
Introduction 

“Grace to you and peace, from God our Father and the Lord Jesus Christ.” (1 Cor 1:3)  I am happy to 

introduce myself to you as an Aspirant in formation to become a permanent Deacon.  I am part of the 

Class of 2025, along with 13 additional men from other parishes in our Diocese.  I am by no means a 

saint.   Yet, with infinite goodness and mercy God is gently calling me into a deeper relationship with 

Him to become who He wants me to be.   

I am a native of Downers Grove and a lifetime a member of St. Joseph Parish.  My wife Julie and I built 

our current home on the same foundation—literally—that my grandfather built in 1964 for his family’s 

home.  Our daughter Ellie is about to finish Kindergarten at St. Joseph School.    Some of you may know 

me from my involvement in various ministries in the Parish.  I have been an Extraordinary Minister of 

Holy Communion and Lector for over 20 years and serve on the Worship Commission as coordinator for 

Extraordinary Ministers.  At various times I have also been involved in Shut-In Ministry and Religious 

Education as a Catechist, RE Board member and board president.  Together, Julie and I are also part of 

the Baptism Preparation team.   

My first class, Spirituality of the Diaconate, is coming to an end, but my journey to the ordained life is 

just beginning.   I will be posting regular reflections here during my time of formation.  Sharing my 

experiences as a husband, father, son, friend, and professional on the road to adding Deacon to my list 

of identities.  Perhaps you will learn something about the formation process for Deacons.  Maybe you 

will be entertained.  Or, possibly God might invite you to encounter Him outside the four walls of the 

Church.   Come. Journey with me.  Let’s discover Him together as He truly is; our hungry, naked, 

imprisoned, homeless, frail and forgotten King.     

Who is God calling you to be?   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



What Does Jesus Look Like 5/11/21 

My precious six-year old daughter, Ellie, asked me recently what Jesus looked like.  It was at an 

adorable, yet challenging conversation that went something like this. 

Ellie: Daddy, what does Jesus look like? 

Me: That’s him on the crucifix.  That’s what he looked like.   

Ellie: Did he always look that sad?   

Me: No, but the crucifix is an image of Him right after he died.  It hurt a lot, that’s probably why he looks 

like that.   

Ellie: But nobody took any pictures of Him, right?  So, how do we know that’s what he looks like?   

At this point, I tried to explain to her the Shroud of Turin plus visions of the Saints help us understand 

what he looked like.   

Ellie: No. I want to know what he looks like now?  After he came back to life.   

She couldn’t stop at one, but had to ask two profound and difficult questions.   What in the world I am 

going to say to this last question?  What does the Holy Spirit look like?  Described in terms that a six year 

old can grasp.  Yet, in this precious and perplexing inquiry, there is a random everyday encounter with 

God.  These questions really got me to think, pray and contemplate their answers.    

Spoiler alert: I have not figured out exactly what Jesus looked like while living as a human.  I can offer no 

better response than to look at all of the various images of Him that exist throughout time.  So, if you 

are interested in definitive answers to those questions, you are not going to find them here.   

I have spent a lot of time pondering these topics.  I spent time also contemplating exactly what God 

might be trying to say to me through Ellie.   Where exactly in the Bible is Jesus’ physical appearance 

described?   He’s the main character.  The hero of an epic tale.  Surely, he must be described 

somewhere in great detail.   Every great author has a way of painting a vivid image of the characters in a 

story.  The best do so with such precision that you can close your eyes and see the heroine sanding right 

in front of you.   Yet, no where in the Bible is Jesus’ physical appearance described.   Did the author of 

this particular book refuse to follow God’s will and just not write about what Jesus looked like?  Why are 

these seemingly important details missing? 

All I can really gather from Scripture about Jesus’ physical appearance is that he did not have any 

significant physical features that distinguished him from anyone else.   When Judas betrays him, he must 

indicate who Jesus is to the guards by embracing him.   He did not reference a physical feature that 

would distinguish Jesus from the other disciples.  “He’s the one with the large ears.”  “He has thin lips.”  

