
Acts 10:44-48 

44 While Peter was still speaking, the Holy Spirit fell on everyone who heard the word. 45 

The circumcised believers who had come with Peter were astonished that the gift of the 

Holy Spirit had been poured out even on the Gentiles. 46 They heard them speaking in 

other languages and praising God. Peter asked, 47 "These people have received the 

Holy Spirit just as we have. Surely no one can stop them from being baptized with water, 

can they?" 48 He directed that they be baptized in the name of Jesus Christ. Then they 

invited Peter to stay for several days. 

 

Psalm 98 

1 Sing to the LORD a new song, for he has done marvelous things; his right hand and his 

holy arm have worked salvation for him.  

2 The LORD has made his salvation known and revealed his righteousness to the nations. 

3 He has remembered his love and his faithfulness to the house of Israel; all the ends of 

the earth have seen the salvation of our God.  

4 Shout for joy to the LORD, all the earth, burst into jubilant song with music;  

5 make music to the LORD with the harp, with the harp and the sound of singing,  

6 with trumpets and the blast of the ram's horn-- shout for joy before the LORD, the King. 

7 Let the sea resound, and everything in it, the world, and all who live in it.  

8 Let the rivers clap their hands, let the mountains sing together for joy;  

9 let them sing before the LORD, for he comes to judge the earth. He will judge the 

world in righteousness and the peoples with equity. 

 

1 John 5:1-6 

1 Everyone who believes that Jesus is the Christ has been born from God. Whoever 

loves someone who is a parent loves the child born to the parent. 2 This is how we know 

that we love the children of God: when we love God and keep God's commandments. 

3 This is the love of God: we keep God's commandments. God's commandments are 

not difficult, 4 because everyone who is born from God defeats the world. And this is 

the victory that has defeated the world: our faith. 5 Who defeats the world? Isn't it the 

one who believes that Jesus is God's Son? 

 

John 15:9-17 

9 “As the Father loved me, I too have loved you. Remain in my love. 10 If you keep my 

commandments, you will remain in my love, just as I kept my Father's commandments 

and remain in his love. 11 I have said these things to you so that my joy will be in you 

and your joy will be complete. 12 This is my commandment: love each other just as I 

have loved you. 13 No one has greater love than to give up one's life for one's friends. 

14 You are my friends if you do what I command you. 15 I don't call you servants any 

longer, because servants don't know what their master is doing. Instead, I call you 

friends, because everything I heard from my Father I have made known to you. 16 You 

didn't choose me, but I chose you and appointed you so that you could go and 

produce fruit and so that your fruit could last. As a result, whatever you ask the Father in 

my name, he will give you. 17 I give you these commandments so that you can love 

each other. 

 

 

 



Sermon 

 Grace to you and peace from God our Father, 

God’s Son our Lord Jesus Christ, and the Holy Spirit: 

Amen.  

 Each of today’s scriptures speak of newness. The 

Psalm calls for a new song. In John, Jesus expounds 

upon his new commandment, to love one another. In 

Acts, we see a new work, the Holy Spirit coming to 

some Gentiles even before their baptisms. There’s a 

theological quandary to consider another day. But 

now, there’s something going on here, a movement 

of freshness, of life reborn. Perhaps most clearly, we 

hear this in the first words we heard today from the 1st 

Letter of John, “Everyone who believes that Jesus is 

the Christ has been born from God.” In this we hear 



echoes of Jesus speaking to Nicodemus, saying that 

we must be born again, born from above, that in 

Jesus we find new life, a new life born of God. So on 

this second to last Sunday of the Easter season, the 

season of light, we hear of the resurrection as God’s 

choice for new life.  

