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Our God is knowable and reaches out to us. 

27th Sunday in Ordinary Time – Year C 
Hab 1:2-3; 2:2-4,  Ps 95:1-2, 6-7, 8-9,  2 Tm 1:6-8, 13-14,  Lk 17:5-10 



All our readings today prompt some reflection on belief and faith.  The 

disciples ask Jesus to increase their faith.  I cannot help but wonder what that 

meant to them.  At Mass, after the homily, we reflect on what we have heard 

and then recite the Creed containing our articles of faith. ‘I believe in one God, 

maker of heaven and earth, and all things visible and invisible.’   There is 

comfort in these opening lines.  Everything that we see, and touch of this world 

is a reverberation of God’s unbounded love. 

 

Now, allow me to share a story.  This is the story of an old violin maker 

working on what would be his finest instrument.  He moved about a workroom 

covered with sawdust and shavings.  He began by selecting a piece of Norway 

spruce for the soundboard.  He held it to his ear, then tapping it, listened for its 

voice and sustain.  He set it aside and picked up another piece and repeated the 

process until he found the tonal quality that he was looking for.   He then 

looked for pieces of maple that would be the neck and ribs of his instrument.    

 

Placing these materials on the bench, he donned his apron and began the work 

of rough carving.   When the soundboard had its basic shape, he soaked it in a 

borax solution to soften and protect the wood.  In a month, when dry, he would 

begin the final shaping.  In the meantime, he would work on the sides and neck 

of the instrument.   He worked, giving loving attention to the scroll work 

around the peghead.  His fingers guided the chisel with the practice of years, to 

remove just the right amount of wood, no more, no less.  He would finish this 

rough work with scrapers to refine the contour.  He turned his attention to the 

soundboard marking and cutting the ‘F holes.’  Using a miniature plane, he 

shaved the surface stopping occasionally to bring the board to his ear and tap; 

listening for the whisper that would become the voice of this instrument.    



He worked for weeks shaping and refining.  Smiling, he wanted everyone to 

hear the notes of this instrument.  Back and top were fitted to the sides.  The 

neck and fingerboard had been dovetailed to the body of the instrument.  Glue 

was prepared and everything fitted into place.  He gave it time to rest.  To string 

it now would be premature.  Many months of love and patience had gone into 

the build.  He dreamed of what it may sound like.  The last step was the finish 

and fitting of the bridge.  He knew the varnish and its hardness would give the 

instrument its final voice.  Time passed and the varnish had cured.  He fitted the 

bridge to the body.  The strings were tightened and checked against the bridge.  

Working through the ‘F holes’ he installed the sound peg below the bridge. 

 

The Creator placed the violin to his shoulder and closing his eyes to listen, he 

drew the bow over the strings for the first time.  The sound reverberated into the 

void unmasking the physics of music and scale.  The purity of those eternal 

notes gave birth to creation itself, in its planetary and cosmic dimensions.   

Creation would unfold in an evolutionary process seeking reflective thought.   

 

I like the image of God as a violin maker.  In life, there is a reverberation and 

pattern that alerts us to something more.  There are for me a flood of images 

that come to mind trying to explain that thought.  The timelessness of the waves 

against the beach, sunrises and sunsets, fall colors marking the change of 

season, and last Monday, a double rainbow over the city. Poets, writers, and 

musicians tap into and draw from these visible and invisible patterns.  I have 

seen crowds of thousands moved upon hearing a particular piece of music and 

lyric.   I recall John Denver singing how, “Sunshine on my shoulders, always 

makes me happy.”  These moments are Sacred because they ask us to celebrate 

creation and Creator as gift. 



We often touch hidden patterns that reveal a profound truth.  In our depths, we 

know them to be true.  Evolution has given us the senses and intellect to see the 

Sacred patterns and movement of our lives.  Opening ourselves to these 

moments, we are called to an adult faith.  

 

Our God is knowable and reaches out to us. 

 

Jesus taught that if we have ears to hear and eyes to see, then pay attention.  It is 

not unlike the admonition to, “Wake up and smell the coffee.” Give attention to 

the detail.  These moments carry the Sacred whisper of the Creator.  I recall 

seeing Michelangelo’s the “Creation of Adam,” where God reaches out and 

touches the finger of Adam.  Each one of us are part of that creation. Adult faith 

asks that we, in turn, reach out to one another with compassion and 

understanding.  That is how the vision will be fulfilled. That is a faith journey 

worth pursuing. 

 

I recently visited the Farmer’s Market on Bank Street.  As I walked about, I 

listened to the voices gathering food for loved ones that will join them at table.  

In the sound of those voices, I heard the echo of the Creator, drawing his bow 

across the strings of creation.   

 

Religious faith is the belief that God is knowable.  In God and family, we 

satisfy our deepest yearning to love and be loved.  In our moments of loss and 

desolation we sometimes forget that.  So, we gather to share a meal, reminding 

ourselves, that God is knowable and with us. 
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