
Mother’s Day 2012  Primrose Methodist Church 
 
Readings  
Does the heavenly father also embrace the nature of mother?  Again we 
turn to the scriptures.  Reflect on the following verses:  
 
Isaiah 49:15 - Can a mother forget the baby at her breast and have no 
compassion on the child she has borne?  Though she may forget, I will 
never forget you!  
 
Matthew 23:37 - O, Jerusalem, Jerusalem, you who kill the prophets and 
stone those sent to you, how often I have longed to gather your children 
together, as a hen gathers her chicks under her wings, but you were not 
willing. 
 
Isaiah 46:3 - Listen to me, O house of Jacob, all you who remain of the 
house of Israel, you whom I have upheld since you were conceived, and 
have carried since your birth. 
 
Isaiah 42:14 - For a long time I have kept silent, I have been quiet and 
held myself back, but now, like a woman in childbirth, I cry out, I gasp 
and pant. 
 
Hosea 13:8 - Like a bear robbed of her cubs, I will attack them and rip 
them open. 
 
Discussion Questions 
1) What “motherly” traits can you identify in the above verses?  In 
what ways do you see those traits in God’s nature?   
 
 
A Mother’s Love Sacrifices (source unknown) 
“We are sitting at lunch when my daughter casually mentions that she 
and her husband are thinking of "starting a family." "We're taking a 
survey," she says, half-joking. "Do you think I should have a baby?" "It will 
change your life," I say, carefully keeping my tone neutral. "I know," she 
says, "no more sleeping in on weekends, no more spontaneous 
vacations...." But that is not what I meant at all. I look at my daughter, 



trying to decide what to tell her. I want her to know what she will never 
learn in childbirth classes. I want to tell her that the physical wounds of 
childbearing will heal, but that becoming a mother will leave her with an 
emotional wound so raw that she will forever be vulnerable.  I consider 
warning her that she will never again read a newspaper without asking 
"What if that had been MY child?" That every plane crash, every house 
fire will haunt her. That when she sees pictures of starving children, she 
will wonder if anything could be worse than watching your child die.  I 
look at her carefully manicured nails and stylish suit and think that no 
matter how sophisticated she is, becoming a mother will reduce her to 
the primitive level of a bear protecting her cub. That an urgent call of 
"Mom!" will cause her to drop a soufflé or her best crystal without a 
moment's hesitation. I feel I should warn her that no matter how many 
years she has invested in her career, she will be professionally derailed 
by motherhood. She might arrange for childcare, but one day she will be 
going into an important business meeting and she will think of her baby's 
sweet smell. She will have to use every ounce of her discipline to keep 
from running home, just to make sure her baby is all right.  I want my 
daughter to know that everyday decisions will no longer be routine. That 
a five year old boy's desire to go to the men's room rather than the 
women's at McDonald's will become a major dilemma. That right there, in 
the midst of clattering trays and screaming children, issues of 
independence and gender identity will be weighed against the prospect 
that a child molester may be lurking in that restroom. However decisive 
she may be at the office, she will second-guess herself constantly as a 
mother.  Looking at my attractive daughter, I want to assure her that 
eventually she will shed the pounds of pregnancy, but she will never feel 
the same about herself. That her life, now so important, will be of less 
value to her once she has a child. That she would give it up in a moment 
to save her offspring, but will also begin to hope for more years-not to 
accomplish her own dreams, but to watch her child accomplish theirs.  I 
want her to know that a cesarean scar or shiny stretch marks will 
become badges of honor. My daughter's relationship with her husband 
will change, but not in the way she thinks. I wish she could understand 
how much more you can love a man who is careful to powder the baby or 
who never hesitates to play with his child. I think she should know that 
she will fall in love with him again for reasons she would now find very 
unromantic. I wish my daughter could sense the bond she will feel with 



women throughout history who have tried to stop war, prejudice and 
drunk driving. I hope she will understand why I can think rationally about 
most issues, but become temporarily insane when I discuss the threat of 
nuclear war to my children's future. I want to describe to my daughter 
the exhilaration of seeing your child learn to ride a bike. I want to 
capture for her the belly laugh of a baby who is touching the soft fur of a 
dog or a cat for the first time. I want her to taste the joy that is so real, 
it actually hurts.  

My daughter's quizzical look makes me realize that tears have 
formed in my eyes. "You'll never regret it," I finally say. Then I reach 
across the table, squeeze my daughter's hand and offer a silent prayer 
for her, and for me, and for all of the mere mortal women who stumble 
their way into this most wonderful of callings. This blessed gift from God 
. . .that of being a Mother.” 
Discussion Questions 
1) “It seems to me that love always has a price attached to it.  It asks 
something of us. A sacrifice.”  (Ronell Bezuidenhout.)  In choosing to give 
birth to humanity, what suffering was God embracing?  (Refer to the 
story above)  Once you have considered this, remember that God knew 
where this road would lead and he still birthed us in love.  He was willing 
to sacrifice for love’s sake!  He is willing to sacrifice to love you! 
 
