
 
Message from Father Pergjini:            November 7,  2021  
 

     It is November. It is the month that brings to our mind the faithful departed. We all miss them. It 
becomes very difficult to accept the fact that they are not with us anymore.  We think of them with 
love, we pray for them, and we pray to them to pray for us. We offer holy masses for them, and we 
do make visits to the cemetery. I bring to my mind the presence of those people who have been 
dear to me, but also many others whom I have served, and they have served me in many ways 
and helped my priestly ministry. It is a very powerful moment to look on the Altar the body, blood, 
soul, and divinity of Christ and to bring the presence of those who have gone to Eternal rest, known 
and unknown to me. I do remember those times when I visited the cemetery where my 
grandmother was buried. She was very dear to me. Those silent visits became moments of prayer 
and peace standing before her grave.  And now, after many years the graves of my grandparents 
are far away, and impossible to visit their graves as I did back then. Those cemetery visits belong 
to the past, distant past filled with emotions and peace.  And now the cemetery is part of my 
ministry. We frequently have funerals.  After celebrating the funeral Holy Mass, we head toward the 
cemetery to say the prayers at the grave site. The cemetery where my parents are buried is an 
hour driving distance. It is called Mary Rest cemetery, Mahwah, New Jersey. Since the death of my 
dear mom the visits to the cemetery became very frequent, even weekly visits during the first year, 
and now once a month. I park outside the cemetery and walk in silence alone.  As soon as I walk 
in, the statue of Our Lady peacefully greets me with her open hands. It is very inspiring to look at 
the beautiful statue of our Blessed Mother. Her look is unique, filled with hope and peace. In that 
lonely and silent walk, I stop before a huge Crucifix.  Around the impressive Cross are buried the 
priests of the Newark archdiocese. I kneel and in silence I say a prayer for them. One day I will 
also be there.  In silence I reach my parents’ grave. I know by heart their grave. I stand and often I 
kneel in front of my parent’s grave. It is hard to describe my thoughts and my feelings of those 
unique moments, but I feel the need just to be there, the need to penetrate the mystery of death 
and the hope in Eternity. I feel their physical absence, but I do communicate with them in the deep 
silence of prayer and peace. I just express myself the way that I feel, communicating with them 
through that silent prayer. In silence I fix my eyes on the stone grave looking at their names. It 
becomes a moment in which somehow I am embraced by their love of the past. It is a moment of 
consolation for my soul. I firmly feel their presence within myself allowing that moment of silent 
prayer to unite myself before their grave with Christ who made the grave a sign of hope for us. I 
leave the cemetery in silence and ready to drive in that scenic area of New Jersey going back to 
New York. I take the rosary in my hand, the same rosary that my dear mom touched and prayed 
when she frequently was in my car. We together used to pray the rosary. Those hail Mary’s 
become very encouraging and consoling to me and to all of us who trust in the power of the 
Rosary.  And, this time of the year our Mother Church reminds all of us of the need to pray for the 
holy souls in Purgatory, offer holy masses for them, visit a cemetery, and give to the poor for the 
purification of their souls. I just wanted to share with you dear faithful my experience visiting the 
cemetery.  The powerful words of Christ in Saint John’s Gospel console our broken souls and gives 
meaning to our life in this valley of tears and the hope in His Resurrection: “I will see you again and 
your hearts will rejoice, and no one will take your joy from you.” (16:22) Yes, indeed, is only Christ 
the true cause of our joy, real Christian Joy even in the pain of losing our dear ones. We 
experience His joy even in the absolute silence of a cemetery. It is November.   
 

      May the faithful departed Rest in Peace!   Amen! 



  
  
     
  
  
  
  
      


