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Opening Hymn
Eye Has Not Seen

Eye has not seen, ear has not heard what God has ready for those
who love him; Spirit of love, come, give us the mind of Jesus,
teach us the wisdom of God.
When pain and sorrow weigh us down, be near to us, O Lord,
forgive the weakness of our faith,
and bear us up within your peaceful word.
Eye has not seen, ear has not heard what God has ready for those
who love him; Spirit of love, come, give us the mind of Jesus,
teach us the wisdom of God.
Our lives are but a single breath, we flower and we fade,
yet all our days are in your hands,
so we return in love what love has made.
Eye has not seen, ear has not heard what God has ready for those
who love him; Spirit of love, come, give us the mind of Jesus,
teach us the wisdom of God.
To those who see with eyes of faith, the Lord is ever near, reflected in
the faces of all the poor and lowly of the world.
Eye has not seen, ear has not heard what God has ready for those
who love him; Spirit of love, come, give us the mind of Jesus,
teach us the wisdom of God.
We sing a mystery from the past in halls where saints have trod, yet
ever new the music rings to Jesus, Living Song of God.

Eulogy
First Reading
A Reading from the Book of Isiah
49:14-17
Read by Declan Gray

But Zion said, “The Lord has forsaken me; my Lord has forgotten me.” Can a
mother forget her infant, be without tenderness for the child of her womb?
Even should she forget, I will never forget you. See, upon the palms of my
hands I have engraved you; your walls are ever before me. Your children
hasten- your levelers, your destroyers go froth from you; Look about and see,
they are all gathering and coming to you. As I live- oracle of the Lord- you
shall don them as jewels, bedeck yourself like a bride.
Responsorial Psalm
Psalm 130
*to be sung in latin
R: De profundis clamavi ad te, Domine
De profundis clamavi ad te, Domine; Domine, exaudi vocem meam. Fiant aures
tuæ intendentes in vocem deprecationis meæ.
Si iniquitates observaveris, Domine, Domine, quis sustinebit?
Quia apud te propitiatio est; et propter legem tuam sustinui te, Domine. Sustinuit
anima mea in verbo ejus:
Speravit anima mea in Domino.
A custodia matutina usque ad noctem, speret Israël in Domino. Quia apud
Dominum misericordia, et copiosa apud eum redemptio. Et ipse redimet Israël ex
omnibus iniquitatibus ejus.
Out of the depths I cry to You, O Lord; Lord, hear my voice. Let Your ears be
attentive to my voice in supplication.
If You, O Lord, mark iniquities, Lord, who can stand? But with You is
forgiveness, that You may be revered. I trust in the Lord; my soul trusts in His
word.
My soul waits for the Lord more than sentinels wait for the dawn. More than
sentinels wait for the dawn, let Israel wait for the Lord, For with the Lord is
kindness and with Him is plenteous redemption; And He will redeem Israel from
all their iniquities.

Second Reading
A Reading from the Letter of St. Paul to the Thessalonians
4:13-18
Read by Christopher O’Neill

We do not want you to be unaware, brothers, about those who have fallen asleep, so that you
may not grieve like the rest, who have no hope. For if we believe that Jesus died and rose, so
too will God, through Jesus, bring with him those who have fallen asleep. Indeed, we tell you
this, on the word of the Lord, that we who are alive, who are left until the coming of the
Lord, will surely not precede those who have fallen asleep. For the Lord himself, with a word
of command, with the voice of an archangel and with the trumpet of God, will come down
from heaven, and the dead in Christ will rise first. Then we who are alive, who are left, will
be caught up together with them in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air. Thus we shall
always be with the Lord. Therefore, console one another with these words.

Gospel
A Reading from the Gospel According to Matthew
9:18-26
Read by Father John McDermott, SJ

While he was saying these things to them, an official came forward, knelt down before him,
and said, “My daughter has just died. But come, lay your hand on her, and she will live.”
Jesus rose and followed him, and so did his disciples. A woman suffering hemorrhages for
twelve years came up behind him and touched the tassel* on his cloak. She said to herself,
“If only I can touch his cloak, I shall be cured.” Jesus turned around and saw her, and said,
“Courage,
daughter! Your faith has saved you.” And from that hour the woman was cured. When Jesus
arrived at the official’s house and saw the flute players and the crowd who were
making a commotion, he said, “Go away! The girl is not dead but sleeping.” And they
ridiculed him. When the crowd was put out, he came and took her by the hand, and the little
girl arose. And news of this spread throughout all that land.

