Father Jim's Homily from Kevin's Funeral Mass

Good Morning. My name is Fr. Jim Sorra, and on behalf of Fr. Michael Jendrick (pastor at St. Paul, Ellicott City), and Fr. Dennis Diehl (the pastor here at St. Francis—who could not be with us b/c he is attending to an ill parent ), and the entire pastoral staff, I would like to welcome all of you to St. Francis Church, and to extend to all of you, the family and friends of Kevin, (esp. you, Charlie and Angela, Luke and Daniel) our heartfelt prayers, love, and deepest sympathy. We also invite you not to hesitate to come to us if there is anything at all we can do for you in this very difficult time, now, or in the future, 
The Church directs us in a funeral Mass, that the funeral is not simply to be a EULOGY about the person who has died (Eulogy in Greek—means “good word”—“eu”=good/ “logos”= word) though there is certainly nothing wrong with doing that at a funeral. Rather, the Church instructs to go deeper than that. Instead, at a funeral, we are to proclaim the GOSPEL—the “good news”. And as you noticed, we even sang “Alleluia!” before we proclaimed the Gospel. This is a difficult prospect, I know. And the last thing we may be feeling like doing right now is singing ‘Alleluia,’ b/c I’m sure Kevin’s death, has been brutally hard on everyone here. It seems so unfair that we should have to gather under these awful circumstances-- seems so unjust that a strong, vibrant, energetic, and loving young man, like Kevin should be taken from us at the cusp of his adult life—and so senselessly. And all of this—just seems ... well… wrong. And undoubtedly the question many of you have been asking yourselves, and each other, since this all happened just a few days ago—and frankly, the question I’ve been asking myself is— “WHY?” Why, GOD, did you let this thing happen? Why did you let this happen to Kevin? Why did you let this happen to his family? The truth is, I have no answer. I just don’t know. I don’t even pretend to begin to know. I don’t think anyone else does either. And if they do claim to know WHY, I think that they are not being completely honest. So I am not here before you today, and the Church is not here before you today, to try to offer you an answer to the question WHY. No, what we are here to do today, is to ask another question—a very different kind of question, but just as important. That question is “WHETHER.” Not WHY God took Kevin away, but WHETHER, God will keep His promise to raise Kevin up and give him new life. Not WHY God did this to Angela, and Charlie, and Luke, and Daniel, but WHETHER God is with Kevin’s family right now, helping them; loving them, and present to them even at the very heart of their suffering. Not WHY God allows suffering and death, but WHETHER God has given us victory over suffering and death through Jesus Christ. These are the questions that are being posed to us today—and I believe our answer to these questions of WHETHER we believe, ultimately matter more than the question of WHY these things have happened. The question of WHETHER to believe is the very same agonizing question Jesus faced in the Garden, before his own death. The Gospel we heard (chosen by the family) is an excerpt of Jesus’ prayer on that night. And Jesus’ last prayer and desire, before he went to the cross, was that we might believe. That we might believe that life, no matter how long or short it is lived is a GIFT. That life matters—that it is always good, and glorious. And most importantly that God’s love (which gives life in the first place) is stronger than death. 
For people who cannot answer that question of whether to believe, a death like Kevin’s points to a chaotic, random, senseless life, with no purpose or meaning. For them, there is just the huge, immovable stone sealing the tomb. Death leads to despair. For Christians however, this cannot be the case. Death is never the final word. Life is. New Life. And Kevin’s life, and the life of anyone who Believes—a life lived in faith in Jesus Christ-- is never a life lived in vain. Now I don’t know WHETHER you choose to believe the good news of the RESURRECTION, but I do know where Kevin stood on this. KEVIN BELIEVED IN LIFE! 
