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Introduction

​Fifty years ago, I was a student at St. Peter’s
Seminary in Ireland. That was the time when seminarians received a
daily diet of good theology and bad food. During my years in the
major seminary, I spent my summers on the coast of Ireland working
at a camp for orphan boys. It was a good experience.

Each night after all the campers went to bed,
I used to go alone to the beach and have a long walk. It was a
special time. I used to look out over the ocean and think of my
future ministry in America. I would dream of all the good things I
would accomplish and the thousands of people whose lives I hoped to
touch. I would return to the camp full of excitement thinking that
what I was doing then was nothing to what lay in my future. The
Bible tells us that “ young men dream dreams ” and in those days I
was certainly dreaming.

Fifty years later, I am now on the beach
again but on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean. In what will
likely be my last assignment on this earth — I am now in my
seventies — I live on the Texas coast. I begin each day with a long
walk on the beach as the sun is rising. My mind frequently goes
back to those early years when I looked across the ocean from the
other side. In reflecting upon the intervening years, it has come
as something of a surprise to me that I do not seem to give as much
time to thinking about what I have done as to what others have done
to me and for me. With regard to what I have accomplished, I will
leave to God and others to judge. What is uppermost in my own mind
is what I have received. No doubt I have learned something from all
the organized functions I have attended; retreats, workshops,
sabbaticals, lectures etc. However, the greatest growth in my life
has come from people who — in most cases — do not even know the
impact they had on my life. It may have been something they did or
something they said which enriched my life, sometimes in a
significant way.

The purpose of this book is to share some of
these incidents. We have often heard people say that they have one
hundred and one reasons to be thankful. This book gives one hundred
and one incidents for which I am thankful. Most are anecdotes about
people to whom I owe so much. Interspersed with these anecdotes are
passages from the Bible or great writings, which also inspired and
continue to inspire me.

The book has another purpose. Just as I have
been enriched, nourished and inspired by others we should always be
aware that, while in the presence of others, something may be said
or done which can have a profound affect on our lives. Likewise, it
can be a positive motivator for us to be sensitive to the truth
that what we say and do may greatly enrich the lives of others.
Should that happen, the time and effort put into writing this book
would have been worthwhile.

 


 



You can never do a kindness too soon
because you never know when too soon is too late

— Ralph W. Emerson

 


 



Kelly

​Mother Teresa was loved by the entire world because
she witnessed in a most beautiful way the caring and compassion she
felt for all human life. There are, thankfully, many people who are
genuinely caring and the best example of this in my own life, is my
niece Kelly, to whom, with her sister Paula, this book is
dedicated. Many people attain a high degree of caring but I think
she was born with it!

One Christmas when her mother was preparing
Christmas dinner, I took Kelly and her sister, Paula, for a walk.
After a while, I became aware that Paula and I were alone. I looked
back and Kelly was standing staring across the street with a very
concerned look on her face. She was six years of age at the time.
When I noticed that she was looking at the children outside a
rather poor home, I asked her what she was doing. She said, “ I was
just wondering if those children got any gifts for Christmas!”

On another occasion when she was in the
second grade, I took Kelly to a putt-putt golf course. After three
or four holes, I noticed that she wasn’t hitting her golf ball but
looking at a house close to the course. Three African-American
children were playing nearby. When Kelly saw me looking at her, she
said, “Do you think those children have ever had the chance to play
golf here?”

Perhaps the most touching experience I had of
Kelly’s caring happened when she was five years old and was about
to return home with her parents after spending the day with me. She
came into my office where I was doing some work and said, “Will you
be alright here by yourself?”

She continues to remind me of the importance
of caring.

 


 



All that I have seen teaches me to
trust the creator for all that I have not seen

— Ralph W. Emerson

 


 



​ Paula

My niece, Paula, has
been the source of a special blessing in my life. It arises from an
experience I had with her one day when she was about four years of
age.

From the time, she was two years of age,
Paula loved to ride her tricycle on the sidewalk in front of her
home. I frequently visited her home and every time I stopped the
car in front of her house, she would leave her tricycle and start
running towards me as fast as she could. When she was about four
feet away from me, she would take off like a little rocket and
“fly” into my arms. When she was three years of age, she would take
off from about six feet away and by the time she was four, from
eight to ten feet away. At that point, I began to get scared.
Suppose she were to slip out of my arms! I said to her, “ Paula, I
don’t think you should do that anymore because you might slip out
of my arms and get hurt.”

