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TWO REFLECTIONS FOR MOTHER’S DAY
I sense a strong and all-prevailing spirit raising in me to replace this
mother Church I have lost. I have been touched by the image of God as
Mother. This morning I prayed that Mother God will show her face to
me. God has planned a future full of hope. God waits for my response
– God is my Mother who gives the gift of life freely.
But I must call, I must seek – then God will listen, and I will find her.
Much of the action comes from me. God waits, like a mother waiting
for her child to be born, while the new life turns in the womb. I am
excited. I experience joy because I am being called to give birth. I am
called to be creative. I, who have received, must now bring forth new
life.
I remember, last week, rescuing a baby chipmunk from the cats. I held
the tiny thing in my hand – it was all wet and trembling – its mouth
was open in fear and its eyes were wide and beautiful….
I have thought of it often since then. I feel like the chipmunk. Maybe
that is how God experiences me as she holds me in the palm of her
hand. Her love is far deeper than I could have felt as I held the
chipmunk. I am in her hands – longing to allow her to love me – but
still kicking and biting.
Edwina Gateley

Raising Children - “Anyone who wants to be great
amongst you must be your servant … “
At the Parish meeting without much of a focus, the conversation soon
turned to the topic of this world and its sad state. Something should be
done. All kind of action programs were thought of. Then a
homemaker, a mother of young children, said something that put
everything in a new perspective: “I think that the best contribution to
the betterment of the world that I can make is the careful raising of my
children.” While she said that, she put her hand on the head of her cute
youngster.
“Childrearing is almost always an invitation to ascetism,” wrote
Elizabeth Dreyer. “In our society the raising of children is perhaps the
ascetic opportunity par excellence.”
Parenting isn’t something we spontaneously think of when speaking
about mortification. Too often we imagine people like Father Damian,
the hero of Molokai, Mother Theresa of Calcutta, Dorothy Day, or
great saints from the past when using these words.
“A full night’s sleep, time to oneself, the freedom to come and go as
one pleases,” says Dryer, “all this must be given up in a way that is
quite different from a monk who chooses to rise once or twice during
the night to recite his prayers … Huge chunks of life are laid down at
the behest of infants.”
As Jesus’ saying goes: “As you did to the least of my sisters and
brothers you did to me.”
Besides, Jesus himself seems to have lived for thirty years in the circle
of his family in the modest conditions of Nazareth, preparing himself,
his family, and the people around for the God’s reign.
Fr Joseph Donders
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