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REFLECTIONS ON LIFE: WE ARE ALL SPEEDING TOWARD ETERNITY 

            One of the neatest things you will ever see is the widespread cleaning of graves and 
cemeteries on All Hallows’ Eve. That’s right. That’s the real Halloween. On the following day, the 
November 1 Feast of All Saints is even more spectacular. In the Deep South, especially in places 
like Acadiana, the members of some churches celebrate an All Saints Mass right in the cemetery. 
I was deeply pleased to witness such a Mass celebrated in my native Lake Charles, 200 miles west 
of New Orleans. 

            New Orleans, of course, has to go one up on most folks. Many in the Big Easy still practice 
the tradition of visiting the graves of dear ones on November 1, the Feast of All Saints. And visit 
they do! Some come with camp chairs, blankets, water, New Orleans-style red beans and other 
foods that they like with the soft drinks of their choice. Then they settle in for a relaxing family 
visit with their beloved ancestors. It is one of the most calming and inspiring sights that I have 
ever seen. 

            In one case, after celebrating an All Saints Day Mass with some Sisters of the Holy Family 
at Saint Augustine Church, the home of their founding, on November 21, 1842, most of us 
second-lined to Saint Louis No. 2 Cemetery where their foundress, Venerable Mère Henriette 
Delille, is buried. Once there, we witnessed some folks eating, drinking and visiting at the graves 
with their deceased relatives. It is crystal clear that New Orleanians run their daily lives straight 
into their faith in God and into their faith in the resurrection of the dead. Their faith in the 
resurrection of the dead is also portrayed in the New Orleans Jazz Funeral. Yes, we are living our 
daily lives with red bean gusto, but we are speeding toward eternity. 

            The fascinating history of New Orleans, both fact and legend, is rife with tales both 
verifiable and not that continue to add to the mystique of the city about to turn 300 on May 7, 
2018. With all its alluring geography, high-profile slave market and auction block, Spanish and 
French rule, the eye-popping exploits of Jean LaFitte and his Barataria Bay hangout, and African-
Haitian Voodoo that has insinuated itself into  some of the fabric of New Orleans, the lure and 
lore of the city only increases. 

            Of course, many tour guides embellish much of the historical information they claim to 
share. That goes doubly and triply for the tour guides who specialize in tales of the supernatural, 
using the backdrop of night as a spine-tingler. Ironically,  

New Orleans does not need any juiced-up history to be interesting. Without embellishment, it is 
nonetheless fascinating and legendary.  

            To a lesser degree, in pockets throughout the South, one finds traces of the New Orleans 
culture, including the African-Haitian Voodoo. The famous traiteurs (French for treaters or 



healers) would also find their roots in the Voodoo medicine men or healers. These were the same 
Voodoo medicine men with whom the famed Marie Laveaux collaborated as healers among the 
people. 

            Our Christian/Catholic take is a bit different. Indeed we do believe in the science of natural 
medicine, and we appreciate the power and efficacy of alternative medicine that, under given 
circumstances and patient needs, can be a preferable form of treatment. Finally, we do believe 
in the supernatural healing invested in certain people that defies any rationale or human 
explanation. The revelations of Edgar Cayce, “the Sleeping Prophet,” seem to be the foremost 
example of this. 

            Beyond such healings, we also believe in the Communion of Saints in which we interact 
with each other as branches of Jesus, the True Vine (John 15). 

            Nathaniel Narcsisse “Papite” Petrie, my mother’s father, worked for years as a lumberjack 
in the cypress swamps around Lake Charles, Louisiana, cutting choice cypress wood for sundry 
items of construction. When asked who woke him up at 3:00 o’clock in the morning to go the 
cypress stands, he would invariably point up and answer, “They do!” That unmistakable reference 
highlighted Papite’s simple, firm belief in the Communion of the Saints, through which there is 
meaningful communication between those still living here on earth and their ascendants who 
have gone on to heaven ahead of them. Though I did not understand, it was the most powerful 
story I heard at the age of three, and has stayed with me all these decades.  

            For all who choose eternal life, the grace and mercy of Jesus have established us as 
branches of Him, the True Vine, as seen by John in Revelation 7:9, “I looked, and there before me 
was a great multitude that no one could number, from every nation, tribe, people and language, 
standing before the throne and before the Lamb.” 

            Happy All Saints Day/Communion of the Saints to you and your ancestors! 

 
 
--  
"God is love, and all who abide in love abide in God and God in them."   (1 John 4:16) 
 


