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Sermon 5 14 17 Mothers’ Day 
 
 Happy Mothers’ Day! To all of us who are mothers and those of us who are mother 

figures in the lives of others. Grandmothers, grandfathers, aunts, uncles, older brothers and 

sisters… lots of people come to mother others. Families these days come in all shapes and 

sizes. They take all sorts of forms, and if they are formed in love, they are blessed by God.  

Parents – whoever they may be – are symbolic of community. Why do we refer to 

God as Father? (Some of our saints refer to God as Mother too, by the way! Take a closer 

look at out Epistle. “Like newborn infants, long for the pure, spiritual milk, so that by it you 

may grow into salvation – if indeed you have tasted that the Lord is good.” Well, that 

sentence brings to mind the possibly confusing image of a Lord with mammary glands, 

perhaps more accurately a Lady! Scripture occasionally offers us these confusing thought-

provoking images.)  

Why do we refer to Mary as the blessed Virgin Mother of us all? Why are priests 

often called Father or Mother?  Because the family model, the household model is the best, 

most accurate model for the Church.  And there are all sorts of different households.  

But today we are considering mothers.  I used to feel slightly embarrassed about 

extolling the virtues of mothers on Mothers’ Day. I don’t anymore! Being a mother is scary 

and wonderful and yes, even if I say so myself, worthy of praise and thanks. 

I don’t think any of us has the foggiest idea of the reality of motherhood when we 

first adopt or become pregnant. Oh, we have people who tell us stuff, some of them are 

even our own mothers, but motherhood needs to be a first-hand experience sort of thing. 

No, it’s not good enough to read a lot about it. You need first-hand experience.  

It is curious that most of the notable mothers in the Bible were women who had 

determined, through years of waiting and hoping, that they were barren. They and their 

husbands had come to the conclusion that they were unable to have children. For a biblical 

woman, this was disaster. Her entire worth was tied to her ability to give birth. She could 

easily be set aside, meaning left without any resources or way to survive – probably given 

over to slavery. 

Such was the case with Naomi after her husband and sons all died. She was too old 

to bear any more children. She tried to send her daughters-in-law back home to their 



 2 

families. She tried to give them a chance to start over – try again for families of their own. 

Ruth took a terrible risk staying with Naomi and worse yet, traveling with her back to 

Naomi’s family, to throw themselves at their mercy – two women alone with no resources… 

Yet Ruth felt responsible for Naomi and cast her lot with her. “Your people shall be my 

people and your God my God.” God rewarded her for taking that risk. God made her the 

grandmother of King David, the ancestor of Jesus.  

The once barren mothers of the Old Testament became significant forbears. Sarah, 

the mother of Isaac, was so old that she laughed at the very idea of having a baby. Rebekah, 

the mother of Jacob and Esau, was barren before she became pregnant with those highly 

competitive twins! Both Jacob and Esau became the fathers of nations. Rachel was the 

mother of Joseph who was thought to be killed by a lion but was carted off to Egypt as a 

slave before he saved his entire family. Talk about an emotionally fraught, terrifying 

episode!  Elizabeth, the mother of John the Baptist, was barren before she became pregnant 

with him.  They all gave birth after being sure they were barren. They all gave birth to 

children they had to let go, to release to the world.  

Jochobed: we don’t hear about her much. She had to let go of her son Moses. She had 

to give him up before he was weaned to be raised by another woman, another family, an 

entirely different culture so that he could survive and eventually save all of her people.  She 

could never claim him as her son, only as the child she was nursemaid to.  Hannah was told 

by God to dedicate her son Samuel, the future prophet, to God. So she brought him to the 

temple as a boy and let him go.  

The Bible is full of mothers who gave birth to children who gave birth to more. Sarah 

gave birth to a nation. Rebekah helped her son Jacob deceive her husband Isaac. So for good 

or ill, the birthright came to Jacob. He became the leader of the people of Israel.  When 

Rachel gave birth to Joseph, she birthed the salvation of her family. Without Joseph they 

would have all died in the desert. Moses had quite a few mothers: Jochobed (who had to 

give him up), Pharoah’s daughter, and his watchful, careful sister Miriam. Miriam 

eventually became a priestess, a prophetess for God. But without her keeping an eye on her 

infant brother Moses and volunteering her mother, his own real mother to be his wet 

nurse, he probably wouldn’t have survived. And all through his leadership of the Israelites, 

she was there – watchful and rejoicing.  We don’t know if she ever married or gave birth to 
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children herself.   

 None of these women knew who or what they were going to be when they started 

out. Many of them experienced despair and mourning, a deep sense of uselessness. Esther 

didn’t know she would hold the fate of her people in her hands. When Ruth was widowed, 

she didn’t know that staying with her mother-in-law and caring for her would lead to a 

second marriage, making her Jesus’ ancestor. Did a little girl named Deborah know that she 

would be a revered judge for the people of Israel for 40 years? 

And most important, Mary, simply by being human, contributed humanity to Jesus. 

She was God’s gateway to humanity – Jesus: wholly divine and wholly human.  It was 

through Mary that Jesus received his humanity. And then through growing up, child to man 

in Mary and Joseph’s household, as a member of a human family, he received the human 

experience. 

 Mothers and mother figures, each of them led the way, each in a different way, to the 

future. No. They weren’t just vessels. They were true hard working, loving matriarchs, 

mothers of us all. 

So today we bless and thank God for those who remind us of that love, who remind 

us of love’s daily presence in our lives. As I said, every year I always feel a little self-

conscious about standing up here congratulating myself along with other moms, but as I 

grow older, I figure it’s OK. I probably deserve it too. Thank you God for moms – for the 

opportunity to give life and support life, to be a role model, to teach, and even for the 

opportunity to fail sometimes, and most of all, for the opportunity to give love. We can all 

do that. 

 

   

 

“Never lend your car to anyone to whom you have given birth.”  

― Erma Bombeck 

 

 

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/11882.Erma_Bombeck

