
Feast of Christ the King of the Universe Sunday 22nd November 2020 

Homily  

Introduction 

Lockdown has been a disaster for parish life at Gardiner Street.  No more chats at the back of the 
church after Mass.  No more tea or coffee and community.  No more hugs or hand-shakes of friends.  
No sign of peace to make us smile. 

Some things have survived in a kind of a way thanks to Zoom.  The Gospel Choir Mass, the Spiritual 
Bookclub on a Wednesday night.  We managed an online Sacred Heart Novena and the annual 
Autumn Talks turned into November Coffee mornings … again online. 

So it’s great if you can manage online stuff but pretty awful for your faith-life if you can’t.   

I’m discovering how important is simple human presence, a touch, a smile, those unspoken and un-
digital ways we communicate affection for each other.  If we give in to a hug … we’re breaking the 
rules … it’s a kind of a prison! 

In our own Jesuit community we started a simple Friday afternoon reading group … it’s not digital … 
we can sit in a circle.  And we’ve been reading Pope Francis’s latest letter: Fratelli Tutti which we can 
translate as “Brothers and sisters all”.   

Typically, I’m encouraged by everything he says but there was one thing he said that made me stop 
in my tracks. 

And this is the main point of my homily today. 

Main Point: We are saved together or not at all! 

We are saved together or not at all!  What can that possibly mean for us? 

Argument 1: I am thrown into a community 

The first thing I would say is that the Pope’s statement confirms what I think we all suspected in the 
depths of our hearts.  That we cannot do this alone.  We cannot live life alone.  We are not built to 
journey alone through life. 

The most beautiful Psalm (139) of them all says: 

If I take the wings of the morning 
    and settle at the farthest limits of the sea, 
 even there your hand shall lead me, 
    and your right hand shall hold me fast. 

For it was you who formed my inward parts; 
    you knit me together in my mother’s womb. 

In your book were written 
    all the days that were formed for me, 
    when none of them as yet existed. 



And I love that image of God forming me and creating me in the depths of my mother’s womb.  But I 
am not just an individual, no matter how beautiful that is, no matter how individual God’s love is for 
me. 

When I emerge from my mother’s womb I am “thrown” (as Martin Heidegger would have it) into a 
community of others who meet my needs and whom, in time and after long nurturing and 
formation, I will come to serve with my gifts and my resources. 

Argument 2: Pandemic teaches us about community … deeply 

And nevermore have the gifts and resources of our brothers and sisters come more into focus than 
at the present time.  Pope Francis writes of the Pandemic: 

We began to realize that our lives are interwoven with and sustained by ordinary people 
valiantly shaping the decisive events of our shared history: doctors, nurses, pharmacists, 
storekeepers and supermarket workers, cleaning personnel, caretakers, transport workers, 
men and women working to provide essential services and public safety, volunteers, priests 
and religious… They understood that no one is saved alone. 

We have learnt profoundly that our actions have consequences for the lives of our brothers and 
sisters, especially the most vulnerable. 

Conclusion 

As we round off the year, the Feast of Christ the King of the Universe offers us an image of the end 
of time that places brotherly love at the heart of creation:   

We are saved together or not at all! 

Then the virtuous will say to 
him in reply, “Lord, when did 
we see you hungry and feed 
you; or thirsty and give you 
drink? When did we see you a 
stranger and make you 
welcome; naked and clothe 
you; sick or in prison and go to 
see you?” And the King will 
answer, “I tell you solemnly, in 
so far as you did this to one of 
the least of these brothers of 
mine, you did it to me.” 


