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Blessed is She Who Believes      Pastor Amy Besola 
Luke 1:1-25, 39-45                 May 12, 2019 
 
Happy Mother’s day!  This morning, my daughter shared with me something that 
she had made in kindergarten and it was an information sheet about me that she 
had filled out.  Among the facts, she had written that her mother had yellow hair 
and under what her mom was good at, she had written, “preaching.”  I appreciate 
her confidence in me as well as Pastor Lynell’s encouragement.  Just a few 
minutes ago, she leaned in and gave me the pep talk, “You’ll do great!”  
 
As Mother’s day draws closer, often this occasion is viewed with an unease that 
becomes palpable.  For many people, mother’s day brings dread because it 
reminds them that things did not actually turn out as we might have expected. 
Mother’s days have been hard for me in the past so I get it that the holiday can be 
bittersweet and sometimes even painful. 
 
Recently I read on one woman’s blog about her misgivings and grief around 
mother’s day.  She describes the pain of not having a mother to celebrate on 
Mother’s Day this way.  “It’s a feeling I could never try to explain to someone who 
still has his or her mother.  It’s a feeling I can’t put into words most of the time. 
Realistically, it's the worst feeling in the world that never seems to get easier as 
time goes by. 
 
It’s the pit in your stomach walking into CVS, Wal-Mart or the grocery store 
months leading up to this day and knowing you are going to be bombarded with a 
display in front of your face reminding you that you don’t have a mother to share 
this day with. 
 
It’s the emptiness you feel when you hear your friends, family, and coworkers talk 
about their Mother’s Day plans or what they got their mothers.  It’s another 
reminder that you don’t have your mom to spend this day with. 
 
It’s the deep sadness you experience when you log on any form of social media on 
Mother’s Day.  Collages, pictures and kind words everybody is posting about their 
day with their mom’s.  It’s the empty hole in your body you feel when you wake 
up on Mother’s Day.  You stay under the covers a little longer, you brace yourself 
for how you are going to get out of bed and get through the day.  You feel empty 



2 
 

and numb that this entire day is going to be a reminder that your mom is not 
here. 
 
It’s the grief-stricken feeling you get when you leave the house on this day and 
everywhere you go you see people and their mothers.  You notice it more than 
ever.  Every place you walk into it's like a parade of daughters and sons with their 
mothers. You feel like you are grieving all over again. 
 
It's the feeling of loneliness. It’s that feeling that nobody understands the 
emptiness that you are feeling today. And a sense that nobody can relate. 
 
It's a feeling no person could explain unless they too must spend this day without 
their mom. 
Luckily, it's only one day and it will be over tomorrow. 
And I promise you are not alone. 
You will get through this. 
Tomorrow is a new day. 
 
Some of those same emotions of discouragement and disappointment were likely 
felt by Hannah, even though she did not have a special holiday focused on 
motherhood and honoring mothers.  
 
The Old Testament passage from 1 Samuel tells Hannah’s story and it’s all about 
missing out and feeling envious of what she did not have.  
 
Hannah cried out to God about the longings of her heart.  In this passage we are 
introduced briefly to the two wives of Elkanah and we discover that there is an 
intense, competitive relationship between the two wives, Peninnah (who had 
children) and Hannah (who had no children).  Every year Hannah would 
accompany her husband in worshipping and sacrificing to God in Shiloh.  And 
every year, the other wife of Elkanah, Peninnah, would provoke Hannah to the 
point of tears by reminding her that she was childless.  Peninnah had children and 
was making life miserable for her. 
 
So one year at Shiloh while she was praying to the Lord, Eli, the priest in the 
tabernacle, watched her and concluded she must be drunk.  He scolded her and 
told her to quit drinking.  She respectfully explained, “No, my lord, I am a woman 
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of sorrowful spirit” (1 Samuel 1:15).  She then explained to him that she had 
poured out her soul to God in prayer. 
 
Hannah’s prayer to God was made with deep faith.  She asked Him to give her a 
son.  She vowed in her prayer that if God would give her a son, she would give the 
child to be God’s servant. 
 
Hannah mingled tears with her prayers, crying out for God to answer her prayers 
and give her what she desired most, a child.  Hannah’s desire is a common stirring 
in many peoples’ lives. 
 
Similarly, we see in the Luke 1 passage the back story to Mary, the mother of 
Jesus’ mother’s day story.  She received the singular holy gift of being the mother 
of our Lord.  Mary believes what has been said to her.  She believes not only that 
God can do what He said but will do what He said.  Here is someone who takes 
God at His Word and believes it. 
 
What is it that Mary believed?  The word which Mary accepted and believed out 
of faith was Gabriel's declaration about the conception by the Spirit and the virgin 
birth.  Imagine -- without any physical participation by a man Mary was going to 
conceive and give birth.  Mary believed God could and would accomplish this. 
Mary believed the Creator Spirit was going to do this amazing work in her life. 
What amazing faith! 
 
