
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction

[image: ]




I was not standing by the shores of Galilee when Jesus first called His disciples. I was not mending nets or leaving behind a tax booth. My life began far from Israel, centuries removed from those first followers. And yet, in a mysterious way, the same Voice that summoned Peter and Matthew has reached across time and spoken to me. My hope and prayer is that you, too, will hear His summons. Sometimes we only need to be still to recognize that He is calling each of us.

I have not heard Him in thunderclaps, but in the quiet moments of my own story—through the struggles of fatherhood, the weariness of illness, the laughter of grandchildren, and the silence of prayer. His call has not been dramatic, but steady. Sometimes it comes as a whisper, sometimes as a tug of conscience, sometimes through Scripture that pierces my defenses and leaves me bare before God.

Looking back, I see how often I tried to patch old garments—adding bits of faith here and there to cover the thin spots of my soul. But Christ has never asked for patches. He has asked for a new heart, a new wineskin (Matthew 9:16–17; Mark 2:21–22; Luke 5:36–39), supple enough to hold the living wine of His Spirit. Following Him means stepping into unfamiliar territory, leaving behind what feels safe and familiar. And yet, I am learning—slowly, stubbornly, and sometimes painfully—that the new wine of Christ is richer than anything this world offers.

We often say, “It doesn’t get any better than this.” But the truth is, God thought of each of us long before we existed—our hair and eye color, our voices, our fingerprints, our skills and personalities. Then He placed us precisely in history, like puzzle pieces fitted perfectly into His grand design. And because He gave us free will, He also gave us guidance. Over centuries, He inspired His chosen ones to write down words of love and instruction. Those writings became the Old Testament, pointing toward Him and urging us to choose the path that leads back to Paradise.

But too often humanity chose another way—selfishness, greed, immorality, violence. Innocent lives were swept away by sin. And so, from the beginning, God had a plan. The Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit knew that one of them would come to save us. Jesus said, “I will go.” At the appointed time, He entered our world—not to take away our freedom, but to show us the depth of God’s love and to give us hope of eternal life.

Those 33 years of His life gave us a new collection of writings—the New Testament—focused on God’s immense love and forgiveness. Though we are drawn to unworthy pleasures, Christ’s sacrifice on the cross opens the door to mercy. As a Catholic, I find that mercy most clearly in the Sacrament of Reconciliation, where the stains of sin are wiped away. His forgiveness feels like being handed the answers to the final exam of life—a gift freely given to anyone who seeks Him. Yet some still insist on taking the test alone. That, too, is the cost of free will.

This book is my story. Not of perfection, but of pursuit. Not of certainty, but of trust. Not of one great leap, but of countless small steps in the dust of the Bridegroom. My prayer is that these pages will help you glimpse your own story through His eyes. And along the way, may you discover—as I have—that God’s “cheat sheet” is not a set of shortcuts, but the gift of grace itself.
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Chapter 1 – Roots of Faith and Family

[image: ]




The story of my life begins before I could speak or even understand the world around me. It begins in the small, simple home where my parents raised us, in the pews of St. Patrick’s Church in Corning, and in the quiet prayers whispered over us when we were children. Faith wasn’t something distant. It was in the air we breathed, in the laughter at our dinner table, in the rhythm of our Sundays, and in the sacrifices my parents made so that we would know God.

I grew up in the shadow of the Chemung River, in the small city of Corning, New York. To outsiders, Corning was known for glass — the shimmering, delicate crystal that graced fine tables around the world, and the rugged laboratory glass that carried men into space. But for me, Corning was less about the glass and more about the people. It was where my faith took root, where family was everything, and where God’s quiet work often revealed itself in ordinary, unnoticed ways.

I often think back to those early years when faith was more caught than taught. My parents, though not theologians, lived it. Dad showed his faith in hard work, in the steady way he provided, in the hours he gave to the parish bingo hall to pay for our tuition. Mom’s faith was quieter, but deeper — a whispered rosary, a tender hand on a fevered forehead, or her saying, “The circle of love goes around and around.”

My dad was a strong man, steady and devoted, but it was my mother who carried the heart of our family. When my father passed away — far too early, forty-three years ago — Mom was left adrift. She had leaned on him for decades, and suddenly the weight of absence pressed hard on her shoulders. She was a woman of faith, yes, but grief has a way of blurring even the sharpest truths we hold onto.

In those years after Dad’s passing, I saw the mysterious ways God keeps families together. My oldest son, John, just a preschooler then, would toddle across the lawn to Mom’s house and spend hours with her. No one really knew what they talked about — maybe nothing that would sound important to an adult ear — but they laughed, they listened, and they built a bond that carried Mom through some of her loneliest days. Looking back, I can’t help but see God’s hand in those small visits. Who else but God would use a child’s simple chatter to steady a grieving mother’s soul?

That simple phrase “The circle of love goes around and around” shaped me more than I knew. Love wasn’t a one-time event. It was a circle. It kept moving, kept returning, kept surrounding us. I’ve come to see that this circle of love is really the circle of God’s presence, His mercy and care woven into our days.

When I think about circles, I also think about the Blessed Mother. She was part of the very first circle of faith — Mary, Joseph, and Jesus. And her first word of faith was a yes. “Let it be to me according to your word” (Luke 1:38). She didn’t know what lay ahead, but she trusted. In many ways, my parents were living out their own “yes” — not with angelic visits, but with diapers, bills, laughter, and late-night worries.

My earliest memories of church are in Latin Mass. I didn’t understand the words, but I saw people’s lips moving in unison, eyes lifted toward the altar, as if they were reaching for something beyond themselves. In a way, I think that’s what Mary did too. She gave words to something greater than herself. Her yes reached out into the unknown, and it still echoes in every believer who dares to trust God without a full plan.
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