
 

Dear Parishioners, 
 
I grew up in a small town outside of Syracuse, New York in St. Anne parish in Manlius. My school was only a block 
from our house. My parish was about five blocks away (we always walked to church). We had a party line phone (our 
next-door neighbors had the same phone number) — the operator would ring two long and one short for the neighbors 
and two shorts and a long for us. Every once in a while, I could pick up our phone and hear the neighbors talking. 
 

Also at that time the schools in New York were allowed to release students to attend religious instruction. On         
Wednesday afternoons we walked to the parish and were taught by the Syracuse Franciscan Sisters.  
 

My favorite sister, Sister Mary Martin, was a wonderful teacher. I could see she had a deep love for God. She also had 
the longest index finger that when she shook her finger at Billy Young, I shuttered. I have fond memories of that group 
of women who served God and were happy. 
 

I was in the sixth grade when I heard a different call. I was an altar server and even though I messed up a few times, I 
always wanted to serve. It took a little while to learn the Latin responses, but me and my compadres managed with the 
help of Fr. Lynch and Sister Mary Martin. I began to think that maybe God wanted me to become a priest.  
 

I was able to attend a Catholic all boys high school that encouraged all of us to pray sincerely to know God’s will for us. 
I considered seriously joining the Christian Brothers, a religious congregation dedicated to education. As you know, I did 
not take that route. During high school I considered other paths — lawyer, teacher, military service, a cloistered order 
[Trappist monks].  
 

I decided that since the “call” remained on my heart, I should at least enter the seminary and see if this was for real. 
Through the years of college and theology that call became stronger and you know the outcome. I was ordained a priest 
20 May 1970. 
 

This fourth Sunday of Easter is dedicated to Christ the Good Shepherd. Our Good Shepherd knows each of us with a 
deeply personal love. He calls each to a life of service in his / our Father’s kingdom here on earth as in heaven.  

 

I encourage all parents regularly ask your sons and daughters what they 
think God wants them to do with their life. This is a much more important 
question than what they want to do with their life.  
 

God’s plan for you, for me, for your children is always bigger than we 
can dream for ourselves. To be sure, one may discover that his/her plan 
may not be just what God had in mind. In that case, consider some whose 
lives were changed (for the better) Mary, Peter, James, John, Francis, 
Mary Ann Cope, Edith Stein, Karol Józef Wojtyła. I know of many who 

began serious discernment in a seminary or house of religious formation who found that their call was not to become a 
brother, sister, or priest, but rather a wife, husband, parents raising children for the kingdom. Some also have discerned 
to dedicate their lives in God’s kingdom as single adults in many diverse ways. 
 

Those of us who are older bear a responsibility to help others discover God’s will for them. You may have seen a young 
woman or man who seems to possess the qualities of service, faith, generosity, joy, repentance, who are regulars at Mass 
and  prayer, etc.  
 

Don’t be afraid to ask them, “Did you ever think about being a priest? I think you would make a good one.” One of the 
reasons I am a priest is because my uncle George would ask me, “Billy, did you ever think of being a priest?” I did not 
become a priest because he asked me, but it did get me thinking.  
 

Love your sons, daughters, nieces, nephews, Godchildren, next door neighbors’ children enough to plant the question. It 
just may get them thinking. God will do the rest. He is indeed a Good Shepherd. 

 

 pace - bene, 

 
Msgr. Bill’s Weekly Letter... 


