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      INTRODUCTION


      Mothers are dear to God's heart. The Bible gives us multiple stories of God answering mothers' prayers, honoring their love for their children, and providing for them. Perhaps a mother's heart — in its very nature — is a reflection of God's giving, nurturing, sacrificial heart.

      In the pages of this book, you'll also find multiple stories — real-life stories — that affirm how much God still loves mothers in our world. You'll discover how God has worked in the lives and families of other moms like you. You'll find encouragement, inspiration, and blessing through these moms as they open their own hearts to you.

      No matter what time of year you pick up this book, you'll find special words. Each day starts with a scripture that the mom writing for the day found illuminating in her life. She illustrates why that scripture is important to her as a mom, and even gives you a nugget of insight that you can take with you and remember through your day.

      Whether you make this book part of your daily devotion time, keep a copy at work to read during coffee break, or use it to help you reflect on your day before you go to bed, we think you'll find it invaluable to your life. We think you'll find this book to be as soothing, invigorating, and refreshing as a cozy cup of tea, a bracing cup of coffee … a cup of reassuring comfort.

      So come join us for a special few moments each day with God … and with other mothers who know the joys and challenges you face. Come share the sweetness of being a mother.

    

  
    
      

      
      JANUARY PEACE — ONLY A PRAYER AWAY
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      “Don't worry about anything; instead, pray about everything. Tell God what you need, and thank him for all he has done. If you do this you will experience God's peace, which is far more wonderful than the human mind can understand. His peace will guard your hearts and minds as you live in Christ Jesus.”

      PHILIPPIANS 4:6–7

      The day was off to a bad start. I awoke to see everything covered in snow and the white flurries continued to fall at a rapid clip. Later that morning, my husband's car stalled, and despite our repeated efforts, we couldn't coax it to start back up. We managed to push it into a nearby parking lot and call a tow truck. Our mechanic told us to tow it to his shop, but he was sorry, it would be ten days before he could fix it.

      Then later that day, while I wasn't looking, my son put on a little jumping routine on the sofa, which ended with a loud thud and a nice cut to the head. As I held a washcloth over my son's bleeding head, called my husband on the phone, and searched for my car keys so I could take him to the emergency room, the tension increased. I felt my anxiety level rising dangerously close to the O.O.C. (out of control) line.

      As I hung up the phone and dug further in my purse for my keys, I was startled by my son's soft voice.

      “Mommy, can we say a prayer?” he asked gently.

      I was stopped in my tracks. “Uh, of c-course … of course we can,” I stuttered.

      With everything going on, I hadn't even stopped to do what I should have done first — turned the situation over to the Lord.

      Was I ever humbled! I prayed aloud, asking God to help my son's cut stop bleeding and to relieve his pain. Then I added a silent prayer for God to ease my anxiety and give me peace.

      I'd been a twisted ball of nerves when my son asked that simple request: to stop and pray. Leave it to the innocence of my child to help put everything in perspective, to remind me of my core values and priorities.

      Immediately, a feeling of calm came across me after that prayer. We were in God's capable hands.

      I felt as if God gave me an extra helping of patience to get through the next few hours of stress in the emergency room. Instead of being frazzled and overwhelmed, I felt completely at ease. The cut was nothing major and easily taken care of with a few staples. My son handled it bravely, with hardly a tear. To this day I am amazed at how that simple moment of prayer had provided us with a monumental amount of peace.

      That stressful situation pointed out that even though I may pray eventually, it's not my typical first reaction to frustrations. Instead, I struggle with the stress in my own way, trying to manage the pressure instead of going straight to God. If I just deposited my worries with God, I would have an immediate measure of divine peace.

      As I walk into a New Year, it's good to know that when the obstacles are mounting and the pressures seem insurmountable, God's peace is only a prayer away.

      — KARIN LINDSTROM

      JANUARY 1 A New Start Every Day

      “Great is his faithfulness; his mercies begin afresh each day.”

      LAMENTATIONS 3:23

      My son never went through the “terrible twos.” But now that he's eight, we butt heads way more than I like. At the least sign of not getting his way sometimes, he's all up in arms, freely displaying his displeasure and anger. That just doesn't work when you have a disciplinarian mom.

      But what always amazes me is that no matter how stormy the day before was, each day starts fresh and new, without anger or grudges. He never remembers our challenges of the day before — even if they were intense — but expresses love and trust.

      Aren't you glad that every day in parenting is a new day, a new beginning, and a new chance to have a terrific time with your kids? And each day is a new day with God, too. No matter what's happened the day before, we have a new day to enjoy Him and a deeper relationship with Him.

      
        Every day is a chance to start anew!
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 2 Delightfully Different

      “Thank you for making me so wonderfully complex! Your workmanship is marvelous — and how well I know it.”

      PSALM 139:14

      “Stop playing now. You need to study!”

      “But I already know it,” my second-grade son replied.

      “You haven't studied. How could you possibly know the material?”

      “Mama, I remember everything Mrs. Putnam told us in class.” My son then recounted volumes of information for an upcoming history test. He did know the material, without studying!

      In that moment, the Holy Spirit whispered, He's not like you. Remembering my own study habits, I felt he needed to devote hours to reviewing, but my son learned differently than I did. He learns by hearing.

