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Sermon for May 9, 2021—“Mother Is the Name for God...” 
Sixth Sunday of Easter, Mother’s Day, Year B—Texts: Isaiah 49:13-16; Matt. 20:20-28 

In all of the created order, mothers are unique. They are teachers. They are 

disciplinarians. They are cleaning ladies. Some mothers are gardeners and mowers of 

lawns and most mothers understand that baking cookies, (in my mom’s case, pizzelle’s 

and biscotti) is more important than washing windows—although for my mom, only 

slightly more. Mom was a queen of clean. 

Mothers are nurses and doctors, psychologists and counselors, chauffeurs and coaches. 

Mothers are developers of personalities, molders of vocabularies, shapers of attitudes. 

Mothers are soft voices saying, “I love you.”  

There’s a Jewish proverb that tells us, “God could not be everywhere, therefore he 

created mothers.” There’s an Arabic proverb that tells us, “Heaven is at the feet of 

Mothers.” William Makepeace Thackeray wrote, “Mother is the name for God on the lips 

and hearts of little children.” And so, mothers are a link to God. Mothers are a child’s 

first impression of God’s love. Mothers are all of these things and much, much more.  

Erma Bombeck tells of the day that God created mothers. On that day, God had worked 

long overtime. An angel said to Him, “Lord, you sure are spending a lot of time on this 

one.” God turned and said, “Have you read the specs?  

“She’s supposed to be completely washable, but not plastic. She’s to have 180 moving 

parts, all of them replaceable. She’s to have a kiss that will heal everything from a broken 

leg to a broken heart, and six pairs of hands.” “Six pairs of hands!” said the angel, “that’s 

impossible!” “Not for me, but that’s not the problem,” said God.  

“The problem is the three pairs of eyes. She’s supposed to have one pair that sees through 

closed doors and around corners and another pair in the back of her head so she’ll always 

knows when her kids are doing what they’re not supposed to be doing. Plus, a pair right 

in front that can look at a child that just goofed and communicate love and understanding 

without saying a word.” 

“That’s too much,” said the angel, you can’t put all that in one model. Why don’t you get 

some rest and finish tomorrow?” “I can’t,” said God. “I’m close to creating someone a lot 

like myself. I’ve already come up with a model who can heal herself when she’s sick, 

feed a family of six with one pound of hamburger and persuade a 9-year old to take a 

shower.”  

Then the angel looked at the model of motherhood a little more closely and said, “She’s 

too soft.” “She’s tougher than she looks,” said God. “You’d be surprised at how much 

this mother can do.” “Can she think?” asked the angel. “Not only can she think,” said 

God, but she can reason, compromise and persuade.” Then the angel reached over and 

touched her cheek. “This one has a leak,” he said. “I told you you couldn’t put that much 

in one model.” “That’s not a leak,” said God, “that’s a tear.” “What’s a tear for?” asked 

the angel. “Well, it’s for joy, sadness, disappointment and pride.” “You’re a genius,” said 

the angel. God said, “I know—but I didn’t put it there.” 
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Maybe with all this in mind, we can better understand Mrs. Zebedee, the mother of James 

and John. James and John had been nicknamed “Boanerges” by Jesus, which means, sons 

of thunder, and they were sons of a man named Zebedee. Now, Mrs. Zebedee (as we will 

refer to her), was aware of Jesus’ teachings about the kingdom. She was also very aware 

that her sons, James and John, were close to Him. They were two-thirds of the inner 

circle of Peter, James, and John. So she was certain that when the Lord formed His 

kingdom, they’d have positions of responsibility and authority.  

But earlier in this same chapter, Jesus tells a story that must’ve disturbed her. It was a 

story about a landowner who went out to find laborers early in the morning. They agreed 

upon a fair day’s wage and started working. Then at noon he went out and found more 

and they started working. Still later in the day, he did the same thing. Yet, when the 

landowner paid them at the end of the day they all received the same wage. It must’ve 

caused Mrs. Zebedee to wonder: “Will my sons really have positions of authority in the 

Lord’s new kingdom?”  

So when the opportunity presented itself she came to the Lord. Matthew says that she 

bowed before Him and made this request, “Declare that these two sons of mine will sit, 

one at your right hand and one at your left in your kingdom.” Now, we might very well 

criticize Ma Zebedee for her presumptuousness. But since today is Mother’s Day, maybe 

we ought to cut her a little slack and take a closer look at her. We ought to recognize that 

when she came to Jesus, Jesus neither granted nor denied her request. He simply 

reminded her of the cost involved in being seated on either side of Him and that it’s the 

Father who determines the seating arrangements. So, what’re some of the good things 

about Mrs. Zebedee?  

Well, first of all, she came to the Lord praying that her sons might be a part of His 

Kingdom. Can a mother have a more important job than that? To seek to ensure that your 

children are a part of God’s Kingdom? I think not. I mean—many mothers pray. Some, 

out of necessity. Some, out of sheer frustration. Those who are parents themselves know 

that it can be frustrating. That it can be alternately filled with joy and sadness. Sometimes 

your kids make you so proud you could just burst. Other times, well, not so much.  

