The Meaning of Mamma 
    “Mamma, Mamma, Mamma…” my 17month-old daughter asked.  I went over to the kitchen table explaining that “Mamma” was at her ladies Bible study and that I would be taking care of her this morning.  None of this seemed to much interest her.
      “Mamma, Mamma,” she insisted.  After a while she got what she wanted by pointing.  I lifted her up into the kitchen chair and gave her crayons and papers so she could play like the bigger children.  It took a couple times of this before I realized that my daughter (who is a Daddy’s girl, mind you) was simply calling for help by saying “Mamma.”  Mother’s name in her mind simply means “help.”

       I’m thankful this child has an active Mother, who, while not ever-present, is so consistently a help that in my daughter’s mind Mom is completely identified with the concept of help.  It reminds me of the Psalmists witness: “Our help is in the name of the LORD, the Maker of heaven and earth.”  (Ps 124:7-8)

      This episode reminded me that we adults need to see ourselves as dependent creatures, too.  We grow up and get big enough to get in the kitchen chairs “all by ourselves,” and in so doing we forget we are utterly dependent on a Divine Parent.

      The national media didn’t cover it, but after the AFC championship game Tony Dungy’s Colts began what was almost a revival meeting in the RCA Dome.  I don’t remember a time when so many professional athletes so readily expressed thanksgiving.  They didn’t just say they appreciated having “a faith.”  Mind you this was no secular talk about a higher power or some undefined god.  Repeatedly, without the slightest bit of self-consciousness one after another of these huge professional athletes began thanking the Lord Jesus Christ for strength as if nothing were possible without him.       
        Of particular interest to me was the interview with Payton Manning after the game.  After leading the team to a 32-point second half, in the last minute when the opposing team had the ball and the game was in the balance, he sat on the sidelines obviously praying.  When he was asked what was going through his mind at that moment, after some slight hesitation, he said, “I said a little prayer over there.  I’m not sure you ought to pray about such things…”

      Sure, there are more important things than a football game.  There are far more important things than what occupies most of our days, too.  That doesn’t mean we don’t pray about them.  When I was quite young my wise uncle told me, “If something is important to you, then it is important to God because you are always important to him.”

       This, of course, doesn’t mean God will always give us what we want.  We may learn over time to want his kingdom purposes fulfilled in what we are doing whether we get what we want or not.  But this change never comes without persistent asking.  My daughter will be weaned off of her selfishness only by her asking and being told “no.” But like little children we had better remember our weakness and know that the outcome of our endeavors depends not so much on our efforts as on the Divine Parent’s mercy. Whether the answer is no or not our only hope is in the Lord.   So no matter what the need, “let us approach the throne of grace with confidence.”  Let’s cry to Mamma—to God our Help so that we may “receive mercy and find grace to help” us in our constant need.