      We're all individually fashioned by a loving Father. I don't need to cram my children into a mold. I've been reminded of this as I've watched them learn, use their talents, interact with others, grow in faith, and develop their own unique personalities. They don't have to do things my way, just God's best way for them.

      
        God made each of us delightfully different.
      

      — CANDY ARRINGTON

      JANUARY 3 Simple Pleasures

      “She carefully watches all that goes on in her household….”

      PROVERBS 31:27

      The day flew by, as I went from room to room doing household chores. I was exhausted when the kids arrived home from school. The kitchen table was instantly hidden by schoolbooks and homework papers. My plans for a relaxing evening vanished. I realized I would be helping with mountains of homework instead.

      My son rifled through his papers and held out his hand. “Mom, here is something for you.”

      I looked down at four tiny toothpicks fastened together, with my name glued on them in alphabet noodles. The flip side held a small safety pin. I held the precious name tag in my hand and my eyes filled with tears. He even spelled my nameright, I thought.

      I reflected on the many facets of motherhood. I realized I wouldn't trade the simplicity of peanut butter sandwiches and handmade projects for anything. I smiled as I started dinner.

      
        The simple pleasures of motherhood keep us going!
      

      — ANNETTEE BUDZBAN

      JANUARY 4 Fake Parent

      “You should behave instead like God's very own children, adopted into his family.”

      ROMANS 8:15

      As we left church my son blurted, “Mom, are you a fake parent?”

      I was stunned. Had I made a promise I had not kept? What had made him think I was not genuine?

      “Kyle said I don't look anything like you,” Steve explained. Inwardly I smiled. Kyle, Steve's six-year-old buddy, was right. My husband and I are Caucasian and have no physical resemblance to our adopted, biracial son. The rest of the trip home, we retold the story of his adoption and answered questions about it.

      We received custody of Steve when he was three weeks old. Though he doesn't look like us, he has picked up our habits and lifestyle. Still, being called a phony was unsettling. I looked through the Bible, reading the verses that mention adoption. I wondered, Am I a spitting image of Jesus?

      
        May God always help us demonstratewhat it looks like to be His child.
      

      — SALLY SMITH

      JANUARY 5 An Ocean of Guilt

      “Once again you will have compassion on us.

      You will trample our sins under your feet and throw them into the depths of the ocean!”

      One evening I explained to my six-year-old daughter that when we ask God to forgive us for the things we've done wrong, He throws the memory of these things into the deepest ocean! “They're gone!” I exclaimed.

      She thought for a moment and said, “But what if they float back up?”

      Isn't that like us? We have a hard time believing that God will really forgive us. We let those memories float up over and over. Often we can't forgive ourselves and assume God won't forgive us either, so we hide from Him or slowly drift away.

      But what God wants most is for us to spend time with Him. Not believing that He has really “thrown our sins into the deepest sea” can keep us far away from him who loves us most.

      
        We don't have to drown in guilt. We can float through life buoyed by God's love and forgiveness.
      

      — TAMARA VERMEER

      JANUARY 6 Don't Sweat the Details!

      “But the Lord said to her, ‘My dear Martha, you are so upset over all these details! There is really only one thing worth being concerned about. Mary has discovered it — and I won’t take it away from her.'”

      LUKE 10:41–42

      I enjoy talking to my young neighbor. Though I'm about twenty years older than she is, we have toddlers the same age. But there's a big difference between us. Carolyn worries that she's not doing everything just right for her child. Then she worries that she's worrying too much. And the things Carolyn worries about are the little things, like if Susie stays up too late, or if Carolyn skips giving Susie a bath for a day or two when life is too hectic.

      I'm much more laid back than that — maybe because I'm older, maybe because my toddler is my youngest child and Susie is Carolyn's first, or maybe because I've just given up on trying to control the little things.

      “Just relax,” I encourage her. “If it doesn't affect the grand scheme of Susie's life, just do your best, follow your instincts, and don't go on guilt trips. Don't worry about things that don't really matter.”

      
        We all need the reminder: life, and motherhood, is too short to spend time sweating the small stuff.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 7 A Place of Refuge

      “But let all who take refuge in you rejoice; let them sing joyful praises forever. Protect them, so all who love your name may be filled with joy.”

      PSALM 5:11

      Maria definitely didn't approve of everything her daughter did. Seventeen-year-old Lucy was living with an abusive boyfriend. “I'd like to beat him up myself, but that wouldn't help any,” Maria commented crisply.

      Instead, Maria encouraged Lucy to come to the house frequently. And she made sure she didn't scold Lucy about her lifestyle. “The rest of the world beats her up emotionally,” Maria said. “I want home to be the place of refuge, where she can always feel love and acceptance.”

      As a result, Lucy spent a lot of time at home. And one day, when the boyfriend abused her, she thought, “I'm treated way better than this at home,” and returned home.

      While we still have kids at home, sure, we need to give them instruction and guidance. But we can also make our homes centers of love and acceptance — a refuge in the middle of a crazy world.

      
        We can be a refuge for our children, just as God is for us.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 8 Closer to God Than Daddy

      “God is so great — higher than the heavens, higher than the farthest stars.”

      JOB 22:12

      My son came into the house riding on his daddy's shoulders. “You know what, Mom?” he said. “I'm closer to God than Daddy.”

      Although I knew he meant he was closer physically to heaven by being taller than his daddy, it made me think. Was my son closer to God than I was?

