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Way back in the 1990s, I was appointed by my Bishop, the Bishop 

of Long Island, to serve as Archdeacon of Queens; and part of that 

job description took me on a pastoral visit to Liberia West Africa.   

I spent ten days in that beautiful nation during a lull in the civil war 

which had taken the lives of hundreds of thousands of innocent 

men, women and children.   I celebrated the Eucharist in a number 

of parishes and met with hundreds of people who had suffered 

through years of terror and privation.  During that visit, I spent 

many days traveling with the Bishop of Liberia.  We met with the 

interim president of Liberia, with parish vestries and priests, with 

medical teams from Medicines sans Frontiers (doctors without 

borders)  with orphaned and homeless children living on the streets 

of Monrovia, and tribal people living in remote parts of the 

countryside.     Those ten days touched my life in more ways than 

time permits me to recount this morning, but in terms of today’s 

readings from the Sacred Scriptures, my time in Liberia  left me 

with a renewed sense of gratitude for the many things I had once 

taken for granted.    

 



 

How fortunate we are not to have to walk a mile lugging plastic 

containers in order to get our water.   For us, the electricity is on 24 

hours a day and even during a storm power is usually restored 

within hours.   When we go shopping, we enter spotless 

supermarkets with a nearly endless choice of products.   We live in 

climate controlled homes with daily mail delivery, garbage pick-up 

twice a week, and luxury items such as internet service, indoor 

plumbing, toilet paper, soap, and toothpaste.   We have more 

hospitals within five miles of our homes than many people have 

within 500 miles of theirs, and in most cases, when we arrive at the 

ER,  we find excellent doctors and nurses who provide us with full 

access to state of the art medical services.    Like so many things in 

life, it is very difficult to appreciate how fortunate we really are 

until we find ourselves living in a time and place where such things 

simply no longer exist.  All too often, we never truly appreciate our 

home and family until that first time we head off to college or 

summer camp.    

We don’t always realize how many friends we have until we move 

away.  We never fully recognize how green the grass is in our own 

backyard until we no longer have a backyard to look at.    



 

What’s missing in the lives of far too many people is not greener 

grass, a bigger bank account, a larger barn, or more time to eat, 

drink and be merry.    What’s missing is not a life built upon the 

idols of self-satisfaction & freedom from responsibility, devoid of 

a higher claim upon the time, talent and treasure we call our own.    

 

What’s missing is a genuine and heartfelt sense of gratitude...the 

gratitude that flows from a life of prayerful reflection and 

thanksgiving.  What’s missing is the freedom that can only come to 

us when, in the words of Paul’s letter to the Colossians, we begin 

to learn what it means “to seek the things that are above, where 

Christ is…. And to lay aside anger, wrath, malice and slander.”  

What’s missing is the wisdom and joy which flow from a life 

rooted in the greatest riches of all: faith, hope, and love.     

 

And if these things are missing from our lives.....we need not 

despair….there is hope for us….there is a better way that God 

intends for us to walk!    And it is that better way that has brought 

us to this holy place today.   

 



 

It is the way of Eucharist:  which means Thanksgiving.  It’s the 

way that calsl us to gratitude and generosity….to the Breaking of 

the Living Bread that gives life to the world.  To the Living 

Word…to Songs of Praise….to the Priestly vocation of 

Intercession and Reconciliation…..to a life of holiness renewed at 

the Altar of God and revealed on the Altars of our Daily Lives !!!     

 

 It is for nothing less that God calls his faithful people home to 

himself,  today and every day of our lives….and the good news is 

that the way home God has in mind for us  does not require a 

voyage to another country.    

 

No…. the God who calls us home to himself is the one who has 

promised to be with us even to the ends of the earth as he makes 

himself known to us in the Scriptures, in the Breaking of the 

Bread, and in the lives of his faithful people everywhere.   

 

 

 



 

Indeed, as our first reading reminds us, all the hard work we do, all 

the things we accumulate, all the worries and stress that at times 

seem to overwhelm us are pointless when all is said and done.   

But our God has not called us to a pointless life.  Instead, 

through the Sacrament of Baptism, as today’s Second Reading 

reminds us, we have been raised to a new life with Christ: a life 

that is truly worth living which will leave a legacy of faith, hope, 

and love that will never die!   Our God is the God of Easter who 

has spoken the truth over each and every one of us and is counting 

on us to reveal that truth wherever we are:  You are the  light of the 

world, a city set on a hill…  let your light shine. 

So, here we are ….Sunday the 4th of August 2019!  We woke up 

today!  And now we are standing together on holy 

ground….inspired by the riches of God’s Holy Word and soon to 

be fed with the Bread that gives life to the world.     There is 

nothing we will lack when we are sent out once again to love and 

serve the Lord.  But just in case we may still be uncertain as to 

where that Good News may be meant to take us on our way….just 

in case some of us may still be wondering what the point of it all 

may be….. 



 

just in case some of us may be thinking that we are too old, or too 

ill, or too poor, or to uneducated, or too young, or too depressed, or 

too unhappy, or too fat, or too skinny, or too weak or too ugly, or 

too frightened or too dumb, or too whatever….too stuck in a world 

or outlook which views things as pointless….just in case…..here’s 

a little prayer that has stood the test of time: 

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 

And where there is sadness, joy 

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's in dying that we are born to eternal life.  Amen 


