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IntroductionIntroductionIntroductionIntroduction    

I welcome you this morning to the Eucharistic funeral for David Tuohy’s eternal rest 

and for our consolation. I’m David Coghlan and on behalf of David’s sister Ann, brother 

Paul, their families and his wide family and his Jesuit community, I thank you for being 

here to be church in praying for David and with us who grieve.  

Over the past six months since his cancer was diagnosed, David spoke constantly in 

terms of an image from St Luke’s gospel. In this gospel story, a group of a sick man’s 

friends wanted Jesus to heal him, but because the house in which Jesus was speaking 

was so crowded, they climbed onto the roof, took off the tiles and lowered their friend 

down through the ceiling in front of Jesus. As David received cards, messages and 

reports of love and prayers for him, he spoke of how he understood that those who were 

praying for him were holding the ropes and lowering him down to Jesus. He was very 

moved by prayers and support he was receiving from all over the world. Sometimes 

he’d apologise for being in bad form, especially when was feeling sick, and in my 

helplessness I’d say that there was no need to apologise as I was merely holding the 

ropes.  
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So we are gathered to pray for David the beloved 

• Beloved of his sister Ann, brother Paul, their partners and families 

• Beloved of the seemingly vast array of cousins and extended family, both Powers 

and Tuohys 

• Beloved of his fellow Jesuits 

• Beloved of his friends, professional colleagues and associates, former students  

• And, of course, Beloved of God  

Death, especially that of a loved one in his prime, challenges us to think about the 

evil of illness and premature death and how the human body can become contaminated 

by toxicity and creeping diminishment and what it might mean. While medical science 

can give us one answer, we seek meaning elsewhere. 

As a Christian I have an answer, although, for me, that answer is very hard to access 

today. I do believe in a god who is as upset as we are about what has happened to David, 

a god who loathes the deterioration of David’s health over the past few months, and a 

god who cries with us,  a god who because he walked this earth, lived as we do, was 

pained by betrayal and a cruel unjust death has direct empathy with our experience of 

grief and most importantly, a god who envelopes David in an eternal embrace of love 

and forgiveness. 

I have an image of David arriving at the gates of heaven on Friday morning and 

letting himself in (because he already had a key) and inside towards the left he finds his 

mother, Peg, sitting in her armchair and she says “You’re here. I’ve been expecting you. 

I knew you were coming”.  

And so we commence our Eucharist which is about our community of faith in 

hearing God’s word to us, being nourished by the bread of life and being sent to witness 

God’s love and action in our world, In the name of the Father…..  

 

HomilyHomilyHomilyHomily    

David was born in Dublin on 10th February 1950 to Matt Tuohy and Peg Power (He was 

organising a 70th birthday party next Sunday  and the other day as he knew he hadn’t 

long to live he commented to his cousin Mary “we’re scrapping the party”) and grew 

up in Galway and attended Coláiste Iognáid, the Jez. He entered the Jesuits novitiate in 

Emo on 7th September 1967, completed a degree in botany in UCD in 1973, studied 

philosophy, taught in Coláiste Iognáid where he did the H.Dip, was ordained in Galway 

by the late Bishop Eamon Casey in 1981, after which he studied educational 

administration in Fordham University New York. Over the next few years he taught in 

Belvedere College, worked in a parish in Tallaght, taught in Coláiste Iognáid, lectured 

in NUI Galway (UCG as it was then) and in Saint Joseph’s University, Philadelphia,  
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He completed his doctorate in NUI Galway in 1993 and took a post in UCD, from which 

he moved to NUI Galway in 2000. He resigned from that post several years later and 

became an educational consultant.  

The gospel that David selected and was very insistent on it being read today, is a 

story that begins with despair – the despair of the two going home having witnessed the 

destruction of their dreams and hopes at the foot of the cross.  For us the despair in the 

first reading that the death of one in his prime seems like an annihilation; it makes no 

sense. While we can acknowledge the release from pain that’s little consolation.  In 

1994 when he was taking his Final Vows as a Jesuit David asked me to preach on this 

gospel and what he wanted me to emphasise was how Jesus, by explaining what he was 

about, transformed the misguided vision of the two (“Our own hope had been”). In his 

work with educational leaders he engaged with them very seriously on what their vision 

was, what their values were and how they would be actualised in their trust or school 

structures and educational processes.  So today we ask God to transform our thinking 

as we grieve for David and support one another.  