 Perhaps that’s the most continually surprising 

thing about the resurrection. No one forced God to 

death, nor to resurrection. No one made God 

become a human person. Nobody forced this upon 

God as a penance. God chose this undertaking, to 

take on human life, to face human death, and then, 

for our sakes, to restore life to humanity in the 

resurrection. God chose to bring this freshness, this 

rebirth, to all humanity. We may be born again 



because Christ, who was born of Mary, chose to be 

born again from the tomb. In this choice, Jesus 

restores eternal life not only in himself but for all 

humanity.  

 That’s what sets this kind of life apart, its radical 

newness out of death. Often in the spring we talk 

about signs of new life. Waters restoring the roar to 

the river. Flowers sprouting from the bulbs beneath 

the earth. Leaves budding from bare branches. 

Mothers giving birth to fawns and colts and calves 

and kids, all of whom bring sounds of life.  

Yet, none of these are new in the way that the 

resurrection is new, not truly. The water is not returning 

from death, but from the cold of ice and snow. The 

flowers and leaves arise not from death, but from the 



dormancy of the parent plant’s winter slumber. The 

babies that dot the landscape come not from death, 

but into their first life, born of their mothers. 

 Christ’s resurrection, though, is out of the 

impossible darkness of death, of life lost and new life 

discovered. Not dormancy, not hibernation, but out 

of the finality of grave. And so, already born of 

Mary’s womb, Christ now arises from the womb of the 

tomb. One surrounded not with flesh but with walls of 

stone. God’s life, the kind of life we’re called to live, is 

that kind of radical, born of that kind of impossibility. 

The kind of life that has no logic, no apparent earthly 

life from which to burst, where the source may only 

be divine. This is the kind of life God chooses to bring 

to us. And surely we all need this new life in our lives, 



the inexplicable life that bears us into God’s 

Kingdom.  

 Instead, we often find ourselves trying to 

manufacture our own distorted version of new life 

rather than embracing the life of the resurrected 

Jesus. We want to feel alive in the worst way and so 

we go to all sorts of ends in an attempt to find that 

life.  

 And in our culture, one driven by consumer 

capitalism, it seems most often we try to buy our way 

not only to happiness but to new life. You may have 

heard friends refer to this as retail therapy. Somehow 

we’ve gotten the impression that if we accumulate 

enough stuff, that collection will somehow spawn 

fresh life for us, as though in the great chaos of dollar 



store trinkets and newspaper clippings will collide in a 

second big bang to restart our universe. And if we 

could get that experiment to work, who would need 

the Large Hadron Collider in Switzerland?  

But since that doesn’t seem to happen, we just 

instead  clutter our lives with more meaningless 

materials, where each crawl space and closet and 

attic and shed becomes hiding places that hoard 

our failed attempts at new life. Even if all that glitters 

was gold, no amount of earth’s metals could bear us 

into a life worth living.   

Of course, this all comes to us on Mother’s Day, a 

day of the year where America spends $14 billion 

dollars to acknowledge those who bore us into this 

life, our mothers. And if we’re honest with ourselves, 



we see a lot of these practices of accumulation and 

of stuff in the common Mother’s Day celebrations. 

Now, hear me clearly. I’m not saying that faithful 

motherhood isn’t worth celebrating. But does paying 

$9 for a card that sings or buying another knickknack 

destined for the attic really the kind of new life we’re 

looking to offer our mothers? The origins of this 

holiday call for something entirely different.  

 The original Mother’s Day arose in the midst of 

early women’s movements that lamented the 

carnage of wars started by men. Julia Ward Howe, 

herself a mother and an activist at that, penned her 

Appeal to Womanhood Throughout the World, which 

we know today as the Mother’s Day Proclamation, as 

a call for a new kind of life in this world, one that 



forsakes the violence so common within our culture. 

Written in 1870, as she lamented the violence of war 

abroad, and especially at home in the Civil War, she 

called for she desired “a Mother’s Day for Peace.” 

 Against such violence at the hands of men, 

Howe called for women to remember that the sword 

of murder is not the balance of justice. Blood does 

not wipe out dishonor, nor violence vindicate 

possession… Thus men have done. Thus men will do. 

