A Letter to my mom,

Hi mom. I thought I would write you a letter on Mother’s Day. I know I usually send you a card that says really nice things, but today I wanted to do more than that.

I remember a lot about growing up. I remember that you always had breakfast ready for me to eat before going to school. You always made sure I had clean clothes to wear, and a warm jacket if it was cold. When I would come home from school you would be waiting for me – often with a good snack for me to eat. I especially liked it when you had made a chocolate pound cake that was still warm – and I would have a big piece with a glass of milk. Those are good memories.

 I know I didn’t always thank you for these things. Nor did I thank you for vacuuming the house, or washing the dishes. I guess I thought that was just what mothers did. But now I know that it took a lot of your time and energy to do these important things. So I want to thank you now.

 There were times when I had some important learning moments with you. I remember when I was in first grade – walking that mile to school with my friends. I got about half way to school when I turned around and ran home. I was thinking about you being there all alone – all day – and I just knew that it made you sad to be at home alone. So I ran home to be with you. It was kind of surprising for me to realize you didn’t mind being home alone – in fact, you wanted to be home alone. You tried to explain these things to me as you drove me to school, but I didn’t really understand until I became a parent myself.

 I also remember in 2nd grade when they served us liver and onions at school. They don’t do that anymore – but they did when I was growing up. And I didn’t really like liver and onions very much. But I knew you did. So I wrapped that liver in my napkin and kept it in my desk until it was time to walk home. The teacher saw it and asked me about it. I told her I was taking it to you. She smiled a very tender, loving smile. (I had a crush on her!) And when I came home and gave you the liver, well, I don’t think you quite knew what to say to me. It was kind of funny. And we shared a good moment. (By the way – did you eat that liver?)

I guess you remember that we didn’t always get along. Didn’t always see things the same. There were times when you insisted that I clean the bathroom or do some other chore when I wanted to play. It made me very angry when you insisted on having your way. I understand that a lot better now too.

 I remember when you made me wear a pair of pants to school that I thought were ugly. They were the only clean pair I had available that day – and I wanted to either wear something dirty or not go at all. But you again insisted that I would wear those pants and would go to school. I don’t know if that was the best decision or not. But I understand more today how hard it is to have enough money to always buy things that kids like to wear. It is more complicated being a parent than I ever thought it would be.

 I also remember you driving me to the doctor when I needed to get my shots. I really didn’t like this very much – and I remember accusing you that the only reason you were taking me to the doctor was that you liked to drive. It gave you an excuse to get out of the house. You told me otherwise, but you were very kind and I think you understood that I felt afraid and anxious about seeing the doctor.

 And I remember the time when the ice cream truck came by – and I wanted ice cream – but you were on the telephone – and didn’t end your conversation just because I wanted you to give me some money. Do you remember what I did? I knew where you kept the money, and so I took what I needed and bought myself some ice cream. You were very angry with me. But I think it was a good learning moment for me. I knew I had done something wrong, but I also took a risk that maybe I needed to learn how to take. I have continued to learn from that experience, so maybe it wasn’t all bad.

 So much I remember. Thank you for being my mom. Thank you for doing your best, even though the decisions you made were not always the best for me.  How could they be. You were only human. All mothers are just human. I know now there is no training for being a mom really. You have to learn as you go. But you did your best – I know that. And that means the world to me.

I am writing this letter to you – but I am going to share it this morning with the children at church. I want them to know that their moms – or people who are like moms to them – are important, but not perfect.

Last of all, I want to thank you for taking me to church. For helping to nurture in me a spiritual life. Your commitment to the church was huge. We were at church a lot. For covered dish dinners on Wednesday nights. You taught me to let others go first – to get in the back of the line – and I learned to get a chocolate milk before the meal started – and to hide it under the stairwell – because only the people who went first got chocolate milk. We always went to church on Sundays – I can’t remember a Sunday when we decided not to go to church and instead to do something else. And I loved that. Thank you for helping me learn the stories of our faith. For teaching me the hymns of our faith. For introducing me to people who also were trying to love God and be like Jesus. That may be the most important gift you have ever given me – and that may be why I felt called to be a pastor.

 I love you mom. Thank you for being my mom. I know it was a lot of work. I know I didn’t come out perfect. But you are still mothering me, and I am still trying, so maybe there is still hope that I will learn some things that I never quite learned growing up.

Joe

Mother’s Day, 2010

