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 November is a month of transition or at least it used to be.  Baseball season 

ended in October, but football season began in August.  Depending upon the 

weather, November is either filled with the rich colors of autumn leaves or already 

bare and cold and damp as winter sets in early.  November used to mark the end of 

the fall campaign, a break from political ads and partisan bickering.  This year, of 

course, the 2018 campaign ended on Tuesday and the 2020 campaign began on 

Wednesday.  It used to be that in November department stores adjusted their fall 

decorations to remove the images of Halloween in order to put their customers in 

the mood for Thanksgiving.  These days, however, the witches and goblins of last 

week rapidly give way to Santa and his sleigh, to garland and tinsel and ornaments 

and blinking lights.  Thanksgiving, it seems, is the forgotten holiday – except for 

the online deals available on that day.  For the most part we move directly from 

Halloween costumes to Christmas sweaters – which is unfortunate, because for 

Catholics, November means more than shopping and eating and travel.  November 

draws one liturgical year to a close and begins another with the first Sunday of 

Advent.  Beginning with All Saints and All Souls, November is a time for 

Catholics to remember our family – our larger family, including all of the ones 

who have gone before. 
    

 It is against this backdrop of religious reflection and secular holiday 

celebration that we gather tonight to celebrate this Mass of Remembrance.  We 

will soon be surrounded by holiday festivities, though we may not feel especially 

festive.  The crowded Thanksgiving gatherings, the brightness of the Christmas 

trees, the sparkle of the ornaments, the glitter of sequins sweaters may not lighten 

our mood this year.  That’s why a candle may be very appropriate for us.  The light 

of a candle is warm and bright.  The flickering flame is delicate, but alive.  When 

we see a burning candle, we think of birthdays and holidays and romantic dinners – 

and we usually think of our loved ones – those people in our lives who have made 

those birthdays and holidays and romantic dinners so special.  But a burning candle 

is also fragile and dangerous.  Its flame can be quickly extinguished by a quick 

movement or a passing breeze.  If left unattended, its flame can set ablaze a room 

or a home.  That’s what makes candlelight so treasured, so precious.  We love 

candles because they perfectly reflect our lives – warm and bright, delicate and 

fragile.  We find ourselves guarding the flame of a candle because we want to keep 

it burning, even when the odds are against us, even when we struggle against what 

appears to be a hurricane.  The very light of a candle seems to be powered by hope 

– hope that the flame will be sufficient to light our way, hope that we can keep the 



candle burning amid the storms that life brings, hope that when our life seems dark 

and empty we can somehow find the strength, the courage to light our candle once 

again.  
 

 We come together this evening at different stages of our grief, some of us 

with candles burning brightly and others, perhaps, with barely any flame at all.  We 

want the flame to grow, to burn intensely once again, but often we fear that our 

lives may never see brightness again.  Yes, this unique group comes together 

tonight, bound to one another by loss, but also bound together by faith.  In the 

gospel passage we just heard, Jesus Christ has reminded us that he is the Way and 

the Truth and the Life.  He has assured us that he has gone to prepare a place for 

us.  In Jesus Christ – and in Him alone – is our hope.  And it is that hope that can 

crowd out fear, that hope that can ease our pain, that hope that assures us that the 

loved ones to whom we have said farewell will see us again in the glory of the 

kingdom.   
 

 So yes, we gather here tonight to remember and to seek comfort.  In one way 

or another, each person has come here as one who has reluctantly walked in 

darkness, as the prophet Isaiah would tell us, as one who has been forced to dwell 

in a land of gloom.  This night is a gathering that humbles us, and a gathering that 

strengthens us.  For the beauty of this night is that the light of one small candle can 

illuminate this entire space – not on its own, but as a flame that is divided and 

shared.  Each of us supports one another, the flame of each candle can light another 

and another and another.  And soon, the glow from these candles fills the room, 

fills our lives, fills our hearts.  That is the gift of Jesus Christ, the eternal Son of 

God, the One promised by Isaiah, the child born to us, the son given us, the Prince 

of Peace, the Way and the Truth and the Life.  From one tiny manger, from one 

tragic cross, from one empty tomb the world has been illuminated for twenty 

centuries – not in one burst of light, but candle by candle, person by person, love 

by love.  As we approach the holidays with their endless blur of artificial light – as 

the world seems to be celebrating when we feel unable to – remember this night, 

remember these candles, remember that you are not alone in the darkness, but walk 

with others who are willing to help guard the flame and share their light and help 

to bring one another to the radiant dawn, to the light of the nations, to the way and 

the truth and the life.  


