
Twenty First Sunday in Ordinary Time: Cycle C 

The Gospel of St. Luke 13: 22-30 

Almost two years ago, I returned to a Trappist monastery in the Colorado Rockies near Aspen 

for a week of prayerful retreat. Having been there only four years prior to that, the general vicinity 

near the monastery had experienced rapid population growth since my last visit.  

 A multi-lane divided highway now connects the Interstate to the Aspen area. On one stretch 

of that divided highway, several new housing developments were visible. The developments 

contained several large and beautiful houses, most with large lawns and landscaped. Most were 

also “gated communities”  

A “gated community” is exactly what it is called. A large iron fence surrounds the 

neighborhood, and a large gate with guard posted controls who enters. Because the residents pay 

for and maintain their own streets and other services, they can legally decide who is allowed into 

their development. Unless you live in the gated community or have someone’s permission to visit, 

you are not allowed to enter. 

On the other side of this divided highway were trailer parks, more congested single floor 

housing units, and other somewhat poorly constructed housing. I wondered if the people on either 

side of this highway would ever interact or even see each other, apart from some on the poorer side 

perhaps working for those in the gated communities. 

There was a large grocery store at a nearby shopping center where they might see each other 

shopping. Except that another “high-end” grocery store was located towards the other end of this 

shopping district. No need to mention names, but this store is often referred to as “Whole 

Paycheck!” 

The only source of hope for possible interaction were various churches and other worship 

sites located among the trailer parks and lower-class housing units. If folks in the gated 

communities wished to worship God, they had to cross over to the other side of the community and 

join people there. Churches were the only places visible from the road that allowed for folks from all 

income levels to gather together without distinction. 

This arrangement along this Colorado highway is an apt symbol of the bitter divisions in our 

country, often divisions along political lines. Politics will always provide heated debates and 

passionate discourse regarding our nation’s future, especially around election times. But we seem 

to have lost touch of other values that can transcend and heal such divisions.  

Often, I tell the story of the couple approaching me after Mass only two weeks after the last 

Presidential election (2016). They were laden with sadness at not knowing who would be attending 

Thanksgiving dinner the next week. Their sons and daughters were so badly divided by their 

presidential choices and angry with one another, the parents did not know who would ultimately 

show up for Thanksgiving dinner. 

In the Gospel, Jesus talks of a narrow gate. But the narrow gate welcomes everyone from 

every different direction. In order to enter the narrow gate, it’s obviously important to let go of 

something. Perhaps that “something” is our “pride.” We place too much emphasis on our political 

opinions at the expense of other relationships. Disagreement over political choices means a 

relationship bound for hostility and scorn.  

Many social commentators refer to our society as becoming more “tribal.” We associate only 

with those who agree with our political stands and read only what reinforces what we already 

believe. This means we don’t allow people of differing views into our more personal lives and we 



don’t allow ourselves to be challenged by different points of view. Our pride is all encompassing. 

Only “my” political positions are valued. 

This is definitely different from what I remember from earlier years. I grew up during the 

Vietnam War which badly divided this nation. Families were divided then over support for the war, 

but I don’t remember any family holiday being disrupted by differing opinions about that war. What 

changed? 

One aspect is our increasingly secularized society becoming further detached from spiritual 

values. Family bonds and friendships ought to be able to transcend differing political opinions. But 

“transcending” is becoming less and less desirable. I have a friend with whom we disagree on almost 

every political viewpoint. But both us greatly value our friendship. If one of us was in need, the 

other would be present to help. No hesitation or questions asked. Certainly, no need for agreement 

on the next presidential election. 

“Strive to enter through the narrow gate,” Our Lord tells us. How do we do that? It takes a 
complete re-examination of life and a family discussion on what is really important to our life as a 
family. Do families pray grace at meals? Are we thankful for the gift of food when so many are 
hungry? Is there time for prayer especially at night thanking God for the gift of that day? Are the 
poor remembered when the family prays or prepares the monthly budget?  
 

We must not only be reshaped by God’s mercy toward us, but we must also become agents of 

mercy to the world around us. The works of mercy have always served the church by “striving to 

enter the narrow gate.” These have served to purify our own souls, lead us to a more mature 

spiritual life and transform the world around us. 


