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31st Sunday OT – Cycle A – Homily 

Deacon Thomas Hill 

St. Joseph Church, Shelbyville, IN 

Sunday, November 5th, 2017 

Malachi 1:14b-2:2b, 8-10; Psalm 131; 1 Thessalonians 2:7b-9, 13; Matthew 23:1-12 

 

 

     Maybe it’s the condition of my heart—of my mind?  Nevertheless, the condition of our 

culture… the evident rudeness and lack of respect among neighbors, peoples and nations troubles 

me.  Something informs me that it troubles you, too.  So much bias, so much prejudice, so much 

opinion, so much division, so much hate, so much anger, so much selfishness—where is all of 

this coming from?  There are days I find myself pondering that question.  I find myself nearly in 

tears and wagging my head.  I can relate to the prophet Malachi’s plight, “Have we not all the 

one father?  Has not the one God created us?  Why then do we break faith with one another ...?” 

(Malachi 2:10, NAB). 

 

     We can blame the media.  We can blame politics and our political leaders.  We can blame 

people who don’t look, think, believe and vote like us.  But I think it all rests with us.  We can 

point the finger at them or not.  Either way we leave finger prints.  We leave our mark.  Because 

each of us leaves our mark, each of us makes a difference.  Whether we do something or not, our 

choices and actions or inactions—our omissions and commissions—have an effect.  My 

fingerprints leave an imprint.  The condition of our culture is directly related to how we as a 

community and as individuals confront our bias, prejudice, anger and fear.  And, I think the 

solution rests upon one simple question, “Do I seek to understand rather than to be understood.” 

 

     St. Francis of Assisi encountered many of the same questions that existed in his time 800 

years ago.  He was raised in an affluent family that was focused on protecting its wealth and 

power.  Yet, he shifted his focus to the struggles and sufferings of the poor and outcast.  He chose 

to walk his life in the footsteps of Jesus.  His focus on the life of Jesus and his choices led him to 

living a very humble life—a life focused on pleasing God by serving the poor—a life that is 

expressed in a prayer attributed to him.  I think the answer to our social problems, the answer to 

the struggles and frustrations in our personal lives—in the lives of our families—rests within the 

words of the Prayer of St. Francis. 

 

“Lord, make me an instrument of your peace: 

where there is hatred, let me sow love; 

where there is injury, pardon; 

where there is doubt, faith; 

where there is despair, hope; 

where there is darkness, light; 

where there is sadness, joy.” 

 

     Am I too busy taking care of me?  Am I so focused on taking care of me that I am unaware of 

the other?  Am I so busy taking care of me that I don’t think about caring for people who are 

struggling with poverty, addiction, mental illness, trying to make ends meet, caring for sick 

family members?... and the list goes on.  What if—for a few moments each month—I inserted 

me into where there is injury, doubt, despair, darkness and sadness.  What if I live my life out of 

humility and lifting-up others by seeking to console, understand, pardon, give of self, and love 

from the core of my very being?  What if I leave my fingerprints—evidence that God does exist? 
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     What if a little of the selfish me died everyday so someone else could come to know the life 

that the love of God can give?  What if I, what if we made a practice of lifting the burden from 

lives of others—for even just a little while—so that person can have a moment to catch their 

breath?  What if we gave them time to catch their breath and a moment to look into our eyes and 

behold the eyes of God—God who lives in you and me and them and gives you and me and them 

our very and every breath.  As we gaze into their eyes, we, too, will have a moment to see God 

who is our one Father … the God who created them, you and me—every one of us—each and 

every fingerprint. 

 

     Right now—at this very moment—God has something for you to give to someone else.  It is 

something that may seem small and insignificant to you—a humble gift.  But it can make for an 

incredible opportunity for the recipient to be transformed by your gift—the gift of you—the gift 

of your fingerprints.  And, the gift can transform you, too. 

 

     Stop, be silent and, then, pray for a minute.  Thank God for the gift of you.  Then, ask how 

and where you are to place that humble, beautiful gift—that is you. 

 

“O divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek 

to be consoled as to console,  

to be understood as to understand,  

to be loved as to love. 

For it is in giving that we receive,  

it is in pardoning that we are pardoned,  

and it is in dying that we are born to eternal life” (Prayer of St. Francis). 

 

     May our touching the lives of others leave God’s fingerprints on their hearts. 

And, the Church says,  

“Amen.” 


