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If Death Should Beckon
If Death should beckon me with outstretched hand,
and whisper softly of “An Unknown Land”;
I shall not be afraid to go.
For though the path I do not know,
I will take Death’s Hand without fear,
for He who safely brought me here
will also take me safely back,
And though in many things I lack,
He will not let me go alone
into the “Valley That’s Unknown”.
So, I reach out and take Death’s Hand
and journey to the “Promised Land”.
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For nearly 2000 years the church has celebrated its
heroes; the well-known and the unknown. Famous or
not they were ordinary people; just like the person
that sits next to you on Sunday. What made them
saints was being faithful to living the gospel at a
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personal cost to themselves. In some cases, it was being dragged for torture and execution because they were believers.
Modern day saints are the same. They live their faith at a cost to themselves; i.e. sacrificing their time and energy to care for a loved one. They could make other choices
that would free up their time to pursue personal interests. But no, because their take
on the Gospels calls them that their vocation is to be steadfast in their caring for their
loved one.
Heroes are people who do ordinary things—
care for the poor, speak the truth, reject evil, love God—
to an extraordinary degree.
These men and women are so possessed
by an internal vision of divine goodness
that they give us a glimpse of the face of God
in the center of the human.
They give us a taste of the possibilities
of the greatness in ourselves.
Joan Chittister A Fire In Their Hearts
If we sit and think about it, we begin to realize that we know some of these unsung
heroes and heroines. They are not instantly recognizable because they don’t shout
about it from the rooftops. Nor do they play the “burnt martyr” syndrome. They just
humbly get on with living out their faith.
The Church has recognized the
valiant caring performed by these
reluctant heroes. Scholastic theology reflected on these unsung
luminaries, and so, Thomas
Aquinas talks about their acts of
faith as being “instrumental causality”: i.e. God works through
finite agents to achieve infinite
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ends. Therefore, God can work in

this way through people, events, nature… God can act through the pagan
as well a devout follower of Christ. A
good example of this is when God
used the pagan Babylonian king, Cyrus, to free the exiled Jews in Persia
to return to Israel and rebuild

Jerusalem.
God’s grace enables many things. A
fundamental grace point is to be
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found in our Creation. Scripture tells
us we were created in the very “image

and likeness” of God, (Genesis 1:26). This marks us out from the rest of creation and
underpins human dignity. There is a mark on every creation to reveal its creator. Our
mark is the being made in the “image and likeness” of God; we are graced with the
ability to reflect, to think and above all to have a great capacity for relationships. It is
love that inspires many to be humble heroes of faith. Indeed love is the most potent
force in the world.
The marvel of it all is that the Lord calls very ordinary people to achieve extra ordinary feats. Our Saviour calls ordinary people like
you and me to show that the gospel can be lived
out. Imperfect as we are, he has nevertheless
chosen us for a special message that spreads his
care and concern in the world. He asks us to be a
champion for him.
Are you one of God’s champions?

God created me for service
“God has created me to do him some definite service. He has committed some work to me which He has not committed to another.
I have my mission — I may never
know it in this life, but I shall be told
it in the next. I am a link in a chain, a
bond of connection, between persons.
He has not created me for naught.
I shall do his work, I shall be an angel
of peace, a preacher of truth in my
own pace while not intending it — If I
do but keep His Commandments.
Therefore, I will trust him.
Whatever, wherever I am, I can never
be thrown away. If I am in sickness,
my sickness may serve Him; in per-

plexity, my perplexity may serve Him;
if I am in sorrow, my sorrow may
serve Him.
He does nothing in vain. He knows what He is
about. He may take away my friends. He may throw me among strangers. He
may make me feel desolate, make my spirits sink, hide my future from me.

Still, He knows what He is about.”

