
Homily for 23rd Sunday of year, September 4, 2022 

Only recently a New York Times reporter compiled some interesting data on the New York City marathon, an annual 

event that draws long distance runners from around the world, and, in addition, attracts a large crowd of spectators on 

the day the event is held. 

To his surprise, the reporter learned that the elite runners, the most celebrated of all, are more likely to drop out of a 

race once it has begun. Their failure to persevere is attributed to many factors: poor preparation, a lack of discipline, 

unrealistic expectation, injury, exhaustion and dehydration. 

Tellingly, runners, representing poor countries such as Kenya and Ethiopia, seldom drop out of a race. They complete the 

race. 

Father John Malecki, a long-time priest of the Albany diocese, who died at the age of ninety-two ten years ago, began 

running in marathons at the age of sixty-five. And for the following twenty three years he continued to compete in 

events requiring him to run the distance of over twenty-six miles. Very often he would be the last to cross the finish line. 

Nevertheless, he never dropped out. He completed each of the races in which he was a participant. In appreciation of all 

his efforts he was often rewarded by the spectators with the loudest applause. 

No fewer than three times in our gospel reading do we hear Jesus speak ominously: “You cannot be my disciple”. We 

cannot walk a stretch of the road with Him, letting Him go on alone or with others on the way to Jerusalem. In order to 

be His disciple, one must follow Him to the very end, not stopping along the way. He said, “Whoever does not carry his 

own cross and come after me cannot be my disciple.” 

How demanding is the call of Jesus! The crowd failed to grasp how much they will have to change if they wish to 

continue accompanying Him on His journey.  

Even the closest ties of affection must give way before loyalty to Christ. 

As an illustration of Christ’s call to radical commitment, a story concerning a prominent Hasidic Rebbe, Menachem 

Mendl, comes to mind.  

According to the legend, the Rebbe had a huge following. From every corner of the land young people came to him in 

Tomashov, where he resided. It was becoming the capital of youth. 

Not all were pleased. 

Mothers and abandoned wives were furious. They begged the teacher to return their sons and husbands to them. 

To no avail. The Rebbe refused. 

“Every human being”, says the Rebbe, “owes his life to three authors: father, mother, and God. And God’s share has 

priority. God comes first. “Besides”, says the respected Rebbe, “my students will never leave me. One does not leave a 

place where every moment is an experience.” 

Have we ever failed in our commitments? 

Have we ever “dropped out”? 

A personal story: For a short time in the mid 1970’s I played on the Junior varsity basketball team of Saint Michael’s 

College in Vermont. Much to my chagrin, I saw very little playing time. I rode the bench. I thought to myself, “What’s 

wrong with the coach?  Doesn’t he realize how good a player he has on his team?” 

In spite, I quit the team. It was an immature, foolish decision. I later came to regret it.  

I was a quitter. 

Jesus is saying to the crowds, “Do you realize what following me involves?” Surely it is not a walk in the park. Walking in 

the path of one who is soon to be arrested and then crucified requires great inner resolve. One must be reading and 

willing to carry his own cross.  Let us “calculate the cost” of following Jesus.  


