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I noticed the soup bowl. Actually, there were three soup bowls. And they were sitting on the 
counter. 
 
This was a few years ago, during the 11 months that my mother was undergoing treatment for the 
cancer which ultimately took her life. 
 
My brother Karl had come in from Kentucky. I had driven home from Richmond to 
Pennsylvania. So we were all there for a few days – mom, dad, my brother, and myself.  
 
Mom had undergone an aggressive chemo treatment a few days before we arrived. So she was 
weak, and tired, and sick. She had no energy. She had no appetite. Mom stayed in bed most of 
the day. 
 
So as lunch time approached one day, dad gave my brother and I some jobs. Karl was to heat up 
the soup that a neighbor had brought. I was to get the lunchmeat and mustard out so that we 
could make sandwiches. Dad was going downstairs to get a loaf of bread. 
 
My brother and I got to work. Dad came back up from the basement. I rooted around the 
refrigerator, trying to find what I was looking for. 
 
When I turned around, I was startled…because there was mom, standing by the kitchen counter. 
She looked awful. She was holding on with one hand, just to steady herself. I could tell that the 
sight of food was making her feel nauseous. 
 
And then I noticed the soup bowls. Mom had used all of her strength to come out to the kitchen, 
and when she saw that the three of us were going to have soup, she went to the cabinet. 
 
And she got out three of the soup bowls from her wedding china. She set them out on the counter 
so that they would be ready for us. And she got three of the good soup spoons from the silver, 
and she placed a spoon next to each bowl. 
 
I just stood there and watched, as my mother used every ounce of energy she had in her body. 
And what was she doing? She was taking care of us. Her boys. Her husband.  
 



She was not going to be able to eat with us. Every one of us had encouraged her to stay in bed 
and rest. She had every right to be thinking of herself, paying attention to her needs, tending to 
her struggle. 
 
But instead, she was doing all that she could to create something beautiful for the people she 
loved most. 
 
The ugliness of her illness was apparent to all of us – but she was doing something beautiful… 
her best china, the nice silver. 
 
The reality of death was right there with us in that kitchen, but mom was choosing to live, and to 
give. 
 
Every sane person would have said that it was time for mom to think of herself… but she was 
thinking of us, and doing for us. 
 
In other words, she was loving us.  
 
And I felt the Holy Spirit say deep inside of me, “remember this moment. Remember the wisdom 
of the soup bowls.” 
 
Since her death in the summer of 2012,  I have laughed, and cried, and reminisced, and grieved. I 
have thanked God for memories, and lessons learned, and blessing received. 
 
And it struck me the other day – in the time since mom’s death, I have never once reminisced 
about something she bought for me. The memories that I cherish have almost nothing to do with 
money, or possessions, or gifts wrapped in paper. 
 
The memories I cherish all have to do with time spent, with conversations, with laughter, with 
music, with reading, with a ride in the car, or an event at church. 
 
I have not once reminisced about how glad I was that mom or dad worked extra hours in order to 
buy me something that I “absolutely could not live without.” And let me be honest: when I was 
growing up, I constantly bugged my parents to buy me those things that I ‘could not live 
without!”  Like that 8 track tape player I begged for and didn’t get, or that platinum class ring 
that I begged for and didn’t get, or that new bike that I begged for and didn’t get. 
 
These days, I don’t sit around remembering those things. 
 
These days, I recall dinner around the table, and vacations to visit family, and making our own 



Halloween costumes. 
 
And I thank God for the wisdom of the soup bowls where, even in her dying, mom was showing 
us how to love. 
 
As we hear Jesus in today’s Gospel, we have to recall that he is speaking these words at the Last 
Supper. In other words, Death is looming in that upper room, and the cross is just hours away. 
Everyone would have understood if Jesus had been worried about what was coming next, how he 
would suffer, the pain that awaits. 
 
But instead, even as death draws near, Jesus is teaching us how to love, showing us how to love. 
 
In the second reading, we are told that God showed us his love by doing one thing – sending us 
his son. Notice: the scripture does NOT say that God showed us his love by giving us some 
THING. God showed us his love by giving us some ONE! His Son. 
 
And that Son, on the night before he died, sat at a table filled with bowls and plates, and he 
taught us about love again. And he said: 
 
“As the father loves me, so I have loved you. Remain in that love. Now love one another, as I 
have loved you.” That’s where you will find real joy. “Love one another.” 
 
You are loved by God… loved beyond your imagining. Jesus assures us that true joy, the only 
joy that really lasts, comes when we love one another. 
 
What does that mean? It means that we reject the lie that our culture keeps shouting at us… the 
lie which says that the most important thing that we can do for ourselves and for each other is to 
buy things, and spend, and purchase, and collect, and spoil, and placate and surround ourselves 
with stuff.  
 
That’s all a lie, a lie powerful enough to drag us down in the rat race of consuming.  
 
Think about it. According to the commercials, what is the greatest proof that someone loves you? 
“He went to Jared.” 
 
Well, Jesus did not ‘go to Jared.’ He went to Calvary. 
 
What Jesus calls us to is the kind of love he showed us each day – the kind of love I caught a 
glimpse of in the kitchen with the soup bowls – a love which draws us out of ourselves, away 
from our concerns, and keeps us focused on creating something beautiful, doing something 



beautiful, and simply spending time with the ones God has placed around our table. 
 
“Love one another,” Jesus says. 
 
Love one another. Some days, loving each other will look like soup bowls and spoons. It will 
look like bedtime stories or late night conversations. It will look like listening, telling the truth, 
encouraging, being together, sitting at the table, doing what is necessary. 
 
Some days, loving each other will look like setting boundaries, speaking words that challenge , 
forgiving, teaching, or caring. 
 
Some days, loving each other will look like paying attention to those who have less, seeking 
justice for the oppressed, standing for what’s right when the world seems crazy. 
 
Some days, loving will look like a mom, or a dad, or a friend, or a stranger, who does something 
simple, but something you will always remember. And you know  that someday it will be your 
turn to set out the soup bowls… 
 
Our God has told us where joy, and hope and peace can be found. They can be found in his Son. 
His Son, who teaches us how to love, and proves to us that it can be done. 
 
His Son, whose table contains simple things, like bread and wine lovingly offered. Simple gifts. 
Beautiful gifts. Beautiful, because here we still meet the one who enables us to love one another. 
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