Mary has the faith to believe that in the conception and birth of her son, God is 
remembering to be merciful as He said He would be.  Consider Mary, an average 
young woman living a quiet little life in Nazareth, tending to her family’s chores 
while daydreaming about her engagement to Joseph. 
 
Suddenly, the angel Gabriel steps from Heaven onto her humble patch of earth 
and says something outrageous.  He makes a promise that could never be fulfilled 
through mere human effort.  She would conceive a son through the Holy Spirit 
and this baby, the very Son of God as a fetus would dwell in her uterus and grow 
into a baby.  He would be born like all other humans, live her home and be under 
her care until adulthood.  In spite of her initial misgivings and not quite 
understanding how it would all work, she chose to believe what God told her.  
And history declares her blessed among women. 
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I can identify with both of these great mothers of the bible.  I frequently prayed to 
God about this cry of my heart and found in prayer a safe place to voice that 
which I was unable to voice out loud to most people.  Hannah mingled her tears 
with her prayers; she considered the mercy of our God, who knew her troubled 
soul.  
 
God gives us leave, in prayer, not only to ask good things in general, but to 
mention that special good thing we most need and desire.  Hannah spoke softly, 
none could hear her.  Hannah testified her belief of God's knowledge of the heart 
and its desires. 
 
As children, we often think our lives will turn out one way and when those hopes 
and dreams don’t necessarily turn out there can be disappointment and sadness.  
I will admit it; like many of you, things didn’t turn out as I had expected.  But God 
has richly blessed me and as I have looked back, many of the experiences I have 
gone through and even endured were for a reason.  I have a greater appreciation 
for why God led me through them and I why I experienced them and as a result, I 
am evermore grateful for what I have been given. 
 
After college and veterinary school, I accepted a position in Auburn and moved 
there.  I became a member of White River Presbyterian Church.  Many Sundays as 
I worshipped at White River, I would dream of the beautiful, blond haired child 
that I prayed for.  I hoped and prayed this child would come to know the Lord, 
sitting next to me in a church pew.  I prayed earnestly for God to make that 
happen.  Months spanned into years.  And still I waited, knowing that God heard 
me but it was about his timing. 
 
White River would eventually close and the congregation would disperse.  The 
building would be purchased by a Korean congregation.  
 
And so my dream of a beautiful child with golden ringlets worshipping alongside 
me in a pew seemed all the more unlikely.  
 
In 2004, I was finishing my seminary training at Fuller in Seattle.  My mother’s 
health deteriorated rapidly and she would come to live with me.  For seven years I 
provided care for her, sometimes being awakened in the night to her cries for 
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“mom.”  Yes, I thought God had a tremendous sense of humor.  But I was being 
called mom. 
 
Then mom died in March 2011.  That first mother’s day after her death was 
particularly tough.  I had a deep sense of loss and my arms felt empty.  As I 
reflected back, the time God allowed me to spend caring and investing in my 
mother was priceless.  I was able to re-parent her and perhaps offer to her some 
of the security and tenderness that was missing from her life.  You see, my mom 
lost her mother, Pearl, when she was in her second year of college.  Mom grieved 
my grandmother’s passing deeply, particularly that her children would not know 
what a wonder.  After my mother’s death later that summer, I traveled to 
Scotland as part of a Celtic Trail class.  On the island of Iona, away from the 
normal pressures of my life and the distraction of television and the noise of my 
usual life, I sought God’s voice and direction.  Specifically, I prayed about whether 
I was being called to adopt.  I cried out to God, much like Hannah had for her son.  
 
I came back from Scotland determined and I began looking for adoption agencies. 
Many of the Christian agencies seemed to feel that non-traditional families could 
not participate.  I felt judged and insecure.  I finally settled on a secular 
organization, Open Adoption and Family Services out of Seattle, Eugene and 
Portland.  I attended their three day information seminar and came to better 
understand adoption, why open adoption was better for the sake of the adopted 
child, and why families that come to adoption often struggle with very real pain 
after infertility and not having been able to build their families in the traditional 
way.  OAF also works with single parents and gay and lesbian couples.  Even 
though I had grown up in the church and had advanced theological degrees, I felt 
very vulnerable and inadequate about why I wasn’t married and why I would be 
building my family in the non-traditional way.  I had told a few, close friends 
about my intention and broke the news to my siblings.  Telling my then 9 year old 
niece, Shelby, was one of the hardest conversations.  I had always doted on 
Shelby, she was my sister, Julia’s, only child and my mother’s only grandchild.  I 
tried hard to always make Christmas, birthdays, and every holiday special.  But I 
needed to have Shelby understand that my wanting to have a baby of my own did 
not mean I loved her less but that my heart yearned for a child.  Shelby was 
especially funny when I asked her to pray for me and to think about the child God 
would give to me.  She wanted one that would like all the same things that she 
liked.  One that would be her friend forever.  



