
 

 

November 24, 2019: Our Lord Jesus Christ, King of the Universe 

 

When I was three years old, my family moved to a three-bedroom apartment in Watertown right on Route 20.  It was a 
two-family home and we lived on the bottom floor.  My parents, of course, had their own bedroom, my three brothers 
shared one room, and my sister and I shared the other.  The only problem was my refusal to sleep in a girl’s room.  In my 
mind I was a boy and so I should be in with my brothers.  My parents, of course, just looked at the space and divided us 
up in the most pragmatic way, but that really meant nothing to me.  Each night my Mom would put me in my bed, and 
each night I would go over to my brothers’ room, climb into bed with my brother Kevin, and go to sleep.  No matter how 
my parents tried to explain to me that I should be in my own bed, I was determined to be in my brothers’ room.  And I 
give my brother Kevin a lot of credit: he let me sleep in his bed even if meant he was not very comfortable since he only 
had a twin bed.  When I went into the room, he simply lifted up the cover so I could climb into the bed more easily.  He 
never really complained or told me to go back to my own bed.  He simply understood my need to be in the boys’ room, 
and I think he realized I would have slept on the floor if need be, and he did not want that.  
 

In some ways my brother Kevin better understood what I needed more than my parents.  They were simply looking at 
what made the most sense given the situation.  They looked at my age, the size of the rooms, and placed us in the most 
sensible way.  But, as a three-year old that really did not matter to me: I wanted to be with my brothers.  Kevin actually 
always went out of his way to make me feel comfortable and welcomed.  He really was a pretty good big brother because 
he was watching out for me and put my needs before his own.  He could have easily told me, sorry, no room in my bed— 
it’s too small.  Instead, each night he simply moved over and made room for me. 
 

As Christians we are called to a real sense of hospitality.  And true hospitality is about recognizing the needs of others 
rather than imposing our idea of what they need.  It is like the story of Martha and Mary.  “As they continued on their 
journey [Jesus] entered a village where a woman whose name was Martha welcomed Him.  She had a sister named Mary 
[who] sat beside the Lord at his feet listening to Him speak.  Martha, burdened with much serving, came to Him and said, 
“Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me by myself to do the serving?  Tell her to help me.”  The Lord said to her 
in reply, ‘Martha, Martha, you are anxious and worried about many things.  There is need of only one thing.  Mary has 
chosen the better part and it will not be taken from her.’” 
 

Martha already knew what Jesus wanted and so she went ahead to get everything ready for Him.  Mary, on the other 
hand, stopped what she was doing, gave her full attention to Christ, and truly listened to what He had to say.  Mary wanted 
to understand what Jesus needed by actually listening to Him.  Martha assumed she already knew what was best for Jesus 
and, therefore, knew what was needed.   
 

The problem that arises when we make assumptions is that it stifles our ability to really understand the other person’s 
true needs.  We might not be able to recognize what their true struggles are.  We might not be able to attend to what it 
is that he or she actually desires, because we are too busy getting everything just right—as we see it.  Our hospitality 
becomes more of a demand on them to adjust to our perceptions, than trying to determine the person’s actual needs.  
We need to take a lesson from Mary when we are trying to really interact with others.  It means to simply stop, give our 
full attention to them, and really listen.  It means putting down the cell phones and tablets.  It means shutting off the TV 
and computer.  It means the next things on our “To Do” list are not being thought about.  When we do this, we are really 
trying to communicate with the person before us, and thereby treating them with true respect and dignity. 
 

And the same is true with God.  How often do we rush through our prayers simply to get to the next thing?  We have 
prayed and so we can check it off.  The reality is that we usually give God little room to respond, and then we complain 
that He doesn't hears our prayers because He never responds.  Ask yourself, when was the last time, in prayer, that you 
really stopped, gave God your full attention, and then listened?  When was the last time you really gave hospitality to 
God?  When was the last time you gave God the priority in your conversation with Him?  When was the last time you really 
tried to have a dialogue with the Lord?  When was the last time you gave Him space in your heart?  When was the last 
time you really made room for Him?  We usually come up with the excuse that God will understand that I am just so busy.  
Are we so busy that we cannot be truly hospitable to God!?  Does that make sense?  Then… how can we ever truly 
understand how we are supposed to live our lives if we do not understand God’s expectations of us? 
 



 

 

Mary understood what Jesus needed for the simple reason that she stopped, gave her full attention to Him, and truly 
listened.  She made room for Jesus in her life.  My brother Kevin understood what I needed and so he made room for me 
in his bed.  Let each of us take the time to find out what God really needs from us, and to make room for Him in our lives.  
 

If you have any questions about anything, please do not hesitate to ask me directly, or send your questions to me 
at fr.brian@chelmsfordcatholic.org.   
  
Please keep me in your prayers.  
  
In Christ,  

  
Fr. Brian  


