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“Daddy, isn’t it beautiful?” 
 
It happened last Sunday morning. I was shoveling the rectory driveway 
 
When I started, no one else was outside yet. So I enjoyed the beauty and the silence. And, 
I was talking to the Lord, asking him for a homily idea based on today’s second reading – 
St. Paul’s poetic description of Christian love. 
 
The silence was broken by the sound of a young girl’s voice – “Daddy isn’t it beautiful?” 
I am guessing that she was three years old.  
 
Her daddy started shoveling his driveway. She played. About every 90 seconds, she 
yelled, “Daddy, isn’t it beautiful?” 
 
At one point, the little girl jumped off a snowdrift on to the hard-packed snow on the 
street. 
 
When she landed, her feet slipped out from under her, and she hit her head on the icy 
surface. 
 
She started to cry. Dad picked her up and held her. Through her tears she said, “The snow 
is so hard.” Then I heard that little three year old say to her dad, “how can it be beautiful 
AND hard?” 
 
And I said to the Lord, “Thank you. That’s my homily.”  
 
How can something be beautiful and hard? 
 
If we read St. Paul’s description of Christian love in today’s 2nd reading, we are left with 
only one conclusion: Authentic love is both beautiful and hard. 
 
 
I love the beauty of love: like when a parent holds their newborn child for the first time. 
 
I love the beauty of love: like when a young couple stands at the altar and says “I do”. 
 
The beauty of love: like grandparents, beaming as their grandchild sings on stage.  
 
Love is beautiful. But love is hard. 
 
Love is hard: for the parent, staying up late because their child is sick. Or a parent sitting 



on the couch worried to death because their child has not come home when they were 
supposed to.  
 
Sometimes love is hard – it’s getting up early to make breakfast, even though you want to 
stay in bed.  
 
Sometimes love looks like a firefighter running into a burning building, the soldier 
standing on the front line, a medical professional going into the area of danger. 
 
Sometimes love requires the hard work of forgiveness, patience, letting go, starting over. 
Sometimes love looks like a friend driving another friend to an AA meeting, or telling 
someone a hard truth. 
 
Sometimes, love looks like a spouse doing all they can to care for an elderly partner who 
is dying. 
 
 
When Jesus calls us to love one another, he is calling us to a hard and beautiful vocation.  
 
And when Saint Paul wrote about love in the First Letter to the Corinthians, he knew that 
the greatest icon of love was to be found on Calvary, where Jesus gave everything to 
show us his love. Look at the cross. THAT is what love looks like. It is hard, and 
beautiful. 
 
When Saint Paul tells us that ‘love never fails,’ he is not talking about our feelings 
(feelings fail!).  He is not talking about lust (that comes and goes!). Paul was talking 
about the kind of love whereby you and I wake up each day and decide to do what is 
right, what is good for one another…even when we don’t feel like it! 
 
Listen again to the hard beauty of what St. Paul says: 
 
 “Love is patient; love is kind;  
  Love is not envious or arrogant or rude. 
  Love does not rejoice in wrongdoing, but rejoices in the truth. 
  Love bears all things, believes all things, 
  hopes all things, endures all things. 
  Love never fails.” 
 
 
I don’t know about you, but when I hear those words, I shudder because I know that my 
love does not always look like that!  
 
And that’s precisely why we need to stay focused on Jesus. In today’s Gospel, Jesus is in 
Nazareth.  
 
In his own life and ministry, Jesus answered the age old question: “what does GOD’S 



love look like?” In Nazareth, Jesus tells us that God’s love looks like compassion, 
attention for the outcast, forgiveness for the sinner. That is what God’s love looks like, 
shining through his son Jesus. 
 
But the folks in Jesus’ home town are not quite sure that they want God’s love to look 
like that.  
 
So many people want God’s love to look like our imperfect love- a love that is given to 
some, withheld from others, so that some are hated, some are included. 
 
But there is Jesus in Nazareth, saying that God’s love is offered to all. 
 
As Jesus discovers in today’s Gospel, the world does not do well with people who love 
this authentically and universally.  
 
He is rejected. Eventually he is condemned. On the cross he pays the price to show us the 
hard beauty of God’s love. 
 
What would happen if we Christians really took Jesus, and St. Paul seriously? What 
would happen if we focused on the cross, and said to ourselves, “Yes, sometimes, love 
will look like that, and feel like that, in my life…and I am willing to pay that price so that 
my love will never fail?” 
 
What would happen if spouses really said to one another, “my love for you will forgive 
all things, and endure all things?” 
 
What would happen if parents said to their children, “I will make loving you my highest 
priority, no matter what that costs.”  
 
What would happen if friends  were willing to pay any price to faithfully care for each 
other, because they know St. Paul is right – “without love, I am nothing.”  
 
What would happen if liberal politicians learned to love unborn children as much as they 
claim to love poor children? What would happen if conservative politicians learned to 
love immigrant children as much as they claim to love unborn children?  
 
What would happen to nations listened to Jesus and tried to “love our neighbors as our 
selves?”  
 
What could love look like in your life? Could it look like YOU feeding the hungry or 
visiting the sick? Could it look like your work for justice, you welcoming the stranger, 
you caring for God’s good earth?  
 
Could it look like you doing the hard work of love – sacrifice and service - so that you 
can be blessed by the beauty of love? 
 



Always, always, always, love looks like Jesus. That kind of love is beautiful and hard. 
And it’s the only thing that makes life worth living. 
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