“He looks just like Ophellius’ brother.”   No.  Judas had to demonstratively show the guards who to 

arrest because Jesus looked just like everyone else.   

Perhaps this is meant to draw our attention away from the physical, to make sure we do not focus on 

the things of the flesh.  To not dwell on what Jesus looked like, but rather on what Jesus did and how he 

treated those around him.  To make sure we do not elevate one person over the next based solely on 

some physically distinguishing feature.   



I bet you treat pictures of Jesus with great respect.  That is the image of our Savior, so why wouldn’t 

you?   You gaze in awe and wonder upon Jesus in the Eucharist—this simple, plain, undistinguishable 

piece of bread that is transformed into Jesus himself.   I do too.   Those are images of God that deserve 

the utmost reverence and respect.  But, do I treat every image of God with reverence and respect?    

Aha!  I found it!  There is a verse in the Bible that describes what Jesus looks like.   “God created man in 

his image…” (Gen 1:27).   Jesus was fully God and fully man, his human body was created in the image of 

God, just like mine and yours.   Every single person, now, before, and yet to come is created in the image 

of God.  Every. One.  No. Exceptions.   Looking upon the face of another is gazing upon the image of God.   

So, Ellie, do you want to know what Jesus looks like now?  He looks like you and me.  He looks like our 

neighbors and friends.  He looks like the lonely child in the corner that no one wants to play with.  He 

looks like the stranger struggling to reach for a can on a high shelf at the grocery store.  He looks like the 

homeless man shivering in the cold.    Each human is created in the image of God.  That is why, Ellie, we 

are kind to everyone.  Why we treat all others with dignity, respect and love.  It is why we share our 

time, talent and treasure with those in need.  Because, in reality, there is absolutely no difference 

between us.  How would you want someone to treat you if you were cold, hungry and homeless?   

My sweet daughter, when you look at another person, I pray you always recognize the face of Jesus and 

treat him or her with the same awe, dignity, respect and love you show to the image of Jesus hanging on 

the cross.   I pray that God opens my heart and eyes so that my life is an example for you.   

And I pray that God opens your eyes and heart to be an example for me.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Relationships 5/19/21 

Do you know God?  I mean really know God?  It’s not like saying “I know Tom Ricketts” because I 

happened to run into him at a Cubs game several years back and spent all of two minutes talking to him.   

I know of Tom Ricketts—in case you are wondering, he’s the owner of the Chicago Cubs.  I even met him 

once, albeit brief.  But I do not know Tom Ricketts.  I can’t call or text him and ask if he would like to 

meet up for dinner.  I could not walk up to him at Wrigley Field and start asking about his family or his 

health.   I guess I could do those things, but a restraining order would likely follow. 

Truly knowing someone requires a relationship.  It requires the effort of each person involved to 

develop a knowledge and understanding of the other.  What does she like to do?  What is his favorite 

color?  The understanding you develop about the other person will always start out shallow at first as 

you become acquainted with each other.     

What is your deepest fear?  Greatest desire?  What is your darkest secret?   I highly doubt you would 

feel comfortable blurting out the answers to these questions to a group of people, or to someone who is 

merely an acquaintance.  I am not going to walk up to Tom Ricketts and tell him about what keeps me 

awake at night.  Nor am I going to share my retirement account balance with an acquaintance I only 

encounter once in a while.  I am only going to share this type of information with someone I really know.    

As you spend more time together and communicate more frequently on a deeper level, true 

understanding of the core of that person begins to form.  You begin to love him or her.   

I think back to when my relationship with my wife began to form.  As I got to know her, I wanted to get 

to know more, spend more time together.  This relationship was overflowing with happiness, joy, and 

love.   Sure, there are struggles along the way, but the good that comes from it makes the difficulties 

and effort required well worth it.   I will falter, but the relationship continues because of the love that 

has blossomed between us.  This love comes from and sustains our relationship.   I cannot love her, love 

anyone really, without a deep personal relationship.   

