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To Aunt Helen and Aunt Charlotte—
My “Other Mothers.”As always, our heartfelt thanks go to Paula Munier and 
Sara Stock whose wisdom, guidance, and encouragement made this book possible. 


INTRODUCTION

I wasn’t surprised when my first child was a boy. And then my daughter came along, and I was thrilled, albeit a bit shocked, since I’d been certain it was another boy. But I thought about it and decided that mothering girls couldn’t be much different than mothering boys. I obviously had a lot to learn.

Three more boys followed Emily, making her my only daughter. I admit to having expectations for our relationship. I thought we would have things in common—things I had enjoyed doing as a child, such as playing with dolls, reading, and tending my plants and pets. These illusions were shattered when I realized she and I were apples and oranges—two completely different people.

And we stayed that way right up until the day she left home in the middle of her senior year. I was heartbroken because she left under less than perfect circumstances, but also because I always dreamed of having a relationship with her just like the one I had enjoyed with my own mother. My mother had been my best friend. And so, I grieved for what I saw as the loss of my daughter and for the best friend I would never have.

It’s been just over a year since she left, and we are now closer than we’ve ever been. We have many things in common, and, yes, I consider her my best friend. What happened? My heavenly Father heard my prayers and orchestrated the entire reunion. I serve an amazing God. 

When I began going through the hundreds of devotionals that women were kind enough to share, I made a wonderful discovery. I read countless stories that made me nod and smile in agreement, and I rejoiced in knowing I wasn’t alone. So many mothers had shared my experiences and feelings in the complicated business of raising a daughter.

In these devotionals, you will meet mothers, stepmothers, surrogate mothers, mothers-in-law, grandmothers and, even, aunts and family friends who have been called into action as mothers. We hope this book will encourage, inspire, and bless you, and strengthen your fellowship with God. Daily reading will give you the opportunity to travel through the year with a group of remarkable women who have asked God to be an essential partner in mothering their daughters.

So come and spend a few minutes each day with women who have shared your trials, your triumphs and, perhaps, your tragedies. 365 different stories with one overriding theme—we all serve an amazing God.


JANUARY
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Desperately Seeking Susan 

You didn’t choose me. I chose you. I appointed you to go and produce lasting fruit, so that the Father will give you whatever you ask for, using my name.



This is my command: Love each other.

JOHN 15:16–17 
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When my mother died in 1985, I felt like a rudderless ship adrift on the high seas. Though separated by many miles, we remained close, and her passing left a void that threatened to engulf me. I was happily married and had a darling young daughter, but I longed for the understanding and comfort that only a mother can give. I asked God to send someone to fill the aching emptiness in my heart. I was young and immature in my faith and did not understand that the loneliness I experienced was the Lord’s way of drawing me closer to Him.

As the months dragged on, I spent more and more time in prayer. I gained solace from reading my Bible, and I found myself growing closer to the Lord. I began to see Him as a friend and confidant. I continued to pray for a mother figure to enter my life, but none materialized.

Months turned into years, and I stopped badgering God. Perhaps He wants me to go it alone, I thought, and I decided I could handle it. I knew the source of my strength. I still missed Mom, but the terrible ache had subsided, and I had found meaning and fulfillment in raising my own family and teaching school.

Finally, the day arrived when my daughter left for college, and I retired from my career. Adrift again, I sought new ways to anchor my life, to fill my days, and to define myself. “I used to be a teacher,” I moaned to my friend one day, “but who am I now?”

I joined a sorority and began a Bible study at church. I lunched with friends and took exercise classes. I swam and hiked with my husband. All these things filled my days, but something was missing. I began to express myself through poetry. In school, I had enjoyed my English classes and been told I wrote well, but I always laughed and said, “I can write. I just don’t have anything to say!” And then, the Lord began to pour spiritual truths through my pen that surprised even me. The years spent in prayer and study had paid off. I finally had something to say.

I was hesitant to share my poems, so I hid them in a drawer in my office. Then, one day in a Bible study I met an older woman who was destined to change my perspective—and my life. Maxine was warm and kind, and I was drawn to her immediately. We discovered a mutual love of religious literature, and I sensed the Lord’s leading when I offered her one of my poems. I was surprised and delighted by her affirmations. “This is really wonderful!” she said with genuine enthusiasm.

Thus began a friendship that has spanned nearly ten years. We have an unusual relationship in that we rarely socialize, but we visit on the phone periodically. Our conversations always transcend the superficial and cut straight to important matters of the heart. “I believe we are soul mates,” Maxine said one day. I breathed a silent prayer of thanks for the precious gift God had given me.

A born encourager, Maxine has always searched for ways to affirm others, and she was the perfect person to whom this nervous neophyte could turn for mentoring. Over the years, I have read many of my poems and devotionals to her, and her approval has invariably spurred me on to write more. Without her faith in me, I doubt that I would have continued to write or had the courage to submit my work for publication. She instilled within me the confidence to believe that my work has value. When I was invited to read my work publicly at church, Maxine was the first person I contacted for support and prayer. She called after each session and rejoiced in my success.

