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An Act of Hope 
 

Lord, my hope is anchored in You, not in the shifting sands of time, nor the 
ephemeral breezes of our culture.  I choose to anchor my life in the anchor who 
is You.   My faith is in You. My trust is in You. My hope is in You - alone.    
 
You are the reason I arise each day, the morning star to which my heart 
awakens, the light in the darkness of my sin, the bright moon that guides me 
through my nights of discouragement.   
 
You are the calm that settles my frazzled nerves, the refreshment that 
quenches the deep thirst of my soul, the food for which my soul hungers.   
 
You alone satisfy.  You are the voice, still and small but true that guides me 
when I am lost.   You are my true lover, for in You alone am I known. In You 
alone am I am fully embraced.  It is for You that I long.  
 
In You and through You and with You is the peace that surpasses all 
understanding. For with You I can do all things to which I am called.   
Through You I face my enemies unafraid. With You, I stand on mountains. In 
You, I know myself loved, blessed, forgiven, and called to mission.  
 
You are my only hope, my savior, my strength, and my reason for living.  You 
are my Alpha and Omega, the beginning and end of my every journey.  
 
You are hope when I feel no hope. You are my hope when my reason causes me 
to fear. You are my hope when my virtue fails, my faith falters, and my deeds of 
love are few.  You are my living hope - for You have granted me a deep trust in 
Your mercy to me, a sinner.  
 
My hope is not just in You. My hope IS You. I feel You alive in me, and my hope 
is this hope never departs. For my hope is deeper than my feelings.  My hope is 
rooted in my faith in You and confirmed by my prayer.  
 
I believe You are who You say You are. You are the promise on which I base my 
life.  This is the assurance of my faith that You alone are worthy of my hope. In 
You alone I will never be confounded.  
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But when we forget You, we forget the reason why we walk this earth. We 
wander as lost sheep, as frightened children. Gather us in hope in the shelter of 
Your wings, as a mother hen gathers her chicks.  For the enemies would scatter 
us in hatred, sowing the seeds of discord, of pride, envy, suspicion and distrust.  
 
My hope is not in any of my accomplishments. My hope is anchored not in our 
strength, our goodness or our virtue.  My hope is not in my government, nor in 
any elected official or leader of industry and certainly not in our technology, 
our economy, or in anything that we create. All these will certainly and 
eventually fail us. My hope is not even in Your Church for even the Rock of 
Peter denied You three times. You alone are worthy of my full trust.  
 
When I take my eyes off of You, I despair. I sink into the very depths of 
discouragement; I wallow in the disgust of a fallen humanity, a failed system, a 
gridlocked government, corporations of broken promises and ugly half-truths.  
 
But in You, the sweetness of each morning is born again and again, a new day 
beckons and light brightens the horizon of a new day.  You, the Lover of my 
Soul, You come to gather, to heal, to restore, to build and to plant.  
 
My hope is in You who walked among us that we may learn to walk in such 
hopeful, humble love. My hope is in Your love for me, for us, for our fallen 
humanity.   You alone will never break Your promise.  
 
O Sweet Jesus, come take possession of my soul. I surrender to You all I have 
and hold for in You alone is my hope – I want only to please You, to let You 
grow in me and transform me to become a living invitation to Your love. I want 
to become a face of hope for this troubled world, to be Your face of merciful 
hope amidst the fear that robs us of the hope to which we are called.  
 
Transform me.  Transform us - to become more fully Your face, Your hands, 
Your voice, and, especially, Your heart of hope.  
 
Let the ancient prayers of the psalmist be fulfilled in our time:  
"In You, O Lord, have I hoped; let me never be confounded." 

 

          - J. Michael Sparough, SJ 


