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The Soup Kitchen

by Pat Montesano
I don’t know why my speech is slurred

Or why I can’t pronounce some words

Can’t hold a job or write my name

Have no interest in money or fame

I just do the best I can.

I know some people laugh at me

They don’t understand what they see

Sometimes they point, sometimes they stare

At my wornout clothes, my shaggy hair

I’m a different kind of man.

But there’s a place, each day at noon

They have for me a shiny spoon

A pretty dish that holds my bread

A bowl of soup so that I’m well fed

Where I’m a happy man.

The kitchen people call me “friend”

They always say to come again

They shake my hand, take time to talk

Don’t mind that I stumble when I walk

They know I’m a lonely man.

The kitchen people welcome me

They don’t make fun of what they see

They don’t care ‘bout how much I know

They don’t even notice my hair or clothes

They think I’m a special man.

With trembling hands and eyesight blurred

The magic of their spoken word

Has helped me through another day

Given me hope, a new prayer to pray

“Help me be a better man.”

I’ve walked many an icy mile

To see those daily noontime smiles

To sip my soup and break my bread

With friends who care and see that I’m fed

Because they understand.

These people know they could be me

We’re all a part of this mystery

They know the power of love for friends

That, as they love me, so do I love them

I’m the kitchen people’s man.

Lord Jesus, of you I will sing as I journey.

Lord Jesus, of you I will sing as I journey.
I’ll tell all my neighbours about you wherever I go.
You alone give us life, give us peace, give us love.
Lord Jesus, of you I will sing as I journey.
Lord Jesus, I’ll praise you as long as I journey.
May all of my joy be a faithful reflection of you.
May the earth and the sea and the sky join my song.
Lord Jesus, I’ll praise you as long as I journey. 
As long as I live, Jesus, make me your servant,
To carry your cross and to share all your burdens and tears;
For you save us by giving your body and blood.
As long as I live, Jesus, make me your servant. 
I fear in the dark and the doubt of my journey,
But courage will come with the sound of your steps by my side,
And with all of the people you saved by your love,
We’ll sing to the dawn at the end of our journey.
Session 1 – January 24, 2006 – Epiphanytide
Street Scenes: Glimpses of Old Town – The Outward Journey

A-1

The bus became so packed that Phil, still standing, was pushed back a few seats. In the semisilence of a bus full of tired workers heading home, he asked loud and strong, “How long you been a priest, Gary?”

The heads turned to look at the phenomenon of a real live

priest, as if there were a giraffe on board.

“Since 1971,” I responded.

Phil: “I am going to say this before God and you and the whole bus: You are one bad dude.”

The people on the bus applauded. What a show: God as a wit​ness, a giraffe-like priest, and an outrageous extrovert from the streets. Not your everyday cast of characters on the late-afternoon and dreary number nine.

We got off together and gabbed a bit about another great minis​ter he had heard recently. “Now this guy preaches the word. You’d like him.” He embraced me with his big, gangly body and was off down the street.

Yep, that’s me: one bad dude.  [94]
A-2

“What will this child become?” asked Elizabeth’s neighbors about the child who would become John the Baptist. Did a Mexican momma and daddy and all their neighbors once—in hope—ask this same question when a babe was born in some obscure village, the same child now on the streets of Portland, tracked down and ar​rested by the police? A babe then, now caught up in the tentacles of drugs and the relentless power of drug enforcement. [95]
A-3

He once said to me, “You are the only father I have ever had.” He never knew his real father—the only father figures he had were his mother’s lovers, who had emotionally tossed him to the wind like a cigarette butt out the car window. I do care for him, and I un​derstand the gaps in his life thanks to my own experience of grow​ing up with a severe and demanding stepfather. Cal has had to overcome many obstacles. In these moments with him, when evil men have taken advantage of him, I think of those lines from Isaiah, which are applicable to many of the individuals of the streets who must grow up and try to make it in a country of instability: Flying backward and forward like bewildered nestlings. Isaiah 16:2  [95f]
A-4

It is true that the church must be in many places and with many people, but it is the poor who will reveal to the church—dramati​cally and poignantly—the nature of its heart and mission. [96]
A-5

The poor teach me that serving them is not just some sort of Christian imperative. Rather, it is in serving them that I can dis​cover, like the church, what is best in my own heart.  [96]
A-6

I take it all personally. If a woman or a man is abused, then I am abused, and if I don’t feel that way, then I want to feel that way. If your flesh is lacerated, so is mine.

