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~ iii ~

Introduction

�
“I Enjoy Writing about 

Guacamole”

This book is a selection of the devotionals I have written 
for Daily Guideposts. But I have to tell you I never had 

any ambition to become a devotional writer. In fact, I did 
everything I could to resist it. Fortunately, Van Varner was a 
persistent man.

Readers of Daily Guideposts know Van as the former 
editorial director of Guideposts magazine and a devotional 
writer himself. Van had hired me as an editor, and aft er a few 
years he decided that I should be writing devotionals as well.

“I don’t think I can do that, Van,” I told him in his office 
one morning. The early sun slanting through the blinds made 
me squint.

Van leaned back in his chair, looking a little aggrieved. I’d 
declined his offer to write for Daily Guideposts before, but he 
kept bringing it up.

“Tell me why not,” he said.
“I’m not that sort of person.”
“No? What sort of person do you mean?”
“You know, someone who talks about himself.”
Van laughed. “You talk about yourself all the time!”
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~ iv ~

“You know what I mean,” I shot back.
“I’m not sure I do. You love to tell about all sorts of things…

your wife, your dogs, your mom, your adventures living in New 
York City.”

“But those aren’t devotionals,” I protested. “Those are just 
stories.”

“Don’t you see? Devotionals are stories, honest personal 
stories about how we experience our lives on a daily basis from 
the perspective of our faith.”

Maybe that was what was hanging me up—the faith part. 
Maybe I just didn’t feel confi dent enough in my own spiritual 
life to be drawing conclusions for other people to read.

“Look,” Van continued, “you came in here the other day 
and told a very nice story about a silly argument you and Julee 
had over a guacamole recipe and how in the end it brought the 
two of you closer. That’s a devotional right there.”

“You want me to write about guacamole?”
“I want you to write about yourself, Edward. That’s what 

I mean.”
Finally I relented and agreed to write the devotional about 

guacamole, if only to escape Van’s tireless entreaties. I still 
thought it was an absurd undertaking. I showed it to Julee when 
I was done, thinking she would tell me I was nuts.

“Aw…it’s sweet,” she said.
Van made some suggestions and gave it back to me. I 

reworked it. He made more edits and said it was good. But I 
reworked it some more.

“What’s next?” I said.
“You tell me,” Van replied.
In truth, I had discovered that I actually enjoyed writing 

about guacamole. Recounting the fi ght I’d had with Julee, 
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~ v ~

I was able to see our relationship in a more revealing light, a 
perspective I never would have gained if I hadn’t written about 
it. Slowly but surely, as one devotional followed another, I felt 
my perceptions shift . I found myself seeking those spiritual 
lessons in daily living, and the seeking enriched my soul and 
deepened my faith that God can touch us at any moment of 
our lives.

That was eighteen years and hundreds of devotionals 
ago. I’ve learned to write about practically anything, from the 
death of my mother to playing on the Guideposts soft ball team. 
And with each devotional, I learn something more about my 
relationship with God. I hope I can help you learn something 
too.

I will always be grateful that I wrote that fi rst one. And 
in a way, I suppose, I’m still writing about guacamole, thanks 
to Van.

—Edward Grinnan

Moments of Hope.indd   vMoments of Hope.indd   v 12/07/12   7:09 PM12/07/12   7:09 PM



W I N T E R
�

For thou art my hope, O Lord God: 

thou art my trust from my youth.

—Psalm 71:5
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January Mornings

His compassions fail not. They are new every morning: 
great is thy faithfulness.

—Lamentations 3:22–23

New York City is a Christmas-tree graveyard on these 
January mornings, the curbsides lined with discarded 

Scotch and Norway pines, some still trailing bits of tinsel and 
the occasional ornament, waiting for collection. For our dog 
Millie on our predawn walks, it’s an olfactory paradise. She 
treads carefully down the salted sidewalks with me in tow and 
sniffs the brown branches, requiring an occasional tug on the 
leash as a reminder that we can’t spend all day out here.

It’s strangely peaceful, this sidewalk forest, dreamlike and 
soul-soothing. T he snow drift s muffle the city’s sounds in a 
soft  silence. People move slowly, hunched against the chill. It is 
the calm aft er the storm, I suppose. The end of the year comes 
in such a frantic rush—we’re trying to get done everything we 
wanted to get done, see our families, celebrate the holidays. 
Who isn’t exhausted by the time New Year’s rolls up on us?

Yet these early days of January feel slow and purposeful, 
an opportunity to reconnect with God. The sun is coming up 
just a tiny bit earlier, but you wouldn’t notice unless you are like 
Millie and me, out at dawn every day.

Millie veers toward another tree lying on its side. I let 
her inspect it brief ly and then give her a little pull. It’s time 
to move on.

Father, let me begin my new year connected to You.
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The Saint of Hopeful Causes

But ye, beloved, building up yourselves on your most holy faith, 
praying in the Holy Ghost, keep yourselves in the love of God. . . .

—Jude 20–21

One morning I woke up and there he was: St. Jude himself, 
sitting on my dresser, compliments of my mom, no doubt, 

who’d probably smuggled him in while I was asleep.
I was a teenager and not an easy kid to live with, especially 

for my mom, who spent most of her time worrying about me. 
So it was no wonder Mom, an old-school Catholic, turned to 
Jude, the patron saint of hopeless causes.

I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and glared at the nine-
inch-tall statue. Hopeless cause, huh? I grabbed St. Jude, 
marched him out into the hallway and put him on a shelf where 
he wouldn’t bother anybody.

That night he was back on my dresser. This time I put him 
up on the highest shelf, so my mother would need a stepladder 
to retrieve him. Mom was undeterred; Jude returned to my 
dresser.

I knew better than to keep fi ghting this battle. So there 
Jude stayed, quietly watching over me until I moved on 
to college and fi nally started acting like an adult and a good 
son.

I hadn’t thought about that statue in years until the other 
day, when I ducked into a neighborhood church and overheard 
the sermon. “Today,” the priest said, “we celebrate the feast of 
St. Jude, oft en called the saint of hopeless causes. Yet I believe 
Jude is the saint of hopeful causes, because all who come to the 
Lord through him in prayer believe that even the most difficult 
problems can be made right by God.”
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