
Share is not a word in Mick’s vocabulary.  It’s a word he knows, but to him, it is 
equivalent to a dirty word.  He doesn’t even think the word, let alone speak it out loud it in 
public.  Sharing makes him nervous.  Sharing makes him cringe.  Sharing makes his anxious.  He 
becomes angry if someone asks him to share.  It makes him clutch his belongings.  He grasps and 
guards his food.  At meals, he shields his plate, and armors his flatware, his drinking glass, 
whatever is before him.   He clutches everything he owns.  He cannot share his things.  He won’t 
share his thoughts.  He doesn’t share his feelings.  The thought of sharing causes him to collapse 
within himself, he breaks out in a cold sweat.  He simply cannot share.   

Mick has everything he has ever wanted or needed.  He was born in the 80’s; he hasn’t 
lived through a depression.  He doesn’t even know the meaning of recession.  Mick was born 
with two silver spoons, one in each hand, impossible to pry away; his grip is so tight.  He eats 
whatever he wants, when he wants it, but he won’t share.  He has the resources to purchase two 
or more of everything his heart has ever desired, but he won’t share.  He wishes, he wants, he 
gets.  Poof!  It’s there.  Still, Mick cannot share.   

With Mick, you cannot split, divide, divvy, go halves, have a bite, have a taste, or have a 
smell.  Don’t even ask.  He won’t do it.  He can’t do it.  He doesn’t have a disposition for it.  It’s 
not in his constitution.  His family and friends joke that he used to be a twin, before birth.  There 
is a lot of truth in jest.  It isn’t ironic.  It isn’t eccentric.  It’s sad.   

Mick is reluctant to participate in company potlucks or picnics, parties, or celebrations 
that involve food, but when attendance is mandatory, he will.   Then, he eats only what he brings; 
he eats all of what he brings.  He cannot share.  His coworkers are turned off by his selfishness.  
His vitriol is explosive, it is extreme.  He has no friends; the very word represents sharing.   

He has two roommates, though they are terribly inconvenienced.  Three adults share an 
apartment.  Each has a bedroom.  That’s good.  There is a bath and a half.  That’s bad.  The half 
doesn’t work for Mick, and he won’t share the whole.  Worse, there is only one kitchen: it’s a 
kitchen for one.  Mick’s food, cutlery, glassware, cookware, storage ware, snacks, staples and 
produce, his slop and his garbage, takes up most of the room, the cabinet space, the refrigerator, 
and countertops, and he forever complains he should have more.  He doesn’t have enough space.  
He holds his roommates and their stuff in contempt.  Their stuff cannot touch his treasures.  It is 
best they keep them separate, in another room, but not his room.   

He regulates the other common areas in the apartment also.  Even though they are 
roommates, they don’t share the rent.  He has a separate rental agreement, along with separate 
utility bills.  He hovers over everything in the apartment like he’s a security officer over the Taj 
Mahal, but it is just a rundown college flat in a seedy part of town.  His personal belongings are 
tightly tucked away in his bedroom.  That’s where the cable hook-up is for the television.  That’s 
where the flat screen is, the high definition super wide.  He insists his roommates go to a local 
sports bar to catch the big games.  They would invite him to go, but he won’t share the ride.  He 
won’t share the beer.  He won’t share the free popcorn.  He won’t share the air.  Besides, he 
doesn’t like sports, too much sharing, too much friendship.  He is an “I.”  A “we” says he shares.  
He is adamant.  He doesn’t.  Selfish and proud of it, Mick thinks he is getting ahead of the game 
of life, at least ahead of his roommates.  Mick goes through a lot of roommates.  To him, 
roommates are only temporary things, he doesn’t have to share with them. 



From this angle, it is a sad story.  However, this is the story Mick tells.   He says, “That 
was then!  There is something better now.”  His story is one of conversion.  He never understood 
why in his heart he was lonely, why he was lost.  Truth be told, Mick was afraid of himself.  He 
was terrified of intimacy.  He had a fear of failing.  He was afraid of losing.  That was then, today 
Mick freely shares his story, he shares his heartache, and he shares the pain he has caused others.  
He most enjoys sharing the turning point in his life.  He shares his conversion. 

One difficult day, he dodged an obligatory corporate luncheon and drove to a nearby 
cemetery for peace and quiet.  There, no one would ask him to share.  It was a dreary day, the 
clouds hung low to the ground, it was foggy, the air was oblique.  He tucked away behind the 
cemetery walls and hid from the world.  He couldn’t see.  He couldn’t be seen.  Just as he 
hunkered down with his bucket of chicken and all the fixings, something caught his eye.  From a 
distance he saw a beautiful vision.  The alabaster white figure burned through the deep fog and 
hovered in thin air, mystical, supernatural.  He got out of his car.   

