
Dear Parishioners of Sacred Heart, 

Happy Father’s Day to all our Sacred Heart Fathers! 

        Growing up, some of the happiest times my brothers and I spent 
together were down in our basement near our fathers’ workbench.  We 

would admire all of his tools in their proper places, (until we were finished 

with them!), check out the jars and cans, the containers of nails and screws, 

nuts and bolts, bits and pieces and parts kept on the shelves “just in case”.  

In time, we could name the different types of saws and hammers, wrenches 

and pliers and screwdrivers because my father wanted us to know them and 
know how to use them.  Sometimes we would see something he was in the 

process of making – a shelf, a bench, a picture frame.  Those tools and 

those creations have made their way into our homes, just as those 

memories have found a home in our hearts.  It is still very moving to hold a 

hammer that he once held or to gaze at a shelf that he built on that 

workbench all those years ago. 

        Whether they are carpenters or technicians, salespersons or scientists, 

cooks or farmers, managers or teachers or anything else they are – fathers 

build things, they make things.  My fathers’ tools only remind me of the 

others tools he used at the workbench of the world that he and my mother 

made for our family – strength, patience, understanding, humor, faith, 

courage and, of course, an abiding, protective love that sheltered us from all 
the storms that would come our way.  Fathers take something from their 

souls, their minds, their hands and their hearts and put together a life for 

those they have decided and desired to keep safe in their care.  We never 

quite know the hardships they endured, the sacrifices they made, the 

worries that we gave them until, perhaps, their sons become fathers 

themselves, their daughters become mothers, their children become all 
grown up.  One thing I am certain of is that of all the things my father built, 

he believed his children were his greatest works, his masterpieces.  He 

never said it.  He just showed it.  Thanks Dad.                                                   

Thank you fathers, all of you.  May our Heavenly Father bless the work of 

your lives, the labors of your love.  

With prayers and gratitude,  

Father John 