Prayer of the Faithful
Read by Brian Matlaga

For Amanda who in baptism was given the pledge of eternal life, we
pray that she is welcomed into the company of the saints, sung and
unsung, we pray to the Lord.
Lord hear our prayer.
For her loving and devoted brother Declan, that he find comfort in
the loving embrace of his family, our Catholic community and the
promise of eternal life for Amanda, we pray to the Lord.
Lord hear our prayer.
For her young friends, that they see God’s presence in Amanda’s
memory and God’s infinite love as the source of her deep capacity to
love, and may this encourage them to a devotion to Christ Jesus and
the Sacraments, we pray to the Lord.
Lord hear our prayer.
For all gathered here to honor Amanda’s memory with the Holy
Sacrifice of The Mass, that we continue to see her light in the world,
we pray to The Lord.
Lord hear our prayer.
For an end to abortion and infanticide, Amanda’s most passionate
desire. That the unsaved victims see the face of God, we pray to the
Lord.
Lord hear our prayer.
For the private intentions of all gathered today at this holy altar…
We pray to The Lord.
Lord hear our prayer.

Offertory Hymn
Ave Maria

Ave Maria gratia plena, Maria gratia plena, Maria gratia
plena.
Ave ave Dominus. Dominus te-cum.
Benedicta tu in mulieribus.
Et benedictus.
Et benedictus fructus ventris, Ventris tui Iesus.
Ave Maria.
Ave Maria Mater Dei.
Ora pro nobis pecatoribus.
Ora ora pro nobis.
Ora ora pro nobis peccatoribus.
Nunc et in hora mortis. In hora mortis nostrae.
In hora mortis mortis nostrae.
In hora mortis nostrae.
Ave Maria.
Ave Maria gratia plena.
Maria gratia plena. Maria gratia plena. Ave ave Dominus.
Dominus te cum.
Benedicta tu in mulieribus.
Et benedictus.
Et benedictus fructus ventris, Ventris tui Iesus.
Ave Maria

Communion Hymn
Panis Angelicus
Panis angelicus Fit panis hominum; Dat panis
coelicus Figuris terminum.
O, res mirabilis!
Manducat Dominum.
Pauper, pauper, Servus et humilis. Pauper, pauper,
Servus et humilis.
Te trina Deitas unaque poscimus Sic nos tu visita
sicut te colimus Per tuas semitas
duc nos quo tendimus Ad lucem
quam inhabitas.
Ad lucem quam inhabitas.

Closing Hymn
Holy God We Praise Thy Name Holy God, we praise Thy
Name; Lord of all, we bow before Thee! All on earth Thy
scepter claim, All in Heaven above adore Thee;
Infinite Thy vast domain, Everlasting is Thy reign.
Hark! the loud celestial hymn Angel choirs above are
raising, Cherubim and seraphim,
In unceasing chorus praising;
Fill the heavens with sweet accord:
Holy, holy, holy, Lord.
Lo! the apostolic train Join the sacred Name to hallow;
Prophets swell the loud refrain,
And the white robed martyrs follow; And from morn to
set of sun, Through the Church the song goes on.
Holy Father, Holy Son, Holy Spirit, Three we name Thee;
While in essence only One, Undivided God we claim
Thee; And adoring bend the knee, While we own the
mystery.

Amanda’s family would like to thank you for joining us in
celebrating Amanda’s mass. Whether you traveled from
near of far, your presence and support mean so much to
us, and are the proof that her love goes on. We ask that
you go forth the way Amanda would want you to; Bravely,
Passionately, and always with a Smile.