God has arranged the body so that more 4ignity is given to the parts which are without it, and so that there may not be disagreements inside the body, but that each part may be equally concerned for all the others. If one part is hurt, all parts are hurt with it.  1 Corinthians 12:24-26   [98]
A-7

One Saturday night, two men started a shoving match below my third-floor window. It was just one of a million in-your-face con​frontations that occur in the throes of the street. Like usual, it was all machismo and shouting. Suddenly one man pulled a knife, and I was looking down at a new and perilous situation. The potential victim then shouted at the knife wielder, in a voice that echoed off the tall buildings and over the 2 A.M. traffic noises, “You can’t kill me, motherfucker. I’m already dead.” The “dead” man, whom I see periodically as he moves among the dope dealers, turned his back on the knife wielder and walked away into the night.

There are lots of self-perceived dead people walking around on the streets. Society has names for all the nameless brothers and sis​ters of the night: addicts, bums, panhandlers, crackheads, hookers, wackos. Many consider themselves dead because no one ever told them about the beauty of their lives.

As I tried to sleep that night, I thought of the small replica I have of Rembrandt’s Prodigal Son, the kneeling returned son weep​ing in the arms of his father. And later, the same father said to his other son, “Your brother here was dead and has come to life; he was lost and is found” (Luke 15:32).  [99]
A-8

One evening I was waiting on the corner of Broadway and Burnside, looking, I suppose, a bit disconcerted and needy. I was going to a very heavy meeting where there would be lots of conflict. As I waited for my ride, two Bible-packing, perpetually smiling, glazed-eyed gentlemen approached me. They hit on me, so to speak.

One of them asked me, “Do you like Mexican food, brother?”

“Sure,” I responded. “You looking for a restaurant?”

“Oh, gosh, no,” he said. They both guffawed.

Turns out that they were in the hunt for people they could take in their van to their church for a meal of burritos, tamales, and

tacos. With, I presume, evangelization for dessert.

I turned them down, looking nervously for my ride.

At that point I was given the consolation prize: one of them put his hand on my shoulder and said, with the smarmy assurance that only “The Saved” seem to have down cold, “It’s okay, brother, Jesus still loves you.”

Yeah, you are right, my friend, Jesus does love me, but the means and story of that love are so different from anything you can imagine.

I guess I will never trust these guys because they are here today and gone tomorrow, and the poor need consistency of commit​ment. I don’t doubt their sincerity of intention. But there is a ten​dency among some religious groups to analyze life on the streets—and the response to that life—in simplistic terms. This is not a quick-fix world, despite God’s power. And when the poor don’t get it right away—that is, that sweet Jesus loves them—the born-againers leave the scene, shaking the dust from their feet. Rather than listening to the Spirit in the poor, these proselytizers listen to their own safe, untested selves and to their own self-​congratulatory gospel of salvation. In doing so they miss the bruised hearts of others. They miss, I think, the heart of Jesus, so complex, open, and long-suffering.  [100f]
A-9

Those friends in my life whom I cherish and who cherish me are channels of God’s love and power. When God has comforted me, it has occasionally been through an idea or a prayer, but it has more often been through the touch and care of a friend, as Titus gave to Paul.

Martin Buber says that we are created along with one another and directed to a life with one another and that by means of our brother and sister creatures we find our way to God. Man, is that ever true of me. My friends have been the ones who have pulled me through some absolutely awful moments, and they have been the people in whose presence I have found my most delirious mo​ments of happiness.  [104]
Session 2 – January 31 – Epiphanytide 
Go in peace: Celebrating Mass in Old Town – Planet 
B-1

The next day Jeff approached me as I was moving through the lobby of the chapel and heading outside. Could we talk, Father? He wanted to make a confession. I said okay, but my gut was telling me to be careful. I took him into the poorly lit chapel, thinking it would be a quiet place yet visible through glass doors to the outside lobby. We sat in one of the pews near the door. He was agitated, sweat beading on his upper lip. Then he broke into a paranoid story of people from New Zealand invading our country and driving everyone south, all the time assuring me that he was not mentally ill, as “you, Father Gary, had allowed Shane to insinuate yesterday.” I became nervous when he said that he had something to give me, a gift for a person he admired and loved. I was on high alert. As he reached into a small brown paper bag he had brought with him and had left sitting ominously next to him, I was expecting him to pull out a weapon. It was too late to make a run for it I’d have been plugged in the back. I steeled myself, my right arm resting behind him on the back of the pew. I figured at that point that, should he pull out a weapon, I could either grab his arm or land one good punch. Slowly his hand came out of the bag.

