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John 13:31-33a,34-35

My grandmother made bread every Saturday afternoon. I remember watching her knead 20 pounds of flour in a huge pan, my aunt adding water when Nonnie stopped pounding her fists into the dough and nodded for more. And the result—light, spongy, delicious Italian bread, enough to last all week.

When I was finally on my own, I decided I would learn how to make bread. It wasn’t as easy as Nonnie made it look. I read the recipe and followed it exactly, using a thermometer to test the temperature of the water so it wouldn’t kill the yeast, kneading for 8 minutes, using a clock with a second hand so it would be exact, letting it rise in a warm place, again checking the temperature so it would be perfect, baking it in a pre-heated oven on the middle rack to ensure even browning. You would think I was doing brain surgery the way I adhered to those instructions. And every loaf was a disaster. My bread could have been used as footballs or bombs or anchors. And the taste? Yuck, yuck, and more yuck. After about three years, I totally gave up and said, “Never again will I try to make bread.” My family was grateful.

Then, my Aunt Katie said, “Let me teach you how to make bread.”  Well, okay, I said, but don’t expect much. But Aunt Katie was insistent and said that I must do every step myself, with her standing at my side, directing. It was going to be another disaster, I was sure...and I was wrong, It was the lightest, best tasting bread! And I made it! And it only took me 13 years from my first attempt! And, now, for the past 16 years, I have been making bread every Saturday night, just like my Nonnie did. And my family is grateful.

In today’s Gospel, Jesus told his apostles, “As I have loved you, you also should love one another.” He said this immediately after he had washed their feet at the Last Supper. He showed them how he loved them—he served them. He didn’t send them flowers or take them to the movies. He didn’t send them greeting cards or buy them an expensive ring. He served them, and, by his actions, he said, “Serving others shows you love them. Others will know you’re my disciples because of your love for one another, because you serve one another.”

It wasn’t until Aunt Katie showed me how to make bread that I understood the process. And it wasn’t until Jesus showed the apostles what love meant that they understood. Love isn’t a word. It’s an action. Love isn’t “hanging out” with another person. It’s “hanging in.” If you want people to know you are a Christian, hang in with them, serve them, show them love. They’ll understand.

