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Good morning everyone and thank you for coming today.  I am Patrick, the 

second of Matthew’s brothers.  

On behalf of my mother Shirley, my brother Michael, Alex and their family, my 

sister Jennifer and her family and my wife Jennifer and our family I would like to 

express our thanks to all the people who have told us such wonderful stories and 

memories of their time with Matthew. All the online posts are truly appreciated 

too as they show how much Matthew was loved by all who met him. 

His death is a horrible tragedy, a life cut short by a car accident. But if Matthew 

could endure 7 years of cancer with grace, dignity and sense of humour, I know 

we can find a lot of beautiful moments  amidst our grief. 

Today I would like to offer up my reflections and those of my brother sister to 

give you a glimpse of Matthew as the youngest member of our family. 

Jennifer writes: 

He came to Mom’s for a birthday supper one year, and was joined later by a few 

other priests and one of his parishioners – I think there were 4 guitars – it was lot 

fun, nice harmonies, I thought Matthew was going to stomp his foot through the 

floor – he loved music and when he was into something he was all in. 

Likewise camping, he would rather camp than get a room somewhere, He 

absolutely loved camping, “If you’re roughing it, you’re doing it wrong” was his 

motto. He never travelled light, he had tons of gear. 

He was the best person ever to go camping with. When my kids were young he 

came with us, he pulled them around in an inflatable dinghy to a cluster of rocks 

he named “poop island”, the kids had a great time thanks to Uncle Matt, he also 

taught them how to make armpit fart noises and to squirt water through their 

hands that same summer, Matthew was a lot of fun. 

 

 



Michael remembers: 

As a four year old in California, after the post euchre toilet trip in the 

campground, and unbeknownst to all that r Matthew had consumed everyone’s 

red wine dregs, he couldn’t find the door out of the bathroom and walked into 

the wall 3 times. 

Matthew was a fanatical Hamilton Tiger Cats fan, he brought me to a game during 

a torrential rain storm when the Tiger Cats were playing at the university of 

Guelph, at the end of the game Matthew and I and only a few other fans 

remained. 

We had a constant discussion about books, movies and ideas particularly about 

education, theology and philosophy.  

Sunday night was the Toronto Star quiz, which they would do over the phone and 

was always a fun time. 

Matthew made me laugh more than any other person……. 

Matthew and I were only 17 months apart, as young boys we did so many things 

together: 

We played together took swimming lessons together read comic books 

together 

Played catch together Played sandlot baseball with our neighbours the 

Nieulands   

we shot hoops together waiting for the school bus  we shot our cap guns 

together   we played action figures together – he had Batman, I had Robin – I 

always wanted Batman,  we were altar boys together in this church,  we 

went fishing at the dam together,  we would ride our bikes together to the 

library as we both had a love of reading,  we played board games together-  I 

loved playing Sorry as I couldn’t wait to land on him and send him home, he was 

the kinder of the two of us obviously, a skill that would serve him well later on. 



We also shared a paper route together, my route was approximately 3X the 

distance of his but I would always finish first as Matthew was never one to be 

bothered by time constraints, he would examine every rock and stick along the 

way, one day he even came home with a cat. An early sign of how he embraced 

the marginalized of society. 

I had a wonderful childhood with him. 

During our teenage years we still did a lot of things together but also began going 

our separate ways. 

We picked tobacco together for a couple of summers. I still remember one cold 

and wet September morning, the field was still half dark in the sunrise, I was 

freezing, wet, had four layers and a toque on and I remember looking across the 

rows of tobacco at him and there he was only wearing an undershirt and already 

sweating profusely. 

I think this is why he twice requested to go up north, either Churchill or the Yukon 

as he once told me winters in Ontario were too hot. 

In high school I took grade 11 history with him which as I look back was truly my 

favourite course, we both had a love of history we got from our parents and we 

got to be together. 

Matthew was always well loved in high school, he had many friends and was 

loved by all the various cliques of people that made up the school community. 

Many of you might not know that Matty was an athlete in high school. He was an 

excellent curler on the school team and he played offensive line on the football 

team. We were lucky to play together for two seasons. 

I remember after I had graduated, I came to watch Matty play in the league 

championship.  This one play, Matty was on kick return and he was blocking for 

the ball carrier behind him. A player on the other team tried to go through Matty 

to get the ball carrier. It was the worst decision of his life. Matthew hit this poor 

fellow so hard that he flew back 5 yards.  



Matthew was also on the school debate team which made the provincial finals 

one year. This is where he began to hone his skills as a communicator a skill that 

served him well as a priest. 

After high school Matthew entered the seminary at St. Peter’s in London and 

shortly thereafter they asked him to leave as I don’t think Matthew worked too 

well with other people’s timelines as many of you can probably appreciate. But as 

always during his year of exile, Matthew embraced his situation, got a job in a 

convenience store, endeared himself to the owner and his family and were life 

long friends. 

