
Homily for the fifth Sunday of Easter, May 15, 2002 

The name of Tyson Fury is likely unknown to you. He is currently the heavyweight boxing champion of the world. A 

native of Manchester, England, he recently defeated Deontis Wilder to retain his title. Although I did not see the fight, I 

did, however, see his interview with a boxing analyst after he was declared the victor by knock out.  

He said, “I want to give thanks to my Lord and savior Jesus Christ. I give Him the glory; He gives me the victory”. 

His inspired words could very well sum up today’s first reading from the Acts of the Apostles. 

Paul and Barnabas have completed their first successful mission. Luke informs us they made “a considerable number of 

disciples” (Acts 14:21). Tellingly, they report not what they had done, but what the Lord did with them. It was by the 

grace of God, not their own missionary strategy, that had opened the door to the Gentiles.  We read: 

“And when they arrived, they called the church together and reported what God had done for them and how He opened 

the door of faith to the Gentiles (Acts 14:27). 

Paul and Barnabas were overjoyed in what God had done to bring faith to the heathen. 

Bear in mind that the main character of the story of our salvation is God Himself, who acts through His representatives. 

Though unseen, one can see His invisible hand at work over the centuries. 

The late St. Mother Teresa of Calcutta often described herself as a little pencil in God’s hand, merely an instrument. 

In his autobiography, Bishop Fulton Sheen recalls an audience with Pope Pius XII. The Pontiff asked Sheen, “How many 

converts have you made in your Life?” He answered, “Your Holiness, I have never counted them. I might think I made 

them instead of the Lord. 

Regrettably, evangelism intimidates too many of the faithful. Too many protest that they are too shy, are poor public 

speakers and not very knowledgeable about the doctrines of the faith. 

To be a successful ambassador of the faith does not mean that one has to explain every church teaching or have the 

power of convincing other of the truths of the faith. What truly matters is the witness of one’s life.  

A story: When I was a boy and a student at a Catholic elementary school I often attended mass with all my classmates. I 

never failed to see a white haired woman in the back of the church saying her prayers. She was the mother of two of my 

classmates, who are twins, and are now acting judges in Albany County. Her witness touched my young soul. 

Years later, I told one of her sons my story. He, in turn, told his mother. She was mystified. She said, “I simply attended 

mass”. No big deal, right? 

I have no doubt that this pious woman played a role in my vocation to the priesthood. She was my inspiration. I can’t 

explain why. It is a mystery.  

Several years ago, in 1983, I was undergoing treatment for one of the blood cancers, lymphoma. While dining with my 

parents and two seminary officials a former co-worker of mine approached our table. Turning to me, He said, “In our 

office you, John, are an inspiration to us all”. I protested. “I have done nothing to warrant such praise”. 

 How unsearchable are the ways of God.  Let not our secular culture discourage us. Christ lives in you and works through 

us.  At the end of the day, we all may be surprised to learn that we were much better evangelists than we ever realized. 

And the reason can be simply stated: the Lord is our director! 


