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Scripture: John 15:9-17 

 

 

That passage from John has been swirling around in my head for several weeks since I 

saw it was part of today’s lectionary, and several words stand out for me – “abide” for 

one, also “command” and “servant”, “friend” and “just as”.  And “love”, which is the 

bedrock of our beliefs and also an appropriate word for the day.  Mother’s Day.  A day to 

celebrate a child’s love for a parent, and a parent’s love for a child, in those families 

lucky enough to have had love underlying their relationships.   

 

I found the Sharon Olds poem by mistake – I was looking for something to celebrate the 

senses and happened upon this poem in the archives of Poetry magazine.  The more I 

read it the more I can see the images – a simple image of light and dark from the 

viewpoint of a baby in her crib, looking out into the world to see what it encompasses, 

and seeing the static shadows and the moving person, mother, coming and going but 

returning always, she “swam in light, delicately striped, where I lay, whole, and 

watched”.   A young baby has limited color vision and the world is light and its absence, 

shadows and brightness, and a caregiver, steady and true but moving, not still. 

 

Just as I think Jesus is admonishing his disciples in this passage from John to change their 

viewpoints from being servants to Jesus to being friends of each other, and to go forth as 

a community and seek the path of courage, compassion, generosity and grace (to quote 

today’s prayer of invocation), allowing God’s transformative love to spill into the world.  



Jesus knows his death is imminent, and is acting parental to get his children to separate 

and move into the world.  TO move away from the parents and become themselves, free-

standing individuals bound in love to the parent.  The part of the passage I find a bit 

tricky to understand is the condition that Jesus seems to be putting on his friendship: “you 

are my friends if you do what I command you”.  My reading of this is that he is using this 

to draw the disciples together and it is not a literal requirement.  

 

I have the same issue with “abide” – my understanding of the word’s definition is that it 

means more to go along with or tolerate.  Abide in my love – that to me means it is there, 

it is not going anywhere, there are no conditions to it, so accept it and use it for a better 

life.  Love from God is unconditional. 

 

And the ideal love from a parent is also unconditional.  Something to celebrate on 

Mother’s Day for sure.  And love, or feelings with have for each other, is something 

that’s been more difficult to communicate these last 14 months, thanks to the pandemic.  

We have been able to talk to each other – phone calls, zoom/online meetings and call and 

to visually see each other online.  But to communicate with touch, that’s been lacking.  A 

simple handshake or hug, a reassuring pat on the shoulder, all taboo, all a potential vector 

for a virus of unpredictable expression, that’s a sense we have been less able to use.  And 

the urge to be near, to be able to reach out and literally touch someone, that is driving us 

to want to end the rules of the past year plus and just get back to the way it way, back to 

“normal”.   

 



But that normal is gone – “normal” is always just a snapshot of the moment, a moment 

that changes into the next moment, often so slowly that the moments merges into days 

and weeks and years with minimal alterations, but last March the moment shifted 

dramatically in a 24 hour span of time.  And the March 2020 moment isn’t coming back – 

we are in the May 2021 moment.  It is different but not necessarily worse, nor better.  It is 

what we make of it. 

 

So on this day, as we gather on zoom yet again in virtual community, wanting 

desperately to be back within physical range of each other in one room, singing and 

worshipping and visiting together, we celebrate love.  God’s love for his son, his son’s 

love for us, our love for each other – our small church community, our larger 

Southampton community, our larger yet USA community, and the entire world 

community, people and the Earth.  We do what we can, and what we do and how we act 

with each other does matter. 

 

Amen. 

 

Alison Wondriska 

 


