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During these times of social isolation, it is good to spend time recollecting past experiences. 
One of the delights of my life is that Carol and I have had the opportunity to travel the world and to
be exposed to varying cultures.  One of the things we regularly did was visit places of worship; the
grand cathedrals, mosques, temples.  Amid the beauty of these holy structures, there are a lot of
trappings unique to the faiths they represent.  Some of them downright silly (to me), like reliques
containing of the hair and bones of Christian saints venerated by some Christians or a forty-foot high
inflated monkey in India where some Hindus lay garlands of marigolds and other material sacrifices. 
In all those places, I tried to see beyond the physical and catch a glimpse of the spiritual depth of the
believers.

In India, our guide was a young Hindu man named "Love."  In Agra, home of the magnificent
Taj Mahal, some of us noticed that there was an orphanage founded by Mother Teresa.  We asked
Love if he would take us there.  Although Love knew nothing about it, he agreed. The building was
inconspicuous and difficult to locate.  It looked nothing like a religious structure and Love wasn't
sure we could find it.  When we finally did discover the orphanage, a Catholic sister welcomed us
inside.  Love tagged along.  What we witnessed was depressing and at the same time moving and
heartwarming.  All of the children, with badly deformed bodies, lay in cribs and were attended by
nuns of Mother Teresa's holy order.  The sister who had welcomed us explained that these children
had been left to die on the streets, outcast because of their physical appearance.  I was reminded of
what Mother Teresa once said when she was asked to describe her work.  She said, we simply walk
out onto the streets and offer love to Jesus in all of his disgusting disguises.  

As we were leaving the orphanages, I took a picture of the sister who had been our guide and
one of a plaque mounted near the exit. Nearby was an offering box into which each of us placed
some money.  I watched Love.  He looked puzzled, but he too reached in his pocket, pulled out a few
coins and deposited them in the box.  As we were returning to the bus, Love asked me, “Where was
the church?”  I said, Love, what you saw is the Church.
    

Oh, here are the words inscribed on the plaque.  May they prompt each of us to “Be the
Church” today.

Mother Teresa's Daily Prayer

“Make us, worthy, Lord
to serve our fellow men

throughout the world
who live and die in poverty and hunger.

Give them through our hands,
this day their daily bread.

And, by our understanding 
love, give peace and joy.”


