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This weekend is the feast of All Saints.  As such, we think of all those who have gone before us.  

Those specified by the church as “saints” and those, in our own lives, who we have designated as 

“saints” by virtue of how they have impacted our lives.  We can also ponder the variety of 

recognized saints.  Beside their holiness, a number of them had unusual quirks also.  Some were 

very hard to get a long with.  Some were quite sharp in their words to others.  Some were more 

loners than joiners.  Some had serious emotional issues.  Some were warriors (Joan of Arc).   But 

in all cases they lived what I think is a partial definition of a saint- “a very close friend of God. “ 

Or perhaps Bishop Robert Baron has it right when he used a quote from  St. Catherine of Sienna 

when she said: "Be who God meant you to be and you will set the world on fire." Maybe that is 

what you have to do to be a saint, Be what God meant you to be ! 

As I looked over the readings for this weekend, they seemed, at least to me, to be  more 

grounded on the earthly experiences  that most of us have, than they do  about people in heaven   

Of course the people in the first reading definitely are in a more blessed place. 

In the gospel this weekend,  I wondered how many of the  people Jesus  was speaking to in  the 

found themselves in the ‘hard places,”(e.g. mourning, poverty, hunger, lack of dignity).  I 

wondered  how many of them felt that their condition or status was blessing.    

One particular  blessing that kind of struck me was “Blessed are they who mourn, for they will 

be comforted.”  And I saw in that “blessing” different types of mourning.  Mourning for the loss 

of a friend or loved one through their death.  Mourning for the loss of things like health, not 

having a job, loss of a marriage, loss of freedom, loss of homeland, loss of sobriety, and also  the 

mourning of a nation that has been fractured and scared by the effects of a pandemic and 

unrelenting social unrest..   When we are in places like these, often we don’t feel very blessed or 

comforted.   If anything, we may feel abandoned and alone.   

The more I thought of that I found myself traveling backwards and forwards in my thoughts 

about my own life experiences my own times on not feeling “blessed.”.   For example. There was 

a time in my life when I and my young family were experiencing poverty and or times like the 



present when due to a series of back surgeries, I have been unable to resume much of my life for  

over a year now.  

Many decades ago, when  I was young husband and father,  I was laid off  and unable to find 

employment. Our bills were slowly piling up and I was getting very weary of trying to find a job.  

It was one of those times in our economy where jobs were not all that plentiful, at least, where I 

was living, on the North Shore outside of Boston.  One day when I was feeling particularly “not-

blessed”  I found myself wandering in a shopping mall in which, strange as it may seem, was in a 

small chapel. As I wandered into the empty chapel and sat down, I found myself confronting 

God about why God wasn’t doing more to help me find a job.  As I sat there, I found myself 

talking to God, but it felt like God was not answering me in words at least.  But what God did do 

was to cover me with a sensation, of what I like to call  “Blessed Assurance”.  As I thought about 

“ Blessed Assurance” the other day, while remembering that event, I wondered how I could  

explain that experience and that feeling. . And two lines kept moving around in my brain as a 

possible explanation.    One line comes from the mystic, Julian of  Norwich who lived  in the 15th 

century.  Many of you are probably are very familiar with it.  She is quoted as 

saying-  “All shall be well, and all shall be well, and all manner of things shall be well.”   And 

the second  line which kept bouncing around in my head was from the movie -The Best Exotic 

Marigold Hotel (2011).  It comes from  a scene in which the concierge shows one of the guests 

of the hotel to their room. which is very shabby room, indeed.  The guest tired and frustrated 

from her long trip to India where the hotel is located, and disappointed in the rundown condition 

of the hotel itself,  exclaims to the concierge “this is the end !! ”  To which the concierge states 

“No madam, everything will be well  in the end, and if it's not,  it's not the end yet.”                                                                                                                                              

Blessed assurance, seems to me at least, is not a solution to a problem or even a word from God 

but rather it is a feeling, a sensation, an awareness, possibly even a conviction, if you will, very 

deep within us which, while it doesn’t make human logical sense it makes perfect “divine sense.”  

One might way it is the mustard seed of faith growing into the tree of “wisdom.”  “Blessed 

Assurance” is a strong awareness that enables us to take the next step and the one after that and 

the one after that……….                                                      

I think that St. John who was abandoned on the island of Patmos  must have experienced some 

form of this “blessed assurance” as he writes the words of hope in the book of Revelation ( first 

reading this weekend).   A book written in his hand but inspired by God to give hope and 

comfort to all those who were suffering and being persecuted or martyred.                                   

On this past  Monday morning, while I was watching the mass streamed from St. Bernard’s 

church, I was this particularly impressed by the gospel.  A gospel in which Jesus  is in the temple 

on the sabbath and comes across a woman who had for many years been severely bent over for a 

condition that curved her spine.  Jesus  reaches out in compassion and heals her.  The authorities 

in the temple condemn him for doing this on the sabbath.  In response, Jesus reminds them even 

they lead their oxen and cows out of the confines of the stable in order to give them life giving 

water. Then, should not this woman, who for decades has lived with condition where she must 

struggle for wholeness, be healed.                                                                                                                                         

In the missalette Give Us This Day. Sr. Miriam Pollard gives us the following reflected poem 

concerning this woman.  A woman who is like in many ways us at times.  The poem also gives 

witness to this reality and presence of   “Blessed Assurance.”  

    

 



Stretch into It 

The woman was completely bent. 

Completely. 

Not just a little bit, 

but totally unable to stand up straight. 

Each of us is to some extent that bent woman. 

Each of us can spend our lives looking at mud puddles, 

mourning the tragedies and sins of human life, 

wanting what we have not been given, 

resenting what we have been given, 

afraid of what we will be given. 

Creating a whole world of negativity. 

God knows there is enough to be negative about, 

but faith means that we can see through the darkness 

into the core of light within. 

And faith says, 

“Believe in it. 

See it. 

Bathe in it. 

Spend prayer time knowing it is there. 

Find it. 

Stretch yourself into it.” 

These things: 

these transient, small, and insignificant things. 

Compared to the weight of glory 

they are the several doors. 

Doors to the joys, the serene and heart-stopping happiness 

that will steal in and saturate body and soul and spirit, 

world without end. 

Amen. 

 

  May power of  “Blessed Assurance.” convince you that you have the makings of  a saint.  All 

you have to do is- “Believe in it.  See it.  Bathe in it. Spend prayer time knowing it is there. 

Find it.  Stretch yourself into it”   
 


