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Remembering 

Rev. John J. Connelly 
October 23, 1922 – June 28, 2021 

Sacred Heart Parish 

Newton, MA 
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Born October 23, 1922 

Ordained a Priest May 3, 1950 

Pastor of Sacred Heart Parish 1983-2013 

Died in Christ June 28, 2021 

 

A New Saint in Heaven! 
With hearts full of love and gratitude for the life of this giant, we cele-
brated Fr. Connelly’s funeral Mass on Saturday, July 3. He was the be-
loved pastor of Sacred Heart for 30 years, and he also taught me and so 
many others at St. John’s Seminary for nearly that long. He was a wise 
theologian, a compassionate pastor, a man of deep spirituality, and a 
true friend. Personally, he was my faculty advisor, teacher, friend, tennis 
partner, and he gave me a room on the third floor of the Sacred Heart 
rectory on my days off – which I used until I had the pleasure of fol-
lowing my inspiring mentor as pastor here. What he taught about the 
risen life he now is living in its fullness, and he continues to help us 
through his prayers. 

—Fr. Daniel J. Riley  
Pastor of Sacred Heart and Our Lady’s Collaborative 

“The Eucharist makes us more and more God’s people,  

Christ’s body, the Spirit’s dwelling place.” 

- Fr. Connelly’s Bulletin Column 

Sunday, June 19, 1988  

Rev. John J. Connelly 
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Sacramental Statistics 

 

Father Connelly celebrated 

many sacraments with the pa-

rishioners of Sacred Heart in 

his thirty years as Pastor.  

This includes  

 671 Baptisms 

 178 Weddings 

 727 Funerals 

plus countless Sunday, daily, 

and Holy Day Masses; wakes 

and committals; Communion 

calls, anointings, and sick vis-

its; First Communion and 

Confirmation Masses; Guild 

and Knights events; Confes-

sions; spiritual direction; and 

so much more! 

This picture was taken at 

Anjali’s graduation party, 

which he blessed. 

 

Pictured: Joe, Lija, Anne, 

Anjali, Fr. Connelly, and 

Jacob 

 
Courtesy of the Jacob Family 
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Msgr. Habelin Funeral Attendees 

During one of our post-Mass discussions, I asked Fr. Connelly if he knew Msgr. Habelin, 
who had been the Pastor of St Peter’s in Dorchester. Father said that he did know him. I 
asked if he had been at his funeral Mass in the 50s, and he said he was in the congregation 
as a newly ordained priest. I told him that I was on the altar as a server at that Mass and 
that it had afforded me the unforgettable opportunity to meet Cardinal Spellman, an old 
friend of Msgr. Habelin, who celebrated the Mass. That’s probably the first and last time I 
was on the altar and Father was in the congregation; thanks be to God.  

- Ed Mitchell 

June 1989 

All photos on this page courtesy of Janet DeSimone 

Easter 1989 

Baptism of Adrian Philip Scott, July 2000 
with parents Sara DeSimone and Gary Scott 

June 2000 
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I had the pleasure of writing my junior year (high 

school) thesis on Fr. Connelly. I went looking for the 

paper, but it has been lost to time, perhaps for the 

best; my writing ability certainly would not have done 

our conversations about his life justice. For the paper, 

I met with him maybe 3 or 4 times for a few hours 

and just talked about his life, growing up, being in 

WWII, what led him to being a priest and his rela-

tionship with God. There were many incredible in-

sights, but there were two main points that have stuck 

with me 17 years later; I think of these two lessons 

fairly frequently. 

