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On Mother’s Day 2010 we come to honor, give thanks, and ask God’s blessing for all mothers, especially those present today. In the church, as much as anywhere else, perhaps, we understand about the importance of mothers.  
In our church, some of you are in the adopt-a-grandparent program. Some of you have adopted a child who is a member of the church as your grandchild. We have done this for years another way in the church. We have had an adopt-a child-program. How many of you grew up in church and had a Sunday school teacher, a youth sponsor, or a Vacation Bible school teacher and the women teaching those classes were like mothers to you? 
We have other mothers in our church now.  I was walking down the hall just this past week, past one of the CDC classrooms, and I heard one of the teachers inside the classroom say, “I need you to stop spitting right now!”  We can only imagine what was going on in that classroom. As is often the case, one warning and admonishment was not enough.  So the teacher repeated, “I need you to stop spitting right now!”  Moms do have a tough job, don’t they?  
Mother’s Day is always a little awkward.  Some of us come here happy. Our relationship with our own mother is, or was, good.  Some mothers are happy because their children are here with them.  Other mothers are a little melancholy; perhaps their children live a great distance away. Other mothers are melancholy because of memories. This can be a sad day for some, those who have lost mothers or children.  It can be a tough time for others who are angry or resentful because of a broken relationship with their mothers.  
It is an awkward time for me as a minister.  I’ve often said that it would be better if some of you women came up here and talked about being a mother because you certainly understand far better than I.  I will share this: I have been both blessed and amazed by mothers in my own life.  My own mother taught me far more about love and faith than any seminary professor or any other Christian educator.  I was blessed to have that kind of mother.  I can’t imagine a better mother than Suzanne.  I can’t imagine any mother loving her children more than Suzanne loves our children.  Now I have been blessed to see Sara, our daughter, and Lynnette, our daughter-in-law love their children.  
I have also been amazed by mothers. Recently I saw a program on television entitled “Magnificent Moms”.  This program was not on the “Lifetime for Women” channel or some other channel like that. It was on Animal Planet.  The name of the program is “Big Cat Diary.”  In this particular program they were showing how mother lions, leopards and cheetahs cared for their young.  In one sequence a mother cheetah and her cubs were being threatened by a lion.  A lion was coming toward them and this cheetah, which looks small compared to the lion, went out to meet the lion face on. She assumed a posture as if she were ready to fight.  Then she diverted the lion’s attention and went to the side. The lion followed her and, of course, the cheetah could outrun the lion. 
What caught my attention most, however, was this; a male lion was approaching four young cubs that were not his own.  Male lions kill strange cubs. Their mother was gone. When the cubs smelled the male lion, who had already smelled them and was getting closer, they began to make sounds to cry out to their mother.  Then, certainly, the male lion homed in on where the cubs were.  As he approached and was just a few feet away and pounced on the place where the cubs were, there was this tan blur from the side of the picture. The mother lion, that weighed about half as much as the male lion, jumped on the male lion and started fighting him and chased him away.  
I am amazed at such courage. We have all heard stories about women who see a child trapped under a car that has fallen on the child. Somehow that mother, with super human strength, is able to pick up the car and get the child out from under the car.  We have heard stories about a mother who was with her children as a storm approaches. She literally covers her children with her own body to protect them.  
We are amazed by such courage, and also by the wisdom of mothers. Some of you might not be familiar with the name Dorothy Mengering.  Dorothy Mengering has written some advice for moms about how to be a good mom.  If I said the name Dorothy Letterman you might recognize that name.  Dorothy Letterman is David Letterman’s mom, she has remarried and now her name is Dorothy Mengering.  This past week on the Letterman show Dave’s mom was there to help with the top ten.  It was advice for moms about how to be a good mother.  I’ve culled out the list and want to share just a few of them with you.  A few things she shared were:  
1. Even if you are not proud of your child, say you are;
2. To keep your baby company, how about a pet raccoon?
3.   If your child learns to shoot pool, they’ll never be hungry;
4. Once they turn eighteen they ain’t your problem.


