St. Mary of the Angels    Sunday OT 18 C   St. Ignatius of Loyola
Ecclesiastes 1:2, 2:21-23  Colossians 3:1-5, 9-11;  Luke 12: 13-21


 Mt Brothers and Sisters,

A few weeks ago, I received a card from my niece in Wisconsin who, having retired from long years of prison ministry, lives rather simply on a small farm with her horse, two dogs, rabbits and chickens.  
She wrote: “It is a beautiful morning … and I am sitting on my deck with my two dogs.  I wanted to send you a note on this gorgeous day because I have so many internal conversations with you that it was time to actually write to you!  
“This morning it felt easy to embrace the dawn with gratitude, to run in the cool air, to breathe in my surroundings so full of life at this time of year.  [But]more often, lately, I have been so discouraged by the direction our country is moving – by the violence, the discord, the political manipulation, the intolerance, etc., etc. … How do you remain hopeful in times of despair? … When you say Mass or simply in daily conversation, what words do you share to offer encouragement?”
Her feelings of both gratitude and discouragement are my feelings too.

Her questions about seeking hope and encouragement are my questions too.
I did send her a couple of recent homilies where I have wrestled with you and with others about being hopeful in these painful times.

In a strange way, her card sets the atmosphere for todays’ Scripture readings.

She wrote her card in the cool freshness of a summer morning, at a moment when she was feeling so very much alive, though what she then wrote about weighed heavy on her heart – as it weighs heavy on our hearts.

This morning, Qoheleth, in the first reading, is describing such a morning.  He writes, “Vanity of vanities.  All is vanity.”  But, that word, “vanity” is misleading.  The Hebrew word actually means “vapor” or “mist.”  He is saying, “Mist of mists; all is mist.” He pictures for us a pond or lake or open pasture or valley in the fresh early morning with a mist hovering over all.  And then disappearing as the morning moves on.  (I think that we have all, at some time, seen such an early mist, – and have been captivated by it in its appearance -- and disappearance.)  Qoheleth is warning us that most anxieties in life are like that morning mist.  They will not last, will not remain.  Do not waste energy on them.
So, what does remain?  Below the mist is the life giving water of the pond or lake, or the fertile soil of the pasture and valley.  They represent the deeper permanent realities that truly nourish life, namely: God, our relationship with God, family and friend relationships, faith, trust, integrity, generosity, kindness, love.
These are the life-giving water.  These are the rich soil of life.

When St. Paul says to the Colossians this morning, “Your life is hidden with Christ in God,” he is pointing to this deep life-giving water and this fertile soil in us. And this is what Jesus is pointing to when he speaks further in the Gospel, of, “being rich in what matters to God.”
By contrast, the parable in the Gospel, concerning the landowner building bigger barns for his bigger harvest, describes the life of vapor and mist. 

Notice the wording.  Jesus says that it was the “land that produced a bountiful harvest.”  But the man says, “I do not have space to store my harvest.” My harvest!  He has forgotten that this harvest belongs to the land, not to him.  He has forgotten that this harvest is the fruit of sun and rain in proper proportion.  Ultimately, he forgot that life, all life, -- including both the harvest and his very own life --belongs to God.  

As we look back over the past week, it has been another week of stormy weather.  We have had some very hot and humid days, raging fires burn in many countries, Covid invaded the SMA community, John Rood’s mother passed away, the January 6th hearings revealed even greater scandal, the Ukraine War grinds on, and we are taking only a few baby steps on global warming and health care.  Yet, as huge as all these crises may seem, -- and they are huge! – still, they belong to the world of vapor and mist.  In time, they will all pass away.
In contrast, where did we see deep water and fertile soil this week?  I think that we saw it in the pictures of our aged, fragile Pope in a wheel chair at the edge of a sacred lake, asking for forgiveness on behalf of the Church for all the horrible sins committed against the Indigenous people of Canada.  I wonder whether there had been a mist on the lake earlier.  If so, it vanished – “Mists of mists, all is mist.”  But, we will not forget what our Holy Father was revealing to all of us: the healing power of forgiveness and the fragility of life.  All life, all grace, comes from God.

The Word of God, today, calls us to go deeper into our relationship with God, to where our “life is hidden with Christ in God.”  God made us for happiness, and our happiness is rooted in our love of God and our love for one another.  We need to keep looking for and seeing God in all things, in all these events.  We need to keep looking for God below the mist and vapors of these heart rending events. 
Our responsorial psalm gives us a word of advice as we move forward: “Teach us to number our days aright, that we may gain wisdom of heart. … and may the gracious care of the Lord our God be ours; prosper the work of our hands for us! Prosper the work of our hands.”   United with the deep waters and the fertile soil of our soul in God, there is much we can offer to our wounded world.  And so, we keep trying.
                                                           Kenneth J. Hughes, SJ

                                                           Brighton, Mass. 7/31/22
