
Twenty-Seventh Sunday in Ordinary 
Time – October 1-2, 2016 – Reflection 

 

Confirmation I: “A Slap in the Face” 

 

“(When Jesus had been arrested), the high priest questioned Him 

about His disciples and about His teaching. Jesus answered, “I have 

spoken openly to the world: I have always taught in synagogues and in 

the temple, where all the Jews come together. I have said nothing in 

secret. Why do you ask me? Ask those who heard what I said to them; 

they know what I said.” When He had said this, one of the police 

standing nearby struck Jesus on the face saying, “Is that how you 

answer the high priest?” Jesus answered, “If I have spoken wrongly, 

testify to the wrong. But if I have spoken rightly, why do you strike 

me?” 

I was very young when the Sacrament was celebrated in my life, only 

ten years old. But I still remember some of the preparations we went 

through to get us ready to worthily and knowingly receive the 

sacrament. The Sister who was teaching us about Confirmation and the 

ritual that went with its conferral told us that we were going to 

become “soldiers for Christ” filled with the power of the Holy Spirit. 

That sounded pretty glamorous and chivalrous to a ten year old kid, but 

Sister was sure to point out that the way wouldn’t be easy, there would 

be many difficult battles along the way of life and our loyalty to the 

Lord would be severely tested. She said that in the old days (whenever 



that was) when the Bishop would come to give the Sacrament of 

Confirmation, after anointing the candidates with the holy oil of 

Sacred Chrism, he would firmly slap the newly confirmed across the 

face to remind them that the road would not be soft, the cross would 

be heavy to carry. But, she said that bishops no longer did that, but 

gave a little love tap now or a sign of peace. 

Came the day in May of our Confirmation and we processed into the 

church, girls in dresses with red corsages and boys in suits with red 

ties … no gowns ‘cause we were lay young people dressing in the garb of 

the world in which we would serve our Commander and Lord, but we 

were not graduating! The ceremony went well, I remember beaming as 

Bishop Charles Mulrooney placed the Holy Oil on my forehead and 

called me by my Confirmation Name, “John”. But then, evidently the 

bishop hadn’t gotten the memo about the old days and the new ways 

‘cause the next thing I knew, I was seein’ stars … that bishop’s hand 

sure packed quite a wallop as he gave me my first taste of battle as a 

soldier for Christ!! 

Nowadays, confirming bishops do no slapping, the newly confirmed are 

not told they have been commissioned in any army, let alone Christ’s, 

and Confirmation is really a pretty tame affair. I sometimes think 

though, that a little tough love wouldn’t be such a bad idea for us 

confirmed Christians. We say we reject Satan, his works, his empty 

promises … I do, I do, I do … but I’m not sure we even believe in the 

Power of evil, and our pledges are often just empty words. We don’t 

really believe that being a Christian should involve any more suffering 

that perhaps sitting through a long, boring sermon on Sunday! We say 

we believe in and love God; the Father who made us, the Son who 

redeemed us, the Spirit who gifts us and strengthens us, but, when it 



comes to show it: when it’s time to go to church; when it’s time to pray; 

when it’s time to confess; when it’s time to reach out to the poor; when 

it’s time to guard our tongues, when it’s time to stand up for truth and 

right and good morals, when it’s time to go against the tide of comfort 

or popular opinion, when it’s time to be criticized and belittled for what 

we believe and Who we serve, then most of us turn soft and run outta 

harm’s way and desert the One we pledged to love and serve, Jesus. 

Walking, living as a Christian IS hard, sometimes feels like a punch in 

the gut, a slap in the face. But each time we are unfaithful to our Lord, 

we join those ancient police and soldiers and slap Him across the Face! 

We are the same as His friends who ran away from Him rather than 

face arrest or suffering with Him! 

That night, Peter who had boasted that even if everyone would leave 

the Lord, he would never do that, that night Peter the Rock denied he 

had ever even met Jesus, he turned tail and ran for his life into the 

night. But, that wasn’t the end of his story. After that awful night, he 

came back and he lived the rest of his life for Christ. On his last day, 

Peter was asked if he would deny Christ and accept the gods of Rome. 

It was then that he fulfilled what he promised many years before. 

Others denied, others gave up, others saved their skin, he stayed and 

he died for love of Jesus. 

We confirmed Christians fail so often in our pledges to the Lord. But, 

the gifts of the Spirit are in us to strengthen our weak spines, to allow 

us to keep our word. Pray God when we’re asked with Whom we stand, 

in Whom we trust, for Whom we live, we say, “Give me Jesus! … give me 

Jesus!” 


