SCC  Meeting         

Leader:
In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.

All:

Amen.

Leader:
Let us open our hearts to the Lord, who led us to the mountaintop and allowed us to hear the voice of God.

(Observe a period of silence, allowing the Lord to give us his peace.

Gather the Fragments

Look back on your walk with the Lord and see where you have encountered the presence of God.  Where have you given and received love?  When have you felt most connected: to God, to others, to the world around you?  When did you feel most alive today?  In what instances have you succeeded in giving without counting the cost? 

Where in your walk this day did the Lord seem absent from your path?  When did you give and receive the least love today?  When did you most feel life draining out of you?  When did you feel most alone and unconnected?  When did you give in to temptation?  What opportunities did you pass up to bring Christ into your world?

Encounter with the Word of God

Gospel reading: Mark 13:33-37
Be watchful! Be alert! You do not know when the time will come.  

It is like a man traveling abroad. He leaves home and places his servants in charge, each with his work, and orders the gatekeeper to be on the watch.  

Watch, therefore; you do not know when the lord of the house is coming, whether in the evening, or at midnight, or at cockcrow, or in the morning.  

May he not come suddenly and find you sleeping.  

What I say to you, I say to all: 'Watch!'"
Breaking open the Word
Re-read the passage again, silently and share a phrase or sentence from the reading that strikes you, or something you identify with.

Meditation:  What is you’re average day like?  Lets just say a Monday.  First day of the week, not exactly jumping out of bed anxious to start the day.  Without thinking, you go through your morning routines, grab what you know you’ll need for the day, kiss the wife goodbye and off you go.  Jump in the car or hop on a bus, grab a train or a cab and we’re off.  Grab your cell phone and set up appointments, check in with the office to see what crisis may have to be averted today.  Before you know it, you’re stuck in traffic or someone cuts you off.  It seems we can be in so much of a hurry, running here and there with blinders on until something happens unexpectedly that finally makes us pick up our eyes and look at the bigger picture.

     Maybe the idea of something having to shake us up a little before we can take notice doesn’t seem like us, but it usually is.  I can go for hours thinking of nothing except what I have to do next or where I have to be this week.  I can be so entrapped by my job that I can go an entire marking period without even realizing my son is failing Civics.  You see it’s not until the progress report shows up and forces me to pick my eyes up and see the big picture, (breaks the routine) that I address the situation.  And sometimes by that time it’s already too late to turn it around the way we’d like.

     Is it my son’s fault that he’s failing Civics?  Perhaps.  But had I been on top of the situation from the first day of school, and actively inserted myself into his daily life, it’s quite likely that the situation would not have elevated to this level.  In fact I’m sure it wouldn’t have. But who has that kind of time?

     As a lot of you know, I lost my mother in 2003.  After a yearlong battle with congestive heart failure, heart attacks, strokes and finally respiratory and kidney failure, she passed away.  Now, I was lucky in the respect that I lived close to home and could get her to dialysis when she needed a ride.  I also lived in the same town unlike my brothers and sisters who didn’t have that luxury, so stopping by a few times a week helped both of us feel better.  With my blinders on it was tough for me to realize the inevitability of her demise.  When it came we were ready.  Once again we were lucky.  She had been put on a respirator and we had 4 days of final efforts and were told nothing else could be done.  The doctors prepared us for what would be moms final day and we were there.  All of us.  From the oldest son to the youngest, we were all together with mom and dad.  Even Msgr Slipe came out on his day off to give my mom the last rites.  As I said, we were lucky………….we were prepared.

     My father was always a strong man.  He was deeply religious and was healthy as an ox.  He had lived during the great depression.  We had heard the stories of friends of his who had nothing but 2 hard boiled eggs to eat everyday.  My father told those stories not for sympathy; rather he told them to us so we would learn not to waste anything.  The depression prepared him for tough times.  He saved things and his money, ”Just in Case”.  It’s a lesson we learned young, and the main reason I have a 401k plan and health insurance.  For my retirement and the future physical health of my family, I learned to be prepared.

     As far as I know he never saw a hospital unless he was visiting someone there.  I don’t ever remember anything stronger than a cold making him sick.  Even then, he went to work with a cold.  I just knew in my heart this man was going to outlive me, as a result, I didn’t go to see him as often after mom died.  The house seemed empty and depressing without her and I found it easier just to stay away.  This worked out fine with me because I kept the blinders on tight.  When he told me in August 2005 that his leg was sore and still hurt after a couple weeks, I thought he had bruised himself somehow.  After all he was getting up in age and these things happen.  But 12 more weeks passed without any complaints until I saw him walk to church on December 5th.  For the first time in my life my dad didn’t look like my dad.  He looked old and frail.  I didn’t have my blinders on.  I was scared.

     We got him to the doctor the following week, and he told us dad had stage 4 cancer of unknown origin.  The leg pain was bone cancer.  His time as limited and I couldn’t tell him.  I threw the blinders off and was with him everyday from Dec. 16th on.  Everyday I agonized over the time I failed to visit him because I knew there wasn’t much time left.  But once again I can say I was lucky, and we had 2 months notice.  We had time for all the family to visit him often.  We were prepared for the inevitable, and once again Msgr made it down to give him the last rites.  My father died on February 11th 2005.  Ash Wednesday.  How appropriate.  Remember man you are dust and to dust you shall return.

He did.  We were prepared.

      We are told to wait for the Lord's coming. But we are not told to tremble in fear, with our faces turning pale, our knees knocking together and our legs giving way. Take the blinders off.  To wait for the Lord means to live in the joyful expectation of his coming. To wait for the Lord means to walk in faith that acts through love. To wait for the Lord means to make this earth a better place. We can only show that we are children of the light when the light of our actions will shine upon those who need our time, our smile, our presence, our help.
Faith Sharing:

      1.  Do I provide a way into God’s house for those who feel distanced, or have turned              
           from their Christian faith, or who are non-Christians?
2.  Are we ready to greet Christ when he comes?  Do we wait with anticipation or              
     with fear?  
3. How can we introduce others to the new life of grace we’ve found?
Closing Prayer

All: Father, all-powerful God, your eternal Word took flesh on our earth when the Virgin Mary placed her life at the service of your plan. Lift our minds in watchful hope to heart the voice which announces his glory and open our minds to receive the Spirit who prepares us for his coming. We ask this through Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Leader: May God bless us so that we might be a blessing for those around us.

All:  In the name of the Father, and of the Son, + and of the Holy Spirit.  Amen.

