90 Devotions–
- for New Moms -

Mommy Time
d d d

sa r a h
a rt hur

Tyndale House Publishers, Inc.
Carol Stream, Illinois

Visit Tyndale online at www.tyndale.com.
TYNDALE and Tyndale’s quill logo are registered trademarks of Tyndale House
Publishers, Inc.
Mommy Time: 90 Devotions for New Moms
Copyright © 2013 by Sarah Arthur. All rights reserved.
Cover photograph of nursery copyright © Steve Hix/Somos Images/Corbix. All rights
reserved.
Cover photograph of fabric copyright © Shutterstock. All rights reserved.
Designed by Jennifer Ghionzoli
Unless otherwise indicated, all Scripture quotations are taken from the Holy Bible, New
Living Translation, copyright © 1996, 2004, 2007 by Tyndale House Foundation. Used
by permission of Tyndale House Publishers, Inc., Carol Stream, Illinois 60188. All rights
reserved.
Scripture quotations marked NRSV are taken from the New Revised Standard Version
Bible, copyright © 1989, Division of Christian Education of the National Council of
the Churches of Christ in the United States of America. Used by permission. All rights
reserved.
Scripture quotations marked KJV are taken from the Holy Bible, King James Version.
Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
Arthur, Sarah.
Mommy time : 90 devotions for new moms / Sarah Arthur.
  pages cm
Includes bibliographical references and index.
ISBN 978-1-4143-7475-8 (hc)
1. Mothers—Religious life. 2. Motherhood—Religious aspects—Christianity.
3. Mothers—Prayers and devotions. I. Title.
BV4529.18.A78 2013
242'.6431—dc23
2012041003
Printed in the United States of America
19
7

18
6

17
5

16
4

15
3

14
2

13
1

Con t en ts

Acknow ledgments ix
Cr aving Momm y Time ? xi

1 - Into My Arms 1
2 - Total Strangers 4
3 - Out of My Element 6
4 - Mystery Baby 8
5 - What’s in a Name? 10
6 - Heading Home 13
7 - And Then There Were
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
16

-

17 18 19 -

Three 16
So Much for the Dream 19
The Gift of Time 21
Mere Mortals 24
Sleeping like a Baby 27
Hooked 29
Crying Out 32
Relentless 35
The True Source 37
The Wisdom of
Humility 40
Free Agent 43
Mom in Training 45
Before You Were Born 48

20 - Woven Together 51
21 - Becoming One 54
22 - Not My Own 57
23 - Calm in the Storm 60
24 - Quiet Time 63
25 - While You Were Eating 66
26 - Cultivating Mindfulness 68
27 - Hear Our Prayer 71
28 -	Three-Breath Prayer 74
29 - Thirst 77
30 - Embodiment 79
31 - Endurance Test 82
32 - Matter Matters 85
33 - The Ick Factor 88
34 - Mommy Spa 90
35 - Big Bad World 93
36 - It Happened to Me 96
37 - God’s Compassion 99
38 - Never Forgotten 101
39 - Tears of Joy 104
40 - Born Again 107
41 - The Long Good-Bye 110

42 - Good Medicine 113
43 - Asking for Help 115
44 - A Job Well Done 117
45 - Good Enough 120
46 - Due Date 123
47 - On Call 126
48 - “I Love You, But . . .” 129
49 - Change of Plans 132
50 - Rescued 135
51 - Here to Serve 137
52 - Arranging the Details 139
53 - Right There with Us 141
54 - The Form of a Doula 143
55 - The First Birth 146
56 -	Self-Emptying 149
57 - Unclean? 152
58 - This Is My Body 155
59 - Battling Bitterness 158
60 - My Baby? 160
61 - True Family 163
62 - Crowd of Witnesses 166
63 - Unshakable 169
64 - A Passion or
65 66 67 68 69 70 -

Deliverance? 172
Always Watching 175
Coming Home 177
Child of the Promise 180
The Job of Savior 183
Not So Special? 186
Creators vs.
Consumers 189

71 - The Right Path 192
72 - God Calling 195
73 - Missing Out? 197
74 - Barefoot, Pregnant, and
75 76 77 78 79 80 81 82 83 84 85 86 87 88 89 90 -

in the Kitchen? 200
With All Your Mind 203
Productivity 206
Working Women 209
Unfailing Love 212
I Surrender 215
Saved through
Childbearing? 217
Labor Pains 220
What He Will Become 223
Real Love 226
When Your Children
Ask 229
God in the Everyday 232
Never Too Early 235
Son of Adam 238
From Generation to
Generation 241
Leaving a Legacy 244
I Remember 247

About the Author 251
More Resources for Momm y
Time 255
Scrip ture Index 257
Notes 259

viii

Ac k now l e d gm e n t s

M a n y t h a n k s to Stephanie Rische, Katara Patton, Sarah

Rubio, Kristin Kratky, and all the wonderful women who
cheered me on in this project. Now we know the reason why
there are few-to-no devotionals for new moms by new moms:
attempting this is like climbing Mount Everest without supplemental oxygen. Thank you for helping me breathe.
To my supportive husband, generous parents, and understanding church family: you are the reason this book exists
at all.
And to my son, Micah John, whose toddler mantra is “Why
walk when you can run?”: thank you for slowing down long
enough for hugs.

ix

C r av i ng M o m m y T i m e ?

