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Soup! 
 
My grandfather made the best soup.  
 
On every holiday, my grandpop was in the kitchen, wearing an apron that said “Kiss the 
Irish cook.” He’d be drinking some Jameson’s Irish Whiskey, stirring his soup. At 
Christmas, he made delicious beef vegetable soup. At Easter, it was a wonderful ham and 
bean soup. On the 4th of July, he made a clear broth ham and string bean soup. 
 
All his soups had a secret ingredient (I think it was the Jameson’s!). At some point in the 
cooking process, grandpop would say, “leave the kitchen, so that I can add the secret 
ingredient!” My aunts would say, “Pop, what is the secret ingredient?” And he’d answer, 
“I’m not gonna tell you!” 
 
My grandpop died in 1984. Soon after his death, I realized that all his soup recipes had 
gone with him. At family gatherings, we slowly stopped having soup – because soup 
reminded us that he was gone. 
 
A few years later, I went off to the seminary, and toward the end of the first semester, I 
faced that terrible thing which can destroy anyone’s Christian Faith – Interstate 95 on the 
day before Thanksgiving! But I got home around 2:00, and my dad was out back cutting 
firewood. 
 
Mom was in the kitchen, getting everything ready for thanksgiving day. I sat down at the 
kitchen table, and we started to catch up on all the family gossip. Then she started to 
bring snacks to the table – like Pennsylvania Dutch pretzels, sharp cheese, and ring 
bologna. At one point, mom said, “Do you want a bowl of soup?” I said ‘sure!’ 
 
Mom put a bowl of vegetable soup in front of me, and we continued to talk about my 
experience at seminary. I took a spoonful of soup – and I stopped. I tasted it again. I 
looked up at mom, and said, “This is pop pop’s soup!” And she said, “Yes it is.” I said, 
“he told you the secret ingredient?” And she said, “Yes he did.” I asked, “What’s the 
secret?” And she said, “I’m not gonna tell you!”  
 
Then, I started to cry. And mom cried. That soup - the taste of the soup - as soon as it 
touched my tongue, it was like my grandfather was right there at the table with us! The 
food had powerfully brought my grandfather into that kitchen. But it also reminded us 
that he was not there the way that we wanted him to be. 
 
Mom and I both cried. It was at that moment that my dad walked in, carrying firewood. 
He looked at me, looked at my mom, and said, “I’ll cut firewood for another hour!” 



 
I’ll bet that many of you have a food like that. A food which, if you tasted it right now, 
would have the power to bring a loved one right to your table, right at this moment. 
Maybe it’s a food that your mom, or dad, or grandparent made, and you’d pay anything 
to taste it again. What food has the ability to carry someone’s memory and presence for 
you? 
 
Food can do that for human beings. When we eat a certain food, especially when we 
share that food with people we love on special occasions – food and drink have the ability 
to carry people’s presence and memory. 
 
Jesus understood that, because Jesus understood human beings better than anyone else. 
That is why, on the night before he died, he had supper with his friends. Jesus knew that 
he had to leave – he had to return to his heavenly father. He had to go, but he also wanted 
to stay, with us, with the people that he loved.  
 
So he gave them a command – eat my food, drink my drink, tell my story around the 
table. And when you do, I will be there with you. I’ll be there for you. I will be there to 
help you. When you eat my meal, I’ll be there. This is the great gift of Holy Communion, 
the gift of the Eucharist. Jesus is present. 
 
The two disciples of Jesus in today’s Gospel reading experience the gift of Jesus’ 
presence - eventually. The Gospel tells us that they were walking away from Jerusalem. 
They had hoped that Jesus would be the new Messiah of Israel. But Jesus had died on the 
cross, and they put him in a tomb. Apparently, these two disciples decided that 
everything was over, so they walked away, sad. 
 
But as they walked, someone they did not recognize came along, and started to remind 
them of what Jesus had said and taught. This stranger reminded them of Jesus’ story.  
 
Then, at supper time, the stranger started to do what Jesus had done at the Last Supper. 
He took the bread, blessed it, broke it, gave it to them… and as the food started to be 
shared, they realized – he is here. The Risen Jesus is here. This is no stranger at the table!  
Jesus is here, in the food and drink that he gave us! 
 
In that meal, the disciples understood that Jesus has not left us -  he never leaves us! He is 
right here – whenever gather around his table, and tell his story, and share the meal he 
gave us. He is always here.  
 
When we do not know where else to find him – he is here, in the breaking of the bread. 
 
Right now, in these days of quarantine, many of us feel disoriented and confused. We’ve 
lost many things that used to give us a sense of normalcy and security – our daily 
schedule, our routine, our constant interaction with people we love. 
 
And there is something else we’ve lost – we have lost the ability to gather at Church to 



celebrate the Eucharist. At the very time we need to experience the presence of Jesus, we 
cannot turn to the greatest gift he gave us –  the celebration of the Eucharist. Sure, we can 
watch it on line – but we cannot eat the meal he told us to eat. 
 
We are hungry for the Eucharist.  We are hungry for the Lord. 
 
There will come a time – and God willing, may it be soon! – when we can safely return to 
our churches for Mass. 
 
But is Christ absent from us while we cannot come to Mass? 
 
It may feel that way at times, but our faith tells us that it is not the case at all. 
 
Did you notice one detail in today’s Gospel? Before the disciples sat down at the table 
with Jesus, they spent time walking with him on the road. While they walked, he spoke to 
them. Spoke about the Scriptures. They were sharing time together as people, and 
pondering the word of God. Later, the disciples said to each other, “were not our hearts 
burning within us while he spoke to us and opened the Scriptures for us?” 
 
Even before they shared the meal, their hearts were on fire – they were experiencing the 
presence of the living God. How? By spending time together, listening to Jesus, and 
pondering the Scriptures. 
 
Our church teaches us that the Risen Lord is truly present in the Eucharist. AND the 
church teaches us that the Risen Lord is present when we listen to Christ in prayer, and 
when we ponder the word of God in the Scriptures. Christ is present in the people who 
are near you, in the beauty of creation, in music and art, and in our acts of service to each 
other. 
 
Right now, Christ is present with you, in so many ways. During these days when we 
cannot receive the Eucharist, perhaps we are being invited to recognize how Christ is 
present with us at home, in our daily prayer, in our reading of the Scriptures, in the 
people we see, in the gift of God’s good earth. 
 
The more we recognize Christ who is walking with us right now, the more joyful we will 
be when we return to his table and receive his body and blood. 
 
Are not our hearts burning within us as we sense his presence, even now? Stay with us 
Lord, and give us strength, until you once again bread the living bread for us. 
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