
31st Sunday in Ordinary Time 

Reflection on the Right to Vote 

 

In a little more than a week, one of the great migrations in the natural 

world will take place. All over this land, from the coast of Maine to the 

plains of Kansas, from the hills of Kentucky to the Louisiana bayous, 

from the volcanic Hawaiian islands to the Alaskan tundra, from New 

York’s skyscrapers to Native American reservations, Americans, old 

and young, rich and poor, urban and rural, religious and secular, black 

and white, red and brown, speaking English and Spanish, Tagalog and 

Mandarin, Farsi and Swahili will come together in a great throng, in 

schools and halls, churches and squares to exercise one of the great 

rights and privileges ever afforded a people. All these people will cast a 

ballot, will have their say in this experiment in democracy, will vote. 

The long and rough, sometimes disturbing and disconcerting campaign is 

at last over. And now, we the people will have the last word. Who will 

lead us? Who will steer the ship of state in the future? Who will set 

policy? Who will keep the peace or beat the drums of war? Who will 

protect the defenseless? Who will welcome the stranger? Who will 

care for our wealth? Who will protect our resources? Who will 

champion the minds of our children? Who will care for our sick? Who 

will represent us in the halls of nations? Who will govern wisely, listen 

carefully, stand courageously, act prudently, advocate justly? Who will 

be faithful to the vision of the founders and call us to listen to our 

better angels? Who will turn to God for wisdom and guidance when men 

cannot see through the storm? 



Many would say our candidates are flawed, our choice impossible. Many 

would say our politics are dirty, our government broken. And in this, 

the many could well be right. But let us remember, in the long history 

of the Republic, we have never been led by a saint. Those who have 

risen to speak in the halls of Congress have most often stammered and 

stumbled. Black-robed justices have rendered verdicts and opinions. 

Some have stood, some have been overturned. And, we the people have 

followed reformers and radicals, scalawags and scoundrels, and every 

so often, we the people have walked in the footsteps of greatness. 

More than twenty-six hundred years ago, God’s people Israel were in 

terrible straits, deserted by weak rulers, they felt abandoned by God 

too. The prophet Habakkuk cried out to God in complaint, “Where are 

You? Do You even care about us? Why do You allow evil people to 

oppress us? “ God answered the prophet and said, “Write down the 

vision clearly upon the tablets, so that one can read it readily. For the 

vision still has its time, presses on to fulfillment, and will not 

disappoint; if it delays, wait for it, it will surely come, it will not be 

late.” 

We the people may be disappointed, surrounded by venality on all sides, 

but in this one nation, under God, the vision persists and presses on to 

fulfillment. For our part, let us join the migration to exercise the right 

that has been won for us by the dream and the blood of patriots. 

Weigh the issues. Search your heart. Then walk to the polls. Have your 

say. Write down the vision clearly on the tablets so that one can read 

it readily. Vote. 

May God bless us in this great work, and may God bless America! 