Serenity Prayer
O God, Grant me the Serenity
To accept the things I cannot change, the courage to
change the things I can, and the wisdom to know the
difference.
-St. Francis of Assisi

Amanda Beatrice Rose Gray
July 12, 1993 – January 11, 2018

Eulogy delivered January 18, 2018
Catholic Church of St. Mary
Manhasset, NY
Delivered by her loving father Michael J. Gray

Amanda is a female gerundive, meaning "deserving to be loved," or "worthy of love," or "loved very much by
everyone. The gerundive in Latin denotes an adjective that should or even must be done. How about that?
I have two stories to tell: one about 10 years ago, and one this week. I begin with the story of Al Burke’s class. I
start with this story because it captures so much of Amanda. When she was 13 years old, a class was being
offered by a parishioner, Al Burke, who was a professor of Theology at Hofstra University. The subject was the
person and ministry of John the Baptist. For Amanda reasons I’d be at pains to understand, she decided she
would attend this class with me. I was already quite the youthful figure of the crowd at 40 years old, so you can
imagine the looks on the older faces when Amanda walked in. In the very first lecture, a spirited debate ensued
about baptism, and John’s baptism in Elizabeth’s womb. The conversation continued with whether the Blessed
Virgin was baptized; when and how, and whether she, as the Theotokos or God-Bearer, actually required
baptism. Our pastor Monsignor McAnn was even in on the conversation. As the debate continued, 13-year-old
Amanda said to Monsignor: “Hey Monsignor, don’t we celebrate the Immaculate Conception because Mary was
conceived without sin? “Yes”, was his reply. She continued, “so, if baptism is about original sin, but she was
conceived without sin, she had no need of baptism. His response was classic. He looked at her pleasantly, said
she made a good point, and left to take care of other parish affairs. I was beaming with pride: my daughter just
closed out a perfect syllogism about the theology of our Blessed Mother! Alas, the following Sunday, there was a
worse than usual row in getting her up and out to Mass. OK, so that was Amanda
In his book entitled How Not to Say the Mass, Jesuit father John Smolarksi urges the eulogist to keep the
message focused on the Christian lesson in the life of the deceased, and to avoid falling prey to the urge to get
everyone crying. Certainly, the occasion for which we gather today needs no help in stimulating tears, making
father’s admonition all the more compelling. We know the story of my baby’s tragic death. She was acutely ill
and, in the attempt to reduce the suffering, she made a mistake and was killed. We are not here to dwell on
such sadness however. The profound love for Amanda in this church today has been flowing in torrents for the
past six days and it needs an outlet. That outlet is the infinite and eternal font of God’s love for Amanda and for
all of us. So, let’s take a moment to see God’s love for us within this horrific tragedy. In the midst of the worst
thing that has ever happened to me, I am here to tell you that God exists, and that as our Father Benedict XVI so
aptly said, Deus Caritas est, God is Love! I know this because in the process of expressing His will that my
beautiful daughter, who gave so much joy and fulfillment, needed to be taken from us so tragically early, he has
shown me the love which is his essence.
It is really the second story I am here to tell however, and this story is the perfect preparation for what will
happen here in a few minutes in the Holy Sacrifice of The Mass. The story is one of God’s love and God’s mercy,
of faith and, above all, hope.
Since the shocking and unavoidable revelation of Amanda’s illness at Jamaica Hospital on December 30, 2015,
our family has spent two years in a vortex of deepening mental illness.
Many of you know Amanda for the incredible capacity to love and the light that shone from her. You have been
describing this to us all week. What many of you may not have known is the depth of her despair and suffering.
Borderline Personality Disorder is a vicious disease and the victim is no less than a martyr for all our sins. She
suffers, and her family suffers. What made the light you all felt from Amanda so much more amazing was the
fact that she let it radiate to all of you while she was suffering unspeakable horrors of her own mind.