John Henry Cardinal Newman

Many people go up mountains, or isolated monasteries, to be near God. In quiet moments I often hanker for a monastic setting, but then Hildegard’s words remind me:
I climbed a steeple to be near to God
And God said go down
For, I am in the midst of the people.
Saints are not onlookers but people who roll up their sleeves to help those in need.
The scriptures tell us time and time again that neglect of the needy is the worst sin of
all; the biblical litmus test is how well we look after the widows and orphans; society’s
most vulnerable. Winston Churchill remarked “you can tell the character of a country
by how it treats its prisoners”.
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Biblical blindness is not being able to see the needs of others because we are so
wrapped up in ourselves. The story of Dives and Lazarus comes to mind. Dives lived
“sumptuously”! That is a great word, “sumptuously”, it conjures up images of extraordinary luxurious living. Lazarus on the other hand was a beggar at his gate. Dives went

to Sheol, that is what we call hell, because he was blind to Lazarus. Lazarus was called
to the bosom of Abraham and comforted there. Every parable has a sting in its tale
and the slap here is for being blind; “they have eyes but cannot see”!

The saints lead by example and that is why it is
good to read the lives of the Saints because they
inspire us to imitate them in following the
Lord. I read Damien’s life when I was 7 yrs. old
and from that time on Damien was the model
of priesthood for me. My other hero at that
time was St. Martin de Porres. We had a

monthly subscription the Blessed Martin Magazine and the Sacred Heart Magazine. Those
magazines contributed greatly to my spiritual
formation as I grew up. The twentieth century
has thrown up many new saints, such as Maximilian Kolbe, Mother Teresa, Edith Stein (aka
St. Teresa Benadicta of the Cross), St. Laura
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Montoya… Plus all the hidden saints that we
are unaware of. Their lives enrich our lives.
On the topic of spiritual reading, very popular

today are the writings of Thomas Merton, Ronald Rolheiser, John O’shea, Richard
Rohr, N.T. Wright, Anthony De Mello and many many more. One of my favourite spir-

itual books is The Hermit: Peter Calvey written by David
Torkington; it is an excellent book on prayer.
Reading the lives of the saints gives us a greater appreciation of what the gospel meant to them and how it was
central to them. Therefore it is good not only to acquaint
ourselves with the saints but to let them be exemplars

for ourselves. Therefore, by honouring the saints we
strengthen the Church and its unity. Honouring these
luminaries of faith brings us into communion with those
who surround the Lord, and our communion with them
draws us closer to Christ. The grace of God has

triumphed in them and they in turn have become
effective images of Christ. They inspire us to walk
the way of the Gospel in our own lives.
So, who gets to go to heaven? Only the Saints?
Jesus shocked the Jews by teaching that by the mercy
of God, the invitation to enter the Kingdom of heaven,
is given to all. The parable of the wedding feast relates
how most of those invited first reply negatively. He
then sends the stewards out to the high ways and by
ways to gather in everyone for the feast. The Pharisees were shocked by Jesus for preaching that sinners
and outcasts, the poor and despised, the crippled and
the lame, even the dreaded tax-collectors and the despised prostitutes are all welcome into the Father’s
house; as the Son he can invite whom he likes into his

Calcutta street dweller with all his
possessions. After partition
3,000,000 people descended on Calcutta from East Pakistan (aka Bangladesh). No city can absorb so many
people which leaves many on the
street to this day

father’s many roomed mansion.

Entrance to the Kingdom will be determined by our response to our neighbour in
need. The 100-million-dollar question that all will be asked by the Lord is “when I
was hungry did you give me to eat…”; in others words how well did you love the poor
and the needy? How will our life answer this question?
Entrance into the kingdom of God is not a reward for being good but a call to become.
A call to grow out of our residual selfishness so that we finally become the person God
created us to be. The departed rest in a paradise of graces that enables the soul to truly grow into the image and likeness of God. This is our destiny; “to know and serve

the Lord in this life and be happy with him in the next life”; the answer to the second
question in my school boy penny catechism. Thus it is right
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and fitting to celebrate that our departed loved ones are
fulfilling their destiny.