      Sometimes it's difficult to feel God's closeness when you've had an exhausting day with a fussy baby, a youngster who doesn't obey, or a rebellious teenager. That's when God pulls us from the waves of frustration, wraps His loving arms around us, and lets us dwell in His closeness.

      Many times my son's words have played an important part in my mind: Just how close to God am I? Am I close to God in my thoughts? In my daily tasks? In my work, church, and community? Where is God's closeness in my life?

      
        How close are you to God in your thoughts and actions today?
      

      — JANE LANDRETH

      JANUARY 9 One Principle and 40,000 Applications

      “All of you should be of one mind, full of sympathy toward each other, loving one another with tender hearts and humble minds.”

      I PETER 3:8

      When I retired early from corporate life to care for my elderly mother and disabled brother, not everyone gave me a round of applause. They wondered why I would give up my career instead of choosing other viable options, such as household help, paid caregivers, or assisted living. My decision took serious consideration, yet it was not difficult to make.

      When we face special needs in the family, we often clearly see what God would have us do. For some women, this means refocusing or leaving a career to provide care for children or parents. For others, it means working two jobs to ensure adequate housing, food, and medical attention for the family. For all, it means matching what we do with the principle God has given us: love one another.

      “Once possessed of the principle,” said poet Ralph Waldo Emerson, “it is equally easy to make forty or forty thousand applications of it.”

      
        In Jesus, we not only possess the principle, but the faith, heart, and mind to apply it.
      

      — PAT MITCHELL

      JANUARY 10 Timely Help

      “Those who refresh others will themselves be refreshed.”

      PROVERBS 11:25

      When my husband and I brought our baby home from the hospital, we were filled with awe. That day, my mother came to help. She sensed my uneasiness about the needs of a newborn.

      Instead of taking over, Mother identified with my feelings. “You take care of that sweet baby, and I'll do what's needed in your house,” she said. Each day she boosted my confidence as I breast-fed, changed diapers, and cared for Baby Karen.

      “Don't worry about doing things perfectly,” she told me. “Every mother is a novice.”

      Mother launched into hard work. She prepared delicious meals. She scrubbed, but took time to cuddle her granddaughter. She urged me to nap.

      “You're spoiling me!” I said.

      “Honey, this is refreshing for me — I love being with you,” she said. I also savored our closeness. I will always remember how God's love flowed through my mother's timely giving of herself.

      
        When you identify with others, your giving can be refreshing to all.
      

      — CHARLOTTE ADELSPERGER

      JANUARY 11 Stronger Than Nerves of Steel

      “… May grace and peace be yours from God our Father and the Lord Jesus Christ.”

      ROMANS 1:7

      When I looked at our screaming toddler, Elizabeth, I felt waves of nausea. Her tiny body was coated with blood and even more was gurgling from beneath her blood matted blond hair. She had fallen and hit her head on the fireplace. I'd never seen so much blood.

      As we raced to the emergency room, I prayed for my daughter. And fighting more nausea, I prayed for strength.

      Elizabeth was pronounced okay at the ER, and the words, “You have to have nerves of steel to be a parent,” wafted through my mind.

      I'd read the phrase in a story by veterinarian James Herriot. Herriot told about dropping a canine patient in his haste to see that his son was okay after a two-story fall. The dog's owner had comforted him with those words. Words spoken half a century ago, but still so true — whether it's ER visits or daily challenges.

      
        Thank goodness the grace God gives us as we mother our kids is even stronger than steel nerves!
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 12 God, Our Interpreter!

      “Come, let's go down and give them different languages. Then they won't be able to understand each other.”

      GENESIS 11:7

      I laughed when I read this verse. It made me think of communication with my kids. At times, it's like we speak totally different languages!

      You know exactly what I mean. You tell your child to be in earlier than usual, and he comes in just two minutes before the normal curfew — which he's usually pushing. Our ideas of curfews are different, our ideas of what's clean are different, and our ideas of so much just aren't alike at all! Even when we try to communicate verbally, what I say isn't always what my kids hear. And sometimes I understand their words no better than I would if they were speaking Russian.

      I'm thankful that God not only understands the language I speak, but he understands the languages my children speak, too! I'm learning to turn to him and say, “Help me understand.” And without fail, he does!

      
        We may not always understand each other, but God makes a great translator.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 13 No Time to Serve Jesus!

      “Once more he asked him, ‘Simon son of John, do you love me?’ Peter was grieved that Jesus asked the question a third time. He said, ‘Lord, you know everything. You know I love you.’ Jesus said, ‘Then feed my sheep.’”

      JOHN 21:17

      Melinda's fever was gone and all three of my kids were napping. Opening my Bible, I finally had time with Jesus, after two days.

      Exhausted, I prayed, “Father, I want to serve you. Show me how to find time.”

      Oh dear, I thought, today's scripture is talking about the Kingdom's work again.

      “Mom-mee!” Melinda's scream pierced the silence. “Eddy's throwing up!”

      My Bible slid to the floor unnoticed as I ran to the bedroom.

      “It's okay, sweetie. Mommy's here. I'll fix it. Melinda, take Betsy to the playroom — maybe she won't get sick.”

      But she did. Around midnight I dropped into bed and mumbled, “Jesus, I love you. Help me know how to serve you.”

