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Three years ago this week Deacon Mark and I were returning from a conference in 
La Crosse and I ran out of gas. I somewhat know how the foolish virgins felt. Many 
of you know that I am an aviation enthusiast. One of the major causes of general 
aviation accidents is fuel starvation. In this case it is not a mere inconvenience but 
can result in serious injury or even death. In the time of Jesus there were no 
streetlights or headlights. There may have been an occasional fire burning here and 
there but for the most part it was pitch dark. You could stumble around, get lost and 
maybe fall over a cliff. It’s a matter of life and death. 
 
Well, why are we even talking about this strange story of the wise and foolish 
virgins? Of course the gospel is directed to you and what is going on in your life. In 
these last weeks and days of the church year we turn our attention to our last days 
on this earth, and the message is be prepared. Last week I was coming back from St. 
Alexander’s, driving my truck from the farm. It was loaded with seven 200 pound 
roles of fencing. As I crossed Moccasin Creek a car coming toward me crossed the 
centerline and was in my lane with all four wheels heading towards me. Thankfully 
the road is wider there so semi’s can turn at Wilhorn Road. We both swerved and 
narrowly missed each other. If we had collided head-on, my airbag would’ve 
deployed and I suspect that the 200 pound role of wire behind the rear window would 
have come into the cabin and cut me in two. 
 
As the last sentence in the gospel says, you know neither the day nor the hour. 
Thinking about our death would first seem like a morbid thing to do. On the other 
hand, it is a very wise thing to do. One benefit is that coming to grips with our 
mortality leads us to a higher quality of life. We appreciate the priceless, finite nature 
of our life on this earth. We will be less inclined to squander and waste it away. 
 
Besides that, as the gospel admonishes us to be prepared, it behooves us to strategize 
how we will meet the moment. I have been with people who are absolutely terrified 
as they approach the moment of death. Others have been incredibly at peace. I am 
not talking about a drug-induced unawareness. In another instance a person who was 
near death said to me, ‘it is what it is.’ I do think his response represents the feelings 
of a lot of people. This sort of defeatist resignation leaves a lot wanting. It was my 
hope that I could lead him to a deeper sense of awe and wonder, hope and even joy 
as he approached that key moment in his life, the moment of his death. 
 



There are others who embrace the philosophy of, eat, drink, and be merry, for 
tomorrow we die. This reckless and mindless approach is the exact opposite of what 
the gospel is calling us to. 
 
Years ago my confessor was Father Peter Mary, one of the Friars at our Lady of 
Guadalupe shrine in La Crosse. He has since died. He often spoke of his death as 
that glorious day when he would experience the fullness of the glory of God. 
 
It is unpopular, politically incorrect, to talk about death. My hope is that I may 
personally come to the point of total surrender and serenity with God when my time 
comes. These Covid times make us more aware of our vulnerability and 
powerlessness. I hope it is also a time for greater, deeper connection with God with 
all the joy and wonder that it contains. 
 
This is not easy when we’re under the gun as it were. When we are flat on our back 
in a nursing home or in the intensive care unit, it’s easy to talk, much more difficult 
to put on the shoes of the wise virgins. Do not lose heart. Stand up, listen to the good 
news of the gospel and know that you are loved by God. Be ready to meet the 
bridegroom, the Son of God, our Redeemer and friend. 


