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H E A R T  &  H O M E

A Lesson in Respect
Many of us have heard of the book Love and Respect by 

Dr. Emerson Eggerichs.  The premise of the book is that when 
conflict arises in marriage, a woman’s primary need is to feel 
loved whereas a man’s primary need is to feel respected.  I 
first learned of the book when a friend of mine was working 
through it with her husband and their marriage counselor.  
She believes it was an important tool that helped to save her 
marriage.  I have not personally read the book cover-to-cover, 
but have read portions and heard enough discussions on the 
importance of respecting my husband that it is something I 
strive to do.  However, I have been convicted lately in at least 
one area that I fall short.

I like to be in control of things—
especially things that I am smart enough 
and strong enough to handle on my own.  
Keeping schedules, clothing, finances, 
meals, and outings organized are not 
only enjoyable for me, but essential in 
managing a household.  Andrew would 
rather not have all of those responsibilities and trusts me to 
handle them.  In turn, I try to keep him informed about what 
I’m up to and ask for his input on things that he’s interested in.  

My first niggling of conviction came when we decided 
to replace some of our old, single-paned windows with 
something more energy efficient.  Andrew agreed that even 
though he knows how to install windows, it would be a good 
idea to hire out the task, but he wanted to do the framing 
himself.  So, when I talked to the contractor, I asked him to 
frame all but a couple of the windows that were in the back 
of the house where no one would see them.  I unilaterally 
decided that would be enough for Andrew because I know 
his schedule and how little time he has for projects around 
the house.  Makes sense, right?  Hmm…

When I told Andrew about it, he was a little disappointed, 
but said he understood my thinking.  I pushed aside the voice 
of conviction and told myself I was still respecting his wishes 
while finding a solution that achieved my goals, too. 

That voice came back the day I heard a husband and wife 
share about how they drew names for Christmas presents and 
she kept offering to buy a gift on her husband’s behalf for his 
sister whose name he had drawn.  She told herself that it was 

because she liked to shop and because she had a better idea of 
what his sister would like, and also because she knew he was 
busy and really wanted to help him out.  He kept assuring her 
that there would indeed be a gift under the tree and she didn’t 
need to worry about it, but she just couldn’t let it go.  She finally 
realized she was frustrated because she was trying to control 
her husband, and he was frustrated because it seemed like she 
couldn’t trust him with a simple task.  He felt disrespected.

I began listening a little closer to the voice and realized I 
had the tendency to disrespect Andrew in the same way.  One 
time it happened when I pointed out to Andrew a clunking 

noise I heard in the van every time 
I accelerated or braked.  He listened 
as we drove to Bible study and said 
it didn’t sound like something to 
worry about.  I insisted that I was 
concerned so he said he’d ask one of 
our mechanic friends, Jon, about it.  

Our friend happened to be at 
Bible study and I eavesdropped on Andrew all night to see 
if he would ask about the van noise.  He didn’t.  It was all I 
could do not to pull Jon aside and ask him myself, but I was 
trying really hard to trust Andrew to take care of it.  The 
vehicles are his department. As soon as we got in the car I 
asked what Jon had said, “I didn’t ask him yet.” I already 
knew that and it was driving me crazy; didn’t he care about 
our safety?  What if the transmission fell out of the car the 
next day because he didn’t take me seriously? The controller 
in me was freaking out.  But I was a martyr and held my 
tongue.  I was very glad I did when I was driving the next 
morning and found that a bottle of pop rolling in a small 
cooler under the console was the source of the clunking.  I 
was embarrassed and glad he had put off asking Jon. 

Tongue-in-cheek, my father-in-law says, “If a man says 
he’ll do something, he’ll do it! You don’t have to keep 
reminding him every six months.”  It is a gentle reminder 
that even if things don’t get done according to my plan, I 
need to find a place of peace.  On the other side of the need 
to control is the ability to trust, not just my husband, but the 
God who gave him to me.  I pray that as I learn to respect 
the head of my house, I bring honor to the Lord of my heart.
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