We see wisdom, the wisdom of mothers, in other ways.  Just this past week on the news, there was an account of a mother who left her twin newborns at a fire station in Shawnee.  They played a tape of the 911 call.  This woman was distraught, almost hysterical. She said to the dispatcher with tears in her voice, “I can’t take care of my babies any more.”  She told the dispatcher she had left them in the back of a pickup at a fire station.  In Oklahoma, that’s a good thing.  Fire stations and hospitals and a few other places are designated as “safe places.”   This was a wise thing the mother, who was not able to care for her own children, was able to do. 
Of course you remember another story about a woman who abandoned her baby. When she did so, she had another child, a girl, who was old enough to stay there and watch the baby and make sure it was all right.  Sure enough, a wealthy woman came along and found the child. You remember what happened. The baby’s sister went to the wealthy woman and said “I can find some one who will care for your baby for you.”  So the wealthy woman sent the baby’s sister, and the sister returned with the baby’s mother. The wealthy woman paid the baby’s mother to take care of the baby.  This was a job that the baby’s mother wanted any way.  Now that’s wise, to get paid to do a job you are going to be doing anyway.  
You remember that story, don’t you?  When the baby grew up the mother returned the baby to the wealthy woman, and the wealthy woman Pharaohs daughter, named the baby Moses. We are amazed at the wisdom of mothers.  

Some mothers are not so wise, so magnificent.  Some mothers are abusive and controlling.  We hear about apron strings. Some mothers have what seem to be steel cable attached to their children.  They never let them go.  But there are other mothers who are less wise in other ways.  
This is a true story: a minister’s wife, on one Mother’s Day, was getting ready to go to church.  Her husband had left before her to be at the early service.  While she was getting ready the phone rang. She was not surprised, as they had three grown children who lived far away from them. She picked up the phone, expecting to hear a familiar voice on the other end. Sure enough, the voice on the other end of the line said, “Happy Mother’s Day.” She said “Thank you,” The voice said, “What are you doing?” She said, “I’m getting ready for church.”  There was silence on the other end of the line.  Again they said, “What are you doing?” She said, “I’m getting ready for church.”  After another prolonged silence the voice on the other end of the line said “I’m sorry, I must have the wrong mother.”  
I think the person on the other end of the line meant to say “I’m sorry, I must have the wrong number.”  But did they have the wrong mother if they knew that the woman on the other line when she said, “I’m getting ready for church” there would be no way that could be their mother?
Mothers need to be careful about their wisdom. They can suffer from what I call “Be right-itis”.  I read something recently that said some people would rather be right than happy.  Think about that.  None of us like to be wrong, but some people would rather be right than happy.

The mother in our scripture lesson for today would rather have her son be safe than be right.  She was willing to give up her son in order for him to be safe.  Mothers need to be careful about this wisdom that is grounded in love. The best description of a mother’s love that I ever heard was this. A mothers love is as soft as down, and as strong as steel.  

This mother’s love, however, is only a shadow of an other kind of love.  I would think that the two most difficult tasks for a woman would be this.  First to let go of their child; to let the child grow up and be their own person. But second, for Christian mothers, the toughest task might be to sit down some day and say to their child “I love you.  I could never tell you how much I love you. But there is one who loves you more than I,” and then begin to teach the child about God’s love.  
The most magnificent group of moms I ever saw in one place was in a gymnasium, a really fancy gymnasium. It’s more an arena. We call it “Gallagher/Iba Arena.”  It was the opening ceremonies for the Special Olympics one year I saw a group of magnificent moms and dads, some of them in their sixties or seventies or eighties, with grown children that they had cared for all of their lives, that they would be caring for as long as they lived, because their children were Special Needs children. 
I didn’t realize until I attended that event that the Special Olympics has a motto. The motto is “Let me win, but if I can’t win, let me be brave in the attempt.”  Don’t you love that?  Let me win, but if I can’t win, let me be brave in the attempt.  
As Christians, we could have a similar motto.  The motto would be something like this, “Let me love, but if I cannot be a loving person, let me be brave in the attempt.”  
This is a challenge for all Christian mothers, and it is a challenge for each of us who claim Christ as Lord.  Let me love, but if I cannot be a loving person, let me be brave in the attempt.  Amen   
