
May 4, 2020 Prayer Letter 

  
Dear Friends, 
  
I must start with a joke: 
            Q:  If April showers bring May flowers, what do May flowers bring? 

            A:  Pilgrims! 

  
I saw that eye roll!  I hope it did make you smile, though. 
  
On a different note…I want to share with you the latest in conversations I am 
having with my daughter, Olivia.  Somehow, she has picked up new words and has 
become fascinated with these new words.   For example, we were eating pizza the 
other night and she wanted seconds.  So she handed me her plate and then said, 
very politely, “I want seconds, please…”  If she had stopped there, life would have 
been great.  But, no, she then added, “…PRONTO!”  Are you kidding me? 

  
She is totally cracking me up.  I love it when she wants to sit on my lap and 
snuggle.  So I take advantage of it when those moments occur.  She climbed up on 
my lap the other day, and said, “Let’s snuggle!”  I was happy to oblige.  It wasn’t 1 
minute later, I hear this voice saying, “Umm, Mom, you’re in my space.” 

  
I did something that was evidently not acceptable to her and her response was, 
“That’s rude!”  Her little one liners make it hard for me to keep a straight face 
sometimes. 
  
But the other day, the conversation turned.  She started talking about Heaven.  
Where is heaven?  Can we go there this summer?  Who is in heaven?  Is Jesus in 
heaven or God?  I thought Jesus was in my heart?  What does it look like?  Can we 
take an airplane?  Will you go with me when we go to heaven? I’m not 
exaggerating much to say there were hundreds of questions for the past 3 days 
concerning heaven. 
  
How do you answer an inquisitive child’s questions?  How do you honor her 
concern, and put it on a level she can understand and ease her mind all at the 
same time?  (I probably had hundreds of questions myself as I tried to figure out 
how to best respond.) 



  
I explained to her little mind that she can’t go to heaven right now because she’s 
not ready to go to heaven.  (To that, she exclaimed that she would need to get a 
coat, and then she would be ready!) 

  
I tried to explain to her that when our bodies wear out or become too damaged 
for doctors to fix them here on earth, God welcomes us into His house where He 
can make us fully healthy again.  We can’t go back and forth.  When we’re there, 
we have to stay there and help Him get the big house ready for other people we 
love to come and join us.  So even though we can’t see Papaw Stephens right 
now, we know that Papaw is helping God get ready for the day when it is our turn 
to come to heaven.  He is probably baling God’s hay and caring for God’s cows. 
  
She bought it!  So then we had to sing, “My Father’s House.” 

It’s a BIG, BIG house…with LOTS and LOTS of rooms! 

A BIG, BIG table…with LOTS and LOTS of food! 

A BIG, BIG yard…where we can play football! (Touchdown) 

A BIG, BIG house…it’s my Father’s House! 

  
I then had to explain that until we could be there ourselves, heaven was in our 
hearts.  We can find glimpses of heaven on earth!  Like the beautiful bluebird 
sitting on her nest, feeding her babies!  Like the beautiful trees and flowers that 
are blooming all around us.  We saw a really neat rainbow last night!  When we 
help each other and love on each other, we see just a little bit of heaven.  
  
So as I put her to bed last night, she leaned over and kissed me.  She then said, 
“Mom that was just heaven!”  My response, “Yes it was, my Love, yes it was!” 

  
Where do you catch glimpses of heaven in your life these days? 

  
Peace and Blessings, to you, my friends! 

  
Pastor Becky 
 
 
 
 



Let us pray… 

 

God of Love, 
On this day when we acknowledge the importance of motherhood among 

us, we first give thanks that you are a loving parent to us all. From your being all 
life was born, and in your bosom all creation is nurtured. You have formed us in 
your image as your children, and gathered us together as a brood under your 
wing. You have united us as kindred members of one human family, and we are 
grateful to be your offspring together. We celebrate your divine love, reflected in 
human expressions of motherhood. 

We give you thanks for the mothers among us, and ask that you strengthen 
them in their daily tasks. Grant them wisdom in the lessons they teach, patience 
in the discipline they foster, and persistence in their promotion of decency and 
compassion, both by word and example. May they be given the honor and thanks 
they deserve but often do not receive. 

We thank you for all motherly figures: grandmothers, aunts, sisters, wives, 
step-mothers, foster mothers, guardians, babysitters, teachers, health care 
providers, neighbors, friends, loved ones, and many others, who practice self-
sacrifice and embody compassion to all who are privileged to be in their influence. 
Grant them vigor to carry on their work, and the satisfaction that the holy 
privilege of their task affords. 

We acknowledge to you, O God, that even amid our grateful celebration, 
many of us come with restless spirits, reluctant to name the difficulties of this 
day.  

For some, this day brings the sorrowful awareness of their own inability to 
conceive biological children. Draw your tender spirit near their feelings of self-
betrayal, impotence, and grief, and remind them that those who struggle with 
infertility have always shared a special place in your heart. We pray for those who 
have suffered miscarriages, those fatigued by fertility treatments, and those 
struggling through the process of adoption. May they remember that in your 
power and through your church, they can still leave a lasting legacy beyond 
themselves. 

For some, this day is marked by loneliness and grief, as they spend this first 
Mother’s Day as a widower, an orphan, or a parent who has lost a child. To those 
who today live in the wake of the death of a loved one, grant glimpses of heaven. 
Bring to them a steady restoration of their broken hearts, allow them to live into 
their future with hope, and empower them to carry out the legacy of lessons 
instilled within them. 



For some, this is a day that surfaces ongoing tensions that exist within our 
personal relationships and family dynamics. We ask for healing from the wounds 
of our past, a path of forgiveness for wrongs both experienced and committed, 
and the rebuilding of trust forged in honesty, authenticity, and love. 

We give you thanks for the wide spectrum of motherhood represented 
among us today: new mothers and young mothers whose children are in their 
most tender years; mothers of grown children who transition into empty nests 
and a new chapter of self-discovery; mothers and grandmothers of advanced 
years, whose twilight of life is marked by frailty of body but a potency of spirit. 
Theirs is a cumulative reminder that though our lives are marked by transition 
and change, your nurture and affection for all your children remains the same. 
Therefore, remind us to live with a child-like faith, curious to every wondrous 
mystery, attentive to your every instruction, obedient to your every command, 
and willing to share with every one of your children. We give you thanks, O God, 
who is a loving Parent to us all, and in whose name we pray, 
Amen. 
  
 


