A memory is a wish

cast adrift on a sea of dreams,

It's the silky wings of hope

traveling aloft on the breeze of possibilities.

A memory is the world as

you want it to be,

A vision of some cherished moment

no one else can see.
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My Cherished Moments with the Reilly’s

By Mary Foley Morgan

     I have spent the last days reflecting on my childhood and how much a part of it your family was.  I reflect on the summers spent on Cape Cod.  Timmy was just a baby.  Deborah and I were the babysitters (didn't do much of that though).  Our days were overflowing with fun, play at the beach, trips to local events and sights, and let’s not forget a trip to Toby Hospital.  I contemplated breakfast at the kitchen table with Uncle Chuck pouring orange juice in a glass, just to have the juice pour out a small hole in the bottom, like a small fountain.  A pantry full of Bazooka bubble gum and a refrigerator that always had lemons. (what an odd thing to remember) I thought of Aunt Claire and Uncle Chuck trying to keep secret that mom and dad rented the house up the street.  Not that they did a great job of it though, considering we could see the house from theirs and dad unpacking the car. 

      I lovingly remember the rides in the station wagon from Boston to New Rochelle. They seemed long and loud but the final destination was time with the Reilly’s, on their turf.  Oh, and how could I forget the Reilly’s neighbor who fed us bologna sandwiches with chunks of hard, cold butter on the bread (YUCK).  We had to eat them anyway because that was the polite thing to do.  I have also churned up memories of the trips the Reilly’s made to Nana’s house, especially the yearly trek for the Holy Cross game. One visit the Foley’s always looked forward to! Though Timmy was a babe, he was always a mammoth presence.  He was full of enthusiasm in his childhood and matured into a man who never lost that quality. Tim loved life and lived it to its fullest.  The most appealing quality I know about Tim is no matter what his surroundings, he made time for others.  When Aunt Alice passed I was staying with Paula and Tim came to visit.  He sat for the longest time occupying my children by magically pulling quarters out of their ears as they squealed with delight.  Tim truly knew how to make the most of a moment. Tim was a man of compassion, a man of integrity, a man of determination, a man with a sense of humor, a man with a sense of family, and man with the desire to make the world a better place for the ones he loved.  My one regret is that I did not spend enough time with Tim in our adult lives. All that knew and loved him will sorely miss Tim. May God bless all the Reilly’s and extended family and keep you all in the comfort of His love and grace. I love you and continue to hold you in my thoughts and prayers.

Mary

