                                                       Where Earth Meets Heaven


There is a story told about ancient monks who searched the earth looking for the door to heaven. Finally, they found it, the place where heaven meets earth. When they opened the door, they were back at their monastery, where they lived their daily lives.


Mysticism, our union with Christ, is the desire of God. Jesus wants us to grow so close to him that it goes beyond all human bonds. So close that when our moment of death arrives we can simply put ourselves into the hands of our savior and stop worrying. So close that when others look at us, they see more than us; they see Jesus himself.


When infants look at their parents, they see someone who is more than human. They see someone who knows all the mysteries of life, someone who understands the world of darkness and death, someone who is like Jesus. This is a humbling experience for parents.


I had a humbling realization when an older sister of mine, an Ursuline nun, was dying of cancer. I went to Saskatoon to visit Sister Helen for the last time. She was in and out of consciousness, a mere shell of her former self. I was taken aback because she seemed to grow alert and say, “You are here? I’m so sorry!”


I wondered about her perception, that despite her pain and condition she should worry that I had driven all the way from Canora. I could not believe it! “I’m sorry,” she repeated.


“It’s all right,” I assured her. “It’s all right.” I continued to assure her.


Later I became aware of another perception. In one of her lucid moments she told one of my sisters that she had seen Jesus. She was happy. Jesus had told her it was all right.


The greatest role that you and I can play in God’s Kingdom on earth is to be at the place where earth meets heaven. It is a simple goal to achieve: a kind word, a drink of water, a visit to a shut in, a smile! “In as much as you have done this to the least of my brethren, you have done it to me!”
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