
 

             

 

 

 

 

 

HOMILY by Father Robbie Low 
 
30th Sunday in Ordinary Time – Year C 
 
God have mercy on me, a sinner 
Readings:  Ecclesiasticus 35: 12-14, 16-19; Ps 32, 2 Timothy 4: 4-8, 16-18, Luke 
18: 9-14 
 
 
 
 
I am a very tolerant person. I have frequently said that other people are 

perfectly entitled to their opinion – however wrong they may be. It wasn’t 

always so. As a young man I was much less understanding. 

 

When I was a young curate returning from a particularly awful Deanery Synod 

meeting, I was sounding off about the extraordinary inadequacies of the other 

clergy. My boss, who was driving, pulled the car over to the side of the road, 

turned off the engine and told me, in no uncertain terms, what a self-righteous 

little prig I was and what a deeply unattractive figure I cut when I put on my 

‘Mr. Know-All’ vest. We drove on in silence. 

 

I could have reflected that he was entitled to his opinion but, like most 

moments of truth, it was a painful encounter and, I hope, part of a lifetime’s 

progress from Pharisee to Publican – from self-justification to justification by 

Faith – from judge of others to co-seeker of God’s mercy for all – from 

confident coxscomb to grateful sinner, from egotistical fantasist to utter realist. 

Friends will be the best judges of that uncertain progress. 

 



For all of us it is not difficult to tick the boxes of our creedal obligations and feel 

a certain smug satisfaction. God, I comfort myself on a day of spiritual 

reversion, should be very pleased with me. Then I am reminded of the recent 

Gospel where Jesus tells His followers that if the servant does all that is 

commanded him, he is doing no more than his duty. It is no call for a fanfare of 

trumpets. I should be grateful for the immense privilege of the opportunity to 

serve the Lord. 

 

I come to Mass not as favour to God but because I need Him. I tithe, not out of 

prodigal generosity, because that is my duty to give back a small fraction of all 

that He has given me. Because I need to learn to reflect His generous heart. 

I try to carry out His work in the world because, from the Cross, He has asked 

me to. Both He and I know that I do it very inadequately and that whatever may 

be achieved is due entirely to Him.  

 

At the end of all this, good days and bad alike, I return to the Mercy Seat of 

God. And, in so doing, I stand alongside both those who have become great 

saints of God who dwell in the unapproachable light and cheer us ever onward 

with their prayers and those who, through belated repentance, cling to the very 

bottom rung of the ladder of the Purgatory and thereby still have hope of 

eternity in the Presence.  

 

The saints precede us in this journey because of their experience in this mortal 

coil. They have recognised early the frailty of Man. They have, in their closeness 

to the Light of Light, seen the shadow of their sinfulness. (A man who dwells in 

darkness has no reason to suspect the filthiness that besets him. The nearer the 

Light, the greater the awareness of the shadow). The saints understand how far 

short they have fallen of the glory of God and this is what drives them back, 

again and again, to His mercy. 



A Pilgrim who does not begin here, at the foot of the Cross, has not begun the 

journey. A Christian who does not begin with Christ’s sacrifice for his sin and the 

sins of the world has not been grasped by the Gospel and may be in danger, like 

the Pharisee, of becoming simply a moral accountant. 

 

How pleased with himself the Pharisee is when he proclaims, ‘I thank thee, 

Lord, that I am not as other men are…….’ I have probably prayed that prayer 

covertly quite often and what a foolish prayer it is. The sad fact is that I am, all 

too often, exactly as other men are in my fallen nature. Age and experience 

teach me, not that right and wrong are moveable feasts, that relativism trumps 

objective truth, but rather that, while a million roads may lead to Hell, the 

Highway to Heaven is no different for the theologian or the thief. 

 

Mortality begins its long salutary lesson of the failure of the physical and our 

utter dependence on God and each other. We have nothing to be ‘cocky’ about 

and that too is a relief. In the end it is Mercy that we seek – and find in Jesus. 

The joyful fact is that, when I recognise these facts, therein lies the hope of my 

redemption, the first step back towards salvation.  ‘God have mercy on me, a 

sinner.’ 

 

Jesus tells His followers that those who humble themselves will be exalted. 

I don’t know about you but I have a lot to be humble about. 
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