
Funeral homily for Pilar Gemeinharet 

A half century ago famed songwriter and recording artist John Lennon, one of the Beatles, penned a song that made it to 

the top of the Billboard charts: “Imagine”. In my youth I gave little consideration to the words of the song. It did not 

seem noteworthy at the time. But now that I am in my late sixties I am horrified by them. Consider: 

Imagine there’s no heaven, It’s easy if you try 

No hell below us, Above us only sky 

Imagine there’s no countries, It isn’t hard to do 

Nothing to live or die for, and no religion, too. 

Without heaven, without eternal life, all that remains is an abyss of emptiness after death, a deep dark hole where there 

is no light, only a blank page. 

Today, the words of Lennon have been enthusiastically embraced by many the Western world where there is a 

disturbing rise in atheism and a corresponding denial of life after death. For the scoffer of religious faith the human story 

ends with a whimper. Death has no sequel. 

How must we Christians respond to the mystery of death? The short answer is faith. Our Catholic faith is founded on the 

death and Resurrection of Jesus Christ. 

The words from the gospel reading of Easter Sunday ring out: “Why do you seek the living among the dead? He has 

risen.” 

The loss of a loved one is painful enough but for the faithful it is always illumined by the hope of immortality. Heaven 

means being drawn at last into the fullness of divine joy.  

In his first letter to the Christians at Thessalonica Saint Paul exhorted his faithful “to not grieve as others do who have no 

hope, for, since, he wrote, we believe that Jesus died and rose again, even so, through Jesus, God will bring with him 

those who have fallen asleep.” 

In my conversation with Pilar’s daughter I learned that for many years she was a cashier at Joy’s department store in 

Rensselaer. How fitting that a joy-filled woman of faith work in a department store bearing the word “Joy” on the sign 

above the front door.  

One is reminded of a song, “Joy”, from the popular film, “The Preacher’s Wife”. The words speak to us of one of the 

fruits of the Holy Spirit. 

“O joy in my soul, Joy, joy, down in my soul 

Sweet, beautiful souls saving joy, O joy, joy in my soul, Joy, joy, joy in my soul. 

We are pilgrims on the earth.  

The great apologist of Christianity, C.S. Lewis, writes that we disciples live in the Shadowlands. This life is a kind of 

preface before the first chapter, before life really begins. In other words life is a dress rehearsal for what comes next, 

eternity. 

Pilar was a woman of faith. I miss her infectious smile. Nevertheless, I take great comfort in knowing that I will see her 

again when the time comes for me to cross over to the other shore of life. 


