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 Welcome to Worship and Happy Mother’s Day! Visit us online at 

www.firstchristiangoldsboro.org  for several videos posted by 9:00 AM each 

Sunday: our Sermon, “Making Room,” our Old Testament and Epistle  Readings 

by Elders, Our Gospel Lectionary Reading, “John 14:1-14, a Spoken Word 

Communion Meditation in honor of Mother’s Day, “To Those Who Still and 

Stir,” and our Communion Service. 

 

We also invite you to view our Youth, Young Adult and Their Families on our 

National Day of Prayer Video which was posted Thursday night. 

  

   Weekly Conference Calls every Sunday at 9:45 AM and every Wednesday 

at 6:45 PM.  Here is all you do: Dial 712-770-5505 and then wait for 

instructions to enter access code, which is 300904# 

 

                                                       “Making Room” 
  Today our Gospel lectionary draws back to God’s house where there are so 

many rooms and plenty of room, and since today is Mother’s Day, I want to 

celebrate all the women in my life and yours who knew how to make room in 

more ways than we could imagine. 

I celebrate all the women who made room for us in their bodies, carrying us for 

nine months, sometimes at great sacrifices to them and caring us for many more 

years after. 

I celebrate all the women who not only made room for us in their homes and 

hearts, but who showed us there is always more room than we might imagine.  I 
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invite you this morning to remember those women who made room for you. Who 

were they? I learned this lesson in many ways from my father’s mother, Emma 

Wisianna, who lived next to us on the farm with a garden between us. It was not 

unusual for a passerby, family or not, to drop by her old country house, red-faced 

and weary, for a cup of water -colder than it’s possible to imagine -that 

grandmama poured from a glass jar that used to hold orange juice which she kept 

in what she referred to as her ice box, reminiscent of earlier days when 

refrigeration consisted of storing perishables in a box with a large block of ice! 

Those visitors had usually been working in the hot, dusty field and may have 

carried their own water from home, but it was never as cool as they could get at 

“Aunt Rosie’s” as she was often called. They knew where to come for the refuge 

of some refreshment when they were languishing and usually just knocked on the 

screen or gave the farm bell a ring. (In the country, you usually just headed in a house 

after that, calling out, “hello”).  If it was dinner time, they were invited to pull up a 

chair and often did. An older lady from my days in Georgia once said that if no 

extra person found their way to her table every day, it was a missed opportunity 

to enlarge family. Grandmother knew how to provide room for the overheated, 

over-weary and offered them a moment to slow down. I can’t say I enjoyed every 

drink of water she provided, especially the ones following our twice-yearly doses 

of castor oil. But I will concede that was  also another way to make room! In the 

coldest day of winters, she knew how to make room for fresh air, opening every 

door and window. My grandmother understood her running water was a luxury not 

everyone had and one she had not always enjoyed. Some without running water 

were grateful to use her wringer washer on her back porch.  Dressed out in her 

purple straw hat with green garden hose in hand, she provided an oasis to rows 

and rows of cabbage, squash, cucumbers, onion, purple butter beans, lettuce, and 

was happy to rinse off both the dusty legs of children and tomatoes for them to 

eat. Her spirit and hard work hydrated the body and the sprit.  And so, I 

celebrate her today and the legacy of millions of women toting jars across miles 

of parched pieces of earth all over the globe, women who could only dream of 

having a pump house. She joins millions of women who dipped rags in water to cool 

the hot brows of those they loved. She taught me to look for those who need 

refreshing, whether they are blood kin or not, and her legacy reminds me of a 

student who went from foster home to foster home and remembered one special 



grandmother figure who kept her for years until her health finally failed. This 

student’s life and this woman inspired her to prepare for a career helping foster 

children. I wrote this in honor of that student and that grandmother: 

“Get your belongings,” she said. 

