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Wisdom 3: 1-9 
Psalm 23 
2 Timothy 2: 8-13 
Luke 15: 1-7 

 
 

I feel honored to return to the city where my journey to the 

priesthood really took flight, the city of Sandwich, IL. It was in this town 

that my parents came to know a good number of folks who walked this 

journey of faith with us in this very church where we now celebrate my 

dad’s final place of rest. 

It was in this city that my family introduced me to Fr. Thomas Kane, 

who encouraged me to enter high school seminary. I recall how with Fr. 

Kane’s help, I was able to acquire all the necessary paperwork to enter 

seminary in the first place behind my father’s back. When my father saw 

how much I was able to do so I could enter the seminary on my own 

volition, he told me that, because I was as serious as I was to the call to 

this vocation, he would not stand in the way of me pursuing God’s call. 

It was here that we celebrated my mother’s funeral in 1988 after a 

tragic car accident that shocked my whole family to the core; we were 

not prepared to deal with my mother leaving the world in the way she 
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did. We return here to honor my father who was able to live a full life 

twice – once with my mother for twenty-nine years of marriage and one 

with his second wife for twenty-eight years more. 

Whenever I travel back to my home town where my vocational call 

took root, I reminisce by visiting some of the haunts that were important 

to me during my formative years. I passed by the Sandwich Fairgrounds 

today, where I used to walk from my house a mile down the road to 

help out at the St. Paul’s Fair Stand (I still remember all those 

homemade pies donated by families of the parish that were sold the 

week after Labor Day). I stopped by Art’s Supermarket and Gene’s 

Chicken Carryout, practically the only two institutions in this town the 

remain from my formative years in the 1970s. 

When in town, I always stop by the site of my former house on Gletty 

and County Line Roads. From what I was taught, that house where I 

lived bordered three different counties and three different dioceses – the 

Rockford Diocese where my house was located, LaSalle County where 

the Peoria Diocese begins and Kendall County, which is located in the 

Joliet Diocese where I currently serve. When my father left Sandwich in 
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the 1990s, he sold the property where our house once stood to the folks 

at the Farmer’s State Bank. Since then, the bank has changed hands 

more than once. I often like to sit in the vestibule of the current bank 

where my house once stood, enjoying the tree line that my father once 

planted while we lived on the property. 

When we lived down from the fair grounds and the airport, not a 

house could be seen for a half a mile in any direction. Now, with Phil 

Nelson’s funeral home located adjacent to the property (Phil was very 

kind to help us out with the funeral plans here in the area) as well as the 

Kingdom Hall of Jehovah’s Witness, the town seems much different for 

me now than it did then. 

As I was grieving over my father’s death last week, I also was called 

to continue ministering to the faithful in Kankakee County where I 

currently serve. Life does not stop just because my life took a pause – I 

still had funerals to celebrate, sick parishioners to visit and Masses to be 

celebrated. 

In the course of this ministry, I happened to lead a First Confession 

Service for the children at St. Anne’s Church in St. Anne, IL (home of the 
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first National Shrine in these United 

States). Obviously, I was not going to 

speak to the children about my father’s 

passing on the day of their First 

Confession. The kids and their parents 

were celebrating a special moment in their lives – they were going to 

receive God and the community’s forgiveness for the first time during 

this wonderful sacrament. 

That being said, I have been using the same homily for First 

Confessions for quite a few years now. As I began the homily for this 

service the day after the funeral I celebrated for my pops last week, it 

dawned on me that the story I told these kids during the homily took 

place in this town with my dad on the farm. I keep realizing that the 

memories I hold from the farm in Sandwich have carried well 

throughout my priesthood. 

During my First Confession homilies I preach, I talk about the life on 

this three-acre farm where my family raised the kinds of animals and 

crops that would keep us fed during the year – chickens, geese, ducks, 
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sheep, and even four hives of bees that gave us 100 pounds of honey each 

year. We used to grows fruits and vegetables that we would can and store 

in our basement for winter’s use. My father also grew over two hundred 

trees on this property that had no business being grown in Illinois, from 

fig trees to grape vines to even wild marijuana that the police made us 

burn down one year; when we put the marijuana into a big pile to burn it, 

I often call that moment “the best day of my life.” We could have run a 

lucrative business with all of the wild marijuana being grown on the 

farms when the folks in the area use to make rope from the wild hemp 

being grown in the early 1900s. 

