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The readings today describe the dawn of Jesus’ ministry and the fulfilment God’s plan of 

redemption for Israel. They’re all about the emergence of hope in a world afflicted by 

darkness and discord, much the way things seem to be nowadays, too. 

 

The gospel introduces us to Jesus as he escapes from Herod and begins to assemble his 

band of disciples. As you listened, the speed with which Peter and his brother dropped 

everything and followed Jesus immediately may have struck you as pretty unusual, to say 

the least. If so, I suspect you’re not alone. 

 

My VFW friend, Al, told me one day that he had trouble with this passage. 

“Are you asking me to believe,” he asked me over coffee, “that Peter and his brothers left 

their dad literally holding his nets in his hands and immediately went off and followed 

Jesus? That sounds incredible to me, Tim. It’s pretty rude, too, seems to me. Would you 

ever do something like that?” 

“For a long time I was put off too, Al,” I agreed, “but years ago I got straightened out by 

an old Jesuit” 

“What did he tell you?” Al asked. 

“Since we’re both combat vets, Al,” I replied. “I think you’ll really appreciate it. I’ll tell 

you the story I was told, and you can decide for yourself how incredible Peter’s behavior 

actually was.” 

 

“It goes like this: Suppose you found yourself ambushed by an enemy, with no place to 

hide and no hope of reinforcement. You can see that the enemy’s artillery is walking in 

towards your position, and you know it’s only a matter of time before it falls right on top 

of you. You know in your heart that you’re toast – you have no hope.”  
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“Suddenly, a mysterious man you’ve never seen before appears next to you and tells you 

he can get you out of there safely, right now. All you have to do is follow him and do 

exactly as he says. Would you follow him?” 

Al assured me that he’d stick to him like a second self. 

“Would you wait to see,” I asked, “how much closer the artillery was going to get or 

form a focus group with your platoon to weigh your options and see if anyone had a 

better idea?” 

He laughed and said no, he’d be out of there in a heartbeat. 

“OK then,” I continued, “As you were following him to safety, would you point out to 

your rescuer other paths along the way that looked better to you?” 

“Probably not,” Alex replied with a grin. 

“…or complain if he ignored your suggestions?” 

“I can see where you’re going with this, Tim,” Alex said. “I wouldn’t let that guy out of 

my sight. What you’re really telling me though is that Jesus is like that mysterious guy in 

the jungle who can save me and there’s no good reason not to follow him immediately. 

But you know, it’s so hard for me to see Jesus as more than just another human 

sometimes.” 

 

“Same for lots of people, including me, too, occasionally,” I agreed. “I need to be 

reminded. The problem’s got quite a history. The heretic Arius, almost two thousand 

years ago, didn’t believe that Jesus was fully human and fully divine either. He was very 

convincing and the church actually came pretty close to adopting his views.” 

“What happened?” Al asked. 

“In the year 325, the emperor called a council and told the leaders of the church to sort it 

out. A deacon named Athanasius led the charge to oppose Arius and he eventually won 

the day. That council came up with a creed which we still pray at every mass to this day. 

It’s called the Nicene Creed, after the name of the town in which the council was held.” 
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“So, I guess deacons are useful for something after all,” Al observed. 

“Occasionally,” I replied, “but you know, Al, that Arian heresy is still alive and well in 

our own time. Lots of people nowadays are happy to admit that Jesus was a good guy and 

probably pretty wise, too, but no way was he God incarnate. But if we don’t believe 

that’s who died on the Cross for us, our whole faith is emptied of its meaning. We really 

need to remember that no human person, regardless how good, wise and holy, could ever 

accomplish that for us.” 

 

“So how do we keep that special awareness of Jesus fresh in our minds?” Al asked. 

“There are plenty of ways to remind ourselves about that reality, Al,” I said. “For 

example, that weird word ‘consubstantial’ that we pray in the Nicene Creed is there 

specifically to keep the truth about Jesus vividly before us.” 

 

“Another opportunity arises when we receive the Eucharist. We consent to and embrace 

his presence and action within us. In that moment we’re following Jesus the way we’d 

follow that mysterious guy in the jungle. We’d follow him…what was that phrase you 

used, Al?”  

“Like a second self,” Al said. “You know, that’s a good way to think of how close we get 

to Jesus in the Eucharist, isn’t it? There’s two of us, but there’s no space between us.” 

 

“Yep,” I agreed, “Both Jesus and the guy in the jungle are something we’re not, they 

know something we don’t know, and for some reason they’re fond of us and want us to 

be safe and well. I don’t know about you, Al, but that reality gives me a ton of genuine 

hope.”  

We got up from the coffee table together to leave and agreed as we parted that any 

reasonable person would follow a leader like that. Probably wouldn’t stop to think twice 

about it.  


