
WHEN DID GOD CALL ME TO PRIESTHOOD? 

HOMILY FOR GOOD SHEPHERD SUNDAY 

 

     Today is Good Shepherd Sunday and it is most appropriate to reflect on the 

promise of Jesus to be, “with us always, to the end of time.”  Jesus keeps his 

promise in a number of ways.  He has given us the Eucharist so that he will be 

with us in this sacramental way always.  He is also present in all of the other 

sacraments.  In the Sacrament of Holy Orders, Jesus is present to guide us, feed 

and care for us through the Sacrament of Shepherding. 

     I would like to tell my story of the call to Priesthood.  I am the oldest of the 

four children of Ralph and Caroline Bozza.  I was followed by my brother Ralph 

and my sisters, Sara and Michelle.  The six of us lived in Rockaway, NJ, for all of 

our early lives.  

     I can remember being introduced to God and to simple prayers as a child.  My 

grandmother, Josephine, talked about Jesus, Mary Joseph, St. Anthony and St. 

Michael the Archangel.  I can remember her telling me that there was a great 

battle between St. Michael and his armies and Satan and his followers and how 

St. Michael was victorious. 

     My first two years of schooling were at the Washington School in Rockaway.  I 

can remember my first grade teacher, Mrs. Kinney, teaching us the song, “Jesus 

loves me, yes, I know, ‘cause the Bible tells me so.”  She also read the Bible to us 

each day. 

     When St. Cecilia School was completed and opened in 1958, my parents 

enrolled me in the brand new second grade.  I enjoyed my time at St. Cecilia 

School.  I enjoyed the prayer and the studies.  I enjoyed the friendships and 

sports.  I enjoyed having the option to go to morning Mass each day.  I went to 

Mass often and enjoyed it.  I recall enjoying being able to bring my scrambled egg 

sandwich to school to eat after the Mass.  I enjoyed the school library and I 

especially enjoyed reading the lives of the saints. 

     The Sisters of Christian Charity taught religion very well.  They placed in me a 

desire to arrive in Heaven one day.  I wanted that for myself and for my family 

and friends.  My mother’s brother, my Uncle Nick, lived with us when I was a 

small boy.  From what I was learning about God and the Commandments, my 

Uncle Nick was in trouble.  He never went to Mass.  I was fearful that he might 

not go to heaven.  I remember thinking that if perhaps I became a priest, maybe I 



could help him with confession and help him to enter heaven when he died.  That 

thought and the feeling that I would be a priest has endured through all of my life.  

I was trained for Confession in 1959 when I made First Confession and First 

Communion.  The Sisters very carefully formed our consciences. 

     In our neighborhood, when we were very young, the boys and girls played 

together.  I remember feeling concerned about Cheryl my next door neighbor.  

She was not a Catholic and I was afraid that she could not go to heaven without 

baptism in the catholic Church.  I don’t remember all of the details but I do 

remember gathering my friends and that we baptized Cheryl in our backyard so 

that she could go to Heaven one day. 

     In addition to going to Mass every Sunday and sometimes on weekdays and 

being an altar server, I remember walking to church on Saturday afternoons with 

my neighbor to go to confession. 

     I knew from second grade on, that I would be a priest.  I did not hear the voice 

of God, like Samuel in the Temple.  I just knew that being a priest was what I 

wanted to do and would do.  I knew I had to be a priest.  I think that was a 

“grace.” 

     I did not know many priests very well. I was never in a rectory.  I just knew that 

priests administered the sacraments to God’s people and that was what I wanted 

to do. 

     When I was in eighth grade my teacher suggested that I should enter the new 

high school seminary, Blessed John Neumann Preparatory in Wayne.  I said, 

“Okay.”  However, when the time came to take the entrance exam for the 

diocesan high schools, which included Neumann Prep and Morris Catholic, I put 

Morris Catholic as my first choice and Neumann Prep as my second choice.  Most 

of my friends were going to Morris Catholic after all.  On Monday, when I came to 

school, my teacher called me to the front of the room to speak to me.  She said, 

“Sr. Joan of Arc and I saw that you made a mistake when you filled in your 

entrance exam.  You put Morris Catholic as your first choice and Neumann Prep as 

your second.  We corrected that for you.  We placed Neumann Prep as your first 

choice.”  I said, “Yes, Sister.”  I think this was another grace for me.  

     I attended Neumann Prep Seminary and then St. Louis University.  Finally I 

studied theology at The Catholic University of America in Washington, DC.  When I 

finished my studies, I was ordained in May of 1977 by Bishop Lawrence B. Casey.  I 

have served as parish priest for almost 43 years now. 



    One quick story.  I mentioned feeling concerned about my Uncle Nick when I 

was a small boy.  Around 2009, my Uncle Nick called my mother and asked that 

she and I visit him in Pennsylvania.  He was very sick with advanced cancer when 

he called my mother.  We made arrangements to drive to his home in western 

Pennsylvania, near Harrisburg.  We arrived late in the evening, had supper and 

stayed overnight.  Early the next day, I got up early to try to spend some time with 

my Uncle Nick alone.  We met in the living room.  He was in his wheel chair and I 

sat on the sofa.  I said to him, “Uncle Nick, I know you are very sick.  You know 

God wants to help everyone arrive in Heaven.  Do you want me to help you get 

ready for heaven?”  He replied, “That’s why I called you here.  You are a priest 

and you are my nephew.  Tell me what I need to do.”  I was able to walk him 

through the sacrament of Confession and anoint him.  He died about two weeks 

later, reconciled with God. 

     I realized on my way home, that exactly fifty years earlier, as a small boy, I had 

thought that if I became a priest, I might be able to help my Uncle Nick with 

confession.  God does some amazing things in our lives! 

     I really love being a priest.  I love forgiving sins.  I love anointing the sick.  I love 

preaching and celebrating Mass.  I love praying and teaching people to pray.  I 

love being a priest.  It is a great life! 

     If you are a young guy and wonder whether God may be calling you to serve 

him as a priest, I would be happy to talk with you and help you in any way that I 

can. 

     God bless. 

      

      

 

 


