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St. Kateri Tekakwitha, is pictured in our mural.  She is the first native American to be 

named a saint.  She was born in 1656 in New York.  Kateri’s father was a Mohawk Tribal 

chief and her mother was an Algonquin Indian who converted to the Catholic faith. 

 

When Kateri was only four, smallpox broke out.  It claimed the life of her mother and 

father.  Kateri survived the smallpox but she was left with purple pox marks on her body 

and her eyesight was badly damaged.  Kateri was adopted by her uncle and aunt.  They 

weren’t Christian.  Her uncle was the chief of what was called the Turtle Clan. 

 

For the Native American Indians, marriage at a young age was the norm.  So, Kateri’s 

aunt and uncle arranged for Kateri to marry a tribal warrior.  But Kateri refused.  This led 

to her being ostracized from the tribe and she was more or less treated like a slave.  She 

felt a sense of peace as she walked alone in the forest.  She knew she really wasn’t alone. 

 

In time, Kateri’s tribe made a treaty with the French.  The Jesuits arrived in her village.  

Kateri had vague recollections of her Catholic mother and so was very open to learning 

about the faith.  She developed a deep prayer life, a devotion to Mary through the rosary, 

and she finally understood why she resisted marriage.  She was called to give herself 

totally to Jesus as a consecrated virgin.  Kateri was baptized at the age of 20.  Celibacy, 

however, was so foreign to the Indians that she was met with increasing persecution and 

her life was even threatened.  So, for her own safety, the Jesuits advised her to move to 

their mission in Canada.   

 

Sadly, Kateri wasn’t even fully accepted at this French Mission in Canada.  When the 

French found out that she wanted to become a nun they thought, “How could a savage – 

an Indian – be called to religious life?” 

 

Kateri continued to grow in holiness.  She would rise early every morning and attend 

Mass at 4 am.  After Mass, she would remain in prayer and then attend the 8 am Mass.  

She practiced harsh penances.  She would walk barefoot in the snow.  She fasted, eating 

only one meal a day. At the age of 23, Kateri was allowed to make a vow of perpetual 

virginity.  She died a year later at the age of 24.  Miraculously, when she died her face 

became radiant.  All the scars from the smallpox disappeared. 

 

The good news of the gospel today is that Jesus is calling each one of us.  We are each 

called to be disciples of the Lord, but there is a cost to discipleship.  The gospel mentions 

a threefold renunciation:  you must renounce your family, yourself and your possessions. 



First, Jesus says, “If anyone comes to me without hating his father and mother, wife and 

children, brothers and sisters, . . . he cannot be my disciple.”  Jesus is speaking in what 

we call hyperbole or exaggeration to make a point.  What’s the point?  If we’re going to 

follow Jesus, we have to put Jesus first.  Hopefully as Christian families, most of the 

times we find support and encouragement in our desire to follow the Lord.  But this isn’t 

always true.  For instance, there might be young people who feel called to be a priest or 

religious sister and they are met with resistance by their family.  Kateri was met with 

resistance by her family.  Eventually, she had to break away from her tribe in order to 

follow Jesus.   

 

Second, Jesus says you have to be willing to renounce yourself if you want to be my 

disciple.  To be a disciple means to be the follower of another.  There can’t be two 

number ones!  If Jesus is number one, I can’t be number one. We have to renounce our 

own will to follow God’s will.  Think of Kateri.  She could have caved in to her tribal 

customs and lived what was considered a normal life in the tribe by choosing marriage.  

But she chose to follow Christ and in doing so she lost her position in the tribe.  She was 

willing to let go of having the esteem of others to follow Jesus. 

 

Finally, Jesus says, “In the same way, anyone of you who does not renounce all his 

possessions cannot be my disciple.”  We can never let the pursuit of wealth keep us from 

following Jesus.  Do we let money compromise our discipleship? 

 

Here’s just one example.  It’s becoming more and more common place that couples are 

living together prior to marriage.  In marriage prep, I usually ask them how they arrived 

at the decision to move in together.  The number one answer I’m given is “living together 

saves money.”  If we place money as our highest value, it can lead us to make bad 

choices.  We can end up compromising our discipleship.   

 

If our number one value in business is the financial bottom line, it can lead us to taking 

advantage of people, cutting corners, dishonesty, cheating all to save a buck. 

 

The truth is there is a tremendous cost to discipleship.  Truly following Jesus and being 

authentic disciple is counter-cultural and takes sacrifice.  Isn’t that true with most things 

in life?  If I’m going to be an athlete, it takes discipline.  So too, we can’t be a disciple of 

Jesus by coasting through life.  It takes determination and effort to become a saint. 

 

If I’m a disciple of Jesus that means no matter what my profession or state in life, I’m 

called to give witness to Jesus.  It’s not easy today.  Being a Christian is counter-cultural.  

If I work in healthcare, I’m called to witness to life and the sacredness of human 

sexuality.  Opposing abortion and contraception will likely mean being ridiculed.   

 

If I’m a teacher, bearing witness to the fact that there is objective truth is radical today.  

There is a cost to standing up for the truth about marriage, the truth about gender – that’s 

it’s not something I invent based on how I’m feeling today.  The point is being a disciple 

of Jesus today is countercultural.  There is a cost.  But there is also great reward. 

 



At the end of our lives, do I want to say – yes my principles in life were like shifting 

sand.  I followed the fads and did what was popular.  I sought the esteem of others and 

my own pride of place.  I made a lot of money.  Or do I want to say:  I stood up for 

gospel values even when it wasn’t popular.  At times, I swam against the current.  But I 

tried my best to follow Jesus.  He’s the one who gives meaning and purpose to our lives.  

And in the end, Jesus promises something the world cannot offer – eternal life! 

 

 


