
Homily for the Requiem Mass for Kathleen Kelly, 15th January 2019 

Jesus says: “Come to me.” 

There was a lovely moment yesterday evening as we were waiting for the last mourners to arrive 
before beginning the Service. I was standing in the church porch when a young woman came in, 
rather self-consciously, because she didn’t want to get in the way of what was happening, and 
enquired of me where the Alpha Course was taking place. This course is aimed at people who want 
to find out more about the Christian faith and a team of lay people is running it in the Presbytery on 
Monday evenings. I escorted her through to the house, where she was greeted very warmly, and 
then returned to the church and we commenced. 

With that incident still in my mind I recalled how Kathleen, as a young woman in her 20s, entered St 
Peter’s Church in Scarborough and sat in a pew in the back. She was working on a local farm at the 
time. She got talking to a nun in the church and, as day follows night, she was in due time received 
into the Catholic Church. As she explained to her family subsequently, in words relayed to me by her 
daughter Maria, Kathleen had “long been drawn to something more.” How pleased she must be that 
even as her body lay in this church before her beloved Lord, next door others were finding out more 
about the truth of our faith, the truth which was the ground of her hope and the source of her joy . 

“Come to me.” These are the words of Jesus in the gospel chosen by Kathleen’s family today. Jesus’ 
Holy Spirit was at work in Kathleen’s soul in her early years, making her dissatisfied with lesser 
consolations, until that great day when she freely, but also propelled from within by the unseen 
Spirit, crossed the threshold of the church to discover God within. They are the words which 
continued to echo in her heart when she got married and brought up her three children. She lived 
her vocation as a lay Christian and a mother in the sight of her Lord, constantly having recourse to 
him in the sacraments, in order that he might guide her and strengthen her to do his work in the 
home, in the parish, in the school and elsewhere. 

Kathleen was a longstanding member of the Union of Catholic Mothers in St Winefride’s. The goal of 
this group, which continues to thrive in our parish, is, among things, to foster the life of our families, 
to pray for vocations to the priesthood and to humanise our society through the promotion of 
Christian values. She was also a member of the parish Legion of Mary whose members devote 
themselves to drawing others into full communion with the Catholic Church. She was also the first 
grounds supervisor in what was then the new school of St Winefride’s. 

Now Jesus has reiterated those words to Kathleen: “Come to me.” He said them to her as she slept 
in her home on Woodside. She who, as a good Christian, sought to offer her life to God during her 
time on earth has now made the final self-offering in death. And God has “acccepted [her]  as a 
holocaust” to use the words from our first reading from the Book of Wisdom. A holocaust was the 
burnt offering of a sacrificial animal made to God’s glory by the priests in the temple at Jerusalem. 
Now, as we know, Christ has become our sacrificial offering through his death for us on Calvary and 
we offer ourselves to God, as we say in the Mass, “through Jesus, with Jesus and in Jesus.” Without 
being presumptuous, we are nevertheless supremely confident that God will “accept” us and purify 
us of our sins so that we may freely enter into the joy which in eternity he intends we should 
possess. 

Kathleen understood all this. That is why the words of St John in our second reading today are so 
apt. “Happy are those who die in the Lord!” Living as we do within Christ Jesus our Risen Saviour, we 
recognise in faith that our earthly lives are but a preparation for the fullness of life which can be ours 
only completely when we cross the threshold of death. Kathleen has had a good life. She had a good 



marriage with Patrick her husband, who was one of the parishioners who was principally concerned 
with the construction of this church . She has had a long widowhood of 30 years but she has been 
sustained during that time by the love of her sons and her daughter and of her grandchildren. 
Largely confined to the house in the last year or so she has nevertheless managed to get out on 
some occasions for family occasions or to attend her beloved Fatima Group. Now there is a sense 
that her work is done and that Jesus is inviting her to receive that “rest” which he promised to his 
disciples in the gospel, that rest which passes human understanding. 

The young woman who courageously sought Christ out in a Yorkshire seaside town all those years 
ago has now discovered that “more” for which she yearned. For indeed what greater prize could she 
receive than eternal communion with him in whom for so many years her soul has delighted. And 
while Kathleen’s joy must be immense, given that she has found her Lord and that he has accepted 
her, Our Lord’s, we know in faith, is even greater, for now he is gathering to himself she for whom he 
lay down his life on Calvary.  

 






