
Drowning  

It   was   the   summer   of   1982   and   my   family   was   enjoying   a   camping   trip.    A�er   helping   my   father   set  
up   the   8-person   pop-up   camper   the   four   of   us   kids   and   mom   headed   down   to   the   lake   so   my   father  
could   get   some   rest.  

My   brother   and   I   had   just   started   to   learn   how   to   swim   in   a   neighbor’s   inground   pool.    Neither   of  
us   was   good   at   it.    We   didn’t   have   any   actual   swimming   lessons.    We   just   kicked   off   the   side   of   the  
pool   and   flailed   about   trying   to   keep   our   head   above   water.    If   we   sank,   we   just   pushed   off   the  
bo�om   of   the   pool   to   get   back   to   the   surface.  

When   we   got   to   the   lake   we   were   very   intent   on   ge�ng   out   to   the   deeper   water   so   we   could  
actually   swim.    In   no   �me   at   all   we   were   chin   deep.    What   we   failed   to   comprehend   at   11   and   12  
years   of   age   is   that   this   was   not   a   swimming   pool   where   things   were   much   more   predictable.    The  
water   in   the   lake   was   dirty,   had   currents,   and   the   bo�om   was   not   solid   concrete   like   the   swimming  
pool.    Suddenly   we   both   found   ourselves   completely   under   water   as   though   the   bo�om   of   the   lake  
had   just   disappeared.  

Neither   of   us   was   prepared   for   this.    We   didn’t   really   know   how   to   swim.    There   was   no   lifeguard   at  
the   lake.    It   was   posted:   “Swim   at   your   own   risk”.    Mom   was   watching   from   the   shore,   but   she  
didn’t   know   how   to   swim   either   and   we   both   had   six   inches   on   her.    In   an   instant   we   went   from  
having   fun   to   desperately   figh�ng   for   our   lives.  

I   remember   feeling   like   the   water   just   swallowed   me   up.    I   had   not   had   �me   to   get   a   breath   or  
mentally   prepare   myself   for   the   moment.    I   was   covered   in   a   murky   abyss   and   I   was   panicking.    I  
started   kicking   my   feet   and   pulling   at   the   water   with   my   arms.    I   was   tense,   frightened,   and  
disoriented.    I   didn’t   want   to   open   my   eyes   because   the   lake   water   was   dirty.    I   didn’t   know   what   to  
do   and   there   was   no   one   at   the   edge   of   the   pool   who   was   going   to   help.    Having   lost   sight   and  
contact   of   my   brother   I   was   on   my   own,   I   was   drowning!  

Yet   there   was   s�ll   life   in   me,   so   I   kept   kicking   and   pulling   at   the   water   un�l   finally   I   got   to   the  
surface   just   long   enough   to   see   daylight.    I   struggled   for   a   breath   and   got   about   half   water   and   half  
air   and   down   I   went   again   trying   not   to   choke   on   the   water   and   desperately   stretching   for   the  
surface   again.    A   second   �me   I   made   it   to   the   top   and   the   results   were   the   same.    This   was   not  
working,   and   I   was   becoming   fa�gued.  

Then   suddenly   a   calm   came   over   me   that   looking   back   I   can   only   say   was   an   interven�on   by   my  
guardian   angel.    The   fear,   chaos,   and   confusion   just   seemed   to   stop.    My   mind   became   focused   and  
I   realized   what   I   needed   to   do.    I   just   stopped   and   let   myself   sink   to   the   bo�om   so   that   I   could   push  
to   the   surface   with   my   legs.    Desperate   for   air   this   process   seemed   to   take   an   eternity.    With   all   of  
my   floundering   about   I   had   actually   moved   myself   further   away   from   the   shore.    I   made   a   push  
against   the   loose   sandy   soil   of   the   lake   bo�om   and   it   was   enough   to   get   me   to   the   surface.    I   was  
able   to   get   a   good   breath   of   air   and   a   quick   look   around   to   realize   that   I   was   oriented   away   from  
the   shore.    I   forced   myself   to   sink   again,   turned   my   body   in   the   direc�on   I   imagined   the   shore   to   be  
and   made   another   push   to   the   surface.    I   got   another   breath   and   this   �me   I   saw   the   shore.    I  
suddenly   remembered   my   brother   was   out   there   struggling   in   the   same   way   as   myself   and   we  
were   close   enough   to   grab   each   other’s   hand.    Down   to   the   bo�om   we   went   together   and   thrust  
ourselves   to   the   surface   and   toward   the   shore.    We   weren’t   swimming,   but   we   were   surviving,   and  
we   were   doing   it   together.    We   had   a   long   way   to   go   but   at   least   we   were   pointed   in   the   right  
direc�on   and   making   progress.  
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A   decade   later   I   found   myself   drowning   again.    This   �me   in   a   lake   of   my   own   making,   a   lake   of   sin.  

