	[image: image2.jpg]





	
	“Mother’s Day”
A Sermon by

Rev. Shaun Seaman
Date: May 10, 2009



We are people who like to compartmentalize.  It is easier for us to deal with if everything fits nicely into its own little box.  A place for everything and everything in its place!  I think it is in many ways a helpful strategy.  It brings order out of chaos.  It provides for easy access.  It helps us to focus on one thing at a time.  But it has some limitations.  


Our lives are part of a system, a larger picture.  We live in a context.  Our lives affect and are affected by many other things.  There is an intrinsic connectedness to life, and when we compartmentalize, we risk severing the connections, or at least failing to recognize the connections that exists.  Have I totally confused you?


Let me give you an example.  Many of us enjoy participating in sports.  We like the feeling of being active.   But our participating in sports is not an isolated activity.  It impacts on our family and time and energy we have to spend with them.  Often, our athletic activity includes doing active things with them.  Sometimes it does not.  Athletic activity impacts our health.  Sometimes it creates injury.  Sometimes it improves our my health and vitality.  Most of my athletic activity has a social component so we get to know others through my participation in sport.  Their lives influence and impact on ours.  This compartment of our life called athletics cannot be lived in isolation.  It is connected to many other things.


When it comes to a person's spiritual life, or their faith, how often have you heard someone say, “My faith is a private matter”.  It's between me and God”.  I would say to them, “It's not faith you are talking about, it is something else.”  Faith cannot be contained...it impacts every decision we make and every relationship we are part of.  Our faith is connected to everything.


So often, we are not aware of the many events and individuals that influence our faith.  And faith does not happen instantaneously, it is a gradual, evolving process. Our faith takes shape over time -always in the state of 'becoming'. Faith is not an isolated quality in our lives.


  The Book of John talks about Jesus as the vine, and we are branches attached to and growing out of it.  Connected.  Rooted.  “Those who abide in me, and I in them bear much fruit.”  We all live in a context, not a compartment.


Think of someone who you would describe as loving.  It could be a parent, a sibling, a friend, a child, a neighbour.  Know that they are not this way because they grew up in a bubble.  Over time, many people touched their life.  Somehow, God's love worked in and through others, and touched them.  1 John reminds us that we are called to love one another.  It says that God is the source of all love.  If it is love, it comes, ultimately from God.   Human beings are simply conduits for God's love.


On this day known as Christian Family Sunday and in the secular world, Mother's Day, I want to encourage you to take some time, at some point today, to reflect upon your own life and consider how God's love has come to live in you.  Consider your connectedness.  Who were those people that God used to touch your life?  In order to trigger some of your own memories, I have some stories to share from others, as to how their mothers impacted their lives with the love of God.  Listen to what they have to say and see how it is similar to or dissimilar from your experience.  Consider also, how God's love might be moving through you, impacting the lives of others. 

One person writes-


How does a Mother influence your faith and your foundation......easy for me as she was an Angel.

 

She had diversity and sadness in her life but you would never know it as her strength of character, love for others and her optimism shone throughout.  But the bedrock of that strength, love and optimism was her faith.

 

She suffered a heart attack when I was 12 another one when I was 17 and had a life threatening surgery when I was 23.  Each time her strength, love, optimism and faith allowed her to rise from a physical and psychological low.  And each time it seemed like she even surpassed her previous status in the above categories.  Life was even better: stronger, loving, happier and more prayerful.

 

She showed me by example how to be strong, to love and show empathy for others, to laugh at myself first and find the humour in situations but most important to rely on my faith and to trust in my prayers.  

 

I am never surprised how often my prayers are answered on a daily basis.  

Thank you I love you Mom.

Another person writes:

	My mother was an only child and her mother was a widow by the time I was 4 years old. Granny stayed at our house most of the time and had a big influence over our family. Granny always kept my sister and me in suspense as she would buy our birthday and Christmas gifts months in advance and tell us if anything happened to her, there was a gift waiting for us. Granny died on my 13th birthday and sure to her word there was a gift waiting for me. It turned out to be a Bible with a lovely note from her inside. I made a decision to read that Bible from beginning to end, which took me almost a year. Reading the Bible was a daily mission for me and I believe helped me stay connected with Granny during the the period when I missed her the most.
My Mom was the organist at the church we attended throughout my childhood so that meant we attended every week. My cousin and I loved to sing so from an early age my Mom would play for us to sing at church and concerts. Later she encouraged us to join the choir. My Mom was also a leader of a children's Christian group called "Mission Band" held after school and later as I got older another group called "Explorers". I especially remember our car being very full of giggling girls, enroute to this Explorer group. Not all women in our community drove cars so Mom was more progressive then some. Anyway, Mom made church activities a major part of out lives and I grew to experience the fellowship of a church in a small community. It was only natural for me to search out a church community in the various places that I lived and want a similar experience for my family. 

Someone  else writes: My Mother -


Was more progressive than some.    She made church activities a major part of our lives and I grew to experience the fellowship of a church in a small community.  It was only natural for me to search out a church community in the various places that i lived and want a similar experience for my family.

My mother is a quiet force. She is fiercely independent, strong and resilient. She is a clear communicator, yes is yes and no is no. She says what she means and means what she says.

She has a strong code of ethics, is a trooper, no matter what happens she deals with it, always does what has to be done and it has to be the right thing, the right way.  

A great mom in many traditional aspects but one that stands out in the top five would be in the food preparation department. Growing up my lunches were often so tempting and homemade delicious I was able to sell them to my classmates. Walking home from school, my siblings and I would wonder what delights would await us for dinner. Holidays and special occasions were extra special as she would prepare both the traditional meal and for each of us, our personal favorites which would delight each of us.

