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     Mother’s Day is one of those yearly celebrations that brings with it so many 

positive and negative emotions and memories. This is the second year we have 

been distanced physically from one another, and one of the challenges physical 

distancing brings is that we may also be emotionally distanced from those we love. 

The isolation we are experiencing collectively is felt even more acutely when the 

relationship connections we have are stretched, perhaps to the breaking point. 

     But back to Mother’s Day. Society expects us to shower our mothers with cards 

that extol perfection and profess our love. One has to call early to ensure your take- 

out order for dinner can be filled. Flowers are in short supply and chocolates fly off 

the shelves.  

     It can also be a day that is filled with anger, guilt or regret. For mothers who 

were unable for whatever reason to nurture and care for their children as they 

might have liked. For mothers who had to surrender their children out of love for 

them. For mothers whose dreams were shattered as they remain childless. For 

children whose mother didn’t meet their needs. For children who were perhaps 

abused or abandoned physically or emotionally. For children (of all ages) who 

regret their words or relationships, but no longer have the opportunity to mend 

those relationships.  

     Nurturing relationships come in all shapes and sizes. The best ‘mothers’ come 

in all shapes, sizes and genders too. These are the people in our lives who care for 

us, set examples, see our worth, listen to our dreams and fears, share wisdom, 

forgive time and again, and love us…even when we aren’t lovable.  

     I can remember as a teenager thinking my mother didn’t know anything 

compared to my vast knowledge and experience, and of being less than kind with 

my words. When I left home and began to make my way in the world as an adult, it 

seemed that Mum suddenly became much smarter. Never once did she fail to love 

me, although I am sure that there were many times when she didn’t like me or my 

behaviour. There have been many times in the last twenty-five years when I wish I 

could seek her wisdom and support.  

     The kind of love Jesus offers us is that never-ending, forgiving love that allows 

us to repent and turn back to God through him. The kind of love that allows us to 

stray, to make mistakes and accepts us as we learn and change. That’s not to say 

you don’t have to change and make amends, but it means that the door is always 

open. That kind of love allows us to strive to be the best we can be, yet welcomes 

us back when we aren’t.  

     On this 2021 Mother’s Day, we each have the opportunity to connect with our 

mother or mother figure, or to give thanks for the one who is no longer with us, yet 

always has a corner of our heart. We have the chance to lay before the One who 



loves and cares for us the anger, guilt or regret we carry because we were not a 

perfect parent or child.  

     Mother’s Day isn’t a single day in the year, no matter what the advertising tells 

us. This year, may it be the start of continual appreciation for those who care for 

and nurture us. May we each strive to be someone who nurtures and cares for those 

in our lives with the forgiveness and love with which we are nurtured and loved.  

AMEN 

      


