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THE MIRACLE AT O'HARE'S PUB

Far from the town, many, many miles away, down the long and spiralling road that goes past Darcy’s farm on the right-hand side, across the bridge which is over the stream that flows into Lough Corrib; further then - more a distance than the place at the fence with the field of sheep and the megalithic stone - is O’Hare’s pub. It is here - when somebody in the parish dies and a celebration of their life is in order – that wakes occur. And it is true, there are many other localities where mourning of the here-no-more can be arranged – and in fine style, too, but in O’Hare’s, on these occasions, though sadness has a way with them, and though whispers and tears climb and fall as the sing-song does, things are always different.

My name is Sean and I am walking the wilds of Galway to get there, to see them, to make their sadness happy again. It is raining and I am wet, but that does not matter at this time, because I have a job to do, to see them all right, to repair the damage of their psychological torment.

It takes me some time to reach the pub, and when I do get there I am welcomed by the landlord, a fine fella by the name of Emmet Glass. We know each other well, and have journeyed with our minds and voices on vast occasions with a pint o’ plain at hand, speaking of the days not yet arrived nostalgically and the ones already behind us with reverent anticipation.

We shake hands and he smiles at me. Yet I know it is a false one, for my pleasure only.

“What this time, Emmet?” I ask, walking through the door.

“Tis not good, Sean – it’s a young one,” Glass replies.

The children are always the most difficult: the families - meaning the parents – find it hard to accept the death, and their anger to the Big Man becomes legendary. When an older person passes - say someone over sixty - the loved ones’ attitude is usually conciliatory.

“How old?” I say moodily.

“Six.”

“You’ve got to be joking, man,” I say.

We walk in together. Around – seated and dressed darkly - are the women submitting to their grief in sobs and the menfolk in crusty silence. I acknowledge them and head for the bar and the door which leads to Glass’s living quarters.

“I haven’t had one like this since the O’Malley boy,” I say.

“I know, and it will be hard, to be sure,” Glass replies.

I’ll have to be on my best form today, and there will be no room for error.

“I know you can do it, Sean,” Glass says confidently.

“Thanks,” I reply.

“Are you ready to go back in there?”

“I am, yes.”

I take a deep breath and head back into the lounge area.

“Dear people gathered here today,” I begin like my priest at St. Vincent’s, shaking inwardly from the waist down. “I know the occasion at hand is a sad one for us all with the passing of the young fella, and at such a time words can seem vacuous and sloppy, but I must use them if I am to do my job-”

“And what is your job, sir?” a big and burly grey-haired fella shouts at me in an angry voice, and I can only presume he is a grandfather of the dead boy.

“I am here – in the flesh – to assist you in healing your grief, sir.”

“And what if, sir, I, or my fellow mourners, are in need of it not?”

I look at him with an empty voice full of words that won’t introduce themselves - which, I have to say, is a rarity for me, and has not occurred since the O’Malley boy episode.

“But I think, sir, if you would just give me a moment, that you will,” I add. 

He’s annoyed. He says nothing to my retort, and I can tell he wants to thump me a good punch.

“Stop it, Samuel,” the old woman next to him hisses.” I suppose she’s his wife. At her side, sitting close to each other with hands together, their wrinkled and worn faces expressing clearly their sorrow, are the dead boy’s parents. 

They are silent: they seem to contain no fight for a fight with me at all, which I am happy about speaking honestly. I walk up to them respectfully, offering my hand and condolences. The woman smiles; the man looks down at the floor.

“If you give me the chance, I will heal your pain,” I say.

“Is that so?” the father says, his eyes still gazing at his shiny, black funeral shoes.

“It is, yes.”

“Then show me,” he says.

I look behind to Glass, and all I see from him is the fear in his eyes and I know he wants to shatter into a million little pieces. His doubt is my anxiety. What now? I ask myself knowing these next words could make or break my attempt to alleviate in the people before me the agony they are suffering from.

“And so I shall show you, sir,” I begin in unbridled emotion. I take a deep breath, then start: “People before me, here at this sad time to say farewell to a beloved young boy, a spring of youth, a youthful tree, a tree done in, its end of day. And I must say, right here, right now, I see a cow up on that tree – the boy there too, he’s hanging down, like a clown, a clown...” They are looking at me as I go on with my jocular interior externalizing itself, and I don’t know if I am winning them over or not. I glance an eye at Glass: his emotions are so transparent I can hardly tell it’s him. I know I have to go on, as now, more so than in the O’Malley case, my abilities will be stretched beyond even a poor and quare Irishman’s torso on the rack as in Medieval times on the behest of Edward Longshanks. The pause is long, too long, and I must continue if I am to save them from sadness. I smile, scan their faces and begin once more: “But that was just a joke, tasteless... yes, but I was only trying to help you contain the grief for the small fella gone to the man upstairs...”

They are still looking at me like I have escaped from the local hospital for mad people, which, if I were on their side of the room, I would have the same opinion of myself – yet I continue: “...upstairs, to be with him and, not discounting it, His love – for God’s love is the love of all loves, and stronger, I say, stronger by more than I can describe. And when...” I stop myself and lean into the mother’s ear: “...what was the young fella’s name?” I ask in a whisper.

“Kevin Michael Flynn,” she says, sobbing.

“...and when Kevin Michael Flynn is there, with our Man, in His arms as they say, there will be no pain for you-”

The father stands up, infuriated, breaking me from my poetic flow. I’m in shock; Glass is breaking from it. The father walks up to me, moving in strident motion, and I can only surmise I will be joining Flynn junior as soon as his ol’ fella’s had his pugilistic way with me.

“What do you mean,” the father begins, teeth grinding and eyes bloodshot, “when he is there – are you implying, sir, that my little boy is not there, meaning in Heaven, with our blessed Father already?”

There are gasps from those around. Glass’s look is clear to me: he is shattered and embarrassed by it all.

“You misunderstood me, sir... what I was implying, when I implied it, was in no way to disrespect the memory of your dear son. Of course he is there now, at this time, enjoying the holy company of Our Father.”

“He is, is he?”

“Yes,” I reply, the word forced out of my mouth like a liberated fart.

“Then why did you report it otherwise, sir?”

“I reported it that way, sir, so as to underline in my own unique style your dear son’s journey to him – as it is not every day it happens to us, even to the dead.”

Again I fear the worst.

“So, dear sir, most trusted confidant of Mr Glass, the owner of this establishment, if that is what you believe – that it is a unique journey of all things – then why haven’t you undertaken it by killing yourself?”

I think for a second, before realizing his statement unreasonable.

“I have not taken my own life, sir, because it is the unchristian thing to do.”

“In that case, sir, I think it is not – and I can even help you do it with a nice swing of my shillelagh across the back of your head.”

I am giving him the benefit of the doubt, you see, in respect to his unfortunate loss and – because the tears are almost bursting from his tear ducts - my compassion.

“I am only trying to help you, sir,” I say.

“Are you now?” he replies with what I can clearly see are clenched fists.

“Yes.”

“Well, I’ll tell you, sir,” he looks behind to his wife, “you’re doing quite the opposite, and have yet to dilute our sorrow by even an inch.”

I look at Glass again and can see cracks appearing on his face, and I sense he’s feeling the pressure. This has to be the hardest family we’ve ever had. If they keep it up, this could be the end of our beautiful partnership.
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