      The next morning Melinda's kisses woke me. “Mommy, Eddy's sleeping. You take such good care of us. Angela's mom gripes when she gets sick.”

      My heart whispered, “Thank you, Jesus. This is work I can do.”

      
        Sometimes, the least of the sheep need the most and require our best.
      

      — LIZ HOYT EBERLE

      JANUARY 14 “Mommy! Mommy!”

      “Morning, noon, and night I plead aloud in my distress, and the Lord hears my voice.”

      PSALM 55:17

      With five children piling in from school at the same time, I felt like the last piece of birthday cake being pulled apart by a hungry mob. I rewarded each child with a hug and a smile between doing dishes and folding clothes, but seven-year-old Clay needed more.

      “Mommy! Mommy!” He tugged at my skirt.

      “What is it, son?” I asked, but he kept tugging and calling.

      “Mommy! Mommy!”

      Goodness! The child was so incessant in his tugging at my skirt and calling my name that he didn't even know I was trying to answer him. Finally, after several minutes of Clay following me around the house, I sat him down on the couch and looked straight into his eyes. “What is it, son?”

      For the next ten minutes he told me about his day. Then he hopped up and went to play with the other children.

      
        Listening is more than hearing words;it's a matter of heart connection.
      

      — SANDY CATHCART

      JANUARY 15 The Strong-Willed Child

      “Guard what God has entrusted to you… May God's grace be with you.

      I TIMOTHY 6:20–21

      I stood with my three-year-old at a Christian bookstore counter, to ask about a book by James Dobson. Cupping my hands over her little ears, I desperately whispered, “Do you have The Strong-Willed Child?

      ”The sympathetic clerk looked at me, then at my daughter, and with a twinkle in his eye, replied, “Yes ma'am. Do you?”

      I often speak to mothers' groups and ask, “Who has a strong-willed child?” Many hands rise. I ask the rest to pray daily for these precious moms.

      I assure them that God created these children for His grand purposes, and that He will use them for His work. This daughter of mine grew to hold strong convictions, boldly share her faith, and influence college roommates and some atheistic professors.

      Raising a strong-willed child is not for sissies. But the rewards are terrific. Keep on, dear moms, and know your labor will not be in vain.

      
        The task ahead of us is never as great as the power behind us.
      

      — SANDI BANKS

      JANUARY 16 The Power of Praying Moms

      “Rescue the poor and the helpless; deliver them from the grasp of evil people.”

      PSALM 82:4

      “We have a crisis. Drugs are being sold in our school. Unless we catch the sellers red-handed, we can't prosecute and remove them,” the junior-high principal at our children's school explained to the room full of mothers. “I've asked you moms here today to help me find a solution.”

      Two weeks later we met together again. After much prayer, I suggested we divide the school roster by the number of moms willing to pray.

      Some of the moms were skeptical and turned down the opportunity to participate. Eventually, ten women agreed to take one hundred names each, and read each name in prayer at least once a week.

      Soon, teachers began to intercept notes about drug buys; one girl threw up the pills she had just taken — vomiting them in front of a teacher. Within a month, the student selling the drugs was apprehended and removed from school.

      
        God's ears are always open to a mother's prayers.
      

      — SALLY JADLOW

      JANUARY 17 Following Instructions

      “But Samuel replied, ‘What is more pleasing to the Lord: your burnt offerings and sacrifices or your obedience to his voice? Obedience is far better than sacrifice. Listening to him is much better than offering the fat of rams.’”

      I SAMUEL 15:22

      “Load the dishwasher please,” I directed Alisha as part of her day's chores. Unfortunately, to load the dishwasher, she needed to clean some gross, dirty dishes.

      Two hours later I walked back into the kitchen. It was spotless — except for the pile of dishes in the sink. I hadn't told Alisha to clean the kitchen. She'd figured if she worked hard on something she wasn't asked to do, I'd let her off the hook on the chore she didn't want to do. She was disappointed.

      This isn't a new trick. Way back in Bible days, King Saul made extravagant sacrifices rather than simply doing what God told him to do. And how many times do we pull the same stunt? God tells us to do something that we don't want to do. Instead, we sacrifice time, money, or whatever, hoping we won't have to do what we don't want to do.

      
        It's easier to trust God's directive sand just obey him from the start.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 18 The Power of a Look

      “A cheerful look brings joy to the heart…”

      PROVERBS 15:30

      “Do you know why I liked my kindergarten teacher so much?” my son asked.

      “No, why?” I responded.

      “Because she smiled all the time, even when we were bad,” he explained.

      I was struck to the core because I suddenly realized how much I scowled at my kids.

      “Cassidy's leg is touching mine!”

      A scowl from the rearview mirror.

      “I don't want this for lunch.”

      A scowl and an eye roll.

      It really doesn't take much to hurt our kids. A simple look can communicate so much. So many times, across the table or room, I give my children looks that cut and wound!

      I know how good it feels when my husband or a friend smiles at me from across the room. I feel a little brighter, a little better about myself. I want my children to feel the same!

      
        Give your children a dose of heart medication today: smile!
      

      — TAMARA VERMEER

      JANUARY 19 What a Wonder-Full World

      “… Stop and consider the wonderful miracles of God!”

      JOB 37:14

      I spent part of my day sitting on the floor in front of the dryer even though it wasn't broken. Instead, clothes tumbled behind a glass pane in the door. The reason I set everything aside to watch a routine experience was my son, sitting in my lap.