W e l c o m e t o t h i s l i t t l e devotional

book of daily
readings for new moms. Well, “daily” is probably a bit ambitious, so let’s say “regular.” Or more like “occasional.” Okay,
so you probably won’t get to most of these devos till sometime next year, when your new baby has finally settled into
a dependable nap routine and you’ve dug yourself out from
under the pile of laundry that began before you went into
labor. Trust me, I’m not offended. I’m a new mom.
If you’re anything like me, you’re craving Mommy Time.
Time to yourself, time to breathe, time to actually finish a
meal. The whirlwind of your child’s first few days or weeks
is over. Reality has set in: you’re tired and overwhelmed. You
know that carving out space for God every day is important;
but so is, say, brushing your teeth—which itself has become
a moving target. Life seems to demand that you pick one or
the other, and tooth decay sounds expensive. So you put off
prayer yet again.
While having a daily quiet time with God is a worthy
xi

ideal, I’m deeply aware that motherhood is itself a spiritual
discipline. And maybe that’s the point. Maybe that’s what
this little book is about: cultivating awareness of God’s
presence in the small things, in the daily tasks of caring for
infants. Finding joy in the details. Motherhood is a school
of humility and self-sacrifice—if we open ourselves up to
it—and those disciplines alone can bring us closer to the
heart of Jesus.
So ditch the spiritual guilt. Take a breath. God is here, as
close as your baby’s heartbeat. Even if it’s forty seconds, it’s
God’s time, and he gives it to you freely. Yours. Mom’s only.
Mommy Time.
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Into My Arms
d d d

I was thrust into your arms at my birth.
You have been my God from the moment
I was born.
Psalm 22:10

W e l l , h e ’ s h e r e . Our

son has arrived. We didn’t know
he would be a he until my husband peered over the curtain of my unplanned C
 -section, paused for a moment, and
then said hoarsely, “It’s a boy?” (In the mess of emotions
and bodily ick, he wasn’t sure.) I was mostly delirious, so all
I remember is a red, gooey, unhappy creature held out for
me to see and my husband vanishing to hover over our new
son while the baby was weighed and cleaned up. An angry
squawk came from that direction—our son’s first cry.
“It’s okay, sweetheart,” I croaked, even though I myself
was totally unhinged.
Not a very illustrious beginning. But he’s here. That’s all
we care about.
I won’t go into the details of labor right now: everyone
has their awful or amazing story. (Just hope my thirty-plus
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hours never happen to you.) We women enter the Labor
Zone, aware of nothing but our bodies and the occasional
annoyance (“What’s that beeping? I don’t care if it’s someone’s
life support: turn it off!”). Time and other details seem to
vanish into the haze of pain. Decisions are made, familiar and
unfamiliar faces come and go, our bodies perform astonishing feats that we have not invented. The fleeting thought
crosses our minds that we will never be normal again. And
yet somehow none of it matters. Only the baby matters.
And now he’s here. Pink and clean, wrapped in a blanket
and sporting a striped hat that makes him look like a gnome.
He blinks with unfocused eyes at the lights, the monitors,
the figures coming and going, my looming face. All his
movements are in slow motion, like he has found himself
in a strange dream. Eventually the excitement wears off, we
attempt a feeding, and then he sleeps, nestled against my
neck, skin on skin.
After all this waiting, he has made his grand entrance, and
I finally get to hold him in my arms. I get to inspect his comical face, his fringe of reddish hair (which looks like neither of
his parents’), his little limbs and digits. Not many hours ago
all this was inside of me. Totally surreal.
On his ankle he wears a tiny plastic band bearing our
name, claiming him as ours, belonging to us. And yet, everything I know about my Christian faith tells me that this child
is not really mine. As the Bible says in Psalm 22:10, the arms
that really hold my c hild—the arms into which my child has
been so unceremoniously shoved—are not mine, but God’s.
The one who created my son, the one who calls him into a
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life of faith, the one who gave up his own Son, J esus—that’s
the one who truly holds him now.
Which is a good thing, because at present all I want to
do is sleep.
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