A Mother’s Love draws boundaries: 
Here is an old story in adapted from:  "The Meanest Mother in the World" 
(source unknown):  
“I had the meanest mother in the whole world. While other kids ate 
sweets for breakfast, I had to have cereal, eggs or toast. When others 
had cokes and chips for lunch, I had to eat a sandwich. As you can guess, 
my supper was different than the other kids' also. But at least, I wasn't 
alone in my sufferings. My sister and two brothers had the same mean 
mother as I did. My mother insisted upon knowing where we were at all 
times. You'd think we were on a chain gang. She had to know who our 
friends were and where we were going. She insisted if we said we'd be 
gone an hour, that we be gone one hour or less--not one hour and more. 
 
We had to wear clean clothes and take a bath. The worst is yet to come. 
We had to be in bed by nine each night and up at eight the next morning. 
We couldn't sleep till noon like our friends. So while they slept my 



mother actually had the nerve to break the child-labor law. She made us 
work. We had to wash dishes, make beds, learn to cook and all sorts of 
cruel things. I believe she lay awake at night thinking up mean things to 
do to us. She always insisted upon us telling the truth, the whole truth 
and nothing but the truth, even if it killed us- and it nearly did. By the 
time we were teen-agers, she was much wiser, and our life became even 
more unbearable.” 
 
These rules are the kind of rules Mums (& Dads) make for us: 
1. If you open it -- close it 2. If you turn it on -- turn it off.  3. If you 
unlock it -- lock it. 4. If you move it -- put it back.  5. If it belongs to 
someone else and you want it  get permission.  6. If you borrow it -- 
return it.  7. If you don't know how to operate it -- leave it alone.  8. If 
you use it -- take care of it. 9. If you break it -- repair it. 10. If you can't 
fix it -- call someone who can.  11. If you mess it up -- clean it up.  12. If 
you can't say something good, don't say it!  13. But if it will brighten 
someone's day -- say it. 
 
Does anyone know why mothers and fathers make rules for us?  So we 
will grow up to be the best kind of people we can be; so we will be safe 
and loving. God is like our mother too. God loves us and wants the best 
for us. That is why God has given us rules so that we might be the best 
people we might be.  (Remember God loves us first and that is why he 
guides us into loving behaviour!) 
Discussion Questions 
1) What boundaries does God set for us?  How do they express his love for 
us? 
 
A Mother’s Love allows her child to explore and make their own 
mistakes (and hopefully to learn from them!) 
A hard lesson for us all to learn is that we do not have complete control!  
A child has its own engine - what journey will they choose, I wonder?  
Whenever your kids are out of control, you can take comfort from the 
thought that even God's omnipotence did not extend to God's kids. “After 
creating heaven and earth, God created Adam and Eve. And the first 
thing he said was: 
"Don't." 
"Don't what?" Adam replied. 



"Don't eat the forbidden fruit." God said. 
"Forbidden fruit? We got forbidden fruit? Hey, Eve...we got forbidden 
fruit!" 
"No way!" 
"Yes, way!" 
"Don't eat that fruit!" said God. 
"Why?" 
"Because I am your Father and I said so!" said God, wondering why he 
hadn't stopped after making the elephants. 
A few minutes later God saw his kids having an apple break and was 
angry. "Didn't I tell you not to eat the fruit?" the First Parent asked. 
"Uh huh, " Adam replied. 
"Then why did you?" 
"I dunno" Eve answered. 
"She started it!" Adam said. 
"Did not!"  
"Did too!"  
"DID NOT!!" 
Having had it with the two of them, God's punishment was that Adam and 
Eve should have children of their own. Thus, the pattern was set and it 
has never changed. But there is reassurance in this story. If you have 
persistently and lovingly tried to give them wisdom and they haven't 
taken it, don't be hard on yourself. If God had trouble handling children, 
what makes you think it would be a piece of cake for you?” (source 
unknown) 
Discussion Questions 
1) Is it helpful to blame ourselves for our children’s mistakes? 
2) Is it helpful to get our sense of self-worth through our children’s 
successes? 
 
A final thought: God completes our Mothering 
I remember seeing a picture of a grandmother returning to Kosovo.  She 
had fled and expected only to find the ruins of her house.  Her surprise 
was that the house, although damaged and badly in need of attention, 
was still standing and she could “reclaim something of her past”.  I have 
discovered that some mothers end up feeling that all their dreams lie in 
ruins; they see it as the end of the road.  But we have a God who seeks 
out and gathers up the pieces and, in and through God, the past dreams 



can be healed and reclaimed, albeit in a different shape.  Remember the 
promise of the new heaven and new earth: every tear will be wiped 
away.  There is a real sense in which God is the God who completes all 
things; on the cross he completes our repentance and the same applies 
to our parenting.     Ultimately we need to trust our children into God’s 
care. 
Discussion Question 
1) Is our Father in heaven our Mother too?  Or, asked in another way, 
how is the sacrifice, the giving of boundaries, the allowing to explore 
and grow and make mistakes etc. etc. expressed in God’s dealings with 
us? 
 

Although the male “He” is used of God the bible makes it clear that God 
is bigger than this stereotype.  We must also note that the male pronoun 
is used in an inclusive sense in the scripture: it is a term that embraces 
both male and female and so is better translated (as many Bibles do) in 
an inclusive sense (e.g. all people, humanity etc.)  
 
Our competitiveness and stereotypes limit our experience of God.  Can 
we make space for new dimension of God’s grace and love in our lives?   I 
had a wonderful relationship with my mother as I grew up as a child.  I 
like to know that all that motherly care originates in the very heart of 
God and that God embraces me in the same way.  
 


