
Blessings and Scars 

Not all our scars show, some just lay hidden on our hearts. Three weeks ago, I started to feel quite sick, and my 

right side ached constantly. I was trying to write the weekly devotional. I was so close to having it finished but 

the pain was not going away. Still, I only had to do a Bible verse and a finishing prayer. I looked at the Bible, 

the page was marked, and I could almost see the verse. But I could not type because my body was shaking with 

chills and my vision was blurring. I called 911. My neighbor came over as soon as she saw the ambulance and 

offered to call my son at work. I had appendicitis. I complained to everyone that this was a problem for a 16-

year-old, not an 86-year-old. A 16-year-old can manage it better.  But then my mind went back to years ago 

when I was working at a hospital. It was a Sunday, and I was home enjoying my day off when the hospital 

called. A young boy, 16 years old, had an Appendectomy the evening before and they wanted me to come in 

and be with him as he was not expected to live. The Surgeon had nicked the bowel and the young boy had bled 

internally, lapsed into a coma, and was now dying. A tragic event. I went in and stayed with him as he 

worsened and approached death. As I was griping about being eighty-six with a young person’s problem I 

thought of that young man and his parents who were waiting to visit with him. He had his life taken so 

needlessly. I have had 86 years and it has been over 50 years since he died, and I think of all he missed. He 

never finished High School, or fell in love, or had children or even found out who he wanted to be as an adult. 

His parents were never able to see all his milestones, all the big moments in his life. I mourned that boy once 

again as I did back then and felt so blessed that I had been able to be with him that day. I do not know the plans 

God had for him or what his life would have been, but I know it ended before he had a chance to find his way. 

His death left a scar on my heart. When I count my blessings I count the surgeon that came in and did my 

surgery, the nurses that cared for me, the hospital that had their emergency room open, the swift 

diagnosis,  and especially my Son who was by my side right away, my daughter who came, my neighbor who 

came over right away,  and especially my Pastor who offered up prayers for me and my church that sent 

prayers, cards, and phone calls and those who took me to appointments when I was unable to drive and for my 

God who takes all these journeys with me,  I am blessed beyond measure 

Jeremiah 29:11 For I know the plans I have for you, plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you 

hope and a future. 

Lord, you are with us always, through the good days and the bad days. You bless us with your presence in our 

lives. Be with those who seek you, may they find you waiting. May we be your blessing to the hungry, the 

homeless, those who are troubled and the oppressed. Be with our Pastor, bless his ministry and watch over him 

and his family. Be with our staff and leaders, guide them and bless them. Be with our country, heal our division. 

In Jesus name we pray, Amen 

Grace Epperson 

 