Although she was unable to continue beyond high school, she educated herself, particularly in the study of the Bible. She has read all the great theologians, and I marvel at the depth of her understanding and wisdom. When I’ve had a question about God or a situation in the Bible, I turn to Maxine. Whenever I’ve faced a challenge in my life, she’s been there to listen, to console, and to provide advice. Above all, I have always felt loved like a daughter.

Maxine’s time and energy are limited now. She will soon be eighty, and the years have taken their toll on her body, but her mind and spirit remain strong. Her days are spent caring for her husband, whose health is failing, and helping with their granddaughter, who is mentally challenged. Her life has not been easy, but I have never heard her complain. She is selfless, completely devoted to God and her family, and unwavering in her faith. Thanks to her, I have learned to accept life as it comes from the loving hand of God. Her “cup runneth over,” and its sweetness has spilled into my life. 

—SUSAN ESTRIBOU RAMSDEN


JANUARY 1

Endurance Test 

We can rejoice, too, when we run into problems and trials, for we know that they help us develop endurance.

ROMANS 5:3 

I didn’t have to wait long for the first test of endurance with my infant daughter. A few weeks after she came home from the hospital, Emily developed a severe case of colic. Every evening, at five o’clock, as if prompted by an internal alarm, she would begin to cry—pathetic whimpers followed by anguished cries and, even, howls of pain. 

One evening, my mother came over. Emily’s cries filled the room, and tears of frustration and exhaustion trickled down my cheeks. My mother reached down and took the baby into her arms. Miraculously, Emily grew quiet.

“Sometimes,” my mother said, “I think God tries to show us that we do have what it takes. You may not think you’re doing a very good job, but Emily’s colic has proved that you have the love and patience to be a terrific mother.” And then, as if in total agreement, Emily gave her grandmother a big smile.

Our trials and tribulations always happen for a reason.

—SBT


JANUARY 2

More Than We Think Possible 

Now glory to God! By his mighty power at work within us, he is able to accomplish infinitely more than we would ever dare to ask or hope.

EPHESIANS 3:20 

Our five-year-old daughter, Ann, sat on the curb looking at the houses in our cul-de-sac. “I wish we still lived in the other house,” she said. “At least I had Mike to play with.” She was right. There were no children in the new neighborhood, and I longed to find her a friend.

“Ann,” I replied, “let’s pray for a family to move nearby, one with a child your age.” I sat down beside her, and we joined hands and prayed. Afterward, I had my doubts, but as I soon discovered, they were groundless.

A few months later, I saw a moving van driving down our street. I didn’t give it much thought until Ann burst through the door, accompanied by two children.

“Look, Mom!” she said. “This is Barbara and Jason. They just moved in, and we can play and walk to school together. Isn’t that great?”

I smiled in delighted agreement as I praised God for answering our prayer with not one friend, but two!

God is able to do much more than we think possible.

—JEWELL JOHNSON


JANUARY 3

Everlasting Joy 

A cheerful look brings joy to the heart; good news makes for good health.

PROVERBS 15:30 

“Come on, Mom,” pleaded my thirteen-year-old daughter, Teresa. “Why don’t you come to church with me? I know you’ll love the people. They’re so friendly, especially Pam.”

“Maybe next week,” I replied as she closed the car door. I envied the smile that lit up her face when she joined the circle of laughing girls standing near the church door. I drove away, holding back tears of self-pity. It had been nearly two years since my husband had been transferred to Salem. And we still had no church—and no friends.

For several months, I observed Teresa’s joy grow as she shared the happiness she had found with her church family and friends. At her insistence, I finally agreed to visit. Now, almost twenty years later, our family still attends that same church. My husband and I have wonderful memories, many friends, and a terrific son-in-law, who also attended there from childhood.

God can use our children’s joy to shower us with blessings.

—CHARLOTTE KARDOKUS


JANUARY 4

Butterfly Wings 

So don’t worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will bring its own worries. Today’s trouble is enough for today.

 MATTHEW 6:34 

My first pregnancy with my son, Gabriel, had passed without incident—the occasional flicker of worry banished quickly by excitement and anticipation. Unfortunately, Gabriel’s birth was followed by two miscarriages, and when I discovered I was pregnant once again, I began to worry. The happiness I had felt during my pregnancy with Gabriel was nowhere in sight, having been replaced by a constant state of apprehension. I prayed constantly for the well-being of my unborn child, but even my talks with God were tainted with the anxiety that had taken over my life.

Then, one day, I felt a familiar tickle in my lower abdomen—a sensation I once described to someone as like the brush of a butterfly’s wing. Suddenly, I knew God was in control, and He would do what was best for my baby and me. I vowed to take this pregnancy one day at a time, and I sat there for hours, lost in the miracle of feeling my baby move for the first time.

