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Over the last few weeks, I have had an opportunity spending time in 

prayer, reflecting on those things in my life that I have done well and 

over the numerous things in life where I have needed to improve. I 

certainly have a lot for which I need to be accountable, which is why I 

need the sacrament of confession as much as anyone else!!! During these 

times of reflection, I was asking God to help guide me and enlighten me 

in becoming a better person. This time also gives me an opportunity to 

reflect on what I have learned over these years while here on earth. 

During those times of reflection, I recalled a time a few years ago 

when I was about to study philosophy in Washington, DC on a 

scholarship I was offered at the time. Because of the distance from home 

to school, I was in need to taking an airplane back and forth from 

Chicago to the east coast towards The Catholic University of America 

during my first year of school there.  
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During my first experience on the airplane, I encountered a perfect 

day for flying- the temperature was great, the people were walking 

around in summer clothing, enjoying the warm day outdoors, the 

children were running around and nothing seemed out of the ordinary. 

Now I am the type of person who likes to look around and observe 

everything around me- the persons, the situations, pretty much life in 

general. I was feeling pretty well heading out to D.C. at the end of 

August that year. 

The trip to Washington was spectacular on this clear day. You could 

see the mountains settled under the sky in Pennsylvania with all those 

little dots of people scurrying around. It’s kind of fun looking down on 

life from an airplane when you are flying. I felt like I was sitting next to 

God, looking at the presence of creation high atop of heaven. 

And as I enjoyed the view from above without a care in the world, 

viewing all these theophanies circling around me, the airplane all of a 

sudden hit a pocket of turbulence and for about 20 seconds we were 

shaking in our seats rather abruptly. It was an experience rather 
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unsettling for me, but the pilots had much experience with these kind of 

situations and before you knew it, the plane came out of the turbulence 

without any problems. 

However, after this kind of experience, I wanted to talk to someone 

about it. The man sitting next to me on the plane was reading a 

newspaper and seemed like he had nothing better to do. So I began to 

speak to him. “A pretty rough experience,” I commented to him. The 

man gave no response. I tried again. “The day seemed so quiet that you 

wouldn’t have thought something like this would have happened,” I 

said again. But once again, there was no response from the next seat 

over. 

At his defiance, I gave the man a rude stare and lingered in my rude 

thoughts. I thought to myself, “What kind of man is this! At least he 

could have nodded or something and brushed me off rather than 

ignoring me altogether!” And for the rest of the flight, I sat in my seat 

next to this mean, hairy, scary man, thinking why God would put me 

next to such a wicked person on such a beautiful day. 
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Later in the day, I was leaving the airport and picking up my luggage 

when I noticed the mean, hairy, scary man meeting up with his 

girlfriend. I was pretty fumed up at that point and was going to give the 

man a piece of my mind when I noticed something that I did not see 

before. Mr. Mean, Hairy, Scary Man embraced his girlfriend, gave her a 

kiss, and then started to move his hands around in such a manner as if 

to communicate with her. I began to realize after a short while that these 

two were signing to each other and that the man was hearing-impaired. 

“Mr. Observation you are not,” I thought to myself. For all the skills I 

thought I had at observing the things around me, I did not notice this 

particular language that was foreign to me. The manner in which the 

two communicated was a form that I had not experienced before. 

When I was reflecting on the readings this week, I thought about this 

couple who were communicating in sign language. The Joliet Diocese 

requires its seminarians to learn a language different than English. I 

thought this while standing at that baggage claim, watching these so-

called theophanies when the greatest of these were two hearing-
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impaired people speaking and I was too self-absorbed to notice. I began 

to learn a little bit about sign language after that. I learned that there is 

an entire Eucharistic Prayer and liturgy a priest can use in sign 

language. I learned some of the very basic words in sign, words like 

father, mother, prayer, bathroom, I am with you, thank you, I love you, 

and, most importantly, hamburgers. 