David was an authentic Jesuit academic in the Jesuit intellectual tradition of 

education in his heart and in his practice. Jesuit documents describe Jesuit scholars as 

apostles and that the intellectual life is apostolic even when it appears to be secular. The 

previous Superior General emphasised the need for Jesuits in the intellectual apostolate 

to be men of humility, abnegation and patience, free from desires for personal 

advancement and of competitive rivalry. He referred specifically to the ‘ministry of 

research’, which he said that Jesuits who teach in higher education should also be 

involved. He stated that ‘no field can be excluded a priori from the ministry of research: 

philosophy and theology, but also the sciences dealing with life, human and social 

science, physics etc’. It was out of this vision and his internalisation of the Jesuit 

educational tradition that David lived and worked.  

While his tenure in the education depts of UCD and NUI Galway were relatively 

short, they were the base from where he shaped generations of teachers and school 

principals, facilitated school staff days and supervised research dissertations. I think 

that it was after his retirement from his university post to become an educational 

consultant that he flourished. His energy and output were enormous. His consultancy 

work with individual schools, boards of management, religious congregations, 

educational trusts, of which his pioneering work with Le Chéile stands out, research for 

the Dept of Education, work in Africa with the Loreto sisters, with the Church of 

Ireland, The Marino Institute, school of nursing… The list is extensive. 

He was a prolific writer. His books, particularly his The Inner World of Teaching 

published in 1999 (which was translated into Polish), Leading Life to the Full: 

Scriptural Reflections on Leadership in Catholic Schools (2005), and his masterpiece, 

Denominational Education and Politics: Ireland in a European Context, published in 

2013 to mention three. He authored numerous commissioned research reports across a 
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wide range of educational topics: new programmes at second level, the applied Leaving 

Cert, teacher development, boarding schools, secondment, provision of education for 

refugees in northern Uganda, parental values… And more... He published articles in 

educational journals and book chapters (probably up to 40) and delivered papers at 

conferences, from Drumcondra to Australia.  He was hoping that if his illness was 

prolonged and not too debilitating, he would return to a book project on art and 

education on which he had been working. Before his illness he was working on the 

constitutions of an Irish Jesuit educational trust where he was bringing his knowledge 

of the philosophy of Jesuit education, framed as Jesuit humanism, and his experience 

of establishing educational trusts together. That work continues, regrettably without his 

active input. 

The central theme of his whole apostolic enterprise was values, leadership and 

Catholic education and I leave it to others in another setting to reflect on his 

contribution. He was very creative in how he engaged with his groups. How many here 

engaged in the exercise he had of a cartoon of a school as a ship? The captain facing 

one way and each of the members of the crew looking in different directions…He loved 

that one. And, of course, he loved showing the leadership speech from Robin Hood, 

Prince of Thieves. These and other creative means he used as the basis for engaged 

discussion on values and policy.  

Last week in his dying days when he was telling me again what he wanted me to say 

at this Mass (From an apparent sleeping state he opened his eyes stretched out his arm 

and grabbed me to remind me) to be sure to mention his ecumenical work. I’m not sure 

that he was including when we both were barmen at one of Michael Hurley’s 

International Consultations, in the mid1970s (probably the one on mixed marriages, 

though I’m open to correction). He treasured his friendship and collaboration with Anne 

Lodge and Archbishop Michael Jackson, his work on Come and C and with the 

archdiocese and Church of Ireland schools. He was appointed am ecumenical canon of 

Christchurch Cathedral and preached at the diaconate ordinations in Christchurch. 

Archbishop Jackson will speak to us about this work later.   

Underpinning all this work was an incredibly rapacious mind. His ability in maths 

and statistics was awesome. How in his work with the Le Chéile Trust he grasped the 

legal complexities and was well able to take on the legal profession. Indeed he could 

challenge any professional – Woe betide a sloppy builder or workman or even a 

solicitor!  

He could never resist a puzzle - sudoku, crossword, jigsaw. In James’ hospital over 

the past few months there was an open book of puzzles beside his bed. It was there when 

he died. When we lived in the Morehampton Road community Murt and I would 

struggle with the Irish Times’ Crosaire, and then at 10.30 David would come downstairs 

and we’d resignedly hand it to him and he’d have it completed in a couple of minutes 

and also be able to explain the “twisted logic” that underpins cryptic crosswords. He’d 
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come with me to my late sister’s house on a weekend and she’d have a jigsaw ready. 

