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 I was taught by the Christian Brothers, an order founded in France in the 

1600s by St. John Baptist de La Salle.  Of course, the most prominent order of men 

religious in Europe – and in most parts of the world – are the Jesuits.  The Jesuits 

and the Christian Brothers have had a polite – and sometimes a not-so-polite 

rivalry.  The story is told of a holy Christian Brother who died and went to heaven.  

St. Peter welcomed him, showed him where to sit, introduced him to a few folks 

and went on his way.  A few days later, all of heaven was caught up in a big 

commotion.  There were angels and archangels, cherubim and seraphim working to 

set out a great banquet.  Saints gathered around the throne of the Lord – and 

Father, Son and Spirit occupied the place of honor.  In walks St. Peter with a Jesuit 

priest whom he presents to Almighty God.  Then a magnificent party begins.  As 

the festivities continued, the Christian Brother approached St. Peter and asked, 

“Your Holiness, I just arrived a few days ago and there was no celebration like 

this.  Why all the fuss?”  St. Peter responded, “Oh, we get Christian Brothers all 

the time, this is the first Jesuit we’ve had in years.”  Of course, I’m told that the 

Jesuit version of the story is somewhat different.   
 

 The story is slightly humorous – both because of the religious communities 

involved and because we like to imagine that we can picture heaven – with clouds 

and wings and harps.  We hear the description in our first reading, the description 

of John’s vision in the Book of Revelation and we put our own spin on it.  Not only 

that, we think we know who will be there – and who won’t be there – when we get 

there.  And in case you were wondering, everybody else may have to worry, but I 

know I will get there.  Yes, we like to imagine heaven and angels and saints, 

though I suspect that whatever we imagine is probably pretty far from the reality.   
 

 Jesus tells us who will be in heaven in our gospel passage today:  the poor in 

spirit, the meek, the merciful, the clean of heart.  Now those of us who assume that 

we will be in heaven, we need to ask ourselves:  is that really our crowd?  Do we 

find ourselves hanging out with those who hunger and thirst for righteousness?  

With peacemakers?  With those who are persecuted for the sake of the kingdom?  

And would anyone really describe us in those terms?   
 

 The feast we celebrate today – the Solemnity of All Saints – is meant to 

remind us that heaven is filled with the famous – with our Blessed Mother and St. 

Joseph, and the Apostles and the martyrs, with founders of religious communities 

and doctors of the Church.  But heaven is also filled with those whose names we 

will never know – with those whose tombstones have long since weathered away, 



but whose faith shined during their life on earth.  They were the meek and humble, 

the poor in spirit, the merciful.  They were those who washed their robes and made 

them white in the Blood of the Lamb. 
 

 We too are baptized.  We too are called to be saints.  This feast is designed 

to remind us of that fact as well.  But this feast also reminds us that many of us, 

indeed most of us, have a long way to go.  If we want heaven as our eternal home, 

then we need to begin our journey again today.  We need to return to the path of 

righteousness, to the call of peace, to the challenge of mercy.  We need to read the 

Beatitudes, to pray with them, and most of all, to live them.  If we truly expect to 

join the company of heaven, then we need to join the company of the saints in the 

here and now.  Instead of polishing our imaginary halo, we need to be about the 

work of discipleship, to be about the business of bringing forth the kingdom.  We 

need to spend less time charting our own course, deciding the composition of 

heaven for ourselves, and more time bringing Christ to those who are lost, to those 

who are broken, to those who are – all too often – just like us. 


