This morning, Mich and I almost missed our Saturday Adoration time. Jesus, in his Gentle love and mercy, wanted me to see some things in a different light.

I thought of the funeral comfort poem that likens death to a ship sailing from one shore to the next. All of us on the one shore can see the departing ship only for so long. But we pray and have faith that the ship will arrive safely to its destination, the other shore.

This, in turn, reminded me of the song “Lord, You Have Come” with the refrain stating:

“O Lord, with Your eyes set upon me, gently smiling, You have spoken my name. All I have longed for, I have found by the water. At Your side I will seek other shores.”
This gave me great comfort that, perhaps, Dad did not suffer panic and fear when he fell; that, as Jesus set His eyes upon Dad, gently calling his name, he was at peace to go. After all, he told my Mom “I’m OK”

I was reading a book which explains the Book of Revelations in terms of the liturgy of the Mass. At the “Holy, Holy, Holy”, the veil between heaven and earth is lifted, and we are worshipping with all the citizens of heaven: the angels and he saints. We are standing next to our departed loved ones, our guardian angels, and patron saints.
I have truly had this experience in subsequent Masses I’ve attended since Dad’s passing. I sense Dad standing with me, giving praise and glory to God as heaven and earth meet.

For this I say: “Thanks be to God!”