And he pulled out a bouquet of pansies.

“For you, Father, for being so patient with Shane and me yesterday.”

Two men, two human beings, both very sick. It always brings me to my knees. I thought of the words of Abraham Heschel:

“When I see a man . . . I see the only entity in nature with which sanctity is associated. The particular individual may not be dear to me—in fact, I may even dislike him. But he is dear to someone else, to his mother, for example, although that, too, is not the rea​son for his eminence. For even if nobody cares for him, he is still a human being.” [109f]

B-2

Tonight, at the Holy Thursday liturgy, many of the poor were pres​ent, having their feet gently washed and dried by others in imita​tion of Jesus. When I saw it all in front of me—the poor, the washing basins, the awkwardness of the washers, the faces of the silent and reverent congregation—I realized once again what the sanctity of service is and that the truth of the heart of Christ is found in the washing of feet. When I have washed feet, I have real​ized that it is only from below that I can really see what is above.
A long time ago I read a reflection by Luigi Santucci in his book Meeting Jesus about the bowl that Christ used in washing the feet of his disciples. I remember thinking, like him, that if I had to choose some relic of the Passion, I wouldn’t pick up a scourge or a spear, but that round bowl of dirty water. And I would want to go around the world with that receptacle under my arm, looking only at people’s feet; and for each one I’d tie a towel around me, bend down, and never raise my eyes higher than their ankles, so as not to distinguish friends from enemies. I’d wash the feet of atheists, drug addicts, arms dealers, murderers, pimps, abusers of all kinds—and all in silence, until they understood. [115f]

2-C 

There are times on the streets when I wonder what the hell I am doing. And there are moments, usually humdrum and unspectacu​lar, during which I realize that I am to bloom for just a few days so that I might give glory in my work to another kind of beauty that works in and through me. I rebel against this kind of divine inter​ference in my life, especially when it conflicts with my other great loves. But Jeremiah makes it clear that no one chooses to fall into the hands of the living God.

You have seduced me, Yahweh, and I have let myself

be seduced;

you have overpowered me: you were the stronger. .

I used to say, “I will not think about him,

I will not speak in his name any more.”

Then there seemed to be afire burning in my heart,

imprisoned in my bones.

The effort to restrain it wearied me,

I could not bear it.


Jeremiah 20:7, 9

No one in the service of the poor, who is honest, pats himself or herself on the back. If he or she does, it is not for long. I realize that God brought me into this world, blessed with skills and tal​ents. The only thing that makes sense to me is to use them in the service of the poor. It is at their feet that I find myself.  [117]
Session 3 – February 7, 2006 – Epiphanytide  
Poverty Is Not a Crime: Eddie’s Letter – Others 
C-1

I’ve known Eddie for a long time. He wrote the following for me. It is a story that explains the struggles of the man and what makes up his heart. It is a poignant response to those who so blithely dismiss the homeless.
My name is Eddie. I have a disabi1ity. It’s Depression and Paranoia. As a little boy I was beat and punished for wetting the bed. I think I was three or four years old. ‘When my sister and I went to live with my aunt, I think that’s when Paranoia/Depression came into my life. My sister would have to clean up the whole house and I would have to go to work in the cotton fields with my aunt. She said we would have to work for our room and board. I had a bed-wetting problem, to where I ruined the bed. She and my cousin would beat me with a stick/cord/belt across my back, legs, and buttocks. After the beatings she would punish me by making me kneel on the concrete floor all day without moving from that position. She would also punish me other ways. Once she put a live frog down my pants. She said I would have to keep it there all day. I jumped up and down and ran around, thinking the frog was going to eat me alive. I started screaming and crying. I ran to the bathroom and I threw the frog out the window. My cousin ran be​hind me and thought I threw the frog down the toilet and flushed it. So he grabbed me by the hair and pushed my head down the toilet and flushed it several times. I struggled for air and I must have hit him, because the next day I woke up in the closet with bruises on me. My sister was crying, saying, “I will get us out of here someday.”

