May 30, 2008

Dear family and friends,

After my mom’s funeral on May 2, 2008, many people approached me requesting the contents of the eulogy I delivered in honor of my mom. I was moved by the reception that my speech received, and I must say that that reception is truly a testament to the wonderful impact that my mom’s life had on so many people. Since many of you could not be there at the funeral, I have decided to put some of the key excerpts onto paper for you to keep, read, and remember as you please. I hope that this eulogy uplifts you in a joy that resembles the joy my mom brought to you. 

Thank you for all the love and support you have given us over these last months and years. 










Love,











Nick

Delivered by Nick Redmond on May 2, 2008 at the Funeral Mass of Suzanne Redmond at St. John the Evangelist Parish (New Church) in Silver Spring, MD:

· Thanks to the priests: Fr. Mark Tucker, Msgr. John Pennington, Msgr. Bill English, Fr. Dan Beeman (from Williamsburg), and Fr. Mike Tietjen. Fr. Tietjen (my mom loved him!) was with my mom in the moments before she died to give her the last rites. It was literally minutes after he anointed her that she passed away.

· Thanks to organist Mr. Michael White. Special thanks to the Susan Carroll and the choir, for the music at the funeral, but especially for coming to our house the night before my mom died to sing and pray the evening vespers. It was a truly special and meaningful sendoff for my mom; and she heard it, sat up, and smiled.

· Thanks to those who helped plan the funeral: Mr. Lopes, Mrs. Carroll, and others.

· Thanks to Mrs. Peg Daly, Mrs. Mary Becker, and all the church ladies who loved my mom and whom my mom loved. A special thanks for Mrs. Daly for visiting and praying with my mom so often in her last days.

· Thanks to the rest of the church, the sisters of the Immaculate Heart of Mary, all my mom’s friends, and everyone else for the cards, prayers, and support since my mom’s diagnosis last fall.
· Thanks to all of my mom’s five siblings, who one-by-one came to visit my mom in the weeks before she passed away and to help around the house and in the garden. It meant so much to my mom to see the love in the family. A special thanks to my Aunt Kris for helping to care for my mom in her last several weeks and for being one of my mom’s closest friends.
· Thanks to my brother Matt, his wife Windee, and my brother Sean for everything they did in support of my mom and dad, especially in her last days. A special thanks to my sister who stayed with my mom day and night as things got tough, being there to help with everything. She and my mom were best of friends.

· A special thanks, and round of applause, for my dad. He drove my mom to and from the hospital countless times, lovingly waited with her for hours at the doctor’s office, cared for her and stayed by my mom’s side all the way until the end. Thank you dad.

· Thanks to all of you. We need you. Mr. King, Mr. Scutt, the Polks, Mrs. Duffy, Mrs. O’Brien, and Mrs. Dieringer… and everyone: we need you. Thank you for being there for us.

Now, I want to talk about my mom!

· My mom was a gift. My dad had it for 38 years, I had my mom for 30 years, some people had her for as many as 61 years, others only had the gift for a couple years, or even months or days. But we all valued that gift. 
· We might be thinking, “The gift is gone… oh how sad.” But I am here to tell you that the gift is not gone… my mom was a gift that can and will keep on giving. So I have compiled a list of things that my mom did to touch our lives. Many of these you will remember, others you may not have known… but take as many as you like, add to the list if you like, and help ensure that the gift of my mom keeps living on. 
· When you see a full moon, call someone you love and ask them, “Hey, do you see the full moon?” … “Yeah, I see it. Do you see it too?” “Yeah, I see it. Isn’t that amazing, I’m here, and you’re there, and I see the moon and you see the moon. We’re both looking at the moon!” Appreciate the miracles of God’s creation.

· When you see a centipede (sorry mom for mentioning that “terrible” word at your funeral), don’t shriek with fright (that’s what my mom USED to do). Get angry and resolve to kill that awful, horrible, evil creature.