Tears winding down her wrinkled face in drops rushing down the crevices of her cheeks until 

they dropped from her chin to the hands that had washed my clothes and me, stitched quilts 

that covered me from cold nightmares, prepared my food and then fed me when I was too small 

and weak to hold a spoon. 

“Get your belongings,” she choked. 

Barely ninety and barely there, her health was gone, the nearest thing to a mother or 

grandmother I would ever know, and I had to go 

To another home. 

“Get your belongings,” she said, “but I knew better.” 

 Even though I would leave her house and maybe never see her again, 

I had my belongings. I belonged to her and to the God she  

Fleshed out for me in the years I had found life with her. 

 I belonged to the God she read about, listened to, prayed to, pleaded with, cried with, thanked, 

shook her fist at, laughed with 

I belonged to a community which I couldn’t leave by leaving a neighborhood. 

I belonged to the earth and every place designed by our creator to hold us all together. 

All designed so we might hold on to each other, seed, stalk, leaf, flower root, wood, flower, 

beast, tree, water, wind, land, folk who are red, brown, tan, caramel, mocha, black, yellow, 

amber, white. 

All designed to hold on to each other. 

And I knew something more: even if no one on the earth wanted me, I still belonged. 

  I belonged to every child, lost and scared out there 

And I knew I would spend my life telling each one so, 

All those who would hear what I heard more than once 

“Get your belongings.” 

 

Who are your Emma Wisiannas? The ones who made room, offering refuge for 

your weary bodies. Who are the ones who taught you there is always room for one 

more?  Who were your wells of refreshment in dry places? 

A second woman in my life taught me about making room was my mother’s mother, 

Carrie. I told Carey the first thing I loved about him was his name, though they 

spelled their names differently. Carrie lost her first husband, my mother’s father, 

when he was 47 and she was 45, when her youngest child was only 6. She was a 

slight woman, but a strong one, and had the charming habit of calling all children 

“son.” It may sound odd, but from her mouth, it was endearing. I learned from her 



how to make something out of nothing. Leftovers, though they were few when all 

of us were done, were an amazing opportunity for Carrie. If there was a dab of 

this or that, a few wildflowers growing at the edge of the yard, an old piece of 

material, you would hear her whisper, “we’ll make something of this.” Like our 

Creator who saw what could come of some leftover dust, she had vision and 

imagination. Old trim and socks became new dolls. Some forsaken thread became a 

cross stitch.  If the pot wasn’t full enough to go around, she just extended it. I 

thank God that her legacy lives on in the earth in her youngest daughter, Barbara, 

my Aunt Bobbie, who is still living. I shared with you in a meditation that my aunt 

has always called all small, fragile things “Pigeon,” and still knows how to gather all 

of our family under her wing like a mother bird would gather her young to herself.  

So today, I celebrate all those who those got up early and toiled late “preparing” 

food to eat, beds to sleep in, clothes to wear. I celebrate women of faith, Disciple 

women, who showed up long before others came to church laying out vestments, 

spreading tables, preparing worship tables.  I celebrate those who came before to 

make the after possible.  Carrie also knew how to make room in more precious 

ways. Her home was always an emotional refuge, a place to run to. In John 14, 

Jesus asks his listeners to trust him: “if it were not true, would I have told you 

that I go to prepare a place for you?” I thank God for families who truly trust one 

another. We celebrate those who would not tell us things if they were not true. 

When my grandmother Carrie remarried a caring man, who loved her I believe just 

as much as he loved chitlins and 15-layer chocolate cakes, she moved across from 

the school I attended. She was the heart I could come home to many days when 

my mother was sick.  Carrie never learned to drive and never wanted to. She was 

that peaceful sanctuary, that invitation to stay put for a while. One of her sayings 

was, “sometimes you just have to let things be.” Whatever took a bite out of you – 

whether it was those huge ,Southern mosquitoes or that sharp word – were better 

left alone, she would say. I wrote this to honor her memory: 

 Sometimes you just have to let things be!  

Thank you for letting me be 

On today, off tomorrow. 

