
Thirty-Second Sunday in Ordinary Time 

November 5/6, 2016     -      Reflection for ALL SOULS 

 

Many years ago when I started high school, I went to a school where I 

knew no one: no friends from grade school, no relatives, none of the 

teachers. To get to the new school, I had to take a bus and two subway 

trains. The very first person I met was a kid named Stefan Sotosanti. 

We called him Steve or just plain “So”. Steve was the kinda kid who 

was easy to like: smart but not obnoxious; involved but not a prodigy at 

anything; funny but mostly in a self-effacing way; politically liberal but 

not into blowing anything up; and did I happen to mention that his Mom, 

Mrs. “So”, was the greatest Italian cook ever who opened her house in 

Corona to all Steve’s voracious teenage friends!! 

Through our four years in high school, Steve and I and a whole crew 

were great friends. After graduation, though we all went our separate 

ways, we stayed in touch and hung out together over the summer and 

on college breaks. One summer Steve brought a friend to hang out with 

us. Her name was Maddy … brave girl pal-ing around with the likes of 

us. She became part of the gang, just one of the guys, that is until she 

and Steve got married! We all went to the wedding, which was kind of a 

bohemian/hippy affair where we all ended up at an all-night diner, 

eatin’ breakfast; Steve in his tux and Maddy in her full bridal regalia! 

It was a wedding for the ages. 

A couple of years later, on a beautiful Friday afternoon, Steve and 

Maddy were driving home from her family’s beach cottage on Long 



Island. They stopped for a red light and when it turned green, Steve 

accelerated the car into the intersection. A cement truck either lost 

its brakes or ran the light and hit them broadside. Steve was killed 

instantly and Maddy was just a little banged up. 

The funeral Mass was one of the biggest I have ever been to. One of 

our high school teachers, Fr. Tom McGann , a great teacher and a 

better priest, had the Mass. I’ve never forgotten what he said when he 

stepped into the pulpit that day. He said, “I think all of you are looking 

at me to answer one question, WHY? I think you think a priest is 

supposed to know the answer to that question. Why did this happen? 

Why to someone so young? Why is God so unfair? Well, I’ll tell you the 

answer. I don’t know! I don’t know why Steve died. But, I do know 

something. I know why he lived!” And then Fr. Tom proceeded to make 

us laugh and cry as he talked about the wonderful young man who was 

Maddy’s husband, Mrs. So’s son, and our friend. 

In our church today we see pictures of people we have loved, we hear 

names of friends we’ve lost. And, sure, even after a long, long time, we 

can still wonder why. But, as the days and months and years pass, we 

begin to remember, to celebrate, to tell the stories of why they lived. 

When I was a little kid, the Catechism asked, “Why did God make me?” 

I still remember the answer to that WHY question: “God made me to 

know, love, and serve Him in this world, and to be happy with Him in the 

next.” 

Faith turns us to God in sorrow. 

Love allows us to remember those who knew, loved, and served. 

Hope points us to the world to come when we ask “WHY?” 



WHY? Because God loves us and brings us to Himself forever, to His 

heart, home, where there are no more tears, no more sadness, no more 

pain, no more “WHY’S”. 