· Never be bored. Find something interesting in the smallest of things around you. Appreciate those things that took a lot of skill to create, like art, brickwork, wood furniture, and antiques. We all know how my mom loved antiques. And she loved antiques because each piece told a story… and trust me, we have a lot of “stories” right now in our basement.
· Appreciate words and where they came from. Have a dictionary handy at all times, preferably one that gives the word origin.

· Plant some pumpkin seeds and marvel as the vines grow 10, 20, 30 feet long, like, as my mom said, some sort of scene from Alice in Wonderland, ready just in time for Halloween.

· Make a witch for Halloween (if you don’t know how, see Mrs. Kania).

· Tell really scary ghost stories.

· Go on hayrides.

· Tell your kids to raise their feet when going over a suspension bridge so that the trolls don’t get ‘em!

· Yell “ONE…TWO…THREE YIPEEE!!!” when you cross a state line.

· When you see the Mormon Temple on the beltway, break out into song: “We’re off to see the Wizard, the wonderful Wizard of Oz…!”

· Sing the “New Shoes” song whenever your kid gets new shoes. (If you don’t know the song, see Bonnie)

· Invent a special song for each of your kids… and sing it to them when they’re babies, and toddlers, and in grade school, and in high school, and in college, and when they’re out of college… they’re never too old for their baby song.
· Keep a secret stash of licorice… and not just any licorice. It must be really strong licorice, preferably from some far-off European country with lettering on the box that is incomprehensible… the kind of licorice that most normal people would spit out as soon as it hit the tongue (but not in our family… we love the stuff!)

· Hold onto special recipes and use them whenever you can, whether it’s Needle Zeltni, Baklava, or simple hot fudge. In fact, use that hot fudge on some home-made ice cream, or even better yet, on some home-made snow ice cream (just make sure the snow doesn’t have any yellow reminders of Maggie-dog!)

· Make a choo-choo train cake for birthdays and a bunny rabbit cake for Easter.

· Make a really good raassssssspppppberry pie from the fresh raasssssspppppberries from the back yard.
· Insist that the candles be lit at the dinner table, even if it’s just for pizza

· If you really want to be like my mom, scratch my back… or my head. No seriously, scratch my head!

· Read poetry to your kids every night before bedtime prayers.

· Draw a smiley face on the calendar whenever you get a phone call from each of your kids.

· Don’t let your kids watch inappropriate TV shows. And no offense to Sr. Kathleen, but we sort of had our own sister in our house: Sister Suzy. Sister Suzy was famous for her nightly Sister Suzy Sermons each night at the dinner table.

· Volunteer at the church bazaar, preferably in the elegant junk (white elephant) table… we know how much she loved that junk!

· Have a Mary statue in the garden with a nice little grotto. And put another statue in the kitchen, or better yet, put about 5 or 10 in the kitchen and in every other room in the house. My mom had a real and deep devotion to Our Lady. 
· And I think this is the most valuable gift that my mom gave: her attitude. That as all of approach our own deaths (and some of us will die fast, and some of us will die slow), as best as we can, we need to do as my mom did and keep a positive attitude, to try to stay joyful. That we never grow bitter or angry. That we try not to ask “Why me?” and instead ask “Why not me?” That if it looks like our time is going to come, we say, “Well if it’s my time, it’s my time.” That we try to fill our hearts with love and keep in mind what Fr. Tucker had mentioned about praying when times are good because it’s really tough to pray when we’re sick and times are tough. And we remember the Profound Hope that Fr. Dan reminded us of… to keep a profound hope, not necessarily of a cure, but that somehow we might grow closer to God in our suffering, even when things look so bleak. We can follow my mom’s model and be that wonderful gift even in the face of death… to be that ray of sunshine.

We need to be thankful for the gift of my mom. And, as I mention this, I must remember the one Thank-you that I left out in the beginning: We need to thank my mom for being such a wonderful gift, but we really need to thank God for the gift of my mom. Thank God for the wonderful person that He gave to us. Thank God for Sister Suzy. Thank God for my mom. Thank God for Suzy. Thank God!!!
In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit. Amen.

