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I have researched and soul-searched about the origins of Mothers Day and eventually 
decided to begin by asking myself, what does Mothers Day mean to me? 
 
There is a Samoan saying, e ‘ai lava le tagata ia i le mama a lona matua.  Literally, each 
one feeds on food that is originally masticated by his or her  parents.  It means that a 
person is sustained physically and spiritually by parents’ nurturing. 
 
The theme is Mothers Day and therefore the focus is on the mother.  
 
Each one of us is unique and  our insights and perspectives derive from personal 
experience.  I want to draw on my personal experience with my mother to illustrate the 
meanings which have informed my conscience and inspired my spiritual life.   
 
THE FIRST STORY 
My mother was a nurse at Motootua Hospital.  She married my father who was a pastor;  
my father was the Treasurer for the EFKS church.  As Treasurer, he and his family had to 
live in the church compound at Maluafou.   
 
Because my mother had a reputation as a nurse, our household became an infirmary for 
the elders of the church who were sick but not seriously enough to be hospitalized, or 
recuperating from some illness or simply needing a break from an arduous regimen.  I 
remember vividly my mother nursing Alesana (the father of Tofilau Eti Alesana) and  Siō 
(the patriarch of the formidable Siō clan). 
 
It seemed to me that the priority consideration with my mother was  matua tausi i.e. 
elders that needed caring rather than ma’i i.e. sick.  If my mother’s nursing did any good, 
it was more because of loving care rather than medication. 
 
I believe that my mother’s legacy endures by the fact that so many of my siblings and 
their children are/were members of the medical profession. 
 
THE SECOND STORY 
For my mother, it was an article of faith that giving time and money to the church is 
investing in good fortune and a happy life.   
 
When we i.e. her children came back from school overseas and took up various 
professions, she would constantly remind, “You can never adequately compensate God  
for his love and blessings. This is one way by which we can express our thanks, knowing 
that it is in giving that we receive God’s blessings”. 
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I remember one time rushing home because I was told she was sick.  When I got there, 
she was covered in her blanket and I asked her, “How are you?” She said, “I am not sick.  
I am angry because our  taulaga (offering) is too small.  Look at the many blessings God 
has given us.  How can you compensate God’s generosity with such meanness?  Keep in 
mind that it is by giving that you will receive blessings.” 
 
My mother I know is no different from many other mothers in this respect. 
 
THIRD STORY 
My mother had an acute sense of responsibility for the welfare of others.  My family 
(siblings including myself) and our children did not attend Moataa village school.  We 
contributed moneys and other stuff for the rebuilding and maintenance of the Moataa 
village school but  these were not enough by my mother’s measure.  She was adamant 
that we should front up with more resources for the village school.  She said:“ You have 
been blessed with wonderful educational opportunities.  That’s all the more reason why 
you should look out for the village school.  Always remember that you have a sacred 
responsibility to the village and its children.    It is in the performance of this 
responsibility that blessings will come to you and your children.” 
 
FOURTH STORY 
My mother frowned on unnecessary display of pomp and ceremony.  While attending to 
her chores she slipped and broke a hip and eventually landed in hospital.  My husband 
was then Prime Minister and it was during the Independence celebrations.  One day in 
hospital she noticed my absence and she asked, “Where is Filia?”  Her minders replied, 
“Poor Filia, she’s busy with the Independence celebrations.”   She retorted,  “Go tell her 
to come and take my po.” 
 
FIFTH STORY 
Most times when I was young, I slept with her.  Many times late at night or in the early 
hours of the morning, she’d wake me up. “Wake up Filia, and join me in prayer.”   
 
I went to school in New Zealand for 9 years and when I returned, I  reverted to our norm 
which meant I slept with her and the prayer ritual late at night and in the wee hours of the 
morning continued. 
 
On the morning of my wedding day, she woke me up around 2 o’clock.  “Wake up Filia 
and let us pray together for this may be the last time we will pray like this at this hour.  In 
marriage you will face many difficulties and believe me, in such times, God is your only 
refuge and guide. That is my gift to you.  If you remember nothing else from our 
relationship, that will be enough to see you through.”  
 
 
CONCLUSION 
These stories still speak to me and it is in that speaking that lends substance to Mothers 
Day.  They speak of my mother’s love and guidance.  They speak about how much I owe 
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God for giving me and my family a very special mother.  They speak about how God has 
been my refuge in my hour of need.   
 
I pray that my mother’s life and example will be the model I follow in nurturing children 
and family placed in my care. And when God calls me, they will remember me in the 
same way I remember my mother. 
 
 


