
“Mothers’ Day for Peace” 
The Unitarian Church of Lincoln 

May 8, 2016 
“Mother's love is peace.  

It need not be acquired, it need not be deserved.”  
Erich Fromm 

 
Gathering of the Community 

Ringing of Bell 
Welcome and Announcements 
Prelude: 
 

Stating Intent 
Chalice Lighting: by G. Woods 
Opening words: by G. Woods 
Hymn: #181 “No Matter Where You Live” 
 

Time for all ages 
 Story “Five Minutes of Peace” 

Children’s Song: #402 “From You I Receive” 
 
Deepening 

Reading: “Mother’s Day Proclamation”  
by Julia Ward Howe 

Musical Interlude: 
Sermon: “Mothers’ Day for Peace” 
Offering and Offertory: 

 
Returning to Community: the work of the people 

Sharing of Joys and Sorrows 
Meditation 
 

Integration and Release 



Closing Hymn: #191 “Now I Recall My Childhood” 
Closing Words: “Boundless Goodwill” 

from Metta Sutta 
 
Postlude 
 
 

Stating Intent 
Chalice Lighting: by G. Woods 

We choose fire, flame of community, 
as we light this chalice of inclusion. 

No one of us can do all that needs to be done. 
Only together, carrying our individuals flames 
in the wholeness of this spiritual community 
do we eventually gather the energies needed 

to transform our world  
for the greater good of all. 

May our flame guide us with joy, peace, and love. 
 

Opening words: by G. Woods 
Come, let us gather to honor all who nurture and care for us 

as we grow from total dependence into independence  
and, finally, if all goes well, into an interdependence 
 that knows we are stronger sharing our gifts, talents  

and energies with others of like goals,  
than we are unsupported, unchallenged, and alone. 

May we live together honoring all those  
who nurture our lives. 

Hymn: #181 “No Matter Where You Live” 
 

Time for all ages 
 Story: “Five Minutes of Peace” 

Children’s Song: #402 “From You I Receive” 



 
Deepening 
Reading: “Mother’s Day Proclamation”  

by Julia Ward Howe 
Arise, then, women of this day!  
Arise, all women who have hearts, 

 whether our baptism be of water or of tears! 
Say firmly: "We will not have great questions  

decided by irrelevant agencies,  
our husbands will not come to us, reeking with carnage, 
for caresses and applause.  

Our sons shall not be taken from us to unlearn all  
that we have been able to teach them  
of charity, mercy and patience.  

We, the women of one country,  
will be too tender of those of another country  
to allow our sons to be trained to injure theirs." 

From the bosom of the devastated Earth  
a voice goes up with our own.  

It says: "Disarm! Disarm!  
The sword of murder is not the balance of justice."  

Blood does not wipe out dishonor,  
nor violence indicate possession.  

As men have often forsaken the plough and the anvil  
at the summons of war,  

Let women now leave all that may be left of home  
for a great and earnest day of counsel. 

Let them meet first, as women,  
to bewail and commemorate the dead.  

Let them solemnly take counsel with each other  
as to the means whereby the great human family  
can live in peace, each bearing after his own time the 
sacred impress, not of Caesar, but of God. 



In the name of womanhood and humanity, I earnestly ask 
that a general congress of women without limit of 
nationality may be appointed  

and held at someplace deemed most convenient  
and, at the earliest period consistent with its objects,  

to promote the alliance of the different nationalities,  
the amicable settlement of international questions,  
the great and general interests of peace. 

 
Musical Interlude: 
Sermon: “Mothers’ Day for Peace” 
 

Happy Mother’s Day! I cannot let this day pass unremarked. 

I suspect it is met with mixed emotions by many of us, given 

that not all mothers live up to greeting card sentiments.  

I know I am not an ideal mother, always thinking about lots of 

things at once, on occasion burning down dinner and the 

wok in the process. While my relationship with my own 

mother was not ideal, I was truly blessed compared to some 

of my friends. So – a day of mixed emotions. 

Unitarians have some claim on Mother’s Day. An early 

attempt to create a special day for Mothers arose from a 

Unitarian.  



The "Mother's Day Proclamation" by Julia Ward 
Howe was one of the early calls to celebrate 
Mother's Day in the United States. Written in 1870, 
Howe's Mother's Day Proclamation was a pacifist 
reaction to the carnage of the American Civil War 
and the Franco-Prussian War. The Proclamation 
was tied to Howe's feminist belief that women had 
a responsibility to shape their societies at the 
political level. (Wikipedia) 
 
Unitarian minister Stefan Jonassen tell us: 

In 1872, Unitarian Julia Ward Howe began 
advocating the creation of a “Mother’s Day for 
Peace” to be held on June 2 each year. The 
following year, eighteen cities held such a 
gathering. Bostonians continued to observe the 
day for more than a decade, while some cities 
continued the observance until the turn of the 
century, when the annual “Mother’s Day for 
Peace” appears to have died out. 
 