One time my aunt made one of my cousins pee in a glass and I was to drink it or get a beating and have to kneel on the concrete floor. I didn’t want to kneel on the concrete floor because my knees were bleeding from kneeling so long. So I drank it.

One time I had to use the bathroom and I was too far from the house and I shit in my pants. When I got home, my aunt made me take a bath, but before I was to eat it or get a beating. I put it in my mouth and tasted it. I don’t think I ate it. I woke up in the closet again with bruises.

One time my aunt made me dress in girls’ clothes and sent me out​side where everyone could see me. I was so embarrassed that day.

Another time my aunt called me from the playground where I usually played by myself. I ran home because I didn’t want to upset my aunt or she would either pinch me or slap me. I didn’t know she had cut the cord to the plug of the washing machine. There was a puddle of water on the ground. She also had an audience of people in her room, so I plugged in the plug to the socket and it shocked the life out of me. It threw me about~ five feet away. They all started laughing at me. All I could do was cry.

One time when I was getting a beating my sister said she would do anything if they would stop beating me. One time someone told me to go out and play and when I snuck up to the back door and I looked inside, someone was molesting my sister. I didn’t do or say anything.

One time my aunt made me sit on the toilet all night long. My sister and I finally ran away from there to my dad’s. At fifteen years old my dad put me to work for him on the fishing boat because I was having troubles at school. [It was that] or go to reform school for bad boys. I cried because no one knew I had a disability or sent me to a doctor. I cried some more. I swallowed my hopes and dreams. My dad asked me why I was withdrawing from everyone and I told him the story and he said I was lying so I was treated like an outsider. I always was trying to be the best that I could for everyone but never amounting to shit. At thirteen years old I was drinking with a man, a wino who would buy my beers for me. At eighteen years old I was a full-blown alcoholic. When I turned twenty years old I left my dad’s home. Before I left, my stepmother asked me why do you have to leave. I said I was going to find my​self. I didn’t go looking for myself. I went to find something more precious than that. I was looking for my spirit that someone stole. I was getting into trouble with the law from the time I was twenty to the time I was forty-five. I also lived on the streets for twenty years. With no education and no skills I first had to sell myself or sell drugs to make it on the streets. No one gives you shit or gives a shit about you.

But I’m off the streets for now. But I know there are others out there like me with mental problems and maybe doing the same things I did. I would love to help them so they don’t have to go through what I did and so they can have a better life. May God bless them.

Sometimes it’s hard living on the streets. And there are some people that don’t understand homelessness. Some of them get treated like shit. It’s sometimes cold outside, but not as cold as people. I am now recovering from alcoholism and drug addiction. But I don’t know if I’ll ever recover from physical and mental abuse. I’ve also been afraid of making a family, because I don’t know how I would act or react.

Stop the abuse! You’re killing God’s children spiritually.

Eddie

P.S. If you ever look into a homeless person’s eyes, don’t judge them. Simply say something nice. I haven’t seen my sister for over twenty-five years. I wish I could see her again.

After all this, incredibly, Eddie has survived. His plea serves as an invitation to those of us who want to understand and as a con​demnation of those fools who write off the homeless as losers who brought their troubles upon themselves. [136ff]
Session 4 – February 13, 2006 – Epiphanytide 
The Leper: Robert’s Story – Impressions 
D-1
August 9, Tuesday

I caught up with Robert today as he was pushing his ripped-off Safeway cart to Esther’s Pantry, a hole-in-the-wall that distributes food to people with HIV. It is located in one of the desolate ware​house sections not far from where he lives.

We talked as he rolled his cart back to his hotel. Yes, he did drink heavily on Sunday and slammed some coke. He did not want to talk, was depressed, and had a flick-it-all attitude. Where now? He mentioned that he was going to see the doctor tomorrow. Given the unhealthy situation he has put himself in, his physical condition will take a turn for the worse. Nevertheless, I did not preach at him or whine about what he had abandoned. I just walked with him down the empty street. I asked him if he could be interested in going to the Oregon coast with me. Good move on my part. He had not been to the beach in years. Yes, he would like to go.
There we were, walking along that obscure street. ‘What strange companions: Robert—short, street educated, gay, drug addicted, sexually promiscuous; and me—tall, university educated, straight, clean, and celibate. We were the apple and the orange, united and bound by the searching love of our mutual Creator.

