
Funeral homily for Marge Ritrovato 

 In the past, many of us have likely seen motion pictures dating back eighty years or so, in the 1930’s and 1940’s. You 

may recall that immediately following the final scene two words appeared on the screen in large letters: THE END.  The 

curtain fell, the lights were turned on, and the moviegoers began walking out of the theater. The story told in the film 

ended, and there was no epilogue, no sequel. As times passes the story that entertained us for a short time is forgotten. 

Consider also driving on an unfamiliar road and unexpectedly seeing a warning sign posted on the side of the road: DEAD 

END. You suddenly realize you are on a road that is closed at one end, and does not lead anywhere; it is a street with no 

exit. You may discover that you are lost! 

And in life, a dead end is a path that leads nowhere. There is no destination 

The life of a Christian knows no end. We believe in life everlasting because Jesus, our Shepherd and Lord, rose from the 

dead. His Resurrection changed the meaning of death and made it the gateway to life. In death, God calls us to Himself. 

Saint Paul reminds us that “if we have died with Christ, we will also live with Him”. In today’s gospel reading Jesus 

assures His disciples that He goes to prepare a place for them, so that where He is His disciples may be as well.  

We have our citizenship in heaven! 

On the day of our baptism our parents answered the question, “What do you wish for your child?” They may have 

replied “Eternal Life” true enough! In other words, death for the baptized is not the end of the human story. Eternal life 

is God’s greatest gift, and by the mystery of grace, is given to us at our Christening. 

If a bar patron says until late in the night he might hear the bartender cry out, “last call”. The customer has one final 

opportunity to purchase a drink before the bar closes for the night. As the proprietor of a bar, Marge likely told her loyal 

customers at the end of a long night to prepare for the end of another business day, which, as a member of the family 

told me, was four o’clock in the morning. 

In some ways, bartenders and hairdressers/barbers are similar to the clergy inasmuch they hear all the troubles and 

heartaches of their customers. Usually, they are good listeners and more often than not, good counselors. I suspect 

Marge was a good friend to all of them. 

Jesus promises us a life without end. Sadly we Christians give little thought to the life to come. Recently, I celebrated my 

sixty-eighth birthday. I must confess that death, a deep and profound mystery, occupies my thoughts. The promise of 

life everlasting is heartening. It helps me to face life’s greatest challenge: our mortality.  

Not only will Marge be missed by the members of her family, she also will be missed by the many paying customers who 

knew her so well and appreciated all she did to make her grill a home away from home. 

Amen. 


