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Mother’s Day 

 

Luke 1:26-38  

 

 

 Any of you been to a wedding lately?  Well, it’s springtime, and spring is a 

big season for weddings.  There are a lot of young couples in the midst, right now, 

of making final preparations for their big day.  They’re making lists, checking 

things off them as items are accomplished, dreaming big dreams, getting more 

excited by the day.  It’s a wonderful time in a person’s life as they get ready for 

their wedding day! 

 

 Well, no doubt, is was a wonderful time in the life of a young woman named 

Mary, whose story we just heard in this morning’s Gospel lesson.  She was 

dreaming big dreams, making lists, getting ready for her big day.  She was so 

blessed, because her parents had made a wonderful match for her.  She was to 

marry a fine man, a carpenter by the name of Joseph.  She couldn’t wait to stand 

next to him on their wedding day, and begin a lifelong journey with him! 

 

 Everything was rolling along just fine, until one night, right smack in the 

middle of those days of preparation for marriage, an angel visited Mary, and rocked 

her world!  He announced that God had chosen her to bear His son - His only 

begotten Son.  It changed everything in her life.  Everything that had been sure 

was now upset.  All the plans suddenly meant nothing.  Her future was uncertain 

- the future of her engagement was uncertain - and, I expect she might have been 

thinking - why me?  Why has God chosen me to be the mother of Jesus?  What 

makes me qualified for that? 

 

 I’m not a mother, but I suspect that anyone who is a mother has asked 

herself that question at one time or another.  It is an awesome thing to be a 

mother, and it is an awesome responsibility.  To care for a child, to help mold and 

shape them into a good and responsible person, to give them roots but also wings - 

how many must have asked, “Can I do this?  What makes me qualified to do such a 

thing?” 

 

 Well, this week I came across something the wonderful writer Erma Bombeck 

once wrote.  It’s a sort-of just description for mothers.  It goes like this: “God had a 

complex task in creating mothers.  After all, He had to create a creature who would 

run on black coffee and leftovers; have a lap that disappears when she stands up; a 
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kiss that can cure anything from a broken leg to a disappointed love affair; six pair 

of hands and three pairs of eyes.”  So, she continued, “it went something like this.  

An angel pleaded with God not to work so hard.  ‘Lord,’ the angel said gently.  

‘Come to bed.’  ‘I can’t,’ said the Lord, ‘I’m so close to creating something so close to 

Myself.’  The angel circled the model of a mother slowly and said with a sigh, ‘It is 

too soft.’  ‘But tough!’ the Lord said excitedly.  ‘You can’t imagine what this mother 

can do or endure.’  Finally, bending over and running her finger across the cheek, 

the angel pronounced, ‘There’s a leak.  I told you that you were trying to put too 

much into this model.’  ‘It’s not a leak,’ God replied, ‘it’s a tear.’  ‘What is it for?’ 

asked the angel.  The Lord answered, ‘It is for joy, sadness, loneliness, pain, 

disappointment and pride.’  ‘You are a Genius!’ the angel replied.  The Lord looked 

somber.  ‘I didn’t put it there.’” (On-line, Mother’s Day Worship and Sermon 

Resources) 

 

 It’s true.  When God created mothers, He broke the mold.  He knew, when 

He had the angel call Mary to bear His child, that she was just the one - she had 

what Jesus would need, and if there was something she didn’t have, God would 

provide it. 

 

 And how wonderful it is that we know that after her initial trepidation, Mary 

was thrilled to bear Jesus into the world.  She watched as what could have been 

barriers came down.  Joseph, who could have rejected her and walked away from 

their engagement, instead, embraced her and the child they would raise together. 

 

 Elizabeth, her cousin, who could have scorned her, welcomed her with open 

arms, and the two of them went through their surprise and blessed pregnancies 

together. 

 

 In those ways and surely so many more, Mary knew that God was with her 

on her journey to motherhood and through motherhood - and so I pray do all 

mothers.  Because though I am not a mother, I do know that motherhood is a 

demanding call. 

 

 Mary’s life is a perfect example of that.  In many ways, Mary’s life of being a 

mother was just like any other mother’s.  It was a road filled with ups and downs, 

joys and sorrows, triumphs and struggles. 

 

 She rejoiced when Jesus was born and laid in her arms.  No doubt she 

rejoiced when he said his first word, and crawled his first crawl, and waved bye-bye 

the first time.  There’s nothing like those moments, is there?  A couple of weeks 

ago, my great niece Isabella (Susan’s granddaughter) began to crawl.  It is a 

wondrous thing to see, isn’t it?  For so long, they can get up on their hands and 

kneels and they just sort of rock back and forth, but can’t seem to figure out how to 

move.  And then, bang, all of a sudden, they take off, which she did, and they never 
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stop.   

 

 Mary rejoiced like every other mother over those good times.  She nurtured 

Jesus from early on to be a person of faith, and like any of you mothers when you 

heard your child first say a scripture from memory, no doubt Mary loved hearing 

Jesus say his psalms. 

 

 Then, Mary’s joy was different, deeper, when she watched Him grow into His 

own, and begin to carry out the ministry for which He’d been sent.  She got to see 

Him touch lives, heal people, turn water into wine, raise people from death.  She 

got to see crowds throng around Him, thirsting to hear His words.  She got to see 

Him change the world.   What love, what pride she must have felt!  Those were 

the good times, the times that she, like every mother, felt her heart swell with a 

love so deep it almost hurt. 

 

 But then there were the other times - the not so good times - like when she 

and Joseph lost Jesus on a trip - what parent doesn’t know the sheer terror that 

coarses through your body when you’ve lost your child - however brief that time 

was. 

