
And on the 9th day, God looked down on his planned paradise and said, “Oh goodness, the farmer is 
going to need a caretaker.” So God made a farmer’s wife. 

God said, “I need somebody who will get up before dawn, make breakfast, work all day in the kitchen, 
work any extra jobs that come her way and work alongside her farmer and then come home to fix 
supper and wash up the dishes.” So God made a farmer’s wife.

“I need somebody with arms strong enough to keep up with the farmer yet gentle enough to cuddle 
a newborn baby. Somebody to run for parts, help in the fields, move trucks, deliver meals, look the 
farmer in the eyes and tell him ‘I love you and the life we’ve built’—and mean it.” So God made a 
farmer’s wife.

God said, “I need somebody willing to sit up all night with their newborn babies and raise them right. 
Somebody dedicated to teaching work ethic by example and also by dragging the kids out of bed on 
summer mornings to train and show horses for 4-H.  I need somebody who can use a wrench and know 
where to find it, who doesn’t mind getting dirty, who can remove stains and keep a house clean—and 
when it’s planting time and harvest season, somebody who can cook a meal at a moment’s notice, can 
vegetables and fruit from her garden, clean, take care of the kids and put in 115 hours in a week.” So 
God made a farmer’s wife.

God had to have somebody willing to cancel appointments, change plans and be ready in a minute’s 
notice and yet will never stop to complain about this way of life. So God made a farmer’s wife.

God said, “I need somebody to calm the farmer when he’s upset over higher rent or lower cattle prices, 
who will stop her work for an hour to help out someone else in the community. Somebody who could 
cook and clean and not cut corners. Somebody to wash, dry, iron, tidy, feed, rake, water, drive, check 
the homework, pack the lunch bags, remember the sports and extra curricular activities schedule, 
replenish the refrigerator and finish a hard week’s work with a one-mile ride to church. So God made 
a farmer’s wife.

“Somebody who’d sew a family together with soft strong stitches of sharing, who would laugh and then 
sigh and then reply, with smiling eyes, when her daughter says she wants to spend her life “doing what 
mom does.” So God made a farmer’s wife.
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