
7 August 2022 
The Nineteenth Sunday in Ordinary Time 
Hebrews 11:1-2, 8-19; Luke 12:35-40 
  
It’s good to be here in my home parish.  Now I’m in Eau Claire, at St. James the Greater Parish.  This St. 
James in the patron saint of pilgrims, of those on a sacred journey.  I bet Fr. Lindner has spoken often of 
his pilgrimage in Spain, when he walked across the whole country on the Camino de Santiago de 
Compostela.  The journey ends at the traditional tomb of St. James.  But it’s not just people that walk 
the camino or make pilgrimage to the Holy Land who are on a sacred journey—it’s all of us.  We’ve all 
come from God, are walking with God, and are heading toward God, in our life in all its different stages. 
 
Thirty years ago I stood here on the weekend of Newman High School’s class of ’82 10th reunion. 
Actually I stood over there before this beautiful renovation.  And I remember saying that the eyes of a 
28 year old are different than the eyes of an 18 year old.  Mainly because they’ve seen more of life, and 
have suffered more, they have matured.   
 
I’ve heard it said and I think I agree that so much of what defines us as we journey through life is how 
we cope with suffering. We have a classmate, Tim, who has been living with ALS well beyond 
expectations, for 9 years. Through Facebook, he shares his bad days and his good days.  He expresses 
appreciation for supportive friends, his frustrations with his uncooperative body, and they ways he 
continues to touch people’s hearts with his gritty sense of humor. In a serious moment, he wrote this a 
few years ago: “Man i am not doing well. i feel like i'm about done. i don't know how much more of this 
s*** i can take. but i'll man up and get off my pitty potty. i'm going to go get something to eat and get 
some more rest. hopefully that will help.” He also said, ."i want to have a bonfire on a bright starry night 
and go into my yard, lay flat on my back and just gaze at the stars. i want to get on my hands and knees 
and take a drink out of a bubbling stream. i want to dance in the rain. i want to take a loved one out to 
the river and fish, even if they aren't biting. i want to sit on my back porch with my old dog and watch 
the children play. i want to see my darling laugh." 
 
He doesn’t talk about God a lot, but I see a real deep spirituality in him, like that of Abraham, whose 
faith is described in our second reading.  It says that Abraham and Sarah were willing to leave behind 
prosperity in their former life and move forward to where God was leading them because “he thought 
that the one who made the promise was trustworthy.” I think faith all sort of boils down to that: trusting 
in the goodness of God.  And that’s not always easy. We have classmates who have experienced 
tremendous suffering.  Sickness, divorce, the death of their own children….  I don’t blame anyone who 
experiences this for losing their trust in the goodness of God.  But I hope it will return to them, because I 
think it helps.   
 
Trusting in God’s goodness is a choice.  It is a grace. It’s claiming as a core conviction in your life that no 
matter what happens in life, God is with you and if you stay close to God and continue to try to do good 
by one another, God will bring you and us to the land of promise, he will renew our hearts and minds.  
Clearly, God’s goodness does not prevent suffering in our lives any more than it prevented Jesus’ own 
suffering.  Rather, it leads us through pain and suffering to the promised land of new life.   
 
I think we might also take strength and gain faith by leaning into a wonderful image from today’s Gospel 
passage.  The master goes away and returns to find his servants hard at work.  Of course he would be 



pleased, maybe relieved, but he goes further and tucks in his long robe and gets to work serving them. 
That’s what Jesus does—that‘s what he did on Holy Thursday when he washed his disciples’ feet.   
 
And it occurs to me on this class reunion weekend, that we all want to be good.  We all know we could 
be better.  But what a joy it is, what a cause for gratitude, to know that we have a friend in Jesus who 
will love us through all our failures, show compassion in all our suffering, and give us a warm pat on the 
back each time we do our best to honor God and love one another. 
 
And we can be that for each other, too.  Really, that’s the goal of being Christian: to be more like Christ.  
I loved what one of our reunion organizers, Kelley, said on a video message to us.  “I hope everyone can 
come.  And don’t worry about how you look, or what you’ve done, how you’re doing in life, let’s just 
come and be together and enjoy each other’s company.”  
 
We’ve been out of high school for 40 years.  Who cares?  Who cares what we look like, who cares what 
you’re doing in life?  I’m just happy to connect with people who have had similar experiences to what I 
did, and just connect and be with each other. Because we’ve all been through 40 years of life. And we 
should just be grateful that we’re still here.  So who cares what we look like, how much money we have, 
who cares?  We just shared a high school experience and it’s fun to be together.   
 
That’s a lovely vision for a high school reunion.  It’s also a lovely image for all of us as Church: Who 
cares what we look like, how much money we have, who cares? We share a common Baptism, we 
share a Communion with the Crucified and Risen One who shapes our vision of the days we share.  It 
is good to be together.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 


