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Mothers in the Bible

The role that mothers played in the biblical story is undeniable.
From the beginning pages of Genesis to the latter letters of
Timothy, the influence of mothers (both good and bad) is seen
time and time again. The impact that the mother has on the child
can and will have everlasting consequences (2 Timothy 3:15).
The godly mother will pass on genuine faith to her children just
as Timothy’s mother, Eunice did for him (2 Timothy 1:5). Here’s
a small sample of the mothers found in the Bible:

« Eve was the “mother of all living” (Genesis 3:20)

« Sarah became a mother in her old age (Genesis 21:7)

« Rebekah preferred one son over the other (Genesis 27:5-10)

« Jochebed hid her son from harm for 3 months (Exodus 2:1-3)

e Hannah dedicated her son to the Lord (1 Samuel 1:22)

« Bathsheba lost the son of her adultery (2 Samuel 12:15-18)

« Elizabeth’s son prepared people for the Lord (Luke 1:13-17)

e Mary watched her Son be crucified for the world’s sin (John
19:26)

Today, we pay tribute to our godly mothers, thanking God for
their love, care, and guidance in the ways of the Lord.

“Her children rise up and call her blessed; Her husband also, and
he praises her” (Proverbs 31:28)
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Wife Asked Me to Take Another Woman Out

After 21 years of marriage, my wife wanted me to take another woman out to dinner and a
movie. She said. “I love you, but I know this other woman loves you too, and she would love
to spend some time with you.”

The other woman that my wife wanted me to visit was my mother, who has been a widow for
19 years, but the demands of my work and my three children had made it possible to visit her
only occasionally. That night I called to invite her to go out for dinner and a movie.

“What’s wrong, are you well?” she asked. My mother is the type of woman who suspects that
a late-night call or a surprise invitation is a sign of bad news. “I thought that it would be
pleasant to spend some time with you,” I responded. “Just the two of us.” She thought about
it for a moment, and then said, “I would like that very much.”

That Friday after work, as I drove over to pick her up, I was a bit nervous. When I arrived at
her house, I noticed that she, too, seemed to be nervous about our date. She waited at the door
with her coat on. She had curled her hair and was wearing the dress that she had worn to
celebrate her last wedding anniversary. She smiled from a face that was as radiant as an angel’s.

“I told my friends that I was going to go out with my son, and they were impressed,” she said,
as she got into the car. “They can’t wait to hear about our meeting.”

We went to a restaurant that, although not elegant, was very nice and cozy. My mother took
my arm as if she were the First Lady. After we sat down, I had to read the menu. Her eyes could
only read large print. Halfway through the entries, I lifted my eyes and saw Mom sitting there
staring at me. A nostalgic smile was on her lips.

“It was I who used to have to read the menu when you were small,” she said. “Then it’s time
that you relax and let me return the favor,” I responded.

During the dinner, we had an agreeable conversation. Nothing extraordinary, but catching up
on recent events of each other’s life. We talked so much that we missed the movie.

As we arrived at her house later, she said, “I'lI go out with you again, but only if you let me
invite you.” I agreed.

“How was your dinner date?” asked my wife when I got home. “Very nice. Much more so than
I could have imagined,” I answered.

A few days later, my mother died of a massive heart attack. It happened so suddenly that I
didn’t have a chance to do anything for her. Sometime later, I received an envelope with a copy
of a restaurant receipt from the same place mother and I had dined. An attached note said: “I
paid this bill in advance. I wasn’t sure that I could be there; but nevertheless, I paid for two
plates—one for you and the other for your wife. You will never know what that night meant
for me. I love you, son.”

At that moment I understood the importance of saying, in time, “I love you,” and to give our
loved ones the time they deserve. Because nothing is more important in life than family, and
they shouldn’t be put off until “some other time.”

Adapted — via Magnolia Messenger
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