The first was the sheer humility that our conversa-

tions instilled in me. An obviously important topic in 

our conversations was how he found God and ulti-

mately what led him to becoming a priest. Like many 

of the young men returning from WWII (and other 

conflicts), he gained a sense of purpose and mortality 

having seen the horrors of war. Our beloved Father 

Connelly found God while sheltered in a French 

farmhouse, fearing for his life behind enemy lines for 

multiple days. I’m certain the story has more depth, 

but I remember concluding that he decided to com-

mit his life to the service of God and others having 

escaped a week of what must have been fear I would 

not wish on my sworn enemy. Firstly, I remember 

stepping back and thinking, “Holy moly! He said he 

would commit his life to God and others, and he did, 

a thought that might have been an empty promise for 

lesser men.” Secondly, and more importantly, are the 

humility and sense of thankfulness his stories instilled 

in me. He described the horrors of war - being 

shipped off to a foreign land to kill others and poten-

tially die at the age of 18, he and many others likely 

left for the war as boys; all returned as men. I remem-

ber hearing his stories and contrasting that with myself 

at the time (I was only 2 or so years younger than he 

would have been). While living in one of the wealthi-

est parts of earth humanity has ever enjoyed, my big-

gest problems were things like assembling a good col-

lege pedigree so I could go to an equally insulated 

institution—who I would get to take to prom—would I 

be embarrassed driving my family car—whether or not 

my math teacher was fair docking a point on an exam 

—and I even had the gall to complain about spending 

an hour altar serving. The sheer contrast between my 

trivial problems and his literal fear of death instilled a 

sense of humility and privilege I have not and likely 

never will forget. Like many, our parents, teachers, 

and the like told me to “be grateful, there are people 

who would kill for what you have” etc. and - perhaps 

like many in my teenage naivete - I remember think-

ing, “Yeah, yeah, yeah, shaaaad up, I get it.” He made 

me truly come to these conclusions, not because he 

told me, but because he showed me, and that was a 

far more powerful lesson. 

The second lesson is far simpler but, I feel, no less 

important: it continues to affect how I (try to) carry 

myself through life and perceive/interact with others. 

I remember sitting there as he poured out his memo-

ries of childhood, war, joining the priesthood, and 

describing how his relationship with God changed 

over the many years. I concluded the series of inter-

views struck with the adage: “Never judge a book by 

its cover”. I, like, my siblings were all altar servers, so 

my primary interactions with him before this was 

simply I show up, go through the motions of altar 

serving (half paying attention) while (from the per-

spective of a young dumb teenager) some old dude 

would walk down the aisle, say some words which got 

repeated every year, then walk back, then I would 

then leave. That was the extent of our interactions 

before I learned his history, hopes, dreams, terrors 

and pains, etc. Contrasting how I viewed him before 

and after the interviews: he went from being a one- 

dimensional figure to being a human. It had never 

occurred to me that he had had a childhood, had 

loved and lost loved ones; he was simply the dude 

who walked up and down the aisle. This contrast led 

me to consider that everyone I encounter has a simi-

lar complexity, even if I don't see it. The guy at the 

gas station, your accountant, or the waiter who 

messed up your order - these people are not one-

dimensional actors who simply disappear after you 

interact with them; they are humans with a story every 

bit as complex as mine. They have loved ones, hopes, 

dreams, failures, and parents. This was a fairly pro-

found lesson for an arrogant 16-year-old. 

Writing this now 17 years later has reminded me of 

these lessons which have perhaps dwindled in my 

mind with time; I should certainly practice these a bit 

better, as we all could. Being human, I’m ashamed 

that it took his death for me to re-contemplate his les-

sons; he was the best teacher I ever had and did it in 

4 hours. May God rest his soul in peace. 

—David Terwilliger 
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We will miss Fr. Con-
nelly. He was very 
nice to us. This pic-
ture was on our wed-
ding Day. We will al-
ways remember him.  

—Raymond and 
Lynette Caraballo  

I had the unique privilege of living with John Connelly for the better part of twenty-
seven years in the rectory of Sacred Heart. That makes for an awful lot of breakfast and 
dinner conversations. 

