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[A Homily of Fr. Matthew Kelty, O.C.S.O. for St. John Baptist (A), June 24, 1996 (Lk 1:57-66,80)] 
  
His Ministry Continues 
  
     The Catholic cult of the saints is a bit more than an annual calling to mind of the holy, each properly annotated 
and brought out for display on the appropriate day. Just as the newspaper will feature an article or two on Lincoln, 
or Washington, or whomever, when their dates turn up. 
     Our approach would be more in the nature of a family reunion and the honored guest would be a living 
presence. For we are in communion with the saints. They are part of the Church as we are, and we are in touch. 
And all of us, Church Militant, Church Suffering, Church Triumphant in Heaven, are united in the love of God and 
one another. 
     The whole Christian thing has a sort of timelessness which at once removes it from the confines of time and 
yet essentially unites it with every moment of time. The Passion, Death and Rising are not only historical events, 
they are mystical events which step out of time. And so are present in all time. We do not merely read the 
Scriptures: we do them. In the mystical dimension that is essential to our Faith we participate in the most 
significant events of history. It is far more than recall, than memory or recollection. The Church lives, and lives 
always, not merely in time past. 
     So our celebration of John the Baptist is no mere pausing in a busy week to think of him and his life and work 
and reflect on it. John is not gone. John lives. His ministry continues. He is martyred in new Johns and new Johns 
give testimony to Jesus: "Behold, the Lamb of God!" 
     Fascination with the Baptist continues. His name is still a most popular name. He is at once Old Testament 
and New. He is a son of the desert, devotee of silence and solitude, whose preaching infuriated because it 
exposed the follies of his time and people. 
     He continues. His scorn is poured out on our new breed of millionaires --now two million of them. While 
workers' pay stagnates and declines, this greedy brood of vipers cares not. The incompetent president of Ford, 
who earns eight million a year, had to issue a recall of eight million Fords for defective and hazardous equipment. 
We, one of the richest of the world have the highest poverty rate for children:  one out of five below the poverty 
line. And we are stingiest of major nations in helping other less developed lands. We have five million citizens 
behind bars or on probation or parole. Half our marriages collapse. And abortion destroys life with savage 
abandon. John's voice is heard. He may as well bay the moon and scream in the night for the good it does. No 
matter. His ministry continues and very much matters. Do not be too sure it is not heard. 
     And we are involved in it. For Christianity is not a memory trip, a cult of the past. It has no past. It is timeless. It 
all goes on now. And we are present. And make a response. 
     Nor are we permitted merely to stand by and watch, wringing our hands at the state of things, hastening to tell 
the latest bad news to the next we meet. 
     For John was born as summer begins. It is actually the beginning of winter, for now the days grow shorter, the 
nights longer. And only in the deeps of that deep darkness is Christ the Light born. And John points Him out. 
     Our call then is to live John by an honesty of vision which is not deceived by the corruption of our times, 
however elegant. And not in bitterness, but in joy do our Faith in hope and trust. And in the darkness sing of light. 
We retreat into the desert of the heart and there nurture the light that redeems the world.  Amen. 
 
[cf     http://www.monks.org/homilies.html  for other homilies + other things from Gethsemani] 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

My name is Mildred Hondorf. I'm a former elementary school music teacher from Des Moines IA. I've always 
supplemented my income by teaching piano lessons-something I've done for over 30 years. Over the years I 
found that children have many levels of musical ability. I've never had the pleasure of having a prodigy though I 
have taught some talented students. 
 
However I've also had my share of what I call musically-challenged pupils. One such student was Robby. Robby 
was 11 years old when his mother (a single Mom) dropped him off for his first piano lesson. I prefer that students 
(especially boys) begin at an earlier age, which I explained to Robby. But Robby said that it had always been his 
mother's dream to hear him play the piano. 
 
So I took him as a student. Well, Robby began with his piano lessons and from the beginning I thought it was a 
hopeless endeavor. As much as Robby tried, he lacked the sense of tone and basic rhythm needed to excel. But 
he dutifully reviewed his scales and some elementary pieces that I require all my students to learn. 
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Over the months he tried and tried while I listened and cringed and tried to encourage him. At the end of each 
weekly lesson he'd always say, "My mom's going to hear me play someday." But it seemed hopeless. He just did 
not have any inborn ability. I only knew his mother from a distance as she dropped Robby off or waited in her 
aged car to pick him up. She always waved and smiled but never stopped in. 
 
Then one day Robby stopped coming to our lessons. I thought about calling him but assumed because of his lack 
of ability, that he had decided to pursue something else. I also was glad that he stopped coming. He was a bad 
advertisement for my teaching! 
 
Several weeks later I mailed to the student's homes a flyer on the upcoming recital. To my surprise Robby (who 
received a flyer) asked me if he could be in the recital. I told him that the recital was for current pupils and because he 
had dropped out he really did not qualify. He said that his mother had been sick and unable to take him to piano 
lessons but he was still practicing. "Miss Hondorf . . . I've just got to play!" he insisted. 
 
I don't know what led me to allow him to play in the recital. Maybe it was his persistence or maybe it was 
something inside of me saying that it would be all right. The night for the recital came. The high school 
gymnasium was packed with parents, friends and relatives. I put Robby up last in the program before I was to 
come up and thank all the students and play a finishing piece. I thought that any damage he would do would 
come at the end of the program and I could always salvage his poor performance through my "curtain closer." 
 
