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Many of you will remember that five years ago we were already preparing to host the Chrism Mass 
for the Ordinariate of the Chair of St. Peter.  At this Mass, typically offered in our diocese one week 
before Maundy Thursday, the priests all renew the promises they made on the day of their ordination, and 
the holy oils are blessed for the coming year.  With so many people coming from all across the United 
States and Canada, we anticipated that we would have a big crowd, so we finally changed all the light 
bulbs in our chandeliers and installed the side pews on the Gospel side of the church. 

Bishop Lopes’ intention at first was to alternate the Chrism Mass between Houston and one of his 
larger communities each year.  He explicitly stated that he wanted everyone in the Ordinariate to see our 
beautiful church.  But his more immediate goal was to draw attention to the sacrifices that the Pastoral 
Provision parishes had made over thirty years, between 1983 and 2012, sacrifices that had made possible 
the erection of the Ordinariates across the globe—in North America, the United Kingdom, and Australia.  
I remember saying to myself, “At last there will be an acknowledgement of what the Pastoral Provision 
pastors had had to endure.”  I thought that in some small measure today’s Gospel’s conclusion applied: 
“…for everyone who exalts himself will be humbled, but he who humbles himself will be exalted.” 

The Pastoral Provision was the means by which married former Anglican ministers could be ordained 
Catholic priests.  Generous by all accounts, St. John Paul II, whose feast day was yesterday, had 
responded positively to petitions from Anglicans in the United States; and Bishop Joseph Martino here in 
Scranton had likewise been generous with us.  Unfortunately, in too many places the Bishops would not 
entertain petitions just like ours.  I received more phone calls than I can count from Anglican ministers 
asking, “How can I do what you did?  How can I bring my Episcopalian parish into the Catholic church?”  
All I could do was direct them to their local bishop, who most often either dithered or outright rejected 
them. 

So even though St. John Paul II had established the Pastoral  Provision in 1980, by 2009, nearly thirty 
years later, there were only seven such communities in the world, and we were one of them.  We were 
regularly told by men within the Church that although we had emphasized the Pastoral part, the great 
kindness of a man who would be canonized a saint in 2014, we should have focused on the Provision 
aspect, because the whole enterprise was provisional and would soon disappear.  The crowning insult 
came just months before the Apostolic Constitution that erected the Ordinariates was promulgated.  In the 
summer of 2009 our delegates’ own secretary defended his doctoral dissertation in Rome, arguing that the 
Pastoral Provision was a failure and would soon die.  These humiliations were all very humbling, and we 
took them all without comment.  Thus, I looked forward to our vindication in March of 2018, when 



Bishop Lopes would set the record straight in person, here in Scranton, in the very first church the 
Ordinariate had purchased in the spring of 2012. 

Then something very good for me happened.  As the day our triumph neared, a spring snowstorm 
appeared and slammed the Northeast coast.  The three major airports up here—JFK, Philly, and 
Newark—were all closed, and very few people from around the country could get to Scranton.  The Vicar 
General called me and informed me that although Scranton had very little snow, the Chrism Mass was 
cancelled here and would be celebrated at the Cathedral in Houston.  Because of this “act of God,” our 
exaltation would have to wait.  It was a time for us, and me in particular, to eat more humble pie. 

To say that I was crushed is probably an understatement.  We had suffered many disappointments, but 
that one topped them all.  I would have done well to study the life of him who had made the Pastoral 
Provision possible to begin with.  St. John Paul II had had to attend seminary during World War II in 
secret, while Krakow, where he lived, was under German occupation.  The seminary building had been 
taken over by the Germans; so when the city was liberated in January of 1945, the Church got her 
seminary back.  St. John Paul volunteered to clean the toilets.  His road to sanctity included the most 
despised of all household chores, the equivalent of Jesus washing the feet of the disciples. 

As I reflected further, I remembered two more people who had started out the same way.  Fr. Patrick 
Peyton is known as the Rosary priest, “The family that prays together stays together” being his most 
famous quote.  He was declared venerable by the Holy See in 2017, and we await his beatification if by 
his intercession a miracle in his favor should be approved.  But he began his career in the Church cleaning 
the toilets here, at the Cathedral in Scranton.   

Even closer to home, that is how Venerable Servant of God Maria Kaupas got her start, too.  Before 
she founded the Sisters of St. Casimir, before she founded Catholic schools all over the United States, 
before she was declared venerable in 2010, Mother Maria cleaned the toilets right here at St. Joseph 
Church while serving as the housekeeper for her brother, the pastor, Fr. Anthony Kaupas.  And I’m 
certainly not claiming to be in the same league as those people; whereas they voluntarily embraced the 
humility that is God’s will, mine was thrust upon me by circumstances beyond my control. 

Perhaps what I required in the Spring of 2018 was the mortification not of my body but of my ego, a 
reminder that the exaltation we long for is not one we will experience on earth but is the eternal sort that 
we will know only after we pass from the life on earth.  God forbid that the Lord describe me as having 
already received my reward.  The Lord instead sent a snowstorm, and the recognition I desired has 
remained as obscure as it should be, obscure enough to keep me humble and thus still on the way, praise 
God, to heaven. 

I commend such humility to you.  If, like me, you require the mortification of your ego, and you 
would like to imitate the virtues of the saints, the head of our volunteer cleaning crew, Theresa Baux, 
recently had a health scare that is going to put her out of commission for a while.  We have the same 
volunteer opportunities, cleaning toilets, that the saints have long embraced in following the example of 
Him who first washed our feet. 

 


