Heather’s story
I  like to watch the Great British Bake Off and one of my favourite moments of this series was watching the contestants try to construct a complex chocolate sphere in a tent in the middle of summer.  There was lots of stress and tension and each contestant took a different approach to try to achieve success.  When asked what his strategy was, one contestant simply smiled at the camera and said 'my strategy is hope'.  He was not relying on his skill or practise or technique or trickery, nothing within his control, just hope.  And while I realise that in the end, chocolate spheres are pretty inconsequential, it reminded me that the hope we have as Christians is never dependent on our own resources.

My story is really our story.  Jon and I were married in 2001 and we were ready for anything.  Within a few months, Jon had been unexpectedly diagnosed with Myotonic Dystrophy, which is a progressive and life limiting  condition.  To begin with, Jon was only mildly affected and there was no way to predict how quickly things might progress. Medics offered us hope, telling us that many people with MD are largely without symptoms and so of course we hoped Jon would be one of these.  We hoped Jon would continue to be active, could continue his career in outdoor pursuits, could continue to be independent and able and confident.  We hoped for healing.  We hoped in the way I expect most people would.

Seventeen years on, and our hopes for escaping the worst of MD have not been realised.  Things are progressing quite rapidly and now day to day life can be a struggel both physically and psychologically.  Jon has described feeling his 'old' life as an outgoing tide, leaving a rocky and unfamiliar shore behind.  At times, life feels hard and our earthly future feels fraught.  There are moments of searing disappointment at what each of us, including our daughter, have lost.

But as it turns out, disappointment and hope can go hand in hand.  And maybe being confronted with disappointment hurries hope along.

In more recent months, I have come to realise that it's OK to be disappointed about our earthly circumstances, to feel regret at what is gone and to feel sadness as I watch Jon decline.  This is part of the reality of our broken world. So where is the hope in my story?

Our hope is in Jesus.  Jesus who conquered death.  And our hope is of heaven- where there is no suffering, no failing bodies, no disappointment.

In every circumstance of our lives, our hope is in Jesus and of heaven.  Like my Bake Off contestant, my strategy is not based on anything I can do.  I can't prepare or rehearse or improve.  My strategy is hope in Jesus and of heaven.  In the face of real disappointments and weary days, hope can feel far away, perhaps especially the hope of heaven.  And that is when we must remind ourselves (and each other) of God's goodness and faithfulness in our current circumstances.  Our certain hope is of heaven, but we can know sustaining hope in the everyday when we look to Jesus. Lamentations 3 v19-25 

