My Flower Of Hope					


		By JoAnn Doucette Noakes





She’d always loved spring and the flowers 


A sign of hope for the land


A sign that God is with us		


And life unfolds as He planned





But this year more than flowers bloomed


A child blossomed there within,


And her soul rejoiced with the beauty of spring.


For the new life about to begin. 





It was Mother’s Day when the pains began,


In the wee hours of the morn,


Her husband brought the first flowers. 


From her garden, the day he was born





A beauty was he, her first born boy


And sleep drifted into her prayer,


“watch over my baby, dear Lord,


He’s a sign to all that you care.” 





And she basked in the joy of her motherhood	


Busy learning how mothers must cope


With the bundle of life newly born


Which she called her flower of hope. 





Then one day the doctor came to the door	


Speaking words she’d never heard before	


Down syndrome NO! -surely it cannot be


How could this be happening to me?


	


No longer was there a flower of hope-


Only darkness into which she’d grope�In her mind, all her joy destroyed


And in her heart all was void.





A kind nurse offered to feed the child


While with in her heart beat wild


But she said “No” this was her cross


And her mind dwelt on her great loss.





No child to bring up brave and strong,


No son to teach what’s right and wrong	


Only a baby who would never know


How his parents loved and wanted him so.


 


Days became weeks, weeks became years


Yes there were heartaches and often tears.


We learned to live at a slower pace,


One our son is able to face. 





For there is beauty in the world he lives	


And very often it’s he who gives	


With his big wide eyes and stubby hands


We know he’s part of the Almighty’s plan





And now we can say those frightening words,


The ones we wished we’d never heard


I can say it now - Down


And my heart’s no longer a place to drown





For yesterday was Mother’s Day


I sat in the yard so he could play


And as proud and happy as he could be


He brought the first spring flowers to me. 





And tears of joy came to my eyes, �Only a mother doesn’t ask why.


For there is no longer darkness 	


into which I grope.


Only love and pride in my Flower of Hope.
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