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The Hungry Heart 

November 20, 1983 

“Thanksgiving” is a feast – not a fast – It conjures up visions of home + family + a beautiful table 
– groaning under gourmet delights – turkey + all the fixings.  As one of the children said – “It’s the yum-
yum season!”  

Right.  But there’s a different sort of hunger in every heart + home.   

It is the hunger to be accepted – to be understood – to be appreciated.  To hear someone, 
especially at home say “I do thank you” or “I’ll always love you.” That’s the heart’s most beautiful feast! 

Conversely – to be deprived of gratitude is the slow starvation of the soul.  To serve well all your 
life + not to please – or to think you serve well + believe you never please – not your parents – child – 
spouse – boss – causes a deep sadness – a malaise of the spirit – in some, it causes acute depression – in 
others, hostility – striking back in revenge. 

It makes some cynical.  Gives them the lean toothed look of the misanthrope with the yellow, 
bitter eyes, the sort who feels the world has “done ‘em wrong.”  As though some Brutus, they dearly 
loved, had just stabbed them with “the unkindest cut of all” by telling them or making them feel they 
are not needed – not wanted – “buss off” – “drop dead” – causing them to hang their head and mutter 
some equivalent of “world, I’m terribly disappointed in you …” or to quote Shakespeare’s lugubrious sad 
lines: “blow, blow thou winter wind, thou art not so unkind as men’s ingratitude.”  That may be from As 
You Like It – but no one likes ingratitude – for everyone wants to be wanted. 

     # 

In this life, however, we all have to learn how to deal with ingratitude.  It wasn’t easy, even for 
Jesus, to learn how to deal with it.  Even his heart was hungry for appreciation.  Nothing makes our 
hearts go out to him in his humanity, nothing makes us realize that he was, indeed, not only “Son of 
God,” but “very man of very man,” nothing so increases our sympathy, our understanding of him, 
nothing draws us closer to him than that account of his healing the ten lepers.  You see, it was because 
of him, because of him alone, it was only because he was good physician to their pain, that they no 
longer dragged their limbs.  It was he who transformed them from ten lepers into ten leapers – now 
dancing up and down with joy, strong again, able “to run again and not be weary, to walk again and not 
to faint.”  It was a moment of miracle wonder, for they had never thought to be well again.  Our Lord 
was good to them, glad for them, rejoiced with them – but … only one of them, just one thought to 
include him in the gratitude, and that one was the very one he least expected – a Samaritan boy, an 
outcast no one would have dreamed had half the breeding to say “thank you.”  

Our Lord was puzzled, and, being human, was he hurt?  He said, softly, as to himself, (the joy 
squelched a bit): “weren’t there 10 who were healed?  Where are the other nine?  Is nobody going to 
turn and praise God for what has been done except this one stranger?” (Lk. 17:11-19 Phillips) 

Did Jesus learn that though gratitude is a lovely thing, and everyone needs + likes it, that though 
there is nothing in all the world that so softens the rough places, so sweetens the bitter in life, as 
someone in all honesty and humility saying to you, “I want to thank you,” or better still, “for all you are, I 
love you,” feeding as it does the hungry heart – none-the-less, one must learn, though he likes to hear 
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and feel such graciousness, one must learn not to expect it, for 9 out of 10 people either will not or 
cannot, do not know how to say it, but will be silent, so that when just one does speak up, and actually 
says the word of praise your too-human heart longs to hear, it may well be it will come from someone 
you least expected, never dreamed would say – “I thank you.” 

You see, it is one thing to like gratitude, to need it.  + It is a deep human need – the need to be 
appreciated.  Might as well fess up and admit it.  But it is something else again to expect it, to demand it 
of anyone – much less everyone.  That is a bad attitude.  It spoils, ruins, wreaks havoc with the sensitive 
chemistry of human relationships.  It is most ungracious to expect, to demand graciousness.  It is not 
heaven to live around someone who is eternally waiting for you to curtesy, to bow, who is forever 
forcing you to “do your manners.”  In fact, if you have any spirit at all, that’s the very person you will not 
bend the knee to.  That is the very one to whom you are least inclined to say “thank you.”   

Far more blessed is he, far happier to live with, is he who expect no gratitude from anyone, but 
admits freely that he likes it, that it does his soul much good, when it comes – usually in some totally 
unexpected way.  It is far better, healthier and happier, “holier” – to be occasionally surprised by 
gratitude than to be perpetually disappointed – and bitter. 

And to answer Jesus’ question, “where are the other 9?” – well: maybe one was just too excited 
to say his thanks … like a little boy with his first tricycle who forgets to run to hug his dad around the 
neck, or another little boy with his first year at college who acts exactly the same way.  Forgets to w rite 
home + say – “thank you.” And may be another was just too timid to say his speech.  He wanted to and 
couldn’t bring hi mself.  Another lacked the background, the training, the culture – no one ever taught 
him to “do his manners.”  He didn’t know any better than to grab what he was given and rush off 
without thought of the giver.  Like the stray cat in my backyard who gets his piece of chicken + runs off 
with it without even a purr.  Maybe another was too busy to remember.  I’ll do it tomorrow + then 
forgot.  And another was too proud – he just couldn’t bring himself to admit that he was in anyone’s 
debt, so he made it a rule to avoid the people he owed something to – things like his health, his 
education, his job.  To protect himself, he had to believe he was a self-made man, independent, no 
strings attached – so how could a man like that possibly say, “I thank you”?  And maybe there was one 
who thought Jesus of Nazareth would be a hard man to thank – some people are + another thought 
Jesus didn’t need to be thanked, didn’t realize that even prophets need – sometimes – a word of 
appreciation, a kind look and a clasp of the hand to ease the loneliness, that even Jesus, even God may 
need a friend.  That is to say maybe all 9 were really grateful, but each had his reason as weak as it was – 
not to show it.  Who knows?  Or maybe they felt nothing so said nothing.  We will never know. 

The import point is – look you in this life to what you can do something about: namely your own 
attitudes.  You cannot control the moods of others.  Learn that.  Just practice in your own minds – be 
grateful and gracious yourself.  Every morning, when you wake up, give God your thanks for the gift of 
one more day + get going with what the day brings – and through its hours, do not be stingy with your 
own kindness.  I’ll tell you something – you’ll never regret one kind things you do or say.  Give 
generously, graciously – of yourself – as you go.  Life is too short for rudeness – even to one’s enemies.  
“No,” said Jesus, “you must love – (even) your enemies and help them – for God (himself) is (very) kind, 
even to the ungrateful” (Lk 6:35-moffatt) 

  



The Hungry Heart     p.3 
 

If anyone ever knows 

Jesus of Naz. know – 

How to nourish the hungry heart, 

 