The Commemoration of the
Faithful Departed
The Church is the People of God; the living and
the dead bonded together through Christ. Consequently, our bond with our loved ones is not
broken by death. The phrase “the communion of
saints” was added to the Apostle’s Creed in the
fifth century. But was used much earlier in the
East. Both Eastern and Western Churches understood it as, the blessings of salvation bestowed on the recently departed. Because of this
sense of unity of the Church has cultivated the

memory of the dead, especially through prayer.
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Christian spirituality emerged from the fundamental elements of the Christian

Tradition. This Tradition, with a capital “T”, has

given us a particular world view. Our world view is greater than just this earth, for it
encompasses, what we commonly refer to as, “the afterlife”; Heaven and earth and all
who dwell therein. An uncontested element of this Christian Tradition is that it is useful to pray for the dead. How our prayers help the dearly departed we do not know.
Tradition and tradition

“T” =

Tradition is the de-

posit of faith that is passed
on from one generation to
the next.

“t”

= are local traditions

like saying prayers whilst
walking around standing
stones. They are not cornerstones of faith.

The Church from the very beginning has encouraged
us to pray for the dead, especially those who have no
one to pray for them. It was fitting then that St. Odilo
of Cluny should make a special day and liturgy to remember the faithful departed. Thus, All Soul’s Day

was established in a more formal way. This practice
of remembering those resting in the Lord on this day,
spread throughout the Benedictine community and
was eventually adopted church wide. In praying for
the dead, the Church above all contemplates the

mystery of the Resurrection of Christ, who
obtained salvation and eternal life for us
through his Cross. It recognises that it is
God, and God alone, who has the final say
on our destiny. Thus, with St Odilo we can
ceaselessly repeat:
The Cross is my refuge,
my way and my life....
The Lord's Cross reminds us that all life is
illumined by the light of Easter. Christ
conquered death and opened the way for
us to true life. Those who live in union
with God never die. Therefore, it makes

perfect sense to pray for those who went
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does not remove a loved one from the
the family now they will do it 24/7.

The Broken Chain
We knew little that morning
That God was going to call your name.
In life we loved you dearly.
In death we do the same.
It broke our hearts to lose you,
You did not go alone,
For part of us went with you,
That day God called you home.
You left us peaceful memories,
Your love is still our guide:
And though we cannot see you,
You are always at our side.
Our family chain is broken,
And nothing seems the same,
But as God calls us one by one

The chain will link again.

before us because they still live. Death
family. During their life they prayed for

The chain will link again. One of the things that I look forward to in my own death is
having a good conversation with my father. I was a young man when he died and was
too busy experiencing life to ask all the questions I should have. The hope of the Resurrection assures me that I will link arms with him again. He lives, and I live, separated only by a thin veil that one day will be lifted and we meet again. In the meantime,
we have a bargain; I will pray for him and he will pray for me.

I Said a Prayer For You Today
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I said a prayer for you today,
and know God must have heard.
I felt the answer in my heart,
although He spoke no word!
I didn’t ask for wealth or fame
(I knew you wouldn’t mind),
I asked Him to send
treasures of a far more lasting kind!
I asked that He’d be near you,
at the start of each new day.
To grant you health and blessings,
for friends to share your way!
I asked for happiness for you,
in all things great and small,
But it was for His loving care,
I prayed the most of all!

On All Souls Day we remember not just particular loved ones but all who the Lord has
taken by the hand to that further shore.

Give flowers today, don’t wait for the grave
Remember it is a lot later than we think!
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Around the corner
Around the corner I have a friend,
In this great city that has no end;
Yet days go by, and weeks rush on,
And before I know it a year is gone,
And I never see my old friend's face,
For Life is a swift and terrible race.
He knows I like him just as well
As in the days when I rang his bell
And he rang mine.
We were younger then,
And now we are busy, tired men:
Tired with playing a foolish game,
Tired with trying to make a name.
"Tomorrow," I say, "I will call on Jim,
Just to show

that I'm thinking of him."
But tomorrow comes-and tomorrow goes,
And the distance between us
grows and grows.
Around the corner! - yet miles
away. . . "
"Here is a telegram, sir . . . "Jim
died today."
And that's what we get, and
deserve in the end:
Around the corner, a
vanished friend.
Charles. Hanson Towne

