Reflection 11-27-05

Good morning!  The first two readings are about waiting.  Waiting for God to come save us, God waiting for our return, and waiting for Christ’s appearing.  Waiting-----in today’s society waiting is something most people are not really good at.


Waiting for Christmas to a child is like forever.  Waiting for an answer for a new job, waiting for an ambulance, waiting for all the whys in our life to be answered-waiting for a loved one to die.---waiting.


I was born and raised as what I called a conditioned Catholic.  We were conditioned to go to church every Sunday, confession once a month whether you needed it or not, Lenten practices done year in and year out---you get the picture.  I don’t ever remember a time not believing in God.  I remember as a child as we passed the church we always made the sign of the cross---never thinking that this was out of the ordinary---we stopped talking till we were passed the church because this was God’s house.  Now to say that I felt God, not that’s a different story.  By my junior year I made a retreat and the first night that we were there, Bonnie, one of my classmates, went out running crying her eyes out.  She had been touched by Jesus.  Wow!  That was pretty freaky for most of us and heaven forbid we discuss it.  Than the last morning of the retreat it happened to me during one of the exercises.  I felt pressure like someone had their hand on my head and then heat slowly made its way down my body, than a calm like nothing I had ever experienced before.  Bonnie and I became closer friends after that.  That weekend was a life saving weekend for me---I will never have to wait to know and feel Jesus in my life.  My faith deepened.


I believe God puts us where we need to be when we need to be there.  I even have proof.  I had a doctor send me for a second opinion to a specialist even under my protest.  I went and that evening the nurse from that doctor’s office called me and asked if she could talk to me off the record.  I told her yes---Here she had just been diagnosed with having a malignant melanoma—form of cancer and saw that I had it.  She did not know anyone with that diagnosis---could she talk to me?  We talked for about an hour and 2 weeks later she called and had her surgery and prognosis was now good.


Then there’s the one and only time I was asked to have lunch in a Teacher’s Lounge with the teachers and one of the teachers had just found out she had cancer but had not shared it with the staff yet.  We somehow got on the subject and they found out I was a survivor.  After lunch this teacher came out crying and told me her news and felt prior to lunch that there was not hope and that now she could face this dreaded disease with a renewed attitude.  She did live!!


And then there’s Bonnie—when I was in the military I worked in communications.  There were only seven of us that worked in the top clearance area.  Two of my co-workers had decided to move in together and so asked me to help them move their stuff.  No problem---Jim had just got out of the service abut said he would stay and help us move Mary in with Laura.  I got a phone call that Bonnie had been killed in a car accident.  I flew home.  Laura got called to her parent’s house because her father had a heart attack.  Mary said not to worry about it; they would get help.  So I came home for the funeral---my grandparents were down from Canada, they got to see me in my uniform and it was a bonus under such a bleak situation to see them.  When I got back to work that following Monday, there was no one out in the hall for our daily inspections.  I am waiting and finding it a little strange---than my company commander rounds the corner and I’m scowling because no one is there.  He turned as white as a ghost and says you don’t know do you?  What?!!  I had just flown back late the night before so I had talked to no one---here one of the six co-workers had murdered Mary and Jim over the weekend.  Laura came home to find them.


I went home that day and in the mail was a letter from Bonnie.  Bonnie’s death had saved my life & Laura’s life---I got to see my Grandpa for the last time; he died shortly after that visit.  This is just too much to be coincidence.  That really blew me away.


Now back to that retreat---My faith has carried me through many a difficult time in my life.  The people leading that retreat that weekend were Fr. Ed and Sr. Edna.  When I moved to this area and attended church that first weekend I knew I was at home---that’s right---right here at St. James.  Fr. Ed was saying Mass and Sr. Edna was my daughter’s teacher.  Ten years had passed---but I felt so indebted to these two.  

In today’s Gospel---Mark says that the person who sleeps his life away will miss its most significant moment.  Are you sleeping, letting life pass you by?


During Advent, waiting for Jesus’ birth---this is a great time to reflect and become instruments of the Lord.  Give of your heart, we do not know how soon but one day there will be no more waiting.  Now will you be ready?