But what good is it if our kids are successful: driving nice cars, making lots of money and 

living in nice houses, but don’t know God? What does it matter if they gain the whole 

world but lose their souls? While not a parent myself, I think it’s safe to say that being a 

parent isn’t easy. And I’m fairly certain that being my mother wasn’t easy.  

But Mrs. Zebedee gives us a valuable example, because she prayed earnestly that her 

sons would be a part of His kingdom. We need that same concern for our children. I hope 

that in the heart of every parent listening right now is a desire, more than that—a 

burning—to go before God and pray for your children; pray that they’ll not only know 

about God, but that they’ll have a relationship with God. Not a bad place to start. 

The second thing about Mrs. Zebedee is that she not only prayed that her sons would be a 

part of His kingdom, but that they’d be actively involved in it. Because it’s not enough 

to just “be saved.” Lots of folks are content just to fill a pew on Sunday mornings. 

Churches are full of people who’re willing to sit back and receive the blessings, but there 

are far too few that get involved in doing any of the real work of the church.  
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Okay, so where does the spirit of service begin? Well, it begins at home. It begins with 

parents setting the example and praying that their sons and daughters might be involved 

in the work of the kingdom. Not just at church on Sundays, but in their daily lives as 

well; that they might be the ones to bring others into the church, so that it would continue 

on until Jesus comes again. Mrs. Zebedee prayed that her children would be actively 

involved in the work of His kingdom—and we must do the same. 

The third thing about Mrs. Zebedee is that she had high hopes and big plans for her boys. 

I like that. She didn’t just pray that James and John would be doorkeepers. Nope—she 

wanted them on either side of Jesus. When you’re working in a kingdom there’re no 

higher positions than those on either side of the King and that’s what she wanted for her 

sons. As I said, we may consider Mrs. Zebedee brash and presumptuous, but I admire her 

boldness.  

Too often we’ve settled for mediocrity in the church. For too long we’ve been content 

with just barely making it here every week. As I alluded to earlier, for too long we’ve 

been content to sit back and let things happen. It’s time for some of us to take our 

positions on the right and left hand; to become leaders, molding and fashioning the 

outreach and ministry of our church. It’s time to strive for excellence to reach for the very 

best there is. It’s time to be what God calls us to be. And what exactly is it that God calls 

us to be? We’re to bear good fruit—fruit that lasts. We’re to be disciples effective 

laborers in his kingdom.  

Earlier, Erma Bombeck had God say, as he was creating a mother, “I’m close to creating 

something very much like myself.” I suppose that’s why today is so very special, because 

we recognize that a mother’s love might be the closest example we have to God’s love. 

It’s a love that goes through the valley of the shadow of death to bring life into being. It’s 

a love that sacrifices itself over and over again, even daring to lay down its life for its 

own offspring. 

The story is told of the Rosenberg family during the Holocaust. A true story. Tragic, but 

true. Solomon Rosenberg, his wife, their two sons and his mother and father were 

arrested and sent to a Nazi concentration camp. There, the rules were simple: “As long as 

you can work, you’ll live. When you become too weak to work, then you are 

exterminated.” Rosenberg watched as his parents were dragged off to their deaths and he 

knew his youngest son David, who’d always been frail, would be next. Every evening, 

Rosenberg came back into the barracks after his hours of labor and searched for the faces 

of his family. When he found them, they’d huddle together and embrace one another, 

thanking God for another day of life.  

One day Rosenberg came back and didn’t see those familiar faces. He finally saw his 

oldest son Joshua, alone in a corner, huddled, weeping, and praying. He said, “Joshua, 

tell me it’s not true.” Joshua turned and said, “It’s true, poppa. Today David wasn’t 

strong enough to do his work. So they came for him.” “But where is your mother?” asked 

Mr. Rosenberg. “Oh poppa,” he said, “when they came for David, he was afraid and he 

began to cry. “Momma said, “‘There’s nothing to be afraid of David. ‘I’ll go with you.’ 

Then, she took his hand and went with him.” That is motherhood.  
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And so, Mothers, as much as it is God’s day, it is also yours. May God bless you in it. At 

the same time, I recognize and appreciate the fact that the word “mother,” doesn’t have 

the same meaning for everyone and I pray that if there’s someone here who’s never 

experienced the love of a mother, that you will understand something that is absolutely 

crucial. It is this, and here, brothers and sisters, is the thing: It is as our reading from 

Isaiah reminds us that even though a woman may forget her nursing child or may show 

no compassion for the child, God will never forget us. Let me say that again: God will 

never forget us. Never. Ever. 

If you’ve ever felt that you’ve had to walk alone through the valley of the shadow of 

death, I pray that you’ll recognize that there’s a hand reaching out to you—a hand upon 

whose palm your name is inscribed. And I pray that you recognize that the One who’s 

hand it is, is the One who’s already gone through the valley for you; the One who’s made 

it possible for you to live forever; the One who says, “My child—there’s nothing to be 

afraid of. I’ll go with you.”  

The hand—of course—belongs to Jesus. It won’t be hard to recognize because of the scar 

it bears. And he extends his hand—his loving invitation—in much the same way that a 

mother opens the doors of her home and welcomes her children home again. He has 

extended it to us. Christ is risen. Thanks be to God—Christ is risen indeed 

Amen and amen. 

 


