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17th Sunday in Ordinary Time B (July 25, 2021 STM: 5:15, 7:15, 11:15, 1:15) 

I recently came across the story of Amy McNamara. In 1994, when Amy was three 
months pregnant with her first child, her doctor told her that the baby had anencephaly, a 
neural defect. As a result, part of the baby’s brain, and skull, would never be formed. It happens 
in about one out of every 200-thousand pregnancies. There was nothing medical science could 
do.  Amy was told the baby would die soon after birth. 

Amy had the option of terminating the pregnancy, having an abortion. But Amy chose 
not to. She carried the child for another six months and then, finally, gave birth. The baby died 
just four hours later, cradled in his mother’s arms. 

A few days later, friends and relatives received the following notice in the mail. 

Patrick and Amy McNamara 
proudly announce the birth of their son 

Adam Christopher McNamara 
June 15, 1994 

5 lbs. 9oz., 19 in. 
Amy and Patrick enclosed a note: 

“Adam was our son for nine months and four hours on this earth,” they wrote. “Four hours was 
enough time to baptize and confirm Adam, to appreciate his perfectly formed body, to shower 
parental affection on him, and four hours was enough time for Adam to touch our hearts in a 
way that we would have never dreamed of only a few months before.” 

The note concluded: 

“Our son brought an immeasurable amount of joy into our lives. When we miss Adam and 
sadness begins to descend, we recall this joy and pray that the strength of this memory will 
sustain us.” 

Amy wrote a poem about her son, which she gave to her husband on his first Father’s 
Day, just a week after Adam was born. 

“A Father, hopes his child will rest for eternity in God’s embrace. 
Very few Fathers can say, 
‘Yes, I was there every moment he needed me, I held him from 
birth until death, his every action was a triumph, the span of his 
life was never wanting for truth, and I know for certain that he 
will rest for eternity in the palm of God’s hand.’” 

 
 My dear sisters and brothers in Christ Jesus,  I tell this story today because it shows that 
every life matters, the smallest things matter, the tiniest crumbs matter. 
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 We hear today about the multiplication of the loaves and fish.  All four gospel writers 
include this story.  It must have been such a dramatic and impactful thing that all of them put it 
in.  The Evangelists were also trying to teach us something about how God works and what 
matters to God.     

 Jesus says today “Gather the fragments left over,” he told them, “So that nothing will 
be wasted.”  Jesus was concerned with even the smallest of fragments.  A boy offered what he 
had: some loaves and bread and some fish.  Jesus does something extraordinary with them.  
But Jesus did not stop when the meal was done.   He wanted to make sure nothing was wasted.   
Jesus used everything. Nothing was too small for him.  He used every fragment.  And Jesus uses 
every fragment of us.  

Adam McNamara’s life His was a great, short, elusive lesson in love — of the great value 
and great gift of every single life. No matter how weak. No matter how imperfect. No matter 
how small. (Deacon Greg Kandra)  Jesus overlooked no one and no thing that day, even the 
crumbs.  

When we read this gospel, we usually understand it to be about the Eucharist.  Here 
Jesus foreshadowed what we do at Mass.  Jesus fed the crowds.  We come here to be fed, to be 
nourished, to be sustained with the Bread of Life.   We come as this collection of people: saints, 
sinners, some who doubt, some who are convinced. some who are looking for a sense of hope, 
some holding on to their Catholic faith by a string.  We come as the sick and the well, the lonely 
and the loved.  We come as the old and young.    This the world of the Church. This the 
multitude gathering that Christ still brings together.  And not one of us, does not matter.  
“Gather the fragments left over, so that nothing will be wasted.”    God gathers up the pieces 
of our lives, our fragments, and creates them anew.  I think God cherishes the pieces of our 
lives that are beautiful and the pieces of our lives that we would rather forget about.     For 
every piece, every scrap, every fragment has been a part of the story of our life.  In the master 
plan of God for the world, nothing is wasted, nothing is insignificant, no life is too small.   Jesus 
knew what to do with the scraps.  He knew what to do with the lost, the hungry, with those 
searching for meaning, with those who felt far from the Father.   Jesus loved the scraps. Jesus 
loved the scraps.  He did not want to throw anything, anyone away. 

But  the world does not always see it this way.  Not every smallest life is valued. Pope 
Francis has spoken of this throwaway culture: “A person dying is not news, but if the stock 
markets drop ten  points it is a tragedy. Thus, people are disposed of as if they were trash. This 
culture of waste tends to become the common mentality that infects everyone.  Human life, the 
person, is no longer perceived as a primary value to be respected  and protected, especially if 
poor or disabled, if not yet useful (such as an unborn  child) or no longer needed (such as the 
elderly)” 

“Gather the fragments left over, so that nothing will be wasted.”  All of us matter.  
Even the smallest of crumbs, the shortest of lives. In the grand plan, the big design of God for 
this world, we all matter.  We are all part of the miraculous work of God in our world.  Each 
small piece matters.  This is why we defend life. This is why we say that all of humanity is 
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sacred.  This is why we have adhered to the “seamless garment” of life.    From the baby in the 
womb to the person who is dying, all sacred, all part of God’s economy, all included.  

Amy and Patrick knew that the life of their son was sacred, important, valuable. It could 
not be thrown away.   Adam mattered.  You and I matter. Yes, even the scrappy ones among us.  
For today Jesus remind us: “Gather the fragments left over, so that nothing will be wasted.”   
Amen.  

 

 

 Some of this taken from: Deacon Greg Kandra and Rev. James Connor  


