Great Commission Northwest

Honoring Your Parents         

- A Scriptural Key to Long Life -


It was a warm, lazy summer afternoon and I was about 14 years old. My brothers and I had been racing each other on foot along a dirt path behind our house in the country.  

The sun was going down and supper was nearly ready when my Dad pulled into our lane, driving his pickup.  He pulled up to where we were, got out and immediately challenged us to a foot race.   I had four brothers and starting with the youngest, Dad ran the same sprint, one-on- one.  He ran slow enough to make a good race out of it, so as not to discourage any one of us.  But by the time he started running against us older guys, it was all serious.  Still, he beat all four of my brothers, each time, by just about one step.  

It was sort of like a nightly ritual.  Dad would often come home from work and get involved in whatever we were doing, shooting baskets, doing chore, or running foot races like this night.  And always Dad would make it into a lot of fun as we all tried to impress him by showing how fast we were, how far we could jump, or what we had been making or carving or hammering or digging.  Always, it was fun and always, it was Dad who helped us do the thing a little bit better.  He was good at it, kind of like a coach.

So now, right before Mom called us in to eat, Dad and I lined up to run while my brothers called out all together, “Ready!  Set!  Go!”


I will never forget that race, because halfway through it I knew that I could beat him. It was actually a little scary. I had never beaten my father at anything and I kind of slowed down at the end, a little sheepishly.  

But Dad wouldn’t hear of it. He told me to run all out and that we would race again right then and there.  We did and I beat him and my world changed.

Dad just congratulated me and told me that he was happy that I had finally caught up with him.  He didn’t seem to think about it again as we went in to eat, but now that my children are older, I realize that he probably thought about it a whole lot more than he let on.  

It was a mark of his maturity that all he gave was praise and reassurance.

He probably knew that beating him in that race was harder on me than anyone else.  

It was very hard, because for the first time in my life, I recognized that my father was mortal, a human being.


Simply human.  At some point in our growing up, our dads change in our minds from a sort of god-like being, over to the merely heroic, and I think I am safe in saying that for all of us, it is a difficult time.  It is also an important time.


The Bible tells us to honor our parents and to respect and love them.  It seems so obvious and natural to respect and appreciate a “super dad”, but what do we do when we eventually see that even our parents have flaws, that they, too, are simply human?  

It is at this very point that God instructs children to “Honor your father and your mother, for this is right.”

Our parents loved us in spite of our all-too-obvious weaknesses.  This is maturity.  As we grow in maturity and Christlikeness ourselves, we too must love our parents in spite of their own shortcomings.  Regardless of their weaknesses, we are to love them with no limit.  The Bible then promises that, “it will go well with us,” when we do this very thing.

What does it mean to honor?  The word “honor” literally means to highly prize or value someone – to hold them up as extremely valuable or rare.  God commands us to do this no matter what our parents are like.  

I have heard sons and daughters complain about their parents.  Many times the son or daughter is convinced that he has a legitimate reason not to honor his folks.  Baloney!  There is absolutely no reason for us not to love and honor our parents, and there are many reasons why we must.  The main reason is that God commands us to. If we don’t honor them, we don’t honor or fear God.


Remember the positive.  Those who have difficulty honoring their parents should meditate on Philippians 4:8, “Whatever is true, whatever is honorable, whatever is right, whatever is pure, whatever is lovely, whatever is of good repute, if there is any excellence and if anything worthy of praise, let your mind dwell on these things.”   Perhaps it would help us to list everything our parents have done that is good, honorable, right, or worthy of praise.


At a bare minimum, our moms probably changed at least 2,000 of our diapers and cooked 10,000 of our meals.  They would often times be up all night when we cried, and worried sick while we were ill.  Most of our dads worked at least 32,000 hours to support us while we were growing up.  Even the worst parents have some good qualities, and according to Philippians 4:8, we should mediate and reflect only on what is good.


Once I heard a girl say, “But you don’t know my Dad.  He is so selfish, he never took any interest in us at all.”  I could only point her toward our Savior’s example when He said, “Father forgive them.  They don’t really know what they are doing.”  If you know Christ as your personal Savior and Lord, you of all people ought to know about forgiveness and what unconditional love is.  How Christ is to us, is how we can and should be, especially to our parents.

Even though I knew the truth of these commands from the Bible, I did not always obey.  

One day at work I got pretty angry at Dad and yelled at him.  Throughout the rest of the day I was miserable, but I tried to bluff it. Fat chance.  The Lord kept convicting me that I needed to apologize and tell Dad that I was sorry for blowing up.  God kept reminding me of that simple verse on honor.  I kept justifying my actions by reminding the Lord that Dad also got mad.  It wasn’t my fault only.  However, after a lot of internal debate, I gave in, obeyed, and apologized to him. 
Tell them.  “Honor your father and mother, for this is right.”  The spirit of obeying this verse involves more than merely doing what is right.  It involves going out of our way to acknowledge our parents with praise.  It involves being generous in our thankfulness toward them.  We need to be creative in honoring our folks.  

