
 

 

Why Our Work Matters 
 
One of my favorite poets and storytellers growing up was Shel Silverstein, the great 
humorist, cartoonist, songwriter and poet. Among his many humorous poems is “Hurk.” 
A short poem, it goes as follows: 
 

Hurk 
 

I’d rather play tennis than go to the dentist. 
I’d rather play soccer than go to the doctor. 

I’d rather play Hurk than go to work. 
Hurk? Hurk? What’s Hurk? 

I don’t know, but it must be better than work.  
 
I think it’s safe to say most of us don’t get up and say “I get to go to work today!” or “I 
get to clean the house!” But what we have to remember is that work isn’g given to us as 
some kind of punishment by God. Adam even before original sin enters the picture is 
cultivating and working in the garden.  
 
However, I think so often it can be tempting to think what we do doesn’t have value. 
What I mean by that is many people work in a large office or a cubicle, and rarely get a 
“thank you” for the hours they put in. And so many come home to shuttle kids from an 
appointment to a sports practice and then spend time helping a son or daughter with 
homework, but might rarely get a “thank you” for it. But yet, they do it day after day after 
day. Why is that?  
 
Well, for one, a closer look might reveal not all is horribly bleak. Many people care about 
what they do and want to make a difference. And in many positions, while it can be at 
times unsatisfying, I think people may stay at them because they see themselves 
making a difference too. This was something important to Saint Paul, as he states that 
those who do not work should not eat, meaning that through or work we make a 
contribution to the community.  
 
For another, people take up their cross, which is what the disciple must do. In Saint 
John Paul II’s encyclical on human labor, he points out how we participate in the work of 
the Creator and the Redeemer in that we imitate God in working and resting, and that 
“He shows himself a true disciple of Christ by carrying the cross in his turn every day in 
the activity that he is called upon to perform." I think that is so evident in how so many 
people give of their time, even when they do not want to, because they recognize that 
their job is important for their company, for themselves if they are going to be a 
productive member of society, and for those who rely on them.  
 
So, too, we also can’t forget how our actions speak so loudly. We might not think about 
it, but through our labor, we not only take up our Cross, but serve as a proclaimer of the 
Gospel. As I reflect on my parents growing up, I was born when they were in their early 
20s. Both worked jobs that probably wouldn’t have been their first choices, but they kept 



 

 

a roof over my head and food on our family’s table. And being we lived in an existing 
home in North Minneapolis and both had elderly parents, that meant they were doing 
things always around the house to improve it, and helping out my grandparents by 
doing such things for them as driving them to the store in the winter, or mowing their 
lawn for them. Through how they have lived and continue to live their lives, they’ve 
shown me how important work is in that it has a place, has dignity, and really makes a 
difference.  
 
But with that, I’d also say they showed me balance. This Labor Day weekend, we 
traditionally enjoy a nice relaxing holiday weekend before things get a little more “busy.” 
But remember, each week has a day of rest, Sunday. One should not feel that working 
on Sunday is wrong; many people have to work to make ends meat, and often Sundays 
entail some homework, housecleaning, etc. But while my parents worked hard, they 
also made time for me growing up. I’d go to the park with dad and play catch or go 
sledding. We’d take day trips in summer or go “up north” for a night or two. I’d fire up the 
Atari and take on dad in bowling. I have a real concern that families and kids are getting 
over-scheduled these days. So make sure you and your loved ones don’t just take a 
day off on Labor Day or on special occasions. Remember that watching a movie 
together, playing a board game, or just spending an evening together at home taking it 
easy is a good thing - it re-charges us and helps us to better prepare for our work.  
 
One last word: a big “thank you” to our amazing staff here at Saint Joe’s. I’m so blessed 
to work with amazing people. The common thread is each member of our team truly 
cares about one another and helping our parishioners and the people we serve. Our 
teachers and amazing principal Kelly Roche are so incredibly dedicated to education 
minds and hearts. I love coming into the office and on the church side working with 
Randy, Ann, Bill, Kathy, Gabriel, Melissa, Kayla, Deacon Gordon, Deacon Steve, Bobbi, 
Jane and Pat, our head of maintenance (who is a cross between Speedy Gonzalez and 
the Road Runner as he’s always running around working so hard taking care of 
something in the building,) or seeing Steve and Jim who work with him in caring for our 
maintenance of the building, or one of our building supervisors. Each person I work with 
here at Saint Joe’s has such a great attitude, and reminds me of Saint John the Baptist 
as we all try to point others towards Jesus and help them on their journey. What a 
blessing to work with such amazing, selfless, caring and devoted people on our staff. 
(And also to the army of volunteers who make so many events possible at our parish, 
like our upcoming festival).  
 
So, for all of you who ever sat in a traffic jam, for all of you who have gotten out of bed 
when you would have rather slept in, for all of you who took your son or daughter to 
softball practice after your long day, and for all of you who spent time getting 
comfortable with fractions rather than the TV at the end of a long day: thank you! I hope 
that you have had jobs that you have enjoyed, and have had many good memories at 
your places of employment. But when those inevitable moments come where it seems 
like you never get any respect or thanks, or when you think back to when you were 10 
and wanted to be the starting quarterback for the Vikings or a movie star only to be 
sitting on 12 on a cold January morning, never fall for the lie that what you do doesn’t 



 

 

matter, because it does. No matter what it is you do in life, everyone who has ever 
worked makes a real difference in the world by helping society to improve and helping 
others who rely on them, but so too by being a true evangelist and a beacon to others 
that being a disciple of Christ means backing it up with actions. Your work matters - and 
my hope too is that you don’t let it consume your life, but also make time for rest, family 
and friends. Hopefully we remember that and strive to live the balanced life, and take 
Labor Day to enjoy a summer barbecue or a nap on a Monday afternoon, celebrating 
the fact that through our work, we transform the world and also help show one another 
what the faith is all about.  
 
God bless, 
Fr. Paul 


