
I ’ve been thinking a lot 
about my own mom lately. 
Some of my favorite memo-

ries go all the way back to those 
early years. In the middle of 
what felt like absolute chaos, 
four boys, six years apart since 
the last two of us are twins (yes… 
that meant four teenagers at 
once) she carried and sƟll carries a qui-
et strength. That held the house togeth-
er when everything else felt like it might 
come undone. 
I remember many story Ɵmes with my 
twin brother Joshua. But what sƟcks 
with me most? The craŌs. Siƫng at the 
table, creaƟng something out of noth-
ing, just being together. That kind of 
Ɵme shapes memories, quality Ɵme. 
Then I look at Julie with our girls re-
membering her chasing them through 
the house, laughing around the table, 

building those same kinds of mem-
ories. As a Mom she has this 

deep care of people in her 
life, she really 
sees them. It is 

evident that when 

she gives a giŌ, it’s not just some-
thing you open, it’s something 
that says, “I know you.” That’s a 
different kind of love, a Mother's 
love 
And if we’re honest, most of us 
carry those kinds of memories of 
mothers, grandmothers, or moth-
er figures who showed up with 

love, paƟence, and presence when we 
needed it most. 
So when we hear Jesus say something 
like this in MaƩhew 12, it can feel a 
liƩle unexpected. 
“Who is my mother?” 
At first, it almost sounds like distance. 
But if you really listen to his words, it’s 
actually expansion. 
Jesus isn’t dismissing his mother. He’s 
widening the circle. 
He’s saying that the kind of love we as-
sociate with a mother the nurturing, the 
protecƟng, the guiding, the sacrificial 
kind of love that’s not limited to one 
role or one relaƟonship. That kind of 
love is meant to be lived out by all who 
follow God’s will. 

That’s a bold shiŌ. 
Because now, being part of God’s family 
isn’t about biology, it’s about embodi-
ment. 
It’s about becoming people who carry 
that same steady grace into a chaoƟc 
world. 
It’s about choosing compassion when it 
would be easier to walk away. 
It’s about showing up, again and again, 
with a love that doesn’t quit. 
Let’s be real, we won’t do it perfectly. 
None of us will. But when Jesus points 
to the disciples and says, “Here are my 
mother and my brothers,” he’s painƟng 
a picture of what community can look 
like when it’s shaped by divine love. 
A place where people are seen. 
A place where people are known. 
A place where people are held, espe-
cially when life gets messy. 
So this month, let’s absolutely celebrate 
the mothers and mother figures who 
have poured into our lives. Hug them. 
Call them. Thank them. Remember  
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“While he was sƟll speaking to the crowds, his mother and his brothers were standing outside, wanƟng to speak to him. Someone told him, 
‘Look, your mother and your brothers are standing outside, wanƟng to speak to you.’ But to the one who had told him this, Jesus replied, 
‘Who is my mother, and who are my brothers?’ And poinƟng to his disciples, he said, ‘Here are my mother and my brothers! For whoever  

Pastor conƟnued on page 4 








