
 

 

July 19, 2020: Sixteenth Sunday in Ordinary Time 

It was back in high school that I first started working on computers. We had state-of-the-art equipment (in a sense) 
for the day—the Radio Shack TRS-80. It was affectionately called the “trash-80.” It was an interesting machine to 
use: you saved your programming work on a cassette tape. The only problem was that you had to remember the 
volume level you used when you were recording. If the volume was not set at the same level when reading the 
information off the tape, you would lose your program. Trust me when I say that I lost a lot of programs using that 
system. It could get quite frustrating. But that year of taking computers paid off in the end. When I went to Boston 
College and decided to continue working on computers, I signed up for the same programming language (BASIC) 
that I took in high school.  

At the first class, the professor outlined ten different subjects he would be covering. He said, if you know how to 
do these ten things, you do not belong here. After class I went to the professor and told him I knew all of that 
stuff—so what should I do? He responded, “Take the class and get an easy A. Or, go speak to Professor Gips in the 
Computer Science Department and see if he will let you take the next class up.” I decided to speak to Professor 
Gips. I told him what the teacher had said and wondered if I could take his class. We talk for a bit. I think he wanted 
to discern how much I really knew. When we were done, he said to me, “I have two classes for Structured Pro-
gramming, at 11 AM and 2 PM. The 2 PM class will probably be your best bet for an opening.” I went to the 2 PM 
class and was able to get in, and so he signed the form that allowed me to take the class.  

As the semester progressed, I got to know some of my classmates better. And one day in the middle of the se-
mester they started talking about their GPAs (I don’t remember why). They turned to me and asked, “so, what’s 
yours?” I responded, “I don’t have one yet.” They replied, “What do you mean you don’t have one?” I told them, 
“I’m only a freshman and this is my first semester in college.” They were flabbergasted. Freshmen did not usually 
take this class, which is something I did not realize at that point. They were doubly surprised because of how well 
I was doing in the class. I have to admit that it was not so much about my being smart, but that programming has 
just always come natural to me. And I was generally helping them to understand some of the concepts Professor 
Gips was teaching. 

When I started at BC, I began as a history major (probably still my favorite subject). But the more I got into com-
puters, the more I realized I was good at it and I really enjoyed it. I always assumed I would graduate with a history 
degree from BC and maybe teach, like my Dad. But this experience helped me realize that I had another option.  

In fact, at the end of my freshman year Professor Gips hired me as one of the Teaching Assistants in the Computer 
Science Department. From that point on, my life took a very different trajectory than the one I had envisioned in 
high school. It is interesting that a class I took in high school, because it sounded more interesting than physics, 
put me on a path I did not see coming at all. 

The more classes I took in computer programming, the more hooked I got. I could literally spend hours program-
ming, losing track of time completely. I would get so focused on the problem to be solved that it was the only 
thing I could really think about. This “problem” helped me realize that there was probably something here for me. 
I had a subject I loved, was very good at it, and I could actually make some money doing something I loved when 
I graduate. It seemed like a win-win situation. But who would have known that a decision made in high school 
would change the direction I foresaw so clearly for my life. 

How often this happens in our lives that the small choices we make can start us down paths we do not even know 
exist, or that would be a possibility for us. This is also true in how we come to live out our faith in Christ. We often 
think that the big decisions we make in our faith journey are the most important, but the reality is that those big 
decisions usually are a product of a bunch of smaller decisions.  

Small decisions like: Whether or not we choose to pray every day. Whether or not we choose to read scriptures 
every day. Whether or not we choose to stop and ask ourselves, what is Christ calling me to do or say in this 
moment? Whether or not we choose to look to our faith for the real answers to what is occurring in our lives. 
Whether or not we decide that each day—really each moment—we must try to discover God in the here and now. 
Whether or not I am going to seek to live in the moment. Whether or not I am going to live my life in gratitude to 



 

 

my God. Whether or not I am truly willing to take up my cross and follow Christ no matter where He leads me. 
Whether or not I am willing to live each day in humble submission to the will of God.  

These are the small decisions we make each day that will help us determine the larger ones. And it is really these 
small decisions that will determine the path we will ultimately take. 

Let us decide wisely on these small choices! 

If you have any questions about anything, please do not hesitate to ask me directly, or send your questions to me 
at fr.brian@chelmsfordcatholic.org.  

Please keep me in your prayers. 

In Christ, 

 

Fr. Brian 


