
In the days of my youth board games were popular with the American public. Some of the best 

known of the games were “Monopoly”, “Risk” and “life”. One plays the game with one 

objective in mind: winning. What makes any game appealing is that there are rewards and 

penalties for the player. A simple roll of the dice could bring on disaster. For example, the 

player may lose a turn, go to jail, retreat a few squares, pay a fine, and lose all his money. If 

one wins the games, all the setbacks are soon forgotten. If only for a brief time, he can 

congratulate himself for a game well played.  

Jesus began his public ministry on the banks of the River Jordon. On a Friday afternoon in early 

Spring, his earthly life ended on a hill outside Jerusalem, on Calvary. His three year ministry 

was marked by joys and sorrows, victory and defeat. 

His final words were uttered as he drew his last breath. He said, “It is finished” The mission 

entrusted to him by his heavenly Father was successfully completed.  On a note of triumph his 

life ended. 

Saint Paul likened the Christian life to competing in a race. In his letter to the early Christian 

community at Corinth, he said, “Do you not know that in a race all the runners run but only 

one wins the prize. Run in such a way so as to win the prize”. 

And Paul boasts of being a formidable competitor”. 

“The time of my departure is at hand. I have competed well; I have finished the race; I have 

kept the faith”. 

In a relay race, the runner carries a baton; in the life of a Christian he carries within himself the 

seed of eternity. Indeed, there is a desire present in his heart for a life beyond this life. The 

human being has been created for God for a destiny of happiness beyond the reach of earthly 

trials. 

I have fond memories of Bill’s twin sons, Peter and Paul, who were enrolled in SHS many years 

ago. I often found their father standing in the back of the church during the celebration of 

mass. 

 Regrettably, in recent years, our paths did not cross. 

As a long-time barber, Bill must have befriended and counseled many of his customers. When I 

was a seminarian many years ago a hair stylist told me that that she wore many hats in her 

work: confessor, friend, advisor on hairstyles and family matters. 

Bill must have stored many memories of his customers. 

Bill crossed the finish line a few days ago after a long race. May God grant him rest from all his 

earthly labors. 


