
A Curve Ball From God 

  
  

Jesus identifies himself so deeply with the hurting, alienated and poor in 
Matthew 25:31-45, he says he is actually one of them. Each and every one of 
them. No exceptions whatsoever. This is such a bold and monumental thing to 
say that, if my memory serves me right, it’s only echoed in the Eucharist – 
“this is my body, this is my blood” as he holds bread and wine in his hands. 
There is an element of uncomfortable ruggedness that I don’t find elsewhere in 
the Gospels. So I can’t help but think that when Jesus said the poor would 
always be with us, maybe he was saying that God would always be with us, and 
since Jesus is most present to us through them, it is really the most beautiful 
blessing to humanity. 
  

Oh, but how much I long to eradicate poverty and hunger and social isolation! 
It’s become my life’s work. However, when I make it my sole priority to solve 
problems as a case manager, I miss the sight of God. So it took a curve ball 
from God for me to see him when Bart, an 83-year-old guest, walked into my 
office. He was neither hungry, homeless, nor thirsty. In fact, Bart was an 
employed widower with stunning eyesight, health and bright smile. At first, I 
thought the problem was that he still had to work, but Bart was thankful for 
his part-time job at a reputable restaurant and proceeded to describe his 
responsibilities with detail and joy. He then talked about his wife of many 
years, so I began churning a plan that involved community activities, support 
groups and sliding-scale psychotherapy referrals. However, Bart simply wanted 
to honor her by telling me how wonderful she had been to him. When I realized 
I was having trouble reading the problem, I discovered that God had something 
else in mind. 
  

If this conversation had been a baseball game, I had already struck out and was 
walking toward the bench before it became clear to me. Jesus had been 
present in the office with me. He wasn’t the recipient of my efforts, but 
wanted to be fully himself with me. The risen Christ wanted to teach, 
encourage, and bless me with a two-way relationship. And he did it in the most 
unexpected way. The anxiety I had been taking on with more and more 
frequency (and less awareness) was playing out in every protein shake, 
treadmill run, gym workout, kale overload, supplement stash, and health 
magazine that I had gone through. I feared aging, but had never talked to God 
about it. Bart was the His answer to a prayer I had never prayed. It was the 
prayer that I was afraid of even speaking lest it become true. 
  

Here was a man that was so poor he needed to work, but not so needy that he 
couldn’t care for others (he sent a monthly stipend to a relative). A man glad 
to have a job even though it paid far less than the one he retired from. In the 
chair to the right of me, across my desk, sat Jesus. He taught me so much 
about fear and aging without even uttering those words. He encouraged me 
without saying “it’ll be okay” and yet I now know it will be. Yes, God shows up 
and fixes us while we try to fix the world.   
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