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So, we have come to the last and the greatest day of the feast; that great 

and terrible day. It is not exactly the coming of THE day of the Lord, when the 

sun will be turned to darkness and the moon to blood, but it is a great and 

terrible day. Great: in joy and thanksgiving and in the work of the Holy Spirit in 

Allen and among us, in our midst. Terrible: in the sense of one of the origins of 

the word: formidable and frightening. Today is formidable and frightening, 

joyful and thankful, because today, Allen, guided by the Holy Spirit and under 

the formative influence of Mary, the mother of God, you will profess your first 

vows as a Marianist Brother. You set a direction for your life, for the next year, 

for sure, but for more than that, we suspect, and hope, and pray. You chose a 

path of Christian discipleship: a path marked by celibate chastity, communal 

poverty, and obedience to superiors, to the Rule of Life, and above all the Christ. 

In choosing this path, you leave behind other options.  

The path you choose is unusual. Many call it strange, including me. Crazy. 

Countercultural. The life you are choosing is wild and regimented. Disciplined 

and free. Lonely and bursting to overflowing with love. In the world but not of 

the world. Detached from many things and engaged in the sufferings and 

injustices of the world. In community with fellow Brothers. In extended 

community with the Marianist Family. Living and building community with 

every breath and effort. Steeped in prayer and silence. Steeped in reflection on 

the word of God. Fed by Christ, the Word made flesh. This life is peaceful. And 

frenetic. It is about building community, after the example of Mary, the first 

disciple, in order to bring reconciliation, justice, peace and faith in the Risen 

Christ to the world.  



But what am I supposed to say to you today, Allen? What am I supposed 

to say to the Novice who came to the Novitiate with such grace and friendliness 

and positive spirit? What do I say to a Novice who arrived a year and a half ago 

in the heat and humidity of late July in Dayton, to the steamy old St. Anne’s 

Novitiate and received with dismay his brand new box fan and power-strip to 

plug it into? What am I to say to the Novice who, after just two or three days of 

part-time ministry at Chaminade Julienne High School had students chanting his 

name at the first football game of the year “Bro-ther Allen, Bro-ther Allen?”  

What am I to say to the novice who endured the tremendous transitions of the 

past two years: the decision to move out of the old Novitiate, clean it out. tear it 

down. The arduous work of purging the old building of 104 years of 

accumulated…..things. The anxious search for a place to rent. The difficult move 

to the rental space; 510 days in exile from Mount St. John on Cobb Drive; the 

many meetings and decisions about designing a new Novitiate, and then, 

moving all over again. Setting up a new house, again. Getting stuff out of storage 

and deciding, again, what to keep and what to donate and what can’t even be 

donated.  

Allen has set a few records as a Novice. I am not certain of this, but Allen 

may be the only novice in the history of the Society of Mary who has had the 

physical location of his Novitiate house moved twice during his Novitiate, in 

little more than a year and a half. The truth is, we couldn’t have done it without 

Allen. We also couldn’t have done it without Andrew, and Justin, and Joo, 

Allen’s fellow novices over these two years. Allen brought tremendous positive 

energy to the tasks, as he does to all things: eagerness, initiative, willingness to 

work – he even got dirty a little bit, which, you might know, he doesn’t like to 

do. And he is really good at organizing kitchens and making guestrooms very 

inviting. Allen is one of those men gifted with making a room look nice, look 

beautiful, with simple things. He even makes a room smell nice.  

Allen set a few other records for Novices.  Number of hours on the phone 

long distance with family and friends. Number of friends made at random 

encounters at the grocery store, the bank, the post office, the doctor’s office.  

Anywhere he went, he came home with new friends who asked about him. 

Number of Christmas cards sent and received – you even sent more than Brother 

Charles Johnson did when he was a novice, desperate for contact with the 



outside world. And there is one other record that I am certain of: Allen has had 

more “emergency haircuts” than any other novice in the Society of Mary – at 

least in the post Vatican II era.  

Allen, I remember watching you clean the stainless-steel kitchen sink in 

the island in the old novitiate building in your very first week living at the 

Novitiate. We were doing dishes after dinner; no one asked you to clean that 

sink; you saw the need and took it upon yourself. I hesitate to say in public how 

long it had likely been since that sink had been scoured before you did it, but 

let’s just say it had been more than a few days, if not more than a few months. 

And there you were, in your very first week as a novice, eagerly scrubbing the 

sink without being asked to do so. I knew then that you had a vocation to 

Marianist religious life; everything since then has been superfluous! 

More importantly, you bring an evident spirit of prayer, of patience, of 

gentleness and of positive encouragement of others. You are willing to embrace 

the vows and live them fully, even when they challenge you. Your life of faith is 

clearly deepening, and bearing fruit. These are already gifts of the Holy Spirit at 

work in you, and through you they are gifts to us.  

Lord, you do send out your Spirit and renew the face of the earth.  

 So what can I say to you today? Well, there is one very important point. 

You know it already, in many ways. But like all of us, you also need to be 

reminded of it. So hold your soul in readiness, because this might be surprising: 

 Allen, today, this great and terrible day; this day of formidable joy, is not 

about you.  