We spoke of theology, of course. He was assiduous in his ongoing study, not only in the 
years when he taught at Saint John’s Seminary, but throughout his thirty years at Sacred 
Heart. Indeed, during the years of his pastorate, he influenced many Boston College 
graduate students who sought him out for his great knowledge of and love for Saint 
Thomas Aquinas. 

John’s love for theology began early. He told me that, when he was in the army in 
France during World War II, he carried in his knapsack a hefty volume of spiritual theol-
ogy whose author was the Frenchman Adolphe Tanqueray. I would kid him that he was 
the only GI who carried Tanqueray the book; most others carried Tanqueray the bottle. 

In phone conversations up to a month before his death, I was constantly amazed, not 
only that he continued to read and keep abreast in theology, but also by the acuteness of 
his comments and the sharpness of his memory. 

But, for John, theology was never separated from liturgy and from pastoral service. In-
deed, I was in awe of his absolute commitment to his pastoral duties: whether the care-
ful preparation of Sunday homilies, faithfulness in hearing confessions, devoted minis-
try to the sick. 

With all his knowledge, John also had a self-deprecating sense of humor. He told me 
once that when he first arrived at Sacred Heart, he happened to overhear two elderly pa-
rishioners comment in the parking lot. One said to the other, “We used to have bishops 
here; now we don’t even rate a monsignor.” The people of Sacred Heart were blessed 
with someone better than a bishop. They received, and for thirty years were devotedly 
served by, a peerless Pastor.  

—Father Robert Imbelli 
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Spaghetti and His Other Family  
Many years ago and on a Sunday morning, I was speaking to Father Imbelli in the vestibule 

room just outside the sacristy at Sacred Heart. As my heritage is Italian and more specifically Si-

cilian, it is not a surprise that our subject was Italian cuisine and specifically lasagna, as well as 

other more complex dishes. 

From over my shoulder, I heard Father John comment, “Doesn’t anyone just make spaghetti an-

ymore?” 

I responded that, “Yes indeed there is. We prepare spaghetti regularly on Friday evenings. 

Would you like to join us?” 

His immediate response was, “Yes, what time?” 

“6:30,” I said. 

True to his word, he joined our family dinner that Friday and many more afterward. 

His visits were treasured for the food, fellowship, and love. We cherished him as a member of 

our family. 

P.S. His food interests expanded to include Italian wedding soup and Legal Seafood’s tuna burg-

ers cooked at our home. He also never gave up his love of mashed potatoes, which he said was 

an Irish delicacy. 

—Barbara Bruno-Golden 

So many of us have such good memories of Fr. Connelly’s good works.  Among the many parish ministries 
encourage under Fr. JJ Connelly was his assistance to the Boston chapter of the Christ Child Society (when 
parking got so limited at St. Paul’s in Cambridge)by allowing storage and working space in the Sacred Heart 
convent for our charitable work among Christ’s children from newborn to 10 years.—Kathie Long 

June 1993 or 1994, courtesy of Janet DeSimone June 1996. courtesy of Janet DeSimone 
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He was the oldest priest of the archdiocese. He was 
the second in ordination seniority of Boston 
priests. He was the last Boston priest who was a vet-
eran of military service in World War II. He was 
the last of whom many priests would have saluted 
as the “greatest generation” of St. John Seminary 
faculty members (his late friends and fellow faculty 
members Father James O’Donohoe and Father 
Philip King would also be included). He was a con-
summate gentleman. He was a greatly loved pastor. 
He was a wise counselor. He was Father John J. 
Connelly, who died at Massachusetts General Hos-
pital on June 28, 2021. 

Born in the Hub’s Dorchester section on Oct. 23, 
1922, he was the only son and the middle child of 
the late John and Helen (Murphy) Connelly. He 
had two siblings, his older sister, Mary, who died 
in 2012; and his younger sister, Helen, who died in 
2018. Mary was well known by her brother's for-
mer students, as she was for many years the admin-
istrative assistant to a series of priests who were di-
rectors of the Pastoral Institute of St. John Semi-
nary. She came to know the priests who attended 
retreats and other ongoing formation programs 
there.  

