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Allen Pruitt

I have never been a runner.
I always preferred baseball and tennis

to sports like soccer.

Let me run as fast as I can
from one base to another

or scramble around during a point,
and then, give me a chance to rest.

Much better that
than the relentless slog of soccer,

which seems to be a little like running a marathon
while trying to perform tricks with a ball.

We all have friends who run,
people who get out at all hours of the day and night,
who don’t feel quite like themselves

unless they are able to get out and run 3 or 4 times a week.

I admire the discipline it takes,
to get out when it’s hot,

when it’s cold,
when you are tired or busy,

or just don’t feel like it.

Discipline like that eventually becomes a habit.
Who knows,

if I got out there every couple of days,
maybe it would become a habit for me as well?

We all need good habits.
Maybe I’ll try to work on some habits that don’t involve running!
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I took a class in seminary,
during my senior year,
taught by one of my favorite professors,

someone who always told the truth as he saw it.

It was called, “The Habit of Priesthood.”
To make a good priest,

you’ve got to have good habits.
To make a good athlete,

you’ve got to have good habits.

It takes discipline;
you’ve got to have good habits.

In the religious world,
we also talk about “putting on the habit.”

Nuns and monks wear habits,
the garb of their office.

Habits are something we do and something we wear.
If you take on certain habits long enough,

it’ll change what you wear:
take up the habit of running,

and you’ll need a new wardrobe;
so too

if you take up the habit of getting a chocolate waffle cone
at the Medicine Cabinet.
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What kinds of habits do we have?
What are your habits,

for health,
for peace,
for sanity in this world?

Can’t think of any?
Maybe we need to work on that!

Habits take work,
they take discipline.

Discipline is just a habit, reinforced.

I used to write my sermons all through the week,
usually spending a few hours on Saturday finishing up.

Then I had a family,
people to hang out with,
commitments to keep beyond work.

I wasn’t in the habit of finishing my sermons till Saturday night.
I needed a new habit.

It took a lot of work;
I had to make some new choices.

It doesn’t happen every time,
but now,

I’m pretty much in the habit of finishing before the weekend!
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We all need good habits.
The writer of Hebrews seems to think that faith is a habit.

Discipline yourself to it,
make a habit of faith,

and you’ll see everything through new eyes.

“By faith the people passed through the Red Sea
as if it were dry land;

by faith the walls of Jericho fell down;
by faith: conquered kingdoms,

administered justice,
obtained promises,
shut the mouths of lions

…by faith, by faith, by faith.

One foot,
in front of the other.

One foot,
from now,
until the next moment.

Looking back isn’t required,
might not even help you all that much.

One foot,
in front of the other.

By faith,
by faith,
by faith.
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We all need good habits;
especially in the midst of difficult moments.

When I was discerning my call to the priesthood
(a moment that is made intentionally difficult),

during that discernment
I visited the Cathedral with some regularity for meetings.

I made a habit of walking the Cathedral labyrinth every time I went.
Preferably before and after my meeting,

but always afterwards.

A labyrinth is not a maze.
It’s a path.

You walk right in
toward your goal,

until you are shunted off to the side,
winding your way circuitously

until you can’t really figure out where you are.

The center is still your goal,
but there’s just no way to know for sure

how long it will take you to get there.

Just when you think you couldn’t be any further away,
the path bends back on itself

- and there you are
- the center,
- your goal.
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There is no rushing it.
The problem before you

is to make it to the center
and your problem is only solved

by putting one foot in front of the other.

And it is only by faith,
by faith,
by faith,

that you know you will eventually
wind up where you need to be.

Here is a poem, by Billy Collins.

	 Solvitur Ambulando.  “It is solved by walking”


I sometimes wonder about the thoughtful Roman
who came up with the notion
that any problem can be solved by walking.
Maybe his worries were minor enough
to be banished by a little amble
along the paths of his gardens,
or, if he faced a tough one––
whether to invite Lavinia or Pomponia to the feast––
walking to the Coliseum would show him the one to pick.

The maxim makes it sound so simple:
go for a walk until you find a solution
then walk back home with a clear head.

No problem, as they used to say in ancient Rome.
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But one night, a sticky one might take you
for a walk past the limits of a city,
beyond the streetlights of its suburbs,
and there you are, knocking on the door of a farmer,
who keeps you company on the porch
until your wife comes to fetch you
and drive you and your problem back home,
your problem taking up most of the back seat
and staring at your wife in the rear-view mirror.

And what about the mathematician
who tried to figure out some devilish
mind-crusher like Goldbach’s conjecture
and taking the Latin to heart,
walked to the very bottom of Patagonia?

There he stood on a promontory,
so the locals like to tell you,
staring beyond the end of the hemisphere,
with nothing but the cries of seabirds,
waves exploding on the rocks,
clouds rushing down the sky,
and him having figured the whole thing out.
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What if the problem of living
IS solved by walking,

by running,
with endurance,

the race that is set before us?

And what if the problem of living is so great,
that the walk,

the way,
the journey,
the race,

takes us our whole lives long?

Would that terrify you,
the thought that you won’t really ever know what you’re doing?

Or might that give you a sense of peace,
knowing that none of us really know what we’re doing

- not until we come to the end of our journey,
until we come to that place

where we KNOW that God is for us 
is with us,
has been with us,
has never left us,
has been walking beside us,
cheering us on,

God and the great cloud of witnesses,
all together FOR US

one foot,
in front of the other

- by faith, by faith, by faith.


