
I have something of a confession to make to you; something that I am not proud of.  Before I 

share my story, I would ask you to hear me out before making any hasty judgments.  Indeed, 

one of the things our country could really use right now is attentive listening and dialogue, so 

that hearts may be changed as well as systems of oppression and injustice.  Hopefully, the way 

we participate in our little exchange together here can contribute to that in some small way so 

as to make a difference on a larger scale.   

So here goes.  When I was young, maybe 9 or 10, my family was on vacation at Rainbow Lake, 

now Alleghany Mountain Resort.  There were a number of activities to do at this campground 

– fishing, swimming, cooking, and the like.  There were also tennis courts, and one day, Dad 

and I were playing tennis.  I had not played tennis much before, and I haven’t played much 

since, but Dad really enjoyed tennis, and he played tennis competitively growing up.  So I was 

learning a lot from this great tennis player, and we were sharing some quality Father-Son time 

together.  As we were playing, there were some African American kids who showed up on the 

court next to ours.  Like myself, I suppose, they were not very good at tennis.  They kept 

chasing balls into our court, and I was getting annoyed by the fact that they kept disrupting 

our game.  My social circle was predominantly white to this point in my 10-year-old life, and 

secretly, within me, I was really starting to dislike these people who were different from 

myself.  I was secretly glad that they soon left the courts, so that Dad and I could resume our 

game in peace.  Well, as they began walking up the path back to their campsite, Dad called 

out, “Hey guys – here,” and he proceeded to hit about 6 tennis balls a good distance over the 

fence with his racket for them, leaving us with only 1 or 2 tennis balls left in our bag.  I soon 

thereafter came to appreciate the gift Dad gave that day, not just to those African American 

kids, but to me, showing me by his actions just how conceited I was.  Dad, I know you are 

watching this Mass at home, and I don’t know if you remember that moment, but I do.  I know 

that you’re not perfect; God knows I certainly am not, but thank you for teaching me that 

prejudice doesn’t have a place on the tennis courts nor in this world.  It’s a little thing, 

perhaps, but its representative of a much larger problem.  I don’t know exactly where it came 

from, and I don’t know why, but do I know that to some extent it’s there, within me.  I resent 

that I judge and have judged my fellow human beings, not just by their race, but also by what 

was said or done, or how someone approached a situation or whatever.  I feel that I have 

grown much since those days on the tennis court.  I have friends that hail from all over the 

world.  God knows I’ve tried to work against the forces of prejudice in my own life, and I have 

reached out to the marginalized besides.  But I also have to be honest and confess that I am 

yet a broken human being, who is part of a broken human race.  I have and I will make 

mistakes; there are many things that I have and will fail to do.  I need the sacrament of 

reconciliation too.  While I am striving to be worthy of your respect, I ask for your forgiveness, 

and I ask for you to patiently help me grow as a Father who loves all his kids.  I may not have a 

tennis ball to give you, but I offer you my confession in the hope that we might grow together.  



My favorite spiritual author, Henri Nouwen, wrote back in 1975, “Many of those who worked 

hard for civil rights and were very active in the peace movement of the sixties have grown 

tired and cynical.  When they discovered that the situation was out of their hands, that little 

could be done, that no visible changes took place, they lost their vitality and fell back on their 

wounded selves, escaped into a world of dreams and fantasies, or joined spitefully the crowd 

they had been protesting against.  It is, therefore, not surprising to find many of the old 

activities struggling with their frustrations in psychotherapy, denying them by drugs or trying 

to alleviate them in the context of new cults.  If any criticism can be made of the sixties, it is 

not that protest was meaningless but that it was not deep enough, in the sense that it was not 

rooted in the solitude of the heart.  When only our minds and hands work together we quickly 

become dependent upon the results of our actions and tend to give up when they do not 

materialize.  In the solitude of the heart we can truly listen to the pains of the world because 

there we can recognize them not as strange and unfamiliar pains, but as pains that are indeed 

our own.  There we can see that what is most universal is most personal and that indeed 

nothing human is strange to us.  There we can feel that the cruel reality of history is indeed the 

reality of the human heart, our own included, and that to protest asks, first of all, for a 

confession of our own participation in the human condition.  There we can indeed respond.”  

