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4 Reminders for the Weary
Mom on Mother’s Day
By Lisa Lakey
My friend was in tears on her first
Mother’s Day, but not in the happy way
you would expect. She had listened to
mom after mom at church talk about the
breakfast their husband and kids had
made, the cards they received. Some even
showed off new jewelry. These wellmeaning ladies couldn’t see the hurt in
my friend’s eyes behind her smile.
She hadn’t received as much as a
“Happy Mother’s Day” from her husband. Whether he truly forgot the day, I
don’t know. They were at a rough patch
in their marriage. My young friend had
been awake most of the night with their
baby, and she was physically exhausted
and emotionally weary. This was not the
Mother’s Day she had dreamed of.
As moms, we tend to put a lot of
hope and expectations into Mother’s
Day. This is our day. The one day of the
year someone might notice all we do—all
the tiny ways we suffer in silence (okay,
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sometimes we suffer less silently), all the
dirty laundry, chauffeur services, endless
nights with sick kids, and endless hours
on our knees in prayer for our families.
But sometimes, life gets in the way, or
the ones we love let us down. Maybe
your husband forgot the day altogether.
Or maybe you’re a single mom with no
one to help the kids make a handprinted
card or serve you breakfast in bed.
Maybe you’re just in a tough season of
parenting right now. You’re wondering if
you’ll ever see any fruit produce from
this garden you’ve been tending for years.
Maybe you’re just tired. Although it’s
an amazing blessing and honor, motherhood is harder than you expected. Trust
me, I’ve been there, too.
So what does this mean? Does
Mother’s Day no longer feel like your
day? Instead of celebrating the joys of
motherhood, do you just want to give
up?
No, this day was made for you—the
tired and weary warrior mom who faithfully trudges on even when no one seems
to notice. Just for you, let me share a few
reminders on Mother’s Day.
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1. You are making an impact.
“And let us not grow weary of doing
good, for in due season we will reap, if
we do not give up” (Galatians 6:9).
Those prayers you say with your little
one before bedtime are helping to lay a
foundation of faith. All those miles to
and from soccer practice are doing more
than wearing out the tires on your
minivan. They’re teaching your child
commitment and diligence.
Most of motherhood will be made up
of what seem like “little” things—the
rides, the meals, the laundry, the hugs,
the laughter in between it all. But that
what makes the biggest impact. So don’t
give up, Mom. Don’t grow weary with
the “little” things. They matter, and in
due time, you will see the harvest.
2. You are not alone.
In Isaiah 43:1-5, God talks of His people in words every woman longs to hear:
“Fear not, for I have redeemed you; I
have called you by name, you are mine
… Because you are precious in my eyes,
and honored, and I love you, I give men
in return for you, peoples in exchange
for your life. Fear not, for I am with you
…”
Despite being surrounded by people,
moms still tend to feel lonely quite a bit.
Understandably so, as we seem to be taking care of everyone else’s needs from
sun up to sun down. We can completely
forget to take care ourselves, and sometimes we even feel like we’ve forgotten
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who we are. But He hasn’t. Those same
words He spoke to Israel, God is saying
to you … you are His, you are precious
and honored, loved. And He is with you.
3. You are exactly the mom they need.
“Your eyes saw my unformed substance; in your book were written, every
one of them, the days that were formed
for me, when as yet there was none of
them” (Psalm 139:16).
Long before you actually had children,
even before you rocked a baby doll and
pretended to be a mommy, God knew
the children He would place in your life.
He could see what kind of mom you
would be. Our God is not a random god.
His works have purpose and meaning,
and even before He made you a mother,
He shaped you for motherhood. This
motherhood.
You don’t have to be a perfect mom,
just be their mom. And trust the One
whose hand has guided it all.
Here’s one last reminder for you on
Mother’s Day.
4. It’s okay to feel a little let down, but
don’t dwell on it.
“The Lord is near to the brokenhearted and saves the crushed in spirit..”
(Psalm 34:18)
Crushed in spirit. I’ve felt that a time
or two as a mom. When my preschooler
told me I was mean and he wanted a new
mommy. The year my husband forgot my
birthday. The days I feel I’ve gotten
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everything wrong, or even the days I feel
I have gotten most of it right, but someone points out my failures.
It’s crushing. But we weren’t meant to
stay downtrodden.