Well, the recital went off without a hitch. The students had been practicing and it showed. Then Robby came up 
on stage. His clothes were wrinkled and his hair looked like he'd run an eggbeater through it. "Why didn't he dress 
up like the other students?" I thought. "Why didn't his mother at least make him comb his hair for this special 
night?" 
 
Robby pulled out the piano bench and he began. I was surprised when he announced that he had chosen 
Mozart's Concerto #21 in C Major. I was not prepared for what I heard next. His fingers were light on the keys, 
they even danced nimbly on the ivories. He went from pianissimo to fortissimo. . .. from allegro to virtuoso. His 
suspended chords that Mozart demands were magnificent! Never had I heard Mozart played so well by people his 
age. After six and a half minutes he ended in a grand crescendo and everyone was on their feet in wild applause. 
 
Overcome and in tears I ran up on stage and put my arms around Robby in joy. "I've never heard you play like 
that Robby! How'd you do it?" Through the microphone Robby explained: "Well Miss Hondorf . . . remember I told 
you my Mom was sick? Well, actually she had cancer and passed away this morning. And well . . . she was born 
deaf, so tonight was the first time she ever heard me play. I wanted to make it special." 
 
There wasn't a dry eye in the house that evening. As the people from Social Services led Robby from the stage to 
be placed into foster care, I noticed that even their eyes were red and puffy and I thought to myself how much 
richer my life had been for taking Robby as my pupil. 
 
No, I've never had a prodigy, but that night I became a prodigy . . . of Robby's. He was the teacher and I was the 
pupil For it is he that taught me the meaning of perseverance and love and believing in yourself and maybe even 
taking a chance in someone and you don't know why. 
 
Robby was killed in the senseless bombing of the Alfred P. Murrah Federal Building in Oklahoma City in April of 
1995. And now, a footnote to the story. 
 
The person who sent this to you believes that we can all make a difference. So many seemingly trivial interactions 
between two people present us with a choice: Do we act with compassion or do we pass up that opportunity and 
leave the world a bit colder in the process? 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 
Christian advice 

 
Quit griping about your church, if it were perfect, you couldn't belong.  
  
If the church wants a better preacher, it only needs to pray for the one it has. 
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It is easier to preach ten sermons than it is to live one. 
 
When you get to your wit's end, you'll find God lives there. 
 
God Himself does not propose to judge a man until he is dead. So why should you? 
 
Peace starts with a smile. 
 
We were called to be witnesses, not lawyers or judges. 
 
Coincidence is when God chooses to remain anonymous. 
 
God grades on the cross, not the curve.  
 
God promises a safe landing, not a calm passage. 
 
If God is your copilot, swap seats! 
 
Prayer: don't give God instructions just report for duty! 
 
The task ahead of us is never as great as the Power behind us. 
 
The Will of God will never take you to where the Grace of God will not protect you. 
 
We don't change the message, the message changes us. 
 
You can tell how big a person is by what it takes to discourage him. 

-     -     -     -     -     -     -     -     - 

     Here are the concluding paragraph(s) of the talk that is in the current UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO 
magazine. the speaker is Andrew Abbot (the Gustavus F. and Ann M. Swift Distinguished Service Professor in the Department of 
Sociology and the College). Iit was given to incoming freshmen at U Chicago, part of the 'aims of education' series 
begun 50 years after Alfred North Whitehead delivered his "Aims of Education" address... (says the magazine). 
Abbott spoke for an hour about the 'elite university etc. etc... and made some quite uncommon statements about 
the value or lack of it in the process. The title of his talk was "The Zen of education" and it took place at 
Rockefeller Chapel on the campus of U of Chicago ... the last part of the talk is:  
 
"....Third and finally, this talk may seem to have given you an extraordinary charter of freedom. I have said—and 
the studies show—that what you do here has few clearly evident consequences for your future. 
 
To many of you, this may seem like a license to do whatever you damn well please for the next four years. In a 
sense, you do indeed have that license. Education is here to look for, but nobody can actually force you to find it. 
And nobody here can deny that the world is full of very successful people, at the highest places in our society, 
who have college degrees from eminent places and who yet lack even the most rudimentary forms of education. 
 
To put it simply, the system as it currently exists trusts you with the whole tore. Education is the most valuable, 
the most human, and the most humane basis around which a person can build him- or 
herself. And you are here offered an unparalleled set of resources for finding the flash of enlightenment that 
kindles education within you. But it is in practice completely your decision whether you seek that flash. 
 
You can go through here and do nothing. Or you can go through here like a tourist, listening to lectures here and 
there, consulting your college Fodor’s for “important intellectual attractions” that “should not be missed during your 
stay.” Or you can go through here mechanically, stuffing yourself 
with materials and skills till you’re gorged with them. And whichever of these three you choose, you’ll do just fine 
in the world after you leave. You will be happy and you will be successful. 
 
Or on the other hand you can seek education. It will not be easy. We have only helpful exercises for you. We can’t 
give you the thing itself. And there will be extraordinary temptations—to spend whole months wallowing in a 
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concentration that doesn’t work for you because you have some myth about your future, to blow off intellectual 
effort in all but one area because you are too lazy to challenge yourself, to wander off to Europe for a year of 
enlightenment that rapidly turns into touristic self-indulgence. There will be the temptations of timidity, too, 
temptations to forgo all ex-perimentation, 
to miss the glorious randomness of college, to give up the prodigal possibilities that—let me tell you—you will 
never find again; temptations to go rigidly through the motions and then wonder why 
education has eluded you. 
 
There are no aims of education. 
 
The aim is education. If—and only if—you seek it, education will find you. Welcome to the University of Chicago." 

 