This disorder came to a head in October of last year while Amanda was living away, and we had little knowledge
of, or influence on her lifestyle. Having grown completely exasperated with our inability to help, we demanded
she enter a residential psychiatric facility or we would cut-off all support. By this time, she had withdrawn all
communication. Her disease made her angry with us to the point of apparent hatred, and she didn’t hesitate to
blame her disease on us.
In early November the ultimatum was laid, and she acquiesced to a 30-day residential, intensive therapy
program at Silver Hill Hospital. On November 3rd, Nancy transported Amanda to SHH to begin her stay and we
wrote the $40,000 check (no, there is no insurance coverage for residential psychiatric treatment). Speaking
from her illness, Amanda said she was going to stay, but dismiss the treatments so she could enjoy wasting our
money. I knew it was the illness talking, but I’d heard enough. I told Nancy on Saturday evening that I’d had
enough; that the $40,000 was the last of my obligation, and that I never wanted to hear about Amanda again.
Nancy was shocked and terrified: in 30 years of marriage we have fought all the windmills together. How, she
thought, can I handle this burden alone. I had a moment of weakness; I was at my low; Amanda was at her low;
Nancy was terrified. This was my right to choose, my free will. God would ask me to rethink that decision
however and, if my faith could handle it, he would show merciful things he had ready for me which “eye has not
seen, and ear has not heard.”
Before I progress the story, I need to set up two conditions: First, even in my anger I continued to pray for my
beloved daughter. I had begun a prayer devotion to venerable Anthony Vincent Gallo whose portrait is just
behind me. I had seen and read the pamphlets for his sainthood cause here in the parish for years. He was a
young man who suffered terribly. As the prayer goes, he was given “the gift of a burning love for suffering and
immolation”. It seemed fitting, so I began to pray for a healing for Amanda under the auspice of venerable
Gallo’s cause on November 8. On the Saturday evening in question, I had been several days into the prayer
devotion of venerable Gallo.
The other condition to mention is that I myself suffer from some form of anxiety which is akin to Amanda’s
borderline, although not acute and, as such, was much less tormenting. My case was not without its own
suffering however. When I was a bit younger than Amanda, my life was heading in a wrong direction. In my
hours of suffering – a suffering that scarcely gives me the ability to appreciate a suffering as significant as
Amanda’s – I’d found a scripture passage which helped me cope. It was 130th Psalm. I found solace in the words,
“from the depths I cry to you Lord; Lord please hear my cries. More than just gaining solace from these words
some 35 years ago, I had applied them again to get some solace about Amanda as well. It was always the sung
Latin of the psalm, with its earthy sound, which resonated with me the most: [sing in Latin] De profundis clamavi
ad te, Domine, Domine…
So, I went to sleep on Saturday night and I had a dream. In the dream I am asked if I have any kids and I answer,
“I have a son named Declan”. In the dream, I was cognizant of the fact that I just answered this in the slightly
awkward style I’d observed at times when people who’ve lost a child answer that question. I knew I had a
daughter named Amanda, but I knowingly didn’t mention her. Why?
On Sunday morning, we went to Mass. I was certainly disturbed from my dream of the night before, so I was a
bit distracted. As the Mass progressed and we got to the Psalm, I heard the words, [sing in Latin] “de profundis
clamavi ad te…”. I was startled as if someone called my name in a place where it would be unexpected. First the
dream, then this; where is this going? Then it came, the Gospel reading of the day was Matthew 9:18-26 where
Jesus is approached by Jairus the synagogue official that …”my daughter has just died; but come and lay Your

