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Three Horses (1971) a song by Joan Baez 

 
In the early dawn 
A stallion white 
Prances the hills 
In the morning light 
His bridle is painted 
With thunder and gold 
Orchids and dragons 
Pale knights of old 
He´s the horse of the ages past 
 

And now the children run 
To see the stallion on the hill 
Bringing bags of apples 
And of clover they have filled 
And the white horse tells his stories 
Of the days now passed and gone 
And the children stand a-wondering 
Believing every song 
How brightly glows the past 

For thus says the Lord “As a mother comforts her child, so will I comfort you; and you 
will be comforted in Jerusalem.” Isaiah 66:13 

This Mother’s Day as we are disquieted by the loss of life as it used to be due to Covid-19, let 
us remember that God’s people through the ages were well acquainted with the loss of “life as it 
used to be” over and over again. It began with Adam and Eve’s expulsion from Eden. Life got a 
lot harder overnight for them. It happened again when because of famine Abraham and Sarah 
and his son’s and their families had to leave home and take up residence in Egypt.  

It happened again in Egypt when Abraham and Sarah’s descendants lost their freedom and 
became enslaved. And once again when they left Egypt. You would think their descendants, the 
Israelites, would have been happy to leave, to be free – free at last! But no, they missed the 
known and were fearful of the unknown journey to the “Promised” Land. Living on a promise 
was hard, especially when food and water were in short supply and there were no stores 
available.  

The people complained. A lot. ‘If only we had meat to eat! We remember the fish we used to eat 
in Egypt for nothing, the cucumbers, the melons, the leeks, the onions, and the garlic; but now 
our strength is dried up, and there is nothing at all but this manna to look at’ (Numbers 11:4b-6). 
Ahhh! The good old days (when we were slaves?!). They had a miracle a day (manna) and all 
the people wanted was to look back. The way things were is always comforting, even when it’s 
not good, simply because there is no uncertainty. As the song above says, “How brightly glows 
the past!”  Mostly, because there is no uncertainty. We know how it turned out. 

I once worked with a woman who so wanted a child, wanted to celebrate Mother’s Day as a 
mother. When she finally was pregnant and nearing her due date, she panicked. “What if,” she 
blurted one day, “I don’t like it when it comes out?” 

The future is scary, especially when we know it means change. And nothing is more life-
changing than the birth of a child. It is frightening, even if the future offers a love beyond 
anything you have ever known -- that of mother for child. Frightening, because it is unknown; 
wonder-full once there is tiny life (or lives) to hold. 

There’s an old Lutheran joke: How many Lutherans does it take to change a light bulb? 
CHANGE??!!!! What change? We don’t want to change anything! 

The stories of God’s people facing major, jarring, disorienting and unwelcome changes continue 
throughout the bible. There was the exile of ten of the twelve tribes of Israel by the Assyrian 
conquerors. They never came back. The twelve tribes of Israel became two, but God was there. 
God was with the Ten “Lost” Tribes, too, but they no longer looked for the God they knew. They 
had a different concept for God and became known as Samaritans. But when Jesus met the 
Samaritans almost eight centuries later, he was not dismissive or condescending. He was 
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gracious and merciful, abounding in steadfast love. He was the Mother Hen longing to gather 
her chicks. He was God’s love embodied. They had abandoned God but God had not forgotten 
them. 

There was another exile known as the Babylonian Exile, during which everything of value and 
importance was brought into question. Temple worship which was the ONLY worship any Jew 
knew ceased – for decades. It was not a shut-down of a month or three. The temple was in 
ruins. Its treasures were now in the possession of the enemy. Everything of the sacred was 
gone…but God wasn’t. In exile, separated from the one official place of worship, the Temple, 
people still gathered to pray. They discovered once again the power of God’s word. The 
‘synagogue’ was born – a place to gather, hear God’s word, hear it explained and expounded. If 
that sounds a little bit like church, it is.  

When faced with a critical challenge, when one door is closed, God always opens another. 
Whether we are open to that other – or whether we should be – is always a venture into the 
unknown.  

But there is one thing that is always the same. God is there. Like a good mother God is ready to 
comfort us, hold us, soothe us, love us. Robbed of all the usual ways we find God, in worship, in 
Communion, in fellowship it’s hard to find new ways to experience God’s presence in our lives. 
We need to be open. We need to search, discern, seek…and we shall find.  

For thus says the Lord “As a mother comforts her child, so will I comfort you; and you will be 
comforted in Jerusalem.” Isaiah 66:13 The first part seems most comforting: God will comfort us 
like a mother. But the second part is the most important: in Jerusalem. The people were not 
there yet. Another Jerusalem was in the future. It would not be the same Jerusalem they left but 
God would be there in their future. Everything would be different then, but God would be the 
same. And that would be enough.  

 

Mothering God, You Gave Me Birth 

 Hymn #735 ELW, Stanzas 1 & 3 
 
Mothering God, you gave me birth 
in the bright morning of this world. 
Creator, source of ev'ry breath, 
you are my rain, my wind, my sun. 

Mothering Spirit, nurt'ring one, 
in arms of patience hold me close, 
so that in faith I root and grow 
until I flow'r, until I know. 

 

To hear the hymn, Copy and Paste the link below or Control + click on it (Windows):  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4oyR2SQKOY0 
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