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I am Tony Devlin and, surprisingly, I am not here to talk to you about That Man is You, which is a great 

program and you should absolutely come and join us on Saturday mornings or Tuesday Evenings. Instead, I 

want to talk to you about my relationship with Jesus Christ. At the beginning of his Gospel, Saint John uses the 

phrase, “It was about four o’clock in the afternoon,” to describe the moment when he met Jesus Christ and his 

life changed forever. Do you remember your four o’clock moment? I sure do. For me, it came on a Sunday 

morning, right after the 9:30 Mass at Cathedral Parish, in Harrisburg. I knelt in front of the statue of Saint 

Joseph and said, “I don’t know who you are; I don’t know how this works but I’m a mess. Please help me.” 

Saint Joseph didn’t care that I still thought I was an atheist. He didn’t even care that I had been a jerk most of 

my life. The only thing that mattered was that I had finally cracked open the door to my heart. Of course, I did 

not realize it at the time but that moment set in motion a chain of events that brought me face to face with 

Jesus in Father Rozman’s office when he welcomed me back into the Catholic Church. 

Now, it was not all sunshine and daffodils after that. You don’t go from zero to Jesus without some serious 

reconstruction. Turning my life over to Jesus meant that I had to relook every aspect of my life and reevaluate 

my choices. I asked God to break down my pride and change my heart. I probably should have realized He 

would take that kind of request seriously. I had to learn how to forgive myself, first. Bishop Gainer once told 

me, “Jesus has already forgiven you. Who are you to hold a grudge?” I had to grow up and accept my role as a 

faith leader in my family, actively praying and teaching the kids how to pray. I had to admit that most of my 

adult movie and music choices were not even appropriate for adults, let alone for children. I had to stop 

pretending to be charitable and actually become charitable by giving my first fruits, like the Bible advises us to 

do. I had to realize that my pro-choice views made no sense at all. Little things like that. 

I don’t want you to think that I walk around like it is Lent all the time. These are such small payment for the joy  

I receive every day. It took me a long time to learn to pray but, now that I have, I carry on meaningful 

conversations with God and the saints every day. I come to God in joy, in praise, in fury, and in despair. He 

takes me in, whatever my mood, gives me insight, calms my soul and regularly answers my prayers.  

Because of Jesus, I stopped believing in coincidence but see miracles happen all the time: conversions, 

changes of heart, changes of fortune, friends healed when the best doctors said there was no chance. I don’t 

pray for miracles, anymore; I pray in expectation of them. But the best part of this relationship are the constant 

tiny miracles that affirm Jesus’ love for me. Here’s one: I love the picture of Saint Joseph and a young Jesus 

that hangs in the lobby of the school. A while ago, I was having a horrible couple weeks at work. I went to the 

daily Mass near my office and, afterward, I knelt to pray in front of the statue of Saint Joseph. When I looked 

down, there was a holy card with that picture of Saint Joseph and Jesus that I love. God placed that card, 

knowing I would see it. But that’s not even the cool part. I took a card and saw it had a novena on the back. I 

said, “This is great, Saint Joseph, but I already have novenas. What I really need is a daily prayer I can say to 

you.” The next day, I knelt in front of Saint Joseph again, looked down and there was a different prayer card. I 

turned it over and it said, “Daily prayer to Saint Joseph.” 

Seriously. How can you not love God, when He pays that much attention to the little things? So that’s the story 

of my four o’clock moment and my relationship with Jesus. I hope you remember your four o’clock moment. 

Find me after Mass at the Parish Transformation table and tell me about it. If you don’t remember yours, 

though, ask Jesus to give you another one. One more thing. Father talked about the amazing story of St. 

Augustine, who would not have become a great saint without his mom, St. Monica, praying for his conversion. 

I’m no great saint but I have my own St. Monica. My mom kept a picture of me right by her statue of the Holy 

Family and prayed for me every day for decades. So I have to ask…how many St. Monicas are sitting out here 

today, wondering if all those prayers are doing any good. Don’t give up. Don’t stop praying. Don’t you ever stop 

praying. I am proof that it works. Thank you.  


