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and thanked God for watching over 
me and I didn’t worry as much about 
where my next meal was going 
to come from – because it always 
seemed to come.

It wasn’t until my dad died that 
I really understood what hope was. 
He slipped and fell while fishing. 
He left Mom and me to take care of 
the family. What could I do – I was 
too young to take care of a family. 
Somehow we survived. But in those 
cold and lonely nights I learned 
something else about hope. I learned 
it from my mother.

She was sad when my dad died 
– I was sad too – but she didn’t let 
it make her days sad. I wanted to 
complain about being left alone – 
she wanted to talk about how God 
helped her through another day. I felt 
bad because I couldn’t provide for 
the family – I felt like a failure – but 
my mom thanked me every night 
for working so hard and giving of 
myself for the family. I asked what 
the point was of going on, and my 
mom told me about where my dad 
had gone.

My mother’s hope gave her 
strength. My mother’s hope gave me 
strength. My mother’s hope gave me 

The sun rose again this morning 
– I never really doubted it would. I 
fixed and then ate a hearty breakfast 
with Master – which I’ve gotten to 
do every morning since I came to 
work with him, but which wasn’t 
always true before. I finished my 
chores by noon – which I do most 
days. After lunch I had a chance to 
sit by the fire and watch snow falling 
through the large window by the 
fireplace. It was during that time of 
doing nothing that I had a chance to 
think.

My mother raised me with a 
consistent message – hope. Being 
poor, not many days went by without 
me hoping that my tummy would be 
full when I went to bed, or on winter 
nights that our house would not col-
lapse on us from the snow. As I grew 
older I realized that my hope was not 
just an idle wish, but it was a hope 
that something or someone greater 
than my mom and dad was looking 
out for us.

When I was old enough, my mom 
started taking me to church. I came 
to understand and believe that that 
someone was God. My hope was that 
God would keep our house from fall-
ing; that he would give my father a 
steady hand and a sure aim. I prayed 

hope. Together our hope held up our 
family. We made it through that first 
winter without dad. I learned to fish. 
Things started to get better. 

But that’s not what really hap-
pened. What happened was I had 
hope – that no mater what happened 
God would use it for good. That 
whether I lived or died I had a place 
in heaven waiting for me. That if I 
did my best – if I did with my heart 
– it didn’t mater if I succeeded or 
failed because I wasn’t being judged 
– there was no score board.

So this afternoon I thought about 
hope as I watched the snow falling 
and covering the new green shoots 
of spring. I don’t struggle with hope 
any more. My heart does not long for 
things to be a certain way. My mind 
doesn’t hope that I will do well so I 
don’t get in trouble. I don’t have to 
hope because I already know, in my 
mind and in my heart, that my hope 
is secure. I am loved and God will 
take care of me – what more could 
I hope for – and I know that in a 
few days the snow will melt and the 
green shoots will start reaching for 
the sun again and spring will soon 
be here – and still I will be loved and 
God will be taking care of me.

		  Doug G. Clarke
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