But women need no longer be made a party to 

proceedings which fill the globe with grief and horror. 

Despite the assumptions of physical force, the mother 

has a sacred and commanding word to say to the 

sons who owe their life to her suffering. That word 



should now be heard, and answered to as never 

before.  

 Powerful words, right And so, in that knowledge, 

she called for a council of women, again in her 

voice, “to them meet first, as women, to bewail and 

commemorate the dead. Let them then solemnly 

take council with each other as to the means 

whereby the great human family can live in peace, 

man as the brother of man, each bearing after his 

own kind the sacred impress, not of Caesar, but of 

God.  

 The modern Mother’s Day, started in West 

Virginia by Anna Jarvis in 1908, drew deeply upon this 

movement and especially upon Howe’s impassioned 

pleas for peace and for recognition that we all carry 



the image, not of Caesar, but of God. Of course, we 

hear from John’s first letter that we receive that 

image, that shape, in Jesus’ resurrection. We 

became shaped like God because of God’s choice 

for life.   

 That kind of new life, sought by the Howe and our 

scriptures today, can’t be found in stuff. Sure, flowers 

and cards are nice gestures. Expensive dinners or trips 

can make us feel special. I won’t begrudge you any 

of those things.  

 But the kind of new life Howe originally sought 

was to embrace the image of God in all humanity, to 

recognize the kind of life that society tries to secure 

for us usually leads to destruction, to seek new life 

rather than commemorate the old!  



 Howe saw the fallout of war in the 19th century on 

the American and European continents, wars fought 

not just for ideals but to control resources, materials, 

stuff. And rather than allow that accumulation of junk 

to destroy us, or lead us to destroy others, we instead 

ought to gather together, to lament our lust for false 

life, and finally embrace the new life Christ offers us in 

the resurrection.  

 This newness means the world to us, quite literally. 

Our pasts need not define us. That’s perhaps a vital 

message here on Mother’s Day. While the church 

tends to celebrate Mother’s Day as a liturgical 

holiday – and let’s not forget, it’s not – we must 

remember that not can truly celebrate today. Many 

of us grew up with wonderful mothers. But others of us 



grew up with abusive mothers, addicted mothers, or 

no mothers at all. While many celebrate the new 

experience of becoming a mother, others mourn 

miscarriages or lament that they cannot conceive at 

all. Today I especially think of two friends, people who 

I love and I know would make the best of parents, 

who’ve been unable to bear a child for years. Today 

is a hard day for them. Mother’s Day reminds us not 

only of the best in our culture, but some of the 

deepest darkness that we face on this earth.  

 And it is precisely in places like this that we need 

new life, the kind of new life that Jesus chooses to 

bring us in the resurrection. Today, we all need to be 

reborn of God. No matter how good or bad our 

relationships are with our mothers, there is new life for 



us. No matter whether we face today with joy or with 

sorrow, Jesus brings us life and hope beyond this day.  

 Over a century ago Howe called women 

together to seek the sacred impress, the new life, that 

Christ offered. Out of that was born the movement 

that brought us Mother’s Day. In that vein, rather 

than try to manufacture false life for our mothers or 

for ourselves, rather than try to buy our way to 

happiness, let us instead seek new life. Not the lives 

that we build ourselves, but rather the kind of new life 

we find in Christ’s resurrection. The kind where we 

become mothers for the motherless, where we 

become children to those who have none, where 

the family of God grows not due to blood lines but 

through God’s choice to raise Jesus from death, to 



turn a stone tomb into the womb of a new humanity. 

Let us take hold of this life that shows us a new way to 

live, one not bound up in accumulating possessions 

but instead developing resurrection relationships, the 

kind of relationships reliant upon new life.  

 Let us forego the impress of Caesar, built on 

money and on violence, and instead recall that we 

all, every last one of us, bear the image of God that 

Jesus chose to give us. Amen.    


