
The Final Day

What does it mean to reach the “final day” of a pilgrimage? On one hand, it carries a
sense of completion — the end of walking, the last step taken on holy ground. But
spiritually, emotionally, and psychologically, the final day is not about endings, but
about transitions. The journey outward through roads and shrines turns inward
toward the deeper shrine of the heart. What we have seen with our eyes, touched
with our hands, prayed with our lips, must now live within us.

Saint Paul, writing to the Colossians, exhorts: “As you therefore have received Christ
Jesus the Lord, continue to live your lives in him, rooted and built up in him and established
in the faith, just as you were taught, abounding in thanksgiving” (Col 2:6-7). A pilgrimage
ends, but discipleship continues. The final day means carrying the grace of these
days back into the ordinary rhythm of life, so that home itself becomes holy ground.
For me, this pilgrimage with Papa has been both heavy and luminous. Heavy
because of weakness, waiting, and uncertainty. Luminous because every struggle
was met with small resurrections: every breath regained, every step toward healing,
every smile, every sign of God’s nearness — even rainbows stretched across the sky.
It has changed me by teaching me that love is not about rushing ahead, but about
walking at the pace of another, even if that means slowing down, even if that means
standing still.



For you, dear fellow pilgrim, perhaps this journey of hope, healing, and heart has
also changed you. Perhaps you discovered that faith is not just in the mountaintops,
but in the rocky climbs; that prayer is not only in churches, but also in tears,
laughter, and silent waiting. Perhaps you realized that hope is stronger when it is
shared, healing is deeper when it is communal, and heart is fuller when it beats with
compassion. I have learned that a heart,  however imperfect - when it beats with
love, is stronger than anything (even death). 

The Psalm sings today: “The Lord is gracious and merciful, slow to anger and abounding
in steadfast love” (Ps 145:8). This is what it means to come home: to be rooted in the
mercy of God, to let His steadfast love reshape our homes, our families, our
parishes, our very selves.

And the Gospel today reminds us that Jesus, before sending His disciples out,
withdrew to the mountain to pray (Luke 6:12). The final day is our moment of
prayer before being sent. It is a day of choosing to return not as tourists with
souvenirs, but as pilgrims transformed, bearing the imprint of grace.

So what kind of pilgrim have you and I become? I pray we are pilgrims who know
how to walk lighter, because we carry less of ourselves and more of Christ. Pilgrims
who walk with open hands, not clinging but offering. Pilgrims who come home not
with finality, but with an everlasting beginning — one in hope, one in healing, one
in heart.
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