hand on her, and she will live.” As he arrives at the Funeral Jesus says, “stand back” she is not dead but merely
sleeping. He is ridiculed by the crowd, but he raises the girl.
It’s particularly interesting that Matthew’s version of the story, which appears in all the synoptic gospels,
simplifies the story such that the single line “she is not dead, but sleeping” seems more prominent. I was
stunned. While walking from the church, I turned to Nancy and said, with more confidence as a Christian than I
had ever said anything, “The Holy Spirit just spoke to me. He told me I can’t quit on Amanda”. I think God is
saying, she is my child whom you were to steward for a time, now get back on that horse!
I did get back on that horse, and I girded my loins for the battle. Amanda’s diseased mind had turned her away
from me. She had gotten worse, but I continued to petition her cure to the cause of venerable Gallo, and I
waited. Three days later, Amanda had a miraculous reaction to the DBT treatment offered at Silver Hill and
asked that I would come visit with her mother. The first visit had its awkward moments, but as we walked a
footpath ahead of my mother and my wife Nancy, I knew I had my baby back; I could feel, right in that moment,
that we were connected like we used to be. I found out later that while Nancy was behind us, she made the
comment that we were like two peas of a pod. So, we were. And so, we are.
I don’t know how effective DBT would have proven for Amanda in the end; borderline is a disorder with a
soaring suicide rate and few treatment options, although DBT has been proven effective for some. In any case,
that walk on the footpath was the beginning of six weeks of a family we hadn’t had in 5 or 6 years. Amanda was
loving; all was calm. She was hopeful about the therapy she had at Silver hill. We all had a peaceful thanksgiving
meal at the hospital. Christmas and New Years in Manhasset were blissful. For Christmas, Amanda gave us each
a special, highly-sentimental gift which touched our hearts. You can see an image of Nancy’s gift in the back of
the Mass guide. Please read the inscription it came with; coincidence? Over the next week we talked every day.
I spoke to Amanda by phone on Wednesday evening for an hour. We talked about her therapy, her medications,
her drug abuse and her future. We agreed, we disagreed, but we planned together. The end of that
conversation was her signing off with “OK thanks for everything. I love you daddy”. Those would be the last
words I heard from my baby.
On Tuesday, Nancy had her own conversation about other aspects of Amanda’s life and therapy that ended with
Amanda asking, “what do you think mom” Nancy has never been happier with a question in her life. We asked
over and over for her to come home to NY, she keep demurring. She didn’t reject with anger like before, but she
wasn’t quite there.
On January 11th, I had an early morning text from Amanda. It opened a conversation where she was so hopeful
with her plans. She even signed off with a willingness to come home for her psychiatry visits. This was big. This
was the moment. I told her that she was really doing what she needed to do. Sure, this is a thousand-mile
journey, but Amanda now recognized her illness, accepted the therapy and was taking ownership of the process.
We were on the path. Each thousand-mile journey begins with a single step; we had taken three.
I would find out later that the thousand-mile journey would never be walked on earth. 10 minutes after that
hopeful message that she would come home for psychiatry, she took an accidentally lethal dose of drugs and
she died. The call came at 6:19 PM on January 11; our lives are now changed forever.
We were devastated. We were in shock. So much so, that I couldn’t see what God had done; in my grief I missed
the plan. What about the thousand miles? What about the healing? Was God listening? Does venerable Gallo
care?

Thankfully, I got to speak to Fr. Peter Duganzic on Friday; Father is a hugely influential and important spiritual
guide in my life, and very dear to Amanda. He told me, without any hesitation, that God willed to take her on
January 11, and He offered that six weeks as a gift for you, Amanda, Nancy and Declan. Of course it was. In fact, I
like to think that He offered the gift to Amanda to give to us of her own free will. At Christmas, she chose to give
it. I only realized several days later that Amanda passed on the very birthday of venerable Gallo, whom I had
commended her case to six weeks earlier. I hope that she was sent straight into his embrace.
Over the next several days, I would start to feel some hope. I would also feel the emptiness expanding as the
reality set in, but the hope persisted. It’s hard to explain how devastating grief and hope can live in the same
heart, but they can. My heart isn’t willing to accept anything but grief; I want no consolation. Yet, my faith tells
me that Amanda will be in heaven, so I know there is hope. Hope is intrinsic in God’s promise, and it is
something we can count on.
The days go on and the signs continue:
•
•
•

•

Amanda dies on the birthday of venerable Gallo to whom I’d commended her healing
Amanda is buried the day before the March for Life; ready to join her little babies in Heaven
Our dear friend, Fr. McDermott happens to be a visiting scholar at Seton Hall in NJ this semester;
otherwise, his responsibilities as a professor in Detroit’s Major Seminary would have likely left him
unable to attend
Another dear friend, Fr. Anthony Refalo, arrived from Malta this week; Father and I have a special
connection

We are believing Christians, so we unapologetically say these signs are breadcrumbs on a path, and that path is
the universal call to holiness.
Then came the outpouring of love. Nancy and I had no idea what was coming. We’ve heard countless stories of
her capacity for love. We were amazed by the selflessness we heard described, and lost count of the lives saved
from overdose or suicide. The love she had for vast numbers of people is just hard to fathom. There were so
many. We are so blessed and humbled that so many of her school friends traveled from so far to come and
honor Amanda. I thanked each of you, and you seemed surprised that I would thank you because it was natural
that you’d have come from so far away to pay her a tribute. It would be ludicrous to suggest that your words,
and your sobbing with pain of loss, were done for our benefit. No, she touched each of you, even as her own
pain was becoming unbearable.
Then, there was the group who came from Lancaster, PA. These beautiful young people are struggling various
forms of mental health challenges and addiction. Each one told me a story of Amanda’s deep well of love, and
each one felt special because she loved them. I say, she loved them because they are special. This is what she
did: she found a good heart and she poured forth from her font of love. I begged these young people – and I
pray they heed the request – to keep that special feeling, and to honor her with their sobriety.
I say to all those loved by her, you are special. Amanda didn’t suffer fools, and those of you blessed to call
yourself her friend are God’s elect; that is what she was seeing. Please don’t forget that! You cannot honor the
memory of this girl of faith without recognizing the heavenly Father who was the source of her ability to see
your goodness.
I would be remiss to leave it at that. We must recognize that there was a devastating manifestation of her illness
which was in fact central to her demise. For all of Amanda’s ability to see the good in a heart and draw that

