PRAY

Jesus, bless the time
we spend together this
year. Open our hearts to
one another and to your
Word. Give us courage,
wisdom, and generosity
to be able to share our
lives and be open to
others here. Amen.
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SUNDAY GOSPEL
27th Sunday in Ordinary Time

Who yields a good harvest?
NARRATOR: When the chief
priests and elders of the people
asked Jesus by whose authority
he was teaching in the temple,
he told them parables.
JESUS: There was a landowner
who planted a vineyard, put
a hedge around it, installed
a winepress, and built a
watchtower. Then he leased
the vineyard to tenant farmers
and went to another country.
When harvest time came,
he sent his servants to the
tenants to collect his share
of the grapes. The tenants
seized the servants, beat one,
killed another, and stoned a
third. The landowner sent other
servants, more than before. The
tenants treated them the same
way. Finally the landowner sent
his son to them.
LANDOWNER: They will respect
my son.
JESUS: But when they saw the
son, the tenants said to one
another—

TENANTS: Here is the heir. Let
us kill him; then we will have
his inheritance!
JESUS: With that the tenants
seized the son, dragged him
outside the vineyard, and killed
him. What do you suppose the
owner of the vineyard will do to
those tenants when he comes?
CHIEF PRIESTS: He will put that
crowd to a miserable death.
LEADERS: And lease his
vineyard out to others who will
see to it that he has grapes at
harvest time.
JESUS: Did you never read
in the Scriptures: “The stone
which the builders rejected
has become the cornerstone.
This was the Lord’s doing. It is
amazing in our eyes?” For this
reason, I tell you, the kingdom
of God will be taken away from
you and given to a people that
will yield a rich harvest.
Matthew 21:33-43

Do you hold any stereotypes about people
from another country or city or neighborhood?

How welcome
do you think
immigrants feel
in your school or
neighborhood?
What difficulties do you think
immigrants face?

What ethnic
food have
you tried?
What music from another country
have you listened to recently?

Learning in Style

by Felipe Salinas
“Come on, Pedro, let’s go
shoot a few games.”
I was dead tired and didn’t really
want to go with Juan. It had been a
12-hour day. But we only picked up
two channels on our TV.
“Mama, me voy con Juan. I’ll be
back later,” I yelled at my mother.
We jumped in Juan’s dad’s truck
and spun out of the labor camp.
“Man, it was hot today,”
Juan said. “How much
did you pick?”
“I made my share,”
I said. One of the good
things about migrating was
getting to see other places, though
traveling under the camper top
in the back of the pick-up truck
wasn’t great. This was our way of
life, working fields in the north for
the summer and back south for the
citrus and onions.
“I’m through with that place,”
said Juan as we passed the high
school just outside of town. “Now
that I’m 16, I’m not going back.
How about you?”
“I don’t know.” But Juan knew
I wouldn’t drop out. My parents
wouldn’t let me, even if I wanted
to. I was making good grades and
keeping up as we moved from one
school to another.
We drove into town. Like most
of the small towns in the north
everything was neater and more
perfect than in our colonia back in
south Texas.
In Texas, I could be more
myself. It was almost like the
warmer the climate, the warmer the
people. But most of the people in
their town didn’t bother us if we
took it easy and kept quiet. That’s
my approach to life anyway. Keep it
nice and quiet; things will work out.
We cruised the pool hall a couple
of times, partly to see if anything
else was going on in town but
mainly to make sure it
looked okay for us to go in.
Just a couple of cars and

