
The Assumption 
 
 Today we celebrate the feast day of the Assumption of our Mother to 
heaven. What can we say about what happened on that day? We haven’t got 
any information. Saint John witnessed it and didn’t tell us anything. John, you 
told us all about the life of Jesus, with plenty of details, but you didn’t want to 
tell us about our Lady leaving earth. You could have done better than that! She 
is our Mother too, and we would have liked to know more about her. But it is 
easier to talk about bad things than good things. We needed to know about 
how Jesus gave his life for us, but we didn’t need to know how our Mother 
flew up to heaven. It is good for our imagination; we can leave it free. It is 
better to read the book first and then watch the movie. It took the Church a 
long time to declare the dogma, in 1950. Maybe it is better John, that you 
didn’t say anything. Then we can let our imagination fly and go with her up to 
heaven. 
 The apocryphal gospels, those books written by the early Christians to 
try to fill the gaps, say that the apostles came back to say good bye to our 
Mother. They say that they came back each in his own cloud, first Saint Peter 
and then Saint Paul. Maybe John didn’t tell us this because nobody would 
have believed him. Saint James was already dead and Saint Thomas, as 
always, arrived late, because he came back all the way from India. We 
understand why they wanted to be back. We too want to be there to say good 
bye. 
 There is a debate about what happened, if our Lady died or not, before 
she went up to heaven. She would have liked to follow her Son, and die with 
him on the cross. But Jesus didn’t want her to endure his horrible death. No 
son wants his mother to suffer. I don’t think Jesus wanted his mother to die 
either. God wanted her body and soul in heaven, without her beautiful body 
experiencing corruption. That’s why she fell asleep. You could call it a sweet 
death. That’s how saints normally pass away, falling asleep, in a simple and 
beautiful manner. You die in the way you live. There is a feast in the East 
called the Dormition of our Lady, dating from the sixth century. According to 
tradition she fell asleep and they placed her in a tomb. When Saint Thomas 
arrived, he wanted to see her, and they found out that the tomb was empty. 
That is why we don’t have any relics from her body. 
 How did she fly to heaven? God has his ways of moving people. Most 
likely it was a transport of love. When love is very intense, it can do things that 
reason cannot understand. Love is crazy, endures all things, achieves all 
things. Love can travel through space and time. There is no better means of 
transport than going through the people we love. Love fired the engines of her 
soul and lifted her up all the way to heaven. 
 Tradition says that our Lady’s beauty, which was veiled here on earth 
so as not to blind human beings, not to drive them crazy, was revealed on her 
way to heaven, showing her in all her splendour, dazzling angels and saints in 
all its wonder. They never have seen anybody like that, not even in paradise. 
The book of Revelation tries to describe her, precisely with the words of Saint 
John: “A great sign appeared in heaven; a woman clothed with the sun, the 
moon beneath her feet, and a crown of twelve stars on her head.” I don’t think 
it is possible to find a better description of our Mother’s countenance. At last 
Saint John opened his soul and told us a bit about her Assumption. 
 



 
 


