
 I hear there’s a football game on today . . .  Here’s a true story 

about someone in my extended family watching the Seahawks two 

weeks ago in the NFC Championship game. I’ll call him “Tim” because . . 

. well, you’ll see he may not want me to use his real name. Tim is a 

huge Seahawk fan who is in deep denial about just how much the 

team’s fortunes mean to him. He was watching the first half of the 

game in his Doug Baldwin Seahawks jerseys as usual. But by half time 

the Seahawks were losing 16 – 0. Tim in anger and despair tore off his 

jersey and threw it down in disgust, swearing he wouldn’t waste his 

time watching any more of that travesty. 

 He started working around the house, but left the game on in the 

family room. Early in the third quarter he heard what he thought was 

the sound of cheering. Drawn back to the family room, Tim saw the 

Seahawks had scored on a trick play. Like any addict, that one hit drew 

him in for more. He started watching again. But when he did the 

Seahawks made a mistake, the Packers scored. Tim fled the room, but 

then came in again when he heard more cheering. As he came back 

into the family room, the Seahawks blew it again. Now he understood. 

HE was the jinx! So he decided he couldn’t watch – for the sake of the 

team. But he couldn’t help himself. So Tim went upstairs where there’s 

a balcony that looks down on the family room. There’s a quilt draped 

over the banister of the balcony. So Tim knelt down and from behind 

the quilt peeked out at the TV below to watch the game. He figured he 

wasn’t cursing the Seahawks because he wasn’t in the room! From the 

balcony behind the quilt, his wife said, came moans, cries and cheers as 

the Seahawks made their amazing comeback. 

 “A married man is anxious about the things of the world.” I want 

to preach on our second reading – I Cor. 7:32-35. Here St. Paul makes a 



distinction between the married and celibate vocations in regards to 

the anxieties and distractions of the world, and the pleasing of God. 

Some married people are saddened by hearing this, or they get angry. 

As a celibate priest filled with anxieties, I’m not coming at this with an 

air of superiority. But I do want to look at Paul’s central concern. 

Fundamentally, he’s worried about what keeps us from a deep 

friendship with God, whether we’re married or not. 

 Tim would have denied he cared that much about the Seahawks. 

He knows what he ought to say. “It was just a football game!” But here 

he was, a grown man, hiding behind the quilt to watch the game. I think 

that’s the way with most of us. Without even knowing how we got 

there, we’re all wrapped up in the world, sometimes admittedly, in 

things more important than football, but still not the One Thing. 

In life the enemy of the best is not only, or even usually, the worst. The 

enemy of the best is often the good. We want to do so many things 

that are good in themselves that we can’t say “Yes!” to the best – to 

God. But if we’re going to say Yes, then we will have to also say No. And 

if we are going to say Yes to the best of all, then we’re going to have to 

say No to many things. And we have a lot of trouble doing that because 

we want to do what we see as good things. Tim feels the Seahawks are 

a good or he wouldn’t so upset by their failures. And even more 

important things and people we love in life are good, but they also offer 

a temptation.  

That is the point St. Paul wants to make about marriage. Marriage isn’t 

bad, but married persons, compared to celibates, are necessarily 

involved in more of the world’s affairs because of their families, and 

that means there’s a greater danger that they will be distracted from 



the One Big Yes, the greatest relationship in their lives – with God. Both 

married persons and celibate persons can get tied down by careers, 

hobbies and other distractions. But, in addition, those who are married 

have the temptation to put someone seemingly so worthy, a spouse or 

children, in the place of God as number one. And when we put any 

smaller yes in front of the One Big Thing we end up figuratively (or 

literally, in Tim’s case) ripping off our jerseys, we stomp, we curse – we 

lose our peace. We end up looking at life through the bars of the 

balcony banister.  

There’s nothing wrong with watching football. If the mass tonight gets 

over in time I’ll probably catch the end of the game. But Tim’s exciting 

afternoon two weeks ago is a small matter that illustrates a common 

and bigger problem for all of us. I will be/am offering mass tonight 

during the Super Bowl. Some people expected me to cancel the Sunday 

night mass because of the Super Bowl. But to cancel the Eucharist for a 

football game, even a Seahawks Super Bowl seems wrong. It’s putting a 

small yes in front of that Big Yes I once said to God at my ordination. 

But there are a thousand decisions like that we all have to make every 

day. What is your temptation? How have you been wrapped up in the 

distractions and anxieties of the world? What good things are getting in 

the way of the best thing in your life? What do you need to say No to, 

in order to be able to say “Yes” to God?  

I’ll talk more about this next week. 

 


