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former Cavan goalkeeper Tom

MacIntyre, once asked about
the impact of the great Cavan team of
the late 1940s, remarked that, such
was the footballmania in this county,
the best players became “mythical
on the instant”.
And it’s true; interviews with others
recalling that time and this place
chime with MacIntyre’s contention.
Those All-Ireland winners were
superheroes; they had not only been
feted in America butwon a final
there and retained it in Croke Park a
year later.
They were from and of Cavan and
came from all strata of society - in
1947, the team included an AWOL
army man and a military officer, a
farmer and a future Téanaiste, a future
judge and a carpenter.
When MacIntyre was a boy, arisen
from his sick bed after a long spell
convalescing, he spotted Tony Tighe,
one of Cavan’s greatest footballer,
cutting a dash as he crossed the
drowsy Main Street in Bailieborough.
“I staggered home in a bit of a state,”
he wrote.
““What’s up with you?”’ ‘I just saw
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It’s afamily affair! James Brady, Hall of Fame Inductee pictured with his

wife Madeline, son Aldan, daughter Maeve & Grandson Hughat The Anglo
Celt Community & Sports Awards on Thursday at the Cavan Crystal Hotel.
See pages 12-16 for full coverage from the awards.

Tony Tighe,’ Isaid, ‘Over there on the
street’,” he wrote.

“My parents smiled understandingly.
They knew, all knew, the value of
heroes.”

MacIntyre was inspired and he grew
up to be a good footballer himself,
representing Cavan at senior level
and once saving two penalties in

an Ulster Championship match
against Monaghan. One of his
teammates for a while - and, indeed,
in that particular derby matchin
1958 - was James Brady, a bustling
young forward from Arva, who last
Thursday was the recipient of the
Hall of Fame award at The Anglo-Celt
Community and Sports Awards at the
Cavan Crystal Hotel.

James, too, knows the value of

heroes. He was last to take the stage,
after ClIr Philip Brady had collected
the Sports Star of the Year award

on behalf of his brother Paul, who
was on handball duty in Springfield,
Missouri at the US Nationals.

“You had Phil Brady from
Mullahoran before me,” James, 90
years of age and still working as a vet
in Co Offaly, said.

“Well, I remember the famous Phil
Brady, who was on the Cavan team
who went to the Polo Grounds in
1947, he was playing midfield.

“I can remember as a child seeing
that man, God rest him, cycling
around Middletown whenwe’d only
be coming home from thebog on a
summer’s evening.

“And the inspiration we got, I can

still see him vividly on the road near
his home, cycling. And he wassucha
fine figure of a man... A man like him
in the locality was such a tremendous
inspiration to play football.”
Maybe that was why the game held
the county in complete thrall, a
flame so bright that its afterglow has
sustained a warmth towards football
in this county long after the trophies
stopped coming with any degree of
regularity.
“As ayoung lad growing up, there
was two things I wanted out of life. I
wanted to become a vet and I wanted
to wear the Cavan jersey,” hesaid.
“And thank God I achieved both!”
The middle child of 11, born in
Gurteen in Arva, James recalled to
the enthralled audience: “Growing
up in the 40s and "50s as a youngster
in Cavan, Gaelic football was our
God!”
After St Pat’s, James moved on to
UCD, where he won four Sigerson
Cup medals. When he thinks back
now, it’s the craic he recalls most.
“From Cavan, we had a great
representation. I had my great fiend,
God rest him, who left us quite a
while ago, Charlie Gallagher from
Cootehill. He was as good a forward
as I have ever seen play. And Jim
McDonnell, I celebrated his 90th
birthday here with him a couple of
weeks ago,” he regaled the crowd.
“We had played with St Pat’s together
and minor together so itwas kind of a
progression on.

James Brady - hero and a
worthy Hall of Fame recipient

“I loved going out to Belfield

after lectures and training. The
competition was strong for places,
there’s no doubt about that. You
went to lectures and you did a bit of
study and the Gaelic took over.

“And I used to love it because we had
to come down the country to play
matches on a Sunday and that’s when
the craic was. There were five of us
came in a Volkswagen Beetle, we
always met up at Barry’s Hotel and
there was great craic.

