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The call wasn’t totally unexpected, but it was still a surprise. My aunt, who was also my 
godmother, had died. The family asked if I could come to celebrate the funeral liturgy with them. 
It involved some juggling of a schedule, but I could arrive shortly before midnight, celebrate the 
funeral Mass, and return a little after noon the same day. !
I'm happy I was asked to be a part of that important time in the life of my family. And I'm also 
happy I went. One cannot be part of such experiences without learning a great deal. !
Seeing my aunt in the open coffin brought back a flood of memories - of long walks on Sunday 
evenings to her home where there always was a spirit of welcome and hospitality, plus a 
guaranteed good meal whether times were rough or not. It was different era than today because 
people would just get together to talk, to listen, to laugh, to have some Irish soda bread and the 
ever present pot of tea, never made with tea bags but only with tea leaves in a pot that always 
had to be scoured first with boiling water. It's amazing the memories that come back on an 
occasion such as this, such as the desire by all of us as kids to listen to "Inner Sanctum" on the 
radio while our elders discussed the talk by Father Coughlin earlier the same day. !
As my godmother, Aunt Kathleen was always special. Not a birthday would go by without a card 
and a gift. I can't help but think it probably should have been my responsibility to send her a gift. 
After all, she did me the favor. I remember her trip out to Montana to see me ordained a bishop 
and telling people she was my aunt and godmother. !
It was good seeing my sister, brother and brother-in-law for a short lime, but it was especially 
good to see the cousins and so many others gathered for the funeral. Each seemed to have a 
special memory of this good person called "Aunt Kathleen." !
What struck me most was the way in which a whole new generation of cousins was present. So 
many grew up so quickly that I had to ask "who belonged to whom?" But once again, the faces 
and names began to connect. The nine grandsons stood proud and tall, each one over six foot 
in the front pew as they acted as pallbearers for their grandmother. !
The Mass was a good experience of prayer, and the trip to the cemetery was long and solemn. 
But as we stood and paid our last respects to Aunt Kathleen at the graveside, I began to realize 
that we were burying more than a person who was a mother of six, a grandmother of sixteen, 
and even a great grandmother of two. We were burying a heritage and a legacy of a person who 
shared courage, dreams, hope, love and faith with so many people. People my age were 
suddenly "the older generation." As I looked around at the great number of younger cousins, 
sons and daughters of my contemporaries, I wondered what they will think as they repeat this 
same ritual of life and death for us in the future. What will be their thoughts? !
I hope and pray that people of my generation will be able to leave a portion of the gifts which 
Aunt Kathleen gave to us. It's amazing! Even in death, there is so much to learn and to 
appreciate. It was a tremendous family gathering for a brief moment in time. But with Aunt 
Kathleen involved, it could not have been otherwise! 
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