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TRUE OBEDIENCE
by Nancy Sebastian Meyer 

Glancing out the kitchen window, I noticed my nine-year-old playing in the backyard--instead of cleaning her messy bedroom. When I reminded her, she scowled and slunk into the house and back the hall to her room. 

A few minutes later, I checked on her progress only to find her sitting on the floor of her room reading a magazine. Frustrated, I gave her an ultimatum. “If this room is not straightened up in thirty minutes, you may not visit your friend this afternoon. I'm setting the timer.” 


After the designated thirty minutes had elapsed, I stood at her door and knocked. The only answer was the sound of scurrying and a thump. I pushed open the door and peaked into the room still strewn with magazines, papers, and stuffed animals. Drawers hung open at varying degrees with miscellaneous and sundry items peeking out. The only thing different about the unmade bed was the kid on top of it, the one with the defiant expression. 


“You disobeyed me,” I said quietly, “again.” 


“But I like my room this way.” She pushed herself up on one elbow. 


“You don't have to give up your individuality! I'm just asking you to put dirty clothes in the laundry basket, keep the floor cleared so people can walk across it, and make sure the room is not filthy. The bottom line here is your disobedience, young lady.” 


“I'm not a bad kid!” She looked angry and hurt at the same time. “I obey you at least eighty percent of the time. That's a lot better than most of the kids at school. I'm basically a good kid.” She thunked back down on the bed and looked at the ceiling. 


“You agree with me eighty percent of the time. The rest of the time you willfully choose whether or not to obey me. This time you chose to disobey.” I paused for a moment to take a deep breath. “Think about what obedience really is as you clean up this room and spend the rest of the day here at home.” 


As I walked out and closed the door I thought about the truth of her words. Indeed she does obey me eighty percent of the time. And I do consider her to be a “good kid.” But sometimes she completes a task incorrectly, half-way, or not at all--even after repeated reminders--because she does not want to do what I ask of her. She disobeys because she thinks she knows best, because she thinks she has a better handle on the situation! 


Sitting down at the kitchen table, I leafed through my Bible and found plenty of examples of God the Father dealing with his own naughty children, the Israelites. Judges 21:25 (KJV) said they “did what was right in their own eyes.” Like the Israelites, my daughter disobeyed me because she disagreed with my assessment of the situation. She was seeing things from her own point of view. 


I had to stop and think about the many times I do what I think is right--when God may want me to do something entirely different. I began to sense the Holy Spirit's teaching and conviction. Yes, true obedience takes place when we do what God asks even though we do not agree with Him. 


After asking God to forgive me for my own spirit of willfulness and disobedience, I went back to my daughter's room and was astonished to see the progress she'd made. 


“Mom, I thought about what you said. And I prayed and asked God to forgive me for being disobedient. Would you forgive me, too? I'm sorry.” 


I hugged her close and whispered, “I, too, asked God to forgive me. I'm not always obedient to my heavenly Father. You made me think!” I smiled down into her sweet face. “This room looks pretty good. How 'bout I help you finish cleaning up in here, and then we'll spend some time together this afternoon?” 


“Thanks, Mom.” She hugged me again. “I'll try and obey you right away from now on.” 

Me, too, Father God. 

Wish I'd Have Listened
by Nancy Sebastian Meyer
Yes, Mommy, yes, Daddy,
I love you, I do 
I'll do what you tell me,
Yes, I'll obey you. 

I'm sorry, so sorry,
I had so much fun,
Forgot what you told me
And didn't get done. 

Oh, Mommy, I'm sorry,
I tried really hard,
But I had no help
To rake the whole yard. 

Dear Daddy I love you,
And I can explain,
I thought you said, “maybe,”
It just wasn't plain. 

Hey Mom, and yeah, Dad,
You don't think I can
But I'm out to show you
I've got the right plan. 

Dear Mother and Father,
I've messed up a lot.
I wish I'd have listened
When I was a tot. 

I really did love you,
Just didn't agree,
I did what I thought best
But now I can see. 
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