The Connelly family was immersed in the life of St. 
Peter Parish, then one of the largest in population, 
though smallest in territory in the archdiocese and 
probably in New England. When John was born, 
Bishop Joseph G. Anderson, the second auxiliary 
bishop of the archdiocese, was the second pastor of 
the parish. By the time he was beginning school, 
the legendary Msgr. Richard Haberlin had succeed-
ed and reigned over the parish for three decades. 
John’s great affection for the Sisters of Charity of 
Halifax began at St. Peter and would continue until 
the end of his life. 

A brilliant student, he attended the prestigious Bos-
ton Public Latin School, graduating in the Class of 
1940. In a move not uncommon at the time, he en-
tered Boston College as a member of the Class of 
1944. With the outbreak of the Second World War, 
he left BC and enlisted in the United States Army, 

serving from 1943 to 1945. Bishop Arthur Kenne-
dy, who was one of Father Connelly’s students in 
the philosophy division of the seminary, said, “I am 
not sure what John did in the Army, but I could 
never quite picture John carrying a gun.” 

When he returned home at the end of his military 
service, he went to St. John Seminary. He was or-
dained to the priesthood on May 3, 1950, at Holy 
Cross Cathedral by Archbishop Richard Cushing. 
He was the last surviving member of that ordina-
tion class. 

His first assignment was as an assistant at St. John 
the Evangelist, Hopkinton, way out where the Bos-
ton Marathon starts each Patriots Day. 

From 1953 to 1956, he was in the Eternal City, pur-
suing a doctorate in theology at the Pontifical Gre-
gorian University and residing at the graduate 
house for American student priests, the Casa Santa 
Maria. 

He returned in the summer of 1955, continuing 
work on his dissertation and also as a temporary 
assistant, first at St. Michael, Avon, and then at St. 
Thomas Aquinas, Jamaica Plain -- the latter much 
closer to the research libraries of Boston College 
and St. John Seminary. He returned to Rome to 
complete the doctorate in 1956. 

He was named an assistant at the then four-year-old 
parish of St. Bartholomew in Needham. Two years 
later, he moved back to Brighton, which would be 
his home for the next quarter century when he was 
assigned to the seminary faculty. He initially taught 
philosophy in the major seminary and then moved 
on to theology. 

At the seminary, he was widely sought after as a 
spiritual director, serving for many seminarians as a 
confessor and also counselor. 

He was a fine teacher. He could toss in a “bon mot” 
in the middle of a most serious presentation. If you 
weren't listening, you missed both. He was indeed 
serious about theology, but it did not diminish his 
many human and priestly qualities. He could also 
be spotted on the seminary tennis courts with 

Obituary: Father John J. Connelly,  
oldest priest of the archdiocese 

by Fr. Father Robert M. O’Grady, Boston Pilot Staff 
Friday 16th of July 2021 
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priestly competitors, classmates, and seminary con-
temporaries. 

He was dubbed by fellow faculty and seminarians 
as the “sacred bone”, as throughout his life he 
maintained a svelte figure. He was neat but not fas-
tidious. The late Bishop Walter Edyvean, who was 
a fellow faculty member with John for years, wryly 
observed with not a small touch of envy, “John 
could put butter on butter and never gain an 
ounce; I just look at it…” 

He always wanted us to make sure we presented 
the faith clearly and not to let the theology we were 
studying befuddle the people. He put it this way: 
“How would you present this to Aunt Margaret?” 
We’d all give it a stab, and inevitably John would 
listen and he would give a better response without 
making you feel yours hadn’t at least been heard. I 
recall that in a parish in Dorchester, where I was 
assigned to be the celebrant of a Funeral Mass, the 
deceased’s name was Margaret. About an hour be-
fore the Mass, the pastor informed me that “John 
Connelly would be concelebrating.” 

