
This is a real question my seven year old asked me as we 
were talking before our evening prayer time together. 
I laughed, but inside I harbored a little bit of fear at the 
question. I wouldn’t drop her, would I?

We had been talking about asking God to help us with 
something that seems overwhelming or that we don’t 
understand. In the little minds of my two children, it went 
something like, “um…math. I don’t understand that. Can 
God help me with math?” In my mommy mind – and I 
shared a bit with them about this – there were thoughts of 
life itself being overwhelming. I told them how I sometimes 
feel like I am juggling all these different balls and I don’t 
want to drop any of them. My daughter was concerned she’d 
be the one I’d drop.

The juggling in this season consists of a lot of things with 
heavy time commitments. I work full time outside the 
home and also have weekly obligations as an editor and 
writer. We are in full blown transition mode as we prepare 
for a big move for our family. It all feels like so much on 

top of wanting to be the best 
mom I can be, being involved 
in their schools, and helping 
them navigate both getting 
an education and building a 
strong character that will be the 
foundation of who they become. 
It can sometimes feel like a circus 
routine and yes, at times I feel 
like I am going to drop something 
or someone important. I don’t 
want my kids to ever feel like it is 
they who will suffer from all the 
hats I need or choose to wear.

But there is one other ball 
that I have to keep in the air, 
or everything else will come 
crashing down. 

We made a commitment early on to model community 
involvement for our children. It hasn’t always been easy, 
and we haven’t been as consistent with that goal as we’d 
like. Now that they are old enough, we want to make 
sure they serve alongside us and we have to make real, 
intentional efforts to protect our time to do so. 

It is so easy to get overwhelmed with the “normal” 
commitments of life that I can live in a kind of cocoon. 
Having been a part of vibrant communities here in Georgia, 
living on the Gulf Coast, and even in the Middle East, I know 
how much richer life is when I leave my cocoon behind. Still, 
involvement can be the first ball I drop if I am not careful.

This is exactly happened when my kids were tiny. The mom 
role was new, of course, and I wanted to do it perfectly. Story 
time at the library on my off days, play dates, and Pinterest 
worthy birthday parties dominated my life. I thought I 
was doing what was best for my kids but my own soul was 
shriveling. I wasn’t living out my passions, being involved in 
the ways I had been in the past. I wasn’t using my gifts, nor 
was I exhibiting the servant heart I wanted to teach them. I 
was dropping the ball.
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daily. Am I balancing all these roles in a way that serves 
my family best, serves the community best? Can I do it 
all? I don’t think I’m alone in feeling torn between what 
our culture says makes a good mom and being the servant 
leader that my God and my heart tell me will best prepare 
my children for lives full of meaning. 

So, I laugh and tell my daughter that I’m a really good juggler. 
Then we roll up our sleeves together and get to work!
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I started saying “no” to things that didn’t fit into the life we 
wanted for our family. Those birthday parties and feeling 
like I had to make every last bit of their baby food were 
shoved aside so I could spend precious time getting out of 
my cocoon and learning what it looked like to be the mom 
that my kids really needed – one who taught them what it 
looked like to be present in the place God has planted you, 
and used the gifts He has given you to make a difference.

We got out there and followed the passions that had always 
been a part of my life, things that didn’t change when I 
became a mom. We explored how to meet needs in practical 
ways that allowed our kids to come along and join in.

When our kids were still too little to have formed “those 
people look different than me” attitudes, they were hanging 
out in the home of a local refugee family, learning words 
in Farsi. When they were old enough to do more than 
tag along, they were right there alongside us engaging 
international kids in art classes and silly games each month. 

I still struggle with those feelings of 
“am I doing enough?” pretty much 
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