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This morning we wish all of you who have ever born a child or helped rear a child a Happy Mother’s Day.  And as a token of our esteem we have offered each woman a small bundle of joy and flavor, a small tightly knit sphere of taste and delight.  Your mother’s day gift this year is two tiny tightly knit seeds of tea.  When you unwrap your gift, when you place it in the perfect milieu; it will blossom into a beautiful flower infused with flavors of rose or orange blossom, chamomile or jasmine.  Yes when you drop your tea seed into the perfect place it will begin to unfold and extend, to gain width and breath and it will become all it is intended to be.  It will become a beautiful fragrant bouquet of flavors.  In your cup you will see a fine looking flower bloom before your eyes and find a soothing beverage that will be pleasant to your taste.

Oh but it you place your tiny tea seed in the wrong place, if you place it in the cold thickness of a glass of milk, or the slippery substance of even your best olive oil;  if you place your gift in waters that are too cold or is spaces too tight, it will not flourish.  No, the instructions for the tea tell us to place the tea seed in a receptacle about the size of a cup and then surround it with warm water sufficient to cover it.  That bath of water made ready and warm and the properly sized cup will create the perfect place for your tea seed to begin to grow.  
On this Mother’s Day I can see an uncommon comparison in the way our tea seeds and you and I began to grow.  You and I were once unexplored beginnings of life, we were once small pits of potential, something akin to a seed and we, by no gifts of our own, found our way or made our way into a perfect place to begin our growth.  You and I were lodged and located, deposited in and dependent on a space that welcomed us, that nurtured us, that perfect place in which to begin, that place which allowed us to grow.  We found our way or we made our way into our mother’s wombs – each of us a seed of a thing, each of us beginning in the very same way.  

On this Mother’s Day we are thankful for our mother’s wombs because whether the mother who birthed us is the same as the one who raised us or not; whether the mother who allowed us to be lodged and located in her being was able to care for us or not, indeed whether she created memories and lives for us good or not – she still provided for us that perfect place in which to begin.  

The Psalmist has spoken well.  God, you used my mother’s womb to form me.  You knit me together in that perfect place, you crafted my inward parts in that private place and my God, our God, even if my relationship with my mother was difficult – even if it was less fulfilling than I might have desired – even if now it is complicated and unclear; my God, our God, she was for me the perfect place to begin.  
My God, our God, even if she is no longer living; even if she has moved beyond my eyes and my touch; my God, our God she was for me that perfect place to begin.  And my God, our God, if I am blessed to have her near me still; if I can still place my head on her shoulder and she hers on mine –if I know the feel of her smile and the shape of her hand because it is so often in mine, help me to 
tell her with or without words how much I love her because she was – for me – the perfect place to begin.

My God, our God, no matter my circumstances, our circumstances the Psalmist has spoken with wisdom, you Oh God, placed me, an unformed bit of being, in her womb.  You knew I was a precious unexplored bundle of potential.  You knew I needed a milieu just right in temperature and space.  My God, our God, you saw me as an unextended collection of cells and you placed me in her womb and even then she knew, and you knew, I was being fearfully and wonderfully made.

Like that tiny seed of tea my sisters now hold in their hands you and I, each of us, were once the same; a tiny seed.  And our mother’s womb’s provided a gift almost beyond description; a perfect place to begin.  
Wombs are small and close.  They are designed so that the life within them may be held safely.  There is enough room to grow but not enough to get lost or to be hurt.  There is enough space to move about, barely, but not enough so that the sound of the mother’s heart or the waters of life are dissipated and not enough.  Yes, wombs are small and close.  

They are also made buoyant by their contents.  Within their confines tiny life floats without any pressure being exerted; tine life floats without any effort, carried by water and cuddled by fluid, with ease and with grace.

Buoyant and close, in the womb we are also symbiotic and safe.  In the womb we learn that we are not independent, but wholly dependent on one another; our mother’s welfare and our welfare inextricably linked.  And we are safe; safe from the distractions that draw us away from doing any thing other than growing and growing strong.  Safe from eyes that might judge us or tell us we are not enough.  Safe in that perfect place.
Oh that our conscious memories might remember what it was to be in that perfect place.  That we might remember the feeling of being held so close, of being in an environment that exerted no pressure; that we might remember what it was to be so safe and so warm.  But for most of us that memory is outside our reach.  Yet there is another reality that may be closer, one we can cultivate and cling to, one we understand; a safe place to begin that is also a womb, a place that is available for each of us even now.  
For you see, there is a biblical concept that is drawn from the power of the image of the womb.  It is a modern day perfect place where we are as safe and as close as ever we might be.  Several times in the Old Testament you read of this womb, but our lack of knowledge of the Hebrew language allows us to miss it.  Listen to these three Hebrew Bible texts.  And listen for the word mercy.  

