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I used to show a short film to high school students. The title was, Ski the Outer Limits. It showed 

unbelievable stunts with skiers coming down the mountain on the edge, just at the point of going 

out of control, risking total wipeout, yet emerging triumphant, unscathed. But the point of the film 

was is not skiing at all. It was meant to challenge each student to go beyond what they think is 

possible in their lives. 

 

I think that is why I like to fly an airplane. It lets me go beyond what I can naturally do. 

 

As we sit in this church today, we too are reaching for the outer limits. We are doing what no other 

creature can possibly do. We are here for prayer and worship. In the second reading today St. Paul 

says,” Oh, the depth of the riches and wisdom and knowledge of God! How inscrutable are his 

judgments and how unsearchable his ways.” When we pray, when we come to church, we ponder 

that which is far beyond us. 

 

We muddle over great questions such as, how can there be evil or suffering if God is all-powerful 

and all good. We ask, how can there be freedom and a future if God already knows the future. 

What about the suffering of the innocent. How can that happen if God is good? 

 

We can go on and on about these and many other age old questions that leave us dumbfounded. 

Ultimately, we end up like St. Paul, saying, “how inscrutable and unsearchable are the ways of 

God.” 

 

There are two extreme reactions to these questions. Some people just throw their hands and they 

say why bother. Eat drink and be merry for tomorrow we die. It is a fatalistic philosophy which 

snuffs out interior life. There is no genuine joy in it. 

 

Another extreme reaction to the great questions of life is to be hypercritical, an extreme rationalism 

which is a dead-end street that leads to fatalism and despair. 

 



In our quandary we then hear the gospel for today. It is a profession of faith that gives us life, hope, 

and joy. It changes our befuddlement into astonishment. 

 

I was born a cradle Catholic. It was all given to me on a silver spoon but it did not make me 

immune to all the doubts and contradictions. With all of the philosophies and religions and 

different ways of life, how was I to know what is true and what is false? 

 

I am no scholar but I have learned to recognize excellence when I see it. In spite of all the 

contradictions, and scandals, I see the Catholic Church as the one authentic response to all the 

great questions of life. 

 

I have bought it hook, line, and sinker, lock, stock, and barrel. I believe in the Catholic Church. 

After 2000 years of scholarship, monasticism, great writers and teachers, who am I to try and think 

up something better? 

 

There are things in the Catholic Church that I argue with and wonder about. I think that the 

arguments are healthy and good. I love the dialectic. But when all is said and done, there needs to 

be, and there is, one authority, rooted in Christ, that speaks the final word. 

 

On this rock I will build my church and the gates of the netherworld shall not prevail against it. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


