
Only the Christian Is Never Alone… 

Today we celebrate Jesus’ departure from earth.  

For thirty years he lived a hidden life in Nazareth, sharing the mundane struggles 

experienced by every working family. For three years he travelled around Israel 

preaching the gospel, performing miracles, and training his Twelve Apostles. 

When this work was finished, he redeemed fallen humanity: he reversed the 

tragedy of Original Sin through his sacrificial passion and death. Then, to 

guarantee the trustworthiness of his teaching and his sacrifice, he rose from the 

dead and appeared to his followers’ multiple times. Forty days later, with his 

disciples and Apostles gathered around him on the mountaintop, Jesus 

mysteriously ascended back into heaven, back to his Father's side, back to where 

he had come from.  

This is what we celebrate in the Ascension. We celebrate Jesus ascending into 

heaven, body and soul, humanity, and divinity, providing us with the hope of 

eternal life in heaven with him. In fact, the ascension is the direct source of our 

hope because it means we are never alone. 

Many years ago, there lived an extremely poor family in the Blue Ridge Mountains 

of North Carolina by the name of Carpenter. The oldest boy loved the outdoors 

and knew them well, but he did not know much else. He was a teenager before 

his father took him on his first trip to the city, where he saw paved streets, 

skyscrapers, and electricity for the first time. The boy wanted to stay there and 

get an education. His father arranged for him to board with some family friends, 

who generously financed his studies when he decided to become a doctor. 

He graduated with honors, but declined all job offers to practice medicine in the 

city. He said he was going back to the mountains, where there were many sick 

people and few doctors. For many years he ministered to the sick. Some paid, 

most could not. He gave his absolute best and helped everyone he could. 

In his old age he was in broken health himself and almost penniless. Two small 

rooms above the town grocery store were his home and office. At the foot of the 

creaky stairs leading up to his office was a sign with these words: "Dr. Carpenter is 

upstairs." 



One morning someone climbed those stairs to find the devoted doctor dead. The 

entire community was plunged into grief. They wanted to erect a monument to 

him but instead they decided to simply write these words on a large tombstone: 

"Dr. Carpenter is upstairs." 

Jesus is the divine doctor of our souls. He is "upstairs" in heaven, where he 

ascended after his resurrection. But he is still alive and eager to help us through 

the sacraments, the Bible, and the Church. Every time we turn to him in prayer, 

we climb the stairs to his office. Because he is upstairs, Dr. Jesus is always in. 

God Bless, 

Deacon John 


