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“. .. let her own works praise her in the gates.’

I can’t believe it's not bleeding. That was the
first thought that entered my head. I stared at the
large gash at the base of my thumb again. Yes, no
mistake about it. That was my bone and muscles I
was staring at.

Weren’t bones supposed to be blindingly white?
That’s what I had always thought for some reason, yet
this bone was sort of off-white. Whatever its color, a
bone really should be protected by skin, and this one
was, just seconds earlier. Not anymore.

I couldn’t figure it out. Always when I had been
cut, 1 started bleeding immediately. But not this time.
Why wasn’t I bleeding?

Then it hit. No, not blood. Pain. Lots of pain.
I must have been in a state of limbo for the first few
seconds while my severed nerve endings tried
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desperately to make contact with my six-year-old
brain. Boy, there was sure no doubt about it now.
The pain was getting stronger.

°  What to do now? What a silly question! I had to
find my mom, and quickly! T raced to the kitchen
where Mom was working with several other women
washing a large stack of dishes. She knew instantly
that something was wrong. Rushing to my side, she
carefully examined the hand that I thrust up toward
her.

The pain was still there. My hand was still badly
hurt. But somehow I knew that it was going to be all
right. Why? My mom was there. She had never let
me down before and I trusted instinctively that she
wouldn’t let me down this time.

As Dad drove us to the emergency room, Mom
continued to soothe and comfort me.

It had started as such a happy day. Our family
had gone to church for one of the many, many “work
days” scheduled. We weren’t a rich church, and the
men were doing a lot of the work on the renovation
that was going on. The women had busily and cheer-
fully cooked a dinner for us to eat. So much food!
After eating, the women cleared away the mess while
I and some other boys put away the folding tables that
we had used. We would fold the legs up and then
carry them in a honizontal position until we got to the
storage closet. Since they were too wide, we had to
tilt them to a vertical position to get them through the
door. As I was tipping one of the tables, my hand shd
along the underside lip of the table, the same technique
I had used many times before. But this table had a lip
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that was sharp enough to cut my skin open to the
bone.

At Children’s Hospital, emergency room staff
carefully examined me, decided that I needed stitches,
and started getting everything ready to fix me up. Not
ever having had stitches, I was worried. Wouldn't it
hurt when they put the needle into my hand to sew?
Could I bear the pain? I looked over at my dad. He
smiled at me, a confident look on his face. 1 could
sense his strength and protection for me. I was glad
he was there. The pastor had followed our car to the
hospital and he, too, was standing a few feet away,
telling me that everything was going to be all right.
Qutside the emergency room doors several of the men
of the church were also there. They probably didn’t
know the diagnosis, yet 1 was sure they were praying
for me. Yes, I was surrounded by love, concern,
protection, and prayer. I felt secure. Probably most
comforting was the knowledge that my mom was
there. There was nothing she could do that the other
people were incapable of doing. She couldn’t sew up
my hand. She couldn’t pray any better than those
present. Yet, she was there. Everything was all right,
precisely and simply because she was there.

No doubt many of you can relate to this story.
Your mom was there when you needed her. And she’s
the first one you think of going to now. Isn’t that a
wonderful feeling, knowing you can go to her and
trust her completely to meet your needs?

But I wonder how many children today, if they
were honest, would say that when they are hurt or
frightened or in need they do not look to their mother







