
It has been a long time since I have written for this site.  Wow—it’s been a year.  At first, I had a good 
excuse…I think.  The academic classes in diaconate formation were ramping up---over the past years 
we’ve studied the entire Bible, two thousand years of Church history, and the doctrine that we profess 
in the Creed every Sunday (that’s the first 1,065 paragraphs of the Catechism in case you were 
wondering)!      

Yet, God was still calling me back to this.  If I’m being honest, he probably never stopped asking me to 
do this. I just found an easy excuse not to.  A series of events a few days ago got me to see this for 
myself.   The Holy Spirit does incredible things if we only pay attention!   

This past weekend was the Christmas Marketplace at St. Joseph’s.  What an outstanding event!  I had 
missed, more than I ever realized, events like these that bring the parish community together.  This 
weekend did just that.   I cannot wait for next year’s event!  Okay, so I might be a little biased.  My wife, 
Julie, had the initial vision and subsequently chaired the organizing committee.  It also could be that I 
realized the practical AND spiritual aspects of her vision; aware of how much our community needed an 
event like this.  On top of everything else she had to do; she made the sacrifices necessary to ensure it 
was as good as it could possibly be.   She was—is--an example to me of the dedication and sacrifice that 
God requires.   

During the academic year taking a break from writing made sense.  At least that is what I told myself.  
But, in the summer?  I fell into the rhythm of not writing and got comfortable the way I was.  I’ve grown 
a lot in my faith over the previous year, why do I need something else?  It’s an easy trap to fall into—and 
it won’t be the last time I am duped.  It is precisely why we need God’s grace and mercy in our lives.  
There will come a time when we get comfortable just the way we are, thinking we’re “good enough,” 
and resist the uncomfortable urge to change…to grow.   

This all started coming to me as I drove home from class this past Monday night—after I delivered a 
homily to my class…a homily I wrote weeks ago.  At the start of this academic year, we started learning 
how to preach.  To help us hone this skill, we “practice” during our class prayer of Liturgy of the Hours 
(specifically Evening Prayer, or Vespers, which is prayed daily by all bishops, priests and deacons) every 
Monday and Thursday evening.  We rotate through, one of the 11 of us gives a short homily on the 
Scripture reading for that evening.  Monday was my turn.   

I wrote my homily over Thanksgiving weekend…plenty of time before any of the above realizations were 
in my mind.  A week before the Christmas Marketplace and Julie’s final push to the finish line.  Several of 
my classmates seemed to like it.  Then, as I was driving home Monday night it hit me.  That homily had a 
message for me!  I had gotten comfortable not writing.   If you read the homily that follows, you’ll see 
what I mean by that.  The homily is titled “Living Un-comfortably.”  It’s based on St. Paul’s letter to the 
Philippians:   

“We eagerly await the coming of our Savior, the Lord Jesus Christ.  He will give a new form to this lowly 
body of ours and remake it according to the pattern of his glorified body, by his power to subject 
everything to himself.”  (Philippians 3:20b-21)   

 

My wife, Julie and I have been reminiscing recently about the state of our house ten years ago.  That is 
when we finished the second house remodeling of our marriage, our current home.  These recollections 



were started by a discussion around the updates that we need to work on in the coming years.  Oh, and 
all the appliances are failing.    It seems like it never ends.  There is always something to do—to repair, 
replace or update.  Maintaining a home is a perpetual project.  We inherited our current house from my 
grandmother who really did not update anything. The house was in desperate need of some serious TLC.  
Roof.  Furnace.  Windows.  Old plumbing and electrical.  Kitchen appliances older than we were.  If it isn’t 
broke, don’t fix it she always said.  It was comfortable for my grandmother just the way it was.    

The remodeling process was not easy.  We hired a skilled architect and builder that we trusted to give us 
an outstanding finished product.  They had a great reputation and many examples of past work and 
satisfied customers.  We did our part too though—to save money and feed my DIY habit.   It required 
sacrifice.  We lived in a small, low-rent apartment during the process—many of our belongings stacked in 
storage bins occupying half of the living room.   We spent evenings and weekends on the job site—
sometimes until very late at night, in 100+ degree heat and without air conditioning.  Life was not 
comfortable.   Yet, when finished, the final product was better and more glorious than it was before.   It 
was worth every bit of sacrifice, ounce of sweat, drop of blood and moment of discomfort that it 
required.   

St. Paul tells the Philippians today that Jesus will remodel them—remodel us—if we let him. “He will give 
us a new form to this lowly body of ours and remake it according to the pattern of his glorified body.”   
We must be ready for our Holy carpenter and be willing to do what he asks of us to achieve this new and 
improved version of ourselves.   

It is easy to get comfortable just the way we are.  No matter where you may be on your spiritual journey.  
There is temptation to compare ourselves with others, noting how much more pious we may be.   
Perhaps more likely the comparison is with a past version of ourselves.  Do you pray more…do 
more…give more than last month?  Last year?  And if we let ourselves do that, we will slowly slip into a 
dilapidated spiritual state capable only of being bulldozed to ground when Jesus comes again.  We are 
always in need of some spiritual remodeling.   The perpetual upkeep that helps us be ready when Jesus 
comes.  Get used to being uncomfortable. Get used to sacrificing.  It comes along with being formed into 
who God wants us to be.  Entrust yourself to the hands of the most skilled builder ever and I guarantee it 
will all be worth it. The result will be more glorious than before.   

 

 

 


