
Mothers Day. For many of us, this conjures up warm images of flowers, breakfast in 
bed, chocolates and nice smellies, another pair of fluffy slippers, and various other 
ways we’ve been given to “spoil your mom” from the ever helpful world of 
consumerism. Big lunches are planned, where sadly, many of us play at happy 
families, with someone making sure they get the contrived perfect pic to put on 
social media, to keep up the pretence that all is well and that we’re keeping up with 
the Joneses.  
This probably all sounds quite cynical, and perhaps that is borne out of the fact that 
Mothers Day was never big in my home growing up, and that my two children have 
done very well to continue that tradition! I do know that for many, Mothers Day is a 
special, genuinely happy day on which we show our moms how much we love and 
appreciate them, and we rejoice in that. However, I suspect for many more, it is a 
sad, poignant, emotional day, devoid of celebration, for a multitude of reasons So 
this Candle of Peace, Hope and Justice is lit for those today - join me as we 
remember them. 

Mother God. You know the joy of bringing new life. You birthed this magnificent 
world we call home. You knit us together, and gave us breath, and just as a mother 
says when she sees her newborn for the first time, you declared it all very good. 
Just perfect. But the world did not remain perfect - it fell into the clutches of greed, 
injustice and inequality; of self-centredness and violence. Today especially, we 
remember those mothers suffering because of this brokenness. 

We pray for the mother who mourns the loss of a child. For whatever reason. Be the 
healing balm that soothes their painful grief.  
We pray for the woman who never became a mother, despite desperately wanting to 
be one. Their loss is different, but just as real. 
We pray for the single mother. The widowed single mother. The mother raising her 
children on her own because a partner walked out on them, or refuses to take 
financial responsibility - and in this country, too often gets away with that. The 
single mother who isn’t sure who the father of her child is.  
We pray for the mother working two jobs to provide for her children, and so 
struggles to find the time to just be with her children. We pray for the the mother 
who has resorted to selling her body on the street in order for her children to 
survive. 
The mother who has to listen to the cries of her hungry children. Who gives up her 
meagre supper night after night so that little tummies don’t go to bed empty. The 



mother who has had to bury her children who have succumbed to malnutrition, 
while elsewhere in the world, rubbish bins are filled with excess food people call 
waste. 
We pray for the mother who didn’t choose to become a mother, but is one as a 
result of violence against her. 
We pray for the mother who suffers physical abuse; those who keep offering the 
other cheek, doing anything to protect their children from becoming victims of the 
same physical damage.  
The mother who endures emotional, verbal and mental abuse. 
The girl who gave up her education to become a mom to her younger siblings when 
their mother passed away. 
We pray for the mother who has been rejected by her children. Who is lonely. Who 
has nobody to gently wipe away her tears. 
We pray for the mothers of war - the mother in Ukraine, Russia, Sudan, Palestine, 
Israel, Syria…the list is endless. The mother who has to watch her child march off 
into battle. Who wonders anxiously if they will ever return. 
We pray for the mother who has lost a child at the hands of a gun. We pray for the 
mother of the murdered. And the mother of the murderer. 
We pray for the mother who can never begin to imagine breakfast in bed or the fluffy 
pair of slippers, but whose only wish is that her child is fed, has healthy air to 
breathe, clean water to drink, will get to and from school safely, will have some sort 
of a future. 

Great God of comfort and compassion, we hold onto the promise that you will never 
forget these, your children. You share in their pain. You weep with them. Your heart 
aches to embrace them, and you gather them under your wing, so that they know 
they belong. May you help us to love them as you do, so our loving may bring them 
to hope and shalom.  
Amen. 


