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###
Deacon Sam
#
Sam looked more like a surf bum than a Catholic deacon. His flip-flops smacked the white tile floor of the narthex as he hurried to the sacristy. A bright smile spread across his lightly freckled face, though anyone else might have worried about being late.
"Sorry, Father." He grabbed an alb from the closet, oblivious to Father O'Malley's furrowed brow and exasperated frown.
The priest had asked Sam to arrive at least an hour before mass. He had hesitated before entrusting the young deacon to give this Sunday's homily and wanted to read it over and discuss it beforehand.
Once Sam had pulled the long white garment over his cut-off jeans and T-shirt and donned the stole over his shoulder and across his chest, he appeared more presentable, but Father O'Malley knew the twenty-four year old kid came off as naive and too casual whenever he opened his mouth. But what he lacked in eloquence, he more than made up for in love for the Lord. He went to adoration on Fridays and had volunteered at the soup kitchen every night since entering the seminary, even on Christmas and Thanksgiving.
Father O'Malley held out his hand. "May I read your homily?"
Sam's mouth dropped open and he looked at the ceiling as he felt his pockets through the alb. Then he shrugged with a small guilty smile like a kid who'd forgotten his homework. "Guess I didn't bring it." Sam bit his lower lip and met the priest's glower with his bright blue eyes.
"Samuel." Father gave a resigned sigh.
Sam frowned. "I know you think I'm fleckless. I heard you talking to Father Pavone."
Father O'Malley chuckled and shook his head. "The word is 'feckless,' Sam. You need to learn to take more care. You will be ordained in less than three months." He turned and walked briskly toward the door, muttering, "Lord, help him."
Sam trotted after the priest. "It'll be okay. I kind of remember what I was gonna say. You know how Jesus is all like healing people in today's gospel? Well, that's all symbolic. I mean, he does cure people's bodies, but it always had a more profound reality at the root. For instance being cured of blindness is like sudden understanding of truth."
The old priest stopped. He turned toward Sam with a smile that creased his weathered face and gave a nod.
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If you haven't already read Syzygy I hope you will. There you can see more of young Sam and his adventures with his friends before his days as Deacon Sam. http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/21501
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