
Thirteenth Sunday in Ordinary Time 
 

“I will follow you wherever you go.”  Sounds great, doesn’t it.  I 
can recall feeling such fervor and having the conviction that I 
could do it.  I was up to the heroic task.  Sort of like Elisha 
taking up Elijah’s prophetic ministry in the first reading. 

And then, concrete reality set in.  “I’m going here,” the Lord 
said, and my response came, “There?   You are thinking I’m 
going to follow you there?”  As it turns out, being heroic is a lot 
harder than our romanticism lets on. 

Jesus is aware of that.  He looks beyond the statement of intent 
and puts all the cards on the table:  In very certain conditions 
must the following take place:  “…the Son of Man has nowhere 
to lay his head.”  And “No one who set a hand to the plow and 
looks to what was left behind is fit for the kingdom of God.” 

That would seem to rule most of us out.  There are examples of 
such undivided allegiance to the call of the Gospel.  I remember 
the scene from the Acts of the Apostles where Paul visits the 
community in Miletus, to bolster their faith on his way back to 
Jerusalem.   

By that time, Paul’s following of Jesus has become so absolute 
that he knows he will not pass by their way again.  The 
departure is accompanied by the deep grief of all concerned.  If 
that’s the only way of following Jesus, that’s a pretty tall order! 

I find a lot of comfort in the life of St. Francis of Assisi.  No one 
that I know of has any doubts about Francis’ singlehearted 
devotion to following Christ.  His discipleship was so obvious 
and all-encompassing that his contemporaries really believed 



that when they looked at Francis, they got a true picture of what 
the Christian vocation entailed. 

One thing I really like about Francis’ story is that he died in 
Assisi.  He had the heart of a missionary and took part in an 
unprecedented mission to the Saracens in the Holy Land—
during the Crusades, no less.  And yet, by the grace of God, his 
final years were spent within view of his home town.  

Apparently, following Christ also allows for following in place.  
In fact, living out one’s life in the familiar environs of a home 
town brings with it a unique call to invest long-term.  We see not 
only our own benefit from such investment, but even more 
importantly we see how that works to the benefit of those we 
love who will be around long after we pass over from this life. 

It can be a bit scary to face the inherent uncertainty of the future:  
will our life end up being more like Paul’s or more like 
Francis’s?  What if we can only choose the one even though the 
call is indicating the other? 

I had the opportunity to talk once with a postulant for the 
Carmelite order who was conflicted about whether God was 
calling her to that life.  Part of the conflict was her fear that, if 
she made the wrong choice, she might lose her vocation.  I don’t 
know where my response came from, but I’ve reflected on it 
often since then and believe in the truth of it.  I told her, “You 
really cannot lose your vocation.  God’s call is constant and 
always available to draw us into deeper union with him and to 
greater service of our brother and sister.  The call is deeper than 
the form of response. 



Thirteenth Sunday in Ordinary Time 

Wherever we find ourselves, whatever the sum of all the 
decisions we have made, God’s call comes to us where we are 
and addresses us in the concrete circumstance of the life we are 
actually living:  “Follow me.” 

My fervent hope is that there will be room in my ongoing 
response to God’s call for a return to live in Terre Haute again.  
I cannot think of any place in the world that I am more inclined 
to call home.  I know that my hope colors how I take leave after 
these last eight years of ministry.  I don’t consider it to be like 
what Paul had to go through.  It seems unlikely to me that we 
will never see one another again.   

It feels much more like how Francis’ life unfolded.  It had a base 
of operations, from which to go out from for the sake of the 
mission given, and to which to return where the deep bonds of 
familiar friendships also speak their truth and give their witness. 

So, if I don’t see you at the picnic, or in the next few weeks as I 
finish the task of getting all my earthly belongings organized 
and moved to Sourthern Indiana, a short 3-hour drive from here, 
let me borrow a phrase from our latino brothers and sisters:  
“Hasta la proxima!”  “Until the next time!” 
 


