
Chapter 25 - Objection: I Can’t Be a Saint 

At this point in this book (probably long before this point), the reader is probably 

thinking something like this: These are beautiful ideas, but I can’t live them, I can’t 

do this, I can’t be a saint. 

God says you can. In fact, He says you must: “You . . . must be perfect, as your 

heavenly Father is perfect.” 

But I’m just not a Holy Joe or Holy Jane type. 

There is no such type. There’s only one type of human being. We’re all sinners. 

Right, and I’m not good enough to be a saint. 

Of course you’re not. That’s exactly why you need to change. 

But I can’t do this stuff. Especially the stuff about accepting sufferings and 

failures. 

Why not? 

Because I’m not a saint. Saints can do this stuff, I can’t. 

You have it backward: saints don’t do this stuff because they’re saints; they 

became saints because they did this stuff. 

I’m too far away from where they are. 

You mean you’re a rank beginner. 

Right. 

And therefore—do you see what follows from that correct assessment of where 

you are in relation to where the great saints are? Do you see what you have to do 

because you are such a rank beginner? 

What? 

You have to begin. 

The task is too intimidating. 

No, it isn’t. In fact, you have already begun. That’s why you’re reading this book. If 

you had no interest in becoming holy, you certainly would not be reading this far. 



But my beginning is so little! I’ve traveled an inch on a million-mile journey. 

And you know what follows from that, don’t you? 

Hmph. 

That inch makes a big difference, you know. In fact a bigger difference than any 

other inch of the million-mile journey. 

Why? 

Because it’s the first inch. “Well begun is half done.” You’ve begun. You’re already 

on the road. 

I am? 

Of course you are. 

Prove it to me. 

Easy. Suppose you were not. Suppose you believed what you said: that you 

couldn’t be a saint, ever. Do you see the consequences of that? Do you see what 

logically follows from that? 

What do you mean? 

That your failures have no meaning. That you have no hope. 

Oh. 

And that God made a mistake when He created you and called you to become a 

saint. 

Oops. 

Good Short Act of Contrition! 

But . . . 

You do have a big butt. Can we move it now instead of sitting on it? 

So you’re asking me to do high jumps with this big butt of mine? 

Not at all. Notice I did not even mention contemplative prayer (yet) or heroic 

sacrifices. 



Good. Because I’m not the next Mother Teresa. 

God does not expect you to move to Calcutta. 

What are you—what is He asking of me, then? 

Merely to do what you are already doing: your ordinary daily duties, for God’s 

sake. 

Oh. 

So to that topic let us now turn. 