      What was normal to me was fascinating to him. “Check out the colors! Why are they moving? Who decides which clothes get to be next to the glass? Is there an order?” These are the questions we pondered. He was so fascinated by a common appliance that I got hooked, too.

      When did I quit looking? When did water filling a bathtub no longer interest me? When did I begin walking right past earthworms behaving like accordions on the driveway?

      My son has given me another chance to see, to be enthralled, to inhale the world around me. I get to live in wonder again.

      
        If you stop living in wonder, the world is no longer wonderful.
      

      — SUSAN STANLEY

      JANUARY 20 A Parent's Opinion

      “People judge by outward appearance, but the Lord looks at a person's thoughts and intentions.”

      I SAMUEL 16:7

      Kids can be cruel. Since I was overweight when growing up, I saw and felt that meanness. One day recently when I vividly remembered the ugly things my classmates said, I wondered why I'm not more scarred and in therapy today.

      Then I realized it was probably because of my mom. Whenever the subject of my weight came up, she'd just sympathetically say, “Well, you come by it honestly, honey. Look at your dad and me.”

      Mom wasn't excusing my weight, but she was certainly being realistic about it. Mom let me know that people are different — some tend toward heaviness. And she let me know that was okay — that my weight wasn't the sum of who I was or what I had to offer the world. And when my body automatically shed the baby fat later, Mom didn't act like I was any better or different.

      
        No matter how other people view our kids, we can help our kids know how God sees them.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 21 You Get Two Stickers

      “If the work survives the fire, that builder will receive a reward.”

      I CORINTHIANS 3:14

      By five p.m., I was exhausted. My four-year-old had a will that tested every ounce of me, and I saw little reward for the sacrifices I was making to be a full-time mom.

      Every mother makes sacrifices, giving up energy, time, and dealing with emotions. Labor goes beyond giving birth, and we give and give. All I had left to give at that point was just making sure my children ate and trying to make Jesus real to them somehow.

      This particular evening, my daughter walked up to me with a pack of stickers.

      “Here, Mommy. I'm giving you a sticker,” she said.

      “Why?” I asked.

      “Because you do everything.”

      “What's everything?”

      “You give us dinner and read us Bible verses every day. Here, you get two stickers.”

      Stickers were a sweet reward. Even sweeter was my daughter's acknowledging my two daily goals of giving her both physical and spiritual food.

      
        God knows what kind of crown we need — and when we need the coronation ceremony!
      

      — LESLIE J. SHERROD

      JANUARY 22 When Not to Intervene

      “Protect me from the plots of the wicked, from the scheming of those who do evil. Sharp tongues are the swords they wield; bitter words are the arrows they aim.”

      PSALM 64:2–3

      When I heard the back door slam, I walked into the kitchen to greet my eleven-year-old daughter.

      “What's wrong?” I asked as soon as I saw her face.

      “One of the kids at school made up a lie about me. Now everyone believes it!” she cried.

      Over hot chocolate, we discussed the wounds lies can inflict and how a lie can march halfway through the school before truth even has its boots on. I suggested that Beth confront the girl who started the lie, then forgive her for starting it in the first place.

      Doing this was difficult for Beth, but in a few days the ruckus died down and life returned to normal.

      If I had intervened, my daughter would have missed a valuable lesson in forgiveness. She would not have learned to endure a trial or confront the one who started it.

      
        Many lessons are lost when we lack the wisdom to know when not to intervene on our child's behalf.
      

      — ELISA YAGER

      JANUARY 23 Never Abandoned

      “… For I will be with you as I was with Moses. I will not fail you or abandon you.”

      JOSHUA 1:5

      “Waaaah! Waah!”

      I looked up in alarm as our three-year-old threw herself on the bed and started fake crying like a baby. Then she wanted me to hold her and bottle-feed her like I did when she was tiny.

      Later in the day my eight-year-old wanted me to heat his snack. “But you know how to put it in the microwave,” I said. Normally he loved fixing his own food. Then, he wanted me to do something else for him that he was fully capable of doing.

      “What is it with these kids today?” I muttered.

      Finally I realized it. I had been out the whole day before and had been terribly involved in my work all week. My kids were acting helpless because they wanted me to take care of them, wanted my attention — and probably they wanted the reassurance that I would be there when they had needs to be met.

      
        We can't overemphasize to our kids that we'll always be there for them.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 24 Like a Shepherd

      “He will feed his flock like a shepherd. He will carry the lambs in his arms, holding them close to his heart.

      He will gently lead the mother sheep with their young.”

      ISAIAH 40:11

      Crash!

      I had just settled into my easy chair to relax while my three boys played in the bathtub upstairs. Their screams shrouded my rush up the steps, and the sound of shattering glass shredded my soul.

      Three pairs of terrified eyes met mine as I threw open the bathroom door.

      “Mommy, we didn't do anything!”

      The cabinet had fallen where two-year-old Joel had been only moments before while I undressed him for his bath. Fears of what could have been flowed through my soul after the incident. I shook for weeks afterward. Years later I realized our Father's faithfulness. Baby Joel is now a daddy who relies on the Father to lead him as He led us through the years.

      
        One of the Lord's names is Shepherd. He fills our lives with His presence and promises to lead and protect us always.
      

