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MOTHERS

My mother was very self-conscious and felt inadequate, compared to others. For example, she never invited anyone over to eat because she felt that her cooking was not good enough. Yet, there are those who remember the wonderful cooking smells that they experienced when dropping over to our house for a visit. No doubt, (secretly) they wished that they would be invited to eat.

I think that most good mothers might be like that. They do not consider what they do as being good enough. Mary, the mother of Jesus, must have felt very much that way. After all, she had been entrusted with the Savior Messiah, the Son of God. Nothing could be good enough for him. Actually, much of what happened to him would not have been desired by any mother. Consider the place of birth, his first years when they had to live in a foreign county, and the fact that she was not able to prevent him from being executed as a common criminal.

A basic trait of a mother appears to be the sharing of herself. That is what I remember about my mother. When I was very small, she would share with me whatever she was eating at the time. It could be something as simple as an apple. The joy of that moment was not so much the piece of apple that she handed me, but the fact that she chose to share with me of what was hers. While that took different forms as I grew older, it never stopped.

Time together has an eminent value. Mother would read the serial that ran in one of our Slovak newspapers to my father and me. When I was a little older, I would read to them. Reading from a book in English, I would verbalize the thoughts in Slovak (since that is what we spoke at home). Then, there were the walks into the countryside. My mother had the knack of noticing the beautiful details of nature that so many of us miss. She would point out the flowers, the acorns, the crop in a farmer’s field, an unusual tree, a butterfly, - anything and everything. This continued when I became a priest. Only, now, we did not walk. I drove the car, while my mother continued to observe the beauty that God had placed there for us to enjoy.

Being set free is important, as well. Here, too, it is not so much the freedom that is the gift when parents let you go, but the sharing of their adulthood with you. I still remember the exhilaration that I felt when I was allowed to ride my bike to a neighboring town five miles away and go to a movie, - alone for the first time. Another such moment was when I no longer had to go with them to visit friends and could stay home, - all by myself. Something similar happened when I went off to the university and, eventually, to the seminary in Rome. While my parents did not have much choice in the matter, a part of them went with me. And, they knew that. My mother lit dozens of candles and prayed countless rosaries on her beads, which I still have. No doubt, she prayed me through what I had to do, much as Mary must have done for Jesus.

This Mother’s Day happens to be the birthday of another mother. Being the Solemnity of Pentecost, it is considered the birthday of the Church. We often use the term “Mother Church.” It is the Church that gives us spiritual birth, shares herself in our formation, lets us go into spiritual adulthood, and prays us through on our journey into the Lord’s Reign.

Of course, when we speak of the Church, we are speaking of the Assembly of Believers; - that is, the Faithful. I guess we could say that it takes a community of faith to rear a child of faith. So, to all of you: Blessings on Mother’s Day!