Don’t let worry steal your joy.

—SBT 


JANUARY 5

Weathering Storms 

Imitate God, therefore, in everything you do, because you are his dear children.

EPHESIANS 5:1 

The loving hands that cradled me as a child are now frail, but they still possess an unmistakable motherly touch. I guided my mother gently toward the door and pulled her jacket snugly around her shoulders and said, “The wind is really blowing cold today, Mom. Let’s bundle you up.”

She smiled at me as I wound the scarf around her neck and kissed her gently on her cheek. Her eyes spoke to me: “I used to do this for you,” they said, “before you could do it for yourself. Now you’re taking care of me. I’m sorry it’s come to this.”

She waited patiently for me as I opened the door. We step outside, arm in arm, to face the world and the storms together, just as we did when I was just a little girl. She was right. She did this and so much more—all for me. More times than I can remember.

Father, help us to remember that we are your dear children, at every stage of our lives.

—MICHELE STARKEY


JANUARY 6

Strength for the Hard Times 

For I can do everything through Christ, who gives me strength.

PHILIPPIANS 4:13 

 Poised before the microphone, my fifth-grade daughter waited to hear the introduction of her accompaniment tape. Abruptly, the audience sucked in a collective gasp as the instrumental music from the tape was swallowed into a defective tape player. I felt completely helpless as I watched Amelia flee behind the curtain.

For weeks, she had prepared for her vocal solo performance, and I wasn’t about to let disaster defeat her. Luckily, my husband had put a spare tape in his pocket, so I rushed backstage and found my weeping daughter. “I can’t go back out there again, Mom,” she sobbed.

“You are strong in the Lord, and I believe in you,” I replied. “You can do this!”

Amelia’s rendition of Put a Little Love in Your Heart was rewarded by a standing ovation, a sense of accomplishment, and a God-given courage.

We can help our daughters tap into their personal strength and have confidence in a powerful God.

—EVANGELINE BEALS GARDNER


JANUARY 7

The Beauty of Big Feet 

Even when I walk through the darkest valley, I will not be afraid, for you are close beside me.Your rod and your staff protect and comfort me.

 PSALM 23:4 

About two months before my daughter Emily’s due date, we had to move. I wasn’t thrilled by the prospect of changing doctors so late in my pregnancy, but I liked my new obstetrician right away. Calmed by her personable and caring demeanor, I confessed my fear that my labor would be a repeat of the frightening, painful ordeal I had endured with my son.

She looked down at my feet. “What size of shoe do you wear?”

“Eight and sometimes nine,” I replied with some bewilderment. “I’ve delivered over a thousand babies,” she said with a big smile, “and women with big feet almost invariably have easier labors. With those feet, you should be just fine.”

And then I remembered that, although the size of my feet and the skill and comfort of my doctor would serve me well, it would be God who would give me the courage I needed. He would be right there with me.

God will never let you go through anything alone.

—SBT 


JANUARY 8

Back on Track 

The Lord helps the fallen and lifts those bent beneath their loads.

PSALM 145:14 

 A week full of challenging circumstances had left me feeling a bit battle weary and bruised. I tried to stay focused on the Lord and remember His promise to be there for me, but I yielded to distraction. Instead of trusting Him to take me through my trials that week, I allowed myself to become worried and disheartened.

When things settled down a bit, I was relieved, but I couldn’t help feel as though my faith had been shaken. It was my daughter, Emily, who helped me get back on track. One morning, she told me about a discussion in which several people had challenged her belief in God. As I listened to her describe the manner in which she had defended her faith, I found myself agreeing and contributing my own comments.

When our conversation ended, I felt as though my relationship with God had been restored and strengthened. Although I had turned to prayer and God’s word, I had underestimated the power of fellowship with another believer.

When your faith falters, turn to a fellow believer for encouragement.

—SBT 


JANUARY 9

A Determined Daughter 

When they were discouraged, I smiled at them. My look of approval was precious to them.

JOB 29:24 

My daughter, Rebecca, worked hard at everything. However, she couldn’t catch or kick a ball well and didn’t have a good sense of rhythm for dance. Her passionate desire to be an athlete led us to convince the local swim coach to let her join the team at age five. He kept her on because of her exceptional effort.

Her first race was one pool length. We prayed and encouraged her to do her best. The other swimmers had already finished as Rebecca reached the pool’s halfway point. She kept stroking and kicking slowly, while I yelled to cheer her on. Soon her teammates started to cheer, and then everyone joined in. She took about five extra minutes to complete the length of the Olympic sized pool. As she climbed out, the entire crowd stood and applauded. Later, she said, “Mom, I heard your voice and kept going.” 

Rebecca kept swimming for thirteen years, and we cheered her on at almost all her meets. She became a good long-distance swimmer, a lifeguard, and a swim teacher.

A parent’s encouragement inspires a child’s perseverance.

