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First of all, I want to begin this morning by saying happy Mothers’ Day to all the ladies 

that are with us.  You all are truly blessed.  Yes, you are blessing also, but by staying just that 

you are a blessing limits our relationship to what you do for us rather than who you are to us.  

Whether you are a mother, or hope to be a mother someday, or simply have the gift of 

motherhood within you, God has gifted you to be a special part of creation.  We hope that it is 

truly a very special and wonderful day for you all. 

I recently read a piece entitled, “Mothers, God’s Original Seatbelt.”  Now, if you are over 

40, maybe 45, you know what I am talking about.  Sitting up in the front seat of the car next to 

mom who had that lightning fast right arm that magically appeared across your chest when the 

car had to be brought to an unexpected quick stop.  It was innate within them.  Love at warp 

speed.  It happened so fast that, although I’m not sure about this, it seemed like in our station 

wagon with five active kids in constant motion scattered about within it, she grew four extra 

arms which each grew to the necessary length to pin each child in place before magically 

disappearing, leaving five sets of stunned eyes trying to figure out how she did that.  I guess that 

might have been my imagination, but you know what I mean. 

But it got me wondering…What is motherhood from the child perspective?  What do 

mothers bring to the lives of their children?   

Well, first of all, you get a real life, in the flesh, hero.  A hero that will make the 

dangerous trek to the forbidden zone of the roof in order to retrieve the Frisbee that you 

accidentally put there.  You get the hero who will come out and stand in the middle of the street 

constantly looking both ways to be sure that no cars are coming just so you can jump your bike 

over the makeshift ramp that you and your dad put together out of scraps in the garage.  You get 

a hero that can take a four wheeled method of peddled transportation and turn it into a two 

wheeled speed machine just by taking off a set of training wheels from the back tire.  You get 

someone that can take a large plastic, preformed container and turn it into a summer’s day 

delight by simply adding water, someone who can miraculously remove the gum that has found 

its way into your hair without the loss of too much hair, and can remove any monster from under 

your bed with just a quick glance. 

You also get your own personal doctor and dedicated nurse.  A caregiver and healer who 

can amazingly heal any boo-boo with a simple kiss, can remove any splinter with a quick pull of 

a pair of tweezers, can alleviate any pain with a hug and an ice pack, and can heal a broken heart 

just by being there. 

And you get a teacher.  You get a teacher who can give you an education in psychology, 

nursing, criminal justice, communications, and human relations better than any college or 



2 
 

university.  They teach you things like share everything.  Play fair.  Don't hit people.  Put things 

back where you found them. Clean up your own mess. Don't take things that aren't yours.  Say 

you're sorry when you hurt somebody. Wash your hands before you eat. Flush. Warm cookies 

and cold milk are good for you. Take a nap every afternoon. Be aware of wonder.   

You get someone who is willing to show you right from wrong in order to enable you to 

live life to its fullest.  I mean, if you think about it, wouldn’t the world be a much better place if 

we followed the message contained in the epistle of motherhood and all had cookies and milk 

about 3 o'clock every afternoon and then lay down with our blankies for a nap. 

In mothers, you get a combination trash receptacle and punching bag.  Someone that will 

take into themselves your struggles, and your confusion, and even your rage. 

In the church, we consistently hear that God is love, but when I think of God as love on 

Mothers’ Day it makes me think that, if God’s greatest gift to all of creation is his Son, then it 

seems to me that maybe his second greatest gift of love is motherhood and family.  And the great 

thing is that mothers come in all types, and all shapes and sizes, and all nationalities.  God has 

filled the world with them.  And the God of love through the love of motherhood flows through 

women to their children, and to children who aren’t theirs, and then together to the world as a 

whole.  It goes from generation to generation infusing creation with God’s Love. 

 Erma Bombeck's wrote a little essay some years back called, ‘When God Created 

Mothers.’  This is how it goes: 

"When the good Lord was creating mothers, He was into his sixth day of 'overtime' when 

the angel appeared and said, 'You're doing a lot of fiddling around on this one.' 

And the Lord said, 'Have you read the specs on this order?' 

She has to be completely washable, but not plastic; Have 180 moveable parts...all 

replaceable; Run on black coffee and leftovers; Have a lap that disappears when she stands up; A 

kiss that can cure anything form a broken leg to a broken heart; And six pairs of hands.' 

The angel shook her head slowly and said, 'Six pairs of hands? No way.' 

'It's not the hands that are causing me problems,' said the Lord. 'It's the three pairs of eyes 

that mothers have to have.' 

'That's on the standard model?' asked the angel. 

The Lord nodded. 'One pair that sees through closed doors when she asks, 'What are you 

kids doing in there?' when she already knows. Another here in the back of her head that sees 

what she shouldn't be able to but has to know, and of course the ones here in front that can look 

at a child when he goofs up and say, with that pair of eyes alone, 'I understand and I love you' 

without so much as uttering a word.' 
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'Lord,' said the angel, ‘Take a rest. There is always tomorrow.' 

'No, I can't,' said the Lord, 'I'm so close to creating something so close to myself. Already 

I have one who heals herself when she is sick, and can feed a family of six on one pound of 

hamburger, and can get a nine-year-old boy to stand under a shower.' 

The angel circled the model of the mother very slowly. 'It's too soft,' she sighed. 

'Yeah, but tough!' said the Lord excitedly. 'You cannot imagine what this mother can do 

or endure.' 

'Can it think?' 

'Not only think, but it can reason and compromise,' said the Creator. 

Finally, the angel bent over and ran her finger across the cheek. 'Hold on, there's a leak.'  

'I told you you were trying to put too much into this model.' 

'It's not a leak," said the Lord, 'it's a tear.' 

'What's it for?' 

'It's for joy, sadness, disappointment, pain, loneliness, and pride.' 

'You are a genius,' said the angel. 

The Lord looked somber. 'Yeah maybe, but I didn't put it there.'" 

You know, loving mothers and motherhood are one of God’s greatest creations.  They are 

truly a reflection of God himself.  And there is just one more thing that was installed into that 

mother that God created on that day.  It was the need, an inner need, to protect and nourish their 

children, or any child for that matter, so that they would be able to embrace the true path to the 

fullness of life itself.  They are God’s original seatbelts that protect from danger through love 

and restraint, so that they can show their children the way to life.   

Mothers are undoubtedly a blessing, but maybe even more than that, they are blessed.  

They are blessed by God with a mission that they alone can do.  They are blessed by God for a 

work that they are uniquely created for.  They are blessed by God for all the ways they bring life. 

Happy Mother’s Day, and, from all of us to all of you, thank you. 

Amen 

 


