
From Fr. Tom Butler’s Homily Library 

Honest-to-Goodness Catholicism 

 

     Today our gospel* is about a man who had his sins forgiven. I know that you, too, 

have many times confessed your sins to the priest and sought the Lord’s forgiveness. 

Well, this morning I have a confession to make to you. I hope that you will not mention 

what I have to say to another soul. But, at the same time, I am hoping that you will learn 

from something that has happened to me. 

     Some time ago, I decided to drop down to the heart hospital to pay a quick visit to 

check on a fellow priest who was spending time there for a heart-by-pass operation. I 

was in a big hurry, so it was going to be a quick in and a quick out trip. 

     Well, I pulled into the parking lot only to find out that all the parking spaces were 

already taken…that is except for a few slots that were reserved for doctors. I didn’t 

think that a lot of doctors would arrive in the next thirty minutes, so I decided to do the 

unthinkable. I pulled into one of their slots.  

     As I was leaving the car, I noticed a woman walking toward me. And not wanting to 

appear unfriendly, I said, “Good morning.” Well, immediately – as if my greeting was 

filled with aspirin and antibiotics that chased away all the germs – she smiled back at 

me and said, “How do you do, Doctor?” And then, in my most charming bedside 

manner I responded, “I am fine and I hope you are, too.” 

     Notice she called me ‘doctor’. But I am not a doctor. I must admit that I am proud of 

those people who are doctors, but I am not one myself. Then the light went on! I was 

parked in a doctor’s slot. That was her problem. 

     Now here is the lesson that I would like to hand on to you. It takes more than a nice 

shiny veneer to make a cabinet. It takes more than a uniform and some shoulder pads to 

make a football player. It takes more than a badge to make a policeman. And it takes 

more than a parking spot to make a doctor. And, by the same token – and applying it to 

you this morning – it takes more than just attendance as Mass to make a real honest-to-

goodness Catholic. 

     That friendly lady misjudged me. In truth, I am incapable of putting a Bandaid on 

her cut finger, but she thought I was a skilled, talented doctor. And why? Because of 

where I parked! She caught ME and so now I am asking you:  Are you pulling that same  
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old trick? Are you fooling the public just because of where you park your car on Sunday 

morning or all the other mornings throughout the week? Are you really what your 

presence at the Lord’s table says you are? Are you genuine? Are you real? Is your 

Catholicism the real thing? Or are you just parking in God’s parking lot? 

     Well, like Coke, I hope you are the real thing.  

 

 

*Inspired by Mark 2:1-12 

 


