
33rd Sunday in Ordinary Time 
Cycle A, 11.15.20 

Proverbs 31:10-31; 1Thessalonians 5:1-6/ 
Matthew 25:14-30 

A SPACE FOR CHRIST TO BREATHE & STRETCH 
For a couple weeks now we’re 

listening to a series of Matthew’s parables 
about the eventual return of Christ at the 
end of time and how we need to be 
prepared, keeping enough oil in our lamps 
like last Sunday’s wise maidens so we’re 
ready to meet the bridegroom when he 
comes; and today’s parable about investing 
and trading with the talents that the master 
has entrusted to us, so he has a return on 
his investment when he arrives. It’s not 
enough to wait patiently for the coming of 
God’s kingdom. We’re called to invest 
ourselves in the here and now to the best of 
our ability. There was a little detail in 
today’s parable that caught my attention – 
that hole which the third servant dug to 
bury his one talent that the master 
entrusted to him.   

 
First, some context: In Jesus’s day, 

“talents” were not coins or small wads of 
cash.  They were hefty precious metals - 
usually gold or silver - that weighed 
somewhere between 80 and 130 pounds.  A 
single talent was worth approximately 
twenty years of an ordinary laborer’s 
wages. And there he is, doing what was 
common practice in Jesus’ time: digging a 

hole to bury something valuable you 
wanted to hide from others. So my 
imagination went to “enclosed spaces” – 
something that we’ve all been dealing with 
the past eight months or so as we’ve been 
spending so much of our time confined at 
home. 

I’m not comfortable with enclosed 
spaces.  For instance, I could never be an 
astronaut. I can’t imagine being in such a 
tight confined space, clothed in all that 
equipment, barely able to move. I must 
have a touch of claustrophobia. I can  hardly 
handle the window seat on an airplane – 
jammed in between the wall of the plane 
and the middle seat passenger. If I’m stuck 
there I always pray that no one is assigned 
the middle seat, and if someone is in the 
middle seat, I never talk to them because 
I’m irrationally mad at the passenger during 
the whole flight – unless  it’s a little kid. 

Then, at least I have some elbow room and I 
don’t feel buried. Our Covid confinement 
has had a negative impact on everyone, 
wearing us down, depressing our spirits, 
driving us mad wondering if we’ll survive 
the boredom and isolation. What good 
could ever come out of this prison we find 
ourselves in? Actually, we’re in good 
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company and can take some hope in others 
who have been forced into isolation and not 
only survived, but thrived. 

 We all know the story of Anne Frank, one 
of the most discussed Jewish victims of the 
Holocaust. Her family fled from Germany to 
the Netherlands to escape the Nazis, and 
when Germany invaded Holland, the family 
went into hiding in some concealed rooms 
at the place where her father worked. They 
were in that confined space for two years 
until the Nazis discovered and arrested 
them, transporting them to a concentration 
camp. Anne, a precocious and intelligent 
girl, was only a teenager. During their time 
in hiding Anne kept an accurate and well-
written diary of her months in their tiny 
concealed space. She wrote: I want to be 
useful or bring enjoyment to all people, 
even those I've never met. I want to go on 
living even after my death! And that's why 
I'm so grateful to God for having given me 
this gift, which I can use to develop myself 
and to express all that's inside me! Her little 
journal became one of the world’s best 
known books, translated into seventy 
languages, and the basis for several plays 
and movies. Her “enclosed space” became a 
setting for her imagination and hopes to 
run free. 

Julian of Norwich lived in England 
during the Middle Ages, a time of a plague – 
an epidemic -- called the Black Death. Julian 
was a type of hermit known as an 
anchorite, living most of her life in seclusion 

in a small space attached to a church. Her 
visions of Jesus became the source of her 
writing – the oldest and best-known 
surviving book written by a mystic. In her 
seclusion she offered prayers, advice and 
counsel to people who sought her out for 
her wisdom and holiness.  

From her confinement came words of trust 
and confidence in God that we could all use 
during this seemingly endless time of Covid, 
especially her most famous declaration of 
hope and trust in God: “All shall be well, 
and all shall be well and all manner of thing 
shall be well.” Her “enclosed space” was a 
sacred place where Jesus could find her and 
communicate with her.  

 Nelson Mandela, the South African 
anti-apartheid revolutionary, political 
leader and first black democratically-
elected President of his country, served 
twenty-seven years in prison for his efforts 
to secure the right of self-governance for 
his fellow South Africans. A book written a 
few years ago featured 255 letters that he 
wrote from his prison cell which kept him 
grounded and connected to the outside 
world and show how he tried to humanize 
himself to the prison officials in charge of 
his confinement. The white government, in 
a futile attempt to diminish his reputation, 
never released photos of Mandela during 
his years of captivity.  
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However, the law of unintended 
consequences prevailed. As time passed 
and the anti-apartheid movement grew, 
Mandela's invisibility in his “enclosed 
space” only added to his mythic status and 
helped transform him into an international 
icon. 

 And consider our own St. Perpetua 
– our parish patroness. Perpetua is the 
earliest known Christian woman whose 
writing we have – a prison diary that has 
survived from the third century and been 
revered through the ages. It is a testimony 
to the faith and bravery of a young woman 
committed to Christ. 

In her “enclosed space” with her 
maidservant Felicitas, Perpetua inspired 
even the soldier in charge of the prison 
where she was held because he witnessed 
her faith and goodness. She maintained her 
trust in God to the end. To the catechists, 
deacons and catechumens she wrote: Stand 
fast in the faith, and love one another, all of 
you, and be not offended at my sufferings.  

 

 Perhaps the examples of our 
ancestors in the faith and heroic figures 
both ancient and modern, can inspire us to 
continue to make our “enclosed spaces” 
places of hope, light and encouragement, 
masking our faces, but not our hearts. Can 
we emerge from our current crisis better 
people – more open to God and to one 
another? more content with the simple joys 
of life? more appreciative of each day and 
each hour as gift from the hand of a loving 
God? As one spiritual writer says: It is worth 
everything to enlarge your natural horizons 
so as to allow the supernatural ones to have 
room to grow and expand. In other words, 
to give Christ room, not only to grow to his 
full stature in you, but to have a place 
within you to roam as he may wish, a place 
for Christ to breathe and stretch. 

 
John Kasper, osfs 


