12

N

October 3, 2021

Roy Curtis
@roycurtis68

An Irish
funeral is
a precious
thing...
UNITED IN GREIF:
The Irish funeral
shows community’s
at their most tender
and most respctful

Email: rcurtis@sundayworld.com

IT began on Sunday last
when the father-in-law, a
kind, gentle, soulful man,
surrendered, after the
bravest fight, to the illness
which had ravaged him for
too many years.
It continued up to and beyond Friday’s beautiful and
moving laying to rest.

We don’t get everything right
on this slab of Atlantic rock we
call home.
But in the manner in which we
bid farewell to a fallen friend we
reveal the very best of ourselves.
An Irish funeral – along
with the sad, immensely difficult yet somehow lovely days
into which it is sandwiched – is
a precious thing.
In death, the community
reaches down to find something
life-affirming and untouchable,
something against which even
mortality is rendered impotent.
A parade of love that oozes catharsis. A healing coming together.
The respectful tenderness of
neighbours, their random acts
of goodness, form
unbending support
beams that assure
the world of those
grieving that it will
not topple.
It can be extraordinarily moving to
observe this bleed of
decency and dignity
and devotion. Here
is humanity at its
most thoughtful and
compassionate.
Some snapshots
from 48 hours in
which the midland
town of Mountmellick shone as
bright as any jewel.
People calling to the house,
laden down with sandwiches or
freshly baked cakes, or simply
wishing to donate every last
curative drop from their deep
well of empathy.
The scroll of condolences on RIP.
ie, words that amalgamate to form
a biography of a life well lived, that
reveal how the stilled heart laid
out in the next room touched and
improved so many lives.
People who never met the man,
but, who, wanting to offer the
pure oxygen of a friend’s embrace to his wife and children,
climb into their car without a
second thought and drive hundreds of miles.
Others searching for the right
words, fearful they are fumbling, wishing they could locate
some elusive lyrical formula to
make it all better, not realising
that just being there makes
every word right.
The parade of children standing to attention on both sides
of the road to the cemetery, a
junior guard of honour at the
school where he was principal
long before they were born.
The stories of how he fought
for the underdog, working tirelessly out of hours to bring the
life-changing gift of literacy to
those who might otherwise have
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been lost to hope and swallowed
by disadvantage.
The sustained applause that
greets the end of his eldest
son’s affection-soaked eulogy.
Each handclap a way of saying:
“We’re here for you.”
The proud country tradition of
walking behind the hearse to the
burial ground, the elderly declining a lift, daunted neither by the
chilled autumnal air nor the 1.7km
incline from church to verdant,
peaceful graveyard.
The dignity of those lining that
same road, crossing themselves
as the cortège passes, opposing
traffic pulling onto the kerb,
killing engines. A stranger’s
way of showing respect.
Grandchildren dissolving
in tears as they grapple with
Prayers of the Faithful or Communion reflection. All those
years of kindness overwhelming
their young, throbbing bodies.
The way the oldest of those
grandchildren, having crossed
from teenager to twentysomething, still calls this man who
doted on them all “gaga”.
The Galway flag atop the coffin, the strains of
Galway Bay filling
the church, a heartrending reminder of
his Tuam origins, a
song at that moment
invested with a power that steals the air
from every lung and
tears from every eye.
The recollection of
how, when Joe Connolly led Galway to
hurling’s promised
land in 1980, he
piled his four young
children into the car
and made the 150km journey
to Eyre Square. To soak in the
sense of place that was as vital
to him as the blood that coursed
through his veins.
The smiling portrait resting next
to the coffin, a reminder of Paraic
in his happy prime. A reminder
of how quickly the years speed by.
The authenticity with which locals hold and hug the bereaved,
the mending and consoling power of encouragements whispered
in ears. A life raft of love.
His daughter, not wishing to
further upset her dear mother,
retreating to a hidden corner of
the kitchen to empty herself of
the grief that weighs down the
entirety of her beautiful being.
And appearing beside her, as
if guided by a divine hand, is a
youthful nephew, wise beyond
his years, offering himself as
a pillow upon which to lay her
pain.
His wife of more than half a
century forlorn as the other
half of her is lowered to his final
resting place.
And at her shoulder, fortification against torment: Family,
friends, the good folk of the
Midland town by which she was
formed and shaped.
A community together and unbreakable. The mighty, tender
and healing essence of an Irish
farewell.

Their random
acts of goodness
form unbending
support beams
that assure the
world of those
grieving that it
will not topple
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WE REVEAL OUR BEST WHEN WE BID FAREWELL TO THE DEAD
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THE sheen of joy, the dazzle of
pride she has brought to Portland Row is more precious than
any Olympic medal.

Read these two glorious soundbites, let them land as crisply as
one of her right-left combinations
at your emotional core, and understand the glinting treasure
Kellie Harrington has gift-wrapped
and presented to Dublin’s north
inner city.