person into her life, there was an obsession with having a series of dark agents kept way too close for comfort.
They seemed to arrive serially one-at-a-time. Was this a high-risk thrill? A desire to save these people who
formed the darkest element? A self-destructive pattern? In the end, we’ll never know. Neither will we ever
know whether this vexing and deadly symptom would have ever responded to treatment. This is the reality of
acute mental illness: people suffer, and people die. What made Amanda so unique was her willingness to totally
give herself to others while she searched for her own cure in vain.
Today is the day to accept the reality. Amanda is gone. But she spent her last weeks in life happy and full of
hope; she spent them immersed in the love of her father, mother and brother. Today is the day to remember
her in the most powerful way possible; by remembering her acute suffering as we memorialize our Lord’s
sacrifice on Calvary. We offer her innocent suffering to join his on The Cross.
To all gathered today I offer a challenge:
•
•
•

To love as completely and selflessly as Amanda Beatrice Rose Gray;
To have the courage of conviction that she did when remaining staunchly pro-life as a young American
woman;
To give of yourself to those in need as she did;

I further challenge us to remain strong in our convictions:
•
•

Deny simple coincidence and look for God’s will in all curious happenings that you see;
Deny false gods and keep focused on the Cross and the Sacrament; they form the only metaphysical
explanation which makes sense

Finally, to all the young friends of Amanda with us today; to all these young people in the church I say:
All of this is why you loved her.
This is her Church! We are her people! Amanda believed in God’s mercy; She was adamantly pro-life and wanted
to protect the least of His creatures, especially the unborn; Amanda was raised in a family of deep belief and a
desire for holiness. So, that light that shone so bright from her? It was always God’s light being reflected and
channeled; that is what you felt. Please meditate on this as you prepare to hear God’s word, then the
Confession of our glorious Christian Faith, the Consecration of the Blessed Sacrament and, finally, our prayers
for her soul to go forth to Salvation.
We have the Cross.
We have the Eucharist.
We have God’s infinite love.
We need nothing else.
All suffering will be consoled.

Amanda Beatrice Rose Gray
July 12, 1993 – January 11, 2018

Homily delivered January 18, 2018
Catholic Church of St. Mary
Manhasset, NY
Delivered by Rev. John M. McDermott, S.J.

