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I know what you are thinking. Here we go again. Another Stewardship talk.  This is where the 

Catholic guilt trick comes in.  I know how you feel. Some of us come from a long line of family 

members who are experts in this trick.  My mother was married here and my grandmother was 

a communicant here for over 70 years.   I can remember many a Saturday being ruined by my 

mother talking about going to check in on the Poor Claire’s monastery out in Frayser;  “I’m sure 

they could use your help today ,” she’d say.  Great.  No enjoying football on the couch now.  

Some people you just can’t say “no” to… Like that gentleman over to my left (point and look at 

Val) , when he asks, well, you all know how it goes.  So here I am. 

 

In all seriousness,  I did learn about service from my parents at an early age.   They didn’t have 

to teach me by words, it was their actions that made the biggest impression on me.  I 

remember my Dad being the Scout leader on one day, and working with the Altar Guild, yes, 

the woman’s altar guild, the next.  I think he was the only male in the group but they needed 

Raviolis and he was a good cook. He also knew better than to say no to my Mother.   Even 

today, though in their 70’s, my parents are rarely at home.  My Dad, who now is not in excellent 

health himself, drives cancer patients to and from their chemo treatments a few days a week.  

My Mom, well she’s still at it in full force serving on over 8 different ministries at her church.  

You see, I’m doomed.  Never again will I sit idley on the couch guilt free.  How can I?  As a child, 

maybe the ploy to get us involved was a bit of guilt, but as an adult, we see the depth of love 

that service to others holds.  Truthfully, what I see in my parents and so many of you that 

volunteer in numerous ways, is an enthusiasm to serve the Lord.  There is joy in service to 

others. 

In today’s gospel, Jesus says, “ The Son of Man did not come to be served but to serve.”  He 

tells the apostles many, many times to,” go and do as I have done.” 

You see Christ is teaching us here about service and its power to bring us closer to Him and 

ultimately, the Kingdom.  In humbling ourselves for others, we are made spiritually strong.  We 

are in communion with Him who is present in every person we serve.  Poor James and John in 

today’s gospel just didn’t get it.  They knew they were in the presence of someone great and 

they wanted their share of the kingdom and its great wealth.  They just couldn’t understand 

what Jesus was teaching: they weren’t there to be served, but to serve; that one must 

ultimately sacrifice all, as He would soon do.  But you know, Jesus didn’t give up on the 



apostles, even though they were blind to His message;   just like He doesn’t give up on us when 

we fail to see the gift of service and we stay on the couch. 

I have experienced some of the most profound moments of being in Christ’s presence when I 

least expected it.  One such moment occurred a few years ago while participating in our annual 

Day of Caring. I was with a group that had been assigned to cleaning up the grounds around a 

parishioner’s home.  She was disabled, with poor eyesight and limited in mobility.  I was tired, 

but I had made a commitment.  When I arrived, I saw that we had our work cut out for us for 

the day.  We worked for hours in the hot sun and despite the fatigue, scratches, bee stings, it 

wasn’t as bad as I expected; it was good to be working outside with my friends helping 

someone.  Near the end of the day, the parishioner wanted to see me and say thank you.  I 

stepped inside and she asked me to come and sit with her while she finished her bible reading.  

I asked what verses she was studying.  She said, “Oh, this is one my favorites,  will you read it 

for me now?”  As I looked down, it happened to also be my favorite.  As I read, I began to feel 

warm all over and my ears were ringing.  I felt the close presence of the Holy Spirit surrounding 

the two of us.  In that moment, I realized what a gift it was to be sharing these words we both 

cherished together.  She may have gained a cleaned up yard, but I received so much more by 

having served and met her.   

 Many times in my life when I have struggled, felt lost, distanced from the world, time and time 

again I find myself closest to Christ when I step away from my world  and enter into the world 

of another who needs help.  Sometimes, the best medicine for me is to offer a helping hand to 

someone else.  Only afterwards do I see that in focusing on others, I had also found my focus, 

my footing again in my own life.   

 This I believe is what Christ is trying to teach His apostles and us about the humility and gift of 

service.  By dying to self, we are raised up.  In weakness and service to others, we are made 

powerful in the love of Christ.  We are also presented with other unforeseen gifts; like building 

new friendships while working together with strangers.    I previously served on the parish 

council and the stewardship committee, and I had the honor of working with some of the most 

committed and passionate fellow parishioners who love and believe in the value of our Church 

and school.  Not only did I see a more intimate picture of our parish and school, I was able to be 

a part of its future and have a sense of ownership.  I also got to meet so many good people in 

this parish that I otherwise might never have met.  These friendships I value as precious gifts I 

never would have received had I not said “yes” when called to help serve. 

We are all busy.  I started with telling you,” I can’t say No to some people.”  Many of us just feel 

overwhelmed in the frantic day to day schedule of our lives.  But someone recently told me 

something that stuck with me. She said, “just do one thing.”  Don’t set yourself up for failure by 

signing up for too much and then feeling like a failure when you can’t keep your commitments. 



When I first became a part of this parish, my one thing was being a lector. Pick your one thing. 

Like my Dad. He can’t stand long and he gets short of breath easily, but he can drive. Or the 

homebound woman:  She can read, write, wash laundry. Pick one thing.  If you (point and 

pause) do your one thing (slowly point to one person after another as you make this point) , 

and your one thing, and your one thing, and your one thing, each of us as small bits, become 

the complete body of Christ.  

A few weeks ago, Fr. Val preached on the words we say every Sunday as we exit the Church, 

“Go forth and proclaim God’s word,” “How do we do that,” he said.  Not just in word, but in 

deed.  God calls us out into the world to serve.   We will never change the world by just going to 

church, we will only change the world by BEING the Church.  How is God’s spirit nudging you, 

prodding you to get off the couch?  Do One Thing.  You just never know what gifts Christ might 

be waiting to give you in return. 


