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  There is a wonderful urgency in today’s Gospel scene. As Jesus is walking along the shore of 

the Sea of Galilee, he sees Simon and Andrew repairing their nets. He calls to them, “Come, 

follow me.” Immediately Simon and Andrew abandon their nets and follow him. Jesus walks a 

little farther and sees James and John and their father mending nets by their boat... He calls to 

them. Immediately, James and John leave their father in the boat and scramble after Jesus. 

  (What a wonderful vocation director Jesus was!) Jesus did not invite young men to a period of 

discernment. He did not outline a course of study. He did not even mention what this new life 

would be like. He just said, “Come, follow me.” And they did. 

  After hearing this Gospel story, we might ask, “Why did these grown men act like children 

following the Pied Piper?” Where do we go to find something that will help us understand the 

call of Jesus and its effect on these men? 

  There are many ways of explaining (accounting for) the disciples’ behavior. I would like to 

suggest an answer to understanding what happened that morning on the shore of the Sea of 

Galilee. I am going to tell you a love story, a story of responding to the call of God, a call that 

whether in the first century or today, is about loving God more than fishing nets, father, mother, 

sisters, brothers and friends; it is about loving God more than anything in the world. 

  This love story is from the Sufi tradition and involves the great poet, Hafiz. Hadiz lived in the 

fourteenth century, so this story may be as much legend as fact. But that does not matter; it is a 

wonderful love story. 

   Hafiz was a poor baker’s assistant in the town of Shiraz in modern day Iran. As part of his job, 

Hafiz delivered bread to a mansion where one day he caught a fleeting glimpse of a beautiful 

young woman on the terrace. He fell madly in love with her, but she never even noticed him. 

  She was from a wealthy, noble family, and he was a poor, baker’s assistant. She was beautiful; 

he was short and physically unattractive, and so the situation was hopeless. 

  As the months went by, Hafiz composed poems and love songs about this beautiful young 

woman, celebrating her great beauty and his great love for her. People often heard Hafiz singing 

his poems and they would repeat them; his poems became popular all over Shiraz. 
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  Hafiz thought only of his beloved. He was so desperate that one day he decided to undertake a 

demanding spiritual discipline that required him to keep vigil at the tomb of a certain saint all 

night long for forty nights. It was said that anyone who could accomplish this near impossible 

task would be granted their hearts desire. 

  Every day Hafiz went to work at the bakery; every night he forced himself to stay awake for the 

love of this beautiful girl. His love was so strong that he succeeded in completing this vigil. 

  At dawn on the fortieth day, the archangel Gabriel appeared before Hafiz and told him to ask 

for whatever he wished. Hafiz had never seen such a glorious, radiant being as Gabriel.  

Hafiz found himself thinking, “If God’s messenger is so beautiful, how much more beautiful must 

God be.” As he looked at the angel, he forgot all about the girl, he forgot everything. Hafiz said 

simply, “I want God!” 

  Gabriel directed him to a spiritual teacher who lived in Shiraz. The angel told Hafiz to serve the 

teacher in every way and his wish would be fulfilled.  

He did the task. 

  Today, we have the poems of Hafiz that are some of the most beautiful expressions of one 

man’s love affair with God. They are ecstatic poetry, filled with the delight and joy of someone 

who has chosen God over everything else. One translator of Hafiz says that his poetry “can be 

read as a record of a human being’s journey to perfect joy, perfect knowing, and perfect love. 

  Isn’t that what the call of Simon and Andrew, James and John was all about?  It was a call to a 

journey to perfect joy, knowing, and love. They responded as they did, because like Hafiz, they 

had seen someone more attractive, more appealing, than anyone they had seen before.  

  The ancient writers of our tradition say that angels appear as radiant, glorious beings because 

they are veiling (shroud, hiding, shielding) the glory of God. They shield us from the face of God, 

since no one can see God’s face and live. Jesus, too, veiled the face of God. By becoming 

human, Jesus veiled, (contained, accommodated, housed) the great beauty, the glory of God, 

from our eyes. But even veiled, what the disciples saw was enough to cause them to say with 

their feet what Hafiz expressed in words, “I want God.” 

  A vocation is captured simply in those words, “I want God.” Only the intimate knowledge of a 

God more beautiful than any human person or experience can trigger the kind of urgent 

response we find in today’s Gospel. 
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  But there is something else involved. There is the long, patient waiting at the tomb of the saint. 

It is only after the long and difficult spiritual journey that God makes his appearance to us. (the 

theophany occurs). There is discipline and sacrifice involved that frees one from all the wants, 

all the cares, that keep Jesus from breaking through to us. Hafiz gave up the comfort of sleep; 

perhaps there is something (other) more significant than comfort that each of us must give up. 

Perhaps it is the comfort of an affluent lifestyle, or the comfort we sometimes take in judging 

others. Greed, jealousy, the many insignificant things we allow ourselves, may well be the 

comfort we must leave behind in our vigil. 

  Hafiz writes in one of his poems, “I am a hole in the flute that the Christ’s breath moves 

through. Listen to this music.” 

  Each of us is called by Jesus just as surely (certainly) as were the disciples, to become a 

perfect hole in the flute through which Jesus’ breath moves.  

That is what we are about in this Eucharist and that is what our lives are about when we leave 

here; we live so as to become unique parts of a finely crafted instrument played by the Divine 

musician. Through the lives we live as followers of Jesus we say to the world: “Listen to the 

music!” 

 

 

- Fr. Stephen Lattner, O.S.B. 

 

 

 

The Poetry of Hafiz 

Poems on this page are translated by  both Thomas Rain Crowe, from his book, Drunk On the 

Wine of the Beloved   and selections from Daniel Ladinsky's translations. 

 

  Hafiz, a Sufi, Persian poet, expressed in poetry love for the divine, and the intoxicating oneness 

of union with it.  Hafiz, along with many Sufi masters, uses wine as the symbol for love. The 

intoxication that results from both is why it is such a fitting comparison. Hafiz spoke out about 

the hypocrisy and deceit that exists in society, and was more outspoken in pointing this out than 

many poets similar to him. 
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