
7th Sunday – February 19, 2012 

Well I think we can say that these past few months have not been easy ones here at 
St. Mary’s.  Could anyone have known last June when I first arrived here that 
within 8 months the Franciscan friars would be moving on?  Last week I looked 
back at the first homily I gave here, on Pentecost last June, and I ended that homily 
with the words “as we continue to listen for the Holy Spirit who moves always 
among us.”  Those are promising words.  Pentecost and the coming of the Holy 
Spirit tell us of the mysterious presence of God in our lives, known or unknown, 
seen or unseen. 

Still, these past few months have not been easy for anyone.  There have been 
questions:  What will happen to St. Mary’s?  Why are the friars leaving?  We 
thought everything was fine, what happened?  It’s a lot for any community of faith 
to go through in such a short period of time.  And here you are today, faithful, 
committed, dedicated to your parish.  At the center of that faith is Jesus Christ, in 
whose image we are formed week after week in the Eucharist.  Every week in this 
church, we move forward up the center aisle, we stretch out our hands, we say 
Amen to receiving the Body of Christ.  What that means is yes, let it be so, let me 
be formed, even in all my weakness, even in all my faults, into a disciple of Jesus.  
It’s a life-long project for all of us. 

Do we sometimes think of holy communion as an obligation, something we need 
to get done on a Sunday?  Maybe we do.  But what if we thought of holy 
communion as God’s gesture of hospitality, of fellowship, and in its own way, a 
radical act?  At its roots, it’s a meal, shared between Jesus and his small group of 
followers on that night before he died.  And when they ate the bread and drank 
from the cup, that small group of followers committed themselves to living a 
certain kind of life centered around Jesus himself, which meant they would go 
back out into the world and be men and women of peace, love, reconciliation, 
forgiveness, and by this, they would reveal God’s kingdom breaking into the 
world.  The gesture of the Last Supper, what Jesus chose to do in the upper room 
that night, somehow always leaves us humbled.   

On that night, gathered around the table of the last supper, what did that small 
group of disciples talk about?  Did they tell stories?  Did they speak of men and 
women who were healed and brought back to a sense of their own humanity?   



Did they recall stories that told of long lost prodigal sons who were welcomed 
back by a loving Father, of sinners and tax collectors and prostitutes and others that 
no one thought counted for anything who were in fact invited to stand first in line 
in the kingdom of God, to the surprise of many in the official religious 
establishment?  Did they laugh as they remembered the crazy friends of this 
paralytic who was lowered through the roof one day, all just to see Jesus? 

At that table, on that night before he died, they broke bread, they drank wine, and 
they told stories.  Who is this God that we have been told about, this God who 
searches out the lost and the forgotten and the cast aside, this God who lives not in 
some distant faraway heaven but who is revealed to us, who moves among us in 
mystery, within our own flawed and yet grace-filled humanity?  For years 
afterwards, those disciples remembered the stories and passed them on.  Every 
week, here in this church, we do the same.  We remember the stories.  We make 
them our own. 

A couple of weeks ago Msgr. Plante and I had lunch over at Nick’s on Broadway.  
It was a break amid the friars’ moving out of the offices and his getting ready to 
move in.  We looked over the menu – fresh fish, a cassoulet special, corn muffins 
straight out of the oven.  We talked about the parish.  He asked questions.  Who 
lives here in the neighborhood?  Who are the poor in the area?  What do we think 
this parish is called to be?  St. Mary’s is in good hands. 

In the first reading from the prophet Isaiah that we hear today, the words of the 
Lord speak out to us – “Remember not the events of the past, the things of long 
ago consider not; see I am doing something new!”  St. Mary’s Parish, in the time I 
have been here, has shown itself to be a parish that remembers its roots and knows 
its place as a landmark in the West End of Providence.  It has become, for many, a 
destination parish, a vital parish.  And so we recall the words I used on a warm 
Pentecost day last June, “let us continue to listen for the Holy Spirit who moves 
always among us.”   

 

 


