
Rejoice, I say it again rejoice. “The Advent season is a time of preparation that directs 

our hearts and minds to Christ’s second coming at the end of time and to the anniversary of Our 

Lord’s birth on Christmas. From the [earliest times], people have been fascinated by Jesus’ 

promise to come back. But the scripture readings during Advent tell us not to waste our time 

with predictions. Advent is not about speculation. Our Advent readings call us to be alert and 

ready, not weighted down and distracted by the cares of this world” (Lk 21:34-36).i 

 This third Sunday of Advent, Gaudete Sunday is a time to rejoice. We are halfway to 

Christmas as we measure time by lighting the third candle of the Advent wreath. To go beyond 

the weight of our own worries, we must “expand our mind and heart in order to open ourselves 

up to the needs of people, of brothers and sisters, and to the desire for a new world.”ii 

 Perhaps that is easier said than done. John the Baptist is in prison and his disciples are 

weighed down by this injustice. When they go to see Jesus, he asks them to open their hearts and 

minds. “Go and tell John what you hear and see: the blind regain their sight, the lame walk, 

lepers are cleansed, the deaf hear, the dead are raised, and the poor have the good news 

proclaimed to them” (Mt 11:4-5). Is this not the mission of every Christian, to go forth from the 

joy of Mass and to share the Good News with the world? God is present among us until the end 

of time. The Spirit brings life even in the most difficult moments of our lives. 

 In the middle of the week, I was called to the hospital to offer spiritual support to a 

family with the shock of the sudden death of a parent. Sadly, it is a tragedy that many families 

know and experience. When death comes around the holiday time, it can sadden us for many 

years to come. Hope challenges us to look beyond the weight of our own grief and expand our 

mind around the joy of eternity for our loved one who has passed from this life to the kingdom to 

come.  

In 1947 when my father was a senior in high school, the loss of his beloved mother 

wounded him deeply. 15 years later, the tide turned. There was a new reason for rejoicing when 

son number three was born on what we now celebrate as the feast of Juan Diego. And two years 

after that, another bundle of joy was born on the seventh day of the octave of Christmas. 

 The scarcity of the sun reminds us that we are experiencing the darkest days of the year. 

And yet, experience also tells us that the light is returning. The days will grow longer. There is 

reason to expand our hearts and minds with joy and hope as we recognize that at those times in 

life when the days are darkest, the Lord is nearest. “You too must be patient. Make your hearts 

firm, because the coming of the Lord is at hand” (Jas 5:8). 

 If we look for the negative, we will find it in abundance. If we look for the good, we will 

find it in greater abundance. Saint Paul teaches, “where sin increased, grace overflowed all the 

more, so that, as sin reigned in death, grace also might reign through justification for eternal life 

through Jesus Christ our Lord” (Rom 5:20-21). 

 My father served as a mail man for 17 years. The season of Advent was always the 

busiest, the most physically demanding and the most challenging. One can easily find the 

negative … my father looked for the positive. In closing, let me share a poem he wrote about a 

Letter Carrier, the Man in Blue: 

 

The mail must go in rain or snow 

So goes the postal refrain 

Joy abounds as I make my rounds 

Along the friendly offices on a road named Crane 

 



Blonde or brunette, each woman I’ve met  

Has a warm and gracious hello 

I linger awhile to savor each smile 

Before it is time for me to go – 

 

I see nervous wrecks eagerly looking for checks… 

With dollar signs in their eyes 

Each anxious beauty enlightens my duty  

And makes each day a surprise 

 

Some get letters from creditors and debtors 

Some are upset with a postage due 

Yet each will cope -- for there’s always hope 

At the appearance of the Man in Blue 

 

His friendly high and quick goodbye 

Are like a refreshing rain 

Do not dismay if you were forgotten today 

For tomorrow --- he’ll be back again 

 

It’s different strokes with the senior folks 

Whose wisdom is tempered with mirth 

Each day I find great peace of mind 

The people I meet are the greatest on earth 

 

As each day ends, I think of my friends 

And take events of the day in review  

The lives that I touch -- mean ever so much 

Such happy reflections -- for the Man in Blue 

  

 
i https://www.usccb.org/prayer-worship/liturgical-year/advent 
ii Ibid (Pope Francis Angelus 2018). 
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