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I told you once the story of the enchanted colorful bird. The girl who owed him, locked him in a cage so he
would never fly away again, and she would never suffer with his absence. But locked in, he became sad,
withered, and lost his colors. She finally decided to let him go1.

Many years passed and the bird returned. He was very sad!
-"What happened?" The girl asked.
- "I'm old!"
- "Who told you this?"
- "The mirror."
And the bird took a mirror out of his feathers.
- "I don't remember this mirror," she said.
- "It was a gift somebody left at my door"

"How different he is", the girl thought. "I have never seen him looking at a mirror! His eyes were always filled
with worlds, mountains, snowy fields, white sandy beaches, oceans, forestsâ�¦ Now he only sees himselfâ�¦
He was bewitched! That is what happened! I have to help him!"
But the girl knew nothing about witchcraft. She then sought the advice of an old witch who told her: "a person
becomes bewitched, when she becomes incapable of love. Against the spell of the mirror there is only one
remedy: to rediscover love. Only love can pull people out of the trap of the mirror. Only someone who loves
the bewitched person can save her."
- "And how can I do this?" she asked.
- "There are no recipes..."

The girl started thinking in ways to make her bird happy again. She remembered he loved fruits: persimmons,
cherries, mangoes, pomegranates, tangerines ... But the bird refused to eat.
He loved perfumesâ�¦ She went to the garden and picked flowers and leaves: jasmine, magnolia, honeysuckle,
mint, basil, rosemaryâ�¦ But the bird explained to her that his sadness was deeper then that. "I miss myself, I
miss what I was. I search for a face that doesn't exist anymore, a time that is passed."
- "No, I am not giving up", she said.
She went to the doctor and brought pills filled with joy. They were good for a while, but their effect was over
soon.
Then the bird explained to her, "it is not my body that is sick; it is my soul. I don't fly because my wings are
weak; my wings are weak because I don't fly. I have no desire to fly, and when the desire goes away, so does
the joy, and the body gets old"
The girl started crying and asked: "does it mean that there is no remedy for sadness?"
- "I know there is a placeâ�¦ but I don't know how to get thereâ�¦ what I know is that in order to get there, one
has to learn how to fly. Do you know how to fly?"
- "Of course not! I am a girl!"
- "But you have wingsâ�¦ you are just not aware of themâ�¦wings in girls are differentâ�¦ they can only be
seen with the eyes of imagination!"
And she started imagining and she flew away searching for the remedy that brings joy back to the soul and
heals the body. She flew to many different places, spoke with poets, monks, pastors, psychologists,
psychiatrists, physicists, musicians, revolutionaries, politicians, interpreters of dreams. It was fascinating! But
none of them had a formula, a recipe, a complete answer.

A long time passed byâ�¦ at the other side of the planet her bird was still sad, still looking at his mirror. But
suddenly something happened deep inside his soul. He remembered the girl. "Where was she?" He left the
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mirror on the table and started searching for the marks of her absence: the fruits she used to collect to make
him eat, the flowers she brought as perfume, the empty room... And his heart started wishing so deeply for her
return. A big smile formed on his lips when remembering what she did in order to help him to find joy again;
he laughed when he remembered the pills. He missed her so much! Where was she? He desired so much to
see her! He desired so much, so much, so much that suddenly his wings opened and he flew awayâ�¦ with the
energy of somebody who just found love again.

The Gospel reading this morning speaks of love, "Those who love me will keep my word, and my Father will
love them, and we will come to them and make our home with them". Because of love, God 'moves in' with
us. Because of love, we become God's home. Because of love, we gain the opportunity for a fresh start.
Because of love, our narcissistic personalities and self-centered ways of living get a chance to be transformed,
or at least balanced. Because of love, our confinements might find a path towards others. And we might find
healing for that what makes us ill.

The Epistle reading in the book of Revelation works with the imagery of a city coming down from heaven
where no temple exists because God is its temple and no lamp is needed because God is its light. In this city
there is a tree whose leaves are for the healing of the nations. This imagery of a place in which God is a
presence abundant and sufficient, a place where there is cure for everyone, is an image holding firm to the
hope that our world can be restored and our lives rebuilt. It is an affirmation that in midst of dismantlement
and dismay, a new opportunity will present itself. In the midst of chaos, a new time will come. This is an
image speaking of community. Redemption doesn't happen in isolation. I am not saying we don't have to do
our own individual processes of thinking, analyzing and facing the consequences of how we act and who we
are. But the restoration God brings is for everyone and our best chance to get there is through love. Not love
centered in ourselves, but love for the other. The other is the place of our love. The other can be a person, a
community, a people. The other is what is outside myself and still, carries the capacity to push me, challenge
me, change me, hate me, love me.

Who are the people you love?
Do you love your mother? Most of us do in spite of difficulties! Congratulations mothers; today is mother's
day!

Will our love be strong enough to help Kilian and other young people of our community to know they have a
place open to them and friends on whom they can count?

Love is strong. It is in the possibility of loving that we find strength again. It is in the opportunity to love that
we find the courage to leave the mirror on the table and search for the one who restores in us the desire to fly,
the energy to transform our sadness into joy, and to help us out to encounter ourselves in new and fresh ways.

1The story of the bird is written by Rubem Alves. I shortened it a lot in order to use it in this sermon.
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