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TEXT: II Timothy 1:5 "I am reminded of your sincere faith, a faith that dwelt
first in your grandmother Lois and your mother Eunice and now, I am

sure, dwells in you."

If you have looked over this morning's order of worship, you may have
noticed something rather puzzling. For there, near the bottom of the page,
immediately after the offering, you will find listed as our closing hymn number
365 with the title, "Faith of Our Mothers." But, if you turned to number 365 in the
hymnal, you discovered that the hymn printed there bears a different and more
familiar title, "Faith of Our Fathers."

Now, ordinarily I do not approve of changing someone else's words. It is
rather like making the Mona Lisa a redhead because you like her better that way.
But, as I was growing up, each year on the second Sunday in May, our minister
would ask us to sing that hymn with one simple change. Every time the phrase
"faith of our fathers" appeared we were asked to sing "faith of our mothers"
instead. And I still remember singing that phrase with great pride and
enthusiasm as I sat next to the woman who had brought me into this world, read
me Bible stories, taught me to say my first little prayers, and occasionally pinched
me to stop me from squirming so much in church.

And this morning I would like us to do the same. But first I want to preach
an utterly unrepentant Mother's Day sermon. I realize, of course, that in many
churches this morning it will not be so. There are those today who consider
Mother's Day to be something of an embarrassment. They complain that Mother's
Day is often trite, overly sentimental, and altogether too commercial. They remind
us that motherhood is a biological function which in no way confers automatic
sainthood on the mother. They point out that women today have many other
options, and that some even consider the day to be a kind of sexist propaganda.

I certainly do not mean to offend those who hold such views, but I offer this
sermon in grateful appreciation to God for the special blessing given to mankind
in the love and sacrifice of mothers everywhere. In part, that may be because of
my own warm memories of past Mother's Days. Somehow there always seemed to
be something especially lovely and appealing about them. And, since we were a
church-going family, one of the things I remember best is that Mother's Day was
celebrated in my church. Somehow that made both church and Mother's Day
more important to me. And I am sure that our home was both happier and more






