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John 14:23-29

I was missing my mother one Friday morning so I popped in an old family videotape and sat down to watch it. The year was 1988, and Stephen was seven months old. The video camera was brand new, and I was filming Christmas with the family at my brother’s house in Clarksburg. “Hi, Dad, hi, Mom” I said as I panned around the living room. “Hi, Mary Rose,” my mom replied. She was robust and healthy, stylishly dressed, as usual, sitting close to my dad and smiling. She looked straight at the camera and said, “I’m in heaven!” and went on to remind me to take Andrew to the doctor tomorrow for his check-up. Wait...what did she say? I re-wound the tape and listened more closely. “Hi, Mary Rose, I’m in heaven!” That’s it! That’s exactly what she said! I re-played the tape again, smiling and crying at the same time. My mom always said that when she was happy. “I’m in heaven,” she would say, sighing dreamily, after we got a massage or had our nails done, or after a gourmet lunch at our favorite restaurant. I was thrilled to hear her voice again, happy and smiling. She had suffered so much in her last illness, and now she was telling me she was in heaven! Thanks, Mom! Thanks, dear God!

I went on with my day, cleaning house, making supper for my family, busy but happy. Later that evening, I sat down to watch the tape again, just so I could hear my mom tell me where she was.

When the tape cued up to the living room scene, I watched and listened as she said, “Hi, Mary Rose, I’m having a great time. Don’t forget to take Andrew…”  Huh? Having a great time? What? What happened to heaven?  I stopped, re-wound the tape, and played it again. “I’m having a great time.”  Clear as a bell. Nothing about heaven. I was completely in shock and totally confused. How could I have heard “I’m in heaven” so clearly before? What was going on?

I contacted my spiritual director who gave me the explanation: “You heard what you needed to hear when you needed to hear it. Now, go and thank God.”

Of course, he was right. My ears heard what God wanted me to hear, that my mother was with Him, that I didn't have to worry about her suffering another minute. And I was thankful for the skewed message that came at the right time.

So, Mom, this one’s for you, with your favorite color, fuchsia, in the background. I know you’re having a great time as you look down at your family. Know that we miss you and love you. And Happy Mother’s Day!

