
Dear Brothers and Sisters, 
 

Jesus said to them, “Come after me, and I will make you fishers of men.” -Mark 1:17 
 
I distinctly recall the way the light reflected off of a very placid Lake Hannan from where I sat in Discovery 
Lodge that morning, as I pondered Jesus’ invitation to his first disciples - an invitation that we hear 
repeated to us in this Sunday’s Gospel. As the lake glistened, I felt even the water itself inviting me out 
onto some new and great journey. Some details have faded about that morning at Camp Hamilton, nearly 
ten years ago now. If I am not mistaken, we had just watched the popular priestly discernment short film 
Fishers of Men; it must have been at least my fourth time watching the film, and I’ve always loved it. The 
Archdiocese hosts these “Quo Vadis Days” retreats (with the help of Serra Clubs and other gracious 
supporters) each summer to give teenage boys a chance to think about priesthood and to enjoy some good 
food, camaraderie, and prayer. I attended the retreat before every year of high school, and this particular 
memory comes from between my sophomore and junior years - my third time attending.  
 
What dawned on me in that otherwise unremarkable moment, as I stared in wonder at the glassy surface 
of the lake, was that I probably was being called, whether I liked it or not, to at least look into ‘the 
priesthood thing.’ Come after me, I had heard year after year, and I will make you fishers of men. College 
was looming on the horizon, and along with it some major life decisions. The idea of the priesthood had 
been with me since I was very young, and it had attracted me at various points. Suffice it to say, there 
were days in high school when I found other ideas a lot more appealing. I had tried dating during 
sophomore year, experienced some heartbreak, and moved on. My belief in God had wavered that year, 
but I was blessed to emerge from that period of doubt with a deeper faith. That summer, I no longer found 
myself interested in becoming a fighter pilot, which had been a childhood dream. Even so, the attraction 
to priesthood was lingering there. How many men, I wondered, might have a vocation to the priesthood 
but never really recognize it? So, I decided to at least try to take the next step, whatever it would be.  
 
That was one defining moment, among many, that led me in the path of discernment to where I am now: 
my eighth year of priestly formation, and a pastoral internship year at this amazing parish. Discernment 
continues and deepens along the way; and as it does, the reasons I continue on a path towards priesthood 
have grown and been purified. “I guess I better give it a try” has become more like “this is the way that 
- deep down - I have felt drawn to love God and His people.” To be a ‘fisher of men,’ as I have come to 
understand it, is to be someone who can draw people into the joy of God’s love.  
 
This is my first time writing to you all, and if you have not been able to come to Mass in-person, this 
might be my first communication with you. Feeling inspired by this Sunday’s Gospel, I wanted to share a 
bit of my story with you so that you have more of an idea of who it is that has been swinging the thurible 
at Mass lately. I also share this story to give one example of how unremarkable the discernment of a 
vocation might seem at times. I pray that we may all be more open to hearing God’s voice in things large 
and small.  
 
Your Brother in Christ, 

 
John Paul Tomassi 
Seminarian Intern 


