
 

       

When a young couple wants to adopt a child, the adoption agency or the government makes a 

background check of the couple to verify the true intention for the request. What is in the heart of 

the couple? Will they really love and care for the child, what's in their heart - what motivates 

them, what they're looking for, why they do what they do. In the Gospel passage we just listened 

to, Jesus lays bare the heart of God. “As the father loves me, so I love you. Remain in my love to 

love one another as I have loved you.” 

 

The great Church historian, Adolph von Harnack, wrote about the extraordinary witness of the 

Early Christians in these words: ‘The new language on the lips of Christians was the language of 

love. But it was more than a language, it was a thing of power and action.’  Clearly, the Early 

Christian community had taken to heart Jesus’ final instruction to his disciples on the eve of his 

death: ‘Love one another as I have loved you’, an instruction repeated twice in today’s gospel.  

 

We usually remember the last words spoken of those who were close to us. Jesus’ disciples not 

only remembered them: they practiced them; they lived them. Their love was not mere words or 

pious gestures, but a practical love, expressed in deeds of caring service – service especially to 

the poor and those most in need. It was the kind of love Augustine referred to when he wrote: ‘It 

has hands to help others. It has feet to hasten to the poor and needy. It has eyes to see 

misery and want. It has ears to hear the sighs and sorrows of people. That is what love 

looks like’.  

 

Sadly, as Mahatma Gandhi has observed, and as history testifies, many who have dared to call 

themselves Christian have failed to abide in the home of love and to emulate the admirable 

example of the early Christians. We have moved from empathy to sympathy. Whereas Empathy 

says, I see you, I hear you, I feel you, I may not be you, but I love you. Sympathy says, I feel so 

sorry for you, I cannot help you. Because of this shift in values, hatred, prejudices, violence and 

divisions, continue to grow and continue to give, counter-witness to the explicit command of 

Jesus and to the God who is Love (as today’s Second Reading states). 

 

Today, he word Love is totally misunderstood and misused word, a word used to cover up what is 

the very opposite of love – domination and exploitation. The love Jesus wants his disciples to 

practice is, ‘a thing of power and action’, a reflection of that divine energy that brought the 

universe into being. It is a love that is ever faithful and constant. The only adequate measure of 

this love is the enduring love of God the Father for all his children: ‘I have loved you with an 

everlasting love and am therefore constant in my affection for you’. 

 

The love that has its origin in God is a love that is universal and unrestricted in scope, open to all, 

irrespective of class or ethnicity. This truth is pointedly illustrated in today’s first reading from 

the Acts of the Apostles, which tells the story of the reception and baptism of Cornelius and his 

family into the Christian community. The story of Cornelius is not primarily a conversion story. It is 

rather the story of how the early Christians are led by the Spirit to overcome their innate prejudice 



 

       

and antipathy to the Gentiles, and to accept them into their community. As Peter came to realize, 

‘the truth is… that God does not have favorites, but that anybody of any nationality who fears 

God and does what is right is acceptable to him’. The truth that Peter, and the early Church, 

came to realize is that God loves and cares for everyone, that his Spirit is present and active in 

the strangest places, in and through persons and situations where we might least expect her to 

be present, situations that invariably take us by surprise.  

 

Perhaps a human love that comes very close to God’s love is a mother’s love. Today is Mothers’ 

Day. Amidst all the celebrations and joy let us go back in time to relive the days we spent with our 

mother. She gave birth do us, fed us, took care of all our needs as helpless babies, supported us 

during school going days, then as young men, and women, was a maid to take care of our kids 

and keep our house. Now she may be healthy and fit, stricken with illness of various sorts, bed-

ridden, terminally ill or she may even be on her deathbed waiting for a last glimpse of the children 

she loved so much. Some of our mothers could also be in heaven. Whatever the state she may 

be in, let us reflect a little on our lives with this extra-ordinary person called MOTHER.  

 

We make a lot of sacrifices for advancements in our lives but often we do them for a reward. 

There is only one person who enjoys sacrificing her time and energy as it is done for the real love 

for the other person. Undeniably it is none other than our own mother. For this special person, 

her immeasurable love for us makes her sacrifice a pleasure not pain. 

 

We can recollect the sleepless nights she spent taking care of us when we were sick, the 

moments of anxiety she went through when we were involved in some accidents and the tears 

she shed during their intense prayers for our recovery. All she lived for was for the well being of 

our future not hers. She did all that without any ulterior motive that one day we will repay that 

gratitude in cash or kind. 

 

Sadly, today many of her sacrifices are not appreciated by us, the children, which really hurts her 

to the core. Many of us simply forget the good old days when she toiled endlessly without sleep 

and rest for our well being, to make us what we are today. We are too busy with our own lives 

that we forget to spend time just talking and listening to her. 

 

Many of our mothers are now elderly and may be riddled with so many ailments. They are living 

in fear of loneliness at the twilight of their lives. The only companion they had their husbands are 

gone. We may not be able to cure all her illnesses, but the least we can give her is reassurance 



 

       

that we care and love her. We easily forget the days when as children, her loving embrace could 

allay all our fears. She did that willingly and with great love and passion. 

 

There is beautiful story about God creating the mother. When the Good Lord was creating mother 

He was into His 6th. day of overtime when the angel appeared and said, "You're doing a lot of 

fiddling around on this one." And the Lord said, "Have you read the specification on this order?" 

"She has to be completely washable but not plastic" "Have 180 movable parts . . . all replaceable" 

"Run on black coffee and leftovers" "Have a lap that disappears when she stands up" "A kiss that 

can cure anything from a broken leg to a disappointed love affair" "And 6 pairs of hands" 

 

The angel shook her head slowly and said, "6 pairs of hands....no way." "It's not the hands that 

are causing me the problems," said the Lord, "It's the three pairs of eyes that Mothers have to 

have." "That's in the standard model?" asked the angel. The Lord nodded. "One pair that sees 

through closed doors when she asks, 'What are you kids doing in there?' When she already 

knows. Another here in the back of her head that sees what she shouldn't but what she has to 

know, and of course the ones here in front so that she can look at a child when he goofs and say, 

'I understand, and I love you' without so much as uttering a word." 

 

"Lord," said the angel touching his sleeve gently,  "it's time for bed."  "No, I can't," said the Lord, 

"I'm so close to creating something so close to myself. Already I have one that heals herself when 

she is sick . . . can feed a family of six with a loaf of bread. The angel circled the model of a 

Mother very slowly. "It's too soft," she sighed. "But tough!" said the Lord excitedly. "You cannot 

imagine what this Mother can do or endure." "Can it think?" "Not only think, but it can reason and 

compromise," said the Creator. 

 

Finally, the angel bent over and ran a finger across the cheek. "There's a leak," she pronounced. 

"I told you, you were trying to put too much into this model." "It's not a leak," said the Lord. "It's a 

tear." "What's it for?" "It's for joy, sadness, disappointment, pain, loneliness, and pride." "You are 

a genius," said the angel. The Lord looked somber. "I didn't put it there" 

 

A happy and blessed Mothers’ Day 
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