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Today we celebrate Pentecost. 50 days since Easter. Today I celebrate 50 years since 
I was ordained to the priesthood. 50 years ago today I knelt before Bishop Freking 
and I stretched out my hands and he anointed them with oil. Then he stretched out 
his hands. With the imposition of hands he said the prayer of ordination. Awesome 
and profound. Whether it is 50 years or 50 days it is all a gift from God. I really don’t 
think I have changed a whole lot in 50 years or even in 70 or 76 years. I have less 
hair and more weight. I weighed 135 pounds when I went to the seminary. After six 
weeks there I weighed 150 pounds. Now you can add almost another 50 to that. It is 
a happy coincidence that my 50th anniversary of my first Mass falls on Pentecost. 
 
I am a dreamer, always have been. Just ask the Benedictine sisters who taught me in 
grade school. They were always on my case for daydreaming. Dreams are ultimately 
rooted in God. They aspire to things, maybe beyond what seems reality, beyond our 
grasp, sometimes outlandish. Dreams are charged with hope and expectation, with 
yearning beyond our outer limits. My own definition of prayer is that it is purposeful 
dreaming. Pentecost is the festival of dreams. The Holy Spirit is the epitome of all 
dreams. Pentecost is living life at its highest level. The third person of God is the 
personification of spirit. How can we find words to describe ineffable love and life? 
Enthusiasm is a word that literally means to be filled with the life of God. 
 
So Pentecost is the perfect antidote to this pandemic. We need Pentecost like never 
before. In preparing for this sermon I went back to sermons that I have given before. 
I would like to read to you the first paragraph of the sermon that I gave on Pentecost 
three years ago. This is what I said: 
 
Yesterday over 150 Sacred Heart parishioners, including our servers and their 
families and our Sacred Heart choir went to the Rafters baseball game. It was a 
rollicking experience. The stadium was full and our Sacred Heart/St.Alexanders 
choir sang the Star-Spangled Banner. I threw out the first pitch. After the 10:30 Mass 
at Sacred Heart I am going to have a drawing from all the names of the servers and 
the winner will receive the brand-new baseball that I threw out Friday night. 
 
What a contrast we find ourselves in today. We are in desperate need for Pentecost. 
The apostles were locked up in the upper room for 50 days. There are stories how 
they got out and went fishing. But basically, they were scared out of their wits. Full 
of fear. The other day I was accosted by someone because I was wearing a mask in 



a store. He said I was instilling fear in the people around me. The very fact that it 
bothered him so much indicated to me that he was very fearful himself. 
 
There are those who are flippant about the Covid and those who are paralyzed by it. 
Where ever we find ourselves on this emotional roller coaster, it is the Spirit of 
Pentecost that will free us. Pentecost is the infusion of the life of God in our souls. 
Pentecost is the ultimate dream of living life beyond our limits, no matter what the 
restrictions. No matter what holds us back. Even death itself. 
 
The life of God is exhilarating. It is the essence of love, it is love. All that we hope 
for and dream about is found in the Spirit of God. The Holy Spirit is often 
symbolized by a burning flame. It is this fire, burning in our hearts, which gives us 
the wherewithal for all that we say and do. Ultimately, it is what drives us. 
 
As you can tell, or I hope you can tell, that I have bought into this Catholic teaching 
hook, line, and sinker. I am caught. No catch and release here. To this I am 
immensely grateful. 
 
In this context I think of our graduates whom we honor this weekend. Under these 
unusual circumstances we look for creative ways to celebrate their milestone, as 
adequate as these may be. I think of my high school graduation experience, but even 
more so, when I entered Holy Cross Seminary in the fall of 1962. It is my hope that 
each and every one of our graduates may experience the vitality of my college and 
postgraduate years. 
 
My mother and dad, my brother and sisters, relatives and friends and teachers and 
mentors have been an outstanding gift to me. And the greatest gift is our Pentecostal 
God who is the source of all the other gifts. Finally, I thank all of you from the 
bottom of my heart. It is you who have helped me to make my dreams more 
purposeful. 