A whole greater than the sum of my parts. 

Garrulous and silent, 

A stew of many flavors 

And an unremarkable morsel of bread. 



Thank you for letting me be 

transparent here, 

Opaque there, 

Timid and fearless 

Racing like a rabbit one moment 

And buried in the earth like a stone the next. 

Thank you for letting me be 

A plaintive note 

And a rousing symphony. 

Lost and found, 

Empty and full, 

Receiving and giving, 

Knowing and wondering, 

A flower in full bloom, 

And a dormant seed who believes in greenness before I see it, 

A night that sometimes longs for light, 

And a day that knows how to ache for the shadow. 

A soul that loves the warm wrap of skin, 

 And a chilly bone that needs the fire of spirit. 

Thank you for letting me be here with you, 

And may we always remain with the One who 

Breathed his breath in us to let each of us…Be. 

 

Who are the Carries or Barbaras in your life – the ones who brought harmony and 

balance, offering emotional refuge and safe space?  We celebrate them today.  

The third woman who taught me how to make room was my mother, this incredibly 

hard working and selfless woman who always put others first. Her saying was, 

“This too shall pass,” and she learned that from suffering through several 

challenges in her life. Henri Nouwen wrote in The Wounded Healer that no one can 

lead you out of the desert who has not been there. She had been there, and God 

showed her the way out. She was a nurse by training and many shared how she 

took extra time to listen to their fears and calm their misgivings. When Laura was 

3 and Carolyn 4 ½, Carey was deployed to Saudi Arabia in Desert Shield for over 8 

months. Usually all three of us girls would end up in our three quarters bed, not 

quite a full size, in one pile. One day, a truck pulled up with mama and the amazing 

man she married some years after my father died, bringing a king size bed. If you 

complimented anything mama was wearing, you could find it on your table when she 

left. That’s who she was. Because of the series of challenges she faced, she 

helped me understand that all the rooms we prepare or empty and fill or clean or 



rearrange or offer, all the food we prepare, would never be all we really need. Our 

mothers might nurture us with undying devotion, but like “newborn infants,” the 

writer of I Peter writes, we long for the pure, spiritual milk,” so that we may 

“grow into salvation.” That is the legacy we must pass on, the gift of sharing God’s 

grace so that all may “taste and see that the Lord is good.” 

Our legacy is to encourage our children and grandchildren and others to come to  

the Christ who sacrificed his life so that we would have a room with God in the 

house built from his own body, his own sacrifice, that “living stone rejected by 

mortals, yet chosen and precious in God’s sight.” Spiritual legacies are the only 

sure and lasting inheritance we leave our families. Several years ago, I had the 

honor of officiating at the funeral of a dear friend and prayer partner. There 

were four of us who regularly gathered and prayed and as three of us gathered 

around our friend’s bed to hear her last words to us, here is what she said, 

“Sisters, you know that the greatest gift you could give me now is to continue to 

pray for my family.”  And so, we have. Those would be my last words to those who 

pray with me now: “continue to lift up my family.” The longer we live, the larger 

our family becomes ,for it expands to include more than blood kin. All those 

listening today, let’s  covenant always to do that, while we are on the earth and 

when we have gone to the place Jesus has prepared.  Let’s covenant to pray for 

our families now and long after we have left the earth. In the last hours of my 

mother’s life at Kitty Askins, we were alone, and I sang her favorite songs all 

night. I could feel her spirit harmonizing even though I could not hear them. I 

have shared with you before that just before she died, she was panting as a 

woman in labor would before giving birth and as I shared this with God, I heard 

God whisper, “and Penny would you like to watch me birth her into my heart?” 

