
 

Fourth Sunday of Easter 
May 8, 2022 
 
Reading I 
Acts 13:14, 43-52 

Paul and Barnabas continued on from Perga and reached Antioch in Pisidia. On the sabbath 
they entered the synagogue and took their seats. Many Jews and worshipers who were 
converts to Judaism followed Paul and Barnabas, who spoke to them and urged them to remain 
faithful to the grace of God . . .  
 
Responsorial Psalm 
Ps 100:1-2, 3, 5 

R (3c) We are his people, the sheep of his flock. 
 
Reading II 
Rev 7:9, 14b-17 

 
Gospel 
Jn 10:27-30 

Jesus said: “My sheep hear my voice; I know them, and they follow me. I give them eternal life, 
and they shall never perish. No one can take them out of my hand. My Father, who has given 
them to me, is greater than all, and no one can take them out of the Father’s hand. The Father 
and I are one.” 
 

HOMILY 

 

When I was 16 years old, I landed my first job—an odd job of a whole different kind. After school, each 

weekday, I would travel to the dull offices of “International Computer Print.” I’d arrive around 3:30 pm, 

sit down, and then, right on the nose at 3:30 pm, I would go to work station, pick up a file folder and a 

large computer printout, a long sheet of paper with pages connected with perforations, with typed text on 

it, ready for my job. Along with maybe 25 other people, all lined up at one side of long tables, we would 

then begin to proofread the computer printed text, comparing them to the original text in the file folder of 

a US Government Patent Application, to see if the typists of the company had made an accurate 

transcription from the file folders to a computer file, which was printed on the computer paper. At first, it 

was kind of a thrill—I’m actually holding down a paying job! Very soon, however, I discovered—work 

can be boring! Nonetheless, I settled into the work, from 3:30 until around 10:00 pm each night, one 

patent after another, one long printed text after another, chasing after typographical errors! Though it was 

dull, for a teenager the money wasn’t boring, plus, I could listen to my favorite songs on the radio 

(headphones) and chat with the other proofers, so it was tolerable. 

 

At the end of the first week, the supervisor called me to her desk, a not particularly private work station at 

the front of all us “proofers.” She then laid into me—“you’re missing way too many typos!  Your work is 

unacceptable!  I will have to put you on probation.  If things do not improve soon, you will be 

terminated!” What a crushing blow—I had never failed at anything like this!  It was humiliating.  My co-

proofers tried to console me—they’d all had such warnings before, but I was inconsolable.   I made it 

through that Friday night and then, on the way home, I made a firm resolution—I was going to quit the 

job! 

The next morning, my mother asked how the new job was going. I tried to play it cool and said something 

to the effect that I didn’t really enjoy the job and that I was going to quit. I still remember my mother’s 

reaction—it was not an angry one. Rather it was a blend of amazement and panic.  I can guess what she 
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might have been imaging as she tried to keep her cool and think of something helpful to say—“my son 

will get into the habit of quitting hard things and his life will be a slow descent into an aimless life of 

being a quitter.” What she said to me, coolly, was “Scott, we can’t quit things just because they are hard.  

The hard things are what make us better.” This was not what I wanted to hear from Mom.  I was hoping 

for something like, “You’re right, Scott, you shouldn’t have to do something so hard—you should have 

fun!”  So, put off that mom would not play along, I begrudgingly went back to International Computer 

Print the next Monday.  

 

After moping for a couple of hours, it occurred to me that I’d have to make some changes. I could not 

listen to my wild music and expect to concentrate.  Off went the music. Next, I could not be chatting with 

everyone.  Sure, this could happen on break, but when it was time to work, I needed to concentrate. 

Finally, I had to slow down and really take my time. At the end of the week, the supervisor called me to 

her desk and told me that, though there was some modest improvement, I was still missing too many 

mistakes.  Desperate, I asked her, “what can I do to improve?”  She then gave me some tips about how to 

arrange my work.  She also showed me what types of files I ought to choose as a beginner, less 

complicated ones, to help me get the hang of proofreading with less difficult work. After several weeks, 

she called me to her desk again and with a broad grin on her face, she announced that I had made great 

improvement and that my job was secure. I remained in the job until I graduated from HS and went to 

college, leaving with a great sense of satisfaction that I had accomplished something that was very hard 

for me. In summary, all I can say is something I’ve said so many times in my life, I can no longer count, 

when hard things have come us: “thank God for mom.”  The same person who gave me life also insisted 

that I not flee it, but live it fully. 

 

Today we honor mothers—not specifically because they gave us life—though that is awesome, but 

instead, because they insisted that we live the life were given, and live it to the fullest!  When we were 

tempted to quit our efforts to live, there they were, insisting we live fully—and making great sacrifices to 

see to it!   And they did that hard work for one reason—because they love us, which means they wanted 

our good! 

 

With our mothers in mind, look and see how today’s first reading from the Acts of the Apostle 

begins: “Paul and Barnabas continued on from Perga and reached Antioch in Pisidia. On the sabbath 

they entered the synagogue and took their seats. Many Jews and worshipers who were converts to 

Judaism followed Paul and Barnabas, who spoke to them and urged them to remain faithful to the 

grace of God.”  Speaking to converts, his newly-born children in the waters of baptism, Paul and 

Barnabas “urged them to remain faithful to the grace of God”—translated—live the life you’ve been 

given to its fullest!  Clearly, they were thinking in their temptations of quitting the demands of their 

new Christian life, and Ss. Paul and Barnabas, loving the new Christians, insist they not quit, but 

trust in God’s grace and live fully the Christian life!  Paul and Barnabas—what a couple of 

“mothers,” for mothers insist that their children live fully the life they gave. These newly-baptized in 

the faith needed some maternal encouragement and care—and Paul and Barnabas did that. 

 

Today we gather in the bosom of what is often called “our Mother, the Church.” It was here we were 

reborn in the waters of baptism and here where the gifts of God’s grace are given to us that we might 

live fully the life we have been given.  Here, your spiritual mother, the Church says, “Don’t quit—

keep living the gospel of Jesus, and receive gifts of God’s grace to do it.”  

 

So, happy Mother’s Day to our mothers, near and far, and may we rejoice in our Mother the Church 

who gives the gifts of God’s love and grace found here and, strengthened by them, may we go forth 

to live the fullness of life in Christ, who has come that we might have life, and have it in abundance! 


