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and the capacity to integrate all this into a unified music experience. 
One significant difference for an editor of such journals is that their 
symphony is always unfinished and the editor is forced with the 
continuing task of combining integration with innovation’. This 
Ronan has done superbly and he has never missed a single issue 
since he became editor in 1977. We thank him, bless him, and we 
sincerely plead for his help in the future.

Someone has said: ‘Old men go to meet death; death comes to 
young men’. Ronan Drury may have lived many years but one 
hesitates to call him old. The acute mind, the accurate observation, 
the quick sensitivity, the frequent pause for ‘word play’, all do not 
permit the use of the term old. But he went to meet death, armed 
with faith and grace, faith and grace that has built up in him over a 
lifetime of Christian living.

Death has been beckoning for some time, certainly for the past 
year, but Ronan put up a gentle but firm fight. ‘Fight’ is too strong 
a word because Ronan was not a fighting man. ‘Gentle resistance’ 
was more his style. However, death, as always, had to win and 
the great contest ended with dignity on Thursday last. We salute 
his many helpers, especially Maria Flood, who was so good and 
helpful in every way.

In chapter 34 of the Book of Deuteronomy, we read of Moses 
ascending Mount Nebo, across from Jericho. From the Mountain 
he looked into the promised land which was about to become the 
land of the chosen people whom he had led for many years. Moses 
was about to die but the writer tells us that ‘his eye was not dim’ 
- the latin translation has a beautiful ring to it, a ring which the late 
professor Tom Finan, supreme Latinist in this college, was alive 
to when he had it chiselled into the tombstone of Edward Kissane 
here in the college cemetery: ‘Non Caligavit Oculus Eius’ - ‘His 
eye was not dim’.

Like Kissane, the fine scripture scholar, the Kerryman and 
charming person, Ronan Drury was a priest of deep Christian faith. 
He was more than that. He had what I like to call ‘the surrounds 
of Christianity’ to an evident and impressive degree. His faith was 
packaged, as all true religious faith should be, in civilised, cultured 
interests and behaviour. His courteous manner, his refined and 
gentle disposition, his interest in the arts and music, his careful 
choice of careful words, all formed the Christian surrounds of a 
very Christian man. He will be seriously missed in Maynooth and 
in Mullagh, by his family and friends, by The Furrow writers and 
readers. We are all bereaved. But we should thank God for the 
memories. Amen.
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My Father’s Hands

Pádraig Standún

You could turn your hands to anything.
Trowel, float, cement, stone,
Scythe, sickle, sleán, saw.
Pick, plough, harrow, hoe.
Cow-calving, horse-training.
Thresher-chest of oats and barley,
Ready for winter feeding.

Last time I saw your hands,
Beadsbound, white and waxy,
I wondered at the waste of talent.

That right hand took the tongs
To tame the devil each Christmas Eve.
Broke his back with gusto
Among burning turfsods.

Have you seen him in the yonder?
Met him at a rave in Many Mansions?
“Is the backbone as supple as ever?” you ask.
The dancing devil laughs it off:
“You did wonders for my slipped disk.”