—KAREN H. WHITING


JANUARY 10

Persistence Pays Off 

One day Jesus told his disciples a story to show that they should always pray and never give up.

LUKE 18:1 

Sometimes, we adults forget the significance of childhood accomplishments. We don’t remember the thrill of tying our shoes for the first time, riding our bicycle or, even, something as simple as whistling. One day, when my daughter Emily was about four, I noticed her watching me whistle. “I want to do that,” she said with a familiar determination in her voice.

Her first whistling lesson did not go well. A lot of air passed between those sweet lips, but not much sound emerged. Subsequent lessons proved equally disappointing. I suggested she try praying to God. “He’ll help you whistle,” I said, “but you have to keep trying. You can’t give up.”

A few days later, she ran up to me, pursed her lips, and whistled! “He did it,” she announced. “I prayed, and I didn’t give up, and He helped me.”

I gave her a big hug. “Of course He did,” I said, and grinned as she raced down the hall, whistling all the way. 

God rewards persistence.

—SBT 


JANUARY 11

Giving from the Heart 

She extends a helping hand to the poor and opens her arms to the needy.

PROVERBS 31:20 

 In an effort to teach my eleven-year old daughter, Hannah, the importance of helping others, we volunteered with Habitat for Humanity to build three houses in three days. She worked endlessly without complaint, helping to move dirt, landscaping, and preparing food. I swung a hammer, painted, and installed siding. After twenty-one hours of laboring in ninety-two–degree temperatures, we both came away changed.

“I’ve learned a lot about doing for others,” Hannah said in a confident voice. “It isn’t all about me.” My heart overflowed with emotions after witnessing the devastating effects of drugs and death on a family. And yet, these same people expressed awe-inspiring gratitude for just a roof over their heads. Those in need hadn’t been the only ones blessed by the experience.

I thought about the number of lives we could change if we gave up our time to help others, and I was reminded of the important role we play in teaching our children to have tender hearts for those in need.

A willing heart is all you need to help others.

—KARLA KASSEBAUM


JANUARY 12

Spoiled Rotten 

Now let your unfailing love comfort me, just as you promised me, your servant.

PSALM 119:76 

“If loving you means spoiling you, then you’re spoiled rotten.” My mother said this to me on numerous occasions while I was growing up but, until I had a family of my own, I never fully appreciated what she meant.

For my mother, loving me meant making sure I knew right from wrong and teaching me to take responsibility for my actions. Loving me meant I didn’t get everything I asked for, but I always had the things I truly needed. Loving me meant reading to me until I could read on my own, going on fishing and hiking trips, playing board games, volleyball, and softball.

In my mother’s eyes, I was spoiled rotten, and when I had my children, I did my best to spoil them rotten, too—according to my mother’s guidelines.

Like our heavenly Father, our mothers spoil us with their unfailing love.

—KAREN MCKEE


JANUARY 13

Faith-Filled Friends 

And let us not neglect our meeting together, as some people do, but encourage one another, especially now that the day of his return is drawing near.

HEBREWS 10:25 

Emily was due on New Year’s Eve. I harbored secret fantasies of giving birth to the New Year’s baby and winning the prizes donated by local merchants in the area. But my baby had other ideas, and I found myself surprised by labor pains just after midnight on December 22.

Recently, her father, brothers, and I went to a surprise party for Emily planned by one of her friends. I was grateful for the opportunity to celebrate the amazing person she has become. The guest list for the party included some of the reasons Emily has grown into such a wonderful and godly woman.

Since middle school, she has surrounded herself with friends who love the Lord as much as she does. She has told me on numerous occasions how much this has helped her walk with God, how being close to like-minded people has given her the strength and courage to avoid some of the pitfalls of growing up.

Spend time with believers and strengthen your faith.

—SBT 


JANUARY 14

What Would I Ask For?

Give me an understanding heart so that I can govern your people well and know the difference between right and wrong.

1 KINGS 3:9 

In nine years of home schooling my daughter Mary, I learned as much from her as she did from me. One moment that stands out in my memory happened when she was in kindergarten. In our Bible lesson about Solomon, God asked Solomon what he wanted above all else. After I finished my teaching, Mary and I decided to answer the question God had put to Solomon. What would we ask for if we could have anything we wanted?

I thought and thought, trying to come up with something that would impress and instruct my daughter. Finally, I said, “I don’t know. What would you ask for?”

Without hesitation, she said, “Nothing. I just want God.”

I almost fell off my chair. Then I laughed and hugged her. What a lesson she taught me that day! Indeed, what more could we want?

Our children have much to teach us if we are willing to learn. 

—PAM HALTER


JANUARY 15

Helping Hands 

And we will receive from him whatever we ask because we obey him and do the things that please him.

1 JOHN 3:22 

One evening, at dinner, it was my daughter’s turn to ask the blessing. We held hands and bowed our heads as seven-year-old Bethany thanked God for food and birthdays in her customary way. Before the final amen, however, she tacked on a heartfelt request that brought a smile to my face. “And dear God,” she said. “Please help someone get me a drink because I don’t have one.”