D-2

October 10, Thursday

Yesterday, when Mary Sue and I visited Robert, we caught him in a rampage of suicidal thinking. He had not gone for his radiation treatments and talked instead about another kind of destruction that was not so prolonged. The addict who is depressed is never far from taking himself out. I brought him a sand dollar from the beach, a sea urchin that is rich in Christian resurrection and life symbolism and an item that we had not been able to find on our previous trip. He wept over it, saying, “Damn you, you have screwed up my plans.”

So he stayed alive one more day, buzzed and happy. I keep asking myself so many questions: Will he kill himself? What is possible for God here? Can God cure him? Will God? And are such prayers pa​thetic? I mean, why keep him alive? For more loneliness, more empty sex, more pain, more despair, more mice, more cockroaches traveling across his face at night?

D-3

February 4, Saturday

I noticed Robert’s cheekbones for the first time. They are sunken and extended. His is the gaunt face that I have seen on other AIDS patients, a sight that always makes me think of the survivors of the Nazi death camps.

The three of us talked about God’s providence and how we have all been brought together. He asked me what providence meant I explained, “It’s like when you have some good friends and you would like them to meet each other so that they can grow and love in each other’s presence; that is how God looks upon us and tries to enhance our lives.”

D-4

May 31, Wednesday

Robert continues to waste away. So thin, yet present and gentle and not panicky~ He is using less morphine.

Mara and I visited him today. He talked at length about belief and faith and God. “My resistance to God,” he said, “has always been rooted in my feelings of being dirty. Like I am always a leper. But I know that we are all lepers to some degree and that in spite of that God still loves us. In fact, Jesus spent a lot of time with lep​ers, didn’t he, Mara?”

He became silent. Then, with a look of peace that I had never seen on him, he said, “Father, can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Will you baptize me?”

So there it was, Robert asking to make the move; in many re​spects he had made the move long ago, but now he wanted to for​malize it before the end of his life. He knows that he is dying, but what has been a revelation to him is that he is finding himself to be more and more at peace, and that he is loved. And he knows that he is not the author of that peace or that love. We decided to talk about the baptism soon and start the planning.
D-5

June 28, Wednesday

I baptized Robert today in a simple and modified baptismal liturgy. In attendance were the biggies of his life: Mary Sue, Sister Kate, Sister Cathy, Sister Elsie, a few friends, Mara and Joe (his chosen godparents), his favorite nurse at Good Sam, and assorted others. He came dressed in what he called “cat’s ass” clothes, pur​chased by Sister Kate, who did a remarkable job, obtaining a pair of pants and a long-sleeved shirt that gave him a distinguished ap​pearance in spite of his gaunt face and emaciated body. I told him he had a disco look.

I used the parable of the good Samaritan as a Gospel reading. I offered this commentary: “You are the good Samaritan, Robert, because you have pulled all of us out of the safe trenches of our lives. And your love—so squeezed out of you by life and history— you have claimed again and given back to us a hundredfold. What a grace it is to be present to see you commit your life to the one who is the author of your love. Your faith is healing oil for our wounds.”

Session 5 – February 20, 2006 – Epiphanytide 
Ashes in the Wind: Death in the World of the Homeless – Reflections 
E-1

Staff members see many people who come in bearing any number of physical and emotional afflictions.  These include:

diabetes-induced infections in feet and legs

black eyes caused by physical abuse 

the flu

fury over not being able to access the system 

devastation over being HIV positive 

long-term alcoholism and its debilitating side effects 

the need to be held

the need to talk

smoldering anger over a condescending and infuriating landlord 

murmuring, maddening voices in one’s head, brought on by schizophrenia

frustration with a body that will not function correctly 

discouragement born of self-disgust

chills due to lack of clothing in cold weather 

dysfunctional speech patterns caused by a violent head injury 

malnutrition and its side effects

grief over yet another hotel death—maybe just down the hall 

heroin withdrawal

the slow crush of loneliness 

the torture of chemotherapy 

the indifference of a family 

delusions and accompanying fears 

the weariness of old age

pain caused by a manipulative and rejecting lover 

helplessness caused by not having an income 

the fear of having to sleep on the streets 

the need to weep

Underneath all this painful stuff is the clinging reality of being poor, which is, in most cases, a sentence for life. (155f.)