      — DEE EAST

      JANUARY 25 Supermoms R (Not) Us!

      “Be sure to do what you should, for then you will enjoy the personal satisfaction of having done your work well, and you won't need to compare yourself to anyone else.”

      GALATIANS 6:4

      My sister-in-law, Vangie, is a Supermom. She pours her whole life into her kids. She spends hours with them. They're smart girls who have received lots of fun life experiences as their mom has planned their days.

      Sometimes I look at Vangie's structures, her time with her kids, her natural Supermom demeanor … and then I look at our home. We have less structure, enjoy fewer experiences, and with my husband and me both self-employed and working crazy hours, our kids often have to share us with deadlines or adjust to a more spontaneous lifestyle. I'm far less than a Supermom.

      At times I'm tempted to look at Vangie and the other Supermoms I know and think, “Wow, I'm not like them, so I must be a failure.”

      Then God gently reminds me that He didn't create all families alike — that the most important thing is to just do the best I can in our circumstances.

      
        Not every mom can be a Supermom, but we can all do our best with who we are.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 26 The Perfect Fit

      “Just as our bodies have many parts and each part has a special function, so it is with Christ's body. We are all parts of his one body, and each of us has different work to do. And since we are all one body in Christ, we belong to each other, and each of us needs all the others.”

      ROMANS 12:4–5

      “Will you please give this room your magic touch?” I asked my stepdaughter Nicole. We were getting ready for company and I sensed that the room could look much better, but I had no idea how to fix it. Nicole instinctively knew how to arrange things. Sure enough, a half hour later, with objects just placed a bit differently, the room looked much more attractive.

      I've heard the maxim that if two people in a marriage are just alike, one of them isn't necessary. Perhaps the same is true for families. And maybe that's one reason God put us in families — so our strengths can compensate for each other's weaknesses and create a complete, effectual unit. Each of my kids has strengths in some area where I'm weak. As we work together and serve God together, we're much more effective than if we try to go it alone.

      
        God has created each family to have a perfect fit.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 27 Faint-Free

      “But those who wait on the Lord will find new strength. They will fly high on wings like eagles. They will run and not grow weary. They will walk and not faint.”

      ISAIAH 40:31

      “It'll be okay, Mom. Don't worry,” my fourteen-year-old daughter said with a confident smile.

      “I won't worry,” I assured, planting a kiss on her head.

      I kept that promise for five minutes, and then stepped outside of her hospital room. Brittany had a brain tumor the size of a lemon. Fret flooded my mind until I couldn't think … pray … breathe. When you forget to breathe, you faint. I awoke to bright lights and concerned people surrounding me.

      My weak display reminded me that flat on my back and staring at the light is the type of reliance God desires. As a mommy, I'm used to fixing boo-boos and broken toys. But I couldn't fix this. I could only trust God to do it.

      A year later Brittany has recovered and is running track at school — without growing weary. And I'm still learning to be faint-free.

      
        Trust God with the big and little things in life.
      

      — ELIZABETH DUEWEL

      JANUARY 28 Because I'm the Mother and I Say So

      “Pride ends in humiliation, while humility brings honor.”

      PROVERBS 29:23

      My young son could hardly wait for a special television show. When it was time for the program, our daughter was watching another program. Our son entered the room and switched channels. Our indignant daughter protested. Both kids were wrong — our son should not have taken over the television, and our daughter should not have reacted in anger.

      That's when I got into the act. I turned off the television and said neither child could watch anything.

      A T-shirt slogan says, “Because I'm the mother and I say so.” That was the rule that day. I spoke, and the kids had to obey.

      More than thirty years have passed since that happened — thirty years to wish that I had handled it differently and helped my kids reach a compromise. The children were unhappy, but they bounced back. Fortunately for me, they haven't held a thirty-year grudge!

      
        “Because I'm the mother and I say so” — sometimes we can find a better way.
      

      — LEANN CAMPBELL

      JANUARY 29 The God Who Hears

      “I love the Lord because he hears and answers my prayers.”

      PSALM II6:I

      Ordinarily, I would have never met Michele. She served meals at a conference I directed. She walked into the room to clear tables as I was giving door prizes.

      “Anyone having problems with their teens?” I asked, holding up a book for parents of “prodigal” children. She set down the dirty dishes and hesitantly raised her hand. The group cheered as I gave her the book.

      Later she apologized for interrupting our meeting.

      “No, Michele,” I responded. “I felt I should give the book away at this meal, and you happened to walk in the room just as I offered it. I think God had this book in mind for you.”

      “I asked Him for help on the way to work this morning,” she said, starting to sob.

      “Well, I think he heard you,” I said as I hugged her, and let her tell me about her daughter.

      
        A mother's prayers for help always touch the Father's heart.
      

      — JGL

      JANUARY 30 Sing Me to Sleep

      “Then you will sing psalms and hymns and spiritual songs among yourselves, making music to the Lord in your hearts.”

      EPHESIANS 5:19

      My daughters were born seven years apart, but with each baby, I bought a big, blue, comfy rocking chair and rocked each girl to sleep every night for the first three years of her life.

      Soon, singing became part of that bedtime routine. As I rocked my little ones, I fell so in love with them and I was so thankful for them that I invited God's presence by singing. I sang all kinds of songs: folk songs, silly songs, old hymns, new praise songs, and rhythmic spirituals. Each girl had her favorites, but we always ended with a song that became our bedtime prayer.

