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Homily for the 
Thirteenth Sunday in Ordinary Time 

 

 

When Tricia and I celebrated our 15th anniversary, we rented a cabin in the 

mountains of North Carolina.  We thought the highlight of our trip would be seeing the 

Biltmore Mansion!  All 175,000 square feet of it.  We thought this would be the most 

memorable thing ever! 

 

And we saw it. 

 

But y’know what really was the most memorable?...  Three people.  Larry - the 

guy I rented the cabin from.  Jennifer - our waitress at the restaurant.  And Nick - the 

tow truck driver. 

 

We were going to a neighboring town for dinner.  It was 10 miles away but in the 

mountains it took 35-40 minutes to get to. 

 

As we pulled into the town to see what our restaurant options were, I turned off 

the car.  Tricia tells me she wants to go to the restaurant we just passed.  I told her no 

problem. 

 

Nothing.  No click. Just silence. 

 

I’ll admit I was in a panic!  This was Friday.  Around 5 pm.  Memorial Day 

weekend!  I needed to be back on Tuesday! 

 

We decided to get a bite to eat while we figured out what to do. 

 

Where were we gonna find help?  I called around for tow trucks.   It would be a 

while.  I called Larry.  He said he had a guy.  That guy’s son would be out in a bit. 

 

We had time.  We weren’t going anywhere.  Unfortunately. 

We went back to the car.  Still couldn’t get it to start.   

We went back to the restaurant.  Time for dessert.  Key Lime Pie from Jennifer. 

 

Nick, the tow truck driver, showed up.  When we got back to the shop, he looked 

at the car.  And thought it was just a battery.  He found a new one.  Put it in and the car 

started - no problem. 

 

I’ve reflected on that over the years.  How God answered our need in the most 

unlikely place from people we had never met… 
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Life is a trip.  

Faith is a journey. 

Sometimes they can feel like a vacation.  

Sometimes like a long, dusty commute.  

We carry heavy bags.  

We get tired.  

We constantly look for a safe place to rest. 

 

 Like Elisha and the woman in Shunem. 

 

We think about our own travels through faith and life. 

 

 How do we experience the hospitality of others? 

  

It ‘s the friend who listens. When you’re emotionally exhausted.  

It’s the neighbor who brings a meal. When the family is sick.  

It’s the stranger who offers grace. When you make a mistake.  

True hospitality is a beautiful, life-giving thing, but it's rarely convenient.    

 

It’s often messy. It requires us to pay attention when we’re busy. It asks us to 

open our doors and our lives - our faith - when we would rather stay private and 

comfortable. Do we notice the people around us who are tired or searching for rest? Are 

we willing to offer our time, our resources, or even just our undivided attention.   

 

To a stranger or a neighbor, even when we have our schedules full? 

 

Being hospitable in the Christian sense means looking past ourselves. It means 

seeing the dignity in others, especially those who cannot offer us anything in return. 

Sometimes, it means standing up for what is right or supporting someone else’s mission, 

even if it creates friction in our own social circles or families. 

 

But here’s the harder question. When people travel through our lives, what do 

they experience? Do they see that same sense of hospitality in us?  Does our faith shine 

through in our actions? 

 

Jesus teaches us something profound about this kind of welcome. He tells us that 

receiving a guest is a deeply spiritual act. He told His followers that when we welcome 

someone who is doing God's work, we’re actually welcoming Him. And by welcoming 

Him, we are welcoming God the Father. 

 

It doesn't require building an addition on to your house. Jesus tells us that even 

something as simple as offering a cup of cold water to a  vulnerable, tired soul matters 

deeply to God.  

 

It is never ignored.   
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It is always rewarded. 

 

The woman in Shunem experienced this kind of grace. Elisha wanted to thank 

her for her radical hospitality. He discovered her hidden, quiet heartache—she had no 

child. He promised her that by the following year, she would finally hold a son. Her 

simple act of making room for a traveler resulted in new life filling her entire home. 

 

Hospitality is far more than polite manners. It is a core Christian practice. We are 

all on a trip. We all need a safe place to stop. Let us be people who build a room on the 

roof.  

 

Let us gladly offer the cup of cold water.  

 

Let others find rest in our welcome,  

 

knowing that when we open our doors, when we make room in our hearts,  

 

we welcome Christ Himself. 

 


