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To the memory of my grandmother,
Mary Helmuth Zeh,
who left a legacy of love and loyalty,

and to my mother,
Ruth Zehr Hertzler,
who is still passing it on.
—SM

To my mother,
Martha Kimble Martin,
who rocked my cradle with tenderness and love.
—SH
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Thank you to the following people who have allowed us a look into their lives

by writing for The Hand that Rocks the Cradle.

Barnhart, Hilda (Mrs. Philip)
Bear, Evelyn (Mrs. Mark)
Bechtel, Annette (Mrs. Nolan)
Bender, Yvonne (Mrs. Henry)
Brunk, Teresa (Mrs. John)
Good, Mildred (Mrs. Nathan)
Glick, Verda (Mrs. Eli)
Hartman, Juanita (Mrs. Dan)
Headings, Judy (Mrs. Steve)
Hertzler, Ilva (Mrs. David)
Hertzler, Ruth (Mrs. Daniel)
Hooley, Sue (Mrs. Dan)

Hooley, Timna (Mrs. Arnold)
Hunsberger, Wanda (Mrs. Abram)
Iwashige, Miriam (Mrs. Hiromi)
Martin, Anita (Mrs. Frank W.)
Martin, Danette, (Mrs. Ken)
Martin, Faith (Mrs. Gary)
Martin, Joanna (Mrs. Kevin)
Martin, Kim (Mrs. Vernon)
Martin, Sharilyn (Mrs. James)
Miller, Jewel (Mrs. Mervin)
Miller, Marcia (Mrs. David)
Miller, Monica (Mrs. Andy)
Overholt, Dianna (Mrs. Michael)
Overholt, Linda (Mrs. Steve)
Plank, Norma (Mrs. Donald)
Shantz, Chris (Mrs. David)
Sommers, Roseanne (Mrs. Larry)
Smucker, Dorcas (Mrs. Paul)
Smucker, Laura (Mrs. John)
Smucker, Simone (Mrs. Darrell)
Stutzman, Nancy (Mrs. David)
Wagler, Rose Ella (Mrs. Phil)
Weaver, Marjorie (Mrs. Mark)
Yoder, Marie (Mrs. David)

Hephzibah, GA
Kingston, ID
Estacada, OR
Harrisburg, OR
Elida, OH

South Boston, VA
San Salvador, El Salvador
Traverse City, ML
Florida, PR
Dryden, ONT
Chewelah, WA
Cove, OR

Union Mills, NC
Rutherfordton, NC
Partridge, KS
Guiscoyol, Guatemala
Waterloo, ONT
Burns Lake, BC
Stratton, ONT
Guatemala City, Guatemala
Cove, OR

Macon, MS
Seymour, MO
Seymour, MO
Seymour, MO
Paltinis, Romania
Hartwell, GA
Wallenstein, ONT
Estacada, OR
Harrisburg, OR
Minsk, Poland
Harrisburg, OR
Punta Gorda, Belize
Partridge, KS
Stratford, WI
Standardsville, VA

Several of the above writers do not appear in the book because they chose to be
anonymous or their writings were combined with others.

v



We are also grateful to

... Our Heavenly Father. He gives the gift of motherhood
and the necessary resources for the task. He gave the time,
inspiration, and vision for this project.

... Dan Hooley and James Martin, our husbands who be-
lieved in, provided for, and put up with us.

... Our children, Sharla, Weston, and Jaden; and Melodi,
Angela, and Walter, without whom there would have been
no book.

... Timna Hooley, whose enthusiasm nurtured the dream in
its vulnerable beginning phase.

... Brenda Troyer, Dianna Overholt, Lily Bear, Miriam
Iwashige, and Dorcas Smucker, who took time to review the
manuscript and offer many helpful suggestions. Thanks, Di-
anna, for often serving as a “sounding board,” and for your
cheerful and unflagging interest.

... The members of Writer’s Workshop by Mail VI and VII
for their insights.

.. . Elaina Hertzler, Sharilyn’s sister, who lived with the
Martins and faithfully assisted in their home in addition to

her teaching responsibilities.

... Teresa Hochstetler, for beautifully designing the cover
and page layout.

.. . Authors Margaret Penner Toews, Miriam Seiber Lind,
and Margaret Nyman, who allowed us to reprint their work.

.. . Many others who advised, inquired, encouraged, or
prayed.
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Sue: The due date for our third child was just around the corner.
I had laundered the baby clothes, readied the crib, and packed the
suitcase. Now I could relax. But apprehension nagged me as I re-
called my previous postpartum struggle—the scrambled schedule,
the emotional and physical weariness, and on top of everything, the
struggle to maintain my personal devotions. Would I find, as before,
that spiritual refreshment seemed especially elusive at a time when
I felt I needed it most?

