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We are certainly living in strange and challenging times at the moment. The 

uncertainty feels like being cast adrift in a very small boat as we negotiate the current 

reality of living our lives in isolation. Even in this technological age of connectedness 

by social media it is not quite the same as personal contact. As I write this the 

possibility of celebrating Mother’s Day in usual ways by perhaps being able to take 

Mothers out for a special Sunday meal, or visit a special place, or even visit your 

mother if she is in care has been snatched away by the current restrictions. 

 

Nonetheless, today is still a great way to celebrate our mothers and give thanks for 

their care and concern for us, and for the often sacrificial love they give us. They take 

on this, not always desirable, job, and are willing to make massive personal 

sacrifices.  

 

Why? For love. 

 

How many kinds of mother can we think of?  

 

Mother (obviously!) 

 

How about Grandmothers, who are usually good for a naughty treat and to let us get 

away with things which our parents would freak about. Sometimes we think of 

grandmothers like this – very traditional – but that image is starting to go out of 

fashion now as we see very glamourous grannies like Emmylou Harris who has won 

no less than 13 grammy awards.  

 

And of course, Great grandmothers (and so on) 

 

And also Aunts, or even Great-Aunts who often take on a caring role. Again, not all 

aunts are the same, and can be just as glamorous and famous as grannies. Imagine 

having Princess Kate as your auntie like Archie does.  

 



Then there are Godmothers, not the Fairy kind, who promise to help raise us in a 

Christian way and to help care for us.  

 

What about Stepmothers and Foster Mothers and Adoptive Mothers who are all willing 

to love and care for children when the mother who gave birth to them is not there ? 

 

And not forgetting – Mothers-in-Law…….. it is a shame they are the target of so many 

comedians. In my household Clive and my mum were inseparable and shared a 

wicked sense of humour. 

 

But this is Mothering Sunday, also known as Refreshment Sunday. This is because it 

falls halfway through this season of fasting and penitence giving a sense of respite.   

 

An interesting article on the British Library’s Medieval manuscripts blog1 tells us that 

“the modern recognition of this day came about through the efforts of Constance 

Adelaide Smith (1878–1938), who worked as a dispenser of medicine in Nottingham, 

and drew directly on pre-modern traditions. She looked back to medieval customs 

where, on the 4th Sunday in Lent, it was traditional for servants to return home to 

visit their mothers – and also their home – or Mother – Church. She regarded the 

medieval conception of motherhood and the celebration of it as both rugged and 

diverse.  Smith had taken note of the Mother’s Day movement in the United States, 

promoted by Anna Jarvis and first proclaimed nationally in 1914, ‘as a public 

expression of our love and reverence for the mothers of our country’, to be held on 

the 2nd Sunday in May. She was inspired by these efforts, but was not herself a 

mother, and argued for a deeper, more inclusive definition of mothers and 

mothering.”  

 

And so, although Mothers are the focus of our celebrations and gratitude today we 

are also talking about everyone who has cared (or maybe still cares) for us and 

nurtures and protects us.  

 

What about grandfathers, fathers and uncles, godfathers who often do exactly the 

same thing ? 

 

 
1 https://blogs.bl.uk/digitisedmanuscripts/2017/03/the-medieval-origins-of-mothering-sunday.html 



What about doctors, nurses, police officers, soldiers, teachers and all the other people 

who help to look after us and keep us safe? I emphasised doctors and nurses. But 

right now we could also include supermarket staff, postal workers and delivery 

drivers. 

And last but not least, what about our Mother Church – here, right here in the Midi-

Pyrenees and Aude, or to be more up to date – the Occitanie. Not the buildings of 

course – they are all closed – but US – the living, breathing Church. 

And when we think about sacrificial love, it is not about male or female, but about the 

nature of the love we receive as God’s children. 

 

In this morning’s readings we have heard about two mothers in the Bible who suffer 

terrible personal experiences for the love of their children. 

 

Firstly, we heard about Hannah who had prayed for the gift of a child and her prayer 

was answered. In Alet we followed this story a couple of years ago. Hannah had 

waited a long, long time and when she prayed at the Temple she had further 

promised that her son would be consecrated and offered to the service of God for his 

whole life. And that son was, of course, Samuel – destined to become of the greatest 

prophets of the Old Testament, who would anoint both Saul and then David as Kings 

of Israel. But Hannah had to let Samuel go to serve in the Temple and only saw him 

rarely. 

 

Then we heard how Mary had to stand at the foot of the Cross and watch her beloved 

son die a terrible death – the son for whom she had already made great personal 

sacrifices to raise and nurture. 

 

As we will see in only a couple of weeks, Jesus did that for ALL of us. He loved us all 

so much that he was willing to die for us. Doesn’t that make him one of the greatest, 

if not the greatest mother ever ? 

 

  



Look at this painting 

 

 

 
This is The Hen, one of an unfinished series of 40 paintings planned by the British 

Artist Stanley Spencer to portray the 40 days of Lent. This one was painted in about 

1954. In it Christ’s body encircles the mother hen and her chicks, affording them 

protection.  But is also pondering them.  One little chick peeks out at the world from 

under its mother’s wing, another pecks at the ground and yet another emerges from 

under Christ’s garment.    



This painting is inspired by Christ’s lament over Jerusalem recorded in both Matthew 

and Luke, declaring “How often have I desired to gather your children together as a 

mother gathers her brood under her wings” ( Mt 23: 37)  His longing is like the desire 

of a parent, to keep a family together   

 

This idea of God’s love as maternal goes back a long way.  The pelican who fed her 

own blood to her young was a symbol of Christ for early Christians. In Chapter 60 of 

her “Revelations of Divine Love” the medieval scholar Julian of Norwich describes 

Christ’s love in terms of a mother’s love for her children but says Christ tells us in his 

love for us that “If I could suffer more, I would suffer more.” ” 

 

But, you know, life is not always as perfect as the ‘chocolate box’ vision of the 

commercial version of Mother’s Day. Sometimes relationships can be difficult, and 

Mothering Sunday may be very sad for some. This includes people whose mothers are 

no longer alive. Mothers who feel inadequate, worried, and fearful for their children. 

Mothers whose children have died. People who did not have a good relationship with 

their mothers. People who live a long way from their mothers or whose families have 

broken up. People who are very worried about the health of their mothers at this 

time. And women who would like to have been, or who would like to be, mothers. We 

need to be aware of these things and support and pray for people who may be 

struggling. 

For anyone listening for whom this day is difficult, let me remind you that there is a 

bigger family to which you belong - a family in which we all can feel ourselves loved 

and affirmed. The family of all Christians everywhere, and the close family of our 

Church here in Midi Pyrenees and Aude. 

And finally, as we continue to navigate these choppy and uncharted waters in our 

individual boats, we need more than ever to use our all of our mothering skills to 

keep a lookout and care for each other in all the other boats sailing alongside us. 

 

In that way, hopefully, we will all safely reach the other side of the storm. 

 

Amen 

 


