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January 29, 2017 

 

On Friday, we celebrated the funeral Mass for Rose Taylor, age 99, who was our parishioner with her husband 
and children since 1954.  It was a very long life and the end was difficult; she was suffering and confined to bed.  
In coming to know her children I learned that Rose lived almost all her life with suffering and disability.  When 
she was only a year old there was a terrible accident involving a train.  Her father and sibling were killed, and she 
was so badly injured that she lost part of her lower leg.  The family was told that if they tried prosthetic surgery 
to try and fix her leg, and if it didn’t succeed perfectly, there was a risk she would never walk again.  So for all 
those years she lived with one leg quite a bit shorter than the other.   

And then she was presented with the option of wearing some sort of corrective footwear so that the disability 
wouldn’t be so obvious.  Her response was to say, “No, this is who I am.  I’ll just learn to walk with a limp.”  And 
so she did—for 98 years.  The word her children most used to describe her was “feisty.” 

(I should add that hers is not the only story like this involving our parishioners—including the recently deceased.  
We are surrounded by heroes of virtue and faith all the time when we gather together here.  Some we are 
aware of.  Some we don’t have any idea about.)  But I was very taken by her putting it that way: “This is who I 
am; I’ll walk with a limp.”  Because that describes, in some way or another, every single person on earth: we’re 
all limping around, separated from that perfect bliss that we long for, until we finally see God.  That’s not 
necessarily tragic; it’s just who we are.  Rose chose to never to allow herself to forget it, and to come to peace 
with it, and to raise a big, busy family with it.  Limping.   

In fact, the real tragedy comes in those who are limping but won’t admit it, or who try to cover it up, or who 
honestly believe that human beings can be the source of our own lasting happiness.  Rose had no choice about 
that, which may be part of why she attached herself in faith to this community for 63 years.  Today’s very 
familiar Gospel of Matthew is addressed to those who limp—and who are aware of it.  It is consolation for those 
who are only too well aware of what they cannot achieve for themselves in this world…what only God can do 
and give.  And at the same time, it is the correction for those who believe otherwise, who honestly think that 
perfect peace and tranquility in this life will come just as soon as I can buy that big new home or car, or get that 
promotion and raise at work, or get rid of those people who annoy me so much, or find a perfect mate or a 
perfect cocktail.  The Beatitudes of Jesus are intended for those of us who really want to live honestly, even if 
we know that isn’t always easy to do.  Limping is not a desirable condition, but it’s who we are in this world, and 
our best response is to learn to walk with it. 

Sometimes one hears of a brand of “Christianity” out there that teaches that once people have enough alleged 
faith their problems will be over and prosperity will follow.  In fact, as we Catholics understand it, that is exactly 
false because it imagines that the Gospel is all about taking care of “me” first, and for substituting something 
that isn’t God—like money, or power, or violence, or domination—in the place that only God can fill.  It’s so easy 
to pretend that we can fix our own limps, and that we aren’t responsible for those whose walking is harder.  
There is not a shred of that kind of sentiment in this gospel. 

St. Paul, in today’s reading from Corinthians, knew the same thing very well, and tried to convince his audience 
of it.  He knew the gospel of Jesus Christ was most likely to be welcomed by those who knew themselves to be 
limping, vulnerable, and open to God’s own help for that very reason.  “Not many of you were wise by human  

mailto:church@stpascals.org


The Church of Saint Pascal Baylon 
 Fr .  Mike  Byron,  Pastor :  Sunday Homily   

 1 7 5 7  C o n w a y  S t r e e t  •  S t .  P a u l ,  M i n n e s o t a  5 5 1 0 6  •  p h o n e  6 5 1 . 7 7 4 . 1 5 8 5  •  e - m a i l  c h u r c h @ s t p a s c a l s . o r g  

 

P a g e  2 | 2 

 

 

standards,” he says.  (I wonder if his audience agreed with that!)  “Not many were powerful or well-born.  God 
chooses the weak and the foolish to shame the unimagined strong and tough guys, so as to expose who 
everybody really is: Limpers.” 

The purpose of that is not to degrade or insult us, but to beg us to seek our own true happiness in the only place 
it can be found: The God of Jesus Christ.  To attempt it any other way will damn us to fear, and sadness, and 
hatred and frustration.  And don’t we have plenty enough of all of that these days? 

The Beatitudes of Jesus are addressed to us limpers, who perceive the aching gap between what we long for and 
what will satisfy that longing forever.  We ache for God.  And isn’t that the best news of all?  To know that our 
deepest desire is for Jesus?  And to know that absolutely everything else that tries to displace Jesus as that 
desire is wrong, sinful and destructive. 

The ache will not be satisfied by one more possession, or one more war, or one more dollar in the bank, or one 
more exercise of merely human authority.  In fact, the ache will not be satisfied fully until the day we stand 
before the Lord, face to face.  Until then we walk—limping—but we walk, confidently, gratefully and feistily, just 
like Rose did.  Her granddaughter said at the funeral that the last thing any of them wished for her was to “Rest 
in Peace.”  They hope she is finally free to laugh and dance and be rid of everything that kept her from the 
fullness of happiness here below.  Amen. 


