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Sunday 19 B                 11th/12th August, 2018 
 

Food, Love and Forgiveness 
 
Poor old Elijah in our first reading today,  he is quite exhausted after a long journey 
and stops for a rest and falls asleep. He is woken by an angel who offers him food and 
drink to give him strength to continue his journey. 
 
This story always reminds me of reminds me something similar that happened to me 
when I was living in Italy.  I was staying way out in the country in an ancient 
monastery. The weather had been very hot, like it has been here recently, and I got up 
one morning and looked out over the countryside and saw a little medieval village 
sitting on a hilltop in the distance.  Since it was still early and quite cool I thought it 
would be great to walk to that village.  It didn’t look far as the crow files.  Boy was I 
wrong. I set off without a map in the general direction of my goal and my path took me 
through forest and farmland.  The paths were stony and dusty, and I often lost my way, 
braving thick undergrowth, nettles, brambles and fierce farm dogs; worst of all, it was 
baking hot and I soon finished the water I had brought with me for the journey. 
Eventually I found myself at the bottom of the hill the village was on.  It took me much 
longer to get up to the top than I had thought and it was quite a steep climb.  By this 
time I had been walking for nearly four hours. 
 
By the time I had got up to the little main square of this tiny village I was tired, dirty, 
hungry and thirsty and I was grateful to sit down on one of the benches that were set 
around the simple square.  I looked round and noticed that the square, which was 
surrounded by simple stone houses and the occasional shop, was almost completely 
deserted.  There were no cars and I imagined this piazza looked today just like it had 
three hundred years ago. The only people I could see were an old man and a young boy 
on the other side of the square loading rubble from wall they were repairing, into a 
wheelbarrow. 
 
I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew I was being shaken awake, like 
Elijah.  But what I saw when I opened my eyes was not an angel, but the boy from the 
other side of the square. He was standing in front of me holding a big hunk of bread in 
one hand and glass of golden wine in the other. “Dai, prendi”.  “Here, take it” the boy 
said, using the familiar form of address which suggested he must have thought I was a 
tramp.  I couldn’t blame him given the state of my bramble-ripped clothes and the 
sweat making dirty rivulets through the dust on my face. But this only made this 
spontaneous act of charity to a worn out gentleman of the road even more generous 
and praiseworthy.  I glanced across the square to where the old man was standing.  He 
was looking on with an amused expression on his face.  He gestured for me to take 
what the boy offered.  I did so with real gratitude. The bread was the beautiful, crusty, 
open-textured country kind that can only be made in a wood-fired brick oven, and the 
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wine was the local golden, rough, dry fruit of the vine, but it was cool and more 
welcome than the finest champagne.   
 
It was only afterwards that I realised how Eucharistic this was. It was not only the fact 
that I was offered bread and wine, but the kindness of a boy and an old man, because 
the milk of human kindness is the other gift served at the Eucharist to feed, refresh and 
heal. This is what the Eucharist is: a celebration of God’s supreme act of love for us in 
sacrificing his Son to bring us His life. The Mass is, or should be, a celebration of love 
not just between God and His people, but between each one of us gathered for the 
celebration.  This is precisely the kind of love that boy and the old man showed for a 
total stranger whom they saw to be in need and for and with whom they sacrificed and 
shared their meagre meal. “And the just will answer, ‘Lord, when did we see hungry 
and feed you, thirsty and give you drink; when did we see you a stranger and welcome 
you?…’ and the Lord will answer ‘In so far as you did this to one of the least of these 
brothers of mine, you did it to me’” Whether or not that man and boy attended Mass, I 
don’t know, but in that moment they lived Eucharist. 
 
Cardinal Hume told how, while he was visiting a country in Africa a thin, scruffy little 
girl ran up to him pointing to her open mouth to indicate she wanted something to eat. 
He found a toffee in his pocket and gave it to the girl who greedily chewed it, smiling 
and content. She then picked up the Cardinal’s hand and held it to her cheek and stroked 
it.  The Cardinal said “This taught me something about the Eucharist. It is not only 
food but love.” Without the love, the food doesn’t nourish because Christ cannot live 
in a heart frozen by coldness, hatred, animosity, estrangement or indifference. 
 
In the second reading today from Ephesians we are urged:  
 

Never have grudges against others, or lose your temper, or raise your voice to 
anybody, or call each other names, or allow any sort of spitefulness. Be friends 
with one another, and kind, forgiving each other as readily as God forgave you 
in Christ’.  

 
Nowhere should this advice be more perfectly lived out than in the Eucharist.  This is 
why we have a penitential rite right at the beginning of Mass and a sign of peace right 
before receiving the Lord in holy communion. Because there is no place here for 
unresolved hatreds, for feuds, disputes or disharmony of any kind. All differences 
should be resolved and forgiveness given before we approach the altar. As the Lord 
teaches us: 

 
So then, if you are bringing your offering to the altar and there remember that 
your brother has something against you, leave your offering there before the 
altar, go and be reconciled with your brother first, and then come back and 
present your offering. (Matthew 5:23-24) 
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