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

 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  1 | 2 

 

 

 

July 8, 2017 

Many years ago, a distant relative of mine was dying of cancer.  He had been an extremely successful 
businessman and had made piles of money over the years.  I was especially of aware that when I presided at the 
funeral for his wife a few years earlier.  In addition to expressing his gratitude for my doing that, he also said to 
me, “I won’t insult you by paying you, because you are one of the family.”  I would happily have been insulted, 
but I merely nodded in agreement. (Or maybe it was confusion?)  But I digress. 

In the days leading up to his death, he asked me to come visit him at home and to celebrate the Sacrament of 
the Sacrament of the Anointing of the Sick.  He was a very devout Catholic.  So we did that together with his 
children around the kitchen table, and it was lovely.  Afterward, he told me about his great frustration with the 
fact that he could no longer physically do any of the things he believed that his faith required of him—works of 
charity and service and justice.  He was genuinely upset about letting go of all that.  He felt useless.  I told him 
that every time of life comes with its own specific responsibilities, including the time of dying.  He still had a very 
important Christian responsibility to fulfill as a disciple of Jesus, but it no longer involved physical activity.  It 
involved praying, and bearing witness to his loved ones about what it looks like to suffer and die as a person of 
faith, rather than as a person of despair or bitterness or utter sadness.  He took comfort from that, and 
promised that he would do it. 

Several days after that I got a phone call from him.  He was weeping.  He told me that couldn’t even pray 
anymore, and that he was failing in his responsibility.  A few days later he died.   

It got me to wondering and reflecting that maybe it’s the hardest of all, for the people who have been the most 
successful in the world, to let go of things when the time comes.  And the time comes for all of us.  The 
wealthiest, the most powerful, the most famous, the most clever, the most admired, the hardest working, the 
most athletic… the ones who often feel that they have achieved their blessings in life because they have done 
enough of the right things to deserve it all, or at least earn it all.  That’s a risk for all of us, of course, but maybe 
especially for the big-shots.  And as my relative’s story shows, it can easily slip over into our faith life, too. 

It can be a temptation—especially for us Catholics who believe in the importance of doing good works as a vital 
part of our religion—it can be a temptation to think that the love of God for us is based on some sort of spiritual 
transaction—that if we just do enough of this good thing or that one we can get the desired response from our 
Lord.  And that if we fail because of weakness, we forfeit that.  But that’s not it.  True love, such as that which 
comes from God, is never something to be achieved like a prize or a reward.  It’s just there because of who and 
how God is.  Our hard work and as disciples of Jesus Christ is not the cause of his care for us.  It is the result and 
effect of his care for us. 

All of which is why today’s gospel is so important for us to hear again.  It is Jesus telling us that his most 
passionate attention is upon those who are “weary and who find life burdensome.”  Elsewhere in this same 
gospel he reminds us that healthy people have no need of a physician, but sick people do.  Sinners too.  Jesus 
has come to befriend people who know themselves to be weak and unable to do the good enough thing to win 
God’s approval on their own strength or hard work.  That’s impossible and unnecessary.  Which is why this is 
such good news.   
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We are asked to take upon our shoulders the yoke of Jesus—which is really just another way to say that we are 
invited to become partners with the Lord, who can do in us what we would never be capable of doing ourselves.  
And we don’t have to!  Yes, we must work hard for peace and justice and holiness and goodness in the world.  
That’s what disciples do.  But it’s not in order to win God’s favor or attention.  We’ve already got that.  It’s in 
order to become credible signs of what God desires for us now.   

In a very real way it is fitting for us to hear this gospel on the weekend when we are learning of the death of our 
former pastor, Fr. Dave McCauley.  He died yesterday from lung cancer, in case you hadn’t heard.  Through a 
long and good life of ministry and generous service, Dave learned to be at peace with his own humanity, which is 
really nothing other than what this gospel calls out of all of us.  He loved us and he loved this parish, and he 
never refused an invitation to come back here to help out with liturgical services, as recently as three months 
ago.  Dave has been among us as one who witnesses both to the best of the good work that we can and must 
do, and to the limits of what our own powers alone can accomplish.  He’s like my long deceased relative in that 
way.  He learned to yoke himself to Jesus as the one whose burden would make his lighter.  May he be at peace, 
and may his story inspire us all. 