He’d take off his coat and spend the whole time at the table on the jigsaw, accepting a 

gin and tonic with (“I feel a bout of malaria coming on so I need the quinine”) and it 

would be struggle to drag him away from the jigsaw when I thought it was time to go 

home. 

He could turn his hand to anything. He organised and supervised building 

construction, administered the practical running of communities, kept community 

accounts, mastered legal and insurance [complexities, wrote biblical meditations. He 

co-produced musicals in Coláiste Iognáid; he coached rugby, rowing and show jumping 

(as Murt told me). He seemed to understand the complexities of every sport – rugby, 

soccer, baseball, cricket, gridiron. Who remembers how he trained to be a soccer referee 

and was certified by FAI and had the referees’ black outfit, whistle and notebook? As a 

player I wouldn’t have dared give him any backchat! And he was no mean cook. At an 

annual weekend of our Jesuit age group he organised the menus and cooked the dinners, 

typically a shoulder or leg of lamb and always the parsnips.  

And there was David the person – full of love, fun, making and keeping friends 

easily, deeply attached to his family and extended Power and Tuohy family across the 

world – being in regular contact, visiting them. We shared a black humour and would 

be in fits of laughter at Marty Feldman, The Simpsons and their skits were part of our 

everyday exchanges. There’s a Simpsons’ episode where Homer is in hospital and is 

playing with how the bed was flexible, “Bed goes up. Bed goes down”. Of course when 

he was in Cherryfield we had to enact Bed goes up Bed goes down. A Marty Feldman 

sketch is about a man in a hospital bed covered in bandages and Marty comes and says 

“Remember me. Combine harvester coming through the library wall”. In his 

Cherryfield room David’s bed was around a corner so he couldn’t see who was coming 

into the room until they came around that corner. So it was part of our ritual that I’d say 

“Remember me, combine harvester coming through the library wall as I came in the 

door. He enjoyed his pleasures: visiting art exhibitions, fishing with Kieran, playing 

golf with Murt, attending Friday night concerts and Agatha Christie murder plays and 

the holidays we took together, this year in Wexford. 

I am summarising some of David’s life and work not to eulogise him, but rather to 

show how he knew how God called him to the Jesuit intellectual ministry in education 

and who walked with him on his journey. David’s story is a story of grace, a grace given 

to him to serve as a Jesuit in this intellectual apostolate, to use his talents and gifts at 

the service of God’s people. Teilhard de Chardin wrote “If your work makes you 

passionate let it enter into your zest for God whom you come to know under the veil of 

his works”. David’s formation in the Ignatian Spiritual Exercises grounded him in an 

understanding how God is present and active in all things and how as a Jesuit priest he 

was called to love and serve in and through all things, especially through the Jesuit 

intellectual tradition in education. So he knew how God was active in consulting with 
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boards of management, analysing statistical data, publishing reports, as much as he was 

in celebrating the Eucharist in community, officiating at baptisms, weddings and 

funerals. 

Today’s gospel is an account of a journey of faith in companionship, a journey where 

the risen Jesus is our constant companion, walking with us in our companionships, 

explaining to us what is going on in our endeavours to liberate the world from its 

destructiveness and draw it to the embrace of our loving God. David’s journey was not 

always easy. He could get trapped easily into a cycle of anger and pessimism. We knew 

that once he started to complain about the hospital he was feeling better.  Some working 

relationships were fractious. He could be very intolerant of what he perceived as 

incompetence, narrow thinking and people’s inability to understand structures and roles. 

Some special projects and work did not develop as he had hoped due to this. I believe 

that God, through the prayers of those of us holding the ropes, effected a healing in him. 

The sudden news of his cancer was a shock and changed the pace of his journey. In the 

past few months David exclaimed that he had been up and down the road to Emmaus 

so many times (though his language was more colourful!). He told me one day that he 

couldn’t find it. Yet he did. He knew that God had been walking alongside him all the 

time and now was sitting by his bed and holding his hand, affirming him of his love. I 

think that David learned this the hard way over the past six months. 

But at the heart of it all, God walks alongside each of us on our journey, whether we 

recognise him or not, talking us about our experience, being the good teacher and 

weeding us away from misguided hopes and fuzzy thinking  and showing us that 

however we may fall into despair he is actively here for us. When the pain and awfulness 

of today has transformed into the warm and lovely memory of someone beloved, then 

we may be hopeful, be appreciative of who David is for us and we may let into our 

hearts the transformative love that God offers us. But that may not happen easily today! 