After a quiet chuckle, my husband and I looked at each other and then at the table. Sure enough, everyone had a drink except Bethany. I immediately got up to pour her a cup of milk.

God has promised to give to those who ask. We should be ready to receive, but we must also be ready to act. We never know when he might work through us to answer the prayer of another.

God often works through us to help others.

—KAREN WITEMEYER


JANUARY 16

Life Alterations 

This means that anyone who belongs to Christ has become a new person. The old life is gone; a new life has begun!

 2 CORINTHIANS 5:17 

When I was pregnant with Emily, everyone had a piece of advice to offer. “Nothing will ever be the same after the baby comes,” people would tell me with knowing smiles. I suspected they must have been exaggerating. Surely, some things would remain unchanged.

As it turned out, they had been telling the truth. My life was altered in every way imaginable, but it brought me a happiness I didn’t know existed. Some of the changes I underwent were internal. I viewed the world in an entirely different light. I had a daughter!

However, nothing could have prepared me for the profound experience of dedicating my life to the Lord. Welcoming Emily into the world may have introduced a new lifestyle and a new way of thinking, but when I invited Jesus into my heart, I became a new person. I became a person capable of doing all things with Christ’s help, including tackling the tremendous job of being a mother. 

You, too, can have a new life with Jesus.

—SBT 


JANUARY 17

Making Plans 

We can make our plans, but the Lord determines our steps.

 PROVERBS 16:9 

My heart raced as I held the letter. This was it—one simple page that would tell my daughter whether or not the Physical Therapy department accepted her as a student. The university admitted only thirty-two of more than five hundred applicants to the program. Now the letter had arrived, but my daughter was in Oklahoma, spending the Christmas break with her sister. Her last words before leaving home were, “Call me the minute the letter comes.”

I prayed as I dialed the number. When my daughter answered, I told her the letter was here. “Open it,” she said. With shaking hands, I ripped the envelope open and pulled out the folded sheet of paper. How I dreaded reading it and relaying the news over the telephone. Then I looked at the page, and the longed-for word caught my eye. Accepted! We can hear the same words from our Savior when we let Him determine our steps.

Make great plans for your life, but trust in the Lord for an even more wonderful outcome.

—LEANN CAMPBELL


JANUARY 18

Difficult to Love 

Most important of all, continue to show deep love for each other, for love makes up for many of our faults.

 1 PETER 4:8 

At the age of eighty-six, my Mom was difficult to love. Two small strokes had left her with debilitating physical weakness that tragically curtailed her former, feisty lifestyle. Once totally independent, she was now subject to others and bitter for being at the mercy of their schedules.

I was the closest daughter, and her care fell to me. She was often harsh and critical, and I frequently bit my tongue to avoid a confrontation, but my resentment was obvious. Then she suffered a massive stroke. When friends and family gathered at her bedside, I invited each one to take her hand and speak of how she had blessed their lives. Their testimonies of her love and care for them opened my heart, and my mother and I finally made our peace. I wish it had happened sooner but, thankfully, God was faithful to cover my stubbornness with His grace.

We need to express God’s love to even the most difficult people.

—LINDA BLAINE POWELL


JANUARY 19

The Living Gift 

And may the Lord make your love for one another and for all people grow and overflow, just as our love for you overflows.

1 THESSALONIANS 3:12 

My husband, Tom, has developed a very special bond with one of the newest members of our congregation. My friend Hazel and her ten-month-old granddaughter, Ruby, usually sit right behind us, but Ruby often ends up in Tom’s arms. This morning, as I watched Ruby sleep, I thought of my own baby girl, now nineteen, and the countless times she rested, safe and loved, in her father’s arms.

I recalled how powerful my love felt during those moments and, yet, how much more potent it became as time passed. The more time I spent with my daughter, the more familiar I became with her personality only served to increase the already overwhelming love I had for her. If someone were to ask me to name the most important quality of a good mother, I would answer without hesitation—love.

And so it is with God. The greatest gift I can give the Lord is my love—a love that grows and strengthens when I spend time in prayer and in studying the Bible.

Get to know—and love—the Lord.

—SBT 


JANUARY 20

You’re in Good Hands 

The eternal God is your refuge, and his everlasting arms are under you.

DEUTERONOMY 33:27 

 At the end of her sophomore year in college, our oldest daughter, Kathy, enlisted in the Air Force. After basic training, she was chosen to be in a Secret Service squad and, for many months, we didn’t know her whereabouts.

One day I received a letter in which she told me that she had visited the DMZ on the 38th parallel in Korea. “Mom,” she wrote, “just looking across that barbed wire into the eyes of a North Korean soldier sent chills through me.” I prayed and worried, and then worried and prayed. One night, while watching the news, a commercial for a well-known insurance company appeared on the screen. It showed two hands holding a car, and the caption read, “You’re in good hands with Allstate.”

