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GOOD MORNING
'What I shall miss is being in a position to be in the company of Bossy all day.  The more I see of her, the more I want to see of her.  She is a good companion.  Good companions are few and far between in my daily experience.  As of Bossy's company, I would wish for more than a few hours a day.
My Uncle Artie died in Dublin eighteen months ago.  He lived simply and left little other than the 50 volumes of his diary.  He was extraordinary.  Very intelligent - very spiritual with an almost saintly simplicity on the edge of it.  In his diaries, he wrote about a tightly-knit cast of friends, colleagues and characters.   He constructed a world and lived inside it.  Good friend, raconteur, marathon runner into his 70's, priest who might have been - he was a character and, as you might expect, pretty impossible to deal with.  He was one of those people to whom one is always on the edge of saying, 'Does it come naturally to you to be this difficult or do you have to work at it?'
'Bossy the good companion was Bertie who became his wife.  And it seems to me that this is a moment of reality and openness in his writing.  Often he just pours out words - which is a useful way of preventing anybody from getting uncomfortably close.
I haven't read the 50 volumes - they are written in microscopically small handwriting which would take the eye out of your head.  Let me tell you why I shall remember this bit.
All of us do what they sometimes call 'front of house'. We create images and pictures of ourselves which are the way we would like others to see us.  Strong, confident, self-reliant, clever.  But inside all of us is the reality of 'good companions are few and far between'. I think that that is where the spirituality lives - where we are open and vulnerable and know how much we need to be loved by others and by God.
That sounds like a religious statement - but it just expresses what I believe to be a universal searching that goes on in all of us.  It's the search for meaning and for love. 
