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Is it worth it? 

I often ask myself this question when I am doing something that 

becomes more challenging than I expected and I want to find a way to 

maybe back out and not feel bad about it. 

As many of you know I like to go on road trips for hiking, I learn a 

lot in them. And since this summer we are centering on the gospel of 

Luke chapters 9-19, which shows Jesus on his road trip from Galilee to 

Jerusalem, I can’t help but find parallels with some of my experiences so 

we are on this road trip together. 

This one happened four years ago at Glacier National Park in 

Montana. It was an early foggy and cloudy morning late in the spring so 

no snow that I could see. I grabbed my gear found the trailhead and 

began, with the hope that within the next hours as I got higher, that the 

fog and clouds would clear away so I could enjoy the view and take 

photos.  

About three hours in, it got cold, and slowly I began to run into 

patches of snow which became deeper and deeper the higher I continued 

but could still follow trail guided by the footprints of previous hikers, 

until I realized the trail was no longer recognizable and there were no 

more footprints. I guess people had decided, probably correctly, to go 

back. But being me, I figured I continue.  

One more hour goes by, an hour that brought with it drizzles of 

rain and moments of gust, and occasionally I would see a slight breaking 
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of the clouds, get excited, but just like that, it would disappear in gray 

and gloom.  

I made it out of the tree line into the open and onto a steep hill that 

ended abruptly into a drop off which according to my map, the trail 

continued across it. The snow was deep and incredibly unstable, slush 

began making its way into my shoes. As I carefully crossed this valley, 

the snow gives in, beginning to drag me along with it and directly 

towards the drop off. I dug my hiking sticks as far as I could which 

thank God get stuck and I manage to hang on as the snow falls below 

me. I laid there in shock, realizing what had just happened how close of 

a call. I picked myself up, sat down, and here came the inner struggle… 

as I questioned every life decision. 

“What am I doing to myself? Do I really like hiking this much? 

I’m tired, and can’t even see a thing! The day is not going to clear up, 

the trail is not safe…”  

Is it worth it? 

The joy of hiking seemed to have been stripped out of me as I sat 

there miserable. Hands were numbed, the snow was deep, I did not think 

there would be snow so I’m not wearing proper gear meaning by now 

I’m soaking wet, my body was aching the fog and clouds were going no-

where and emotionally I was a spent. 

Is it worth it?! 
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Eventually I check my phone to see where I was, and I could see I 

was maybe a mile from the summit. I conjured every ounce of 

motivation left in me as I pick myself up and continue very slowly. At 

around the 5th hour I finally see the shape of the lookout tower through 

the fog. I had reached summit. 

On top the tower I take off my backpack and gear, look around me, 

but there is nothing but gray. Here returned the inner struggle: I was wet, 

my legs were sore, I felt incredibly hungry and would give anything for 

a Royal Red burger from Red Robin, the one with the fried egg with 

unlimited steak fries and ranch and a 16oz IPA (oh yeah… you get really 

specific in moments like these), emotionally drained, I had a near death 

experience, I had finally reached the top, and… there was nothing…I sat 

down, feeling sorry for myself, feeling mad at the world, thinking I am 

never hiking again…  

It’s not worth it. 

It’s hard to be positive sometimes. It’s hard to keep motivated 

when the experience is harsh and seems to drain all possible joy, value 

and worth out of life and we become discouraged, sometimes to the 

point of thinking: what’s the point?  

Where worrying about the future often produces anxiety, feeling 

spent about the present can bring depression to different degrees. I’ve 

only been heavily depressed once in my life that lasted a couple of 
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months and it felt just like that: like being stuck in fog and clouds, tired 

of life, unable to see the purpose in anything.  

People notice and they try to be helpful by saying things like 

“think of how much worse others have it and be grateful…” “cheer up… 

smile…” “but you look fine…” “you will get over it…” but that just 

seems to make things worse. 

When these struggles happen in our spiritual life, we often enter a 

crisis of faith. When there is no joy in prayer or mass… when we do 

what we can to be good Christians, volunteer, help others, but no help 

ever seems to come our way… when bad things happen to good 

people… moments like these that can make us wonder… are there even 

reasons to try? Why even pray… why come to Mass…. is being a 

believer… worth it?  

Then we have people who will say things like “well don’t worry, 

have faith.” Great, thanks! They might even give us one of those little 

wooden plaques to hang on the wall quoting Hebrews 11:1 “faith is the 

realization of what is hoped for and evidence of things not seen.” (la fe 

es el fundamento de lo que se espera y la prueba de lo que no se ve). 

