
Saints Simon and Jude – Patron Saints of the Anonymous?

Jesus went up to the mountain to pray, and he spent the night in prayer to God.  When day
came, he called his disciples to himself, and from them he chose Twelve, whom he also named
Apostles: Simon, whom he named Peter, and his brother Andrew, James, John, Philip,
Bartholomew, Matthew, Thomas, James the son of Alphaeus, Simon who was called a Zealot,
and Judas the son of James, and Judas Iscariot, who became a traitor.  (Luke 6:12-16)

Simon and Jude could be called the patron saints of anonymity because we know so little about
them. The gospel writers seem to struggle even to remember their names and how to identify
them.  Luke calls Simon “the Zealot” but Matthew and Mark call him “the Canaanite.”  Honestly,
he is best known as being “not Simon Peter.” Jude fared no better.  He is best known as
“Judas—not the Iscariot.”  One of the gospel writers identifies Jude as the son of James, while
Matthew calls him Thaddeus.  Jude has only one line in the entirety of the Gospels: “Lord, what
has happened that you are going to reveal yourself to us and not to the world?” which basically
translates to “What are you talking about Lord?” There is a Book of Jude in the New Testament,
but most scholars think that he did not write it.  If he did, he makes no reference to himself
within it.

The Gospels say that Jesus spent an entire night in prayer before choosing the twelve who
would become his apostles, so, we see how carefully he chose these men.  Perhaps he chose
Peter and Thomas precisely because he knew they would handle well the roles of being
center-stage, given their outgoing nature.  But perhaps he chose Simon and Jude precisely
because he knew that they would be wonderful in supporting roles.  I suppose he needed some
of his apostles to be “lead actors,” but he needed others to work behind the scenes.

I grew up in the countryside outside of the tiny town of Church Point, Louisiana; I was the
youngest of five boys—no girls!  One Saturday late-morning, I was in my pajamas watching TV
when the doorbell rang.  I opened the door to a man I’d never met before, a big burly farmer.
He said to me “You’re one of Thibodeaux’s boys, right?” and I said, “Yes, sir, I am.”  He said “My
cows have gotten out of the corral and I just had surgery so I can’t get them back, so you are
going to have to come with me and take care of that for me.”  I said “Yes, sir” and I went and put
on a pair of jeans and got into his old pickup truck.  He drove me to his farm and I got the cows
back into the corral for him.  He drove me back and I never saw him again.   But here’s the
thing: he never got my name.  I was “one of the Thibodeaux boys” and it didn’t matter to him
which one I was; he just knew that if I was one of the Thibodeaux boys, then I was going to
bring his cows in for him.  And he was right.  I cherish that memory. I’m proud of being
associated with my passel of brothers who were known for helping out a stranger.  And I’m
proud of that moment of anonymous service.  I feel privileged when I get an opportunity to do
good works without recognition.

If the Lord calls you to the center-stage, well then, perform as best you can in the spotlight.  But
if the Lord calls you to work back-stage, then you can pray to Saints Simon and Jude for the



grace to see divinity in it; for the grace to see what a blessed calling it is to serve in a quiet,
anonymous way.  It is a privileged and saintly way to give back to the Lord for all the loud and
quiet ways that he has been so good to you.
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