I’m not saying you shouldn’t take a
moment to process your feelings, maybe
even sulk a little. The problem comes
when we get stuck in our negative feelings. When we believe the lie that we really are a sum of our own failures. Psalm
34 goes on to say, “Many are the afflictions of the righteous, but the Lord delivers him out of them all” (verse 19).
Feeling forgotten
I didn’t have any incredibly wise words
for my friend when she recalled to me
that painful Mother’s Day. Giving her
hand a little squeeze, I told her I’d been
there. I don’t know a single mom who
doesn’t know what it’s like to feel a little
forgotten, unappreciated. I simply reminded her that I could see what an
amazing mom she was, and I hoped she
could see that too.
Thankfully, it was just a rough season
for my friend; she has since received her
fair share of handprinted cards and macaroni necklaces. But for those of you still
hurting on Mother’s Day, I’ll leave you
with one more verse I hope you take to
heart—“Come to me, all who labor and
are heavy laden, and I will give you
rest” (Matthew 11:28).
Oh, and just in case no one has told
you—Happy Mother’s Day. You’re a
great mom.

THE HAND THAT ROCKS THE
CRADLE IS THE HAND THAT
RULES THE WORLD
William Ross Wallace

BLESSINGS on the hand of women!
Angels guard its strength and grace.
In the palace, cottage, hovel,
Oh, no matter where the place;
Would that never storms assailed it,
Rainbows ever gently curled,
For the hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rules the world.
Infancy’s the tender fountain,
Power may with beauty flow,
Mothers first to guide the streamlets,
From them souls unresting grow—
Grow on for the good or evil,
Sunshine streamed or evil hurled,
For the hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rules the world.
Woman, how divine your mission,
Here upon our natal sod;
Keep—oh, keep the young heart open
Always to the breath of God!
All true trophies of the ages
Are from mother-love impearled,
For the hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rules the world.
Blessings on the hand of women!
Fathers, sons, and daughters cry,
And the sacred song is mingled
With the worship in the sky—
Mingles where no tempest darkens,
Rainbows evermore are hurled;
For the hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rules the world.
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A four-year old girl stared at her grandfather for a long time. Then she asked,
“Grandpa, were you on Noah’s Ark?” “Of
course not,” he answered, chuckling.
“Then how come you didn’t drown.”
-------------------------The new employee stood before the paper shredder looking confused. “Need
some help?” a secretary, walking by, asked.
“Yes,” he replied, “how does this thing
work?” “Simple,” she said, taking the fat
report from his hand and feeding it into the
shredder. “Thanks, but where do the copies come out?”
-------------------------When a worried-looking man in a florist
shop asked for the potted geraniums, the
clerk, who was out of geraniums, suggested
chrysanthemums. “No, they won’t do,” replied the man. “I promised my wife I’d water her geraniums while she was away.”
------------------------Two business owners that hadn’t seen
each other for a long time, met on the
street. The one said, “Well, Abe, how are
you doing? It looks like you’re losing
weight. Are you dieting?”
“Oh, no. I’m losing weight because of
all the trouble I’m having with my latest
hire.”
“Why don’t you fire him?”
“I’m going to, just as soon as he worries
me down another ten pounds.”
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------------------------A dying man gathered his lawyer, doctor,
and clergyman at his bedside and handed
each of them an envelope containing
$25,000 in cash. He made them each promise that after his death and during his repose,
they would place the three envelopes in his
coffin.
A week later, the man died. At the wake,
one by one the lawyer, doctor and clergyman concealed an envelope in the coffin and
bid their old client and friend farewell. By
chance, these three met several months later.
Soon the clergyman, feeling guilty, confessed
that there was only $10,000 in the envelope
he placed in the coffin. He felt, rather than
waste all the money, he would send it to a
mission in South America. He asked for
their forgiveness. The doctor, moved by the
gentle clergyman’s sincerity, confessed that
he too had kept some of the money for a
worthy medical charity. The envelope, he
admitted, had only $8,000 in it. He said that
he too could not bring himself to waste the
money so frivolously when it could be used
to benefit others.
By this time the lawyer was seething with
self-righteous outrage. He expressed his
deep disappointment in the felonious behavior of two of his oldest and most trusted
friends. “I am the only one who kept his
promise to our dying friend,” he told them.
“I want you both to know that the envelope
I placed in the coffin contained the full
amount. Indeed, my envelope contained my
personal check for the entire twenty-five
thousand!”
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