
Funeral homily for Kathleen Crump 

Gerald Manley Hopkins, a nineteenth century English Jesuit priest, was a poet of some distinction, and 

one of the great figures in recent literary history. Even in our century, the twenty-first, his stature 

continues to grow. In one of his best loved poems, “Spring and Fall”, he offers a profound mediation on 

death, one of life’s profound mysteries. 

In the poem, a young girl innocently wanders into a forest of dead leaves. Presumably, it is mid or late 

fall. Inexplicably, she begins to weep. The poem’s narrator wants to know why. “Are you grieving over 

Goldengrove unleaving?, he asks. “It is the blight man was born for. It is you, Margaret you mourn for”. 

Death cast a long and ominous shadow over the human race. We all must die and so, like Margaret, we 

are given over to grief, even over the loss of the leaves that have fallen from a tree. We glimpse a 

prefiguring of our own death. Death will have us all at the end.  

One day our candle will go out. Each one of us has an expiration date. 

Whenever we lose someone dear to us, we are forced to endure the loss and silence it brings. Until the 

dying person breathes his last breath, we stand by helpless, watching and waiting for the bell to toll 

announcing that death has temporarily triumphed. 

As Roman Catholics, we believe that on the other side of life is a Person: Christ. Death is for us a 

homecoming. 

Several years ago, the late Franciscan priest and author of many well received books on the spiritual life, 

Father Benedict Groeshel, participated in a seminar on the subject of death and dying. There were 

several speakers on hand, all experts in their fields of medicine and psychology, to offer their thoughts 

on the sensitive and difficult subject. Apparently few were blessed with faith. What Father Groeshel 

found most disappointing was that there was no mention of what, if anything at all, follows death. The 

life hereafter was either simply ignored or rejected outright. He simply found such a despairing view of 

suffering and death objectionable. Surely, it affords few consolations for the dying person. 

Saint Paul reassures us that “if we have died with Christ we believe that we are also to live with him”. He 

also declares that both in life and in death we are the Lord’s. 

I suspect that we are familiar with the saying, “time flies”. In my conversation with Kathleen’s daughter, 

Jennifer, I was told that I celebrated the funeral mass of Jennifer’s father Kathleen’s husband eleven 

years ago. Yikes! It seems as if it were only yesterday that I offered prayers for Leslie. 

Today, let us give thanks to God for the life and Christian witness of Kathleen Crump. And may the Lord 

wipe away all our tears 

May she rest in peace. 

 



 

 

 


