Novena to St. Jude 
Day 4

Being the Presence of Christ
Our reading this evening is from the Gospel of Luke
As they approached the village to which they were going, he gave the impression that he was going on farther. But they urged him, "Stay with us, for it is nearly evening and the day is almost over." So he went in to stay with them.
And it happened that, while he was with them at table, he took bread, said the blessing, broke it, and gave it to them. With that their eyes were opened and they recognized him, but he vanished from their sight. Then they said to each other, "Were not our hearts burning (within us) while he spoke to us on the way and opened the scriptures to us?"
The Gospel of the Lord

My congregation is an international one, with Sisters living and ministering in 8 different countries. Our General Council lives in South Bend, Indiana, and members of the Council visit the Sisters around the world. When I was elected as a member of the General Council, my first international trip was a visit to our Sisters in Bangladesh. That trip was an interesting experience of disorientation and displacement for me. Bangladesh is a country that is 90% Muslim. It has a culture that is rich in sounds and scents and colors and dress that were entirely foreign to my experience. I had lived outside of the United States and had traveled internationally,  but I had never felt quite so alien nor quite so helpless as I did in Bangladesh. 
One morning two of our Bangladeshi Sisters and I were traveling from one village to another by train, and as we stood on the platform waiting for the train, a crowd of men formed a circle around us, several people deep, all staring at me. I knew rationally that they meant no harm. I looked very foreign and they were simply curious. But know that in my brain is one thing, and knowing it deep inside is something else. I felt my anxiety rising as the minutes passed and the crowd of men staring at me grew. Thankfully, the train soon arrived, and the Sisters and I boarded and found seats. They were pairs of bench seats, with two benches facing one another. The sister and I sat on one of the benches and opposite us sat an older man and two children, a boy and a girl.
This man’s appearance fit the Western stereotype of a fundamentalist Muslim. He wore a full-length white robe and white prayer cap and had a long grey beard and bushy grey eyebrows beneath which his eyes glared out at me in a menacing way. I was already in a state of heightened anxiety due to my experience on the train platform, and this did nothing to calm me. As we waited for the train to move, I feverishly thought, “He hates me! He knows I’m a Christian. He knows I’m an American, and he hates me!” I only hoped he would not act on his obvious animosity toward me.
As these thoughts were going through my brain a vendor walked down the aisle and I asked the Sister next to me what he was selling. She told me it was chanachur, a local spicy snack food. When the vendor passed the other way, the menacing man opposite me stopped him, bought some chanachur, handed it to me with a smile, and said a few words to the Sister next to me. She translated, “He said, ‘She is a guest in our country. We must be nice to her.’”  
I felt deeply ashamed. I had seen only the strange in the stranger seated across from me and had failed to recognize the Christ. My eyes were opened and I was now aware of the presence of Christ in that simple, ordinary gesture of sharing food, and making a stranger welcome. 
This evening’s reading, and that experience on a train, lead me to ask myself, “On what other occasions do I fail to recognize the presence of Christ?” The disciples recognized the risen Christ in his ordinary actions. He broke bread, and they recognized him. He spoke her name, “Mary,” and she recognized him. He told them to cast their nets on the other side of the boat, and they recognized him. 
A steady diet of the evening news can lead us to believe that ugliness abounds in the world and beauty and truth and goodness are the exception. But this is a lie. I don’t deny the presence of evil, but the Spirit of God is all around us. God’s goodness is all around us if we only have eyes to see it. And goodness stakes a larger claim in the world when we allow the risen Christ to act in and through each of us in the ordinariness of the day. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]The Muslim man on a crowded train allowed the Spirit of God to act through him in the ordinariness of the moment. His act of reaching out toward me shattered my stereotypes and called for a desire to reach back. I had some Oreo cookies in my bag, and I asked the man’s permission to share them with him and his two grandchildren. I took it as a sign of hope and Good News that they ate Oreos, and I ate chanachur while the train moved through the Bangladesh countryside. 

