THOUGHTS OF A NEPHEW  

By, Thomas Hughes

Tim Reilly lived a life that most of us only dreamed of. He smoked, he drank and he talked to millions of people. He was a New York Guy one who was right at home with those people who sweated out their very existence or the ones who knew riches and fame.

The image of Tim meeting someone for the first time, putting his hand out saying “ Hi, Tim Reilly” will always be a fond memory.

Fond memories: as the days pass more thoughts of Tim’s abilities to be part of so many lives keep breaking through the fog of grief and bring, however briefly, rays of sunshine.

My wing of the family really got to know Tim when he attended Stonehill College. Our home was only a few miles away in Brockton. Tim was homesick so it was natural that he seeks some comfort with our family. Within two minuets Aunt Alice had her fourth son. He came often mostly for Sunday dinner.  He always brought his dirty laundry, which Alice would take care of. He also wanted to know if his Uncle had a good day at the Track because maybe he would get some beer money for the week.  This was the start of a long and deep friendship between Tim and my sons. He was such a good guy to those young boys who would go to his dorm room in O’Hara Hall early on a weekend morning and wake him up. Not realizing that the weekend nights of a college man meant long weekend sleeps. Tim never complained, indeed he entertained them all day.

When Alice took sick and cancer beat her, Tim was there. I think he knew how deeply his aunt loved him.  He became Dan’s best friend. When Dan was in his deepest depression it was Tim he reached out for and it was Tim who saved his life. I and my sons owed him much.

I can honestly say I never saw Tim get angry. I also never heard him say a bad word about anyone.  The only time I saw him disappointed was when he was not the first with family gossip. Tim was the telegraph of the clan. A role he took very seriously.  Tim loved his Mother as sons do. He traveled extensively with her and enjoyed every minute. And somehow I do not think it slowed him down one bit.

His sisters and brothers were part of him. Just recently he gave away Mo to her husband John. They tell me he was nervous.  Most likely he wanted a cig. He loved them all with a passion that burned with an intense glow.

Of all the members of this large family I think Tim was the glue. Be it good times or bad.  He was there.  He will be missed.

He was a New York City Guy.  He lived his life to the fullest.

“Hi, Tim Reilly”

