Scripture tells us plainly, “It is not good for man to be alone,”

(Gn 2:18). From the very beginning, God created us for relationships
— with Him and with one another.

The Church echoes this truth beautifully in Catholic social
teaching, which teaches the human person is not only sacred but
social. We do not flourish in isolation. We grow, heal and become
more fully ourselves through communion with others.

The Second Vatican Council expressed it this way in Gaudium et
Spes, “By his innermost nature man is a social being, and unless he
relates himself to others he can neither live nor develop his potential.”

We were made for communion. Not superficial connections,
but deep and faithful relationships rooted in love, sacrifice and
shared life.

Building the community you long for

I knew our time in North Carolina would be temporary, but I also
knew something else — when we eventually moved back to New
Hampshire, I didn’t want my introverted tendencies to keep me
from building the kind of community my heart longed for.

Ibegan praying deeply for faithful, authentic Catholic friendships
— not just for myself, but for our whole family.

We had only attended Mass at our new parish a handful of times
when a bright-eyed and deeply welcoming woman invited us, along
with several other young families, over to her house for a barbecue.

here is a deep human longing to be known
and fully loved, particularly through the

gift of friendship. I think that desire has She was determined to connect all of us.
been on my heart for decades. I remember the day of that BBQ vividly. I was only four weeks
postpartum after a C-section, exhausted and the thought of loading
Over the years, I've experienced glimpses of it through individual everyone into the car felt overwhelming.
friendship and small pockets of connection. But if I'm honest, I But somewhere deep down, I also knew this — sometimes,
didn’t really encounter my first “kindred spirit” (aside from my if we want the thing we long for most, we have to push through
sister) until graduate school. discomfort to receive it. We have to move past the tiredness, the
Then I became a mother. awkwardness, the insecurity, and, even at times, inconvenience —
Motherhood, in many ways, was like entering a whole new world. and the temptation to stay home.
Suddenly, I belonged to a sisterhood of women who understood So we showed up, carrying two boxes of pre-made macaroni salad
sleepless nights, the vulnerability of loving tiny humans so fiercely and potato salad from Market Basket, to a backyard and front porch
and the ache of wondering if you're doing it well enough. full of families.
And yet, even within motherhood, there are so many different It was lovely and simple and good.
experiences, values and seasons. I still longed for an authentic What I didn’t realize then was that this gathering would be the
connection. beginning of friendships that would deeply bless not only me but

also my husband, our marriage and our children.
The gift of being welcomed

Not long after my husband and I moved to North Carolina, I found Community is beautiful and messy
myself in a particularly lonely stretch of life — a new mom, in a new Over the last three years, a genuine Christian community has
state, with a remote job and very little community. slowly blossomed around us. There have been rosary meetups and

One day, with some hesitation, I posted in a local Facebook group
looking for a connection. Clara reached out.

Every week, no matter how few or how many women could
attend, she opened her home to young moms. There was always
coffee brewing and often a coffee cake waiting on the counter.
Children crawled across the floor, while moms connected and
shared authentic conversation.

Clara was brilliantly extroverted. Whether she naturally took
an interest in me or simply recognized a new, introverted woman
standing on the periphery, hoping to belong, I'll never fully know.
But honestly, it doesn’t matter.

She saw people. She saw me.

And by opening her door, pouring hot coffee into mugs and
welcoming bleary-eyed mothers into her home, she created
community.
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FOOD FOR THOUGHT OR JOURNALING

Where in your life might God be inviting you into deeper
communion — not only within your own family, but with the
people around you? Is there one simple act of hospitality,
encouragement or invitation you can offer this week?

spontaneous playground gatherings, coffee dates and meal trains,
baby showers and check-in texts.

Some friendships have formed among women, others among
husbands and still others across entire families sharing life together.
We have celebrated births, mourned losses, prayed through struggles
and shown up for one another in ordinary and sacred ways.

Perhaps most beautifully, some of the people who have
strengthened our family the most are not even in the same season of
life as we are.

Christian community flourishes when different vocations and
generations make room for one another — young families, single
adults, widows, grandparents, newly married couples and those
quietly longing for deeper connection.

This kind of community is not built overnight. And despite what
social media often portrays (yes, even — perhaps especially — in
the realm of Christian influencers), authentic Catholic life and
community is not picture-perfect.

Like families, community is messy. People misunderstand one
another. We all carry flaws, wounds and annoying habits. Schedules
conflict. Invitations get declined. Children melt down. Homes are
imperfect.

But the Christian community is not about curating an aesthetic
life. Instead, it is about living faithfully alongside one another.

Nourished for mission

The family itself is meant to be the first place where this
communion is learned. As Pope St. John Paul II wrote in Centesimus
Annus, “The first and fundamental structure for a ‘human ecology’
is the family.”

It is within the family that children first encounter love, sacrifice,
forgiveness, belonging and dignity. But then the family is called
outward. The Church reminds us that we are one body, “individually
members one of anothet,” (Rom 12:5).

This does not mean that other forms of community do not matter.
Friendships formed through sports teams, neighborhoods, schools,
workplaces, volunteer organizations and shared interests are real
gifts and have the power to enrich our lives.

We are not called to withdraw from the world, but to enter deeply
into it, to be the salt of the earth, a city on the hill, bringing Christ’s
love and mercy to everyone.

But the truth is, we cannot run the race to Heaven alone. When
faith is reduced to attending Mass on Sunday and then returning to
isolated “ordinary” lives disconnected from meaningful spiritual
friendship, it becomes difficult to embrace the mission of the Church.

When we look to the saints, we see that so many of them had holy
friendships and communities that encouraged them to persevere in
the race. We need that, too — we need people with a shared vision
and love of Christ, to accompany us, encourage us and strengthen us
in our Catholic identity while also sending us outward with renewed
love for the world to spread the Gospel with courage and joy. =
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