Household Matters

Nine-to-fivers go to “the farm” to get-away...
where, then, do farmers go?

Once upon a time, fishing was a survival skill. If you wanted to eat,
you learned how to fish. Much later, it became a form of recreation.
In modern times it has become a sport, with fishermen competing
to see who can catch the first fish, largest fish, the orneriest fish or
the most fish.

For the purist, fishing is still a chance to commune with nature, to
become one with the great outdoors. let’s face it: The first rule of
fishing, when you're sitting in a boat in the middle of a lake, is to be
quiet! Maybe you can bend this rule in the ocean, or while standing
in a rushing stream of the water nearly topping your waders, but on
a tranquil lake or pond, quiet is imperative.

For an avid fisherman, fishing does more than take him away
from the noise and confusion of daily life. By just thinking back to
previous fishing trips, he can momentarily escape his busy day and
stuffy office.

He can remember the way the sunlight or moonlight looked when
it hit the water, the sight of animals or insects going about their
business and giving little or no thought to the human in their midst,
the satisfaction that came from being alone but not lonely, and the
times he chose to share his quiet retreats with one or two friends.
Memories such as these are like a park bench in a grove of trees on a
cool spring day, a place to lie down and take a deep breath.

In this figurative sense, all of us need a boat in the middle of the lake
to escape to now and them. We need a place where we can sit down,
throw our line in the water, and wait patiently for the fish to bite.
And if they aren’t biting? Who cares? as any zealous fisherman will
tell you, it’s not always about filling you bucket. Sometimes, it’s
about enjoying the warm sun on your head, the wind in you face,
and the peace that invades your soul.
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A father tells his story:

While visiting relatives in a rural area, I decided to take my
young daughter for an evening walk along a country road. We
live in a large city, where walking at night is not the custom nor
is it considered to be safe. I could hardly wait to see how my
daughter would respond to a star-filled sky.

At first, she was playful, exploring the flowers and insects along
the edge of the dirt lane. As dusk turned into dark, however,
she became a little fearful and clung tightly to my hand. She
seemed grateful for the flashlight we’d taken along. Suddenly,
she looked toward the sky and exclaimed with surprise,
“Daddy, somebody drew dots all over the sky!”

I'smiled, my daughter had after all, never seen a night sky away
from the city lights. I was glad the moon had not yet risen so
the stars appeared even closer and more distinct. “Daddy,” she
continued in her enthusiasm “if we connect them all will they
make a picture?”

The night sky had taken on the quality of a dot-to-dot puzzle
for my daughter! What an interesting notion, I thought. “No,” 1
replied and then continued with this anecdote: “the dots are
there for another purpose. Each one is a hope God has for your
life. God loves you so much He has lots of hopes that your life
will be filled with good things. In fact, there are more hopes
than you or I can ever count!”

“I knew it!” she triumphantly said, “The dots do make a
picture.” Did she not hear what I said? I mused. Then she added
thoughtfully, “I always wondered what hope looks like.”

When God showed Abraham the stars and asked Him to count
them, he was giving him hope that the promise He had made
to Abraham was coming.

So, every evening we have the opportunity to count our blessings
in the night sky — and thank our lucky stars for them.



