A Mother’s Gift

	There’s no doubt about it—being a Mom is one of the most difficult jobs on the planet.    The other day I was sitting in the car waiting for my brother to come out of an office supply store.   I was exhausted after a long day.   As I sat there, I was watching another woman run all the same errands I’d just run; however, she did it with 3 little ones in toe.   Patiently and kindly, she loaded her car, put them in car seats and drove to her next errand.   I thought, “She’s amazing!   I’m tired after my day.    How is she doing it with 3 little kids?”  
	Honestly, there are many times when I stand in admiration of Moms.   I am amazed at the women who have the patience to explain to toddlers why they need to say “please” and “thank you”.   I’ve watched women calmly stand their ground against an angry child who doesn’t want to do what he’s been told.    I applaud all of the women out there who are managing to balance life’s responsibilities with a commitment to raise their children to be godly Christians.  These Moms are awesome!   They stand in stark contrast to the new trend in society to see the responsibilities of motherhood and children as a hassle.   
	As I think back on my life, that was one of the greatest gifts that my Mom gave to my brother and I.   
GIFT #4   My Mom loved being a Mom.
	The other day I was standing in line at the store when I heard a lady who was also standing in line say to one of her children, “You are a real pain in my XXX”.   
	I was shocked.   The child wasn’t misbehaving, and it wasn’t the child’s fault that the line was moving so slowly.   Still, the child was embarrassed as the Mom vented her frustration in her direction.  
	As I watched this incident, I thanked God that I was blessed with a Mom who liked being a Mom.   She didn’t treat my brother and I like we were a burden or a hassle.   She didn’t constantly complain about how busy she was or how much trouble we were.   She wasn’t the type of Mom that couldn’t wait for summer vacation to end.   Actually, she hated when it ended because she liked spending time with us.  In fact, while we were growing up, I honestly believed that she enjoyed being with us and we were the best thing in her life.   
	Now I’m not saying there weren’t days when she was tired of washing dishes or cleaning up after everyone.   We all have those days, whether you’re married or single, a Mom or not.   However, she didn’t complain about her responsibilities often.   She tried to do everything as unto the Lord with a good attitude.   Any complaints she did have about chores didn’t carry over into complaining about motherhood.  She may have been tired of dishes, but she loved being a Mom. 
	My brother and I grew up feeling like our Mom wanted to be with us.   She didn’t act like we were holding her back from her life.   She included us in her life.   As babies, she would pack us up in car seats and take us wherever she wanted to go.   We didn’t stop her—she just took us along.   I remember going grocery shopping with my Mom with my brother in the cart.   We went where she went.  
As we became toddlers, she included us in whatever she was doing during the day.   I remember helping bake cookies, hanging clothes on the line, or dusting a little table while she cleaned the house.   Whatever we were doing, we’d be talking and having a good time.  
	I remember when we were in elementary school a book came on the market titled “Let’s Make a Memory.”   It was very important to my Mom that we have good family memories.   So we tried a few of their suggestions.   I’ll never forget the absolutely disgusting homemade soft pretzels we attempted or the homemade root beer that exploded all over the garage.   It was nice try on her part, but it really wasn’t necessary.   She was already good at giving Jamie and I unforgettable memories.  
	Our memory banks are full of pictures of making homemade Christmas ornaments, playing board games where Mom had to win, or summer afternoons spent relaxing by the pool that God had miraculously provided.   I will never forget being at a department store when one of her favorite songs came on the radio.   The three of us stopped and danced around until it was over.   Then we went back to our shopping.  You see, it didn’t take a lot of expensive, outlandishly planned holidays or vacations to give us great memories of our Mom.   Honestly, we didn’t have the money for things like that.   But we had something far more valuable.   We had a Mom who loved us and let us know every day that we were wanted and loved.   Not because she kept saying it, but because of the way she lived.  

	I know that many women who are reading this were not privileged to have this type of relationship with their Moms.    It is the goal of this article to encourage you that no matter what your relationship with your Mom was like, you can have a better relationship with your children.   
You see, my Mom did not have a great childhood.   Her father died when she was very young, and her Mom was the type of mother who saw children as a hassle and a burden.   However, when my Mom became a Christian she decided that she wanted to turn the tide.   She wanted to raise her children in a different environment where we would feel loved and secure.  
So Mom prayed and sought God’s wisdom.   Then she studied every parenting book she could get her hands on.   Whatever she learned, she put into practice.     Her life is an example to all women that you don’t have to be your Mom.   With the help of the Holy Spirit you can start a new cycle.   I’m so glad that my Mom made that choice.   Because of her choice, my brother and I grew up knowing that my Mom loved us, wanted us, and would always do what was best for us. 
A few weeks before she went to Heaven, Mom and I were talking about some of the choices she made.    We were talking about the financial realities of being a stay-at-home Mom.   Although she knew that her choice caused her to make financial sacrifices throughout her life, I clearly remember her saying that she had no regrets.   She said she loved being a Mom.   She loved raising her kids, imparting her values to us, and spending time with us.    She was grateful that God allowed us to be in her life and to build strong relationships with her.    
 
  
It was nice to hear her say those things, but she didn’t need to.   Her attitude and actions all through our lives already told us.    Because she chose to love being a Mom, I know what it is to be loved, to be wanted, and to know that I can trust someone to take care of me.   Now that I’m an adult, these gifts I received from my Mom help me to understand God’s love, and be able to trust Him. 
I hope this article encourages Moms to reevaluate their attitudes toward motherhood and children.   In your time of prayer, ask the Holy Spirit to show you what type of attitude you are imparting to your child.   Do your children know that you love being a Mom or do they feel like a burden to you?  
 Recently, I heard a woman say that the Lord changed her heart as to how she saw children.   She prayed and asked God to forgive her, and to teach her to love children like He loves children.   If the Holy Spirit shows you that you need to pray the same type of prayer, I encourage you to do so.   This is one of the greatest gifts you can give your children.   In fact, it’s a gift they can pass on to their children.   
Motherhood is a calling.   It is God entrusting you with the lives, personality, minds, and souls of other human beings.   It is the most important task you will ever undertake in your life.   Like any job, to really do it right you need to have a love and passion for it.   I was blessed to have a Mom who had a passion for motherhood.   I pray that you will ask the Holy Spirit to give you that same passion so you can fulfill this Divine Calling that God has placed on your life.   Like I said, it’s the greatest gift you can give your children.   
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