Once, my Grandpa and Grandma were visiting on Mother’s Day and we were all together for a kind of family reunion.  Everyone was sitting around the dining room table talking and laughing and carrying on when my Grandpa stopped everything by quietly taking both of my Mom’s hands in his and looking at them.  We noticed his actions and all got quiet.  Mom started getting a little self-conscious and she finally asked Grandpa what was going on.  

Grandpa said that he wished he could understand it.  

“Understand what, Bubba?” she asked.  

He finally said, “How can such tiny, delicate hands, do such an incredible amount of work?”  As Mom blushed he went on to praise her in front of all five of us guys, her sons, for all her work and patience in raising us rascals.  

I wished that I had been the one to say those words.  We need to be generous and vocal in our praise toward our parents.

First priority.   When I was 21, I accepted Christ as my personal Savior. I can honestly testify that I love my parents more today that I ever have.  However, with this love for my folks has also come a great love for the Lord and awareness of my responsibilities to Him.  Our relationship has grown as I have wrestled with my first priority: my love for Christ.  

Let me share an example.


Two years after I became a Christian, I began to grapple with a major change in my life’s direction.  I had always planned to work right alongside Dad for the rest of my life, raising cattle and a family.  But the more I read my New Testament, the more I saw that God had a task for me that only a believer could attempt. That was and is to reach the world with the message of eternal life through Jesus Christ. I recognized that I needed to join with other Christians who were seeking to do this and that involved moving away from my hometown and family. 


That was hard on my parents, but it was, I think, even harder for me. All this time I was growing more and more convinced that the Lord wanted me to “walk worthy of His name,” I was also growing closer to my Dad.  We aren’t that outwardly demonstrative, but both of us had learned how to hug each other and had even cried together over a few decisions. 

And now the hardest decision was to move away.


My Dad sat me down in his warehouse in town and began very directly to tell me that I should be very careful in making this decision to follow the Lord, now that I had a wife and greater responsibilities.   I appreciated his concern and felt that I had never loved him more than at that moment. But I also knew that I loved the Lord even more. I told Dad that I felt God wanted me to step out in faith in order to teach us both that one of His greatest characteristics is that He is a provider. 

El Shaddai, an Old Testament name for our God, means “the Lord provides.”

Two Loves. Dad then went on to mention how hard it would be for Mom if my wife, Neva, and I moved at this time. Only five months earlier one of my brothers had been killed in a car wreck. God had used his death to drive home to me the reality of eternity and I had not missed His point. I mentioned this to Dad and shared how Jesus said that, “Night is coming when no man can work” (John 9:4). 

The problem seemed to be that God had given me two opposing loves. I loved my parents more than ever, yet I loved the Lord even more and this seemed to be pulling me in two different directions. Yet, in Proverbs it says, “A righteous son makes his father glad.” 

Sometimes in the short run, obedience to God may seem to be hurting, but in the long run it always strengthens our relationships with the very ones we love. 

But first, we must be righteous and obedient to our Savior. I thought of our Lord’s example when His mother and brothers came for Him because they thought He had lost His senses.  He hung by His convictions and served His heavenly Father first. (Mark 3:21, 31-35)


As a boy of 12, under His parents’ authority, Jesus obeyed His parents. Later, as a man, He had to make choices which seemed to go against His mother’s wishes. However, as Jesus honored His heavenly Father, God gave Him back his earthly mother and brothers and they were all in the upper room at Pentecost, as part of the beginning of the New Testament church.


Jesus always honored and loved His mother, even from the cross, in telling John to take care of her. Yet, not for one instant did He veer from His duty to carry out God’s sacrifice. Nor should we. 

I believe that as a result of my obedience to the Lord, God has graciously given me a better relationship with my folks today than I have ever had.


Example wins. Our Lord asks us to live out a strong, clear, gentle witness to our parents. At times this involves some hard decisions, a whole lot of service, and a genuine lifestyle to back it up. Throw in a little sharing of the gospel and you have a winning combination. 

Our parents know us better than anyone. We need to demonstrate the genuine fruit of a changed life - as our opening message to our folks. We sometimes believe that we can bluff a stranger with the gospel message apart from a changed life. But don’t even think that you can do this with your parents. 


Have you ever seriously prayed and thought about not only being a positive influence to your folks for Christ but also seeing them joining you in the work of sharing the gospel? I have. 

I would encourage you to spend some time thinking about this. In the past, Mom and Dad have both kind of laughed when I brought it up. I have told them how I planned to have them join me and they both tried to put me off by saying how there could not possibly be any room for a couple of older people in what I was doing. 

I then showed them many exciting examples in the Bible were God enlisted men into His service, even after they had grown older. They don’t laugh any more. 

I also wanted them to know that I would certainly take care of them when they grow older.  1 Timothy 5:6 speaks of meeting the needs of our own. We should let our folks know that there will always be room in our homes for them when they are no longer able to take care of themselves.


I trust that God will give both you and me greater grace in this exciting work of learning how to love and honor our folks. And that our folks would see that we love and honor them because God has called us to.  

You are God’s best evidence and witness to your family. 

-by Rick Whitney from The Cause  magazine
