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21st Sunday in Ordinary Time 

There is a huge nut tree by our local Dallas Cemetery and one day 

two boys filled up a bucketful of nuts from that tree - sat down out 

of sight and began dividing them. “One for you, one for me. One 

for you one for me.”   

The bucket was so full; several of the nuts rolled out towards the 

fence.  Cycling down Kings Valley Road that day was a third boy.   

As he passed, he thought he heard voices from inside the cemetery. 

He slowed down to investigate and sure enough he heard, “One, 

for you, one for me.  One for you, one for me.”   

He knew instantly what it was, “Oh my gosh,” he shuddered, “It’s 

Satan and Jesus dividing the souls between heaven and hell.  He 

cycled down the road toward Dallas and found an old man 

hobbling along with a cane.   

“Come quick,” he said, “You won’t believe what I heard.  Satan 

and Jesus are up at the Dallas Cemetery dividing the souls.”   
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The man thought the boy was touched in the head but after several 

pleas, he gave in and hobbled back to the cemetery and also heard, 

“One for you, one for me.  One for you, one for me.”  The old man 

whispered.  “Boy I was thinking you were crazy, but you’ve been 

tellin’ the truth.  Let’s get a little closer and see if we can see Satan 

and Jesus in the flesh.”   

Shivering with fear, they edged toward the fence, still unable to see 

anything - but then heard, “One for you, one for me.  One for you, 

one for me.  And one last one for you.  That’s all here, let’s go get 

those nuts by the fence, and we’ll be done. 

It is said that the old guy made it all the way Washington Street 5 

minutes before the boy.   

One for you, one for me – Jesus and Satan counting souls.  

In our Gospel today Jesus is confronted by a curious person, who 

asks him, “Lord will only a few people be saved”?  Now I am sure 

all of us would like to know the answer.  All of us would love to 

know the number of people who will make the grade and enter the 

gates of heaven.    

To get that number of the saved, however, I think we should 

rephrase the question.  Instead of asking, “Will only a few people 

be saved?”   
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We might get a different if not better answer if we were to ask, 

“How many people will be saved?” For to ask “how few people” 

seems to beg the question in favor of a small quantity and don’t we 

truly want to hope and believe that many many many people will 

be saved -  not to mention ourselves?” 

Yet, no matter how the question might be asked, Jesus really does 

not answer it directly.  He does not give us the answer we want – 

the percentage - the proportions - the amount - the total - of those 

who will be saved and those who will not.   

We have no accurate or estimated count of the population of 

heaven.  It seems that it is simply none of our business.   

I have shared this quote before, but will do it again. Christian 

writer C.S. Lewis once said, “When we get to heaven, there will 

probably be three surprises.  First, we will be surprised by the 

people that we find there - many of whom we surely had not 

expected to see.  The second, is that we will be surprised by the 

people who are absent – the ones we did expect to see but who are 

not there.  The third surprise, of course, will be that we’re there.” 
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In any case, Jesus does not give a straightforward answer.  He does 

indicate however, that there will be considerable difficulty in our 

entering the eternal happy scene of salvation – that it won’t be 

easy.   

For he tell us, “Strive to enter through the narrow gate, for many, I 

tell you, will attempt to enter but will not be strong enough.” 

And then in very blunt language, he adds that perplexing and 

pessimistic picture of our standing before a locked door, knocking 

and begging that the door be opened so we may come in, but being 

told by the master of the house to go away. 

In essence, we are told in startling and scary and stinging terms 

that we dare not take our entrance into God’s kingdom for granted.  

We dare not assume that we are guaranteed a leg-up on everyone 

else around us just because we are Catholic -- that we have 

somehow earned our entrance as a right and a reward.   

We dare not think that the dog-eared certificate of Baptism in the 

tin box under the bed is a passport into the next life.   

No, what our parents or grandparents may have done for us matters 

little.  Everyone must pay his or her own dues – no one gets the 

bonus without the onus.  
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So with this in mind we gather here as the St. Philip Parish each 

and every week to continually and persistently do exactly what 

Jesus himself told us to do “We continually and persistently ask so 

that we will receive; we continually and persistently seek so that 

we will find; we continually and persistently knock so that the door 

will open to us.   

And we do not grow discouraged because as St. Theresa of Avila 

would say “the only way to fail is to stop.”   

Yes, with Christian confidence we keep in mind that the door may 

very well be narrow, but it freely swings open on well-oiled hinges 

to those willing to ask, to seek, to knock – to those who are willing 

to exert themselves – those willing to put forth a little effort.   

No one - at any time - need stand outside with their noses pressed 

against the glass wistfully looking in. 

And in the end we are encouraged, inspired and gratified by 

knowing that this same door is large enough to accommodate us all 

– all the crowds of which Jesus speaks when he says, “People will 

come from the east and the west and from the north and the south 

and will recline at the table in the kingdom of God.” 
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This statement, my friends, ultimately gives us our best clue to the 

answer to our question - to the census of souls count of heaven.  

No wonder Jesus did not answer that impertinent persons question; 

“Will only a few be saved?”  It may very well have been that the 

one who came to save all people simply did not know the meaning 

of a “few.”   

One for you, one for me -- Yes, Jesus wants us all in heaven – even 

the nuts.  And with continual and persistent asking, seeking and 

knocking we will be in that number when the saints go marching 

in. 


