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We are called in humility to create with the one who created us. 

33rd Sunday in Ordinary Time – Year C 
Mal 3:19-20a ,  Ps 98:5-6, 7-8, 9,  2 Thes 3:7-12,  Lk 21:5-19 



Good morning my friends.  I have a couple of stories for you this morning.  Let me 

start by saying that I have a love for fresh baked bread.  When Renata and I were in 

France, with a bakery on every block, she had all that she could do to rein me in.  

This love of bread comes from my childhood.  Summer turning to Fall, my mother 

would begin baking.  It was seasonal so that the oven contributed to the warmth of 

the house and the rise of the yeast.  I recall her starting the yeast in warm water and 

blending the dry ingredients.  I remember her kneading the dough, letting it rise and 

repeating the process before dividing into pans for a final rise and bake.  To come 

home from grade school and find that mother had baked always brought a smile.  The 

house smelled of yeast and fresh bread.  The heel of the loaf was my favorite, and 

still warm, a little bit of heaven.  Mother baked bread as a way loving her family… 

just one of the many things that she did for us. 

 

Old habits die hard.  Not many years ago, I was prone to stopping at Mackenzie’s 

bakery for a loaf or two of Crispy Italian, sliced and double bagged.  I would never 

reach home without having undone the twist-tie helping myself to a slice or two on 

the way.  I was disappointed when Mackenzie’s closed the Kalamazoo operation and 

delighted when new owners opened a shop in Vicksburg.  That is how, two weeks 

ago on a Saturday morning, Renata and I were heading to Vicksburg.  

 

At thirty some degrees, that Saturday was the first really cold morning and frost.   

The ground was still warm and moist.  The cold air above created patches of dense 

fog.  With the brilliant sunrise, the effect was as if the artist had taken a tube of 

titanium white, and with a wide brush, painted it boldly across the bottom half of the 

canvas.  It was so bright, I found myself shading my eyes. It was an exquisite 

morning, but as it turned out, there was more to see.  As we turned south at Portage 

and U avenue, we were astounded to see literally thousands of Sand Hill Cranes in a 

field of corn stubble. 

 



We had stumbled onto the fall migration of these majestic birds who had stopped to 

feed on their way.  In the past, I might have seen two or three cranes gathered, but 

nothing like these numbers.  We stopped and wondered at the mystery of it all.  There 

is a deep wisdom to the fall migration and the change of seasons.  There is a Sacred 

interconnectedness to life with something more to be seen and understood if we open 

ourselves to the possibility.  Creation, like a mother baking bread, reaches out to 

embrace and nourish us. 

  

The Prophet Malachi, in our first reading, addresses the proud and evildoers who no 

longer centered their lives on the Sacred.  For this departure, Malachi implies that 

God will leave them without root or branch having nothing to plant and feed future 

generations.  This is an Old Testament understanding of God; a God who seeks 

retribution.  In the New Testament parables of Jesus, we are recast as children of 

God, meant to grow beyond a relationship of merit and demerit.  We are invited to 

walk in the light as co-creators with God. 

 

St. Paul tells us that we must be models for one another.  We must practice the 

behavior that we want to see in the world.  If we want greater tolerance of the 

differences between us, then we must be more tolerant. We shape the world by how 

we interact with it.  If we model tolerance, compassion, and love of neighbor, then we 

walk in light.  Vincent Van Gough is credited as saying that our relationships are our 

greatest artistic works.  Imagine your relationships as drawings and paintings colored 

over a lifetime of care and attention.   Mother painted well.  Our relationships are the 

opportunity to wonderfully co-create with God. 

 

In today’s Gospel, Jesus cautions, “Watch out that you are not deceived. For many 

will come in my name, claiming, ‘I am he,’ and, ‘The time is near.’ Do not follow 

them. When you hear of wars and uprisings, do not be frightened.” Luke 21:8-9 

 



How many times have we heard Jesus say, “Do not be frightened.”  “Peace be with 

you.”  Our God is with us on this journey, every step of the way.  

 

Jesus cautions us to avoid being deceived.  We are to listen for the voice of the 

Sacred.  For some, that voice is heard in a field of migrating Sand Hill Cranes and 

from the earth itself.  The spiritual journey is an opening of heart to see and hear the 

Sacred.  Watching the cranes, I recalled the passage from Matthew 6. 

 

“Therefore I tell you, do not worry about your life, what you will eat or drink; or 

about your body, what you will wear. Is not life more than food, and the body more 

than clothes? Look at the birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in 

barns, and yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not much more valuable 

than they? Can any one of you by worrying add a single hour to your life?” Matt 6:25-27 

 

Fr. Diarmuid O’Murchu, in his book, “The Paschal Paradox,” writes, “Looking 

around at the shared world, it's suffering and its promise, I see the courage with 

which so many live in service of the human possibility. Old age is no time to hunker 

down, unless disability demands it. Old age is just another word for nothing left to 

lose, a time of life to take bigger risks on behalf of the common good… we need to 

reframe aging as a passageway of discovery and engagement, not decline and 

inaction.”  We are called in humility to create with the One who created us. 

 

And so, we gather to share this bread and are reminded of the sustaining love and 

interconnectedness of all life that has brought us to this point.  We celebrate God with 

us, who whispers, “Be not afraid.” 
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