It certainly did. And never has reappeared as far as I know. 

Maybe that’s because, instead of being a day to rest and be 

adored, it was a day for mother’s to work hard on yet another 

project: Peace - an abstraction that has little traction with 

many people. 

 People of a more sentimental bend than Howe pressed on, 



offering another take on Mother’s Day: 

In 1907, Anna Jarvis, a Methodist, began a 
campaign to establish a permanent Mother’s Day. 
By the following year, the YMCA had taken up the 
cause and, in 1914, Woodrow Wilson signed a 
congressional resolution establishing Mother’s Day 
in the United States. (Johnassen) 
 

Jarvis was quite clear what this day was to be about, and it 

wasn’t about working for peace. 

In 1912, Anna Jarvis trademarked the phrases 
"second Sunday in May" and "Mother's Day", and 
created the Mother's Day International 
Association. 
She was specific about the location of the 
apostrophe; it was to be a singular possessive, for 
each family to honour their mother, not a plural 
possessive commemorating all mothers in the 
world.  
 
Although she was successful in 1914, she was 
already disappointed with its commercialization by 
the 1920s. (Wikipedia) 
 
Mother’s Day has become another “Hallmark Holiday,” 

used by purveyors of brunch, dinner, greeting cards, flowers, 

and candy to provide additional markets for their products. I 



sincerely hope some of this brings peace and rest to 

mothers in our world.  

I acknowledge that some of us had difficult relationships 

with our mothers, relationships that affect our relationships 

with other people, including ministers who remind you of 

your mother. Some of us have been blessed with mothers 

who have been sources of love, enlightenment, and 

encouragement for our lives. Some, like me, experienced a 

full spectrum relationship with our mothers and continue to 

puzzle over this as we struggle to provide guidance to our 

children. 

Perhaps the best thing we can do to honor mothers is 

to give them some peace and rest. Another possible 

approach was that taken by Julia Ward Howe: to try to bring 

rest and peace to the world through practicing peace. And 

not just mothers, who are often left to do the mourning for 

the fathers and children who die, should practice peace, but 



all of us should, for the entire population of the planet suffers 

incredibly from the ravages of war. (I shall never forget 

performing a wedding for a veteran of the first, very brief, 

Gulf War. He was coughing so hard from lung damage 

because oils rigs were burning everywhere he fought that he 

could barely say, “I do.”) 

I wonder what would happen if each and all of us 

practiced behaving respectfully and peacefully, not only in 

our actions, but also with our words, for just one day. I 

wonder what would happen if each of us made an effort to 

recognize our rage and to release it in a safe way that did 

not damage our selves or others for just one day.  

So, I invite each of you to think about the war inside 

you, the anger you harbor and will not let go. It’s a fire that 

eats you from the inside. Think about one way you could get 

it out of you, maybe by exhaling it from you mouth, maybe by 

picturing it joining the fire at the center of the earth, maybe 



by sinking it in a river or ocean. Then, instead of holding on 

to it, letting it go. 

Then think about one thing you could do to let all the 

love that exists around you to fill the hole left empty from the 

anger. Maybe you could listen to a great piece of music that 

calms you, or pet a kitten, walk in the woods, embrace 

someone you love, or go into the silence of meditation and 

let its quiet fill you. Let it really fill you with a new calm and 

contentment. You have just brought a bit of peace into this 

world that did not exist before.  

Perhaps that is what our mothers – and fathers and 

sisters and brothers – really need from us. And maybe they 

could do the same things for themselves. And maybe we 

could do it with one another. What better start for a Mother’s 

Day for Peace? 

I’m just saying . . . with respect, with responsibility, and 

with relish for the process. So Be It! Blessed Be! 



 
Offering and Offertory: 

 
Returning to Community: the work of the people 

Sharing of Joys and Sorrows 
Meditation 
 

Integration and Release 
Closing Hymn: #191 “Now I Recall My Childhood” 
Closing Words: “Boundless Goodwill” 

from Metta Sutta 
 

Let us cultivate boundless goodwill. 
Let none deceive another, or despise any being in any state. 
Let none in anger or ill-will wish another harm. 
Even as a mother watches over her child,  
so with boundless mind should one cherish all living beings, 
Radiating friendliness over the whole world, 
Above, below, and all around without limit. 

 
Postlude 
 
 

 