At that moment, God spoke to a worried mother’s heart, and I knew Kathy was in good hands with God. I wrote to Kathy immediately and relayed God’s message. Years later, she continues to remind me, “Mom, I’m still in good hands.”

You can always find security in the hands of God.

—GWEN RICE CLARK


JANUARY 21

I Can See Clearly Now 

Now we see things imperfectly as in a cloudy mirror, but then we will see everything with perfect clarity. All that I know now is partial and incomplete, but then I will know everything completely just as God now knows me completely. 

 1 CORINTHIANS 13:12 

I began wearing glasses in the third grade, so it didn’t come as a huge surprise when my eight-year-old daughter began complaining she couldn’t see well and thought she might need glasses. Dutifully, I called the optometrist and made an appointment. When the day finally came, she treated the situation more as an adventure than a medical necessity. As soon as we were inside the door, she rushed to the display of frames and began modeling pair after pair. By the time I had checked her in to see the doctor, she had accumulated a small mountain of spectacles.

A couple of puffs from the glaucoma machine dramatically altered her upbeat mood. “Can’t we just buy the glasses?” she asked. The dilation drops destroyed her deception. “That’s enough,” she said. “I can see just fine.” The doctor and I agreed. Like a child, we often want things without stopping to consider everything involved. I’m so thankful that God knows what we need better than we do—if only we trust Him.

Our Father really does know best.

—VICKI TIEDE


JANUARY 22

Making Amends 

If I had not confessed the sin in my heart, the Lord would not have listened.

PSALM 66:18 

 In a completely unexpected bid for independence, my daughter Emily left home just after she turned eighteen. Her departure left me in a state of shock, and when angry words passed between us, I was heartbroken. How could she do this to me? For days, I wallowed in self-pity and guilt. Somehow, the whole thing must be my fault, and I concluded that I must be a terrible mother.

I begged God to bring her home. And then, one day, during my morning prayers, I paused for a moment and a crystal clear thought formed in my mind: “It’s not about you.” It was as if someone had spoken out loud.

It was then I realized why my prayers, although heard by God, had remained unanswered. My pride and obsession with self had damaged my fellowship with God. I immediately confessed my sins and asked for the Lord’s forgiveness. It wasn’t long before Emily and I were reconciled and rebuilding the loving relationship we once had. 

Come to the Lord with a clean heart.

—SBT 


JANUARY 23

A Winning Combination 

The earnest prayer of a righteous person has great power and produces wonderful results.

JAMES 5:16 

My daughter Alicia’s voice trembled as she spoke. “Mom, I’ve entered the annual Health and Temperance Oratorical Contest.”

“Honey, do you think that’s a good idea?” I asked. “You’re only twelve, and most of the kids who compete are college age. You still have lots of time.”

Alicia answered quickly. “You’ve always said that if we believe and pray, anything is possible. I’m sure if I pray and really work at this, I just might win.”

There was no doubt she had the right spirit. Despite my reluctance to admit her readiness for this project, I was pleased that our numerous conversations on the importance of positive thinking, hard work, and ceaseless prayer had found a place in her heart.

On the night of the contest, Alicia became the youngest first place winner to receive the $1,000 dollar prize. Clearly, when our children have big dreams that require significant effort, we can readily support them by encouraging hard work and prayer.

God hears and answers our children’s prayers.

—YVONNE CURRY SMALLWOOD


JANUARY 24

I Can See Clearly Now 

You prepare a feast for me in the presence of my enemies. You honor me by anointing my head with oil. My cup overflows with blessings.

PSALM 23:5 

When my then six-year-old Emily’s third brother, Connor, was born, she wasn’t exactly thrilled. For months, she had talked about how much fun she was going to have with her new sister, and she refused to listen when I tried to explain that the baby might be another boy. Despite my best efforts to encourage an interest in our newest family member, she remained aloof and indifferent toward Connor.

A few weeks later, as I watched Emily’s friends arrive for her birthday party, I went into the nursery. I found a group of adoring little girls clustered around Connor’s crib, filling the room with their excited, high pitched chatter. “Oh, Emily, he’s adorable,” one girl said.

“You are so lucky,” someone else remarked, and everyone murmured in agreement.

Emily reached down and stroked Connor’s hair, and then she turned to me and smiled. “Can we take him into the living room?” she asked.

“Of course,” I replied and uttered a silent prayer of thanks to God for helping Emily to see her blessings through the eyes of others.

Ask God to reveal His bountiful blessings.

—SBT 


JANUARY 25

Tomorrow Never Comes 

How do you know what your life will be like tomorrow? Your life is like the morning fog—it’s here a little while, then it’s gone.

JAMES 4:14 

It seemed like a good idea at the time. My daughter Emily wanted to earn some extra money, and I needed someone to clean up the spare room.