“That would be a joy,” I said.  As I waited, the words of Julian of Norwich whirled 

in my head; “Jesus’ wounds,” she believed, have become “our womb.” Pain that 

seems so futile can be transformed into the pangs of fresh beginnings. In 

“Revelations of Divine Love,” she wrote, “Like one giving birth, Jesus bears us into 

joy and eternal life, taking our flesh, our bodies, into himself (to bliss) and 

birthing us into new life.”  And so, God and I hovered over my mom until the beat 

of her heart was lost in her creator’s  and her breath danced back to the one who 

had always shared it.   



 Just as she birthed me, I had the privilege to watch her new birth into that place 

Jesus had prepared for her. It’s all a circle, with God at the center and 

circumscribing all the room in middle. 

Today we celebrate all in our lives who made room in their bodies, in the hearts, in 

their homes for us, who made room for family who didn’t know they were family or 

could be family. Today we celebrate all the women who showed us how God made 

room for us. The loving power enlivening all these women and all of us is the God 

who made room for us. In Wonderland where I grew up, we all attended each 

other’s revivals, homecomings, VBS and special services. On many nights, fanning 

ourselves with those funeral home fans, we heard the Word of life broken open 

and one of the melodies we often sang was “Room at the Cross” -“There’s room at 

the Cross for you; there’s room at the Cross for you; though millions have come, 

there’s still room for one, there’s room at the Cross for you.” 

“Home is that place where when you go there, they have to take you in,” Robert 

Frost wrote in his poem, Death of a Hired Man. The truth is, we always have the 

choice to make room. God chose to make room for us, and that same creative love 

expands our hearts so that we have an enormous capacity to be a home and refuge 

for others. Thank you God, for those women who became places of physical, 

emotional, and spiritual refuge for us, leading us to the God who can make 

something out of some leftover dirt, the God who births us on the earth and 

beyond, so that where he is, we may be also.  

 

Prayers of the Parish:  God, we praise you our mothers today. We thank you for giving us life 

and for blessing us with the opportunity to be birthed into your kingdom. We ask you to heal those 

who are sick, recovering, awaiting treatments, waiting for test results. Let us pray to the Lord, 

remembering the following and our unspoken requests: 

 
Grace Price, Eloise Kleinert, Mary Ethel Lewis, Kathy and G. A. Spain, June Anderson, Willie and Faye 

Rogers, Rick Rogers (Faye & Willie Rogers' son), John and Becky Selzer, Teenie Wilson, Rebecca Daniels, 

Mary Ellen Ham, Lorraine Loch, Val Watkins (Brantley's sister-in-law), the Spain's great granddaughter 

Katie, Molly McEldowney (Sharon Jones' daughter) and her brother, David Reynolds, Robert Strader (June 

Anderson's son-in-law), Jodie Hudson, Eddie Stewart,  Linda Hilburn, Lee Summerlin, Gary Bartlett, Bill 

Smith, Gordon Aycock (friend of June Anderson), Chuck Allen, and the Kleinert Family, Family of Dennis 

Horne in the death of his Aunt Linda Sides and Family of Ruby Santee in the death of her sister, Margaret 

Medlin, Melissa Acres, Mary Anne Cowley 



We ask that you keep us safe from COVID 19 and protect those who have lost their jobs or are 

facing other challenges associated with this. For these, let us pray to the Lord. We ask for wisdom 

and governance for such a time and for those who make decisions that affect so many – our own 

government leaders, CDC, WHO, and support agencies. For these, let us pray to the Lord. We ask 

you hear the requests of all our hearts, spoken and unspoken, (PLEASE name your own at home) 

and we ask all according to your will, covered by your grace and mercy and in the Name of Jesus, 

Amen. 

 

Communion (You may pick up individual communion packs at the entry table at the parking lot 

entrance Mondays from 10 to 12 or Tuesdays from 10 to 12 or use your own bread and juice at 

home. You may also drop off your offerings at that time) 

 

Communion Meditation in Honor of Those who Stir and Still  (available as a separate video) 

Here’s to the God in you that stirs and stills, 

Here’s to the God in you that finds a way to bring warmth by igniting the spiritual flame under and over 

and all around that kettle and that pan and that pot to feed the world. 