DOING
US ALL
PROUD:
Family and
neighbours
of Portland
Row cheer
on Kellie
Harrington’s
success

Portland Row
is a crucible
where sporting
legends are
forged...

“Do you know what, we were so low
after that lockdown and my God, this is
after lifting us. Like, Jesus, I feel like
roaring crying. You feel like you’re on
cloud nine, don’t you? It’s amazing,
the way that one person can lift you.”
Isn’t that a simply gorgeous articulation of what so many have felt this
past week?
That was Berno, a neighbour of the
Harringtons, getting to the nub of the
beautiful thing one of their own has
authored.
And this is Kellie’s Dad,
Christy, his heart almost
bursting as he flies a flag
for the place he knows only
as Home.
“This is not a disadvantaged area. This is a magic
area, and we have magic
here from all walks of life
doing very well. This is like
they all got their Covid
injection together.”
Clearly, there is class on
every branch of that family
tree.
Portland Row is a broad,
arrow-straight artery running from North Strand to
Summerhill.
This last week it has sat
merrily under a thick parasol of tricolour bunting.
A tapestry of green, white and orange
stretches to the horizon, like a vivid
airborne rug.
A magic carpet, a technicolour dreamcoat for these enchanted days.
The Five Lamps, an iconic Dublin landmark, an essential prop to
the city’s most irreverent punchline,
stands sentinel over the eastern borders of Kellie’s kingdom.
There is talk of lighting its five flames
in a colour that corresponds with the
medal the 31-year-old brings home.
Croke Park scrapes the sky on its
north-western outskirts; an abundance
of Hill 16 lifers walk these streets.
Portland Row is a crucible where
sporting legends are forged.
Before Kellie, there was Wes Hoolahan,
the cerebral playmaker who tattooed his
initials into the skin of Euro 2016. This
used to be his playground.
Stephen Elliott, another Irish international of recent vintage, dreamed
boyhood imaginings up the road.
For this past week, Portland Row
and the warren of little streets that
flow like tributaries into the big river,
have taken on the characteristics of a
diamond mine.
The place is sparkling like a Tiffany’s
window.
Every square foot is yielding gems
of intense pride, every resident
giving off the twinkle and glint of
community spirit.
Sometimes a neighbourhood doesn’t
have to reside within the silken folds of
privilege to feel rich.
It matters hugely yet it hardly mat-

ters at all whether the crown jewel
Kellie bore from the Ryogoku Kokugikan Arena this morning was shaded
gold or silver.
Her greatest victory has been the
manner in which she has hoisted her
homeplace onto the podium, shone an
inspiring light on an area often reduced
to grim caricature.
Inner city Dublin carries its scars:
The heroin needles have shot lifedestroying poison into too many veins;
unemployment has ransacked reserves
of self-worth.
But it is neither a one-dimensional
nor a grey place. Laughter and wit and
resilience are fundamental to the stories
of Portland Row and Sean McDermott
Street and Ballybough.
Harrington is loved around here
not merely because she is a supreme
athlete who has electrified the nation
with her postcards from Tokyo, but
because of another gold standard she
meets: The kind of person she is.
Bright, articulate and radiating an
essential goodness.
An exemplar and a heroine. Part of the fabric which
wraps around and warms a
locality.
When a house on nearby
Buckingham Street went up
in flames, Kellie auctioned
one of her boxing belts and
presented the money to the
family.
When Harrington joined
the local women in dawn
exercise classes through lockdown, it was never a big deal.
Rather, it came as naturally
to her as an intake of oxygen.
That’s the kind of stuff
you can’t teach. It’s called
class.
Remember her voice
breaking in the TV interview immediately after she
secured her bronze.
It was the bricks and mortar of her
neighbourhood streets and the people
who reside within them that colonised
her thoughts.
“I’m overwhelmed with emotions at
the moment…a bronze medal in my bag
from the Olympic Games…the support
that I’m getting from the community
back home, I’ve heard that its lit back
home, you know…
“And I’m just so happy – she’s prodding her chest now with a left hand still
cloaked in a fighter’s hand-wrap – my
emotions really come when it comes to
this, you know.
Because to be able to give them
something to be happy about and
to sing and dance for, you know,
it’s just one person, like lifting a bit
of a nation.”
Truly, it is when she exits the
ring, those fists of stone decommissioned, limbs that have whirled and
spun in a helicopter rotor blur for
nine minutes falling silent, that
Harrington lands her most powerful
punches.
Flurries of elation and wisdom; relief
and gratitude; hope and love.
The authenticity of this warrior woman from Dublin’s inner-city touches
us precisely where the heart resides.
It might even prompt a reworking
of that immortal punchline known to
every child of Dublin.
Do you know the Five Lamps?
Well, follow its light and you will find
the street that gave the world Kellie
Harrington.

This is not a
}
disadvantaged

area. This is a
magic area,and
we have magic
here from all
walks of life
doing very well.
This is like they
all got their
Covid injection
together
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IT TAKES A GREAT COMMUNITY TO HELP BUILD A TRUE CHAMP