After the Mass in the sacristy he paid a great com-
pliment: “Bob, Margaret would have understood 
you perfectly.” 

On July 1, 1983, the late Humberto Cardinal 
Medeiros named Father Connelly as pastor of Sa-
cred Heart Parish in Newton. This would have 
been one of the last appointments the cardinal 
would have made as he died quite unexpectedly the 
following September. This appointment would be 
the longest one for John, lasting one month shy of 
three decades. 

Not surprisingly, he grew on his parishioners; prin-
cipally because he was exceedingly kind. He was 
present to and for the people. Although there were 
sometimes associates or parochial vicars, he was for 
the most part the only priest assigned to the parish, 
but the rectory was rarely short of resident priests, 
some students and some visiting faculty at nearby 
Boston College. 

Among the memories over the years of parishion-
ers were his “pastor’s corner” entries in the parish 
bulletin. Most of the time, they were at least a full 
page of text. Reading them often reminded priests 
of his class presentations at the seminary. He was 
erudite and precise, but also showed a listening ear 
to developments in theology. He never stopped 
learning. 

In later years, his two sisters, Mary and Helen, were 
residents at Elizabeth Seton Residence in nearby 

Wellesley. Your scribe remembers running into 
him as he made almost daily visits to both, wend-
ing his way from Newton Centre to Wellesley. 
With his customary generosity, he also was a regu-
lar celebrant of a daily Mass at Mount St. Vincent 
Chapel. One day, I mixed up the schedule and ar-
rived for Mass to find John all vested. He was all 
ready to cede his place to me, I casually noted the 
schedule on the vesting case and indeed, and not 
surprisingly, he was correct. 

He was generous, even exaggerating in his praise. 
One of the Sisters of Charity told me that he had 
said of me, “He was one of my best students.” To 
which I said, “Sister, are you sure? I think I was a 
good student but not one of his ‘best’.” 

Following his retirement from Sacred Heart in 
June 2013 at the venerable age of 90, seemingly un-
diminished in body or mind, he moved to live in 
residence as a senior priest at St. John the Evange-
list, Wellesley. He celebrated Sunday and daily 
Masses on a regular basis, endearing himself to the 
parishioners as he had done to the seminarians at 
Brighton and the parishioners at Newton. In addi-
tion, he continued to celebrate Mass at Mount St. 
Vincent Chapel, where his sister Helen lived until 
her death in 2018; Mary had died there in 2012. 

Up until just a few weeks before his death, on June 
28, 2021, he was celebrating Mass, though with as-
sistance from others at St. John. 

Father Connelly’s Funeral Mass was celebrated at a 
nearly full Sacred Heart, Newton, on July 3, 2021. 
North Regional Bishop Mark O’Connell was the 
principal celebrant and was joined by some 42 con-
celebrants, including Auxiliary Bishops Emeriti 
John Dooher and Arthur Kennedy; Msgr. Kevin 
O'Leary, rector of the Metropolitan Cathedral of 
the Holy Cross; Father Daniel Riley, the present 
pastor of Sacred Heart and Our Lady Help of 
Christians, both in Newton; Father James Laugh-
lin, pastor of St. John the Evangelist and St. Paul, 
both in Wellesley; Father Bryan Hehir, who served 
as homilist; Father Frank Silva, pastor of St. Irene, 
Carlisle, and Holy Family, Concord; Msgr. George 
Carlson, senior priest of the archdiocese; Father 
Thomas Buckley, senior priest at Regina Cleri and 
former fellow seminary faculty member; Father 
Stephen E. Salocks, rector, St. John Seminary, 
Brighton; and Father Robert Kickham, secretary of 
His Eminence, the Cardinal. 

Following the Funeral Mass, Father Connelly was 
buried in Brookline’s Holyhood Cemetery with his 
parents and sisters.  
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The choir sings for Fr. Connelly at his retirement party, June 2013. 

