
“Love is patient, love is kind. … It bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, 

endures all things. Love never fails” (1 Cor 13:4, 7-8). In addition to what Saint Paul teaches, 

John boldly proclaims “God is love” (1 Jn 4:7). Thus, we might understand the letter to the 

Corinthians to say “God is patient, God is kind. … God endures all things. God never fails.” 

 God was revealed to us when the Father “sent his only Son into the world so that we 

might have life through him. In this is love: not that we have loved God, but that he loved us and 

sent his Son as expiation for our sins. Beloved, if God so loved us, we also must love one 

another” (1 Jn 4:9-11). We must be patient and kind. We must bear all things, believe all things, 

hopes all things, endures all things. But there is a problem. The school of hard knocks teaches us 

that human love often fails and then we are at a loss. 

 My father was a senior in high school when his mother suddenly died. Growing up in 

poverty in the depression, he felt whole because of the motherly love he experienced. Losing that 

love was a hard blow… there was a sudden poverty, a sadness that lingered. With the sting of 

death, a bitterness crept into his thinking.  

 The Psalmist tells us, “I will sing of your salvation” (71:15ab). After the death of his 

mother, the high school senior no longer wanted to sing. Songs stirred up emotions and the 

emotions of grief colored everything a pail gray. When others expressed joy, when others reveled 

in a song, he tried to put a damper on others happiness. He was not trying to be mean or spiteful, 

he was simply trying to make the pain go away. 

 The Psalmist also tells us: “In you, O LORD, I take refuge; let me never be put to shame. 

In your justice rescue me, and deliver me; incline your ear to me, and save me” (71:1-2). In the 

silence of his thoughts, in the writing and journaling that he did, my father questioned God? 

Faith seeks understanding. My father searched for love but knew that his mother would never 

return. While he brooded over injury, he continued to question the source of Love for help in his 

grief. “Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and the door will be opened 

to you” (Mt 7:7). In time, answers came forth from God in verse: 

 

Time heals all wounds the saying goes 

But only the heart and the good Lord knows __ 

That the scar and memory forever remain, 

Until that day we meet again. 

 

Our parting has its share of grief 

But trust in God has brought relief 

With a fondness that will never cease 

Knowing your soul will rest in peace 

 

We shared a unique and loving bond 

That will unite us in the great beyond 

Where once again our hearts will entwine 

Where forever and ever you’ll always be mine 

 

But for now … the lonely heart must wait 

‘Til we meet again at Heaven’s gate 

With no more worry, pain – or sorrow 

But sharing the glory of each tomorrow 



 

I envy you in the promised land 

For this is the way our dear Lord planned 

To recall His children to heaven above 

For peace and rest and special love 

 

Knowing your home with Him again 

Will help ease the hurt and pain 

God keep you in his loving care 

Will forever be my special nightly prayer 

 

 When one door closes, another opens. Or as Forrest Gump’s mother used to say: “Life is 

like a box of chocolates; you never know what you’re going to get.” The following year, he 

received an unexpected gift of chocolate from a stranger. Love reaches out beyond those we 

know to those we recognize are suffering and in pain. After death comes resurrection, a new and 

stronger faith, a greater hope, a more resilient love. Love began to blossom in the heart in a new 

and unexpected way. 

 Songs began to stir new emotions of life and joy. A rainbow of colors chased the pale 

gray away. An awareness of others grief stirred a desire to reach out and help. Love heals all 

wounds! 

 

The world and all its wonders,  

Create an impressive view … 

   But none so fair _ as can compare  

When God created you. 

 

The Heavens reveal a splendor, 

And perhaps provide a clue_ 

   That a star was needed _ and God conceded, 

In creating an “Only You!” 

 

Outshining all the other stars, 

Amid that celestial blue… 

   Then down to Earth _ beyond all worth, 

Mystic . . . wonderous . . . Heavenly you. 

 

And as the days and years rolled by, 

Your brightness kindled anew… 

   In righteous ways _ in hopeful praise,  

There only is ONE YOU. 

 

And oh how proud my heart sings out: 

“Divine Master, my thanks so true,  

   As wife and mother _ there is no other, 

For God created Only One You!” 

 