[I am afraid I shall have to impose on your patience for a while since Michael’s fine sermon anticipated so much
of what I intend to say. That is the problem when we deal with a mystery like death. Precisely because it is a
mystery no word can encapsulate it, but so many words can be employed to indicate it.] Death is a mystery for
us. As Shakespeare wrote, it is “that undiscovered country from whose bourn no traveler returns” (Hamlet 3,2,
80-81). So we stand before and apparently bottomless abyss. It is apparently a mystery as incomprehensible as
sin, which St. Paul characterized as “the mystery of iniquity” (2 Thes. 2:7). Even the pagans saw that.
Approximately 2,450 years ago Pericles, the great Athenian statesman spoke at the public funeral at the end of
the first year of the Peloponnesian War. He lamented the death of so many brave Athenian warriors. For it is
contrary to nature, he said, for parents to bury their children. Children should in the natural course of things
bury their parents and show fitting respect and gratitude. But in war the normal way of doing things is turned
topsy-turvy. Yes, death is the product of war, but war is not just waged against foreign enemies – the war is
within ourselves. We all share with the animals the natural desire or urge for self-preservation, yet by nature we
are all mortal, men doomed to death.
How do we make sense out of our fallen, contradictory nature? Perhaps the death of a person rich in years and
accomplishments with children and grandchildren may tranquilly accept the wisdom of the chastened King Lear.
“Ripeness is all.” Such a one, despite all the beauties of creation and friends and children, acknowledges that life
brings its failures, it wounds, its surfeit, the loss of physical strength and the gradual diminishment of spiritual
powers. Under the bludgeoning’s of fate and chance such a one in hoary age is more than ready to confess:
“Enough is enough. Ripeness is all.”
Yet such is not the case with Amanda Beatrice Gray. She was young, full of energy, her future still before her.
Now her future on this earth is behind her. her topsy-turvy world forces us to the fact the inevitable question of
death: Why did it happen? And what can be done? Her death is not just an individual happening. When you love
someone, and that person dies, you lose part of yourself irreversibly. You die in part. Why do you think that the
Gray family chose today’s gospel to express their sorrow over Amanda? What father, what mother does not
want a daughter recalled from death? The ruler – Mark’s Gospel reports his name as Jairus – moved Jesus by his
plea, just as Jesus was moved by the widow of Nain’s tears and Jesus Himself wept over Lazarus, his friend,
before raising him from the dead. Why doesn’t he do that now?
The answer to that question resides in God’s infinite mystery of freedom to which I am not privy. But I have
meditated long on the mystery of Jesus’ life, and I shall make bold to hazard an answer: something happened
between then and now; Jesus’s cross and resurrection. Before the Passion the faith of the disciples was not firm.
They were a band of self-seeking, squabbling men, concerned with power, fame and positions in the coming
kingdom. That is why they abandoned Him in His agony. So Jesus had to act in a way to let them know that He
was more than a man. He did so to the degree that even His Passion and death did not cause them to be
dispersed as the followers of a merely human messiah would have scattered them to the hills like terrified hares
before the hounds. No, the disciples were still together when He appeared to them. The intermittent hours
between Good Friday and Easter Sunday must have agitated them interminably. How could Jesus who walked
on water, stilled the storm, healed the sick, restored the blind to sight, raised the dead, how could He have let
Himself be put to death? They must have been lacerating their brains as well as their hearts as they
remembered their own disloyalty, impotence, and fear. Then He appeared and announced, “Peace be with
you!”

Jesus conquered death for good. Jairus’s daughter, the youth of Nain, Lazarus all had to die again, to experience
the limits of mortal life and the threat of death. But after Jesus’ resurrection death has been deprived of its
terror. It has been conquered forever. We have the knowledge of faith since Jesus spoke a word from beyond
the grave; more, He returned to share with us His eternal life.

Why then did Jesus die? He died to teach us the meaning of death and how to die. No mere man can resolve the
mystery of death since every man is mortal. Death exercises its power over us all. Only the God who is infinite
tri-personal Love can conquer death and sin. From our perspective, death seems not only the end but also the
negation of all the good things which we experience and seek in life, and its doom is anticipated daily in all our
smaller trials, frustrations, and failures. But faith in Christ’s resurrection teaches us that it is not so: death does
not speak the last word.

Too readily in our culture of self-gratification we assume that God created us for happiness, and we become
angry at Him when we do not attain our self-fulfillment. We err there. God actually intended something far
greater for us, and He still wants to share His divine life with us, to make us, in the words of St. Athanasius and
St. Augustine, to make us gods. For God’s life is love. Christ’s love is not the search for self-gratification, but for
self-emptying, for giving Himself away. He wants us to be conformed fully to Himself, to live fully His life. That
goes against our selfish, fallen nature, doesn’t it? So Jesus died on a cross to show us what love entails, and He
rose from the dead to assure us that love is really stronger than sin and death. Now, after His resurrection, we
need have no fear to fall alone into the abyss, since we need have not fear to believe in love, because God is
infinite love incarnate in Jesus’ humanity. But we are selfish, we have to die ourselves to be reborn, in baptism,
to divine life, to let that life be strengthened in confirmation, nourished in the Eucharist, restored by penance.
And do you think that marriage was instituted as a sacrament to ensure marital bliss to all and sundry? It takes
less than a year of common life to reveal that men and women do not think and feel alike. Each is challenged to
live with someone else’s head and heart. And marriage is made for children so that you may be called out of
yourselves. You become terribly attached to those runts and brutes, don’t you? And they break your heart, the
hardness of your heart, the hardness of your heart, so that it expands beyond itself as Jesus’ heart was broken in
love for us.

