LOOK-ALIKE

Some people experience great difficulty in
missing an episode in a television series. A year or two
ago over a supper a friend said regretfully, “this means
I shall miss ‘Soap’ tonight.” Those extraordinary
family sagas fascinate us as well amuse us. Why, my
marvelous old housekeeper when 1 was rector of St.
Thomas had been watching the daily saga, “Another
World” for the fourteen years she worked at the
rectory; could keep all the ramifications,
tergiversations, complications and that extraordinary
yet very ordinary family right in her head. How she did
it is beyond me. But she had it there and she didn’t
soon forget-or forgive- the treacheries, cruelties,
betrayals of the people there whose lives were very real
to her. And then there is the question of family
likeness among the members, different and diverse as
they are. Whom do they resemble? We can spend hours
trying to identify the characteristics and the
idiosyncrasies of one or the other, and the results can
startle. It was in 1943, in late summer that [ was
talking to my mother’s father William Friend during a
brisk walk through a city about my decision to become
a priest. “Very interesting”, he said, “It’s nearly two
hundred years since we had a priest in our side of the
family.” “What did he do?” 1 got a non committal



answer and promptly forgot it until I went for dinner in
1961 with the infamous Red Dean of Canterbury
Cathedral and in the dining room of the Deanery
opposite the door hung a picture of my grandfather
with an 18" century wig on. The same bog eyes. The
same bottle nose as I have, he had. Then I knew what
great-great-great*-grandfather Friend had done as a
clergyman. William Friend was Dean of Canterbury
from 1760 until 1766. Thank God he missed the
Declaration of Independence.

A family likeness. We look for it in families, and
occasionally we find it, even among members with
startlingly different predilections and characters. But
there can be no more puzzling and at times defeating
diversity of membership than in the redeemed Family
of God, the saints whose solemnity we celebrate with
such joy today. It is, as a colleague of mine said once,
the feast of the whole Church, when we give homage
to God who in the words of St. Paul,

“ordained that they should be shaped to the
likeness of his son, that he might be the eldest
among a large family of brothers.”

(Romans 8:29)

*1 can’t count the “Greats”.



We all know how brothers can resemble each
other like chalk to cheese and yet share a streak of
character, but in that company of saints there is a
family likeness each reflecting in some mysterious way
one of the myriad facets of the character of Christ. No
two ever completely alike, perhaps, but each with an
indefinable stamp of the Christ, the elder brother. It
may be that one should in her life possess Christ’s
patience; another in his, Christ’s courage; and another
in hers, Christ’s gifts of healing; and another, Christ’s
compassion. Try that never-ending list of Christ’s
qualities and it is inexhaustible; as numerous as the
stars in heaven, and you will understand the writer of
the hymn when you come upon the verse:

“Who are these like stars appearing?”
And it is St. Paul who observes that...

“one star differeth from another star in

glory.”
(I Corinthians 15:41)

In glory — a description of God’s own quality, what
makes the Divine, Divine. They share this family
likeness.

How they all come to this, and note I didn’t say,
how they all came to this, is both simple and



mysterious at the same time. For never believe that the
process is past history. Don’t make the mistake of
thinking that saints are all dead; or all clergymen from
ages past. Around us on Staten Island and in the city
and upon the face of this puzzled and crazy world are
people in the process of sanctification, on their way to
sainthood, whose lives are not perfect so much as
grateful. Grateful for their sins’ forgiveness, grateful to
offer a shy love to the Christ who smiles at them; they
smile back and know that they are forgiven when once
God “has wiped away all tears from their eyes”, for
they are sorry they have hurt him and want to try again.
Grateful and surprised at his approach for they
recognize him, and it, in somebody else perhaps, after a
lot of missing him in the crowd — and perhaps not
finding him when they were looking for him in an
exhausting search:

“Thus have I looked for thee in holiness, in a

barren and dry land where no water is..."”
(Psalm 63:1)

The process, you see, is one of response really,
rather than initiative. You can’t determine you will
receive sanctity. There are no self-help books on
becoming holy in six weeks. You will never know. The
saints are sublimely unselfconscious about their
sanctity. They worry not so much about getting there as












