7 DAYS A PASTOR: REFLECTIONS FROM FATHER ANDREW NELSON
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Sitting in the right chair
at the right time

long the way in life, there are little moments

we all experience — moments when it seems
as though the world stops and, for just an instant,
we find ourselves looking in on our own lives.

Suddenly, everything that
has led to that moment seems
both apparent and fitting. In
those rare instances when it all
comes together, God has a way of
making us smile, laugh and stand
in quiet awe of all that has been
and all that has come to pass.

I remember one of those
mornings well.

I have always had a unique
relationship with the 7 a.m.
Mass. As someone who is nota
morning person, I often joke with
my parishioners that I love them

dearly — that is why I am willing
to celebrate Mass at 7 a.m., even if
I would much prefer 8 a.m.

There is a world of difference
between quietly praying in the
rectory and trying to be cheerful,
energetic and engaging before
sunrise.

That particular morning the
church was fairly full with people
getting an early start to the day. It
was a mix of early birds who love
the first Mass of the day, families
with young children and heroic
spouses who secretly — and
sometimes not so secretly — wish
their loved ones would choose
the 9 or 11 a.m. Mass instead so
everyone could sleep in.

In full disclosure, I am one of
those spouses. My bride is the
Church, but there are mornings
when I secretly wish she would
sleep in, too.

That particular weekend
was a special one, as one of our
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newly ordained priests, Father
Guillaume Temkkit, had returned
to celebrate all of the weekend
Masses.

Father had spent two summers
with our parish as a seminarian,
and it was a special joy to
welcome him back.

If Iam being honest, I was also
looking forward to something
else. For the entire weekend,
Iwould not be the principal
celebrant or preacher. I happily
concelebrated every Mass —
even the 7a.m. — and was able
to sit back, pray and let Father
Guillaume take the lead.

He celebrated the Mass
beautifully, preached an
outstanding homily and it truly
was a heartfelt homecoming for
our parish.

The moment that brought it
all home happened after Holy
Communion, while I was quietly
sitting and praying.

For the first time in my
priesthood at a7 a.m. Mass, I
was able to simply sit and wait.
Usually everyone is waiting for
me to say, “Let us pray.” That
Sunday, however, it was all Father
Guillaume.

Quietly praying with my eyes
closed, I waited like everyone else
does on Sundays.

I was suddenly brought back to
the years before I was ordained,
when those quiet moments after
receiving Holy Communion were
among my favorite moments
of the week. There was no next
prayer to remember, no blessing
to prepare for and no one waiting
for me to speak.

There was only Christ, silence
and gratitude. I had almost
forgotten what that felt like in
that moment.

Then my silence was
interrupted by something I did
not expect.

First came a quiet cough.

Then I heard Father Guillaume
softly say, “Excuse me, Father ...
that’s my seat now.” I opened my
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God has a way of
making us smile,
laugh and stand in
quiet awe.”

eyes and saw his wry smile.

Then it hit me.

Out of pure habit, I had done
what I had done for years.
Without thinking, I had sat
down after Communion in the
principal celebrant’s chair.

Only I wasn’t the principal
celebrant that morning.

Father Guillaume was.

Smiling, I got up and moved
over to the chair beside him,
the chair that belonged to
me that morning. As Idid, I
heard a few quiet giggles from
parishioners who had noticed
what had happened.

It was a small and simple
moment, but for me it was a
beautiful one — a moment in
which all things had come full
circle and the next generation of
priests were no longer charges for
mentoring, but brothers.

In the end, after I sat down
asecond time, I enjoyed a few
more quiet moments before I
heard Father Guillaume say,
“Let us pray,” and offer the final
prayers of the Mass.

As I made my way from
the sanctuary in the closing
procession, I looked over at the
now-empty celebrant’s chair and
was reminded that the chair had
belonged to neither of us that
day, only to Christ.

What a privilege it is to sit in it
— whether for all of Mass or just
for a few sleepy moments. |