What I need is a devotional book for moms who have just had a baby,
I thought one night. Why not compile one? Sleep fled as I pondered
this new idea. A few days later, I shared it with Sharilyn, who was
also expecting her third child.

Sharilyn: At first I was not convinced that the book market needed
another devotional for women, or that devotionals were really down
my writing line, or that such a book would really help to fill a mom’s
spiritual and emotional needs. Then my baby boy was born; and
going through the postpartum adjustments all over again made me
rethink my earlier opinions.

Sue: My son arrived five days after Sharilyn’s, and in the following
weeks, I couldn’t dismiss my idea. Finally I prayed that the Lord would
either give clear direction to do it or help me to forget it.

When our baby boys were a few months old, Sharilyn asked me
one day, “Remember that devotional book idea? We need a book like
that, and I would be interested in helping.” T felt that this was my
answer, and now I want to thank Sharilyn for her enthusiam, ideas,
and hours of work that helped to make this book what it is.
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Sharilyn: I'm grateful to Sue for the hours she spent setting up things
on the computer and contacting people, and also for the invitation
to join this project. It has been a rich experience.

Many of you are familiar with the old saying, “the hand that rocks
the cradle is the hand that rules the world” (William Ross Wallace).
This began to echo in my mind and seemed the perfect motto for
what we hoped to accomplish. It hints at our purpose for the book: to
lift up and strengthen the hands that are “rocking the cradles” today.
It explains why: because a mother’s work has far-reaching effects. It
points us to the more complete truth that “the hand that rocks the
cradle needs the Hand that rules the world,” because the significance
of our work is the very reason we need Him so much.

And He does have the answers! Over and over, I was impressed and
excited to discover scripture that just fit a certain devotional, and to
read others’ testimonies of God’s faithfulness in so many different
situations. God wants to give guidance for life, joy on the journey,
and a rich reward at the end. Through these pages, may you hear the
encouragement of mothers who have been where you are, and may
you feel God’s hand on yours as you gently rock the cradle.

Sue Hooley &
Sharilyn Martin
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@ Margaret Nyman

I remember that day so clearly—the day I crossed into mother-
hood.

My first child was born during the early 1970s when the practice
of letting either parent hold the child immediately after birth was
not considered sanitary or necessary. So our little bundle, shown to
us briefly from his perch on the obstetrician’s hand, was whisked
away to the nursery for a proper bath and a general settling in
to the hospital routine. I never thought to ask if I could hold my
baby boy or count his fingers and toes.

My husband and I spent the next two hours on the phone
announcing our news, after which the new daddy rushed off to
work. Finally, I was left alone in my crisp, white bed, replaying
the birth in my mind.

Suddenly, I was consumed with an overwhelming desire to hold
my child. T rang for the nurse and begged her to bring me my

new son. She replied that it would be 15 more minutes before the
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nursery schedule would allow a visit with him. Naive and com-
pliant, I nodded acceptance. After all, what was 15 more minutes
after I'd already waited nine long months?

I fluffed my pillow, smoothed the sheet, folded my hands, and
looked at the clock. In a few minutes my empty arms would be
filled with a baby, my son. He would feel my loving touch for
the first time and receive his first kiss from me. It was a thrilling
thought. By the time I heard the nurse’s footsteps, I was shivering
with excitement.

“Baby Nyman is here!” she cheerfully announced. She handed
over my swaddled baby and left us alone. How good it felt to
cradle this sleeping newborn in my arms! How perfectly he fit
into the crook of my elbow!

His face was perfect, relaxed, and calm. His little nose was
shiny after the bath, and I wondered if he had cried during his first
scrubbing. And his mouth—oh, that mouth! It was the mouth
of an angel, with full lips and a perfect cupid’s bow. Ileaned over
and kissed him, right on his soft, limp lips. Though his eyes were
closed, the nurse said they were blue, like mine. And his hair!
For the first time I noticed that our son was a redhead.

I cupped my hand over the crown of his beautiful head and felt
its round, silky softness. What was going on inside his mind? Had
he suffered during the birth? Did he know his mother was holding
him? How I longed to share my thoughts with this boy and have
them understood. But there would be time for that.

[ unwrapped one tiny hand. As his small fingers closed around

my pinky, I marveled at the intricacy of God’s handiwork. Each
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knuckle was properly in place. Each nail was smooth and perfectly
proportioned. There was no dirt on his yet unused fingers. He
was all purity and perfection.

I was absolutely in awe! For the first time in my life I knew
what it was to be completely overwhelmed.

It was during these unique moments that I first felt like a mother.
I would never “become” a mother again; this was my becoming.
This most common phenomenon was gently enfolding me.

As T nuzzled my baby, my offspring, my son, the rest of the
world faded away. We were alone together in the universe. Moth-
erhood felt comfortable, and in one moment, I had been made a

wealthy woman.

Adapted from Focus on the Family, May 1994. Used by permission.
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