In Exodus we read,

God said, "I will be gracious to whom I will be gracious, and will show mercy on whom I will have favor.  
God spoke through the Prophet Jeremiah,
  

Is Ephraim my dear son? Is he the child I delight in? As often as I speak against him, I still remember him. Therefore I am deeply moved for him; I will surely have mercy on him, says the Lord. 

And the Psalmist declares,

The Lord is good to all, and his mercy is over all that he has made.

 




Each time we hear the word mercy in these texts the writer is speaking about the maternal side of God, about God’s womb.  The Hebrews who heard these words in their original setting would not have missed it.  As sure as they listened to the writers of their day they would have known that the mere mention of one of the Hebrew words for mercy, racham,
 portrayed and pointed to the image of a womb.  The root word for mercy, the root word for racham the heart of God’s tenderness for God’s people is the word for womb.   

Listen again to these texts adding to them the meaning of God’s maternal womb.  
God said, "I will be gracious to whom I will be gracious, and will hold close and keep safe, place near and deep with in me those on whom I have favor.  
Is Ephraim my dear son? Is he the child I delight in? As often as I speak against him, I still remember him. Therefore I am deeply moved for him; I will surely cover him with waters to protect him and allow him to be wholly dependent on me, says the Lord. 

The Lord is good to all, and his womb covers those he has made.


Though you and I cannot return to our mother’s wombs, we can and we may be held close, be kept safe, and know the gift of being dependent on our God.  God’s gift to us is that God is our mother; God’s mercy is our womb.  God bestows on us the same gifts of presence, the same gifts of protection, the same gifts of the water of life in the womb of God’s sweet mercy.
The perfect place to begin our lives was the wombs of our mothers and the perfect place to begin each day of the rest of our lives is in the womb of our God, in the mercy of our God.  There we are kept close, closer that the very breath in our bodies.  There we are kept warm by God’s amazing love.  There we know safety for God’s spirit abides with us and in us.  There we are held just beneath the heart of God, feeling the love of God.

This morning, this Mother’s Day, the women were given a seed of tea.  In its perfect place it will become all it was meant to me.  It will grow and gain strength.  Its fragrance and its beauty will be breath taking and it will be a blessing to those who receive it.  In our perfect place, in the womb of God’s mercy, you and I may gain strength, you and I may spread a fragrance that attracts others; 
yes by God’s mercy we will be beautiful in God’s eyes and we will grow strong and be a blessing to all who receive us.  
Beloved of God, that perfect place to which we may come – in which we may grow – is in the mercy of God.  For in God’s mercy there is love and forgiveness.  In God’s mercy there is strength and resilience.  In the mercy of God is hope and peace.  Come, come into the mercy of God and know that you are in the right place, the perfect place.

If you will close your eyes and imagine a beautiful pregnant woman.  She sits resting and gently touching her rounded belly.  She is singing to her child the words of our morning anthem:
I thank God when I remember you, God has blessed my life with yours.

With every prayer of mine for you, I’m filled with joy;

For I hold you, I hold you in my heart.

Now see this woman as the God of all creation, God in her feminine guise, and know that this God, this God who has a womb says to you, the beloved child to come, you are a blessing to me.  You fill me with joy.  And the writer of the letter to the Hebrews adds to her song to this child, come close, closer – come with confidence, to this God’s abode of grace, where we may climb into her womb, God’s womb, and gain all that you need, we need for the living of our days.  
Yes, come beloved of God no matter what your days have held, no matter what your life has been, come nestle in and settle down, the God who loves you has a well of mercy waiting to receive you over and over again.  What a mother’s day gift, given by God who is mother to us all.  Amen.
� Exodus 33:19


� Jeremiah 31:20


� Psalms 145:9.


� רחם This is the Hebrew word for mercy and it is based on the root word for womb.  The more common word for mercy in the Hebrew language is hesed חסד, which means goodness, kindness and faithfulness.  However, racham is used in several instances and provides another meaning of the Hebrew word for mercy.
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