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1 
FOREWORD 

This reflection was written by Ashwin Acharya, a 
seminarian at Holy Spirit Seminary in Brisbane, 
studying to be a priest for the Rockhampton 
Diocese. His reflection originally appeared on 
facebook, and he has generously shared it as part 
of our ruminatio series. While some edits have 
been made to his reflection, it remains mostly true 
to his original post.  

Seminarians don’t come out of nowhere, and 
Ashwin’s story illustrates that each man takes a 
different journey to the seminary.  

Vocation Brisbane would like to thank Ashwin for 
his vulnerability and for allowing us to share this 
story. We pray for him and all his brother 
seminarians. 
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I woke up at 5am one morning from a dream that I 
was speaking to some school children in their 
lunch break about God, faith and vocation. I told 
them about my graduating year, 2008, and how 
even though I was strong in my faith then, praying 
often and going to Mass with my family, it was not 
a blazing faith like it is now. It was personal, 
relatively private, familial, and... that's about it.  
 
I remember tossing up between going to World 
Youth Day 08 in Sydney or to SKI-NZ (a New 
Zealand ski-trip), and picking the latter because I 
didn't think I 'needed' the former. I had enough 
faith. That was for people who needed to find 
God... or weirdos. I, of course, was neither. I said 
to these children in my dream, "I regret that I 
didn't go." 
 
To be sure, I enjoyed SKI-NZ, and I told them all 
about that - the unforgettable beauty of the 
country, the fun and adventure, a little high school 
crush... But I also encouraged them to avail of 
such opportunities as WYD to nourish their faith - 
to give God space to work in their lives. My own 
words are ringing in my ears, as I finished by 
saying to them, "... you will be shocked at how 
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God moves... you will be SHOCKED at how God 
*moves*..." 
 
Waking up, the thought crossed my mind, do I 
really regret going for a skiing trip in New Zealand 
instead of going to World Youth Day in Sydney? I 
wonder, what would have happened if I went to 
WYD08? Would I have experienced God's call on 
my life, had a powerful conversion, and gone to 
the Seminary straight after graduating? I don't 
know... But I actually think that might have 
happened. I was already falling in love with the 
Church from a distance, slowly getting to know 
her. 
 
In 2009 I was nominated to be on the Pastoral 
Parish Council, if I remember correctly, and slowly 
but surely, I gained a sense of what parish was, in 
its many diverse ministries. I was a catechist in a 
local state school around that time, which slowly 
increased my faith in a new way. Then, upon 
finishing my teaching degree, I became a campus 
minister, which increased my faith again. Note: 
sharing faith increases faith; hiding faith 
diminishes faith (c.f. Mt 5:15; Ph 1:6). Before I knew 
it, imparting the faith was almost all I thought 
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about, not only in my professional life but also in 
my social and recreational life - and I was falling 
madly and hopelessly in love with the Church. But 
I still had not heard God's call. 
 
Eventually, in 2013, I met someone from Brisbane 
who was running a retreat for young people. 
When I met him again in 2014, he had changed 
jobs; he now worked for Vocation Brisbane. His 
job (which seemed like the weirdest thing in the 
world to me at the time) sparked something in me. 
Something clicked. Something changed. I heard 
something... or Someone. For reasons I still 
cannot explain, I said to the guy, "I have always 
thought about this [the Priesthood], but I've never 
done anything about it." To this day, I do not know 
where those words came from. I *NEVER* 
consciously thought about being a priest. Never. 
With great effort now, I can remember only one or 
two vague imaginings about a priest doing 
something priestly, but I was not imagining myself, 
and if I was, I did not recognise that it was me. 
 
Now, let's go back to 2008. Let's say I went to 
WYD08, was 'shocked by how God moved' in and 
through me, had a radical conversion, came home 
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and said to my parents and friends "God is 
calling me to be a priest." Let's say I approached 
the Bishop, who at the time was Bishop Brian 
Heenan, and he approved my entry into the 
Seminary. Let's say I studied there under the 
Rector, who was then Monsignor Tony Randazzo. 
Nek minnit, 7 years go by, it's 2016, and I'm 
ordained at the age of 24 or 25. I would be a 
priest today, writing a very different reflection on a 
very different life. Actually, I probably wouldn't be 
writing it, because I wouldn't be writing to you, 
because I would not have created the facebook 
page I originally posted this to, because I wouldn't 
have any music to share (which is, in part, what 
the facebook page was originally for)... because I 
would have simply been a seminarian. 
 
I am forced to ask the question... did God want 
that? I mean, if I'm called to be a priest, why did I 
spend 4 years at university studying to be a 
teacher, and a year and a half working in a girl's 
Catholic high school? Why, of all things, did I 
teach Maths? Why did I do relief teaching across 
three of the four Catholic schools in Yeppoon, 
with no indication that I was making any real 
professional progress? I could have applied 
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elsewhere. In fact, there was one promising 
opportunity outside Catholic Education. But, 
ironically, I did not feel called in that direction - it 
was an intersection, and I chose the mistier road; 
the question mark, as opposed to the full stop. 
 