Early morning travelogue homilies: North Africa though Asia and Europe to Vermont 

One of the characteristics of Father’s early morning homilies was their geographic diversity. I remember 
one where he talked about St. Augustine of Hippo. He then moved Catholicism across North Africa 
around the fertile crescent across Asia into Southern Europe. He ultimately brought it through the British 
Isles and across the Atlantic into Vermont. I left church with my head spinning with new information 
and asked another attendee if we could go anywhere else and travel across North Africa, around the Medi-
terranean and then across the Atlantic in 15 or 20 minutes. It was awesome to say the least! 

—Ed Mitchell 

Clockwise from left: Pastor’s Party in February 1990; Blessing of Confirmandi; with Peter Sorrentino, former parishioner in 
June 1988 

All photos courtesy of Janet DeSimone 
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A note in the bulletin from Fr. Connelly to Bernie and Peter Castellanos 

“It is not unusual for so many of our parents to rejoice in the birth of a grandchild. In fact, many of our 
wonderful parishioners have a good number of grandchildren. However, in the case of Peter and Berna-
dette Castellanos, things are just a little different. They are presently rejoicing in the birth of their 11th 
grandchild. As it so happens, all the grandchildren are boys. Be patient, Bernie and Peter. I’m sure the 
next several will be girls.” 

With Winnie Murphy, with 
whom he worked for many years 

First Communion, May 1990 
Courtesy of Janet DeSimone 
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As a child, I heard of a first cousin of a neighbor who was none other than Cardinal Cushing in 

Boston. Little did I know that one day I would live in his parish in Newton. When one arrived in 

a new place, an association of a connection was comforting to a new arrival in a strange place. 

One day I saw the painting of the Cardinal in the rectory, and the uncanny resemblance to his 

cousin, Annie, back in Ireland amazed me. In time, all that was new became every day, but the 

thought of that connection remains memorable. 

In time, one got to know another of the cloth, Fr. John Connelly. His education marinated in a 

dignified presence gave one a sense of being in the company of someone special. Still, his genet-

ic inheritance very often spouted like a fountain in his well-cared-for garden of knowledge as his 

Irishness and wit flowed. When he opened up, a kind, good man became your companion in 

the room. His journey as a young man in the Second World War and the decision in the war 

zone with its carnage where he and his friend decided to enter the church made him into the 

man he was. The tragic loss of that friend in the Battle of the Bulge did not deter Fr. John and 

only propelled him forward to a long career in the Church’s service.  

I have a cousin in the Society of Jesus funded by Cardinal Cushing, and as great as that organiza-

tion is, I found Fr. John embraced his mission with great zeal and was an excellent friend. The 

one-time wonder of the Cardinal whose family hailed from County Cork has now moved a little 

to the shadows when one remembers the goodness of Fr. John. May he rest in peace.  

  

—Tim Murphy  

Chris May served with Father Connelly at Sacred 
Heart, and we were honored when he came to cele-
brate Chris’s graduation from Newton South in 
2008.  

—Teddi May 

June 1988 
Courtesy of Janet DeSimone 
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Memories of Fr. Connelly 

It’s hard to know where to start, because there are so many stories to be told. Perhaps it’s best to 

start at the very beginning, with what I remember of his first homily. As he introduced himself 

to us at those first weekend Masses, he said he had very modest (my emphasis) expectations – 

just excellent liturgies, excellent music, etc. I thought to myself, this man has a sense of humor.  

Over the years, we came to appreciate his quick wit. When the person who had previously coor-

dinated the altar decorations left the parish, Janet DeSimone and I offered to help out. He ac-

cepted on one condition: that we spend less money than our predecessor, who, he said, “never 

met a flower he didn’t like”. I hope we didn’t disappoint him. At least, he never complained. 