One summer Matthew got a job planting tree up north. We all thought, “Well, 

okay, good luck, stay in touch…” He left and then we didn’t hear back from him 

for weeks. I called his employer and he said “Oh yeah, the priest guy, he quit after 

the first day….”  

As my mom was getting worried, I was working at the Police College so I had my 

friends run a little investigation, no sightings or word from him. He was missing.  

As it turns out Matthew had joined a construction company and was working at 

sites around the province. His work crew consisted mainly of very colourful 

characters who when they learned that he was studying to be a priest tempted 

him left and right. Ultimately Matthew spread the gospel to them in his own way, 

and as a sign of solidarity with them he shaved his head bald. When I eventually 

picked him up at the bus station, I did not recognize him, he had lost a ton of 

weight and put on a ton of muscle, he looked like a giant muscular punk rocker. 

As his brother I gave him heck about going so long with talking to everyone to 

which he replied he was sorry but it wasn’t a big deal, in fact he had driven by 

mom’s house a few times that summer.  

He was on his own timeline and that was one of his most beautiful qualities, he 

was always present with people in the moment. 



Matthew graduated from the seminary, was ordained in this church and held his 

first mass in this church. We knew he had chosen the right career for him and we 

were so proud of him. 

Matthew knitted sweaters for new born babies, he used Simpson references in his 

homilies probably more than any other priest, he celebrated all the marriages in 

our families, all the births of his nieces and nephews, he grieved the losses of our 

dad, of my nephew Tyler, my first wife, he lovingly embraced my new wife and my 

new sons and showed them nothing but love and acceptance. 

Matthew would always show up whenever we asked him to. We asked him to 

meet us in Banff, he was in the Yukon – no problem, I will be there. We always 

had a lot of celebrations at our home, there was always a birthday, graduation or 

Grey Cup or Super Bowl – he was always there, driving 5 hours round trip. He 

would show up with his pulled pork, chicken wings or any other recipe he was 

proud to share. 

One time he drove over but could only stay for 20 minutes. But it was important 

for him to be there. Being there, being present and showing up was a wonderful 

legacy he has left for me and my family. 

He and I would golf in the summers, share a few quiet swear words on the course 

together, then share a beer after, we would go to Ti Cat games together, I tried to 

get to chemo with him, the last time after chemo, we ate sandwiches from the 

grocery store in Wingham  just sitting in the back of his truck and he was  just 

talking about what was going on in his life, his church, not the fact that he had 

just finished chemo that day. He talked of his retirement goals and dreams. 

I know Matthew tried to be present in all your lives to. Raise your hand if he was 

usually late. Raise your hand again if he blamed someone else or something for 

being late 

The last time I saw Matthew was the Friday before he died. He wanted to see his 

Tiger Cats beat the Argos in Toronto. He was late. He blamed the fish in his tacos. 



Time didn’t matter to Matthew, people, parishioners, friends were what mattered 

and he gave them all the time they needed. He was caring, accepting, loving and 

saw the good in everyone. I know God is proud of the work he did on this earth as 

we all are. 

The last words I said to Matthew were at the football game, again I was cold and 

wet and just thinking about my warm bed, not that this would be the last time I 

would see him again, I looked over he was just as wet but it didn’t bother him, I 

said, I guess the next time I will see you is at the Grey Cup and I left and that was 

it. 

I would like to leave you with an email that was shared with me after Matthew’s 

death. It is from a teacher on my staff at St. David’s. She has been in the school 

for a few years, very nice person I have had a few conversations with her but not 

someone I knew very well. This puts into words what Matthew was all about and 

what affect he had on people. 

Hi Pat, 
 
I am so very sorry to hear about the loss of your brother, Father Matt.  
 
I grew up attending mass at St. Mary's Parish in Tillsonburg and was fortunate to 
have Father Matt as my parish priest for a few years. He was a kind, loving, gentle 
giant, who helped me immensely during some difficult times in my life.  
 
At 18 years old I became pregnant with my son. I was very lost and confused (and 
angry with the world). I almost lost my faith, but Father Matt offered me 
kindness, guidance, and love, welcoming me and my unborn child when I felt 
most alone. He got me through those first few difficult months and baptized my 
son Sean in 2006.  
 
I had no idea the two of you were related. I always knew him as Father Matt--not 
George, and so I never made the connection. 
 
I want you to know that he was a source of light in my life when I had very little 
hope. He inspired me to teach Religion--I wish I had the chance to tell him that.  
 



If there is anything you need, please don't hesitate to ask.  
 
My family is keeping you all in our prayers. 
 

Matthew we love you, we will miss you but at the same time we are so proud of 

you as a person and all the wonderful things you have accomplished during your 

short time on this earth. I was lucky to have you as a brother. 

I know you aren’t far away and I look forward to seeing you again one day. 

 