E-2

Everyone knows that in those difficult moments in life, it is im​portant—so important—that other people recognize our weak​nesses and take care not to quench the flame of hope that barely flickers within us. It is important that people meet us, love us, em​brace us, bind us up, and encourage us—in all of our confusion— to step into the next part of our journey. Such presence can nourish us and give our hope a chance to break out into the open and live. Then, even if all the staring cynics and self-absorbed scoffers write us off as losers, we can rest in the truth that an au​thentic person took the time to care. In the presence of this kind of love, we are able to say—as we hope the people who come to 0MB or Rose Haven or the Macdonald Center or Sisters of the Road Café can say—”They believe me, they love me, they discover strength in my wounds.” In this, Isaiah’s vision is fulfilled.
But to see ob​scure people dying in obscure hotel rooms, yet cared for as if they were the most important people in the world—what an amazing sight. They are treated as if they were someone’s father or mother. But that is exactly the point: they are. Having no family, they have a family. The operative mantra of care is No kin, my kin.

When I see people caring for those who are dying in the SROs, it reminds me of a stunning truth of the often dreary world of the streets: No person, whoever he or she is or wherever he or she lives, is denied the grasp of God’s heart. We are cherished by God, hunted by God, redeemed by God. And having experienced this, we are reminded that we are called to be bearers of God’s love and truth, and, as bearers, we are to bring that love and truth into our culture, where there exist the bruises and flickering flames caused by poverty, lack of education, poor health care, homelessness, lone​liness, racism, and injustice. All of our brothers and sisters are not treated equally, and the least deserve more.   [157f.]

E-3

Through Scripture, I reminded us all of the ultimate dignity that each one of these precious human beings had by virtue of being creatures and children of God:

For Zion was saying, “Yahweh has abandoned me, 

the Lord has forgotten me.”

Does a woman forget her baby at the breast, 

or fail to cherish the son of her womb?

Yet even if these forget, 

I will never forget you.

See, I have branded you on the palms of my hands.

Isaiah 49:14-16    [161f.]
E-4

Jim came up to me one day and informed me that the “Little One,” Becky, a regular bartender at the tavern, had shot herself. Right there, at the bar. She was forty; “Would you do some kind of memorial service for her?” he asked me.

“Of course. ‘Where?”

“At the bar.”

A few days later, at 10:30 in the morning, I did my first and only memorial service in a tavern. It was a small place, with the bar itself running the length of one side of the room and about a dozen booths shoehorned into the other side. I took my place in front of the jukebox, at the far end of the room, using the bar as a prop for my Bible. I greeted everyone and nervously began a ser​vice of prayers, readings, and reflections. All the booths were full of people, as were the stools at the bar, and already some pitchers of beer had been poured.

Knowing something of Becky’s solicitude for all the tavern’s clients, I began with the tenth chapter of John, the parable of the good shepherd. I tried to connect her care for the brothers and sis​ters of Old Town, with all their warts and wonders, to the care God had for her in all the known and unknown troubles in her life. Preaching on the occasion of a suicide is not easy, but I tried to preempt any of Becky’s decisions about her life with the deci​sions that God has made for all of us. If we are lost, I stressed, God will hunt us down—in love—like the good shepherd, to the last moment. [170f.]
E-5

They were moved by the event and by the shock of me, but something else had happened, too: a mystery had touched them, and subconsciously they knew that there was a relationship be​tween the event and the mystery. This unarticulated awareness dis​closed itself in their questions: Are you really a priest? Do you do this much, Father? Does the church really do this? Is God for real? Can God love someone like me, who never goes to church? [172]

E-6

For most of my life I had my own versions of the stereotypical prejudices toward homosexuality, a result of the usual macho-guy baggage. I told dirty jokes, made snorting observations of gay couples (“Look at those fags”), and was indifferent to the theologi​cal and existential questions of gay men and women. Questions may be the wrong word; how about agony? In my guy-talk world, Jesuit and otherwise, I had a repulsion for any kind of romantic relationship that was not clearly defined as heterosexual.

I am not sure at what point my attitude began to change; it could have been the result of any number of things: the close friendships I had formed with a couple of gay men and women, the long talks with gay Jesuits, the acquaintance of street people who struggled to understand themselves as homosexual. Whatever the catalyst, I came to find it less and less possible to relate to my gay friends on the basis of past viewpoints. I was unwilling to be seduced by homophobic attitudes. So, as I joined the crowd at Riverfront Park on Memorial Day, I was conscious of both my his​tory and my care and appreciation for the brothers and sisters who had asked me to be there. … I read from Isaiah and offered a few words on the reality of the one whom we must all count on, in life and death.