He was completely devoted to his responsibilities as pastor. When he was well into his 80s, and 

it was obvious that getting down on his knees and then up was becoming difficult, the members 

of the Liturgy Committee tried to suggest that perhaps we could find an alternative way to do the 

Washing of the Feet at the Holy Thursday liturgy. He would have none of it; he would kneel in 

front of each parishioner. We asked if he would at least consider wearing knee pads – they 

wouldn’t show under his vestments. As far as I know, he never did. 

As his 90th birthday approached, a few parishioners began to discuss what could be done to cel-

ebrate. He made it clear that he didn’t want any party or presents, but people were determined 

to do something. We came up with the idea of making a donation to St John’s Seminary in his 

honor. An announcement to parishioners 

couldn’t be made at Masses, of course; 

but, knowing that he didn’t read email, we 

used all the parish email distribution lists 

we could find. The gifts poured in. Peg 

Miller, our administrative assistant, pre-

sented our “gift”. For maybe the only time 

in his time as pastor, he was speechless. 

He wanted to know how this could have 

been arranged without him hearing about 

it. 

And finally, the dedication of the bench in 

Our Lady’s Garden: a sizable congregation 

gathered after a 4:00pm Mass in Novem-

ber. Fr. Sassani spoke briefly and gave a 

blessing. Fr. Connelly pointed out that the 

Pope has the Chair of Peter, but now he 

had the Bench of John. I’d like to invite 

everyone to visit the Garden (behind the 

convent building), sit on his bench, and say 

a prayer for a wonderful priest “who let his 

light shine on this parish for 30 years”. 

—Cathy Schneider 
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One of his sermons has stayed with me 

for years.  He always emphasized the 

word COVENANT during the   

Consecration. Once in a sermon he 

went on at great length to speak of the 

God’s continual love for us,  

by emphasizing the continuity of God’s 

covenants with Adam, Noah, Abraham, 

Moses, David and the new one with  

Jesus. As a history major I love that  

continuity through  millennia.  

- Kathie Long 

Helper during periods of arm injury 

Many a morning, I was privileged to serve Mass for Father Connelly.  

Helping was probably most appreciated after he broke his arm in a 

fall. He would come onto the downstairs altar via the side door on the 

left. I would go to the altar to help with water and wine and washing 

of the “hands”. He would say the Mass with one hand, and I knew 

that that was very novel. In the old days, according to fifth grade 

teacher Sister Raymonda at St. William’s School in Dorchester, if all 

the fingers and hands were not available, a priest needed high level 

approval to say Mass. After each Mass, I would jump up to open the 

door for him. After a while, Father’s arm healed but I kept opening 

the door. Why would I stop? After one Mass, I told Father that I had 

an ulterior motive in continuing the “openings”. I suggested that if he 

got to the Pearly Gates before me and he was able to find a small door 

that he could leave open a crack for me, it would be greatly  

appreciated. He laughed and suggested that we had a deal. 

—Ed Mitchell 
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Father Connelly, a great loss!  

I am sure he is in heaven. I  

admired him so much; he is in a 

framed photo in my living room 

next to John F. Kennedy.  

—Mary Nicolazzo 

Perennial tradere Homily 

At least once a year, Father would 

give one Homily that I feel he loved 

and felt very strongly about. The 

TRADERE homily where he translat-

ed the Latin word into “to hand over”. 

He would very eloquently explain 

how willingly and obediently our  

Savior handed Himself over to the  

torturers. Then he would suggest the 

second TRADERE meaning to hand 

over as a traitor such as Judas would 

do. (Maybe I remembered this homily 

because of my failed, 4-year attempt 

to learn much Latin in high school.! 

At least I knew it was a verb!!!)  

— Ed Mitchell 

Fr. Connelly at the Guild Tea 
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Let your light shine before 
men in such a way that they 

may see your good works, and 
glorify your Father who is in 

heaven. 

 

Thank you for your light,  

Father Connelly! 


