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‘Who’s my mother and brother? 

Matthew 12: 46-50: Jesus’ Mother and Brothers 

46 While Jesus was still talking to the crowd, his mother and brothers stood outside, 
wanting to speak to him. 47 Someone told him, “Your mother and brothers are 
standing outside, wanting to speak to you.” 

48 He replied to him, “Who is my mother, and who are my brothers?” 49 Pointing to his 
disciples, he said, “Here are my mother and my brothers. 50 For whoever does the 
will of my Father in heaven is my brother and sister and mother.” (NIV) 

Matthew’s passage above has a new meaning to me, one that gives me great joy to 

write about and share with you all. 

Firstly reading the passage and thinking of its meaning. I believe Jesus is telling us 

we are all part of God’s family, and therefore we are all brothers and sisters together. 

But some who are older and wiser could be classed as our mothers. I must admit 

there are some of you who I meet and take as my mother, because I still need the 

person who can say, ‘there, there, it will be okay.’ Even today those simple words 

can bring me comfort. 

We must never forget that we are a family, each and every one of us who confess 

the Lord Jesus Christ as our Saviour, is a brother and sister of the Church. 

Now we move on, but keep to the theme of, ‘who is my mother and who are my 

brothers?’  

As some of you may know, I was an adopted child. I was born in Germany, in a town 

called Boppard on the Rhine. I was adopted at six weeks old by a couple who were 

stationed in Germany during this period. I was told about my history from a very early 

age, but no one can take away my memories of growing up as an English person, 

schooling in Kent. 

Although mum was mum and dad was dad, I decided about eight years ago to try 

and trace my routes, and found much to my joy that I had brothers and sisters living 

in Germany. The eldest sister died a few years before I made contact. But there 

were others, there was a brother who is two years older than me, and he was also 

placed for adoption, then another sister and brother, who are younger than me, and 

they are part of our mothers family unit. 

Tracey and I booked a holiday to spend time in Germany and we stayed at a place 

called Assmannshausen. At the time I had no intention of calling my German family 

to let them know our plans. But nearer the time I thought I would like to meet with my 

older brother, because we shared one thing, that being we were both adopted and 

placed in another family unit. 



The weekend before we were due to set off, I 

made contact with Micha, asking whether he 

would like to meet face to face, because prior to 

our travel, we only spoke via email. 

To my great surprise and also overwhelming joy, 

Micha said that he would gladly meet with us 

during our time in Germany. (The photograph is 

of Micha and I), you must agree we do look like 

brothers, excepting Micha has been blessed with 

more hair than me. 

We also met Micha’s better half, called Judith, and we had a fantastic weekend 

together, although the ladies of the group may disagree after the copious amounts of 

beer and schnapps my brother and I consumed on the Saturday night.  

Micha and I spoke at length and agreed that we were both blessed to have such 

caring parents, who adopted us, and our lives would have been very different if this 

event had not taken place.  

As we walked through Bingen on the Sunday, I kept looking at him, saying, ‘I cannot 

believe I am walking with my brother walking beside me.’ And Micha said the same. 

He has made me promise to stop writing to him in German, using Google Translate, 

because he spends hours trying to work out what I am saying, I have to write in 

English, as he and Judith speak it very well. 

So in summary, I thank the Lord for all my mothers, brothers and sisters, who make 

me feel so much part of the family of Christ, but more than this, I thank the Lord for 

letting me meet with my blood brother, helping to identify with some areas of my 

past. 

Yours in Christ. 

Rick Hayes 


