
 My fifth grade teacher at Fir Grove Elementary School in 

Beaverton, Oregon was Miss Moe. Miss Moe was short – and from a 

fifth grader’s perspective really old – maybe even in her 50s. Miss Moe 

would have been considered in a previous century a “spinster.” And she 

had a bad reputation among the students. She looked for ways to get 

you in trouble. She was mean and positively liked to flunk kids. 

Sometimes she made kids re-do fifth grade just for the fun of it (and 

she probably cackled when she told them). Such were my assumptions 

and expectations when I began my year in her class. 

 But over time I started to notice things. Miss Moe loved baseball. 

That couldn’t be a bad thing. In fact, Miss Moe told us that she wanted 

to take the whole class in small groups of three or four to the Portland 

Beavers minor league games. And I found out that Miss Moe would 

sometimes invite the Beavers players over to her house for a home 

cooked meal. Most of them we only between 18- 20 years old and were 

far from home – and poor. None of those things Miss Moe did seemed 



to be mean behavior. But my doubts continued. Then one day Miss 

Moe asked me and my best friend to come help her move some 

furniture in the classroom on Saturday morning. We lived just a couple 

of blocks away. I wasn’t thrilled to spend my Saturday that way, but 

what are you going to say to your teacher? So we showed up did a little 

work – and as we left Miss Moe gave each of us one of those really big 

chocolate bars. I’d seen them in the store but had never had one all to 

myself before. I thought, “Wow, this is great!” 

 Don’t get me wrong, Miss Moe was tough. As a teacher she didn’t 

believe in grade inflation or late papers. And it’s true we couldn’t goof 

off much in class. But as I got used to her I realized Miss Moe wasn’t 

mean, and didn’t want to flunk us at all – just the opposite. She was a 

great teacher. She used some discipline to help us learn – and we did 

learn in her class more than in any other. In fact, Miss Moe ended up 

being my favorite teacher in elementary school. 



 I thought of Miss Moe when I read this Gospel passage from John 

20 we just heard. Today is Divine Mercy Sunday and on this day we 

hear about Jesus coming into the Upper Room on the first Easter night 

and giving the Apostles the Father’s gift of forgiveness. We Catholics 

see this action by Jesus as giving the first Bishops the power to forgive 

sins – a power that we still have in the Sacrament of Reconciliation. The 

first thing Jesus does after the Resurrection is to establish a way that 

we can know God’s peace and mercy. That is what God is like. 

 But that is not the image many of us have of God. Our image can 

be more like my initial image of Miss Moe – mean, and out to get us. 

There are many people, including Catholics, who are afraid of God. 

They feel they can’t ever be good enough, or do things well enough. 

God is watching, positively trying to catch them in sin – just so He can 

punish them. God is the one who sets up all these rules that we have to 

follow – or we’ll get flunked. 



 In our second reading from I John 5 we hear of God’s 

commandments. But these are not arbitrary rules set up for us by a 

mean God. They are the way to our own spiritual happiness and 

relationship of love with Him and other people. John tells us, “In this 

way we know that we love the children of God -- when we love God 

and obey His commandments.” There’s that scary word “obey.” It 

sounds like a mean teacher again. But John simply means that the way 

to love our brothers and sisters is to obey the commandments. 

It’s like a well-run classroom. There are rules in a classroom – and 

they need to be followed, but not because the teacher wants to control 

or catch the students in breaking them – so he or she can punish them. 

But because without those rules the children won’t learn and grow and 

become who God wants them to be. Their happiness depends on some 

rules. But in a well-run classroom the rules are not an end in 

themselves but a means by which the teacher shows love for the 

students and they can show charity to one another. 



 If we have an impression of Jesus as mean, or the rules cop, then 

we don’t understand who He really is. He is merciful. He loves each of 

us so much that He created us. And He created us to love Him and 

share His life. He died for each of us – you and me. Jesus gave us the 

Sacrament of Reconciliation to the first Apostles as a sacrament of His 

mercy and forgiveness. It cost Him those holes in His hands, feet, and 

side that St. Thomas touched. That is how Jesus works.  

It’s no accident that His Disciples called him “teacher.” And He is 

the best of teachers. Maybe you don’t believe me. But take it from 

someone who at first misjudged Miss Moe so badly, we can be wrong 

about our teachers. Get to know Jesus well enough and His love for His 

students will show through. He wants only the best for them – for us, 

eternal life and happiness with Him. He knows we’re not perfect, that 

we sin. And knowing that, He doesn’t want to hurt us, He wants to give 

us His Divine Mercy, if we’ll receive it from Him. 