My relationship with God is the heart of my calling to the Diaconate.  I did not fully grasp this at first.   

When I started discerning, I thought I was being asked to live a life of service to others through the 

Church.   It seemed like a logical next step to the many years of lay ministry that had come before.  Yet, 

as I prayed about it, there was something deeper to it that I did not understand.     Despite there being 

some mystery surrounding why I was being called, I trusted God and answered “yes.” 

My formation over the last few months has been focused on developing my spirituality—my relationship 

with God.   Knowing God requires an intimate relationship that is forged over time and requires just as 

much effort to develop as our deepest human relationships.  The good news is that God desperately 

wants to have this relationship with ALL of us.  Each one as intimate and personal as the next.   

God desires this relationship so much that He sacrificed his only Son so that we can come to know Him 

as he truly is.   Stop and think about that for a minute.  If you are a parent, would you hand over your 

child to suffer a painful and humiliating death just so you might be able to have a relationship with 

someone?  You do not even know for sure that the other person wants to have a relationship with you.  

And you are certain that there will be times when that person is going to fail you and let you down.  

Would you make that sacrifice?  Even if I was able to love to the fullest extent humanly possible, I 

couldn’t do that.   But God did for me.  For you.  For all of us.   



As I started to grow in my spirituality and begin to really know God, I began to see that this relationship 

with God is exactly what I am being called to.  It is impossible to bring God to others without first 

knowing who He is.   Ultimately, these encounters will transform me so that God’s love pours out 

through me to everyone I encounter—especially the hardest to love.    

Developing this relationship is hard.  It requires the same effort and investment as building a strong and 

intimate human relationship.  You need to spend time in prayer, quiet the worldly distractions and really 

listen to the subtle whispers of the Holy Spirit.  To have a conversation with God.  As a professional, 

husband and father, I don’t exactly have a lot of “free” time on my hands.  And when I looked at the 

assignments for my first Diaconate class—weekly reading, papers, and multiple days per week praying 

Lectio Divina (more on this form of contemplative prayer to come soon)— I was thoroughly 

overwhelmed.  How was I going to find the time for all of this?  I was afraid.  My desire to control caused 

me to forget that God is not just calling me into the relationship, He will help me with every aspect of 

it—that includes finding the time.     

All it takes is a little bit to get started and it slowly begins to permeate all aspects of daily life and there 

is no more need to “find the time.”   Just like wanting to spend more time with my wife as I got to know 

her, this little time spent getting to know God makes me thirst for more.   When I have five minutes I am 

now more likely to sit quietly and contemplate God’s presence around me than to browse social media 

on my phone.  The time was always there—it was a matter of how I chose to use it.   

Over the next week, I challenge you to find five minutes each day to spend in silence alone with God.  

Just sit and listen.  This could be laying in bed at night before you fall asleep or in the morning between 

snooze cycles on the alarm.   Sit in your car for a few minutes if you arrive early at your destination.  Put 

the kids to bed and pair a glass of wine with some real peace and quiet.  Those five minutes already exist 

in your day.  You just need to decide how you want to use them.  Do you know God? Do you want 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Call 5/26/21 

Figuring out what God has in store you for is not always easy.  Who knows, maybe I’ve got it all wrong.    

But given that we just celebrated Pentecost, I thought sharing the story of my calling to the diaconate 

may help open your eyes to how the Holy Spirit might be nudging you toward the path God designed for 

you.   

I started hearing the call to the diaconate about five years ago.  One Sunday, Deacon Frank walked up to 

me and without saying anything else, simply told me that he thought I would make a good deacon and 

that I should think about that.   I thought about it for all of ten minutes then easily dismissed it by 

rationalizing that there was no way I could manage that on top of family, hobbies and a career.   