Amanda Beatrice Gray has broken many hearts. Your presence here today and over the last two days testify to
that. She was not always easy to live with. She was thick-headed, thick-skulled, thick-necked. That is a
characteristic of the Gray family. If you don’t believe me, just measure Michael’s neck. Amanda could be
petulant, demanding, stormy, and smart enough to try all her feminine wiles. As soon as she realized that Declan
could toss her, she decided to stop wrestling and, instead, to inculcate guilt feelings in her dear brother. Yet she
could also be very generous, kind, kind even to dumb animals, even to Declan. She was protective of those
unjustly treated and loyal to friends, bringing life and laughter. Vulnerable, yet aggressive, she was like all of us,
a strange combination of fallen nature and better aspirations.

How will God judge her? Only God knows the human heart and how all falls out in the balance. No man can
judge her or her eternal fate. Taking drugs is sinful insofar as it involves a willful self-deprivation of freedom, the

freedom of love. And look at the harm it inflicts on those who loved her. Yet an addict loses control over his or
her freedom and is torn apart by the terrible internal struggle of wanting and not wanting to be free. And to all
that must be added Amanda’s bitter battle against mental illness. How much freedom was involved in her last
decision to shoot herself up no one but God knows. Yet at the end she was no longer struggling against her
treatment and looked forward to returning to her home, to Manhasset. She was like the woman with
hemorrhage reaching out to touch the tassel of Jesus’ garment and be saved. The Greek word translated “be
healed” sozo, means in its first sense “to save” or in the passive voice, “to be saved.” “To heal” is only its
secondary or derived sense. She was reaching out for salvation, to touch Jesus, and “she was saved from that
hour.”
Only God knows Amanda’s ultimate fate for eternity. We pray that He be merciful to her. He is always merciful
and loving. Yet we pray as members of Christ’s Body, members of the communion of saints, because in the
union of all who love Jesus what each one of us does with our freedom affects everyone else. If our love of God
grows in accepting, as the Virgin Mary did, the buffetings of life on Calvary without growing bitter but turns to
God who purifies our hearts and if we thereby commend Amanda to Him, her stay in purgatory may be lessened
by our prayers.

Purgatory is not primarily a place of punishment presided over by a relentless judge. No. Purgatory is the
experience of God who is love. In Old and New Testaments, God is to a fire, the fire of love. His fire illumines and
warms in heaven, burns unquenchably those who have irrevocably hardened their hearts against His love, and in
purgatory purifies. We are fractured sinners, selfish yet aspiring to more: when we appear at death to meet
Jesus Christ, who hold out his arms to us in love and we see the marks of the wounds and the depth of His love
and compare it to our measly attempts at loving, how embarrassed we shall be with shame. That will be our
purgatory, our purification, God willing. God’s love will embarrass the hell out of us. Let us pray that Amanda is
being rightly embarrassed for her sins and that we too shall know the same embarrassment and be purified.

Nancy, I remember a story about Amanda which you once recounted from the time when you all lived in
California. The family was visiting Fisherman’s Wharf and Amanda, being about four years old, was tailing along
while Mike had gone into a store to check something out. Suddenly, you noticed that she had detached herself
and was no longer with you. You panicked and began frantically searching for her. When you could not find her
on the pier, you sought out Michael, and there she was, happily entertaining herself with her father. Maybe that
serves as a good parable to understand what has happened and to strengthen hope. With her usual headstrong
independence Amanda has detached herself from you and all of us to anticipate us in going to her Father in
heaven. For by baptism she became a child of God in Jesus Christ, and the Father never forgets any of His
children. Let us pray that He holds out Amanda to us and preserves us in His grace until we all meet again. And
now we strengthen the resolve of our prayer by joining ourselves to Christ’s sacrifice. For only when our hearts
are conformed to His broken heart shall we know the depths of love which preserve and restore all the good
gifts which we have sacrificed in life. Let us give Amanda back to Him, joining ourselves to His sacrifice, the
sacrifice of the Mass. Let us empty ourselves that He might fill us with His love.

