Homily at the funeral mass for Cornelius Don Creedon
By Gerard Creedon
Blessed are the merciful, mercy shall be theirs. 
Our hearts go out today to Freda, Fiona, Conal, Jason, Tracy, Rickard, Freddie,  Donna, your family and friends.

We gather with the body of Con Don in sorrow and hope. I come, not to bury Con, but to praise and lift him up with our prayer. 
 The day he was born a crow's nest fell into the grate and caused a fire. So I am told, I was not there, coming a year later. He would warm our lives with the light of his love and joy.  He was baptized Cornelius Don, after his grandfather and Don Bosco. We knew him as Con Don, Con, Conchubhar and Dr Creedon.  He answered to everything except Con Dan.

When I saw him last week he could not speak, so he wrote, "We have traveled many long journeys and well, together."  Today we see him safely home.  We will miss you, your music, guitar and mouthorgan, and your songs. "Se mo creach is mo cas, an bas a thagann go trom, nuair a leagtar ar lar an laithrin ba mhaith linn bheith buan."  

He sang of the Capailin Ban, but he might have been singing of  himself.  "This heavy death has us destroyed."  And, "Busted flat in Baton Rouge, waiting for a train…windshield wipers slapping time as Bobby sang the blues...na na na na." The chorus used to drive your father crazy with laughter. But we will not miss your version of The Rose of Mooncoin. Ma's handbag was put to good use.  Your voice is still. "Let flights of angels sing thee to thy rest.”

We will miss the fun.  The world is less joyful without you. As fullback on the Iveleary team you loved to clear out the ball with a left-footed drop-kick and you enjoyed telling the referee how to do his job. Certain things we cannot repeat in a church. 
We miss your rapier wit.  Tom brought an Inchigeela man to Con's office. His face was turning blue. Con ordered the patient to Cork right away. He turned to Tom. "I suppose we will need to go north to Inchigeela first for my night clothes." Con interrupted: "You will not, or Mary Casey (the undertaker) will be putting on your pajamas."  Joy is the infallible sign of the presence of God.

You were a man of compassion. At a wedding last week a father claimed that his son owed his life to you. At six weeks his son had an attack that was life- threatening and required immediate attention. When Con arrived at Drinagh there was a strong smell of burning rubber. 
He reached out spontaneously and quickly to children, the elderly, the outsider, the last, the lost, the traveler and the stranger.  He lived the law of the Lord: "Act justly, love tenderly and walk humbly with your God."

We remember your faith, yes, your faith, expressed less in word and ritual than in action. Your faith was a risk-taking adventure.  I recall the warm summer day  when Freda, you and I went swimming in Goleen.  You were recovering from your accident in Australia. A spear wave had crushed your first two vertebrae, the hangman's break. You walked gingerly through the rocks till we reached the warm sand.  You caught sight of an incoming wave.  In a flash you plunged in. "Be careful, Con!" cried Freda, not for the first time. You said you never felt better.  You would face the rising tide.

He took care of a very holy woman in Inchigeela.  She was always cold, he said, because she always kept three statues in the  bed with her.  Before she died, she shared her vision, which he loved to repeat: "Con Dan, you will do a great thing yet."  It was not the medical centre he helped to build, nor his admission as a Fellow of the Royal College of General Practitioners. I believe the great thing he did was the way he bore his pain this past year and in his last days. I would try to comfort him. He would rise up, grasp my hand and comfort me instead. Con Don knew no limits. Not even death could quench his spirit. "O bas go crioch, ni crioch ach ath-fas, i bParthas na gras go rabhaimid."  In the end there is rebirth and new life, in the Paradise of grace.
Con's greatest gift was not joy or service or faith.  It was love.   When I thought he could not speak I said to Freda, "You have been great." He spoke up, "She is not great. She is more than that. I could not live without her." The enormous devotion Freda lavished on our brother was returned and together they showered their children and grandchildren with affection. The bond, the circle of love that held Con tight in his passing will remain his living legacy. "There are three things that last, faith, hope and love; but the greatest of these is love."  

Solas na bhflaitheas go bhfeicim agus gloir na n-aingeal go gcloisfinn. The light of heaven may we see and the songs of the angels may we hear.
 Whenever we see the hills, the valleys, the glen, the salt water, the moon and the stars, the hedgerows and the wildflowers you loved, we will know that you live. Whenever we see a rising tide we will know that you are risen.

May the earth lie gently over you, Con Don, so that your spirit may be quickly off and on its way to God. 

"Do dha laimh a Chriost, anall tharainn." Your two hands O Christ around us.
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