      Even though my girls are too big to rock now, they both love to sing praises to God. Music has brought them each joy and comfort. Knowing they have songs in their hearts gives me great hope for their futures.

      
        Let God minister to you and your children through music.
      

      — EVANGELINE BEALS GARDNER

      JANUARY 31 Good Job, Mom!

      “The master said, ‘Well done, my good and faithful servant…. Let’s celebrate together!'”

      MATTHEW 25:23

      “He said he's only known one child worse than ours,” Renee said as she told us about her encounter with a behavior specialist who was supposed to be tops in the field. Renee hadn't been surprised when four-year-old Daniel was diagnosed with ADHD — when he didn't get his way, he was combative and even violent, hitting and biting his teachers, babysitters, and parents.

      “I feel I'm a lousy parent,” Renee revealed in a low voice.

      But I'd known her for years. She was doing all she could to raise her children to love God. She loved them, disciplined them when they needed it and in appropriate ways, and had spent lots of time with her kids. I had learned a lot about parenting by watching Renee.

      “You're a great mom,” I reassured her. “God has special plans for Daniel.”

      Parenting is the toughest job in the world. Renee, like all moms, needed a reminder that she's doing a great job.

      
        God doesn't just tell us “well done” when our parenting daysare over, but he's pleased with us all through the process.
      

      — JGL

    

  
    
      

      
      FEBRUARY A CHUBBY-LEGGED CROSS
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      “Now show him that you still love him.”

      2 CORINTHIANS 2:8

      I did it again, Lord. Father, why? Why do I yell at Gregand the kids? I am so tired. I feel like I can't keep up with the house and their needs, and as for me, well, somehow I feel as if I have lost myself trying to be wife, mommy, and perfect housewife. LORD, help, I feel so numb. Where is the love that is supposed to accompany a husband, two kids, a minivan, and the dream home? Show me love, Lord! Show me I know how to love as I should!

      I opened my eyes to see Greg kneeling beside the bed while Mikayla and Grant stared at me, wide-eyed, with their round little cheeks smattered with tears tains.

      “Honey, are you okay?” Greg asked.

      “No! Yes! I dunno. I'm tired, that's all,” I murmured.

      Mikayla clambered up on the bed and stretched out beside me, with her head resting on my chest. Grant trying to follow his big sister's climb, tried unceremoniously to follow in her footsteps, but his eighteen-month-old chubby legs could not make it. Daddy gingerly pushed his bottom from behind so Grant could climb up on Mount Bedrest with us.

      “I think Mommy needs a tickle fest!” Daddy said.

      Mikayla jumped up instantly, delight shining in her eyes, and began to spider-crawl her fingers across my tummy. Greg pinned my arms down, and with gusto, the two of them tackled me as if I were a treasure that must be unlocked with tickles. Grant watched and giggled with delight at Mommy's squeals as I squirmed all over the bed.

      My laughter bubbled over and out and I began to shout, “No, stop! I can't take it anymore! Stop!”

      Greg and Mikayla laughed at my predicament and tickled more. So I shouted louder.

      Suddenly, Grant jumped on top of me and placed his chubby little body across mine. He covered as much of my legs with his as he could. He stretched out his arms across mine, and his torso covered me. He cried out, “Don't hurt my mommy!”

      My nose began to burn as tears welled up in my eyes. What a sweet cherub! The mother's heart in me began to break. Love is sacrifice. Grant willingly laid his body across mine to sacrifice himself to protect me. His body formed a cross as he covered me. My tears began to roll down my cheeks as I remembered my prayer, “Lord, show me love!”

      — TARA RYE

      FEBRUARY 1 I'm So Excited!

      “Songs of joy and victory are sung in the camp of the godly. The strong right arm of the Lord has done glorious things!”

      PSALM 118:15

      “Mom, I just had to call you! I'm so excited!”

      Our younger daughter always has an adventure pending. Whether she is cleaning up after a natural disaster in Mississippi, or going to a leadership conference in Minnesota, she finds life full of fun. Her latest plan is to study in Australia for a semester.

      So when she called I wondered, What now? This time, however, the news was not as monumental. She simply wanted me to go online and look at a Web site that displayed furniture she had purchased for her first apartment.

      As I thought about it, I recalled my own excited phone calls home when I was her age and letters filled with anticipation over some adventure in my life. So many times I, too, couldn't wait to share the little and big events in my life with my mom.

      
        Isn't it wonderful that kids can always count on motherswhen they feel the need to call home?
      

      — LAROSE KARR

      FEBRUARY 2 Broken Balloons

      “Jesus looked at them intently and said, ‘Humanly speaking, it is impossible. But with God everything is possible.’”

      My four-year-old climbed into my lap, her big brown eyes begging a question. The space between her tiny fingers revealed a limp red balloon she had happily batted around the last few days.

      “I'm sorry, honey,” I said, pointing to a gash. “It's broken. I can't fix it.”

      Undaunted, she exclaimed, “Daddy can!”

      Though her faith was misplaced, I admired her confidence. And I was thankful for the illustration God had provided through her: God is the master repairer.

      Over the next twenty years I had many “broken balloons” to bring to Jesus. The thought of my daughter holding up that floppy balloon exclaiming, “Daddy can!” helped me deal with each one.

