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The Art of Holy Goodbyes

Jesus mastered the art of saying goodbye. Today’s Gospel reading is part of a
series of conversations he shared with his disciples in the upper room, known as
the Farewell Discourse—from chapters 14 to 17 of John’s Gospel. The
disciples were so dear to Jesus that a simple, tight hug wouldn’t suffice. He had
so much to say, so much to leave with them—as he would soon return, in and
through the Holy Spirit.

Our lives unfold in an endless rhythm of hellos and goodbyes, of greetings and
partings. Some farewells are small, others life changing. Some joyful, others
heartbreaking. Some overflow with celebration; others echo with grief.

This pattern is woven into the fabric of our existence. We entered the world
with our first goodbye: leaving the haven of our mother’s womb. School
demands we release our parents’ hands and trust others to guide us. We say
goodbye to friends who move away, to grandparents who quietly slip into
eternity. We bid farewell to jobs that once defined us, to homes that held our
memories, to dreams that didn’t survive contact with reality.

On a personal note, my vocation to religious life knows this pattern intimately. I
move from one stage of formation to the next, from one community to another,
from one country to the next. I have become a pilgrim of perpetual departure—a
collector of farewells.

A few weeks ago, I shared a simple lunch with an elderly Filipino couple. The
husband, a grandfather of three, confided that he was devastated because his
children and grandchildren were moving back to their newly renovated home.
“The house is going to be so quiet now,” he said, his voice heavy with sorrow.
When I asked where they were relocating, his face fell even further.

“Just to the next street over—about a five-minute drive from here.”

Even the smallest separation felt like an ocean—especially when you’re used to
having your loved ones under the same roof.



However, the most important goodbyes in our spiritual lives aren’t physical
departures at all. As Christians, we are constantly being invited to say goodbye
to the things that stand between us and God.

Maybe we need to part from a habit that pulls us away from prayer. Perhaps we
need to walk away from an unhealthy relationship. Sometimes we must distance
ourselves from digital distractions that fragment our attention. At times, we
must set aside pride to rebuild broken relationships. Or we may need to release
our grip on false securities and open our hands to receive what truly sustains us.
And perhaps, we’re called to say farewell to old wounds so we may finally
begin to heal.

These interior goodbyes can be the hardest of all. They ask something deeper of
us than mere physical separation—they require a transformation of the heart.

In that upper room, Jesus didn’t offer his disciples an ending—he promised a
beginning. His physical departure would give rise to a presence more intimate
than touch, more constant than breath. He would no longer be merely with
them; he would be within them.

The goodbye that appeared to be the greatest loss became the gateway to the
most profound communion.

As we contemplate Jesus in that upper room, tenderly preparing his friends for
his departure, may we learn from him this sacred art of goodbye.

And may we trust that our farewells—even the most difficult ones—are holy
invitations to experience God’s presence in new and unexpected ways.



