FEEDING THE 5 THOUSAND
Before commenting on today’s Gospel, I’d like to share a

Personal story with you.

As some of you may know, I am a hospice volunteer.  One of my

Assignments is a nursing home located just outside of where I

Live. 

Recently a new patient was added.  Her name was Suzanne.  She 

Was my age and had Multiple Sclerosis.  Suzanne had a quick

Smile and a permanent twinkle in her eyes.  One thing she really

Liked to talk about were her 3 trips to Ireland she took with her 

Husband, Jack, and her sister in law.  Suzanne would absolutely glow

When she spoke of those trips.  Told her my great grandfather had 

Come over as a child but that I had no idea what part of Ireland he’d

Come from.  And…as much as I’d like to visit Ireland I had no money

For such a trip.  Suzanne looked me straight in the eye and said:

“Borrow it.  Find a way; go to Ireland”.
Suzanne had a roommate, Annie. Later found out that they had been

Roomies for 5 years. She was devoted to Suzanne’s needs. I knew Annie 
from when my Mother had been there.  Her last name and my 
Mother’s maiden name were the same.  We had talked about it and 
decided that if there were any connection it must have been a few 
hundred years back.  Annie has since  lost some power of speech.  She 
can say a few words, but has difficulty carrying on a conversation.   Still 
very alert and oriented, Annie has a difficult time expressing herself 
beyond gestures.

One Monday afternoon I got a request for what we call an “11th Hour 

Vigil”.  This comes when death seems immanent.  The volunteer is 

Called to be present.  No attempts to fix the situation or to interfere.

Just be there with the patient and the family.  Many of us see it as

Being God’s Presence.  This request was for Suzanne.

Went up to be there and when I entered the room, Annie was in her 

Wheelchair at the head of the bed.  Suzanne’s daughter in law was 

On her left.  When Annie saw me she backed up and motioned for me

To sit with Suzanne which I did.  After talking to her I then turned to 

Speak to her daughter in law.  She was going to stay for a while and 

Since there was really no point in the 3 of us in that small room, I

Decided to leave and come back in the morning.  As I turned around, 

There was Annie, tears streaming down her face, her arms uplifted to 

me.  Like a child, she needed to be held and comforted.
That experience touched me deeply.  But it did not stop nor was it 

confined to that one time.  It came to me:  how many Annie’s are
in that one hallway of this one nursing home?  Did anyone take them 

outside to enjoy a few moments in the sun?  Does anyone bring them 

fries from McDonalds?  An ice cream cone or, better yet, a hot fudge

sundae?

While roaming the halls I would always talk to Annie, but if Suzanne

Had been well enough and strong enough to be there, would I have

Spoken to her?

No, I would not.  With my head full of “important things” like my 

Next visit to my next hospice patient, what time was it getting to be?

What should I get at the store when I leave here?  What emails do I

Need to get out? And what if one of them asked me to do something?
My life, my time, my ministry to hospice patients  are too important 

For trivial things.

I would have passed Suzanne by just as I do all the others.  I would

Have dismissed her, ignored her.
Jesus would stop.  He would speak to each one.  He would say
Something to each that conveyed their value to him.  Jesus would not

Pass them by.

In today’s Gospel Jesus does not dismiss the crowd. When he sees

 them, “his heart was moved with pity for them” Soon the crowd grows 

 tired, hungry and probably a tad irritated.  Jesus does not say “I’ve 

already given to them!  What else do they want? 

He does not claim he’s too tired or too busy.  He doesn’t blame them by 
saying “It’s really their fault, they should have brought lunch, been 
more prepared.”  Jesus does not pass them by, 
Does Not ignore them.  He attends to their needs, he feeds them.

HOW  he manages to feed so many isn’t the point.  
This is our Jesus  And this is how he loves.  He does not divide them into

 groups, Deciding who will eat and who will not, nor does he determine 

who will get a larger portion.   Jesus does not ask for 

their  qualifications,  does not impose rules and regulations.   They sat 

down on the grass and ate.  Jesus loves them as God  loves them.
My Mom died about 2 years ago and I moved to a condo a few

Blocks away.  A couple of months ago I pulled into my parking place

And next to me pulls in a Leisure World work van.  I get out, the man

Gets out. I have no clue who he is, don’t recall ever seeing him before.  

We exchange pleasantries.  And Then he says,


“How’s your Mother?”


My heart all but stops.


“My Mom died about 2 years ago.”


“Oh, I’m so sorry”.


“Building 22, right?”


“Yeah, building 22.”

He remembered Mom!  This stranger, this JESUS , says a couple of 
sentences That brought  great joy and comfort  to my deepest heart.  
He didn’t walk away after doing the minimally required conversation. 
This man will never know what a gift he gave me that day.
Some years back copied down some line I thought were very 

meaningful.   Have no idea who wrote them or when or where, though

I suspect perhaps maybe in the South during the Civil Rights Movement.


“WHEN JESUS CAME TO BIRMINGHAM


THEY SIMPLY PASSED HIM BY.


THEY NEVER HURT A HAIR BY HIM


THEY ONLY LET HIM DIE.


FOR MEN HAD GROWN MORE TENDER


AND THEY WOULD NOT GIVE HIM PAIN.


THEY ONLY JUST PASSED DOWN THE STREET


AND LEFT HIM IN THE RAIN”.

When we pass by our sisters and brothers, we pass by our Jesus.

We were made in the very image of God; created from the deepest
Essence of Divine Love.  We are to be God’s love to one another.

Jesus shows us the way.