Mesmerized, he silently moved over the headstones, floating, soaring, detached, free.  He 
drifted over a hundred graves before he realized he could no longer see his car, the clouds hung 
so low.  He was alone.  He panicked.  Suddenly he was afraid.  Mick thought, “This can’t be 
good!”  Mick shouted, “Hello!”  No one heard him, he couldn’t hear himself.  He screamed 
again, “Hello!”  He stopped breathing and looked down, “That was dumb, why did say that?  
Who says hello in a cemetery.  No one will answer, its better if they don’t.”  Mick didn’t know 
what to say.  He didn’t know what to scream.  He didn’t know where to turn.  He had no friends.   

The alabaster angel appeared again compelling him to follow.  He obliged.  He traversed 
the lay of the cemetery as the angel led him around, up and down.  He told himself to stop 
walking, to stop following.  His chest was tight.  His breathing shallow and thin.  He could hear 
nothing, but the beat of his own heart.  “This is what it must feel like to be dead,” he thought.  “Is 
this the grim reaper?  Is this my twin everyone talks about?”  Mick laughed out loud, “This is 
silly!”  He sat down on the ground to catch his breath.  “I’ve got to get back to my car.  I guess I 
should have eaten their stupid lunch.”   

Mick found the paved path and followed it back to his car.  On his drive home, he tried to 
shake off this encounter, but it lingered into the next morning.  He didn’t respond as himself, 
only he didn’t notice it.  He made a whole pot coffee that morning and offered a cup to both his 
roommates.  He didn’t realize what he was doing.  They were in shock, “Who are you and what 
did you do with Mick?”  Mick was in the fog, only the sun was shining brightly.   

Before going to work, he drove back to the cemetery.  He stopped his car and got out 
exactly where he had been the day before.  There was no alabaster angel, only deteriorated head 
stones of the dearly forgotten.  In the noise of neglect and desecration, his thoughts recoiled in 
horror.  Mick caught his toe on a rock and stumbled to his knees.  He cursed out loud and heard 
every word.  “Why did I say that!” he thought, realizing that he hadn’t stumbled on a rock, he 
had caught a shard of the wing of a shattered angel that once adorned the corner stone of the 
graves of the Dominican Fathers buried in the cemetery.  Once the angel had a place.  Once the 
angel had a presence.  Once the angel was alabaster white.  He could barely identify the remains, 
but he knew in his heart it was an angel, a messenger from God.   

Realizing it wasn’t the angel of death, he laughed out loud.  That was his turning point.  
Mick woke-up that day.  He had stumbled over the graves of more than a hundred Dominican 



Fathers.  That day, he had a profound sense of community, a community of brothers, a 
community of friends, a community of men who shared their lives, the Holy Eucharist; they 
shared their lives so much that they had a huge impact on all the people buried in that cemetery.  
Mick smiled out loud, “What’s wrong with me?” 

Today, Mick testifies that he had a Palm Sunday moment, the beginning in his life of a 
high holy experience of uniting himself to Jesus and to his awesome love.  In the Palm Sunday 
procession with palms, which sums up the experience of our union with God, we hear, “The 
Master has need of it!”  This teaches us something in our current circumstances.  Truth be told, 
each of us has a colt tied up somewhere in our lives.  It represents everything that belongs to us, 
that we cling to, grasp and guard, everything not yet being shared with Christ.  It could be our 
possessions, food, creativity, friendship, energy, etc., except the Master has need of it.  

Often, we selfishly tie these up with our own concerns and wants and needs, but they are 
useful to Jesus.  They could be useful if we would let him have them.  Like the colt that Jesus 
rode, they could become gifts that glorify our Savior.  Palm Sunday teaches us that Jesus 
deserves to be glorified for his awesome love.  He made his love visible on the cross.   

Who else would suffer for us?  Who else would die for us?  We should be grateful and 
share our lives and the stuff of our lives, each and every day, for in the Holy Eucharist we unite 
ourselves to the tremendous love and mercy of Jesus.   

If a man has trouble smiling or does not grin from ear-to-ear like a lover who has become 
joined to his best friend, it is because his colt is still tied to the post.  Jesus sends his disciples, 
and all his saints and angels, to invite each of us to share our colt with Jesus.  “Blessed is he who 
comes in the name of the Lord, Hosanna in the highest!”