Now, never mind that someone shipped the kahili over land and sea for  

your vows ceremony. Never mind that Brother Norman blew the conch and that 

Brother Dennis chanted the Oli. Never mind that the guest list is your family and 

friends. Never mind that even I am wearing a kukui nut lei. Never mind all this. 

Today is not about you: because your vocation is not about you.1 

Our American “pursuit of happiness” consumer mentality sometimes 

infects our approach to discipleship, and we can become confused. We might 

think that choosing a vocation in life is about pursuing happiness; about seeking 

fulfillment; about becoming a self-actualized and perfectly integrated human 

being. We pursue seven habits for highly effective ministers, and we fall into a 

trap: that of believing that we can manage and control our own conversion; that 



of believing that if we plan well enough, we will become holy.  Or of believing 

that our choice of a vocational path is about us. No, your vocation will not make 

you perfectly integrated or suddenly transformed or suddenly happy.  You will 

have the same hang-ups and foibles and “issues” after you profess vows as 

before. You will probably still write lots of Christmas cards and receive them. 

You will still feel the need for emergency haircuts.  With time, this will change; 

can change. Over time, your vocation will convert you. But it is not about you.  

Your vocation, Allen, is about Christ. It is about Christ in you, and you in 

Christ. Today is about Christ. Today is about the Holy Spirit breathing new life 

into you. But before the Holy Spirit can breathe new life into you, you must die 

with Christ, in order to be raised up again.  Your vocation is the path by which 

you will die with Christ. This is true for all Christian vocations: for the single 

Christian life; for Christian marriage, and certainly for any form of Consecrated 

Life, including being a Marianist Sister or a Marianist Brother. Our vocation is 

not the path by which we seek personal fulfillment, but rather the path we set off 

on in order to lose our life in the love of Christ; in the love of the most Holy 

Trinity. Your vocation, especially the vows, lived in community with a bunch of 

strange characters who learn to love each other despite their differences, is the 

path through which as the Rule of Life says so beautifully, you allow “Christ to 

take possession of your life.” So that, in time, you will be able to say with  

St. Paul: “It is no longer I, but Christ who lives within me.”  

And while this is your free choice, to choose this disciplined and wild life, 

it is also true that this is not your choice. Jesus reminds us in John’s gospel “It 

was not you who chose me, but I who chose you and appointed you to go and 

bear fruit that will remain, so that whatever you ask the Father in my name, he 

may give you.” Then Jesus adds: “This, I command you: love one another.” 

Any vocation worthy of the name, is a school of love. As we live out our 

vocation; as we lose ourselves in Christ, as we die to our false selves, and give 

more and more trust to God, we learn how to love. How to love God, neighbor 

and self. Friend and enemy. Near and far. This isn’t easy. Struggles continue. Life 

is difficult. “We know that all creation is groaning in labor pains even until now; 

and not only that, but we ourselves, who have the first fruits of the Spirit, we also 

groan within ourselves as we wait for adoption, the redemption of our bodies.” 



In yesterday’s gospel, Jesus promises Peter: “when you grow old, you will 

stretch out your hands, and someone else will dress you and lead you where you 

do not want to go.” This, too, is the fulfillment of a vocation in Christ, and it 

seems most appropriate to remember this on the day that the Church beatifies 

Blessed Oscar Romero. The circumstances will be different, but in losing our 

lives with Christ, we find our true selves for the first time. And by that long path, 

we do reach fulfillment. But it is not and cannot be the fulfillment we imagine for 

ourselves and seek for ourselves, but rather the fulfillment that Christ wants for 

us: “I tell you this so that my joy might be in you, and your joy might be 

complete.”  

So we do live our vocation in hope, and we wait with endurance, for “the 

Spirit too comes to the aid of our weakness; for we do not know how to pray as 

we ought, but the Spirit herself intercedes with inexpressible groanings” for us. 

We live our vocation in hope because of the Resurrection; because the Holy Spirit 

comes upon us with power, even upon the servants and the lowly. Sons and 

daughters shall prophesy; the old shall dream dreams and the young shall see 

visions, and on that great and terrible day of the Lord, everyone shall be rescued 

who calls upon the name of the Lord.  

Live this vocation well, Allen. It is a good vocation – a great one. It will 

transform you, eventually. It has already begun to do so. Pray. Keep praying. 

Entrust your vocation to Mary, the Mother of Jesus and our Mother. Your 

vocation is not about you, it is about Christ, who says to us today: “Let anyone 

who thirsts come to me and drink. Rivers of living water will flow from within 

the one who believes in me.” Live out your vocation. Lose your life in Christ, and 

be found. Drink in the rivers of living water that are the gift of the Holy Spirit. 

And let the Holy Spirit, and Mary our mother, conform you to Christ.  

 

1. Some ideas for this homily were borrowed from “Your Vocation is Not About 

You” by Benjamin Mann, July 3, 2014, which can be found at 

http://catholicexchange.com/vocation  
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