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I was driving the first car 1°d ever owned. It was an old,
used, Yolkswagen squareback--a tiny station wagon, wou rarely see
them any more. It was my fifth wear in that car, and I loved it
very much. It was in terrible ccndition, but the older it got,
the more its character grew. The car had a gaping hole in  the
floor of the back seat, it wouldn” * start in the rain, and it
honked ewery time I turned left. But it got me where I was
goimg.

The next morning I got dressed to be ordained. I left the
parieh early: I needed to get gas. It was a self-serve station.
&z 1  pumped the gas by hand a paricshioner shouted from the car
cpposite me. "Saw, aren’t you getting ordained soon?" "I'm on
my way down town rn_ht now." We smiled at each other, and I drove
AWEY .

During the ardination the bishop took my hands-—-those same
hands which had greeted relatives and pumped gas—-and he ancinted

them with chrism. 1t was astonishing, he poured out the Spirit
of God upon my hands. 1 shuddered to see the puddles in my palms
and whispered to the priest next to me, "What do I do now?" He
was grinning from ear to ear. "Rubk it in." I did. The chrism

was soft to touch and sweet to smell, like the presence of God.
1 $elt at peace with the Spirit as I left the cathedral.

There was to be a reception at my parents’ home. I walked to
where 1°d left the car that morning, and my reverie was shat-
tered. My precious little car was covered with crepe paper, tin
cans, and shaving cream that spelied out, "Just ordained." [ was

proud to be a priest, but my car looked foolish.
I fumbled for the Kers, ducked inside and drove straight for

the house of a friend. I turned left into the drive, the car
honked, and my friend aszked, "What are you doing here?" 1 said,
"Give me »our hose." Several minutes later, rinsing a shdvlng

cream—scaked sponge in & bucket of water, I looked down again at
my¥ hands, and I thought, "Years from now, somecne’s going to ask
me what was the first thing I did with my ancinted hands after I

was ordained."” &nd I would have to answer, "I wrung dirty sha-
wing cream into a bucket." So soon God was teaching me why they
anoint priests on the hands. We are ancinted for work, we are

ancinted for ordinary work, we are ancinted for dirts work.
St. Paul save when you grow in the Knowledge of God rou do

good works, and the good you do helps you grow in the Knowledge
of God.

Maricn, when the bishop imposes his hands on »ou tomorrow,
we will have our hands there to support rou. These hands which

are in this church, these hands which nourished wou, these hands
which nursed wour wounds, these hands which plaved music with
yau, these hands which joined »ou in praver——these hands will
give wou the Holy Spirit, and they must pledge their undring ok
for »ou as you pledge your work for them.

Marion, books will help wou grow in the Knowledge of God.
People will help rou grow in the Knowledge of God. But when we
serve we kKnow God best.
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