
1 
 

Sermons at Christ Church 
Arise, for the task is yours, take courage and do it. 

 
Easter V-Mother’s Day  
The Reverend Emmanuel Ato Mercer 
Loving God, you called Mary- a woman, to co- create with you. Women were the first to 
behold the g lory of your resurrection. We give thanks for all women and mothers and we 
bless you for the g ift of motherhood. Amen.  
            Today is Mother’s Day. Our tradition at Christ Church has been to honor all mothers and 

then have a fun trivia in celebration. But this morning our church sits still and silent- like I wrote on 

Thursday, it is as if we are walking on a tightrope. The stillness brings tears to my eyes, it feels like 

the night Jesus gathered his friends for dinner, bid them farewell and shared with them I am the 

way, the truth and the life.   

      He also told his friends not to be troubled- like a mother assures an anxious child. Believe in 

God, believe also in me. He says, in my father’s house, there are many dwelling places- in much the 

same way a mother offers comfort and counsel. I am going to prepare a place for you. So that where 

I am, you may be also- just like a mother satisfies us with soothing words.  

      To his disciples, the entirety of Jesus’ words we read today only made sense after the 

resurrection. And so from hindsight, they could affirm that God was faithful and trustworthy- like a 

mother.    

       For the disciples, the post- resurrection experience was such that they could now look at their 

own faith through a different lens. What the disciples also came to realize was that walking the way 

of Christ, holding to the truth about Christ and believing in the life Christ offers was neither 

exclusionary nor insular. This was an expansive view of God’s purpose in Christ.  

More to the point, it was not a way, a truth and a life devoid of trauma, fear, suffering or even death-

like mothers often experience. Remember the story of the helpless mother of Jesus right there at the 

foot of the cross- imagine the heartbreak.  

      We also get the first experience of walking the way, living the truth and being the life when 

Stephen is taken outside the walls of Jerusalem and is stoned to death because of the faith he 

professed in the one who was himself the way, the truth and the life.  
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      May be if he had recanted this faith, he would probably have been left off the hook. But Stephen 

does not recant. And as he felt the heavy weight of the stones pummel different parts of his body, 

his eyes could only see heaven-the place where there are more than enough rooms for anyone who 

walks the way, endures the truth and lives the life of faith.  

      See, because of the resurrection, Stephen was aware that God was faithful and trustworthy-and 

that no amount of stones could challenge God’s faithfulness. And when he saw the heavens open, 

when he saw his Savior and God, he surrendered himself into the arms of the one who asked him 

not to worry or to fear- there was for him, a room in his Father’s house.  

      Because of the resurrection, early Christians embraced suffering. They were always willing to 

offer themselves as living sacrifices to honor the way in which they walked, the truth they held on to 

and to reimagine life in a new way. Reading about the life of early Christians always reminds me of 

my mother. Like many an African woman, she never said I love you, but you could feel her love in 

her faith, hard work, steel, grit and persevering spirit. She awakened in my siblings and me the 

awareness of the way of compassion, the truth about a faithful prayerful life and the ability to 

reimagine life in a new way 

      As we honor Mothers today, I want to share what I learned from my mother. She was hard 

working but did not have a job. She considered herself a businesswoman. She only made money 

when she was able to sell something. She barely survived. Each day was a struggle. She was a single 

mother raising six or seven kids, depending on the day or the week. But the daunting challenges of 

life didn’t mute her desire to be compassionate. What I found so compelling about her was her 

giving spirit. I learned from her that you don’t have to be rich to be compassionate nor does it cost 

much to be compassionate. Any gift you possess, as little as it is, can express a much deeper and 

richer narrative- if you let it. And so as quarrelsome as she often was, her giving spirit always 

captivated me. I don’t know if her station in life made her more open to being generous but one 

thing I know is that God always had something to do with her generosity.   

      I also learned from her the truth about the way of Jesus. She is not a theologian nor is she 

perfect. But she knew her bible, was faithful and prayerful. Early in our lives she introduced us to 

the power of prayer. She would wake us up at 5:00 a.m. every morning to pray. And if you dare 

procrastinate, she would pour water on you. She would lead us in offering prayer for all her children, 

including one that was forcibly taken from her-her prayer was that she be reunited with her, and 

thankfully she has. 
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      There were times when during prayer sessions she would share with us that she didn’t have 

money for food and so we had to fast. But there was never a day that we had to go to bed hungry. 

There was always, always some miracle by the close of the day. As to whether it was sheer 

coincidence or God answering our prayer, I do not know, but one thing I know is that God had 

something to do with it.  

      My mother would have my brother, a friend and I go to church every Wednesday afternoon. 

Failure to go to church would mean no dinner for you. My faith was in part shaped by her faith. She 

pointed to the truth that leads to life. Not simply life as we know it, but a life that sees and 

recognizes Jesus as the goal of all things, a life that embraces the power of compassion, a life that is 

giving of the self and a life that finds its meaning in generosity. And yet understands that that life is 

fraught with suffering, and to overcome is to endure that suffering.   

      She loves to feel alive. She believes in living life to its fullest. She still likes to live as though she 

is in her 30’s or 40’s. Like each mother, she had a dream for her children, and so directed us on a 

path of life where her dream for us went far beyond the immediate confines of our neighborhood 

which was mired in poverty. I remember when she asked my brother and I to read Up From Slavery 

by Booker T. Washington. I have no idea where she got the book but she encouraged us to read it 

because within those pages was a kind of motivation and drive that was meant to increase the 

capacity of a kid to be imaginative and to see the self yearn to live a life very different from what he 

or she knows. Her vision was a life beyond the trappings of poverty...that at the barest minimum her 

children will do much better than she has. That’s every mother’s dream.  

      There’s a story of my little brother who at some point in his young life was lured into selling fish 

at the beach. In spite of the numerous warnings by my mother to stop selling fish, he didn’t relent. 

In her frustration, she reported him to the Police and caused his arrest. However, on the way to the 

Police Station, my brother told the Officer that he wanted to urinate by the side of the road. The 

Officer agreed to have him urinate, but as he did, the Officer kept walking. When he finished, he 

realized that there was some considerable distance between himself and the Officer, and so he run 

for his dear life. That was the last time he sold fish. He’s now a lawyer and a Member of Parliament 

in my native Ghana. Her vision of life was about living differently than what you’re used to. .    

       

 

      She’s one of the strongest people that I know, and I learned from her that God was the Lord of 

the dance, and to participate in the dance meant abandoning all pretense. I was led to recognize 
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God’s love not only from the bottomless pit in which I may often find myself, but like Stephen to 

look upward towards God’s heaven where those who endure are guaranteed a room-even me. 

      Today, we honor mothers. I see a bit of my mother in each woman here at Christ Church. I am 

grateful to the mother who taught me that to be compassionate like a mother is the way to God’s 

heaven, and that way has never been known to be exclusive or comforting. To endure any suffering-

like the present pandemic like a mother is the truth through which life is made possible. I am 

grateful for my mother, and I hope you are also grateful for your mother. Happy Mother’s Day!! 

Amen 

 