I have called you by your name, you are mine.

Should you pass through the sea, I will be with you;

or through rivers, they will not swallow you up.

Should you walk through fire, you will not be scorched

and the flames will not burn you. . 
Because you are precious in my eyes, 
because you are honored and I love you.

Isaiah 43:1-2, 4

As I looked around, trying to craft some words appropriate to the occasion and thinking of Isaiah’s words about another little community that lived on the edges, I couldn’t help but think that the half-circle was a functional metaphor. The gay and lesbian community exists and moves on the edges of the circle of our cul​ture. I know we say that we have a diverse culture and that all are welcome—even the church is now saying this, nervously—but theirs is a community that continues to live on the outskirts. I guess I was feeling some of the pain of it all in that moment, in spite of the strength and endurance I was receiving from the sur​rounding group of men and women. [173f.]

E-7
Back at the bar, a small buffet had been prepared. People kept coming up to me, wanting to talk. It was one of those mysterious moments in which my priesthood allows me to bridge factors that would normally keep people apart. I thought of that line in 2 Corinthians in which Paul says, “He has entrusted to us the news that they are reconciled. So we are ambassadors for Christ; it is as though God were appealing through us, and the appeal that we make in Christ’s name is: be reconciled to God” (2 Corinthians 5:19-20).  [175]
E-8

Is anything more devastating than the loss of a best friend? The mourning runs so deep that words miss the mark. They are nothing but a shadow of the truth. How can anyone else under​stand the unique contribution someone’s best friend made to his or her life? When a best friend dies, a piece of us dies, too, and we become like a separated Siamese twin, once joined at the heart to a soul mate and now cut apart and living in another galaxy. But the blood of the soul mate still flows in our veins, and our hearts still bear the indelible imprint of another heart. I think they always will.

At one point Rosie said to me, “I better shut up; I’m taking your job.”

I replied, “No group has ever been led so gracefully, Rosie.”

Her honesty, delivered to a group such as ours, was the stuff of a sacred moment; it was raw, fragile, and, like Rosie, irrepressible. In a strange way, listening to her was like hearing a great piece of music or an extraordinary musician for the first time: we simply had never heard anything like this before. She took us to a higher level of human communication, pushing our hearts to that frontier of wonder, which to that point we had never crossed. [177]
Communion under

Special Circumstances
Book of Alternative Services Rite

“Radical Compassion”

Brothers and sisters in Christ, God calls us to faithful service by the proclamation of the word, and sustains us with the sacrament of the body and blood of Christ. [Hear now God’s word, and] receive this holy food from the Lord’s table.

A passage of Scripture may be read…

Minister
Most merciful God,

All
we confess that we have sinned against you

in thought, word, and deed,

by what we have done,

and by what we have left undone.

We have not loved you with our whole heart;

we have not loved our neighbours as ourselves.

We are truly sorry and we humbly repent.

For the sake of your Son Jesus Christ,

have mercy on us and forgive us,

that we may delight in your will,

and walk in your ways,

to the glory of your name. Amen.

A priest says,



Almighty God have mercy upon you,


pardon and deliver you from all your sins,


confirm and strengthen you in all goodness,


and keep you in eternal life;


through Jesus Christ our Lord.

People
Amen.

Minister
The peace of the Lord be always with you.

People
And also with you.

Minister
As our Saviour taught us, let us pray,

All
Our Father in heaven,


hallowed be your name,


your kingdom come,


your will be done,


on earth as in heaven.


Give us today our daily bread.


Forgive us our sins


as we forgive those who sin against us.


Save us from the time of trial,


and deliver us from evil.


For the kingdom, the power,


and the glory are yours,


now and for ever. Amen.

Minister 
The gifts of God for the People of God.

People 
Thanks be to God.
Following the Communion, this doxology may be said…

Minister
Glory to God,

People
whose power, working in us,


can do infinitely more


than we can ask or imagine.


Glory to God from generation to generation,


in the Church and in Christ Jesus,


for ever and ever. Amen.

Minister 
Let us bless the Lord.

People
Thanks be to God.
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