
4th Sunday of Easter ‘22

Saint Pope Pius X and his mother:  now kiss my wedding ring . . .

Good shepherd Sunday on Mother’s Day: so this year we are turning our

minds and hearts toward vocations on the same day we celebrate those

who have perhaps the greatest influence on their children.

My mother as far as I know never explicitly suggested a religious vocation

to any of her 10 children.  But she implicitly did so by being the first &

best educator of the faith; ensuring that the home was a religious one with

religious images and God-speak.  She allowed us to play mass on her

ironing board and drove my brother and I 15 miles round trip to serve the

early mass because the school bus wouldn’t get us to the parish in time.

She made sure, along with my father, that we knew that the Church was an

indispensable part of a balanced and fulfilling life, even during the very

chaotic and often confusing 1960s and seventies.

As we focus our attention on the need for good shepherds of our church:

priests and religious who will teach us, and guide us, and help us be holy,

we consciously acknowledge that religious vocations do not simply drop

from the sky, but rather come from Catholic families like yours and mine.

I have to tell you that I have been heartily encouraged by the increasing

number of younger families we have been attracting since coming out of



the draconian & unconstitutional restrictions placed on the Church by the

state of California.  The nuclear family being the domestic church; it is

from these pious families that the next generation of good shepherds will

emerge.

I’m sure you’re all aware of the leaked draft of a majority opinion of the

Supreme Court that would overturn the bizarre and diabolical Roe vs.

Wade.  You may not however be aware of the call by pro-abortion groups

to disrupts Catholics masses and Evangelical services this weekend.  It

should surprise no one that they would choose Mother’s Day to demand a

woman’s right to destroy her own pre-born child.  Please be assured that

his and every other parish church is private property that our enemies have

no right to occupy, and it is ironically protected by the same statute

protecting access to abortion clinics that President Clinton signed into law

in 1994.

So on this my first Good Shepherd Sunday with you here at St. Margaret’s

I want to let you all know how truly blessed I consider myself to be as

your pastor.  You’ve all been so welcoming and appreciative of my

priestly ministry which is really important as I hope this will be my last

assignment before retirement.

To the young people who are discerning their vocation from almighty God

I want you to know what a wonderful life priesthood is for those who are



called.  Not without challenges and even hardship, of course, but then

every Christian vocation entails a share of the cross.  And just when I

think I’ve seen it all, the Lord gives me something new and unexpected to

deal with.  Life as a parish priest is never dull.  Next month I will celebrate

29 years of priesthood and I can honestly say if given the choice I would

do it all over again.  Let me leave you with a little verse from a 19th

century Dominican priest Henri Lacordaire that I keep on my kitchen

counter.  It’s a little syrupy as you might expect from a 19th c Frenchman,

but it captures the experience of those I know to be happy in the

priesthood.  And Fr. Henri writes, “To live in the midst of the world

without wishing its pleasures; to be a member of each family, yet

belonging to none; to share all sufferings; to penetrate all secrets; to heal

all wounds; to go from the People of God to God and to offer God their

prayers; to return from God to the People of God to bring pardon and

hope; to have a heart on fire for charity and a heart of bronze for chastity;

to teach and to pardon, console, and bless always – what a glorious life!

And it is yours, O priest of Jesus Christ.”


