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Luke 24:1-12 

I spoke Thursday night about St. Peter and how he had denied our Lord three times, how his failure 
contrasted so with that of St. Veronica, who ministered to Jesus on the Via Dolorosa and wiped our 
Lord’s face with her own towel.  I spoke yesterday about how St. Peter failed in another way, warming 
himself for comfort during Jesus’ interrogation, which included the beginning of our Lord’s physical 
abuse.  This contrasted with St. Mary, the mother of our Lord, who stood out exposed to the elements and 
the murderous soldiers, accompanying our Lord at the foot of the Cross. 

Well, today in our Gospel begins St. Peter’s rehabilitation.  We note that several women, including 
Mary the mother of James, St. Peter’s business partner, came to the Apostles and told them Jesus had 
risen from the dead.  St. Luke reports that the Apostles considered the Good News an idle tale and says 
further that they did not believe the women.  Here’s where things begin to change.  St. Peter, even in his 
disbelief, ran to the tomb, stooped to look in, saw the linen cloths lying there with no body present, and 
then wondered what had happened. 

I wish I could tell you that at that moment St. Peter became the awesome evangelist and courageous 
missionary whose journeys across the Roman Empire helped change the world.  But his conversion 
wasn’t like that.  Later that same day, even as he wondered about what happened, he returned to be with 
the same Apostles and locked the doors for fear of what might still happen to them.  Jesus appeared to 
him and the other apostles two times after that, and still Peter went back to fishing, the occupation he’d 
had before Jesus called him three years before. 

So Jesus came to him a third time and asked him, “Do you love me?” not just once, but three times, 
corresponding to the three-fold denial Peter had proffered on Holy Thursday.  Still St. Peter does not fish 
for men, as Jesus promised he would on the day Peter (then Simon) and James and John were summoned.  
Not until Pentecost, fifty days after St. Peter first ran to the tomb, does our first Holy Father and Vicar of 
Christ actually begin to live into the potential that Jesus saw from the beginning. 

His conversion started, though, with that dash to the tomb we heard about tonight.  I can relate to St. 
Peter because my own journey into the Church was so long and circuitous.  I’ve told many of you I knew 
I was supposed to be priest when I was seventeen, but it didn’t cause me to actually discern what that 
might mean.  Even after I read The Splendor of Truth in the summer of 1993, as I prepared to go to 
seminary, did I imagine that the priesthood to which I had been called was in the Catholic Church.  Here I 
was, reading one of the greatest books written by a pope in the twentieth century, and it didn’t occur to 
me that perhaps I should become Catholic myself.  I don’t often use props when I preach, but here’s my 



original copy of that encyclical, all marked up and highlighted.  It wasn’t until twelve years later that I 
came into the Church. 

But reading that book was the equivalent for me of St. Peter’s race to the tomb.  It was a small step, 
and I didn’t get to my destination right away; but that book set me on the path that led me directly here, to 
this church, to this night, on which I will receive all of you into the Church.  I’m no St. Peter in terms of 
evangelical prowess, but I do share with him a  hesitancy to get moving, an unnecessary delay in fulfilling 
my purpose, and a faith that was little timid, even after I was headed in the right direction. 

Some of you will be able to trace this same movement and recall your own dash to the tomb that set 
you on the way to ending up here tonight.  What we must focus on, however, is not all the delays and the 
timidity or, worse, the failures by which we wounded our Lord before our dash to the Tomb.  What we 
can concentrate on and give thanks for is the witness of people like St. Peter, who took a while to get 
rolling, but when he did, made up in spades for all the fits and starts prior to the fulness of his conversion.  
The face that he was not baptized into the Faith as an infant had no bearing on what he was able to 
accomplish by the grace of God for Holy Mother Church, to the praise and glory of Jesus Christ. 

Indeed, we may be here tonight at the confirmation of a future canonized saint.  One of you has taken 
the name Elizabeth Ann Seton, and this is especially appropriate since she was herself a former 
Episcopalian.  But I mention her because this woman, the patroness of Catholic schools, seafarers, 
widows, and the State of Maryland, was Catholic for just less than sixteen years when she died in 1821, at 
the age of forty-six.  The gifts that she received on the day of her Confirmation set her on the path to 
sainthood, the first native-born American citizen to be canonized. 

I’m not telling you all this to put any pressure on you, but to put you at ease.  Because God loves you, 
forgives you, and wants to be part of every moment of your life, your past does not determine your future.  
Coming late to the party is okay.  The point is you got here.  Just like St. Peter and St. Elizabeth Ann 
Seton.  Remember the parable of the workers in the vineyard.  They didn’t all work the same amount of 
time, but in the end they all received the same reward.  And now that you’ve signed up and signed on, 
your reward is on its way. 


