      Mother of us All

     This morning as my daughter awoke, my child cried over and over, “I want my Mommy.”  Daddy wouldn’t do.   Mommy knows how to do things.  She can find the right toy.  She understands grunts before Daddy has a clue.  

     Mommy got the children breakfast and took them to school this morning.  She’s teaching other people’s kids Bible now, while Dad works behind his computer and talks to others.    Mom will go to school to pick up our oldest this afternoon and help him do his homework while doing a load of laundry and the youngest clings to her lap.

     Dad is important for teaching us how to work outside, for playing chess, and telling stories.  But my children know where their bread is buttered.  Dad is mostly the guy who gives Mommy those “breaks” during which he must answer repeatedly the question, “Where’d Mommy go?”

     I don’t recommend the division of labor in my home to everyone.  But I do recommend the nurturing, servant heart of my children’s Mother.  Her nurturing care is like that of God.  When she comes in from her break, her first words are usually instructions to the children.  As the Proverbs say,  “Wisdom calls aloud in the street, she raises her voice.”  

     The wisdom which Jesus embodied in his male flesh in the centuries before the first Christmas was sometimes understood as a presence with feminine qualities.  “Do not forsake wisdom, and she will protect you; love her, and she will watch over you.” In Isaiah 66:13 God tells his people, “As a mother comforts her child, so will I comfort you; and you will be comforted over Jerusalem." 

     A number of years ago a popular evangelical praise hymn introduced us to the name of the God of the Patriarchs--El Shaddai, God Almighty.  Typically when we think of “Almighty” power we think in terms of coercive, or masculine images.  But the word Almighty (Shaddai) comes from the Hebrew root which means breast.  To call God Shaddai, originally at least, was related to the fact that Shaddai had the power of fertility.  God could nurture and feed and comfort like a Mother does for her baby.

      And I confess that as I watch my wife be a Mother I’m awed by the kind of servant power she exercises with my children. I have no doubt it is the most powerful thing in the world.   Mother’s Day reminds me of the nature of true power and wisdom.  My wife’s servanthood teaches me what true freedom is.  Most of all it leads me to worship the “Father, Son and the Holy Spirit, one God, Mother of us all.”

