
Homily- Memorial Liturgy for Patricia McCabe, OP  
June 3, 2015 by Sr. Noreen Malone, OP 

 

Readings: Isaiah 55: 6,8-12  Ephesians 3:20-21 and John 12:20-24 
 

Our beloved Sr. Pat chose today’s readings with great care and I believe they reflect beautifully the 
person so many of us have known and loved. She was simple, unique and complex, gifted beyond 
imagining, and as down to earth as an old shoe. I am reminded of the song lyric: “How do you hold a 
moonbeam in your hand?” I believe with great gratitude and love. 
 
Many of us have special stories of Pat that we have been sharing the past few days. Here is mine: 
 
Pat and I were in our early 20s when we were both assigned to St. James the Less Grade School, here in 
Columbus – she to first grade.  There was no convent there at the time, so 12 of us commuted each day 
from wherever we lived in a second hand airport limousine, four rows of seats, three to a seat. We 
called it the “wiener wagon”.  It had no power steering, was a stick shift and a handful to drive. Four of 
us took turns at the task and it seemed that each time we had icy roads it was my week to drive.  

One day, the roads were a sheet of ice and much to my dismay, when we got on the road, the car 
decided to run on the bias, the front was over the middle of the road and the back was hitting the 
mailboxes by the curb. 

I was terrified with the responsibility of 12 lives. Somehow we arrived at school safely, but my knees 
were shaking so much that I couldn’t get out of the car. Pat, who experienced this adventure from the 
fourth row back, came up to me to offer some support. We both loved to sew and I said to her, “I have 
never driven “on the bias” before. Immediately her quick wit kicked in: “Noreen, maybe you were on the 
bias up here, but in the back row we were on the ric-rac.” It was just what I needed; we hooted with 
laughter, hugged each other and were ready for school. 

In her personal annals, the quote Pat shared from St. John of Damascus is so fitting: “The whole earth is 
a living icon of the face of God.” To live the dream of teaching others this truth became Pat’s way of life 
as a Dominican Sister. She was always a teacher and student, scientist and artist, ecologist and 
environmentalist, animal love and humorist – and the list is endless. 
 
Dominican to her core, Pat was always seeking the truth wherever she could find it and then she needed 
to share it with others. Her green burial on Monday was just such an occasion. For some reason when 
the 25 of us arrived at the cemetery, the grave had not yet been dug. It became a very blessed occasion 
for us to revisit the community gravesites of our departed sisters. For me, a time to stand behind the 
hearse where Pat waited and I swear I could hear her laughter as she made some quick joke about the 
whole thing.  



It became an occasion for Pat to be the teacher, showing us by her life choices that there is another 
simpler and more natural way to do this “death thing.”  

So the readings for the Mass, chosen by Pat, were selected with the same precision that her genius mind 
directed.  
 
Let’s start with the Gospel from John, the Evangelist who knew Jesus best. He tells us of an incident 
when the Greeks, who were generally more educated, wanted to see Jesus. They went to Philip who was 
a Galilean, probably not so well educated. Then Philip went to Andrew, one of the earliest disciples and 
fellow Galilean, and together they go to Jesus who gives them the Truth that Pat learned.  
 
I believe Pat chose this Gospel because it names her life search for Jesus through community, prayer and 
ministry. Pat is reminding us that even with her genius mind, instead of going it alone, she needed 
others in community where in common prayer, she could go to God through Jesus and walk with others 
in ministry who were very different from herself. 

She never let her genius mind lord it over anyone. Mary Roberts, her friend and colleague from Holy 
Rosary/St. John Learning Center, said yesterday at the burial that when other tutors could not help a 
particular student, it became routine to assign that person to Pat – who always found the right approach 
to break through the barrier of unknowing to the world of enlightenment.  
 
Pat’s life, with all its suffering, gave way to genuine joy because she lived her life going to Jesus. Every 
time Pat and I met for direction, I left blessed and grateful for she always took me with her to Jesus.  Her 
green burial is just one last testimony of her lived belief. Her life was shot through with study in every 
possible way and yet she learned from Jesus that every grain of wheat – every gift we have been given, 
in some way must fall into the ground and die – be transformed – or it will remain just a grain of wheat. 
It is the dying to self that produces the fruit. And most importantly we have to recognize that when the 
hour for this dying comes, it will, indeed, be our way to glorify God with our lives. Pat learned this truth 
by following Jesus closely. 

Which leads us back to the Letter to the Ephesians. The writer reminded Pat that it is God who is able to 
accomplish far more than we can ask or imagine, because of the power of God within us. We too, will 
reach the time, the circumstances and the awareness that all of life, that all of earth ”is a living icon of 
the face of God.” Pat came to believe this for herself and she will continue to advocate for us from her 
place with God until we believe it for ourselves as well. 

And finally, we know that Pat lived the words of Isaiah, always seeking the Lord. With no prompting, the 
25 of us at the cemetery, a collection of Sisters, (Dominican and Franciscan), Associates and Laity, 
encircled her grave. Each of us, remembering, sprinkled Pat and her grave with water made holy by our 
Creator God. All of her life, her genius mind, her constant humor, her life of suffering, did not return to 
God void, having achieved the end for which it was sent. 