 

 And then, there were times when, well, Mary was hurt by Jesus.  Remember 

when she was outside the temple asking for Jesus, and when He was told His 

mother and brothers were outside waiting for Him, His reply was “who are my 

mother and brothers?”  Even though Mary probably knew that what He meant was 

that His family encompassed the whole world, it had to sting a little to hear those 

words. I kind of think of it being like those times when your children might have 

ignored you, or rolled their eyes at you, or said “whatever!”  You know what I 

mean? 

 

 And then, there were the big times of hurt for Mary as a mother.  Hearing 

the people speak evil against her child, watching the tide turn against Him, and 

finally, seeing Him arrested, found guilty when He was totally innocent, and then 

standing at the foot of a cross where He was brutally crucified.  Having a child die, 

watching a child die - a pain like no other - a pain some of you have experienced. 

 

 The life of a mother is somewhat like a roller coaster - ups and downs, twists 

and turns, joys and sorrows, triumphs and struggles.  What makes it bearable is 

love - enduring, deep, God-given love.  Mothers are blessed by God with being a 

parent, blessed to be a part of nurturing a life, blessed to see growth, blessed to be 

loved in return.  It is a blessing to be called by God to be a mother, as Mary was, 

and as so many women are. 

 

 But some aren’t.  Some by choice, some by chance.  So let me say a word to 

them this morning, by way of one of the final stories in Mary’s own story.  It 
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happens at the foot of the cross.  As Jesus is dying, one of the final things He does 

is look down upon His disciple John who is standing there with Mary, His mother.  

He entrusts them to each other.  He basically says, “Mother, this is your Son now - 

John.  And John, my mother is your mother now.”  Care for each other from this 

day on. 

 

 And so they did.  John cared for her as if she was his own mother.  And 

Mary loved him like a son.  As the old saying goes, “It takes a village to raise a 

child,” so what I want to say is, just because you haven’t borne a child, doesn’t mean 

you’re not a mother.  You are a part of other people’s lives, including children.  

You touch lives in important ways. 

 

 Let me tell you about a person like you.  Her name was Mom Mundell.  Her 

story is told by a serviceman who was stationed at Ft. Dix a long time ago.  Mom 

Mundell’s first name was Emily, but everybody called her Mom.  She ran a place 

called the Christian Serviceman’s Center right near Ft. Dix and McGuire Air Force 

Base.  She was in her 80's when this man knew her, but he said, she was spry, 

bright-eyed and sharp.  Although she had once been engaged, she had never 

married.  In his words, he said, “She was far from alone, however; she had a large 

and ever expanding family of young soldiers and members of the Air Force.” 

 

 The Center was low on funds, so Mom Mundell did it all - she cooked and 

served meals to the service members, she led worship services, she had game nights 

for them and their families.  And most importantly, this man said, “she gave 

spiritual birth to many, and spiritual nurture to many more.  She may not have 

been anyone’s mother, but she was truly everyone’s Mom.”  (Ibid) 

 

 There are a lot of people like that in the world, who though they’re not 

mothers are Mom’s.  So for them, and for mothers, and for Mary the mother of 

Jesus, we give God thanks and praise, and say “Happy Mother’s Day!”  And as we 

do, I want to close with two brief readings, for and about mothers. 

 

 The first is an affirmation, written by the great preacher John Killinger.  It 

goes like this: 

 

 “I believe in Jesus Christ, the Son of the loving God, who was born of the  

  promise to a virgin named Mary. 

 

 I believe in the love Mary gave her son, that caused her to follow Him in 

  His ministry and stand by His cross as He died. 

 

 I believe in the love of all mothers, and its importance in the lives of the 

  children they bear.  It is stronger than steel, softer than down, 

  and more resilient than a green sapling on the hillside.  It closes 
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  wounds, melts disappointments, and enables the weakest child 

  to stand tall and straight in the fields of adversity. 

  

 I believe that this love, even at its best, is only a shadow of the love of  

  God, a dark reflection of all that we can expect of Him, both in 

  this life and the next. 

 

 And I believe that one of the most beautiful sights in the world is 

  a mother who lets this greater love flow through her to her  

  child, blessing the world with the tenderness of her touch 

  and the tears of her joy.” 

 

 Dr. Killinger said that beautifully. 

 

 And this last one, by a pastor named Marylea (I don’t even know her last 

name) is one that I hope will put a smile on the face of every mother here, and will 

let them know how much they’re loved and what a difference they make in our 

world.  It’s called “Mother, I Found It Just the Other Day.” 

 

 “Mother, I want you to know that I have it.  But I found it just the other day.  

Hidden behind all of my busyness, yet right in plain view.  Everyone around me 

could see it.  But I found it just the other day.  After I found it, I realized it had 

been there all the time.  Always growing, taking new shapes, yet never really 

changing.  But I found it just the other day.  That’s when I stopped all of my 

busyness, and took a really good look at it.  Then I realized it was yours, oh mine 

too, you gave it to me.  But I found it just the other day.  Sometimes you gave it to 

me knowingly.  Other times by God’s divine plan.  I know you haven’t missed it, 

you kept as much as you gave away.  But Mother, I found it just the other day.  

That’s it, that’s right, that’s exactly what I found.  I found your best, the very best 

of you Mother, I found it, I found it in me.”  (Ibid) 

 

 Mothers, Jesus carried the very best of Mary within Him, and your children 

carry the very best of you in them.  What greater praise is there for you who have 

been gifted by God to be called Mother!  Happy Mother’s Day to you all, and may 

God continue to bless you richly. 

 

       Amen.  


