
Eighteenth Sunday in Ordinary Time 
July 31, 2022 
 
Reading 1 
Ecc 1:2; 2:21-23 

Vanity of vanities, says Qoheleth, vanity of vanities!  All things are vanity! Here is one who has 
labored with wisdom and knowledge and skill, and yet to another who has not labored over it, he 
must leave property. This also is vanity and a great misfortune. For what profit comes to man 
from all the toil and anxiety of heart with which he has labored under the sun? All his days 
sorrow and grief are his occupation; even at night his mind is not at rest. This also is vanity. 
 
Responsorial Psalm 
Ps 90:3-4, 5-6, 12-13, 14 and 17 

R. (1) If today you hear his voice, harden not your hearts. 
 
Reading 2 
Col 3:1-5, 9-11 

 
Gospel 
Lk 12:13-21 

Someone in the crowd said to Jesus, “Teacher, tell my brother to share the inheritance with me.” 
He replied to him, “Friend, who appointed me as your judge and arbitrator?” Then he said to the 
crowd, “Take care to guard against all greed, for though one may be rich, one’s life does not 
consist of possessions.” Then he told them a parable. “There was a rich man whose land 
produced a bountiful harvest. He asked himself, ‘What shall I do, for I do not have space to store 
my harvest?’ And he said, ‘This is what I shall do: I shall tear down my barns and build larger 
ones. There I shall store all my grain and other goods and I shall say to myself, “Now as for you, 
you have so many good things stored up for many years, rest, eat, drink, be merry!”’ But God said 
to him, ‘You fool, this night your life will be demanded of you; and the things you have prepared, 
to whom will they belong?’ Thus will it be for all who store up treasure for themselves but are 
not rich in what matters to God.” 
 

HOMILY: 

For many, poetry seems old-fashioned. It seems complicated, hard to understand, and simply too much 

work. But…it may be the poet that will preserve our culture.  For, poetry might be the remedy for a 

culture that is on a perpetual search for “click-bait,” the next fleeting sensation just the other side of a 

click on a phone or computer. Instead, the poet asks us to slow down, reflect deeply, and go deeper, 

into the depth of meaning and life. For culture to thrive, we need to go deeper. A noted example of 

such a poet is Czesław Miłosz (chet-swaf mi-wosh). 

This Polish-American poet—and Nobel Laureate from 1980—Czesław Miłosz (chet-swaf mi-wosh), 

was described by the Nobel academy as “a poet who “voices man's exposed condition in a world of 

severe conflicts.”  What kinds of conflicts?  For him, all the conflicts, from Ukraine to the streets of 

our American cities, including Waterloo, all go back to the same seminal conflict—deep in each 

human soul—seeking that for which our souls cannot be satisfied.  His poem, “This World,” speaks of 
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a man at the end of his life, who looks back on the vanities of this world, the objects of our questing, 

but which ultimately elude our grip.  I’ll print it in next week’s bulletin for further reflection. 

“This World"—Czeslaw Milosz 

 

It appears that it was all a misunderstanding. 

What was only a trial run was taken seriously. 

The rivers will return to their beginnings. 

The wind will cease in its turning about. 

Trees instead of budding will tend to their roots. 

Old men will chase a ball, a glance in the mirror– 

They are children again. 

The dead will wake up, not comprehending. 

Till everything that happened has unhappened. 

What a relief! Breathe freely, you who have suffered much.” 

The poem begins with two lines looking back to the past, then six lines looking to the future—way into 

the future, and then finally, two lines in the present. The poem begins, “It appears that it was all a 

misunderstanding. What was only a trial run was taken seriously.” We’ve all misunderstood this world, 

the poet suggests, taking this “trial run” of a life too seriously, giving it too much, lasting, credit. Then 

Miłosz turns towards eternity, noting that all that has happened in live, all the classic symbols of 

change and progress (rivers flowing, plants growing, the wind blowing, and human life tending back 

towards childhood—which will happen to all of us, if we live long enough. All of our efforts, all that 

has happened, will unhappen (will be of no importance): “Till everything that happened has 

unhappened.” Where this might sound like an eternal, existential defeat, the poem has more—the Good 

News, when it moves to the present: “What a relief! Breathe freely, you who have suffered much.” All 

our concerns, all our covetousness, will come to nothing in the end, until we see that we’ve been 

laboring under a misunderstanding:  that the things of this world are lasting, or even satisfying.  For 

here’s the “secret” that Jesus wants to out:  we have suffered much, laboring under the effort to 

manage, control, and pile up the changing things of this world, until we can breathe easy when, in 

eternity, all of these concerns have passed into the unchanging, eternal Face of God. 

 

It’s what Jesus is speaking to in today’s gospel:  the “vanity of vanities” that the Book of Ecclesiastes 

speaks to in the first reading, is described by the Lord when he is confronted by the man in the crowd 

who asks the Lord to intervene, to force his brother to give him a share of the family inheritance.  The 

brothers are quarreling, and Jesus responds with the parable of the farmer who tries to build bigger 

barns to secure his future, only to discover that his life will be asked of him.  Then comes the good 

news in an apparently negative view of the world—there are things that last—“the things of God.” And 

Jesus asks us to come to our senses and live for that which lasts:  God and the things of God. 

 

What can we do to come to our senses?  Come to the Eternal, feast on the Eternal, and by this feasting, 

we pray, may we lose our taste for “this world,” a misunderstanding that will always leave us hungry, a 

chasing after the wind.  For this is the matter God. For here—bread and wine—has become God. What 

a relief! Breathe freely, you who have suffered much. This is the Love that lasts. 