a pick-up truck were parked
outside. The pick-up truck
had a sticker saying District
Champs 2006. Probably guys
from school.
Most of the local kids
tried to be friendly with
the migrant kids. Some
of them invited us to parties
or school dances, but none
of us ever went. It’s easy
enough to explain that you
don’t have time, what with
working in the fields after
school and trying to catch up
with the schoolwork you miss
while you are traveling. But
how do you explain that you
just don’t fit into their world?
The manager knew us by
now and called out from the
counter, “How’s it going?”
“Okay,” I said, nodding to
him as we walked to one of
the empty pool tables in the
back. While Juan was setting
up for a game, I noticed a
couple of guys two tables down.
I recognized one of them from
school—Murphy. He’d been in my
class every year we’d been coming
north.
Juan broke. I called stripes and
made the 11 ball. After I missed
the next shot, Juan came on strong
making three solids in a row. I
noticed between shots the guy with
Murphy looking over at us. I made
the 9 and 15 balls. Juan cleared the
rest of the table, called the 8 ball in
the side pocket and made it. We
were setting up again when the guy
playing with Murphy came over.
“You guys want to try your
luck against us?” he said loudly
and slowly. He probably thought
we didn’t know English very well.
I looked at Juan and shrugged
my shoulders. Juan nodded and
finished setting up the balls.
Murphy came over and joined us.
“Hey, what’s up, Pedro?” he said,
extending his hand.

Two
Views
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“Not much. Work. You know,” I
said, shaking hands.
“Yeah, I guess. This is Luke.
You’ve probably seen him at school.”
Luke looked over at me while
chalking his cue stick. I introduced
Juan.
Luke stood beside Murphy and
asked, “What will it be? Best of five?”
I didn’t want to stay late because 5
a.m. was wake-up time for us, but Juan
jumped in.
“Okay,” said Juan.
“Great!” said Luke. “Since
you guys are the, ah, ‘visiting
team,’ why don’t we let you
break first?”
Juan broke, the rainbow of
colors flying in all directions
over the table. Luke and Murphy
were pretty good, but we were better.
Juan gave me advice between shots in
Spanish. I didn’t say much. That’s
how I like to shoot pool, nice and
quiet.

by Jennifer E. Rooney

“You break this time,
Murph,” Luke said. He glared at
our opponents and started racking
balls.
Pedro and Juan, two migrant
workers about our age, had beaten
Luke and me easily in two straight
games.
Luke thudded the last three balls
in place and lifted the rack. “Don’t
screw up,” he muttered as he stood
back to give me room to break. “I
can’t stand losing to these stupid
foreigners.”
“Chill out. Let’s play for fun,” I
said. Luke was a good enough guy,
but he was very competitive and had
an explosive temper.
I launched the cue ball and
scattered the balls—a decent break.
That’s how I play pool, not great, but
decent. Not Luke. He was not used
to losing.
Pedro and Juan had
been playing each
other at the next
table when Luke
asked, “You guys want to
try your luck against us?”
“What are you up to?” I asked
Luke.
“The only thing these Mexicans
are good at is picking vegetables,”
Luke said. “We’re going to show
them something about pool.”
A few shots later Luke began to
realize Pedro and Juan didn’t need a
lesson in pool from us.
Pedro was my age, very quiet,
but always friendly. He was the
only boy who had kept joining our
class every spring. Fewer and fewer
migrant children came to school as
they got older, especially boys.

“These guys are
getting too lucky,”
Luke said. “We can’t
be skunked by a couple of
Mexicans.”
I was getting embarrassed.
“Pedro can understand what you are
saying,” I said in a semi-whisper,
semi-hiss.
“So what? I can’t stand the way
they watch us without ever talking.
And I hate it even more when they
do talk.” Luke spat out the words.
“They whisper that garbage I can’t
understand. I bet they’re cheating
and talk that stuff so we can’t figure
out how they’re doing it.” This last
explanation satisfied Luke. If we
were losing, they must be cheating.
It was Luke who accidentally shot
the 8 ball in, which meant Pedro and
Juan won three out of three.
“You cheating Mexies!” Luke
yelled. “I don’t know how you
cheated, but I know you did.”
Luke threw his stick at their
feet. Pedro backed away from
Luke, put both hands up in the air
and muttered, “Whatever, man.”
But Juan took an angry step forward.
Just then the manager called over
from the counter, “Hey boys! Que
pasa? What’s going on?”

