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Hello darlings 

It is day 194 of Snippets of Encouragement, and I’d like to share a story with you 

about the healing power of words and why we should choose our words carefully.  

Years ago I had a colleague with whom 

I had so much strife and conflict. He 

managed the sales team and I 

managed the technical team and 

working with him felt like hell for me.  

Our conflict reached the point where 

our boss had an intervention between 

us and in that meeting he said a lot of 

extremely painful and hurtful things to 

me. 

When I'm in a situation like that I 

generally never respond immediately 

but allow things to settle, think about 

them, consider all perspectives and act 

from there. Honestly, after that meeting, 

I felt numb and I went home, fell asleep and awoke in the middle of the night 

weeping. I felt like I’d been hit by a 10-tonne truck. Everything came rushing back 

and I think that is when the pain really set in. 

I did not want to go to work, in fact, if I never saw him again that would have been 

better. Still better yet if he reached a miserable end. I drove to work and as was 

my habit I called my mom. I always spoke to her each morning on my commute to 

work. 

She could obviously hear something was wrong and she advised me to pull over 

into the emergency lane because I had begun to cry uncontrollably. In my 

hysterical state I blurted out to her that I just hated him, in fact, I don’t think I 

blurted this, I screamed it. 

There was a stillness that descended on that line and my mom became very quiet 

and still. For the longest, while she never said anything and eventually she said to 

me, “My girl, just remember, Jesus died for him too.”  

While I was not and am not a practising Christian my mom's words hit me like a 

tonne of bricks. There was nothing I could say in reply that would continue to justify 

my attitude.  

That exchange on that day with my mom taught me an extremely valuable life 

lesson, not only about the power of words but also about the power of love.  

My religious and spiritual beliefs differ greatly from hers but what my mom showed 

me on that day is that words matter. 
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As my mother I knew she was on my side, I knew that she loved me and wanted 

the very best for me. Perhaps her response was not very motherly for some people, 

perhaps she could have told me that yes he’s a jerk, a nasty bastard, yes I was 

right to hate him and and and… instead, she chose to speak words that would 

help me heal. 

Her words stopped me dead in my tracks because it made me realise that for as 

much as I was hating him, he was that much and more, loved by somebody in his 

world. He was worthy of love and he received love although in my pain I was 

incapable of seeing anything but his despicable words and actions towards me.  

That experience with my mother has never left me. Whenever I find myself falling 

into hateful thinking or speech about others it pops up to remind me – we are all 

loved. Each of us, even the most despicably behaved on earth, is loved dearly by 

someone. 

We often forget this in our pain and we lash out with hateful words against others 

and yet the words we speak have the power to create life, death, healing and 

disease. Our words don’t always have to be spoken, but we have constant mental 

conversations with and about ourselves and others. Those words, the unspoken, 

also have the power to create life and death for us. 

Be encouraged today to use your words wisely because they can be energetic 

balms or energetic razors. The power is ours to choose.  

If you’ve enjoyed reading this snippet of encouragement there are three things 

you can do. SHARE it with a friend. ENCOURAGE another person today. SIGN UP 

using http://eepurl.com/dIt8Fj to receive the Snippets live to your inbox each day. 

 

 


