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For those of you that Mother’s Day is difficult my 
thoughts and prayers are with you. I can only 
imagine what it must be like because I have always 
been safe in my homes. Please if you are in an 
abusive relationship—reach out to those who can 
help. Let me know—I’ll connect you. God doesn’t 
want us in abusive relationships. I believe God 
wants all the people of the world to be loved and 
safe. I recognize that some of UCCNB’s parishioners 
will not be with us today because it is too painful.  

It is painful for those who will never have children--
-for those who have had children die-or been in 
accidents—for those who are estranged from their 
children. It is painful for people who have been 
abandoned by there mothers—through death, 
divorce, mental or physical illness, or by just 
walking away—or abused by their mothers or not 
protected from abuse by their mothers. And when 
we praise the family and are only talking about 
mom, dad and 2.5 children it is painful for single 
parent families—mom alone or dad alone---for 
children who are being raised by their 
grandparents—sometimes for blended, adopted or 
foster families.  

Then there are those who are not enjoying 
parenting or are feeling inept at parenting and 
maybe feeling guilt or bad about it—I’m not talking 
about abuse here—just the everyday struggles—
some exacerbated by the pandemic. Just about 
every parent has been there. I remember the days I 
mumbled to myself—next time I go through life I’m 
going without children. And inept---there’s nothing 
more important that we do than raise our children 
and our only teachers are our parents.  How often 
have we said—I’ll never parent my children that 
way? I’ll never do that to my kids? And how often 
have we listened in amazement as those same 
words came out of our mouths. Inept—we’ve all 
been there. 

And estranged relationships—adult, young adult or 
child, any one of us at this moment may be mad at 
mom—I told my daughters one day when they 

were mad at me that mom stood for “mean old 
mother.” We may feel we’ve let our mom or dad 
down, or may have lied to them—something that 
makes the relationship estranged—not what it 
should be and Mother’s Day makes us feel bad.  

So, Mother’s Day is a balancing act—trying to 
acknowledge the complexity of families—the pain 
and the hardship—the loss and the anger that exits 
within many families and at the same time 
celebrate and honor those relationships—those 
times in our relationships within the family that are 
worth celebrating.  

However, when it’s all said and done, Mother’s Day 
is as much about children as it is about those who 
parent. Several years ago I was asked what my 
greatest accomplishment was. By this time I had 
served in the North Dakota legislature—I had two 
master’s degrees—I’d sold a million dollars worth 
of college textbooks in one year—I’d traveled to 
various parts of the world and when asked this 
question without thinking I said, “My greatest 
accomplishment is that I’m friends with my two 
adult daughters.” I think I was as surprised as the 
person asking the question. But as I thought about 
it I gave the right answer for me.  

There is nothing we do that’s more important than 
raising our children. I truly believe there is nothing 
more important than the birthing, nurturing and 
caring of God’s creation—all of God’s creation—all 
of the children of the world—whoever we are, 
however we find ourselves providing the care and 
nurturance of the world’s children. Whether it is in 
our daily lives or like this story as told to me by my 
daughter Carrie who heard it at a Holly Near 
concert.  

Holly Near was in New York City walking and 
enjoying the feel of the city with its variety of 
people, its diverse culture—its unique energy. 

In front of her was a family: a mom, a dad and two 
children. The youngest child was a girl around 



three years old and she was having trouble keeping 
up. The dad kept turning around, yelling at here to 
“keep up”, though she was going as fast as those 
three-year-old legs could go. Finally losing 
patience, the dad turned around and hit her. 

Now, Holly wanted to say something. She thought, 
“Holly, you have done interventions, you need to 
advocate for this child.” But she let the moment 
pass and said nothing.  

Suddenly she began to hear the words of a street 
singer on the corner. He was an African American 
man, complete with dreadlocks and he was singing. 
“Don’t hit the baby! Don’t hit the baby, don’t hit 
the baby man! I said, I said I said don’t hit the 
baby.”  

And everyone on that street heard the words and 
knew and the dad of the little girl heard and knew--
-and Holy thought “Yes, Thank-you.” 

I can imagine the moment—tense, electrifying, life 
giving. We are called to keep our children safe—all 
the children of the world. Who are we in the 
story—probably everyone? We are like Holly when 
we see a wrong and do nothing. We are the dad 
when we hurt our children. We are the mom when 
we don’t protect our children from being hurt. 
We’ve been the little girl, unable to keep up and 
hurt by those who are supposed to keep us safe—
as loving as my parents were, as safe as I felt with 
them, I have a few memories that are painful. And 
as I’ve already confessed, I was not a perfect mom.  

