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COMMENTARY

Living with a naked soul
When I was participating in the three-month long ori-

entation program to be a Maryknoll missionary, one of  
the requirements was to acquire a spiritual director, and 
we were given a list of  names and bios from which to 

choose. After several ses-
sions together, my new SD 
was aware that I had 
served in West Africa as a 
Catholic Relief  Services 
volunteer and that I was 
very focused on returning 
to mission work in Africa 
as a personal goal. She 
asked me what it was 
about my experience in 
The Gambia that now 
draws me back? 

Other than the obvious 
responses of  “serving 
God” or “working to fur-
ther God’s kingdom” 

(these, after all, can be done anywhere one is living), I 
was unable to articulate the elements of  transformation 
that I had experienced the first time that I lived and 
worked in Africa. 

Although I have only been living in Kenya for a few 
months, and I have not yet entered my actual work 
assignment, I have been reminded of  those beautiful ele-
ments of  personal transformation that occur. I recently 
described this to my sister as “having a naked soul.” 

Living within one’s own culture (whether good or 
bad), we unconsciously experience the comfort of  the 
familiar, much like a swimming fish is unaware of  the 

medium which supports it. At home, the proximity of  
family members and friends, adds a shielding layer of  
predictability to our daily life. 

Entry into and daily living within a new culture, espe-
cially in a country of  extreme poverty, strips one of  the 
layers which cushion small shocks and aggressions, and 
exposes one to feel instantly and deeply, small strains, 
uncertainties and anxieties. 

Now, I realize that this does not sound like something 
to be desired; however, what accompanies the negative 
aspects of  the removal of  one’s protective layers, is an 
unencumbered awareness of  God’s graces, blessings and 
presence in one’s life; a conduit that opens and thrills at 
the sound of  a Scripture reading, at the words of  the 
Consecration. 

Recently at the Mass for Ash Wednesday, the words 
“For dust you are and to dust you shall return” rippled 
through my naked soul, prompting a kaleidoscopic flash 
of  spiritual understanding. What is of  any importance in 
our lives other than serving God’s will? 

I am inspired by this quote from Father Walter J. 
Ciszek in his book, “He Leadeth Me,” “Across the thresh-
old I had been afraid to cross, things suddenly seemed so 
very simple. There was but a single vision, God, who was 
all in all; there was but one will that directed all things, 
God’s will. I had only to see it, to discern it in every cir-
cumstance in which I found myself  and to let myself  be 
ruled by it.” 

Theresa Glaser is a parishioner of  St. Anthony Parish, 
Taylor Mill and a lay missionary for Maryknoll Lay 
Missioners. In January 2024, she began a three-year mis-
sion in Africa and will be sharing updates with Messenger. 
For a photo see page 18.

April showersTo be found
I was five years old when my father returned home 

from The War. At that time Mom, my sister and I lived 
with Granny, my aunt and her daughter in downtown 

Covington. 
On the day I want to 

tell you about, Dad was 
working outside, the rest 
of  us inside. It started to 
rain and Dad wanted to 
come in. He ran to the side 
door and found the screen 
door locked. He yelled to 
open it. 

Mom came to the door, 
but before she started to 
open it she sang the cur-
rently popular tune “April 
Showers” to Dad while he 
stood there getting wetter 
by the moment. Then she 
let him in and helped him 

dry off. He finally started laughing with her and then we 
joined in. 

I fondly remember this playful incident every year 
when it rains in April. It was a privileged moment of  wit-
nessing their light-hearted love for each other. As our 
family life matured their relationship seemed to grow 
more serious. At least that is how I remember it, as a self-
absorbed youth. 

Now I am getting close to the age that they were when 
they died. Memories of  both Mom and Dad remind me 
that they laid the foundations of  my values, gifts, hopes 
and actions. Easter is a good time to be light-hearted. 
Alleluia! 

April Showers 
By Louis Silvers, B.G. Desylva, c.1920 
Life is not a highway strewn with flowers 
Still it holds a goodly share of  bliss 
When the sun gives way to April showers 
Here’s the point you should never miss 
Though April showers may come your way 
They bring the flowers that bloom in May 
So if  it’s raining, have no regrets 
Because, it isn’t raining rain, you know 
It’s raining violets 
And when you see clouds upon the hill 
You soon will see crowds of  daffodils 
So keep on looking for a bluebird, and listening for his 

song 
Whenever April showers come along 
And when you see clouds upon the hills 
You soon will see crowds of  daffodils 
So keep on looking for a bluebird, and listening for his 

song 
Whenever April showers come along. 
Benedictine Sister Dorothy Schuette is a professed mem-

ber of  the Benedictine Sisters of  St. Walburg Monastery, 
Villa Hills, Ky.

The readings for the sixth Sunday of  Easter — 
Cycle B — are: Acts 10:25-26, 34-35, 44-48; 1 John 4:7-
10 and John 15:9-17. 

On this sixth Sunday of  Easter we hear, in the Gospel 
of  St. John, Jesus say: “It was not you who chose me, but 
I who chose you…” Lately, my prayer has been focused 
much on this concept, given to us in so many different 
ways throughout sacred Scriptures. 

When I read this particular line my mind goes to 
something I have been 
preaching on a lot lately. 
As Christians, we are not 
called to seek God. Now, 
don’t stop reading because 
you think I’ve gone crazy. 
Christians aren’t sup-
posed to seek God, they 
are supposed to allow 
themselves to be found by 
God. 

The Gospel reminds us 
that our God is very close 
and intimate and person-
al, not some hidden deity 
who got things started 
and headed off  some-
where. Jesus, who is the 

God-man, put on human flesh and became one of  us in 
all things except sin. 

The analogy that I like to use is the game of  hide-and-
seek played with young children. Little children are real-
ly bad at hide-and-seek. This is because there is an innate 
desire within them (the human person) to be found. As 
an adult calls out their name, “wondering” where they 
might be, the child giggles, maybe with feet sticking out 
from under a blanket or from behind the drapes. Most of  
the time the adult doesn’t even get to “find” the child 
because they jump out in laughter. They want to be 
found. Or if  by chance they can stay hidden, they are 
greeted by the loving adult with “I found you!” And there 
is joy! 

Sadly, having made a mistake or a bad choice, a child 
may also hide — out of  sight or even behind their hands. 
It’s not that the innate desire to be found is gone, but that 
shame has turned them away from, blocked them from 
the one that loves them. The adult knows of  the mistake 
and goes looking for the child. To be found, the child only 
needs to turn around or open their hands. 

In our lives as adults, we tend to follow the example of  
the shameful child, allowing past bad choices to dictate 
our relationship with the God who IS love — we hide 
from him. We hide, even when he is right in front of  us 
waiting to embrace us. 

How many times have I heard: “Father, you don’t 
know what I’ve done. God could never forgive me.” 
WRONG! 

God wants to, longs to forgive you, but instead we have 
hidden ourselves from him. My friends, Jesus is the one 
who has chosen us. We don’t have to search or seek him 
out, we just have to let ourselves be found. 

Father Daniel Schomaker is pastor, St. Augustine 
Parish, Covington and director, Office of  Worship and 
Liturgy for the Diocese of  Covington, Ky.
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