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The first days of November mark it as the 

Month of the Dead. As the wealth of 

autumn colors yields to the bleak 

barrenness of winter, the feasts of All Saints 

and All Souls signaled a change of spiritual 

seasons too, and raised a fresh question in 

an aging year. When the sun shines bright 

and there’s plenty to do, I catch myself 

asking, “Who am I becoming among the 

living?” But the fading light and shorter 

days of fall bring to mind a different kind of 

wondering: “Who am I becoming among 

the dead?” 

All November long we stand before the 

graves of saints and sinners who have gone 

where we shall follow. Into their number 

our souls will be admitted the hour we 

breathe our last. Within their company the 

mortal remains of our body will reverently 

be placed on the day of our burial. 

I imagine being buried on a spring day 

under blue sky and fresh green-leaves. For 

it was in the spring of the year that our 

Redeemer “died and was buried.” It was in 

the spring of the year that He came forth 

from the tomb, brightening with hope the 

graves of all who are “buried with Him in 

baptism.” For those who build their lives on 

His promise of Resurrection, even if our 

funeral falls in November, we will go to 

ground spiritually in spring. For the Month 

of the Dead unfailingly points us back to the 

season when the Son of God made all things 

new, even as it looks ahead to the Last Day, 

when, in the words of the Vatican 

Instruction, “God will give incorruptible life 

to our body, transformed by reunion with 

our soul.” 

 