But the Holy Spirit is persistent.  About a year later, I am told again—this time by someone completely 

different—that I should consider becoming a deacon. I thought about it a little longer and even talked to 

my wife about it.  She thought I would be a good deacon too.  Uh oh.  But I was travelling a lot for work, 

so maybe at some point in the future it would be a good idea, but not now.   

Then came the turning point.   I had recently changed jobs and was travelling a small fraction of what I 

once did.  I don’t know why, but I started praying about it again. Julie and I talked about it and decided 

we needed to get more information.  The following Friday, we were on the schedule to lead the monthly 

Baptism preparation session.  Deacon Frank and Deacon Greg are both there, so we thought this would 

be a great opportunity to talk to them a bit more about it.   

Before I could say anything on the topic, Deacon Greg hands me a parish bulletin, folded open to a page 

in the middle.  On that page is an announcement about informational sessions on the diaconate 

formation program in our diocese—they were accepting applications for the class of 2024.  (We are now 

the class of 2025 due to a brief COVID-related pause in the program.)  You might think that was it.  A 

slam dunk.  Not quite.  One did not need attend these sessions to apply for the program, but it would be 

a good first step.  The times just did not seem to work with our schedule.   That must mean I am not 

being called to be a Deacon.  Phew!  That was close.   

For some reason though, I kept praying about it.   I kept asking Deacon Greg questions.   At one point he 

told me “you do not need to be a Deacon to do most of what a Deacon does.”  Sigh of relief.  I can still 

serve the church without being ordained.   Yet, something about all this was not sitting right with me.  

There was more to this than God calling me to serve the Church.   There was some other reason why I 

was being called to the diaconate.   

A few Sundays later, as I sat in our typical pew before Mass, I happened to glance over my shoulder.  

There was Deacon Frank waiting to start the entrance procession.  When I looked at him, I realized he 

was standing in roughly the spot where years earlier he randomly told me I should consider the 

diaconate.  The opening hymn that morning was “The Summons.”  In case you are not familiar with it, 

the first line is “Will you come and follow me if I but call your name?”   Even now, writing this, it brings 

tears to my eyes.    

The Holy Spirit is now shouting in my ear!  But, I still procrastinated in filling out the application.  I would 

find reasons why this wasn’t the right “time” or why I really wasn’t the right person to be a Deacon.  The 

“coincidental” scheduling misalignment.  What if I have to travel for work?  The time!  How will I ever 

find the time?!?!   I was afraid.   Surely, I cannot do this.   



There is a reason the message “do not be afraid” is the most common in the Bible.  Society tells us that 

the path to follow Jesus is a foolish one.  There is happiness, excitement, joy fulfillment everywhere else.  

You can do it.  Self-empowerment.  Be your own person.  All of these messages engrain within us a 

natural fear of difficulty or anything we cannot control.  Why should you rely on God when you can do it 

all yourself?   What society offers is fleeting while the relationship that I am building with God far 

surpasses anything the material world could offer me.   

I spent some time in silence before writing this tonight.  It’s only Wednesday and I have already had a 

week’s worth of struggles.   I was frustrated, tired, anxious, and unsettled when I sat down.   I was 

dreading the rest of the week.  Had I not answered God’s call to surrender myself to Him, I would not 

have been doing this tonight.  No, I would have zoned out watching television.  Or maybe gone to the 

driving range to vent my frustrations.  Instead, I spent time doing what God has asked me to do.   

Now I sit here relaxed.  The difficult work week a distant memory.  I am filled with God’s peace and in a 

place that no earthly path could ever lead.    All of the human burdens weighing me down when I started 

tonight have been replaced by Jesus’ weightless yoke.   Answering God’s call for your life will not be free 

from difficulty.  But it will yield rewards far beyond anything else you may experience.  I will rest easy 

tonight and rise refreshed knowing that I am right where God wants me to be.   

 