She looked at me with the greatest trust and
confidence I have ever seen in anyone’s eyes and said, “ You
wouldn’t let me fall!”

The thought came to my mind at that moment:
That is the kind of trust God wants each one of us to have in Him.
He will not let us down. He will not let us ‘fall’.

 


 



Whoever has a heart full of love
always has something to give.

— Pope John XXIII

 


 



Ria & Lizette

​All my life I have played
golf but I would not be so self assured as to call myself a golfer.
Like most life-long golfers, I have developed fairly serious back
problems. This is the result of the mistaken notion that “ the
harder you swing, the greater the distance.”

In spite of recurring back pain, I have been
able to continue playing golf, thanks to Ria, my physical
therapist. Over the years Ria and her family have become my friends
and one day while we were having a meal together, I said to the
children, “ You have a wonderful mother.” Lizette, who was a sixth
grader at the time, smiled with pride as she looked at her mother
and then said to me “ my mom is not only my mother, she is also my
best friend.”

I couldn’t help but think: What a wonderful
affirmation of Ria as a mother and what a tribute to her parenting
skills. It also struck me that an important goal for all parents
should be to spend such quality time with their sons and daughters
so that their children would see them not only as parents, but as
best friends.

 


 



Falling down doesn’t make you a
failure, but staying down does.

— Anonymous

 


 



M. Miller

​In the early sixties, I was
honored to be the Youth Director in our Diocese. One of my duties
was to bring a group of young adults to Mexico and Guatemala to
work in hospitals, clinics, youth centers, etc. It was enjoyable
work for me as well as inspiring for the youth.

One year after we returned, I received a
letter from one of the young women thanking me for allowing her to
make the trip. She shared with me in the letter that she had been
considering suicide before going but felt drawn to make the trip
when it was announced. When she witnessed the conditions under
which the Indians lived in the village she visited, she began to
realize that live for her was not nearly as bad as she thought. She
has gone on to complete her education and become a very productive
person in her community.

There are many people in our world who are
hurting but a lot of that hurt could be diminished if they could
experience the hurt of others who are suffering even more.

 


 



A branch cannot bear fruit all by
itself, but must remain part of the vine, neither can you unless
you remain in me.

— John 15:4

 


 



Charles Davis

​
Much speaking in different places on
themes of renewal has brought me into contact with many people
seeking to revivify their faith. I have found a sense of emptiness,
but together with it a deep yearning for God. There is emptiness at
the core of people’s lives, an emptiness waiting to be filled. They
are troubled about their faith; they find it slipping. I am not
speaking about those who are worried about recent changes. These
people are not. But they are looking for something more; they are
looking for something to fill the void in their lives, and what
they hear does not do that. The more perceptive know they are
looking for God. He seems to have withdrawn from the world and from
them. They come to talks by speakers like myself. They hear about
the new liturgy, about the new understanding of the layman’s role,
about collegiality, about the Church and the world, about a
thousand and one new and exciting ideas. They are duly impressed.
But who will speak to them quite simply of God as of a person he
intimately knows, and make the reality and presence of God come
alive for them once more.

— Charles Davis

 


 



I am the way and the truth and the
life. No one comes to the Father except through me.

— John 14:6

 


 



Rabbi in Jerusalem

​ Some years ago I
had the opportunity to visit the Holy Land. I recall one day going
to the remaining wall of Solomon’s Temple, a place very sacred to
the Jewish people.

I sat on a bench a short distance from the
wall and watched hundreds of rabbis and young Jewish men praying
their scriptures. As I was taking in this scene, a young rabbi sat
beside me.

I nodded at him and he said, “ Do you speak
English?” For the next half hour, we had a very enjoyable
conversation. By that time I felt we were well enough acquainted
for me to ask him, “Why is it that the Jewish people do not accept
Jesus Christ as the Messiah?” What he said to me next may not be
good theology but, for me, it was a most thought provoking and
inspiring explanation of his understanding of the Messiah.

He said, “As you know there are divisions in
Judaism. The group that I belong to does not believe in a personal
Messiah. We do not believe the Messiah to be a person. We believe
that it is the responsibility of every person to reflect the
goodness and virtues of God in their lives. When everyone does
this, then we believe that the Messiah will have come!

Whether a person accepts this belief or not,
it makes us realize what a better world we would live in if
everyone felt somewhat personally responsible for the coming of the
Messiah and lived accordingly.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
Tom McGettrick