As this time a year, we normally celebrate with our seven year olds 

their first communion day (and yes, we will make sure our kids receive 

their First Communions and Confirmation liturgies somehow this year), 

I try to communicate with kids in a manner that they can understand. I 

was reflecting how innocent the youths of our community are able to 

communicate in their special way and the type of innocence they reflect 

that all of us should learn to embrace, if we ever wish to enter the 

kingdom of heaven. 

In 2009, a preacher named Carey Kinsolving asked a group of 

children receiving their communion about why the disciples of Jesus 

could not see the presence of the Lord on their journey to Emmaus (see 
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http://www.creators.com/lifestylefeatures/inspiration/kids-talk-

about-god/why-didn-t-two-of-jesus-s-disciples-recognize-him-on-the-

road-to-emmaus.html). It seems to me that the responses given by the 

kids he interviewed may very well parallel the way I perceived the 

supposedly mean, hairy scary man (that wasn’t so mean after all) and 

the manner that all of us perceive the presence of Jesus in each of our 

own lives, at this Mass, and among each other which gives us even more 

reason to be attentive to God’s presence among us. 

Listen to some of these responses: 

 
“They didn’t recognize him because he was probably wearing raggedy 
clothes, and it didn’t look like Jesus.” 
“No lo reconocieron tal vez porque tenía ropa vieja y rota y no se veía como 
Jesús.” 
  
“Their eyes were restrained, and they did not recognize Him.” 
“Sus ojos estaban restringidos, y por eso no lo reconocieron.” 
 
“They did not know him because their brains were thinking of that awful 
thing that happened in Jerusalem.” 
“No lo conocían porque sus cerebros estaban pensando esa cosa fea que había 
pasado en Jerusalén.” 
 
 “They didn’t recognize him at first because their eyes weren’t opened. When 
Jesus broke the bread, then their eyes were opened.” 
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“Al principio no lo reconocían porque sus ojos no estaban abiertos.  Cuando 
Jesús partió el pan, entonces se les abrieron los ojos.” 
 

You really can learn a lot from kids; their responses contain truths 

that are accessible for both me and you. Adults sometimes do not pay 

attention to the signs of the world and become blind to the ways of God; 

sometimes people want to justify their actions by saying, “I can pray 

without coming to Church,” or “I can talk to God directly; I don’t need 

to pray with others in order to have a relationship.” I can’t but wonder 

when we have time actually to pray (like the time we have been given 

right now), whether we actually spend time with the one we supposedly 

claim to want to spend the rest of our lives. The spiritual blindness and 

deafness that the kids describe in these letters often parallel the way all 

of us incapably perceive the Lord at times. For if the Lord were in our 

heart, our anger would turn to love, thoughts of violence would turn to 

peace and our hearts would not be of this world but of that of the 

heavenly Jerusalem which we all should long to seek. 
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 The fact is, though, that this institution which Christ made, this 

Church, is the means by which Christ communicates with us today. In 

the symbols and actions that we make at Mass, in the way we support 

each other in our lives, we are communicating every moment we offer 

our lives to Christ. But it is a commitment to learning, but most of all, it 

is a commitment to listening and seeing not with our eyes and ears but 

from our hearts and souls. We need to listen to God and understand 

God’s language in order to respond back correctly. To love God is to 

listen to God and as is obvious in today’s gospel, we don’t listen very 

well at times to what Christ is trying to say. It is through our hearts and 

souls that we truly can see the presence of Christ in the changed bread, 

whose appearance deceives our physical senses but is clear as a sunny 

day to our spiritual senses. 

So in honor of this supposedly mean, hairy, scary man from 

Washington, D.C. who probably had a heart of gold, in honor of those 

people to whom we do not listen or see or understand, I end today’s 

homily with a prayer in honor of a man who made God present to me 
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some 25 years ago in a way I could not see before. Let share this prayer 

with God every day of our lives (in sign language): I love you, I am with 

you, and this is our prayer. 


