
Dad’s Funeral homily 

My family and I thank you for your presence at my father’s funeral mass.  

In this time of mourning I turn to the Hebrew poet, the Psalmist for consolation and peace: 

“The Lord is close to the brokenhearted. Those whose spirit is crushed he will save” and “Precious in the sight 

of the Lord is the death of his faithful”. 

Several years ago John Coltrane, a legendary jazz musician gave an extraordinary performance in a live 

concert. After a remarkable rendition of “A Love Supreme”, a thirty-two minute jazz prayer, he stepped off the 

stage, gently put down his saxophone and uttered two words in Latin: “Nunc Dimittis”, which translated 

means “Now you Dismiss’. 

The expression “nunc dimittis” are the words from a hymn of praise sung by an elderly man, Simon, a priest of 

the Jerusalem temple. He was told that he would not die until he had seen the promised Messiah. Having seen 

the Christ child, he was prepared to leave this earthly life. 

Coltrane, a sincere Christian, felt he could never play the piece more perfectly. It represented the apex of his 

distinguished career as a musician. He was ready to exit the stage of life. He had accomplished his goals in life.  

Members of this congregation likely recall my father’s passion for Jazz music. Music remained an important 

part of his life until he lost interest in the waning days of his earthly pilgrimage.  He had an extensive record 

collection consisting of all the jazz greats, not to mention his impressive collection of Broadway show music.  

In our home on Fleetwood Avenue and Whitehall Road, music could be heard throughout the day and night 

much to the annoyance of my dear departed mother. How often I heard my mother complain, “Turn down the 

music”. 

The words of Simeon could have been uttered by my father as well. “Now you can let you servant go in peace, 

according to your word”. 

Catholics who pray the daily office, known as the liturgy of the Hours, say the “Nunc Dimittis every night at the 

conclusion of Compline, the final prayer of the day. In this prayer we tell God that we are prepared to embrace 

death, wherever and whenever God wills. We are all moving through life passengers on a train knowing our 

destination is “the Father’s House”. In Saint Paul’s letter to Titus, which was one of the readings for Christmas 

day, he writes that Christians are “heirs in hope of eternal life” 

In some Christian churches, when the coffin is solemnly carried out of the church, the minister who precedes 

the coffin, utters the words of Simeon, “Now let thy servant depart in peace” 

On the night of the Last Supper Jesus offered a public prayer to his heavenly Father in the presence of his 

disciples in which he said, “I glorified you on earth by accomplishing the work that you gave me to do” (Jn. 

17:4). Jesus will complete his Father’s work by laying his life down on the cross. It will be his ultimate 

glorification. Form the cross Jesus cried, “It is finished”. 

I like to think that my father successfully completed his vocation in life. He was faithful and true and earned 

the respect of so many of his peers, especially in the legal community. There is no reason to list all his many 

accomplishments. They can be found in his obituary notice. 

At his sixtieth birthday party in 1989 he shared his thoughts about what truly mattered in his life.  To be brief, 

it was his family and his faith. Everything else didn’t seem to matter much after he turned sixty. He expressed 

his gratitude and his love for the members of his extended family. It was a moment of grace. 

Seeing my father in the last months of his life was, to say the least, unsettling. Clearly, he was failing, mentally 

and physically. Yet there were moments of genuine good humor. I wanted him to recognize me when I paid 



him a visit one afternoon.  I said in a loud voice. “Dad, It’s your son John, Father John, your first born. He shook 

his head. He said, “John died last year”. 

I replied, “Sorry dad, but I didn’t see the obituary notice”. 

Permit me to add one footnote. For many years my father played poker on Friday nights with some of his close 

friends, one of who was the late Judge, John Clyne. It was a Friday in Lent, a penitential season, and the good 

judge was eating a ham sandwich, a no-no in Lent. My father teased him.” John, Are you not aware it is Lent? 

Why are you eating a ham sandwich?’ A bit miffed, the judge replied, Ig, do you know what the difference is 

between you and me? I was educated by the Jesuits; you were not so fortunate. The Jesuits always manage to 

find a loophole in every law of the church”. 

In the Old Testament Book of Proverbs, the inspired scribe writes, “The memory of the righteous is a blessing” 

(Proverbs 10:7). 

My father has gone to God and has left a beautiful memory behind: The memory of a deep devotion to Christ, 

the memory of a warm love for family and friends, and the memory of a passionate openness to life and 

music. Such was the life of John Yanas, Sr., such is the memory that is bequeathed those of us who are left 

behind. 

Let us hold on to that memory with gratitude, with affection and with very great pride. 

My father was a passenger on a train bound for glory. Before he got off the train he made sure that the name 

of Jesus Christ was on the ticket. 

In closing, I choose to the repeat the dying words of the recently deceased Pontiff, Pope Benedict XVI to his 

biographer, Peter Seewald”: “The next time we meet will be in heaven”. 

Dad, it is time to say goodbye. Speaking for all those assembled here, I offer you my sincere thanks for a life 

well lived. I hope to see you soon, but not too soon, Amen “. 

 