6 
 

Some of the same women that had prayed for me throughout seminary, I also 
asked to pray for me while I was navigating the process of being studied and 
finally getting closer to adopting.  As I finished my doctor of ministry dissertation, 
I was also working hard to get letters of recommendation, putting together photo 
layouts, and finalizing my adoption paperwork and information sheet.  In the 
months and weeks that followed not only did I invest countless hours in 
Photoshop carefully prepared my collage of pictures that was part of marketing 
myself to prospective birth parents.  I probably put more hours into trying to 
make sure my life was accurately described visually than what describe my life.  
Just as I completed my doctoral dissertation and passed my degree examination, I 
finalized my paperwork and submitted it for evaluation by the Adoption 
Counselor.  I also asked for prayer.  This is the actual e-mail I sent to my prayer 
warrior friends a few weeks after sending in my finalized paperwork: “Hello-
Please pray...I just responded to an e-mail asking if I would consider being one of 
the families (funny way to put it) for a 41 year old woman who is pregnant and 
considering open adoption.  She has had minimal prenatal care... and needs 2-3 
months of financial support and rent which I can manage.  Please pray God's will 
be done! Much love, Amy” 
 
The next day, I received this e-mail back from my good friend and prayer warrior 
some of you may know from Enumclaw, Joyce Cuddie: “I pray that peace will 
engulf you and that you shall know w/o a shadow of a doubt the will of God for 
you and this child.  This could be a very exciting time in your life.  Love, Joyce.” 
 
Four days later, on September 11, I would write back to the OAF counselor I was 
working with: “Hello-I am so-o-o excited!  Truly an answer to prayers!!!  I was so 
much in shock that I neglected to ask the birthmother's name and where she 
wanted to have the baby.  Also, do we know if the baby is a boy or girl?  Thank 
you again for the wonderful news!—Amy.” 
 
That same day, I e-mailed my friend, Cathleen with this news: “Yippee! I got "THE 
CALL!"  And it was wonderful news--I was the top pick in the process from the 
original e-mail with the open adoption.  I will meet the potential birthmother, 
Michelle, tomorrow morning at 8:30 am at the Denny's in Puyallup along with the 
counselor who did my home study, Courtney.  The baby is due October 29th. 
Michelle is a truck driver and has three stops in WA before heading onto Texas. 
God is good!  Please pray for me and for this meeting!!! Much love, Amy.” 
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And then this e-mail went out to more prayer warrior friends a couple days later. 
In the interim time I had met with Michele, the birthmother, in Puyallup and then 
flown to Eugene the following day for a second meeting.  This was the e-mail I 
sent my friends, Tom and Lola Waller.  I put in the subject line this title: Amy’s Big 
Adventure: “Hi Tom and Lola-I haven't told many people but I have been going 
through the open adoption process.  I'm not quite ready to publicly announce but 
I'm starting to let a few people know....And I wanted you to be in on my joy.  I did 
the home study and all the other stuff and was just got "okayed" in August. 
Statistically it is usually a long wait--generally it can be up to 3 years for a single 
parent adopter.  I deliberately chose a secular organization because I didn't want 
to endlessly feel judged.  I was settling in for the wait.  Voila--God has other plans! 
The first person I was offered to consider selected me.  Feels good to be the pick 
of the litter, so to speak.  There were a lot of families in contention because 
Michelle is Caucasian with no drinking, no drugs, no smoking.  Michelle is a long 
haul truck driver and her lifestyle isn't conducive to a wee one.  Plus she has older 
kids and things have been tough for her.  We met Wednesday in Puyallup and I 
flew to Eugene yesterday for our second meeting.  All is going well and it looks 
like I am going to be a mama!  Yippee!  The baby is due October 29th.  Please pray 
for me and especially for Michelle. –Amy.” 
 
As things turned out, Michele gave birth to a beautiful baby girl on October 23rd.  I 
was pensive and cautiously optimistic throughout the process.  Wanting to 
believe that God was finally calling me to motherhood after 25 years of regularly 
praying and dreaming of the child he intended for me.  I wanted to have faith and 
confidence but the truth is that in the back of my mind I worried that perhaps 
these birth parents would change their mind and not only would I not have a child 
as a result but that the misery would be compounded because I would have 
allowed myself to believe that God’s promises would be realized finally after so 
many years of yearning. 
 
So whatever this day brings to you emotionally, I want to impress upon you that I 
get it.  And our Lord gets it and the pain you may be experiencing.  
 
I have suffered both the tremendous loss of grieving my mother’s death and 
abundant joy that the child I had prayed for so long was finally given to me.  But 
just as God richly blessed me and answered my prayers, He knows what each one 
of you is going through.  
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God is journeying with you through this day and through the days that came 
before and the days that will follow.  God knows the yearnings of your heart, your 
rejoicing, and your angst and pain. 
 
God has called each one of us to walk a specific path and to do so believing that 
he wants the best for each of us.  
 
So whatever has led up to this day, please take solace in that God knows your 
feelings and cares.  This is the heart of being able to not only survive but to 
actually thrive on Mother’s day.   
 
God has called us to walk the route that he has planned for us individually.  This 
journey may involve mountain top highs and deep, dark valleys.  Wherever you 
have been and wherever he may be taking you, know that just as it was said 
about Mary, Jesus’ mother, so many years ago, “Blessed is she who believes.” 