As I tell the First Confession kids, one year when I was about eleven 

years old, one of the larger sheep farmers of the area brought over to our 

house a baby lamb from his farm. It seems that this lamb, only two weeks 

old or so, was rejected by her mother and the other baby lambs, and the 

sheep farmer did not have time to take care personally of one individual 

creature (not a farmer that raised thousands of sheep for a living). My 

father accepted the gift warmly, we placed the lamb on our back porch in 



 

Rev. Peter G. Jankowski Page 6 
Funeral Homily #2 for Donald Jankowski February 19, 2021!

a home we made out of a cardboard box and the population of Sandwich, 

IL grew by one lamb. 

For the next three months, each member of our family took turns 

taking care of this new member of our family. We would bottle-feed this 

tiny creature, clean up the mess she would make, talk to the lamb and 

keep her company. We committed the major sin of farm life by naming the 

animal - you do not eat much on the farm if every animal becomes your 

pet. Anyway, we named the animal and called it “ewe”, E-W-E, the name 

for a female sheep. It was kind of fun for a while – we would say, “Hey 

Ewe, get over here, hey Ewe, stop head-butting the other sheep, hey Ewe, 

it’s time to eat.” 

As Ewe got older, there would be many milestones in our lives 

together. When Ewe was old enough, we brought her out into the world 

to live with the other lambs. We were all saddened when Ewe left the 

house, though we were not so sad that a certain smell left with her. When 

Ewe gave birth, we all celebrated, though we were not allowed to name 

the offspring. When any of us came out to the corral to feed the animals, 
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Ewe was the first among all the lambs to greet us. Ewe was a member of 

our family, our watchdog and our friend on the farm. 

Then Ewe died one day giving birth to two other baby lambs. We were 

all saddened, because it was like one of our family had died. We raised 

Ewe, we loved Ewe and we very much grew fond of Ewe. Who would 

think that a lamb would provide that much joy in a household? 

Whenever I think of the lamb of God who takes away the sins of the 

world, I think of Ewe… And YOU… and YOU… and every lamb my 

father raised twice in his family. I think of YOU in the pews, both in 

Sandwich and anywhere I serve and hope that I serve YOU as well as 

often Ewe served us as a member of our Christian family. 

What I have just described, by the way, is not just a story about a baby 

lamb – it is also a metaphor about all of us. I tell the kids at First 

Confession to think about the way we gather around a baby when he or 

she is born and take care of this very tiny, precious child. Think about the 

way we gather around a loved one at a funeral and remember how 

important this person was in our life. In general, think about the times we 

come to celebrate milestones in people’s lives, whether it be a birthday, 
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anniversary, First Communion, or the like. The emotions are very high 

during these times and we draw ourselves closer to the ones we love 

because of it. 

I tell the kids to think about the way God feels about us during these 

times. He made us, he cares for us, he nurtures us. We are the sheep, and 

the Lord is our shepherd; for our sake, the shepherd became a lamb to die 

on the cross as an expiation of our sins. With God loving us, there is 

nothing else we shall need or want. We are safe. Every milestone we 

celebrate, from birthdays to anniversaries to First Communions becomes a 

really special moment between God and us, the shepherd and his flock. 

What I have learned from my father, what I have learned from the 

stories on the farm, are lessons that I have been able to carry wherever I 

go and am able to apply to whomever I am called to serve. Most all of 

the metaphors that Jesus uses in the scriptures are agricultural in nature, 

as he ministered to folks who were very similar to those in this town 

and the towns I currently served. What my father taught me serves me 

well, both in the home where I was raised in this town and every home 

since. 
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Is not the role of a Christian parent? Is this not the role of the spouse? 

For myself, I feel blessed that the lessons that Don Jankowski imparted 

on me in my youth carry with me to this day. I would pray and hope 

that for every Christian life that has crossed our path, my path, there is a 

story about that life that resonates to us, that we can learn from another 

person’s life so that we can make our own lives a better one. For this 

reason, my father certainly made a difference in my life and hopefully in 

the lives of the folks with whom he endlessly shared about his stories of 

the farm, of fishing, of gardening and of life itself. I hope and pray that I 

can become a better person because of my father’s example, knowing 

that I very much fall short of what Christ asks me to do. Nevertheless, I 

keep trying to learn, to get better and to take the lessons I have been 

taught and grow to become a better Christian because of those lessons. 