Everything went well until I went into the room to see how she was getting along. My heart sank as I surveyed the room. It was obvious to me that she hadn’t listened to any of my instructions. Without giving her a chance to explain, I began to reprimand her. A bewildered and hurt expression appeared on her face, but I continued my tirade. “Maybe I should just do it myself,” I said.

“Maybe you should,” she replied and went upstairs.

I sat down at my desk and stewed in my self-righteous indignation for a few minutes. When I heard Emily ask her father if she could go to the movies with a friend, I suddenly realized I had to set things straight. Only God knew what the future held, and I couldn’t let her leave the house until I apologized and told her how much I loved her.

God doesn’t promise us a tomorrow, so make the most of today.

—SBT 


JANUARY 26

Piggyback Rides 

I will be your God throughout your lifetime—until your hair is white with age. I made you, and I will care for you. I will carry you along and save you.

 ISAIAH 46:4 

When my daughter started kindergarten, waking up for school proved to be quite a challenge. “Wake up, Sunshine!” I would sing over and over.

She’d ignore me for as long as she could but, then, she would finally open her arms and whisper, “Piggyback ride?” Rather than risk her slipping back to sleep, I’d offer my back. She’d wrap her arms around my neck, and with her draped over me like a warm blanket, I carried her to the breakfast table. It was as if my strength enabled her to get out of bed.

A few years have gone by but, sometimes, I still use a cozy piggyback ride to counteract a sleepy start. Our routine reminds me of one of God’s many promises in which He vows to carry us when we are too weary to continue. What a comfort it is to know that when we feel discouraged or tired, we can still reach out to God and ask him to shoulder our burdens.

In the midst of troubles and trials, we should remember that God loves to give piggyback rides.

—LORI Z. SCOTT


JANUARY 27

A Woman’s Touch 

See, I have written your name on the palms of my hands.

 ISAIAH 49:15 

One evening at church, our pastor asked if anyone had special prayer needs. I rose from my pew and made my way slowly to the front. I was a mother with a heavy heart. As the pastor began to pray, I bowed my head and closed my eyes. Suddenly, I felt the presence of someone behind me and I reached up to find a firm, yet gentle, hand on my shoulder.

This was a woman with soft hands. Who could it be? The prayer was not lengthy, but time seemed to stand still as the woman held my hand. Imagine my surprise when I turned around to see the face of my fifteen-year-old daughter, Amy. We embraced and walked back to our seats. Until that moment, I had never thought of my daughter as anything but my child, but the gentle touch of her hand that night transformed her from my little girl into a grown woman.

Embrace the changing roles of your beloved children.

—LAROSE KARR


JANUARY 28

Blessed Sleep 

Then Jesus said, “Come to me, all of you who are weary and carry heavy burdens, and I will give you rest.”

MATTHEW 11:28 

 I thought I knew my daughter, but the lie blindsided me. In honor of her eighteenth birthday, her father and I had given Emily permission to spend the weekend at her best friend’s house. However, when I phoned her friend’s house Saturday morning, Emily wasn’t there. We soon discovered she had spent the weekend with her boyfriend.

Stunned by her deception, I thought of the hundreds of times I had told her how much I valued honesty. I remembered explaining that no matter what she did, lying about it would only make things worse. While the rest of the house slept that night, I lay awake. Anger and confusion settled in to keep my sorrow company. Had any of my words over the years found a home in her heart?

I needed to face the situation in the fresh light of day, but sleep eluded me. Then I thought of the Lord, His hands outstretched, inviting me to lay down my burden and rest. Comforted by His presence and His promises, I finally slept.

No burden is too heavy for God.

—SBT 


JANUARY 29

A Direct Line to God 

At that time you won’t need to ask me for anything. I tell you the truth, you will ask the Father directly, and he will grant your request because you use my name.

JOHN 16:23 

My kids and I were on a flight to New York for a surprise visit to my parents. As the plane took off, and I watched the buildings below get smaller and smaller, a terrible thought occurred to me. Since Mom didn’t know we were coming, she wasn’t praying for us, as she always did when we traveled. The plane would surely crash!

I knew it wasn’t very rational, but I truly felt that my mother had a direct line to heaven because she prayed so often. I was sure she had more influence with God than I did.

The plane landed safely.

When we arrived at my parents’ house, I told Mom what had been going through my head when I was in the plane. She laughed. “My prayers aren’t worth any more than yours,” she said. “You have a direct line to God, too!”

Through our prayers, we all have a direct line to God.

—MARY LAUFER


JANUARY 30

I See Where You Are 

You are the God who sees me. Have I truly seen the One who sees me?

GENESIS 16:13 

Over the years, my daughters have participated in various competitions and programs for church and school, and I’ve noticed that the first thing they did on stage is to search for my face in the crowd. This was especially true for my youngest girl.

Whether she was alone or in a group, she invariably scanned the audience until she found me. Always a bit nervous, she would relax as soon as our eyes met. She obviously needed to know I was there for her, and that I knew exactly where she was.