However, we are also the man on the corner. There 
are times when each of us has seized the 
moment—taken a risk—been brave—been open to 
the power of God’s spirit and we have kept our 
children safe—we have taken risks—we have been 
brave—even audacious and persistent—you as 
individuals and you as a community of faith. 

Like the woman in today’s scripture—the 
Syrophonecian mother. She argued with Jesus and 
won the argument so that her child would be 
healthy and safe. The audacity—Jesus was an 
important rabbi. Jesus was tired. Jesus had had a 
long day and wanted to be alone. We all have days 
like that—we’ve just had it—we’re over-peopled. 
This mother got past those protecting Jesus and 

asked for healing for her daughter who was 
demon-possessed. When the disciples realized 
what she was doing they tried to get rid of her—
just another pesky woman. But she was persistent 
and asked Jesus again. This time he said to her, 
“Helping you would be like throwing crumbs to the 
dog for I have come for the lost sheep of Israel.” 
Yes, I know scholars have turned themselves inside 
out to put a good spin on this—so that Jesus looks 
good—but I like the theory that he was just tired.   

The mother didn’t give up she argued with him—
argued with Jesus. She said, “That may be true, but 
the dogs do get their fill as well.” He must have 
admired her faith, her audacity, her persistence for 
he brought healing to her daughter.  

A quick look at the gospel of Mark shows that there 
was no reason to not cure this little girl. True, she 
was a foreigner, her daughter had demons and she 
was a woman approaching a rabbi—this was 
forbidden in that day. However, earlier in the 
gospel in chapter 5 he had cured Jairus’ daughter. 
Jairus was a leader in the Synagogue. Earlier in the 
gospel, still chapter 5 he drove the demons into the 
pigs, and cured a person with demons who was a 
foreigner. Still in chapter 5 Jesus had cured a 
woman a woman who was unaccompanied by a 
male family member, who was bleeding, who snuck 
up and touched the hem of his robe. He healed the 
hemorrhaging woman.  

Jesus had no excuse—except that he was tired. The 
woman, like the street singer, grabbed the moment 
and brought healing into God’s creation. Jesus was 
pushed into a relationship with this woman, but he 
lived into the moment and honored it and through 
it new life was created for all of them. 

There is great healing needed in the world—
throughout God’s creation, the pandemic has 
shown the world its weaknesses—in structures 
with the capabilities to care for the world’s people, 
in supplies getting manufactured and where they 
need to be, in responsibility—who’s responsible for 
what, the economics with the high unemployment 
and more. And in the midst of it all where is the 
safety of the children—keeping them safe—all the 
children of the world. Don’t we have a 
responsibility to be audacious and persistent—to 



be bold and courageous as we live as God’s people 
and keep the children safe.  

We start in our homes with our families—
recognizing that like Jesus we’re going to have bad 
relationships days. However, if bad relationships, 
abusive relationships are the norm within our 
families or families, we are close to then we have a 
responsibility to intervene—to metaphorically sing 
loudly on the street corner “don’t hit the baby.”    

None of us can fix the world and we aren’t called 
by God to do so. We are called to do our part.  How 
can this church be part of giving new life, nurturing 
and caring for the hurting children and those who 
are parenting them throughout the world? Your 
monthly offerings, your work with immigrants, 
your solar panels, your making masks, in so many 
ways we are—how else can we?  

Theology out of the domestic—a safe domestic 
place. This theology, this way of looking at God, our 
relationship with God and with each other includes 
birthing, creating, nurturing, persisting, being 
patient, providing, protecting, healing, being 
whole, teaching, educating, valuing setting 
boundaries, being compassionate and caring, being 
honest, trusting, providing safety and loving, above 
all loving. What would the world look like if all 
people of faith—all faiths—understood God to be 
in relationship with us in this way and that God is 
calling us to be in relationship with all of creation in 
this way as well. What would it mean if all people 
of faith took those things we say we value in the 
home into the world and lived in the world with 
these same values? What if this way of thinking 
was the norm, rather than the exception? 

Wherever and however we can let us celebrate this 
day as we remember and honor the men and 
women who have parented us, and say thanks to 
those who helped us parent—spouses, partners, 
grandparents, relatives, neighbors, friends, older 
children. May we keep in our prayers those for 
whom this is not a day to celebrate. Let us as a 
community of faith acknowledge both the joy and 
the pain that surrounds this day. As we partner 
with God to care for God’s creation, let us have the 
boldness of the street singer, the audacity and 
persistence of the Syrophonecian mother and the 

love and compassion of Jesus who said, “Let the 
children come to me” for this is what the good 
news is all about, that we love and seek justice for 
those among us who are the most vulnerable. 
Amen 
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