Sounds very nice and all, but doesn’t really help when faith seems 

completely gone and you literally cannot see anything! Those moments 

when God seems absent, when what is hoped for becomes impossible, 

and there is no evidence that things will be any different.  
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Others will point to the words of Jesus in Matthew 11: “Have faith 

in God.” Ok, Jesus… Well where do I get it? Where do I find it? How 

do I install it? What’s the app called, and most importantly… is it free?  

What is faith? Faith is perhaps one of the most misunderstood 

aspects of Christianity.  

If I ask a protestant, they will probably quote, perfectly and from 

memory, Hebrews 11:1 “faith is the realization of what is hoped for 

and evidence of things not seen.” (la fe es el fundamento de lo que se 

espera y la prueba de lo que no se ve).  

If I ask a Catholic, they will think about it first, and then insecurely 

stumble to say something like “ummm… to believe in God… right?” 

What is faith? How do you define faith?  

Is faith blind? Is it just a matter of convincing yourself that 

something is true and that is it? And if so, do you just think about faith 

really hard until you have it? 

Or is faith a pure gift from God that you cannot acquire yourself? 

And if so, then why is it that some people seem to have a lot of faith, and 

I have very little when I obviously want a lot of it? “What’s the deal, 

God?!” What do you say to the honest atheist like I once was who asks: 

if faith is a gift from God, how come I didn’t get it? 
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Let’s begin with the definition found in Hebrews 11:1, “faith is the 

realization of what is hoped for and evidence of things not seen” (la fe 

es el fundamento de lo que se espera y la prueba de lo que no se ve).  

At first glance it seems to just say trust that there is something 

there even if you cannot see it. Not very helpful St. Paul! But there is 

more to that. Paul then goes on to give reasons for faith, because faith is 

anything but blind. 

What is the evidence? It is not the nice feeling we might 

sometimes get from a religious experience. In fact that would hardly be 

evidence! I get more feelings when I think about that Royal Red burger! 

Reasons for belief lie on the actual concrete actions of God through our 

human history.  

Anytime scripture makes a reference to faith, we are taken on a 

journey to the past, the Old Testament (which is a hint for all of us… if 

we want to be rooted in faith, be rooted in scripture!) We are taken back 

in this case to Abraham and his experience of God, and we are reminded 

of the promise that God made to him.  

We are taken back to how God freed the people from slavery out 

of Egypt and how they reached the promise land despite all the 

struggles, and there were many.  

Then we have Jesus who says to the disciples “be ready because 

the Son of Man will come at an hour unexpected.” He says this with 

urgency because they were literally about to go through the holy week 
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experience, and they had to be ready for it. They were about to face the 

anxiety and depression of the Passion, they were going to face the 

possibility that it was all for nothing, that they had given three years of 

their life to study, that they had traveled under harsh and dangerous 

conditions, that they had endured insults, abandoned their jobs, only to 

find themselves standing on a mountain with Jesus hanging on the cross, 

gray and gloomy, wondering: was it worth it?  

For them, it will have seemed like it wasn’t. That it was over, but 

in that moment, they had to remember everything that Jesus had told 

them, and Jesus just hoped that they would trust in what they had heard. 

This is where we draw our faith today. This whole long homily 

will be summed up in just one short phrase: 

Faith is knowledge and trust. 

Faith is knowing who God is, possible because God communicates 

himself to us through history through scripture, and faith is trusting in 

whom we have come to know. If you are struggling with faith, seek to 

know God more deeply, in prayer yes, but we cannot detach our prayer 

from scripture. Don’t like to read? There are many apps with the bible in 

audio. Only then will we come to understand how God is constantly with 

us in a world that is constantly changing, and trust that God will 

continue to be with us.   

Faith is knowledge and trust. That is what give existence 

perspective. That is the concrete reality in which we live in. Even when 
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it is challenging, even when we have been struggling and still can’t seem 

to see anything but clouds and fog… know, and trust that God is there. 

I sat there atop the lookout tower in silence, exhausted, 

disillusioned, mad at the world, cold, wet and hungry. After a few 

minutes in dwelling in my misery the wind picked up again. I said 

“great, just what I needed… now I’m going to get stuck in a 

snowstorm.”  

In a moment of what I feel was God’s providence feeling sorry for 

me, that strong cold wind began to carry away the fog, the clouds began 

to break, the blue of the sky was being restored and I finally felt the 

warmth of a sun ray braking in. I grabbed my camera, and for the next 

hour I was completely taken back by the beauty of where I was, of what 

had been surrounding me that whole time, but I could not see.  

Majestic mountain cliffs were right next to me on one side, and on 

the other, a beautiful blue lake. Optimism was restored, the struggle to 

get there suddenly made sense, and now I have the photos to go back to, 

the history that reminds me that yeah… this journey of life… it is worth 

it. 