“I remember the late Tom Maguire
from Ballyconnell, God rest him,
Charlie Gallagher, God rest him, Noel
O'Reilly from Crosserlough, God rest
him, Jim McDonnell and myself. And
Tom Maguire was the biggest of the
five of us so he got the passenger seat.
“Noel owned the car so he was
driving. You had McDonnell and
myself and Gallagher in the back
seat. We’d leave Barry’s Hotel about
11 o’clock on a Sunday morning.
“Tom Maguire was a terrific
character, he’d sit round sideways

in the car and he’d hit me an awful
clatter on the knee and he’d say
‘doyou know what James, you're
overdue a blinder today!™

The 2025 Hall of Fame certainly
played a blinder last Thursday - and
that’s the beauty of the awards. It
allows time to pause and honour

the greats, of the present and the
past - because the “value of heroes”
MacIntyre described has never
diminished.

WORDSMITH
A wake to remember and a fun-filled festival...

Gerard
Smith

OVER the weekend I attended a
wake, sadly. Iwas reluctant to go as
Ididn’t know the elderly lady who'd
passed. Buta friend asked me to
accompany her, so I agreed to go
along. We were met at the doorby a
daughter of the deceased; who was
effusive in her welcome, hugging
me like I were a family member.
She led us into the kitchen where
others mingled in that slightly
awkward solemnity that surrounds
wakes. We were offered tea and
biscuits, of which there was plenty;
the refreshments were a welcome
distraction for me.

The daughter’s name was Susan;
and when she caught my friend’s eye
her shoulders shrugged, “Shur, I'm
up and down, you know how it is,”
she sofily said. My friend nodded
with a knowing empathy. Then,

Susan rushed to the door to
greet more mourners;
Iwas struck by her
stoicism.

I felt
uncomfortable,
| was a stranger
intruding ona
family’s grief,
itall felt a little
voyeuristic on
my part. When
Susan arrived back
there was an awkward
silence, which because of
my nerves and unease, I rather
rudely broke, “How old was your
mother?” I asked. Immediately
I regretted the intrusion of my
question. But Susan smiled, “She
was 83, a good age.” Her smile eased
me a little and I tentatively relaxed.

The body was being waked in the
adjacent living room, from whicha
younger family member emerged; I
assumed her to be a granddaughter.
She looked at my friend and I, “It’s
busy in there, come outside fora
bit of fresh air before you go in.” We

. followed her out the

- backinto a small

. courtyard like

space where

SR | seatswere
5 | arranged

4 ' inacircle.

taking my seat

I asked, “What’s

o that smell?” She must
have saw my suspicious

eye as she picked up a smouldering

bouquet-garni from a nearby bucket

and waved it around, “It’s sage, to

cleanse the air of evil,” she clarified,

smugly.

My unease returned, more so when
she sat down, leaned into me and
said conspiratorially, “I’'m a pagan,
I'wanted her cremated.” She threw
her head back, “But them ones in
there are having none of it.” Now,
my angst increased ten-fold as itwas
clear there was a family dispute;

and this young woman was trying

to get us on her side. My disquiet
turned to distaste when she pulled a
picture from her pocket and handed
it to me. I looked aghast at a most
inappropriate selfie - the young
woman posing with the corpse, “I'm
going to burn it later, to release her
spirit,” she said. I didn’t have time
toreply, as Susan returned and
snapped tersely, “Don’t be listening
to that one, come in and say goodbye
to Mammy.” We duly complied...

...Ishall say no more, as to do so
would spoil what was one of the most
immersive theatrical productions I
have ever experienced.

‘Granny Jackson’s Dead’ is a ‘Big
Telly Theatre Company’ production,
a Belfast based theatrical-group.
This production was part of last
weekend'’s superlative ‘Cavan Arts
Festival’. The Belfast cast were
joined by local actors: Kate Brady
and Patrick McEneaney, who I'm
told had only one day to rehearse;
their pitch-perfect performances
were testament to their talent.
Throughout, the actors remained

resolutely in character, which

gave the whole experience an
immersive realism that was equally
hilarious, unsettling, and ultimately
enlightening.

I came away from the experience
thinking of the future of funerals;
particularly how technology may
shape how we wake (there’s a
Virtual-Reality component to the
show that’s quite startling). To say
anymore would give too much away.
Suffice to say, if you have a chance to
see ‘Granny Jackson’s Dead’ - BOOK:
Im

Afterwards I ambled up to Con
Smith Park to take in the arts festival.
The park was bathed in sunshine
and smiles; children’s laughter
mingled with adult chatter, a fitting
soundtrack adding to the good vibes.

Walking among the people,
performances and creativity while
munching pizza, I got to thinking of
how art is so subjective it’s hard to
price. But when art and creativity
bring community together, it’s
priceless. I'm already looking
forward to Cavan Arts Festival 2026.



