
On the day of my ordination in May of 1984, my friend of many years, Bill McCarthy offered me some 

advice on the art of preaching. He said, “Whenever you preach a sermon say, “Good morning, have a 

nice day, and God Bless you. Then sit down. You’ll make the congregation happy.” 

I suspect not a few of my former classmates are in agreement with our now deceased brother. 

In a recent gathering of members of our class at the Gateway diner on Central Avenue, Bill raised his 

voice, saying, “We all know why John Yanas is here. He wants to take up a collection”.   

Actually, the thought had occurred to me. I regret not following up on his zinger directed at me. After 

all, keeping parishes afloat these days is a daunting task. I need all the help I can get!  

If, as a child, you were enrolled in a Catholic school, you may recall a popular Lenten devotion, the 

Stations of the Cross. In many churches, then and now, there are fourteen images of Christ from the 

moment he was condemned to death to his burial in the tomb. The one who makes the pilgrimage from 

station to station reflects on the mysteries of his Passion, death, and burial. 

On the morning following Bill’s death, it might be wise to pause at the tenth station, “Jesus is stripped of 

his clothes”, and reflect on its significance. 

In the Passion of Jesus everything has been taken away from him: his liberty, his friends, and his work. 

His enemies have succeeded in robbing him of the dignity and honor of his person as well. Naked and 

uncovered he is given over to shame. He was exposed in his nakedness to the world. 

At a certain moment as an adult, one begins to live a series of losses, diminished strength, health 

problems, loss of work, loss of friends until there comes the final loss, of one’s life. These losses, mostly 

inevitable, mark sorrowful passages in a person’s history that can sometimes be shattering. For 

example, Billy’s father died unexpectedly in 1984. He was only fifty years old. 

As someone who has survived cancer, not once but twice, and is the recipient of a bone marrow 

transplant in 2011, I can see myself and my dear friend and our own particular suffering in the stripping 

of Christ’s garments. Our life as Christians is patterned on the life, death, and Resurrection of Christ. We 

imitate him. If, as Saint Paul writes, we die with Christ, we shall live with him forever. 

One purpose that suffering serves is to provide us with the opportunity and motivation to demonstrate 

love for each other.  

In 1933, Caryll Houselander, an English mystic and artist, wrote a book, “The War is the Passion”. Hoping 

to make sense of the brutality of war and the untold sufferings of her people, she offered her 

reflections, which were inspired by the Passion of her Lord. In one chapter, “The comforting of Christ”, 

she makes us realize that “there are none, rich or poor, respectable or not, sound or ill, who cannot take 

part in the Passion and comfort Christ. She points to those who comforted Christ on the road to Calvary: 

His mother, Simon of Cyrene, Veronica, the holy women of Jerusalem, the good thief, the beloved 

disciple John, Joseph of Arimathea, and the centurion. All those people were present to Christ and made 

him strong, made him able to face the passion. 



Today we remember those who comforted our classmate in the time of his passion: his wife, his mother, 

his two sons, his siblings and their families, his many friends and colleagues. They refused to stand on 

the sidelines. They were active in their ministry in putting into daily practice the corporal and spiritual 

works of mercy. 

For many years, Billy teased me about a funeral sermon I gave years ago. I referred to the deceased as a 

humble, unassuming man, unlikely to be spotlighted in the local press for his celebrity status. 

Some years later his daughter, in tears, approached me. She claimed that I said her father was “a no-

body” in my remarks. Billy found my story humorous and for years made reference to my “Mr. Nobody 

sermon”.  

Billy admirably distinguished himself as a gifted athlete, the captain of his C.B.A. regiment, and had an 

advanced degree in Business Administration. He achieved great success in business. He was also a 

devoted father and husband, basketball and baseball coach, lobbyist, and salesman. He was loved and 

admired by virtually everyone. One of our former classmates, Ken Kennedy, told me that Billy was one of 

the most popular and admired members of his class. True enough. 

For Christians, death is not the end of the human story. We believe in life everlasting. For us life is 

changed, not ended. 

In the last months of his life, Billy was stripped of his garments.  At the end of the day, all of us will stand 

naked before the divine presence. But Saint Paul reassures us all: “For all of you who have been baptized 

in Christ have been clothed with Christ.” (Gal. 3:27) 

Praise God! 

 

 

 