What do we say about a person who is that devoted to his faith, his 

family and his community? Our first reading from Wisdom is pretty 

clear on what kind of life awaits a person who puts the needs of others 

ahead of himself… 
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The souls of the just are in the hand of God, 
and no torment shall touch them. 
They seemed, in the view of the foolish, to be dead; 
and their passing away was thought an affliction 
and their going forth from us, utter destruction. 
But they are in peace.  
Chastised a little, they shall be greatly blessed, 
because God tried them 
and found them worthy of himself. (Wisdom 3: 1-3, 5) 
 
 
How can I show the students how much this community and family 

appreciated my father? How much can I show this to his wife Maria 

and son, Julian, as well as my older siblings? There are so many 

cultures, so many good people who have paid their respects and 

offered their words of support during this last week. I thought, in a 

Christian context, I would define my father’s culture from those who 

cared for him throughout the world. 

With a little help from Maria’s niece in Borek, Poland and my 

mother’s family in Naples, Italy, with a little help from the internet and 

a priest who recited what I am about to present in Mandarin on behalf 

of those Chinese physicists and friends that had crossed paths in my 

father’s life, I would like to offer a custom that I utilize at the funerals of 
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every person I celebrate. Usually this custom is reserved for dignitaries 

or clergy and religious who have died. For me, every Catholic is worthy 

of this song and worthy of this love that folks from around the world 

are going to pray with us today. 

For my part, I offer a Latin hymn called “The Salve Regina,” which is 

chanted by those of faith before they go to bed each night. It is the song 

dedicated to Mother Mary and those who care for their children. With 

the help of those I have mentioned, I would like to follow that song 

with the recitation of the Hail Mary in the languages that affected the 

heart of my father and the heart of this family – I would like to offer the 

Hail Mary in Polish, Italian, Chinese, Spanish and English. I offer these 

prayers for my father in a way to say, “Pops, I love you.” 

 
Salve, Regina, Mater misericordiæ, 
vita, dulcedo, et spes nostra, salve. 
Ad te clamamus exsules filii Hevæ, 
Ad te suspiramus, gementes et flentes 
in hac lacrimarum valle. 
Eia, ergo, advocata nostra, illos tuos 
misericordes oculos ad nos converte; 
Et Jesum, benedictum fructum ventris tui, 
nobis post hoc exsilium ostende. 
O clemens, O pia, O dulcis Virgo Maria. 
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Zdrowaś Maryjo, łaski pełna, 
Pan z Tobą, 
błogosławionaś Ty między niewiastami, 
i błogosławiony owoc żywota Twojego, Jezus. 
Święta Maryjo, Matko Boża, 
módl się za nami grzesznymi 
teraz i w godzinę śmierci naszej. Amen. 
 
Ave, o Maria, piena di grazia, 
il Signore č con te. 
Tu sei benedetta fra le donne 
e benedetto č il frutto del tuo seno, Gesù 
Santa Maria, Madre di Dio, 
prega per noi peccatoti, 
adesso e nell’ora della nostra morte. Amen. 
 
萬福瑪麗亞，你充滿聖寵！主與你同在。你在婦女中受

贊頌，你的親子耶穌同受贊頌。 

天主聖母瑪麗亞，求你現在和我們臨終時，為我們罪人

祈求天主。阿門。 
 
Dios te salve, María, 
llena eres de gracia, 
el Señor es contigo. 
Bendita tú eres entre todas las mujeres, 
y bendito es el fruto de tu vientre, Jesús. 
Santa María, Madre de Dios, 
ruega por nosotros, pecadores, 
ahora y en la hora de nuestra muerte. Amén. 
 
Hail Mary, full of Grace, 
the Lord is with thee. 
Blessed art thou amongst women,  
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and blessed is the Fruit of thy womb, Jesus. 
Holy Mary, mother of God 
pray for us sinners, 
now and in the hour of our death. Amen. 
 
 
This is our prayer. 
 


