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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, Easter 6B, John 15:9-17, 5/9/2021 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

 

Mother’s Day is not a church holiday, and in the ten years that I have been here we haven’t 

officially celebrated it, although we do always pray for mothers in the prayers of the people. For 

the mothers and grandmothers present for whom this is a joyous day, please understand that I 

don’t intend disrespect. But this secular holiday can be fraught for those who have lost children, 

or those who miss their moms, and those who are infertile.  

Hallmark approaches Mother’s Day with pastels and lace and lilies, but even though I am not a 

mother myself, I have learned that motherhood is not soft. In fact, it’s fierce. This past week I’ve 

had the chance to observe some bird mothers. Some mistakenly think that watching birds is a 

sweet relaxing hobby, but birds are savage prehistoric creatures, and right now in Virginia at the 

beginning of May, many of them have babies. In the church’s prayer garden, we have baby 

robins and baby bluebirds, as well as other babies I can’t see. I know this, because I see their 

parents. Connie has a view from her desk of the robin’s nest, and every now and then she calls 

out to me in ecstasy about what the mama bird is doing. I brought in my good camera one day so 

I could post a photo of them on our Facebook page. They are adorable when Mama is feeding the 

babies. 

But my window faces a bird feeder with suet in it, so what I see are the parent birds fighting over 

resources. Early on in my birding career I gave up trying to tell the birds to be nice to each other. 

It doesn’t work. Like I said, they are savage prehistoric creatures bent on survival. This week I 

saw starlings, thrashers, and elegant gray catbirds in addition to the robins and bluebirds, all 

flying full speed at each other with their beaks out like swords, and I was sure someone was 

going to get pierced. 

I’ve noticed that parenthood leaves its mark on some animals long after babies have fledged and 

flown away. My mutt Pepper, for example. Pepper was a “rescue” dog from the Richmond 

Animal League. She’d been a stray with puppies at a pound in Prince George when RAL brought 

her here to Richmond for me to fall hopelessly in love with. She is the sweetest, cutest thing. But 

as a former stray with puppies Pepper can act protective, especially with other dogs or anything 

with wheels, which can be embarrassing, particularly with strollers and wheelchairs. 

Pepper seems to assume that I need the kind of protection that her puppies did back when she 

was a stray, even though it’s been six years since her puppies went to loving homes and she 

came home with me. My sister has a dog who also had puppies, and that dog changed after she 

became a mom. She also gets very protective, and while both she and Pepper are sweet gentle 

girls, they can act fierce. Pepper would love to meet you as long as you don’t have a dog with 

you and aren’t approaching us on a bicycle or a UPS truck. In such cases, she believes you might 

want to harm us. (She doesn’t care what you do to Gary, by the way.) 

In today’s Gospel reading, Jesus says, “This is my commandment, that you love one another as I 

have loved you. No one has greater love than this, to lay down one’s life for one’s friends.”  
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Jesus didn’t celebrate motherhood, which isn’t to say motherhood is not important. We all 

needed mothers to get here—even Jesus. But in church, we follow Jesus’ more inclusive idea of 

family.  

I have no question that those birds I see outside my office window would lay down their life to 

protect their babies, and that Pepper would do the same. I know that about parents in this 

congregation as well. As Christians, Jesus calls us to all love one another with that same ferocity. 

Do we? 

I am thrilled to pieces that we have kids here this morning. This is the first Sunday that we’ve 

had this many kids. Some people have expressed concern that when we opened back up last July 

as well as again in March, fewer families with kids came. After all, a year ago, we were much 

more concerned about elderly people and immunocompromised people than children. Most 

children didn’t get as sick as adults would. Key word there being most. 

Most adults who want to be vaccinated right now are or have the opportunity. Some have not 

been able to make it work with their schedules but plan on it. Vaccines are much easier to get 

now than they were four months ago—for adults, anyway. Children can’t get vaccinated yet. So 

all of these precious children, whom we should protect with the fierceness of the robins and 

bluebirds and dogs and their own human mothers and fathers: these kids aren’t vaccinated. 

I know you are sick of wearing masks. So am I. Masks make it even harder for me to breathe 

with my post-cancer one-and-a-half lungs.  That’s why I wear the paper ones on Sunday, 

creating more waste for the environment, which upsets me: I wear them because I have to not 

only breathe through them but lead worship, too. 

I. Hate. Wearing. Masks. I hate it. 

But I do it because I have been baptized, and these kids have been baptized—in fact, I baptized 

some of these kids. When I baptized babies, after the baptism I hand them to a godparent instead 

of the parent to signify that the child is now part of a larger family: the Christian family. We are 

all part of God’s family, and I want to protect them. Fiercely.  

I may not be anyone’s mother, but in today’s Gospel, which happens to fall on Mother’s Day, 

today, Jesus says, “I appointed you to go and bear fruit, fruit that will last.” Every single one of 

you represents fruit to me, and I hope that you see each other that way, especially these kids. We 

are called to come to church to be fed spiritually, and then are called to go and bear fruit. Fruit 

beyond our own lives and our own comfort. I’m uncomfortable here this morning because I am 

trying my best to love you. Having kids here, for me, is an incarnate fruit of that love. As a 

church family, we are called to remind each other of Jesus’ idea of family and friendship, and to 

go out and bear more fruit. 

 


