
 

             

 

 

 

 

 

HOMILY by Father Robbie Low 
 
31st Sunday in Ordinary Time – Year C 
 
The infinite mercy of God 
Readings:  Wisdom 11:22-12:2, Ps 144, Thessalonians 1:11-2:2, Luke 19:1-10 
 
 
 
A few weeks ago now an old friend of mine died. Liz Wang was very 

instrumental in getting me, and thousands of others, home to the Catholic 

Church. Through her ministry of prophetic writing – speaking God’s Word to the 

Church – and her art, which simply and beautifully illuminated the deepest 

mysteries of the Christian Faith, she spoke regularly and vibrantly of the love of 

God in Jesus and the role of His Blessed Mother in the economy of salvation. 

 

When, some years ago now, I went to tell her that I was making my submission 

to Rome she gave me, as ever, some very profound advice. She knew that I had 

been battered and bruised in the long running civil war in Anglicanism and 

needed both time and healing to regain my bearings and be ready for the next 

part of the ministry – wherever that may call me. 

 

‘Don’t rush’, she counselled. ‘Before you do anything else go back to the 

beginning. I want you to go away and gaze deeply into the glorious and 

unending mystery of the Trinity.’ Liz didn’t do half measures. 

 

I remember it clearly because it was an invitation to rise above the fray for a 

timeless moment, to take my eyes off the everyday, the little bit of history in 



which my time was set and to reconnect with the infinite and to remember 

whom I served. Today’s first reading, from the Book of Wisdom, invites us all to 

do just that.         

 

The inspired scribe of the Word of God reminds us of the unknowable 

immensity of the Creator. The whole world, he tells us, is no more than a grain 

of dust that tips the scales. We ourselves are dust of that microscopic dust. 

Everything we see and of which we have knowledge is no more than a drop of 

morning dew in the infinite scheme of things. Even now with our scientific 

discoveries of unfolding galaxies it alters not one jot the miniscule scale of 

things in the sight of the Creator and, even in the measure of unthinkable light 

years, reminds us of its transience and our impermanence. We see the light of 

dead stars and we live in a temple of the dust of those dead stars and but for 

the twinkling of a cosmic eye. 

 

Only when we have begun to measure ourselves against the Infinite can we 

begin to see the outskirts of reality and our very humble and brief part in it. This 

realisation is the prerequisite of our understanding of what comes next. 

 

The Wisdom scribe goes on to recall that, not in spite of but, because of this 

God is merciful precisely because He is omnipotent, all powerful. He loves what 

He has made. Without His love we could not have come into being. Without His 

sustaining power we would cease to exist. Without His patience we would be 

swept away by our sinfulness. Like a loving Father He looks to correct us, to give 

us time to learn, space to reflect and repent, opportunity to turn back to Him, 

to reconnect to the One who is our origin and our end. 

 

Only when we have encountered the immensity and wonder of the Father’s 

love can we begin to understand the Gospel. Out of our meditation on the 



majesty and glory of the Infinite One who gives as His Name, ‘I AM’, the source 

of all being and who gives His imperishable spirit to Man, comes our 

astonishment and rejoicing at the coming of Jesus. 

 

Only when we have understood that it is the omnipotent, the all-powerful, the 

omniscient, the all-knowing, the Lord of all worlds, who has chosen to come 

and dwell among us as Man in the person of Jesus, can we begin to 

comprehend the immensity of the Gospel message. 

 

Only then can we begin to get a glimmer that this same Almighty and Merciful 

power is at work in us by the grace of the Holy Spirit. That is why St. Paul can 

write confidently to the Church in Thessalonika this morning that God’s power 

will fulfil the objects of goodness, complete the works of Faith and glorify 

Himself in us that we may be glorified in Him. 

 

We are reminded that our apparent insignificance of scale does not reduce 

God’s love or purpose for us. We are assured that our mortal transience is not 

the end of the matter for we are spirit-filled and connected to the Eternal One. 

Nor is this some glorious fairy tale or cosmic fantasy. It is earthed, it is 

incarnated in Jesus. The One who made Heaven and Earth, the sovereign Word 

behind all that is, has descended from His immensity to be part of our 

particularity. He walks the earth. He knows our need of Him. He is able to look  

at Zaccheus and at us, looking up into whichever particular gum tree we have 

got ourselves, and ask that He may come to our table and dwell with us. 

 

This is the Gospel that my friend Liz Wang knew and preached with her life and 

gifts. It is why, at our last earthly meeting when she knew she was mortally ill 

and very close to the borderline of eternity, she could be so joyful. 

 



She was excited about what was to come and being at home at last with Jesus. 
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