Here’s to our ancient mothers who took the heat in places all over the world embroiled in hate and while 

others were frying each other with jealousy or greed,  these  women of faith who knew how to stir and 

how to still, how to get things moving and kept things from sticking. 

Here’s to the women created in God’s image who knew when to stir and when to take it off the heat, 

when to keep the lid on and when to take it off. 

Here’s to those women who heard ancient kettles spouting and sputtering, crying and singing, “Come take 

me I’m ready to be poured out into cups, lives deep enough to hold what God will pour in.” 

Here’s to the women who stirred with shells and rocks, sticks and  rods, and stone, who went out into the 

cold shed for fire wood that would make the steam rise and rise, who stirred as their tears fell into 

deep pots, who stirred when their bodies and hearts were  broken and breaking, who stirred for children 

who would grow up  and leave home and for children who it seems will never leave home, who stirred for 

ones who are no longer there to sit and bless and eat, who stirred when they had no stomach, no teeth 

for what they were creating.  Who stirred bowls that would empty before they got a bite? Still God was 

with them and they stirred. 

Here’s to the power of God in us that can stir us and still us, get us moving and slow us down. 

To a God who will move us when God needs to and stop us when God needs to 

To a God whose grace scrapes and scrubs us clean when we have lingered too long over strange fires. 

So here’s to that God and those women of faith whose spoons whirled and whisked, beat, and turned all 

the rich gifts of God’s rich earth, to the ones who listened when God whispered, it’s time to move it off 

the burner, take it out of  the oven, spear it off the grill and let it settle, settle, settle, let it be still, 

let it cool, set, gel, let it be,    here’s to the God, our God, who whispers in our whirling peace be still, let 

it be when we like Martha ,  troubled about many things, 



And when the Great I am whispers, “Let it be, it must just be.” 

Ah, this God who came to Moses in fire knows how to stir and how to still 

How to call us to the heat which will not consume us. 

Ah, this God who knows how to get each part of us moving by the stir of his forgiveness, 

And transforms the texture and substance and flavor of our lives. 

Ah, this God, when our strength is gone and it is too tough to stir, tells us how to put down our spoons 

and knead with our knuckles, how to rise like living bread, without being puffed up. 

Ah, This God shows us how to stir, how to still, how to add living water when we’re parched, burned out, 

and stuck; how to share pots and hearts that are so full they bubble over and how to draw and share all 

that nourishing life forth to places of emptiness. 

So, take up your spoon, giving thanks to the God who stirs and stills and shows us how to pick it up, turn 

it round, put it down, and spread it round. 

 

Preparing the Lord’s Table with Our Offerings –  Let us prepare the Lord’s Table with our 

Offerings.  Thank you for your faithfulness in sharing your offerings during this time. You may 

drop them by the church office from 10 to 12 on Monday or Tuesday of each week, by calling 

Wanda for another time, or by mailing in.  

 

Words of Institution - On the night when he was betrayed, Jesus took the bread and broke it, 

and gave it to his disciples, saying, “This is my Body broken for you. Eat this in remembrance of 

me.”  (COMMUNE)   In the same manner after supper, Jesus took the Cup and when he had blessed 

it, he gave it to his disciples, saying, “This is my blood of a new covenant, poured out for you and 

for many, for the forgiveness of sin. Drink it in remembrance of him.”  (COMMUNE) 

 

Benediction Prayer:  Grateful that we have been loved, we go forth to love, 

                                  Grateful that we have been nurtured, we go forth to nurture. 

                                  Grateful that God made room for us, we go forth to make room for others. 

                                  In Jesus’ name we pray, Amen. 

 

Announcements and Calendar  

Administration on Conference Call Monday, May 11 at 6:45 PM. 

Called Board Meeting on Conference Call Monday, May 18 at 6:45 PM 

Elders on Zoom Thursday, May 28 at 6:45 

 


