
Grandma, Why Church?          12/4/2022 

It's been a while since I woke up on a Sunday morning to write my blog. I'm usually a night owl and that's when 

my creative juices begin to flow.  I was writing in my prayer journal this morning, and the topic of today's blog 

hit me just as I was signing off.   

Yesterday I had the pleasure of meeting Matthew West, a Christian artist that has been an inspiration to me for 

so many years.  He was having a book signing in Franklin, so I didn't want to miss the opportunity to be able to 

speak with him face to face.  His music has been a part of my daily walk, so it was an honor to meet him in 

person and to be able to tell him "Thank you" for his music.   

My grandsons were supposed to come with me, but as we started our day yesterday, they decided they didn't 

want to come with me after all.  I confess, the prospect of having to wait in a long line with these two energetic 

boys, possibly in the rain, was not something I was looking forward to.  I made the necessary arrangements, 

and set out on my own, blissfully thankful for quiet time. 

Last night, as I was doing my puzzle and watching "The Bells of Saint Mary's" (Bing Crosby, Ingrid Bergman), 

one of my all-time favorites, the boys were down in their room playing their video games as usual.  It was time 

for us to start winding down and get to bed.  I told the boys to start shutting everything down and to get into 

bed so we could get to church on time.  I had volunteered to be a greeter this morning, so I told them we would 

need to leave just a leave a bit earlier than usual. 

As expected, Alec, the youngest, said he didn't want to go to church.  Like a scene from Groundhog Day, I told 

him we are going, and that's that.  I reminded them about my volunteering, so Cason asked me, "Why did you 

volunteer?  I don't want to go early."  As I often do to this question, I told Cason that God blesses us in so 

many ways all week long, the least we can do is give him an hour of our day, on HIS day.  I told him I 

volunteered because I love God and I love my church, and I want to serve.  With that, they both sighed and 

said, "Oooo-kay." 

In all honesty, it breaks my heart that my grandsons don't want to go to church as much as I do.  What bothers 

me even more, and I may have to answer to God for this, is that I don't always make them go.  Remember, I'm 

their grandmother, not their mother.  I have been raising these two little guys for the most part, since Alec was 

just four months old.  There were a few periods of eight or nine months in there where they weren't under my 

roof, but they have been in my care for nine years. 

I made sure my own three kids were in church every time the doors were open, unless sickness, travel, or 

exhaustion prevented it.  I was always working at the church because it brought me joy.  To their dismay, my 

kids had to come with me because my husband worked second shift for many, many years.  They would play 

with the other mom's kids while we did what we had to do.  I have such fond memories of those days. 

As fate would have it, none of my three kids are in church today.  They are on the fence about their faith, and it 

hurts my mother's heart.  I believe the scripture, that I should "Train up a child in the way he should go, and 

when he is old, he will not depart from it." (Proverbs 22:6 NKJV).  I must believe this.  But I confess I am weary 

and tired when it comes to pressing my grandsons to come to church with me.  Yes, we have our same 

discussion every Sunday, but if I'm honest, there are times when I'm thankful to go by myself, just so I can 

worship my Lord without any distractions.  My faith is like air to me, and I want to just go and praise my God 

freely, without rolling eyes, or unending questions about when the service will be over. 

I pray my grandsons will come to know God through watching me live the truth in front of them.  Please, don't 

misunderstand my meaning by this.  I fail!  I fail every-single-day.  My favorite times (not) are when I go to 

church alone, walk out of the building in my 'holy' cloud, then get home to the boys yelling at each other.  I 

assure you, that bubble pops quickly and I fall right back into my mean Grandma self and sometimes 

absolutely lose it in front of my little guys.  It's then when I end up going to my room and cry my eyes out 

because I'm an absolute wreck.  Without fail, God speaks to me, I go downstairs and apologize to my 

grandsons, we hug and move on. 



My solace in all this is that I know God knows my heart.  He knows what I pray for my own children, and I 

believe he understands that it isn't always easy for this 'Grandma' to have the energy to push my 

grandchildren.  To be honest, I don't want to push them… I want them to find God and love him deeply as I do.  

When I mentioned how I hope my grandsons will see me live my faith in front of them, I have moments of hope 

with the little things that occur.  They are my small confirmations that perhaps I'm doing something right. 

Before I left for the book signing yesterday, I had my book for Mr. West to sign sitting on the dining room table 

so I wouldn't forget it.  The title of the book is "The God Who Stays".  As my grandsons will tell you, I always 

have Christian music playing in the car, and I catch them, especially Cason, singing along.  I pray that he is 

hearing the words he is singing.  Cason walked by the table and looked at the book.  "Grandma, isn't there a 

song with that title?" 

"Yes Cason, there sure is." 

 

 


