
A fiftieth reunion reflection 

Brothers, 

Even after fifty years, I am still in uniform and wearing black shoes! 

If you have high hopes of hearing words of wisdom from the pulpit this morning, I must first give you fair warning. 

As confirmation, let me share with you a personal story. 

After celebrating mass at Saint Luke’s Church in Schenectady one Sunday morning in the early 1990’s, a young woman, 

clearly agitated, approached me. In a shrill tone of voice she said, “I must speak with you about your sermon this 

morning”. “Go right ahead”, I replied. 

“It sucked. It was one of the worst sermons I have ever heard in my life. How did you come up with such a dumb idea?” 

After my initial shock and absorbing the unexpected blow, I thanked her for lifting up my spirits and then proceeded to 

give her a blessing.  

I was humbled. But I wish to make a confession. That one memorable Sunday morning many years ago my homily did 

indeed “suck”. She was right. Eventually I learned never to dismiss constructive criticism from a well-meaning 

parishioner! 

As a college student many years ago, I was introduced to the Romanian born Jewish writer and concentration camp 

survivor, Elie Weisel for the first time. In one of the courses in which I was enrolled, I was required to read his highly 

acclaimed novel “Night”, which is based on his childhood memories of the notorious death camp, Auschwitz, where he 

was unjustly confined and was, in addition, the victim of brutality. It is not a book for the faint of heart! 

Later in life Weisel, now an international celebrity, acknowledged one of his greatest fears is the loss of memory, of 

forgetting. “To be a Jew,” he said, “Is to remember. Remembering is a noble and necessary act. On the other hand, 

rejection of memory is a divine curse.” Weisel owed the millions who lost their lives his memory. He rightly pointed out 

that no commandment figures so frequently in the bible than to remember. No fewer than 240 times in the two 

testaments are people of faith urged to remember daily the Lord’s blessings and be faithful to the word He reveals. 

Examples abound:  

“Remember to keep holy the Sabbath day; 

“Take care, lest you forget the Lord who brought you out of the house of slavery; 

“Remember the former things long past. For I am God and there is no other”; 

“The memory of the righteous is a blessing.” 

The Parable of the Prodigal Son is arguably the best remembered and the most beautiful of Jesus’ parables. Many 

scholars are convinced the parable is more about a father’s kindness than a wayward son’s past sins. It is a beautiful 

story of mercy, redemption and reconciliation. It teaches us what God is like. The Evangelist, Luke, offers for his readers 

an unforgettable portrait of God. 

One of the keys to understanding the parable is “remembering”. 

A review of the parable might be helpful 

A young man lives only for himself. The way he lived led to his downfall, and his fall from grace. He squandered his 

inheritance. Tellingly, his conversion comes about when he comes to his senses. It is a grace filled moment. He now 

realizes what he has lost. He remembers. At home he was free; away from home, he is in the depths of despair. 

The Father, the key to unraveling the meaning of this story, is faithful to his father hood, faithful to the love that he 

always lavished on his son. He has not forgotten him. He rejoices when he returns home. 



” While he was still a long way off, his father caught sight of him, and was filled with compassion. He ran to his son, 

embraced him and kissed him (Lk. 15:20).” 

The parable ends in a celebration of joy 

“Even if he is a prodigal, Pope John Paul writes, “a son does not cease to be truly his father’s son.” 

Many of our conversations this weekend are likely to begin with the words, “Do you remember?” 

Today, we are called upon to remember seventeen of our beloved classmates who have gone to God. I had the honor of 

celebrating the funeral masses of two of them, Kevin Burch and Bob Carey, and the funeral service of Tony Basile. It is 

with great affection that I honor their memories today. 

Some of my deceased former classmates were close to me in the early days of my life. We came from the same Albany 

neighborhood of New Scotland Avenue. I am reminded of Bill McCarthy, Tom McGinn, Tony Basile and George Holes, 

who was raised in a home on Fleetwood Avenue, only a few doors from  my family’s residence. 

In September of 1975, I was a fourth year student at Saint Michael’s college in Winooski, Vermont. Two of my college 

classmates were also classmates of mine at C.B.A.: Gary Rinaldi and Bruce Genhoeffer. They, too, were friends of 

George. One day we received the devastating news that George had died in a tragic motorcycle accident. At the time of 

his passing he was twenty-one years old. The three of us immediately returned to Albany for his funeral mass. 

Forty years later, I was informed that George died on his father’s birthday. He, too, was named George. I sincerely hope 

that there was a blessed reunion in heaven. 

At a time known only to the Lord, we, also, will exit this stage and, hopefully, go the “House of the Father”. 

In one of his plays William Shakespeare, writes of the seven ages of man. He underscores the changes in life caused by 

the passing of time. In the sixth stage, one enters old age. (Congratulations classmates, we made it.} It is characterized 

by the weakening of eyesight, the loss of hair, and loose clothing due to a loss of weight. 

The seventh and last stage is extreme old age, the years of our dotage. It is often marked by helplessness and 

immobility. My dear father, now ninety-three years old, is in the last stage of a long life. What pains me most is the loss 

of his once vital memory. 

In his Nobel Prize lecture, December of 1986, Elie Weisel, pleaded with his audience to remember. He “Mankind’s need 

to remember---more than ever.” 

The Western world today suffers from a collective amnesia. Upon receiving the Templeton prize in London several years 

ago, the Nobel Prize laureate, Alexander Solzhenitsyn, a Russian patriot and Christian who spent years in a Siberian labor 

camp as a prisoner of the state, observed, “The West has forgotten God”. 

Our churches are emptying. Too many are closing their doors. In countries such as Canada, France and Nigeria, Churches 

are being torched, burned to the ground. 

Our Capital district is one of the ten most secular regions in the United States. 

In today’s celebration of the mass you will hear me repeat the Command of Christ spoken at the Last Supper: “Do this in 

memory of me”. When we call to mind the death and Resurrection of Jesus, we are actually making them present. 

We remember how He loved us to the end of his earthly life.  

My brothers, we are of immense value, for we are the cherished objects of God’s providence. Our Lord knows and loves 

us. Our names are forever fixed in the memory of the Almighty. 

God remembers. So must we. 


