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 Sunday of Ordinary Time – Homily 

 

I turned up at my sister’s house down in London at 

about midday last Monday only to be greeted by 

my nephew in his pyjamas with what looked like a 

serious rash all over his face.  The table in the 

kitchen was full of late breakfasters recovering 

from the night before with bacon sandwiches, and his rash was not a rash but 

the result of a friend painting on his red cross with her lipstick.  It does not 

come off that easily.  Regardless of the result, everyone had had a good night. 

 London like elsewhere had been full of crowds going from the exultation 

of a goal on the first minutes to the doubt of a poor second half to the dismay 

that penalty shoot-outs always bring us. 

 That is the nature of crowds.  They are volatile.  But when crowds gather 

it is usually in hope.  Hope of success, or change, of expressing an intent that 

will make a difference.  Hope that begins in celebration, like the Notting Hill 

Carnival, or even the very lively, film full of song and dance, I saw ‘In the 

heights’ which is subtitled, ‘hope of a dream – suanito.’ Or they can begin in 

anger, demanding change or justice, or simple hope of a victory like last 

Sunday night. 

 What we do know is they can be easily swayed too if there is no leader, 

and then taken down the wrong path as in Germany in the 1930s. 

 So when Jesus looks at the crowd that has followed him, he is again full 

of compassion.  The emotion we so often see the gospel writers attach to him.  

We see that at the beginning of the gospel when Jesus’ concern is for his 

disciples who are clearly shattered. 

 Like so many crowds, the one Jesus sees does not have one single 

concern.  They come with multiple worries, angers, wishes that lead to hope.  

They are sick, or they bring the sick, the physically sick or those with mental 

illnesses, the possessed as they would say.  Some are angry about occupation 

by the Romans.  Perhaps because of the taxes or behaviour of landlords, some 

who want to fight to liberate the country. 

 Jesus looks at all of this and knows that they are looking for a leader.  A 

leader who will answer all these concerns.  Bring them immediate relief. 

 But of course as he will say during his passion, I am not that kind of a 

leader. 



 What he doesn’t do here though is feed them.  He can see that is not what 

they need.  They are looking for answers, and so he begins to teach. 

 Were they satisfied with this?  We have no idea. We know from 

elsewhere in the gospels that people did drift away from him in large numbers. 

And we can be sure that those who came only concentrating on their own 

problems probably did not get a result. 

 But there will have been some who were good ground for the seed that he 

was sowing.  Some, who when they heard his message were suddenly lifted 

above their immediate problems and realised that this man was talking about 

bigger issues.  Issues that did offer an answer, but it was not changing the 

world through power or mass-healings, overthrowing the social order (though 

his teaching can have that effect), what he was preaching was love and an inner 

change that enabled people to see the world in a different way. 

 Now it is not a just question of whether my team wins, but how it is done, 

how victory or defeat are received graciously, how the team are supported 

whether they win or lose, how the other side’s team and supporters are 

respected, it is in fact about the spirit that surrounds it. 

 What about ourselves in all this?  Are we the disciples, are we Jesus, are 

we the crowd?  Where do we fit in?  Where is the message for us?  As usual 

there are many.  It depends on who is reading and how we are at the time.  But 

it strikes me that elements in a crowd who for example boo those ‘taking the 

knee’ hoping for racial solidarity, can always be overcome if voices in the 

crowd respond to oppose them.  But someone has to start that alternative voice. 

 I think that in the ‘crowd’ that is our society we are being asked by Jesus 

to be a voice.  Remember how in other places we are warned how we as salt 

can lose our saltiness, or hide our light when it needs to be seen.  Or in a 

baking parable, we need to be a leavening that will affect the whole loaf. 

 I think we are being called to be voices, a voice, in the crowd that always 

speaks of hope and peace and encourages the crowd to be positive about life, 

rejects the temptation to be destructive. 

 Why can we be so sure of this?  Because we have Jesus always with us.  

He preaches this inner kingdom of hope and peace, which, I am sure, know, 

breaks out into the world when we live it.   

 Its sign is a cross, not the removable lipstick one, but one we should be 

proud to follow.  It is the sign of Jesus’ kingdom. 