He loved life, and he lived it passionately. Everyone who knew Kevin knew that he was independent and unique, and believed in living his life fully—always pushing it (and sometimes many of you) to the edge. Even as a boy, if his Dad drew a line in the sand, he would stick his toe over it—but with great charm, so that you couldn’t help but enjoy this kid’s gusto. At 4 yrs old, Kevin mysteriously taught himself to ride a bike. He took off the training wheels himself, and just started riding. And when his folks asked how he did it, he said: “I BELIEVED in myself, and I did it!” 4 years old! That was his motto. He was a believer. You always knew where you stood with Kevin. He was honest, and genuine, and open, and if he gave himself to you, man—you knew you were deeply loved—how could you not feel that way in the grasp of a 6’3” -215lb Bear Hug, that Kevin was famous for. He was bright and curious about life, and wanted to know the world in which we all live. He liked history, and had opinions, and ideas, which he talked about and made known (and esp. discussed with his dad), and he wanted to make a difference—it was why he studied business in college—he was an entrepreneur—someone who takes risks in order to create positive opportunities and change for others. He loved sports and competition, and played football, baseball, volley ball, and soccer (for 14yrs). I know that he is truly one of God’s blessed ones b/c he was a Redskins fan! But it didn’t matter if it was sports or monopoly, or video games, or poker (from which he took a lot of money from some of you here)—he played b/c he loved the exhilaration of life. He loved to laugh—was very witty and playful—especially with his friends. And he had MANY friends—from Atholton H.S., Scouts, sports, Towson U. He was especially devoted to his close friends (like Ben and Jason), b/c he took a long time in building solid friendships—friendships that would last. Most of all, though, Kevin loved and believed in his family. He was a buddy to Luke, a confidant to Daniel, strong like his dad, generous and warm like his mom. All of you showed him what love was, and we are all blessed that he took that love and shared it with everyone else. Thank you. He was such a compassionate, big-hearted human being. A Scout since he was a little boy—doing good deeds. He was especially drawn to little children. When he was with the grandkids, he was like the giant, Gulliver, whom they could all throw themselves against and have great day! He was their best Jungle Jim. And he loved older people as well. He reverenced them and respected them, and helped them. STORY: Kevin jumping out of a moving car this summer at Emerald Isle to give a great big bear hug to his “Mum-mum”. So much did he believe in life and love, that even in death he is still spreading his life and love. His parents did not even know he was and Organ donor. Even now he is DONATING LIFE. People will literally live because of Kevin. Also, Kevin will continue to help people through the KEVIN RYAN’s GIFT SCHOLARSHIP—for students in need. There are envelopes in the back of the church. Please do not lose this opportunity to be generous as Kevin has taught us. 
Yet as alive and as passionate as Kevin was, he knew that life was not his to give or control. He knew that it’s source lay outside of himself, and that life’s salvation lay in another person. And so Kevin had one last love—his most important one. He had a love for God, and believed that God keeps His promises. So let him share that with you as well. Now God has called Kevin to himself. And we are left to ask and to answer the question: WHETHER Kevin was right or WHETHER he was wrong about his passion for life, and love, and faith in God. I am going to stand with Kevin on this one! And if you choose to stand with him, then this has important implications for all of us. It means we also must choose to love passionately; to live passionately; to have faith in God passionately. It means that his death is an opportunity to follow Kevin, and to love his family and to support them, as he did. To show them that Jesus’ promise that those who give up father or mother, or brother or sister, son or daughter, for his sake, will receive a hundredfold, not just in eternal life, but now in this life. It is our opportunity to show them that even though the pain of separation and the loss that comes with death is real—it is by God’s grace, and mercy temporary—b/c they will be together again with Kevin one day. And we can show them that even though they have lost Kevin in this life, their family has grown, and will continue to grow, as all of us here pledge to them to slip into his very big shoes, and to love them as passionately, and as fully, and as faithfully as Kevin did. If we do that, we will only have to ask one other question. Not a “why” question. Not even a “whether” question. It is a question that we can ask with joy, as St. Paul does in Scripture. It is “WHERE”: “WHERE, O death is your victory? WHERE, O death is your sting?” If we stand with Kevin and BELIEVE—believe in life, love, and the resurrection—then we can even on this day, with the grace and strength and joy that comes from faith, even sing ALLELUIA! And this is indeed the Good News.