There are more questions. Why, too, did I waste 
hours, weeks, years playing music? I never 
studied music (I didn't feel called - oops, there it is 
again). I just played. Why? I met people, listened 
to their songs and stories, networked furiously, 
collaborated, jammed, chased just about every 
gig I could... Was this not all vain, if I am in fact 
called to be priest? Isn't it just irrelevant to my 
vocation? I think on this, and can confidently 
respond: no. I would be tremendously the poorer 
had I not befriended my musical friends, and 
made music together. 
 
Music is a communion, and it taught me about my 
faith. Boxing, another of my passions, is a fighting 
art, and it taught me about my faith. Everything is 
everything, and it teaches us our faith. 
 
I feel compelled to add something else. Hold on 
to your hats, folks. If I went straight to the 
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Seminary, how would I have developed in my 
sexuality? When I talk about the Priesthood to 
people, the first topic that comes up is celibacy, if 
not just sex, along with the 'oh-I-could-never-do-
that' and 'don't-you-want-to-have-children' 
sentiments. I have always lived a chaste life. But I 
did struggle with pornography after I graduated. 
Then I struggled with the shame and guilt that 
came with it. 
 
I was wondering today, what if I went straight to 
the Seminary, having never succumbed to porn? 
What if I never went through all of that emotional 
turmoil? Would I be able to empathise with and 
shepherd others through their addictions? Would I 
be aware of the incredible injustices of that 
industry? Perhaps. But perhaps not. Apparently 
porn addiction can be more powerful than heroin. 
No, despite what popular culture might be saying 
(and that culture is changing, by the way), there is 
nothing good about porn. There is, however, this 
strange mystery by which God can bring good 
from bad. Nothing is lost. He uses everything. 
Through that struggle, I finally 'met' Jesus. In my 
weakness, I encountered him in the mercy of the 
priest, in the Sacrament of Reconciliation. 



 

	

8 
  
My music helped me navigate my way through my 
interior life, as you may pick up in many of my 
songs. Along side that, I had affections for certain 
girls and pursued relationships, which was also 
explored through song, but they always (quite 
quickly) resolved into good, strong friendships. I 
believe this is what they were meant to be. 
 
Last year in class, a girl asked me "You're 
becoming a priest? What if you fall in love?" to 
which I responded "I fall in love every day!" 
There's more to say about all that, but I'll leave it 
for another day. 
 
There will always be struggles in life - call it the 
Via Crucis. But, as confidently as I can say 'I'm 
called to be a priest,' I likewise say 'I'm called to 
be a celibate.' They are two calls, really, and if 
priests were able to marry in the Roman Catholic 
Church as they are in other Churches, I believe I 
would still be celibate. I remember at one point 
several years ago saying to myself, "the next girl I 
date, I'm going to marry." Lo and behold, it was 
then that I started pursuing the Church and, 
evidently, she started pursuing me. 
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As one of my new, Protestant friends would say, 
this was my walk. It was my journey. This 
particular journey, and no other, changed me 
more and more into me. It built me. It confused 
me. It saddened me and it excited me. It 
captivated me, exhausted me, and occasionally 
bored and frustrated me. It worried me. But 
ultimately, it gave and still gives me great peace. 
It's my journey. 
The thing about vocation is that it's not a 
command. God didn't say to me "The Eleventh 
Commandment: Thou shalt be a priest!" It was, 
and always is, an invitation. This invitation was 
extended to me so unobtrusively, so sweetly, that 
for a long time I didn't even hear it, and if I did 
(which, looking back, I suppose I did), I did not 
acknowledge it and respond. And God was okay 
with that. How do you feel when you invite 
someone to something and they ignore you? 
Worse still if they're someone you love, right? 
Personally, I feel annoyed. And if they keep 
ignoring me, I might stop inviting them altogether. 
But God loved me, and followed me through my 
journey. He swooned me. As Saint Augustine 
said, "You have seduced me, LORD, and I have let 
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myself be seduced." 
 
Everything I have gained, I give it to God. Suscipe, 
Domine. Having heard His call, having listened, 
and having responded, I am willing to invest all of 
myself in it; to follow Him Who follows me. Or at 
least, that's what I keep saying. Actually doing it, 
actually letting it be done to me, is, you guessed 
it, a struggle. That, too, I will leave for another day. 
As it is, I've spent several hours writing this. I'm 
currently sitting before the Blessed Sacrament in 
the Tabernacle at Sacred Heart Church. I'll help 
mum and dad vacuum the carpet and polish the 
brass soon. 
 
May I dare you to do something? I dare you to find 
somewhere silent and secluded. I dare you to sit 
there, and pour over your whole life. Take a good 
two or three hours, or more if you can, and just 
contemplate your entire life, your entire being, 
everything. You may be filled with joy at some 
memories, or feel sadness and regret when 
others come to mind. Hold it all. 'Ponder it in your 
heart.' (c.f. Lk 2:19). All the while, ask God “why?”  
 
What is it for? What does it mean? What do you 
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want from me? What do you want *for* me? Why 
*me*? Why should I follow You? Why do *You* 
follow *me*?! Why do you love me? What's going 
on here? 
 
Here's the truth: You are called. We all are. Listen. 
Go. 
	


