
 

Our Faith. Our Family. Our Future. 

You can’t get very far praying, studying, or 

reading about the life of Our Blessed Lord 

before realizing that Jesus fully intended for 

there to be a “we” and not just a “He.” He 

gathered a new family, a religious family, which 

today is called the Church. My title as priest is 

“Father” in the family of the Church. Religious 

brothers are called “brother,” religious sisters 

are called “sister.” Back in the day, religious 

women superiors were called “mother,” 

because the bottom line is, we are a family. 

Today’s gospel is one of a handful of stories in 

scripture regarding Jesus’ calling his first 

religious family members, who were the 

Apostles, which became synonymous with the 



“Twelve.” A mini-quick tour through the handful 

of stories of these first disciples being called 

shows the evangelists emphasizing the 

importance of the call in different ways. Mark 

begins by saying Jesus “went up on ‘the 

mountain’ [and what was the mountain, but the 

place where God was] . . . Jesus “went up on 

the mountain and called to him those whom he 

desired, and they came.” 2 Luke underscores 

this point by saying Jesus went up on the 

mountain ‘to pray, and all night he continued in 

prayer to God’” leaving no doubt that calling 

disciples was a prayer event. It is as if the 

disciples were begotten in prayer, in 

conversation with the Father. In a similar vein, 

what were Jesus’ exact instructions regarding 

the work of the apostles? “Pray! Pray the Lord 



of the harvest to send out laborers into his 

harvest.” So, in the omnipotence of God, I take 

great consolation in the fact that since His time 

walking the Earth, Our Blessed Lord has asked 

for prayers for priests: That I was prayed for to 

be called, I was prayed for to respond, and I 

was prayed for to labor in God’s harvest. My 

ministry as a priest is rooted in the prayers 

offered for 2000 years, and yes, I take great 

consolation in that. As disciples of Jesus Christ, 

how did we get to sit in these pews in the first 

place? By praying for you to be baptized, 

praying for you to accept your baptism, and 

praying for you to be disciples in God’s harvest 

too. 3 Now, returning to the Gospel, Jesus says 

two things to those who are called: 1. Come 

with me, and 2. I will make you fishers of men. 



Come with me. Disciples must be “with Jesus” 

in order to get to know Him, in order to 

experience that personal relationship with Him 

that could not be given to the “people at large,” 

who, from the outside looking in, mistook Jesus 

for only a prophet, or in history, as a great 

figure of religion. It is the quest for God, and 

God’s quest for us, since the time of the Fall in 

the garden. God searched for man, wanting us 

to be with Him. God searched for Adam asking, 

“Where are you?” (GEN 3:9) We are called to 

come and be with Jesus and we are also called 

to be fishers of men: to be Jesus’ voice and call 

others to join our family, our way of life, as well. 

Why, because the alternative for the “people at 

large” is to settle a life of “what is,” as opposed 

to living a life of “what REALLY IS,” living a life 



as a member of God’s family. All of us, every 

single family, has something on our plates right 

now. You can name yours. Right now, my 

Godmom is transitioning in a nursing home, and 

I know how heart 4 wrenchingly hard this is for 

her children, as what flashes me is a difficult 

time for my immediate family a few years ago 

after my Dad had passed, helping my mother 

transition to: 1. life without my Dad, 2. life from 

57 years at 9 Sussex Rd. 3. to assisted living, 

address unknown. And let me tell you, and for 

those of you who have already had this on your 

plate, you know it’s hard. It is heart wrenchingly 

hard. For me, it was harder than burying my 

father and I had his funeral. If I did not have 

hope in the Resurrection of Our Blessed Lord, 

because let’s face it, getting my mother into 



assisted living, while heart wrenchingly hard, 

pales in comparison to the death of God, which 

is what Jesus overcame, three days after His 

crucifixion. If I did not have hope in the 

Resurrection, consolation in the Resurrection, I 

would be a basket case. I would be forlorn. I 

would be no help to any of you, to help you with 

whatever it is that’s on your plate. I would be at 

the end of my rope. If I didn’t have hope that my 

Dad is in heaven . . . One of my closest priest 

friends buried his brother, John who died from 

cancer. Like my Dad, John was another 

exemplary follower of Jesus Christ. John’s wife 

was Jewish, a 5 lovely wife and mother. John 

was a musician, and he shared his music 

ministry at his wife’s synagogue on Saturdays 

and at his own Church on Sunday, for years. At 



his funeral Mass, the rabbi from their 

synagogue gave the eulogy. He gave a 

beautiful eulogy that included two things: 1. 

what a great man John was and 2. how sad this 

is. That’s it, because their particular sect of 

Judaism does not believe in the afterlife. Not 

how great John is, but how great John “was” 

and how sad this is. For me, that they do not 

believe in the afterlife was so very sad, so very 

dark, so very final, because death for them, had 

the last word. Not us. We are believers in Jesus 

Christ who conquered death. For us, death 

does not have the last word. I remember 

coming home one night exhausted, after a 

family meeting with my mother, brother, sister 

and Elizabeth, our geriatric care manager. 

“What a day” puts it mildly. So I came home, 



flung myself on the couch, and started praying 

to my Dad. “Dad . . . Dad . . . Dad.” And what I 

heard in my mind was the “clear as a bell” 

phrase, “I will take care of your mother.” I 

received this overwhelming assurance that my 

6 Mother would be alright, through the 

intercession of my Dad, who also conquered 

death, and was in heaven. I’ll backtrack a few 

more years, to my years as a student in a 

Catholic School, as next week, we are 

celebrating Catholic Schools Week. As a young 

boy, where did I learn this? Where did I come 

after the Lord? 9 Sussex Rd. was one place. St. 

Joan of Arc School was another.  Where did I 

get to know Him, in order to experience that 

personal relationship with Him that could not be 

given to the “people at large?” At home, and at 



St. Joan of Arc School.  Where were the seeds 

of my vocation to be a fisher of men planted? At 

home, and at St. Joan of Arc School. As I am a 

member of the Swift Family, I am also a 

member of the St. Mary of the Lakes family. As 

pastor, I am “father” of the family, as I said at 

the beginning of the homily. And what’s on the 

plate of this family of St. Mary of the Lakes, 

what’s on our plate is the upcoming capital 

campaign, aptly named by our parish council as 

“Our Faith, Our FAMILY, Our Future.” A 

significant part of the campaign is financing 

Catholic education, not only in our school, but in 

our PREP and adult 7 faith formation programs, 

because the same things that St. Joan of Arc 

School did for me, we do for the students here 

at St. Mary of the Lakes. This year’s theme for 



Catholic Schools is “Communities of Faith, 

Knowledge and Service.” What’s that but a 

paraphrase of the last verse in today’s gospel: 

He went around all of Galilee, teaching 

(knowledge) in their synagogues, proclaiming 

the gospel of the kingdom (faith), and curing 

every disease and illness among the people 

(service). Come check us out at our School 

Mass next Sunday at 12:15 p.m., and an open 

house following the Mass from 1:00 – 3:00 p.m. 

at St. Mary of the Lakes School – a community 

of Faith, Knowledge and Service! 


