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+In the name of the Father, and the Son, and the Holy Spirit.  Amen. 
 
Two weeks ago we were all gathered in our various churches across the north of Epping Forest.  One 
week ago we gathered for worship with a few restrictions regarding the peace and how we should receive 
communion.  This week I find myself standing in a chapel staring into the empty space between a laptop 
and an iPad that Tom tells me I must focus on for the duration of this act of worship.  I have no idea 
whether anyone is listening or watching, and I feel – to use one of Tom’s favourite words – completely 
discombobulated.  I also find myself more than usually anxious – both because I know I am being filmed, 
and because like many, if not all of us, I have no idea whether, where or when coronavirus might most 
affect me. 
 
Assuming I am not talking to myself, I suspect that most of us engaging in this act of worship will be feeling 
that same mixture of discombobulation and anxiety – possibly mixed with a touch of fear.  And in the 
midst of this, as we find ourselves having to find different ways of worshipping and praying, some of us may 
not be sure if God is present – and if God is, whether God is listening. 
 
Two short weeks ago, most of us would have been expecting to come to church to celebrate Mother’s 
Day.  We would have been giving thanks to God for mothers, and those who have shared what might 
stereotypically be regarded as a mothers’ love to us.  We would have given out flowers.  We would also 
have prayed for those whose experience of mothers has not been positive, and for those who wished that 
there was someone in the world who called them “Mum”.  We would have been reminded, too, that our 
Lord Jesus was himself raised in an earthly home by his mother Mary – and reflected on the miracle of the 
incarnation that shouts that God is in the world with us. 
 
All of these things remain valid reflections this day.  But we also need - more than in any other year in my 
life at least - to remember that the root of this day is not Mothers’ day, but Mothering Sunday.  It was a 
day when historically lower paid workers were allowed to go back to the church of their birth.  And it 
remains a day for remembering that the church continues to be our mother – that part of its reason for 
existing is to demonstrate the motherly love of God.  A love that the prophet Isaiah describes as 
comforting:  God says to Jerusalem – As a mother comforts her children, so I will comfort you.  A love 
that feels pain for others, as Simeon so memorably reminded Mary when he told her that a sword would 
pierce her soul.  And Jesus, looking upon a Jerusalem that was full of pain and anxiety as it existed under 
occupation, said that he desired to gather the children together as a hen gathers her chicks under her 
wings. 
 
Reflecting on this episode in the life of Jesus, Anselm, Archbishop of Canterbury in the eleventh century, 
prayed: 

Jesus, like a mother you gather your people to you; 
you are gentle with us as a mother with her children. 

Often you weep over our sins and our pride, 
tenderly you draw us from hatred and judgement. 

You comfort us in sorrow and bind up our wounds, 
in sickness you nurse us, and with pure milk you feed us. 

Jesus, by your dying we are born to new life; 
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by your anguish and labour we come forth in joy. 
Despair turns to hope through your sweet goodness; 

through your gentleness we find comfort in fear. 
Your warmth gives life to the dead, 
your touch makes sinners righteous. 
Lord	Jesus,	in	your	mercy	heal	us;	

in	your	love	and	tenderness	remake	us.	
In	your	compassion	bring	grace	and	forgiveness,	

for	the	beauty	of	heaven	may	your	love	prepare	us.	
	

When	I	was	a	teenager,	my	parents	separated,	and	I	did	not	see	my	own	Mum	as	regularly	as	once	I	had	
been	used	to	doing.		I	then	went	to	University	and	said	goodbye	again.		Even	though	I	did	not	live	with	
her,	I	always	knew	my	Mum	was	present	in	times	of	joy	and	sorrow	–	and	that	she	could	be	contacted,	
even	if	I	could	not	see	her	as	easily	as	once	I	did.		So	may	the	church	be	for	all	of	us	even	as	we	do	not	
gather	as	we	did	two	weeks	ago.		And	so	may	our	God	be,	whose	love	is	the	best	of	what	we	mean	by	
motherly	and	fatherly,	and	who	continues	to	reach	out	to	us	through	prayer.	
	
I	am	aware	that	praying	can	sometimes	feel	like	one	is	speaking	into	a	void	–	as	I	feel	I	have	been	doing	
for	the	last	seven	or	eight	minutes.		And	yet,	if	you	are	watching	and	listening,	clearly	I	am	not	speaking	
into	as	much	of	a	void	as	I	think.	 	May	this	remind	you	that	God	is	more	present	than	we	may	realise;	
that	God	is	listening;	that	God	reaches	out	to	us	today	to	comfort,	heal	and	offer	hope	to	us;	and	that	
God	will	continue	to	do	so	throughout	this	pandemic	and	beyond.		
	
+In	the	name	of	the	Father…	


