an 
unpredictable, unscheduled, uncharted wilderness. But as 
unique as the details are, deep grief brushes similar broad 
strokes over all who must sit with it. No matter the story 
behind its presence, grief is exhausting and heavy and re-
quests a need for gentleness from others. 

“Be gracious to me, O Lord, for I am in distress; my eye 
wastes away from grief, my soul and body also.” We can al-
ways count on David for his unfettered conversations with 
God. While wandering a literal wilderness that offered loneli-
ness and death and no hint of home or reprieve, the future 
king penned a grief so visceral and so true it is no less relat-
able nearly 3,000 years later. “For my life is spent with sor-
row, and my years with sighing. My strength fails because of 
my misery, and my bones waste away.” David carried with 
him a rooted belief that God was genuinely interested in what 
he was thinking and feeling. He knew the heart of God was 
deeply connected with his own, and he could express any-
thing to God he needed to say. 

Grief leaves us blindly navigating our rawest selves. It 
nullifies social norms and makes us vulnerable and honest. 
Fortunately for us, we serve a God who’s interested in listen-
ing and who seeks to walk with us in the midst of such a 
chaotic journey. 

SONG: Breathe (Michael W. Smith) 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Thank you for the grace of 

sitting with me in my deepest grief. Teach me to be gentle 
with others who are hurting. 

—Krissi Carson 
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Monday 
November 3 2. 

BIBLE READING: Matthew 5:4 “Blessed are those who 
mourn, for they will be comforted.” 

When word of my sister’s and nieces’ deaths reached me, the 
only place I wanted to be was with Stella, the horse I help 
care for. She is boarded in the country, and on that sunny day, 
the vast sky was flawlessly blue, and all was quiet at the barn. 
For the hour or so I was there, I was at peace. There is some-
thing weirdly comforting about shoveling out horse poop as 
brilliant sun light streams into a dusty barn. 

My first day back to work, I came upon two of my first 
graders out playing in the neighborhood after school. They 
made note of my long absence and asked where I had been. 
“Well, my sister died and I had to go home to my family.” 
“Oh, that’s sad,” one of them replied. “Did you cry?” “Yes,” I 
answered, “I cried a lot.” And she responded, “I cried when 
my hamster died.” Touché, I thought. It was one of the most 
comforting responses I’ve received. 

Before such great grief moved in with my family, Jesus’ 
statement that those who mourn are blessed for being com-
forted left me baffled. What could comfort those who are sure 
the world is ending? Well, it turns out, our friends could. And 
our family members and our children and other people’s 
children, and even—sometimes especially—our animals. 

SONG: Father of Lights 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, the reach of your care and 

comfort astounds me every time. Thank you for friends who 
sit with us, family members who bring us coffee, and animals 
that remind us of what normal looks like. 

—Krissi Carson 
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Tuesday 
November 4 3. 

BIBLE READING: Job 38:1-13; 42:1-6 
Tragic grief doesn’t make sense, and it leaves us, in our utter 
humanness, desperately trying to assemble a puzzle, wearily 
creating pieces to replace what’s missing. It can lead us down 
a rabbit hole of despair as quickly as it knocks us down. His-
tory and literature show us this is as old as the human race, 
and in our Judaic-Christian faith, there is no better poster boy 
for grief than Job, the man who lost everything we could imag-
ine and even more we couldn’t. 

In the best of times, it is easy to get lost in our own 
selves. In the worst of times, this is no less true. Our desire for 
reasons seem hardwired. Much of Job is filled with his 
friends’ obsession to find logic for his pain. Job, himself, 
having done nothing wrong, despairs under the weight of 
such suffering. “O that I might have my request, and that God 
would grant my desire; that it would please God to crush me, 
that he would let loose his hand and cut me off! This would 
be my consolation.” 

Job is brutally honest. He anguishes, he questions, and 
he allows his unmanageable grief to overtake him. And then 
God speaks: “Where were you when I laid the foundation of 
the earth?...Who determined its measurements? Surely you 
know!” Job is reminded of the sheer omnipotence of the Al-
mighty and concedes his limited thinking. He releases his 
dejection and seeks out the comfort of the only One who 
could bring rest and light when all felt endlessly dark. 

SONG: Blessed Be Your Name (Matt Redman) 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, you are the maker of all 

things. You know my despair and my dreams. Walk with me 
in my darkest moments. I need your light. 

—Krissi Carson 
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Wednesday 
November 5 4. 

BIBLE READING: Isaiah 43:1-5 
Grief is needy. It demands your attention and entices the 
curiosity of everyone around you. Like seeing your child 
throw a temper tantrum in the middle of the grocery store, 
you want to run away, but everyone is watching to see what 
you will do, even as they pretend they’re not. And when you 
turn around and look grief in the face (because it made you), 
people call you brave. Which is as weird as calling you brave 
for picking up your tantrum-inducing child and walking out 
of the store. 

There is nothing brave about grief, just something very 
starkly real. You can’t hide from it. You can’t pretend it’s not 
there. Like quicksand, the more you fight it, the deeper mired 
in it you get. Unlike quicksand—the stuff of movies, at least—
you’re not going to die. Even if you want to. Even if you’re 
sure you will. 