She has always been a good mother, not judgmental, more than helpful, supportive and positive. Most of all, she is fair. I am proud to be her daughter. I believe modeling these traits helped me to become a good mother also.

Another woman writes:

My Mother used to tell us she had always wanted to be a Missionary.  She would have so loved Shaun’s latest sermons and realized that in her little world, she truly was one.  
She has been gone for many years and it seems strange that I miss her more now than I did right after her death.  It has taken me these years without her, to truly appreciate this gentle woman.  When I hear the beatitude “the meek shall inherit the earth”, I think of my Mother.  She was meek in the true sense of what the Bible means and not in the subservient way, “meek” is often translated and as how, I too, often viewed her, in my growing up years.  

Losing her Mother, when she was only 6, my Mother and her younger sister went to live with her Baptist grandparents.   I believe it was during this brief  happy time that she acquired  the lasting faith in God that would  sustain her in the difficult years ahead, when after her grandparents death, she was sent  from relative to relative to live.  Some of those homes were not happy places and it  would have been very easy for my Mother to have become  bitter not only over her childhood circumstances but the lean times she later enduring as she coped for some years with 5 children, an ill husband who she adored and  little money. But she was always grateful, had a great sense of humour and to use one of her favorite expressions, “the patience of Job” when it came to her children.  She also had the fiery but short lived temper often so typical of feisty little redheads if you stepped over the line.   But, we always knew, without a doubt, that no matter whatever we did wrong that there would be forgiveness.   I don’t remember a lot of minor rules but we all knew the Big 10 were not to be violated.  She prayed and she taught us to pray.  

 My Mother would always be shy, she would never be “worldly” but don’t let that fool you into thinking she didn’t demand that her  children try hard, get an education and above all adhere to all the Christian principles she held dear. 

Money would never be very plentiful, but love and laughter were and looking back I realize how very blessed we were.  Being one of the very, very last households to have a TV, she would often persuade us all, as family fun to sing while one sister played the piano and my Dad the violin.  So many of the hymns we sing at Trinity bring happy memories flooding back of those times.   She told us the story of how, as a child, she loved to sing but the kids would make fun of her and so she never felt she could sing out ever again.  That story taught me the power of thoughtless unkind words and the scars that they leave on the vulnerable.  

She absolutely adored children and many children passed through her life.  She taught those children to laugh, make mud pies and “share”.  Our house was a Mecca for all the neighbourhood kids, and like the 5 fishes, the food, always stretched and all were welcome.  That taught me hospitality.

When I became a Mother myself, she was so often, my lifeline.  So often too, I felt, I knew better since, of course, I’d read the latest baby books but when the real crises would hit, it was Mom I called. Her advice was simple – “love them”, she’d say.   I would be so frustrated with that advice, which I considered so inadequate for the situation at hand.  It has taken me all these years to realize she was so absolutely right.  “Just love them”………. love them enough to forgive them, love them enough to reprimand them when they need it, love them enough to know that this phase too will pass.  Love them because they are a precious gift from God, just like my Mother was.    Thank you God for the Mother you gave me and the lessons she taught me.

AND FINALLY, THESE WORDS:

Spiritual influence!!!!  I am not sure how to make that happen in someone’s life, especially in our own children’s life. However, I know what happened to me, how someone who took her time to listen to God and show me in her actions had changed my life. 

I wasn’t the luckiest child in the world. Left behind by my birth mother, I had two step mothers.  The first one did not care.  The second one did care, but little more then I could handle at that age --so, I was kind out of luck as far as mothers went. I was lost in my world and believing all the lies about myself. You guessed it -- I was the motherless child. 

However, the heavenly father had a different plan than I had. Looking back, one time in my life I am glad that I sat beside her. She really was no one at that time. Just an older lady going back to school, but something about her made me feel safe, just as you are in the presence of Jesus.  As usual I was in big trouble again, but God had a different plan for me this time. He told me that everything would be fine and the entire bad thing would work out -- according His plan. 

This is about the person I sat beside -- her name is Lois Bogar. She came to learn God’s word in Tyndale College and became a spiritual mother to a lost sheep.  I was expecting a child at that time. I was thinking of abortion. I had no one to turn to -- but somehow I thought Lois wouldn’t mind talking to me, and taking me to the hospital. To make a long story short, I didn’t go to the hospital and here I am with more children in God’s grace. 

Lois took me on and started to show me about God and His love. She did not tell me what to do, but listened to me and lent me her shoulder to cry on. Being a young mother on my own, I didn’t have any skills to be a mother, but Lois showed me step by step. I began to see what real love is from God, through her gentle guidance, and listening ears.  She never got mad at me for doing the wrong thing. She just watched me go through the process of God’s work in my heart. Through her action, I saw God’s gentle love and His grace for me. He is truly slow to anger and quick to love us. 

When Lois took me on she was listening to what God had planned in her heart. She was an obedient and faithful servant, who brought me to Christ. Her passion for Christ is like a brightly lit candle that does not know how to turn off.  That light shines through her and pores out of her, and has changed the darkness into light. 

If I tried to thank Lois for all the things she did for me, she would turn around and thank me for teaching her things that I am not sure of.  However, there is one thing that I have learned from her -- when you are obedient and do what Jesus tells us to do, He will fulfill your life with abundance.  I think that is how you influence someone, not by words but by action. 

Take some time today, to give thanks for those who have touched your life, as God's love lived in and through them.  May God use you, to do the same.
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