Footprints in the Sand

It wasn’t easy growing up without a father in my life, but it was even harder for my mother, who was faced with raising three sons by herself. I learned early on to work and help out the family—throwing newspapers, shining shoes, and selling goods door to door. In the summers I worked in the hayfields and cornfields. I became self-reliant at an early age. Since we couldn’t depend on a dad to provide for us, I quickly learned to depend mainly on myself. As soon as I graduated from high school, I joined the Marine Corps. It was there that I learned about discipline, teamwork and the need to depend on others—they counted on me, and I counted on them. To survive and fulfill our mission, we needed to depend on each other.
After my tour in the Marines, I married and we soon had five wonderful children. My wife and children learned they could depend on me to take care of them and to provide a good living. It was during those early years that I first read the beautiful poem by Margaret Fishback Powers, titled Footprints. Let me share the poem with you:

One night I dreamed a dream.
I was walking along the beach with my Lord.
Across the dark sky flashed scenes from my life.
For each scene, I noticed two sets of footprints in the sand,
one belonging to me and one too my Lord.

When the last scene of my life shot before me
I looked back at the footprints in the sand and to my surprise,
I noticed that many times along the path of my life
there was only one set of footprints.
I realized that this was at the lowest and saddest times of my life.

That always bothered me and I questioned the Lord about my dilemma.
"Lord, you told me when I decided to follow You,
You would walk and talk with me all the way.
But, I'm aware that during the most troublesome
times of my life there is only one set of footprints.
I just don't understand why, when I needed you most,
You left me."

He whispered, "My precious child, I love you and will never leave you
never, ever, during your trials and testings.
When you saw only one set of footprints it was then that I carried you."


Looking back over my life I realize that I have never been alone. God has always been with me, carrying me through the difficult times when my own strength and self-reliance wasn’t enough.
And more than that, I needed my family and all the other people in my life who have helped me when I needed strength and support. I owe God and everyone a debt of gratitude, and I give thanks to them all, especially in my later years when my self-reliance just isn’t enough.
The simple truth is this: we all need each other—God made us that way. We need others for love and fellowship, spiritual, emotional, and material support. It is God’s way, and we wouldn’t want it to be any different.
In my life there have been many “footprints in the sand.” Thank you, God, for a lifetime of blessings, and for my family and friends who have walked beside me on this journey of faith. I look forward to seeing them in heaven.  