“You’ll regret this,” Luke
shouted to Juan and Pedro, and
stormed out.
At 11 p.m., no one was on
the streets of our small
town. Luke squealed recklessly
towards the highway.
“Where are we going, Luke?”
“Those know-it-all Mexicans are
going to pay for cheating,” Luke
barked.
“They weren’t cheating,” I said
hesitantly.
“I never lose three straight. They
were cheating.”
“What are you going to do?”
“I’m going to have a little fun at
the park.”
“What’s the park got to do with
Pedro and Juan?”
“Who gets blamed for any
vandalism in this town during the
summer?” Luke answered his own
question. “The Mexicans. All we
have to do is rip up the park and tell
a few people we saw those Mexies
driving around in that neighborhood.”
“You’re going to set them
up? The police will be on them all
summer.”
“You got it, and you’re
coming with me,” Luke
barked, “unless you’re
walking home.”
“Do I have a
choice?” I asked.
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QUESTIONS 1 Does Murph walk home or stay with Luke? What would you do? What

harvest will this choice yield? 2 With whose point of view in the story do you identify? 3 Why do you
think Luke set up Pedro and Juan? 4 What would it take to stand up to Luke? 5 With whom do you
identify in Jesus’ parable—tenants, landlord, servants, son? 6 What kind of tenants are we of the earth?

OUR CATHOLIC FAITH

Human beings are free to choose

S

unday’s parable sees Jesus as
one of Israel’s prophets. It also
shows Israel’s leaders choosing
not to believe in him. This parable
should not be used to blame Jews
today for Jesus’ death. Only a few
Jewish and Roman officials figured in
Jesus’ arrest and death, not the whole
people.
This gospel parable shows us we
are free to believe or free to reject
Jesus. We are free to respect each

Choices
Check the choices you
have made today.

Go to school.
Join in this faith-sharing group.
Join friends to eat lunch.
Skip lunch.
Do homework the best I can.
Work out
Stand up for a friend.
Get by without answering in class.
Sleep in class.
Get to work on time.
Commit to working extra hours.
Disrupt class.
Practice a sport.
Practice with a music group.
Talk to classmates I don’t know.
Take a candy bar without paying.
Make fun of another student.
Pray for my family.
Converse in a second language.
See something beautiful.
Listen to music.

What patterns do you see in
your choices?
What choices do you feel the
most pressure about making?

other as made in God’s image or
free to put others down. We are
free to treat Earth as a gift to all or
Earth as mine to possess for profit.
The tenants in Sunday’s gospel
are free. They can choose to
give the landowner a share of
the harvest, or they can kill the
landowner’s son.
At the end of the story Two
Views, Murph says, “Do I have
a choice?” Does he mean he
believes in the dignity of every
human person, so he won’t help
Luke set up Juan and Pedro? Or,
does he mean he can’t be disloyal
to a friend? In fact, Murph is free.
Whether he stays in the truck or
walks home, he is making a choice.
Like the tenants and Murph
every human person can keep,
cherish, and develop relationships
or destroy them. We can harm or
help, partner with God in cultivating
creation or ravage Earth.
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e exercise our freedom
and forge who we are
day by day. I can choose
to practice the piano, color my hair,
run for student government, drink
coffee—or not. I can choose to talk
in class, say hello to everyone, help
out at home, share a fear with a
friend, follow the crowd, act toward
others the same way I want them to
act toward me—or not.
Every human person has the
dignity of being made in God’s
image—able to reflect and choose, to
love and hate, to dream or scheme,
to treasure friends or forget them.
Our freedom is not absolute. We
have limits both outside us and
within us. Our families raise us in
certain ways. If my family talks out
problems, I learn to do so, too. If
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not, I have to learn this basic skill from
friends or my spouse.
Our families also raise us in a
religious tradition. As Catholics we
inherit the ten commandments from
the people of Israel and from Jesus the
commandment to love one another.
From the Church we inherit Catholic
social teaching, which teaches us
the human person is sacred. These
traditions call us to use our freedom to
love and act with justice, to treat the
least among us as if they were Jesus
himself.

FAITH in ACTION
1

Take ten minutes and think about

what a world would look like where all
cultures are welcomed.

2

Creatively

represent what this might look like:
daydream, write, draw, paint, dance.
3

Brainstorm how to make difficult

choices. What steps should one take?
What roles do God, the Church, or the
gospel play in these choices?
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