
 

 

Homily for 21st Sunday in Ordinary Time 
 

Two old ladies, they were in their 90s, were living in a care home in Alston.  One 

was very fed up.  She had lived most of her life in Africa, in Lusaka, and her son 

had brought her to Alston.  She lived on brandy and crosswords.  The other had 

been a house-keeper to an elderly Anglican priest for many years and they had 

both become Catholics but he had since died.  So someone asked me if I could 

ask the old house-keeper to cheer up the lost soul from Africa.  I went in and said, 

‘Mabel, Hilda is very fed up, I wonder if you could visit her, she is not getting 

much out of life.’  Mabel’s reply was: ‘’Well, she doesn’t put much in, Father.’  

There was no visit. 

 What is the narrow gate?  There are all sorts of ideas of where the image 

comes from.  City gates or shepherds’ pens and so on.  But I think one answer lies 

in what the people say later on when they try to make their case to God to be let 

in.  ‘Lord, open the door to us, we once ate and drank in your company; you 

taught in our streets.’    What is missing here?  All that they say requires nothing 

on their part.  It says something about ‘acquaintance’ but more is required for a 

relationship.  What is missing, I think, is some commitment and effort on their 

part. 

 Why do they find themselves outside the door in the first place?  Clearly 

their commitment to the Lord is not one that means that they are with him when 

he is ready to close the door, but wind up later, as if they can rely on him to be 

there for them whenever they wish. 

 Luke chooses from the many stories about Jesus and the parables he told 

which he thinks will get his point across about faith to the early church to whom 

he is preaching.  What is it about this new faith that is essential?  Where does it 

come in their lives and what does it require of them? 

 And this is his point here, I think.  Belief in Jesus Christ, following in his 

footsteps, requires a considerable input on our part as well.   

 I watched a film about the famous cellist, Pablo Casals, or Pau Casals in 

Catalan, and he is trying to teach a young cellist, who is finding the demands of 

practising versus enjoying his social life very difficult.  But Casals does not reject 

him even when he is failing to practice, as he is very gifted, but he asks him the 

question.  ‘How much do you love the cello?’  ‘How much is it a part of your 

life.’  The young guy goes off and practises until his fingers are bleeding. 

 In a sense this is the narrow gate.  How much do we love Jesus and where 

does he come in our lives?  How much effort are we ready to put into our 

relationship with him?  Like the master cellist, he is not going to reject us if our 

intention is genuine and we have faith, even if we are struggling to balance its 

role in our lives, like the young cellist. 

 But the question Jesus will always put to us is, ‘How much do you love 

me?’  As he did to St. Peter.  


