
Funeral homily for Jill Grebert 

While serving as the associate pastor of this church in over thirty years ago, I attended the funeral service of a young 

wife and mother whose two children were enrolled in our school. Her death came after a prolonged and painful illness. 

Her pastor, a minister of the Dutch Reformed Church, presided at the service, which was conducted in a local funeral 

home. The funeral attracted a large crowd. 

It became clear to me that he was distraught, emotionally drained. After proclaiming the gospel, he held up his clenched 

fist, and spoke loudly. He voiced his anger and frustration. “I am angry”, he cried. “Her suffering seems like such a waste; 

it is unfair”.     He then asked the members of the congregation if they, too, were angry. Many nodded their heads in 

approval. 

Emotions ran high that morning. Family members and friends of the deceased were still reelin from the loss of someone 

very dear to them. 

The death of a young mother reminds us that death, a profound mystery, is our most fearsome enemy.  It casts a long 

and ominous shadow over all of us. To live is to die eventually and nothing can change this fact.  

Death does not discriminate. Sacred Scripture likens death to a thief. Death robs us of those we love. It seems a gross 

injustice, an unwarranted catastrophe 

We recall the reminder given to the first man, Adam: “Dust you are, and to dust you shall return” Sobering words, 

surely. 

Our Catholic faith teaches us that death is not the end but merely the beginning. Because of Christ, death has a positive 

meaning. It has lost its sting. God calls the deceased to himself. That is reason enough for Saint Paul to forward to his 

death. He wrote to his fellow Christians, “For to me life is Christ and to die is gain” and “My desire is to depart this life 

and be with Christ.” 

Recently I learned that within seven weeks of President John F. Kennedy’s death in November of 1963, his widow and 

the mother of his two children received more than 800,000 condolence letters. 

In her fine book, “Letters to Jackie: Condolence from a Grieving Nation”, author Ellen Fitzparick selected over two 

hundred of them for reading. One letter, in particular, was especially poignant. It was written by, I presume, a Jew. Her 

words of consolation follow: 

In our religion we say that as long as a person is remembered, he is still living; therefore, JFK will never die. He will live in 

the thoughts of those who knew him and loved him. 

He will live in history, never to be forgotten”. 

Even those with no faith at all will acknowledge that the death of a loved one cannot erase all the beautiful memories 

we have of the deceased when she was alive.  

Jill’s passing at the age of forty-four may a cause of sadness for you. Only recently I learned that one of her favorites 

song in life was a recording of a popular song Of a few years back: ”When I die young”. She must have had an inkling of a 

premature death. But, honestly, all that really matters is that she completed the mission entrusted to her by her 

crucified and risen Lord. Biblical scholars reckon that Jesus died in his early thirties. On the cross, he cried out, “It is 

finished”. The testimony of her friends at today’s funeral mass clearly show that Jill accomplished so much in the forty-

four years allotted to her. 

Now she has entered eternity. 

For the Christian death means life is changed, not ended. Death is not the end of our story. We believe in life everlasting. 

Lord, please grant Jill a merciful judgment, and may she rest in you forever and ever, amen. 


