
Funeral homily for Donna Williams 

In February of 1983 I, a third-year seminarian studying for the priesthood, was diagnosed with lymphoma, one 
of the cancers. It was an unexpected blow that left me baffled and a little frightened. 

A friend arranged for me to meet with a Franciscan priest, Father Benedict Groeshel, who would later achieve 
notoriety on EWTN, the Catholic cable channel. To this day, I have a vivid memory of what he said to me. He 
began our conversation by saying, “You have an advantage over all your contemporaries”. I was incredulous. 
“What possible advantage do I have? I am a twenty-eight-year-old young man with cancer, a life-threatening 
disease.” His unemotional reply was, “You know you are going to die. Your contemporaries do not. Not yet 
anyway.” 

One of the greatest lessons in life comes to us when we face our own death. The thought that we could even 
imagine living without total dependence on God’s love and his gift of life is foolish indeed. A terminal illness so 
often shatters our illusions forever. 

Death is one of life’s most profound mysteries. It often leaves us tongue tied or even speechless. Father 
Groeshel once told a story of a personal friend, a rabbi, who planned to visit two young members of his 
congregation whose son was killed by a drunken driver. A devout man, the rabbi had been scarred by the Nazi 
holocaust. Father Groeshel accompanied his friend to the home of the grieving parents. Moments before 
entering the residence, the Rabbi took the priest by the hand and said, “Please do not try to answer the 
question “why?” Just be silent. 

But God has answered the question for us. He has spoken his Word and the Word is Christ. 

Christ’s words are unambiguous and definitive: “I am the Resurrection and the Life’. 

The light of Christ illuminates the darkness of death. 

In what sense is Jesus the Resurrection and the Life? 

Whoever believes in Him, though he may go to the grave, shall come to eternal life. 

To believe in the resurrection is to believe that death does not sever our relationship with the living God. Saint 
Paul reminds us that not even death can separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus. 

Death does not have the final word. 

I have fond memories of Donna as a “school mother” in my early years at Sacred Heart Church. She 
participated in many school events and so was a constant presence on campus. 

Donna leaves behind so many beautiful memories as a mother, wife, grandmother, volunteer and parishioner 
of Sacred Heart Church. 

She will be missed by all who loved her. 

May she rest in the peace of Christ. 

Let us pray that at the hour of our encounter with the mystery of suffering and death we may be reunited with 
our beloved Donna, who has gone to God in the hope of everlasting life. 