I   was   Bap�zed   into   the   Catholic   church   on   November   26,   1970   just   12   days   a�er   my   birth.    I  
remember   a�ending   religion   class   and   Mass   every   week   and   was   an   altar   server   for   most   of   my  
youth.    I   was   18   when   Tina   and   I   married   in   the   Catholic   church   of   our   youth,   and   we   embarked   on  
our   adventure   of   life.    We   started   off   well   con�nuing   to   a�end   Mass   every   weekend   and   then   as   I  
progressed   through   college,   we   slowly   began   missing   Masses   to   the   point   that   we   no   longer  
a�ended   Mass   except   when   we   returned   home   for   Christmas.  

I   graduated   with   a   BS   and   MS   in   Computer   Engineering   with   high   honors.    I   had   landed   a   great  
paying   job   in   Corporate   America.    Tina   and   I   spent   all   of   our   �me   together   enjoying   all   that   life   had  
to   offer,   or   so   I   thought.    I   didn’t   realize   at   the   �me   that   I   was   in   a   lake   of   sin   of   my   own   making   and  
moving   away   from   shore   with   the   water   approaching   my   chin.  

We   were   blessed   to   find   a   job   opportunity   at   my   company   that   brought   us   back   from   New   York   to  
Vermont   where   our   families   were.    With   the   new   job   came   new   responsibili�es.   Company   mergers,  
downsizing,   and   outsourcing   were   all   challenges   I   was   not   prepared   for   as   a   young   leader.    I   found  
myself   overwhelmed   by   it   all.    Every   day   I   walked   into   work   with   thousand   pounds   of   expecta�ons  
on   my   chest.    I   could   not   breath.  

I   found   myself   unable   to   make   a   sentence   without   three   curse   words.    I   was   angry   and   frustrated  
con�nually.    I   remember   one   day   someone   said   something   to   me   on   the   phone   that   really   pressed  
my   bu�ons   and   I   grabbed   my   stapler   and   recklessly   threw   it   across   the   room.    It   hit   right   above   an  
open   door.    I   s�ll   thank   God   to   this   day   that   I   did   not   hit   anyone.    I   was   completely   out   of   control.  
At   that   �me,   I   was   not   allowing   God   into   my   life   and   it   showed.    I   was   not   the   person   God   made   me  
to   be   or   the   person   I   wanted   to   be.    Sin   had   completely   swallowed   me   up   like   the   lake   had   in   1982.  
I   was   tense,   frightened,   and   disoriented.    I   was   drowning   again,   but   this   �me   more   than   my  
physical   life   was   at   stake.    This   �me   it   could   cost   my   immortal   soul!  

There   is   no   drama�c   turning   point   at   this   �me   in   my   story,   that   comes   later.    Just   like   when   I   was  
drowning   in   the   lake   it   was   a   series   of   small   events   that   got   me   oriented   and   moving   in   the   right  
direc�on.    My   mom   invited   me   to   come   to   Mass   one   weekend.    We   had   recently   moved   to   Milton,  
just   up   the   street   from   St.   Ann   church.    Tina   and   I   a�ended   a   weekend   Mass   that   Sunday   for   the  
first   �me   in   years.    A   great   calm   rushed   over   me,   just   like   at   the   lake,   when   I   had   clarity   on   what   I  
needed   to   do   to   survive.    It   was   like   pushing   up   from   the   bo�om   of   the   lake,   ge�ng   a   full   breath   of  
air,   seeing   my   surroundings   and   ge�ng   oriented.  

Tina   and   I   took   each   other   by   the   hand.    We   got   pointed   at   the   shore   of   our   salva�on,   Jesus   Christ  
through   the   Catholic   Church.    We   certainly   went   under   a   few   more   �mes   before   we   got   our   heads  
above   water   and   we   s�ll   have   a   long   journey   to   complete.    However,   we   have   our   lives   oriented   to  
Christ   and   we   are   moving   in   the   right   direc�on.    In   the   end   that   is   what   ma�ers.  

Hebrews:   12:1-2a    “Therefore,   since   we   are   surrounded   by   so   great   a   cloud   of   witnesses,   let   us    rid  
ourselves   of   every   burden   and   sin    that   clings   to   us   and    persevere   in   running   the   race    that   lies  
before   us   while    keeping   our   eyes   fixed   on   Jesus ,   the   leader   and   perfecter   of   faith.”  
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