      
        Our Heavenly Daddy can fix all our “broken balloons.”
      

      — CONNIE L. PETERS

      FEBRUARY 3 No Such Thing as Clones

      “There are different ways God works in our lives, but it is the same God who does the work through all of us.”

      I CORINTHIANS 12:6

      “I guess you're just different than I am,” my mom said thoughtfully. “You dream of new computers, and I dream of new curtains.”

      I looked up at Mom with surprise. I was nearly thirty when she said this, and I realized how different our lives were. Mom was a housewife who kept a spotless home, expressed creativity through decorating cakes and sewing, and loved taking care of kids.

      I was single, loved my job, and saved my money for equipment that would help me work more effectively. My creativity came out in my work, and my house was a perpetual mess.

      Mom's gone, but I still hear those words. They're reminders in my ears as I look at my own children. My kids may have some things in common with me, but different goals and dreams drive them. They are not younger versions of me.

      
        When we know our kids are unique, we can help them find the plan God has for each of their lives.
      

      — JGL

      FEBRUARY 4 The Love Habit

      “… Let us continue to love one another, for love comes from God. Anyone who loves is born of God and knows God.”

      I JOHN 4:7

      “I love you,” I murmured to my son, and patted his hair as I walked by him.

      “I love you, too, Mama,” he replied, a secure smile on his face.

      The interchange took only a couple of seconds, while I walked through the room intent on another errand, and while he sat on the couch, playing his Nintendo DS. Neither of us took any time out — he didn't miss a movement of the game, and I didn't miss a step. But it added a little brick to the bridge of love connecting us.

      The bridge of love between each of my kids and me isn't built of big blocks of sacrifices. Instead, it's like a Lego bridge — built of little pieces. With each touch, each kiss, each expression of love or admiration, I add a brick to the bridge and make it stronger. So I'm getting into the habit of building the bridge continually.

      
        Expressing affection and building a bridge of love is a habit we develop in our lives.
      

      — JGL

      FEBRUARY 5 Mothers Mentoring Mothers

      “Plans go wrong for lack of advice; many counselors bring success.”

      PROVERBS 15:22

      The six of us gathered around Juanita like Girl Scouts around a campfire. We were hungry for Juanita's wisdom because we all desired to be godly wives and mothers.

      Juanita, an octogenarian, had raised five children. She has used the Bible as her handbook for life, and she is willing to share with us what God has taught her.

      Therefore, I have spent one day a week for eight years meeting with Juanita and any other women who might show up. We discuss scripture and how we can apply it to our lives in the most practical ways possible. The most frequent prayer requests involve our children. Juanita models how to trust God with our children and turn them over to Him.

      I have adopted Juanita as a spiritual mentor. As she mentors me, I am becoming the mother God wants me to be.

      
        Seeking wise and godly counsel helps us in our tasks as moms.
      

      — EVANGELINE BEALS GARDNER

      FEBRUARY 6 Don't Give Up!

      “So don't get tired of doing what is good. Don't get discouraged and give up, for we will reap a harvest of blessing at the appropriate time.”

      GALATIANS 6:9

      “I hate you!” my older, teen stepdaughter screamed.

      Some days I'm not too crazy about you either, sweetie, I thought. But I bit my tongue. It hadn't been easy to go from being a childless single to a married stepmom with full-time custody of two girls. But I kept trying to follow the mantra I was raised with: “Do what's right, even when it's hard.”

      Over the years I've found I'm not alone. Moms often face tough situations, not only with stepkids, but also with their biological kids. When the tough times arrive, it's easy to want to strike back or to quit. But if we hang in there through the tough stuff, the rewards eventually come. Besides stories of difficult situations with my stepchildren, I can now also tell about blessings and joys — like the time a few years later when that same stepdaughter told me how glad she was that I married her dad.

      
        Tough times don't last forever!
      

      — JGL

      FEBRUARY 7 Nannie's Blankets

      “But God showed his great love for us by sending Christ to die for us while we were still sinners.”

      ROMANS 5:8

      As babies, Erik and Karl received more than their fair share of blankets. Fleece blankets, receiving blankets, embroidered blankets, lacy blankets, and flannel blankets. More blankets than either of them could possibly use.

      So when my mother-in-law crocheted blankets for them, I shook my head. That was the last thing either needed. Didn't she understand that they were inundated? The effort wasn't logical.

      But my logic neglected love. She hooked every stitch of those blankets with love. And to my amazement, my infant sons could tell the difference. They treasured Nannie's blankets instantly. Karl even cried if I gave him a different blanket. Love made all the difference.

      Love does make all the difference. My boys could tell the difference between a mass-produced blanket and one stitched with time and care. Like Nannie's blankets, God's gifts remind me of His love.

      
        Love makes all the difference.
      

      — SUSAN LYTTEK

      FEBRUARY 8 The Best Mom for Your Kids

      “I have singled him out so that he will direct his sons and their families to keep the way of the Lord and do what is right and just….”

      GENESIS 18:19

      The doctors expected Vidy to die. And she knew it. Cancer was destroying her body. Vidy was ready to meet God face-to-face — except she kept thinking of her three little ones at home.

      “Lord, If you have someone who would be a better mommy for my children, I'm ready to go,” she prayed, “but if not, then please keep me here to raise them.”
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