Henri Nouwen is right.  There are very real problems, which call for a meaningful response.  It 

is important to work for justice in the workplace and in the community, it is important take 

our social responsibility seriously, it is important to conquer outer space, but don’t forget to 

conquer inner space as well.  Unless our own hearts are changed, we will end up inflicting our 

brokenness upon each other instead.  St. Paul says, “Mend your ways, encourage one another, 

agree with one another, live in peace, and the God of love and peace will be with you.”  

History shows us time and again that the human race has been at war with itself for a long 

time, because the reality is that sin pervades us all.  The Church calls this reality original sin 

and concupiscence.  Every generation, therefore, must confront for itself (2x) the evils that 

come from within, just as our parents had to do, and their parents before them: slavery, civil 

war, displacement of indigenous peoples, holocaust, civil rights, #MeToo and many more.  

What does your heart say?  We cannot walk with each other, unless we take serious and 

honest ownership for the pains we ourselves have contributed to in those relationships we are 

a part of.  This is the first step.  I here and now repent, and I invite you to join me in bowing 

down before one another, so that we can embark on this journey of healing together.”   

 “Moses at once bowed down to the ground in worship.  Then he said, ‘If I find favor with you, 

O Lord, do come along in our company.  This is indeed a stiff-necked people; yet pardon our 

wickedness and sins, and receive us as your own.’”  Words from our first reading today from 

the 34th chapter of the book of Exodus - sisters and brothers, God knows that we are sinners, 

but that cross proves that he came not to condemn the world but to save it, so may the Lord 

give to each of you his peace and his joy, in the name of the Father, the Son, & the Holy Spirit.  



http://usccb.org/bible/readings/060720.cfm 

The Solemnity of the Most Holy Trinity 

Lectionary: 164 
Reading 1EX 34:4B-6, 8-9  

Early in the morning Moses went up Mount Sinai 

as the LORD had commanded him, 

taking along the two stone tablets. 

Having come down in a cloud, the LORD stood with Moses there 

and proclaimed his name, "LORD." 

Thus the LORD passed before him and cried out, 

"The LORD, the LORD, a merciful and gracious God, 

slow to anger and rich in kindness and fidelity." 

Moses at once bowed down to the ground in worship. 

Then he said, "If I find favor with you, O Lord, 

do come along in our company. 

This is indeed a stiff-necked people; yet pardon our wickedness and sins, 

and receive us as your own." 

Responsorial PsalmDN 3:52,  53, 54,  55, 56  

R. (52b) Glory and praise for ever! 

Blessed are you, O Lord, the God of our fathers, 

praiseworthy and exalted above all forever; 

And blessed is your holy and glorious name, 

praiseworthy and exalted above all for all ages. 

R. Glory and praise for ever! 

Blessed are you in the temple of your holy glory, 

praiseworthy and glorious above all forever. 

R. Glory and praise for ever! 

Blessed are you on the throne of your kingdom, 

praiseworthy and exalted above all forever. 

R. Glory and praise for ever! 

Blessed are you who look into the depths 

from your throne upon the cherubim, 

praiseworthy and exalted above all forever. 

R. Glory and praise for ever! 
Reading 22 COR 13:11-13  

Brothers and sisters, rejoice. 

Mend your ways, encourage one another, 

agree with one another, live in peace, 

and the God of love and peace will be with you. 

Greet one another with a holy kiss. 

All the holy ones greet you. 

The grace of the Lord Jesus Christ 

and the love of God 

and the fellowship of the Holy Spirit be with all of you. 

AlleluiaCF. RV 1:8  
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R. Alleluia, alleluia. 

Glory to the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit; 

to God who is, who was, and who is to come. 

R. Alleluia, alleluia. 
GospelJN 3:16-18  

God so loved the world that he gave his only Son, 

so that everyone who believes in him might not perish 

but might have eternal life. 

For God did not send his Son into the world to condemn the world, 

but that the world might be saved through him. 

Whoever believes in him will not be condemned, 

but whoever does not believe has already been condemned, 

because he has not believed in the name of the only Son of God. 

 

http://usccb.org/bible/john/3:16