Isaiah 43, like the oft quoted Jeremiah 29, was written in 
a time of great uncertainty. Buried in the grief of losing their 
home through destruction or through outright exile, the chil-
dren of Israel were in desperate need of hope and were not 
feeling particularly brave. Through these words in Isaiah, God 
reminds them that the Lord calls them by name, that the Al-
mighty remains by their side. “When you pass through the 
waters, I will be with you; and through the rivers, they shall 
not overwhelm you.... Do not fear, for I am with you.” These 
words hold a timeless truth that is no less relevant today. 

SONG: What a Friend We Have in Jesus 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Your never ending love for us 

is more than we can know. We are blessed that you walk with 
us just as you walked with the Israelites so long ago. Comfort 
us in our times of sadness and grief. 

—Krissi Carson 
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Thursday 
November 6 5. 

BIBLE READING: Revelation 21:1-4 
There is little that causes despair more than realizing you will 
never get to see a person live out the years you thought they’d 
have so many of. Like a tsunami, grief can swallow you whole 
and pull you out so deep that memories of the shore seem 
inaccessible. Grief can bury you. It can convince you that 
hope is fleeting and life is hollow. 

But the truth graced upon us by Jesus’ death and resur-
rection brings us a new hope. He demolished the impassable 
wall between life and death, making it only a ghost of what 
had once been. The new creation, as described in Revelation, 
illustrates a home where God dwells with mortals, where 
comfort and peace are overarching themes. “He will dwell 
with them; they will be his peoples, and God himself will be 
with them; he will wipe every tear from their eyes. Death will 
be no more. (CEB)” 

Death can overwhelm us. Particularly in a culture where 
life is more than expected, it is assumed, death catches us by 
surprise. But the power of God lies in life and light overcom-
ing the darkness. In the midst of such fragile temporality, God 
has given us the hope of an unbreakable eternity and the 
promise of joyous reunions. 

SONG: Here I Am to Worship 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Thank you, Holy Spirit, for the 

promise of better days and a future that carries no more rea-
son for mourning and pain. 

—Krissi Carson 
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Friday 
November 7 6. 

BIBLE READING: John 11:1-44 
As a kid, I always knew Jesus loved me. Sunday School told 
me so, and I tended to just believe people. But I was never 
quite sure they really knew what that meant. Felt-board Jesus 
demonstrated a Jesus who taught a lot of things, who liked 
kids and animals (probably better than adults), and who won-
dered why the Pharisees were so dense all the time. Mostly, 
he seemed as if he was just fulfilling his duties. The humanity 
of Jesus got lost in the shadow of his divinity. 

In college, I delved deeper into the stories I’d always 
heard, and I discovered a humanness I had not seen before. He 
was touched by the unfailing faith of a very sick woman, and 
showed compassion for people everyone else ignored. But 
what won me over, what made me believe Jesus could know 
my grief and suffering and would care about it was the story 
of the death of Lazarus. 

Jesus was not unfamiliar with the custom of mourning, 
and yet, he didn’t seem quite prepared for what he walked 
into when he finally arrived. Taken aback by what he wit-
nessed, he was so disturbed by the distress of his closest 
friends that he was moved to tears. Even when he knew he 
was bringing Lazarus back, he was overwhelmed by the grief. I 
wonder if he wished he hadn’t waited quite so long to return. 
Jesus cried because his friends cried. He cried because his 
friend died. I couldn’t relate to Jesus as God, but I could relate 
to a Jesus who could feel what I feel. 

SONG: The Love of God 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Jesus, your compassion and 

your unfailing love for us is overwhelming. You share in my 
grief and in my joy. May I never forget the depth of love you 
have for me–indeed, for us all. 

—Krissi Carson 
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Saturday 
November 8 7. 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 23 
David penned an anthology of brilliance as he trekked through 
the Mediterranean wilderness throughout his life, and Psalm 
23 is undoubtedly the most loved psalm of all. It is certainly 
the most memorized and has become a mantra for the suffer-
ing the world over. It brings comfort to the faithful, the faith-
less, the lonely, the lost, the sick, the grieving, all walks of 
people. 

“Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy 
staff, they comfort me. (KJV)” David knew a grief as deep as 
anyone could know. A man he trusted tried to kill him. For 
fifteen years. He lost his sense of himself and because of that, 
his infant son. He lost the privilege to see the temple built, 
and he had to experience his son Absalom’s attempts to assas-
sinate him, and then grieve over Absolom’s untimely death. 
“O my son, my son!” he mourns in 2 Samuel, “Would that I 
had died instead of you!” 

In seminary, new pastors are advised to consider reading 
the King James Version of Psalm 23 when leading particularly 
tragic funerals. Everything feels foreign and terrible to those 
drowning in such grief. Tradition roots us and familiarity 
reminds us to breathe. The words of the twenty-third psalm 
can be a salve to our gaping wound while allowing us to see 
as we hadn’t before. Because of this, Psalm 23 becomes, all at 
once, the newest and oldest words we hear. 

SONG: Ancient Words  
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Holy Spirit, we are blessed for 

the people you’ve placed in our paths, both ancient and re-
cent, who give words for our deepest emotions. May my 
words also be a comfort to those who may stumble upon them 
someday. 

—Krissi Carson 


