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Msgr John Conahan Funeral Homily

To Ed and Debbie, (Tom and Judy who will be here tomorrow), and all of
Monsignor’s nieces and nephews and friends, his brother priests, you
know that this parish shares your love for Jack (Monsignor, Father, or
John to most of us — but Jack to his family) ... and we share your grief.
His 23 years here at Immaculate Conception were so impactful. He
changed lives and saved souls. And for my wife Kathy and me and our
kids and grandkids - I'll just say that it’s been over 50 years of a very

special friendship.

I selected this Gospel in tribute to Monsignor Conahan’s penchant for
brevity. ... Of course, you know that isn’t true. His phone calls were not
short. His Masses were not short. His homilies often included singing
in his beautiful tenor voice. He told stories. He made us laugh. Just
Sunday 10 days ago | was with him and one of the priests at the Villa,
after learning of Monsignor’s “hospice” status, came to the room and
asked for his blessing. Monsignor had been drifting a little in
conversation, but when he was asked for his blessing, he kicked in,
extended his hands and began a heartfelt personal blessing. About a
minute in, he paused and said “this is aJong blessing.” Of course, his

fellow priest said bring it on. And he finished with a flourish.
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He would always apologize if he needed your time (drove me nuts), but
he always had time for us, his sheep. In Confession and counseling he
was understanding and comforting and insightful. Things were never so
bad after a conversation with him. Way back when | was in high school
and he was a teacher, we all knew that he was the one we could go to
with our troubles (or if we were in trouble like | was once). It was a no-
judgment zone. He was kind. Always. And wise. Being calm was his
style —in everything. Last week | joked with him that he taught me his
unique management style — | called it benign neglect. Often when there
was an issue to deal with, his approach was to do nothing. “Let’s just
back off for a while — and see what happens.” And to tell you the truth
— he was often right. Some things just work themselves out. (And some

don’t — he wasn’t perfect.)

Can | spend a minute on the lighter side of Conahan? I’'m sure you have
your own stories — there are so many. We'll save them for the luncheon
tomorrow. Do you remember how he would glide across the sanctuary?
His cassock and his alb would reach almost to the floor, and because of
his girth and short steps, you never saw his shoes. | remember
someone was suggesting that he must have been on wheels, or a dolly.
(demonstrate) One of my favorite stories from him came from his first
assignment at St Tim's in Northeast Philadelphia. He was doing the

Baptisms and there must have been 8 or 9 babies, so this was an
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assembly-line situation. All of the mothers were sitting in the front pew
holding the babies as he went across anointing the babies’ heads with
Sacred Chrism. About halfway through, he mistakenly anointed a
woman’s knee. ... Another story is apropos to today. We were at the
cemetery for a committal and solemnly standing off to the side after the
prayers while the bagpipes were playing. He leaned over to me and
said “Promise me no bagpipes at my funeral. It sounds like they’re

strangling a cat.” Monsignor, | promise. No bagpipes.

And now for some serious stuff. As sad as we are at his passing, those
of us who have kept in touch with him know how he has suffered in
recent years. Especially the past year or so when he lost most of his
eyesight and couldn’t read his books on his Kindle. And couldn’t use his
phone to answer or return phone calls. And didn’t want to ask for help.
In the first reading that Kathy read, Job speaks of God “whom | myself
will see — my own eyes.” Monsignor often talked about seeing God
face to face, and that he would have a lot of questions when he did.
Like why he let him live so long, or why certain tragedies that beset the
people he loved had to occur. But then he realized that, at that time, he
wouldn’t need to know the answers. As St. Paul wrote (and Bert read
for us) — “Sufferings of this present time are nothing compared with the

glory to be revealed to us.”
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And now | want to talk about the Gospel — the Road to Emmaus. What
happened here? The disciples were walking together back to Emmaus
from Jerusalem when Jesus joined them on the road. They didn’t
recognize him. Then they talked about the events of the
condemnation and death of Jesus, and how it was reported that his
body was missing and that some said he had risen from the dead. They
were out of sorts and confused. Then Jesus recounted scripture to
them and explained its meaning. They calmed down. Then, they
invited him to sit at table with them. Jesus took the bread, blessed it,
broke it, and gave it to them. They immediately knew him in the
breaking of the bread. They were keenly aware of his real presence. In
the breaking of the bread. They recounted to one another how the
word of God had been burning in their hearts. And they left the table,
filled with the word of God and the bread of life to spread the good

news. Does the pattern sound familiar?

Assemble, greet one another, hear the word of God, have it explained,
gather at table, experience the real presence of God, and go out into
the world to live the Gospel? This was the first celebration of the

Eucharist after the Resurrection, with Jesus Christ as the presider.
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The Mass — celebrating the Mass -- was the most important thing in
Monsignor Conahan’s life. He put all he had into it. He prepared
himself, he trained others, he decorated, he equipped the parish with
beautiful vestments. He made this church beautiful. (Don’t touch the
flower budget.) But most importantly, he loved God with all his heart. It
was an honor beyond telling for him to proclaim his word and explain
its meaning so that our hearts would burn inside of us. And then —and
then -- to stand in the person of Christ to bring the Real Presence to us.
So that we could take the good news out to the world with confidence

and joy.

John Conahan, kind man, good priest, and faithful servant, brought the
table of the Lord to us in Jenkintown. And now, finally, he has his well-

deserved seat at the heavenly banquet.




