Friday, September 28, 2001

Friend...


"To laugh often and love much; to win the respect of intelligent persons and the affection of children; to earn the approbation of honest critics; to appreciate beauty; to give one's self; to leave the world a bit better, whether by a healthy child, a garden patch, or a redeemed social condition; to have played and laughed with enthusiasm and sung with exultation; to know even one life has breathed easier because you have lived -- that is to succeed."   I am certain that Ralph Waldo Emerson had Tim Reilly envisioned when he penned this a century and a half or so ago.  Tim was my cousin.  He was also my friend.  He was most certainly a success.


My world is a much better place for having been graced by Tim.  There is no treasure on earth more valuable, nor as rare than that of a true friend.  A true friend in someone who loves you unconditionally despite all your character flaws, in fact loves you more because of them.  It is someone who advises justly, assists readily, adventures boldly, takes all patiently, defends courageously, and continues a friend unchangeably.  Cousin Tim was all of these and more.


Throughout my adult life I have turned to Timmy on occasions too numerous to count for help, counsel and more often than not a simple hug.  He was a tremendous source of strength and comfort.  This summer, Riles saved my life when I tried to take it.  Throughout my month long convalesence in a Connecticut hospital, Timmy Timmy Tim Tim would faithfully make the hour and a half long drive to visit.  He brought new clothes to replace my hospital gurney.  He brought a toothbrush and toiletries.  He brought reading material.  He brought ciggarettes.  Most importantly, he brought himself.  His outpouring of love was the life preserver that kept me afloat in my hour of greatest need and deepest pain.  He had an uncanny knack of picking me up, repairing me and sending me back out with my head held high.  He made me believe in myself.  He made me happy to be alive.  


Timothena was a kind and gentle soul.  I never saw him get mad, not even when a wise arse cousin would push all the right buttons which I often did.  He was selfless, always putting the needs of others in front of his own.  He was generous.  Most of the time, his generous deeds went unnoticed.  TR5 never fished for the recognition that so many of us seek for doing good deeds. One perfect example of this selflessness occured following the death of my beloved mother.  Hal had wanted me to continue with my studies and finish graduate school on time. I kept that promise to my mother.  My family had prior committments and were unable to attend my graduation.  I was wallowing in self-pity that graduation day.  Feeling quite bad for myself, I dutifully walked to the podium and accepted my degree.  Upon taking hold of it, I looked out over the crowd only to see Timbo and his infectious smile beaming with great pride.  He had taken the day off from work and driven to Boston to be there for me.  His generosity did not stop there this May day.  He pulled out a checkbook and wrote a check for $1,000 for my 1980 Dodge Aspen, a car which he did not need.  The Aspen was maybe worth $100, but Timmy knew I was short cash.  I dont think that car ever made it back to Brooklyn.


In several ways Tim E. reminded me of my mother.  They were both perpetually happy.  Laughing came easily for them, as did conversation with complete strangers.  They were both unflagging in their love and loyalty to family.  I think this is the reason that they are the only two people in the expansive Hughes clan that were universally loved.  They had no enemies, only admirers.


Timmy has, in many ways, taught us how to live life.  He has showed us how to be true disciples of God.  It was in his selflessness that brought him happiness.  I liken Timmy to a modern day St. Francis of Assisi.  His prayer reminds me of how Timmy lived his life.  It is how I will try to live mine.


Lord, make me an instrument of thy peace.


Where there is hatred, let me sow love;


Where there is injury, pardon;


Where there is doubt, faith;


Where there is darkness, light;


And where there is sadness, joy.


O Divine Master, grant that I may not so much 


seek to be consoled as to console; to be


understood as to understand; to be loved


as to love.  For it is giving in that we receive, 


it is in pardoning that we are pardoned, and 


it is in dying that we are born to eternal life.


Whatever name you knew him by, you could always expect the same from Timmy - a vibrant smile, a firm handshake or hug and a warm greeting from someone who sincerely cared.  Timmy gave each of us so much.  He was truly a gift.  He will continue to give even in his death.  In the rush of daily living it is easy to forget all the remarkable people who have graced our lives.  Next time you are in need, close your eyes and imagine he is near for just a moment. You will realize that anyone who touched your heart is always with you, patiently waiting to emanate warmth and support whenever you think of them.  I know Timmy will be with me always.

May God Bless you and keep you my dear cousin.

Boona


