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A new year has come.  A year supposedly full of new hope of better days ahead.  A year 

ushered in by the world in a manner which reveals so clearly their lack of a true conception of 

life.  They have made their resolutions and have spent a riotous night of hollow laughter and 

song and inebriation.  Their paper caps and noise-makers clutter the streets.  Occasionally you 

see a broken bottle and you quickly turn your head as you see a spot partially dried up where a 

drunken fool couldn’t quite make it to the gutter, children playing with their new toys—beautiful 

white snow, type of our cleansing from sin… 

But this gold star mother sees or hears naught of these things.  She sits quietly at home.  

Her tear-stained face and eyes which have physically out-wept themselves, speak more plainly 

than words that she has endured grief and heartache such as only a mother can.  For her New 

Year’s greeting card was a terse notice from the government which began with the dreaded 

words: “We regret to inform you…” 

And since then, she has been meditating and it was not always the sweet meditation of 

the psalmist.  Her first shock of grief over, she could not help but become bitter.  Questionings 

and doubts arose in her troubled heart.  And that heart, filled with mother love, cries unto God 

and asks why?  And momentarily in a carnal spirit of rebellion she feels that the ways of the 

Lord are not equal.  She would not have it so.  Is this the way it must end for her Johnny?  Must 

all their hopes and plans which she and his father had made, be shattered in such a cruel fashion?  

Is it for this that only nineteen short years ago she suffered the pangs of parturition?  Must all her 

sweet dreams which she dreamed while she carried her baby beneath her heart be so ruthlessly 

cut off?  Has that awful night of travail, when her very life hung in the balance, been for this?  It 

seems only yesterday that she had held her baby in her arms and with ceaseless care and many a 

nightly vigil had watched that small body grow into a sturdy young man.  How proud and happy 

they had been when they had arisen in the midst of the congregation and Johnny had been 

baptized and they had solemnly vowed to “help or cause him to be instructed in the aforesaid 

doctrine to the utmost of your power.”  And only last year they had seen the Lord’s fruit on their 

labors when Johnny himself had stood in the midst of the congregation to publicly proclaim that 

their God was his God.  Just last week she’s been up in his room and had looked over the toys 

he’d played with and had dusted the normal accumulation of things that boys collect.  She had 

even thought that perhaps in a few more years Johnny’s boys would be using those same play-

things.  But, she bitterly reflects, that’s all over now, and she looks with dread toward the day 

when they’ll be sending his personal belongings home.  His watch which he’d received for 

graduation.  The billfold with its snapshots of his friends and loved ones and the Bible which the 

church presented to him before he left.  Momentarily she envies Johnny’s father who had been 

called Home only six months before.  At least he had been spared this awful anguish.  And for 

the moment she does not even look forward to the visit by her faithful pastor, the elders and 

friends who will extend their sympathy.  She can almost imagine what they’ll say and to which 

passages of Scripture they will refer but yet her heart will not be comforted.  She is a gold star 

mother alone with her grief. 

But wait!  Suddenly she remembers that last letter which Johnny had written.  The letter 

which had in a measure, cheered the holiday season for her.  Quickly she goes to the drawer and 

takes it from the place reserved for such things.  And she reads: 



 “Dearest Mother, 
 

 Maybe, Mother dear, you will receive this letter during the Holidays.  And 

we’re both sorry that we can’t be together like we were last year when Dad 

was still with us.  But the Lord’s ways are not always our ways and we must 

constantly pray for grace to believe that His ways are best. 

 You have probably read in the paper that the region in which we are 

stationed is alive with activity, of death and destruction and I think we will 

soon be seeing action.  But remember, Mother, I do not walk alone and neither 

do you.  How privileged we are that we have that only comfort in life and in 

death.  Our Saviour walks with both of us, leading us through that vale of 

tears and we may believe that He has gone before and prepared a place for us. 

 And Mother—I don’t like to write this—but if it must be that my blue star 

turns to gold, even as it has for many of my friends, believe, Mother dear, that 

that is His way and that whatever He doeth He doeth well.  Do not be 

drowned by grief and above all do not become bitter or rebel against the 

Lord’s way with us.  I know it won’t seem fair to the flesh but let us believe 

that ALL things work together for our good. 

 I am so thankful for all you’ve done and especially that by precept and 

example you have shown and instructed me in the way Everlasting. 

 Good-bye now, Mother dear, and remember, if I should receive my 

discharge papers from this life I’ll meet you in that Tabernacle not made with 

hands in Life Eternal. 

  With love, 

   Johnny” 

 

And suddenly this gold star mother understands and is comforted.  She, who had so 

diligently instructed Johnny, has learned from her pupil.  For how truly blessed she is for she is a 

mother in Israel!  She need not grieve as those who have no hope.  For after all, those high 

aspirations and dreams for her Johnny were only temporal.  He had been taken from this life 

which is only a continual death.  He has been spared so much of the inevitable pain and sorrow 

of this earthly life and, what is most joyous, has been delivered from this present bondage of sin 

and dwells with the saints in heavenly perfection!  And in a few more years she too may be with 

him and share that joy.  And she can now read that terse note: “We regret to inform you” with a 

different thought in her heart.  For she is a particular kind of gold star mother!  In fact, so 

particular that she knows that blessings are not in things.  For on that basis, only the mothers of 

those “Johnnies” who come home, regardless of whether or not they are of the household of 

faith, are blessed and then what must she say?  Nay, rather, she confesses that all things work 

together for good to them that love God! 
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