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I imagine if you came to the Church a few minutes before mass and you collected a bulletin, or maybe 
had a look at it online at it understandably would have thought yes, I am the bread of life, he who comes 
to me will never be hungry, he who believes in me will never thirst. It will probably be something about 
the Eucharist, and that would be a fair comment, I guess. But things are different because we're looking  
at that today, 18 months down the track from when, without so much as a by or leave, all of a sudden 
this was taken away from us for maybe the best part of 50% of the weekends we've had from March last 
year to today. And so, things are different, church doors have been closed, mass hasn't been celebrated, 
seats have been empty. And, fortunately of course, by having the online masses people have still been 
able to remain connected and indeed so many have.  
 
But it's different, it's not the same. Because when you're home, watching this on an iPhone or iPad, TV  
or whatever, certainly come Communion time you can't receive Holy Communion. One advantage is you 
can fast forward the homily but I was sure none of you would ever do that...or would you? But it is 
different, and it's interesting that sometimes when things are a bit like that, things will happen which sort 
of in a different way pick up on that. And I received a letter during the week, and it was from a lady I've 
known for several decades. She's a remarkable person who has given so much of her life in very hidden, 
unofficial ways, to supporting and assisting the most difficult people to deal with. The most 
downtrodden, impoverished, ne'er do well sort of people. And somehow or other, because she's 
someone who takes the Gospel seriously, she's taken as long as you do to least of these, you do it to me. 
 
A while back I'd sent her just a few dollars just to help her along, and she's a 1 person mission. She's not  
a registered charity, she gets no donations from anyone except a few people who know what she does, 
and is aware of the fact that it is the most downtrodden of all to whom she reaches out. So I got this 
letter from her, on Monday or Tuesday I think it was. And I read it and I thought, this is terrific. And I was 
aware about the Gospel this weekend and I thought, it its own way, this is about the Eucharist. Of what 
she does, and the people to whom she reaches out. And maybe some of the fairly practical, even stern 
advice that she puts forward in this letter. And she would have an absolute fit, I don't know whether she 
accesses masses from St. Simon's, she doesn't live in this area, but she would have an absolute fit if she 
knew I was talking about her, so I'm not going to identify her in any way. Except to say that she's 
someone that presents Jesus in a very real and practical way to others. She is, in a very practical sense,  
a Eucharistic presence of Jesus. Not under the form of bread and wine, but under the form of care, 
concern, and genuine charity for those who need it most. 
 
Anyhow, the letter, this is what she wrote.  
 
'Well-meaning folk think they are helping me by telling me not to feed the poor. They say they can go 
here they can go there or go to the food bank or St. Vinnie's. But yesterday I learnt what I've already 
known for 55 years. Some people are in too dark a place to go anywhere. (It's very profound when you 
think about it).  
 
Yesterday, the blinds were drawn, the lady I was visiting had two beds, one of her own and one for her 
autistic son aged just 5. No pillow, no blankets. When some friends dropped by with some food for me to 
give away, I and they added an ingredient that the poor can't do without. Tender, loving care. And when 
this lady eventually answered the door, she said I cannot move, I cannot motivate myself to get help. 
Everything is beyond me. 
 
The little 5 year old who cannot speak grabbed the pillow and hugged it. Because another woman had 
stayed in my house, had stolen everything within reach, I had only 1 pillow to give her but at least I had 
some blankets. Unless one has experienced severe depression, and helplessness, they will never 
understand these people. Or as I call them, Jesus in the distressing disguise of the poorest of the poor. 
The holier the person, they more they can too easily judge the downtrodden. We shouldn't dismiss that.  
I try my best to have as my motto, that he who is without sin, cast the first stone. (Remember this is  



a letter not meant to be read out, this is a letter written between her and me). The other verse I love is 
footsteps in the sand, when we are down Jesus carries us. 
 
God has really blessed me, I have known despair. I know that when the chips are really down the only 
ones there are Jesus and His truly beautiful mother. Who has never, not ever failed me, not matter how 
poor my intention has been, or small. It's uncanny how those who are desperate, through God's own 
mysterious way, still find me. Usually through a third person who I might know, but usually I do not know 
the person in need. Sort of the reverse of what we think it might be. It happens time and time again,  
if milk is left on my verandah, someone will come and ask for milk. Tomatoes a while back were 
extremely expensive. I had some and gave them away, and my late husband growled at me. And I said, 
when we die, there'll be plenty of beautiful tomatoes. And then he went to his car and at our door was  
a bucket of beautiful, homegrown tomatoes. He never got angry at me again about giving things away.  
 
One thing makes me see red. I get given some of the out of date stuff. If it's not good enough for you, 
don't give it to the poor. If people drink coffee, don't give them tea. If they don't drink either of those, 
give them what they do drink. They have not been taught like we were, our parents never wasted a thing. 
I tried to give them what they will eat, and save waste. It is not what we take to them, it is the contact, 
the caring, the concern and the love of God which motivates us in why we do what we do. When people 
lecture me, as I know they do. I say, you can't teach me, I couldn't even learn at school. I spent my school 
days dodging Reverend Mother. Every play time I would sneak to Our Lady's grotto, and ask the beautiful 
Mother to protect me, and she used to cry. Please pray for the work, and God's blessing on those whom  
I love.'  
 
Now that's not an article written for the paper, it's not an article written to be read out at mass, let alone 
radio and internet and whatever. But it is from the heart from one magnificent person who reads the 
whole sense of the being the presence of Christ to others, in a very realistic and heartfelt and very 
practical way. And it doesn't win over all the hearts and minds, there are people who say you should do  
it this way, you should do it that way. But I've seen her at work, and I know that it works. And good on 
her, and God bless her. 
 
And so we pick up the Gospel and it's about I am the bread of life. Coming at a time, 2 or 3 years ago,  
yes yes all normal, come to mass and receive Communion whenever we like. All different now, we have 
no guarantee that we will be able to continue what we've always done, indefinitely. We'll do the best we 
can, but in terms of a presence of Jesus, maybe this has woken us up to a challenge that we need to do it 
within the traditional and magnificent sense of the Eucharistic presence of Jesus, but maybe that 
Eucharistic presence has to take another angle. When one door is open, we can go in it, when it's closed, 
we look for another one. That's what she's done, in no uncertain terms, for quite some years. And it's an 
example to us all, particularly when we look at the downtrodden, those who are really struggling. Those 
who are depressed, those who can't see a new dawn in the morning.  
 
The little reflection that we have tonight, is about that. It's about judging people, judging books. Looking 
at the downtrodden and saying what would they know, how worthy are they, all the lessons that are 
there in the Gospel that we've heard many times but we can so easily forget. Let's try and be each of us, 
as this wonderful person has been. A Eucharistic presence of the Lord to others. By all means, through 
Holy Communion itself, but remembering that the presence of Christ is a mission that each of us can 
undertake and bring to others.  

 