Like my daughter, whenever I come up against an intimidating task or trial, I simply need to make contact with my Heavenly Father. I know He is there for me, and I can face anything with His help.

God knows exactly where I am.

—SANDRA MCGARRITY


JANUARY 31

A Sandwich for Jesus 

Work willingly at whatever you do, as though you were working for the Lord rather than for people.

COLOSSIANS 3:23 

My daughter Emily watched as I spread the peanut butter across the bread with smooth, precise strokes. A few minutes later, I assembled the sandwich and handed it to her on a plate. “Can you take that to your dad, please?” 

“You sure put a lot of work into a peanut butter and jam sandwich,” she said with a grin.

I paused for a moment. “I suppose I do, but it’s worth it when you’re making a sandwich for Jesus.”

“I thought you made the sandwich for Dad.”

“Oh, I did,” I replied, “but if I imagine that I’m cooking dinner for Jesus or washing His clothes, or sweeping His floor, it helps me realize that my work around here is truly important. It inspires me to do the best job I can. Does that make sense?”

“Yeah, it does. All I know is you make great sandwiches,” she said and smiled again. “Now, do you think you could make one for me?”

Working for the Lord is truly a labor of love.

—SBT 


FEBRUARY
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Just Like Me 

For everyone has sinned; we all fall short of God’s glorious standard.

Yet God, with undeserved kindness, declares that we are righteous. He did this through Christ Jesus when he freed us from the penalty for our sins.

ROMANS 3:23–24 


[image: 9781598699180_0045_001]

My mother is perfect. I’ve been hearing about her qualities and virtues all my life. Here is a partial list:

Popular: She has explained to me how she could orchestrate four dates on a single night, using her sorority sisters to keep suitors from running into each other between the afternoon soda, early supper, early movie, and late party commitments.

Brilliant: To save money, she completed her four-year college degree in three years, with a high GPA. She played a mean game of contract bridge and did double-acrostic word puzzles for casual amusement.

Talented: She was a clever seamstress and hand-smocked elaborate scenes—one, I recall, was a complete farm—on the bodice of my dresses. She made coats for me and for herself. She took an upholstery course and recovered our sofa. She took up cake decorating and created a three-tier wedding cake. One year, she made hand-painted, nativity scene cookies for each member of the Girl Scout troop.

Society queen: As the impeccably dressed and perfectly coiffed wife of a prominent St. Louis intellectual properties lawyer, she handled her social obligations with finesse. She kept track of intricate guest lists and retained a record of the menus, her outfits, and when each guest reciprocated. She also led the women’s group at her church.

Leader: She led my Brownie, Girl Scout, and Senior Scout troops. As Skipper of the Mariner Scout Ship Pinafore, she accompanied us to Mystic, Connecticut, for basic seamanship training and organized a week on a chartered schooner in the Bahamas. The girls flocked around her and brought their boyfriends and fiancés for her approval a decade or more later.

As for me, I’ve never been beautiful or popular. I’m smart, despite my less than perfect grades at school. I play an adequate game of party bridge, choose comfort over style in dress, and limit my cooking to the microwave. I have never met the standard my mother set and decided—early on—not even to make the attempt.

As the decades rolled by, I have achieved some goals of my own. I obtained a master’s degree in special education and taught for a quarter century. I published several devotionals and stories, as well as a travel book. I have assisted with a Bible study, spoken to women’s groups, and helped lead a middle-school youth fellowship. Nonetheless, I’ve always assumed I would never be in my mother’s category of wife, mother, and woman. I came to the conclusion that none of my accomplishments would ever be good enough—as far as I could see.

Then I made a fascinating discovery. I was going through some family papers and read a series of letters my mother had written to a friend. And that’s when I found a paragraph written by mother in 1945, two years before my birth, while my father was still in the Army. It read, “I never feel that anyone attractive could possibly like me, and I’m afraid of thrusting myself upon them. If I get close to someone, they might find I’m not as terrific as I think I am and, worse yet, I might find out I’m not.”

Oh, my goodness, I thought. I felt as though she was describing me! I never knew my mother had felt that way. She always cruised along, accomplishing marvelous things, expecting amazing results and, as I once imagined, readily meeting her own high expectations. And I had always seen myself stumbling behind, admiring her from afar. Now I knew differently. She had been unsure of herself, just as I had so often felt. How remarkable!

I felt like the blind man in the Gospel of Mark. Jesus healed him, but he told the Lord that he saw people who looked “like trees walking around.” So Jesus touched his eyes again, and then “he saw everything clearly.” (Mark 8:24) He had gained more than physical vision; he had acquired empathy, compassion, and perception.

The words my mother had written cleared my vision. She was a person with great talents, but she, too, had doubted herself on occasion. She was admired, yet she craved approval from those around her. She was a leader, but questioned her identity. In other words, she was a person just like me.
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