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THE DASH

I read of a man who stood to speak

at the funeral of a friend

He referred to the dates on the
tombstone

from the beginning...to the end.

He noted that first came the date of
birth

and spoke the following date with tears,

but he said what mattered most of all

was the dash between those years.

For that dash represents all the time

that they spent alive on earth.

And now only those who loved them

know what that little line is worth.

For it matters not, how much we own --

the cars...the house...the cash.

What matters is how we live and love

and how we spend our dash.

So, think about this long and hard.

Are there things you'd like to change?

For you never know how much time is left

that can still be rearranged.

If we could just slow down enough

to consider what's true and real,

and always try to understand

the way other people feel.

And be less quick to anger

and show appreciation more,

and love the people in our lives

like we've never loved before.

If we treat each other with respect

and more often wear a smile,

remembering this special dash

might only last a little while.

So, when your eulogy is being read

with your life's actions to rehash,

would you be proud of the things they say

about how you spent YOUR dash?

Linda Ellis



I like to think of this gathering as a celebration of the life of my Dad Joseph
Harris. And I like to think he would prefer that too.

He was always interested in helping people; from participation in local politics as
a teenager where he grew up in Orpington, Kent,  through when privatisation
threatened negotiating to keep jobs ‘in house’ with Enfield council in the 1990s,
to sharing with others his extensive knowledge of publishing and politics, both
UK and international. He and my Mother Hannah, were very involved in
campaigning in the 1970s and 80s, managing to get lead taken out of petrol,
improving education and expanding environmental awareness long before it
became fashionable.

When he married my Mother,  he became Stepfather to Robin and Timothy
from my Mother’s first marriage. A couple of years later I came along.
Fatherhood was a huge learning curve for him. He was the youngest of 5
siblings and had no experience of looking after children. I know he tried his
best and regretted mistakes he made. In the last couple of years before he
passed we discussed the impact his early traumas had on his character and
relationships later on in life. He was my Mother’s main carer as her health
declined, something he did up until she passed in October 2020. After 52 years
of marriage it was a huge adjustment.

During a conversation with a friend I realised that it was likely he had high
functioning autism. A condition which affects emotional understanding and
expression, and ability to process external stimuli among other things.
Considering the impact this had on his ability to be social and how easily his
senses could be overwhelmed, plus the fact it was never officially diagnosed or
supported he achieved a lot in his life. Of course it affected his ability to to
create and maintain relationships. He was also Bipolar and prone to depression,
something that was diagnosed in later life. This made humour very important to
him. For a number of years he produced a newsletter, called ‘Smile Poetry
Weekly’, full of funny poems and puns. And he used humour to lighten difficult
circumstances.

It wasn’t until my Mother passed, that we were able to sit and talk about our
relationship with her, and with each other and really begin to understand each
other in a deeper way. Something which I am truly grateful for. He began to
see just how profoundly the Second World War and being evacuated affected
him. And how his family drama created wounds that hadn’t healed.

Despite all of this he showed his love in practical ways. I remember him always
being willing to go out across the road to our local Petrol Station for chocolate



and fizz, and at first also cigarettes when he smoked, but even when he stopped
smoking he would be happy to go. He enjoyed driving and often drove my Mum
and me places even when he wasn’t very interested. Giving my Mum lifts to the
many places of worship she attended over the years, he would hang around at
the back trying and not always succeeding to stay out of sight of the
congregation. And although he wasn’t religious he had a deep belief in a Higher
Power. Towards the end of my Mum’s life when her mobility reduced her to
using a wheelchair outside, he would push her when we went to the local park or
out shopping.

Going through photos to put on the front of this Order of Service, I realised
I’d forgotten how silly and goofy he could be.  His love for the radio show ‘The
Goons’ was one expression of this. Life took it’s toll, and my Mum (who tended to
be more serious) didn’t always appreciate his attempts. But even so, even after
he became paralysed, he tried his best to be positive and retained his sense of
humour and interest in others.

He was a complicated man. Difficult to get to know, whose early traumas never
fully healed. But despite this he impacted a lot of lives, helped a lot of people,
and has left a legacy of improvement and positive memories. When I was a child
he felt like a distant figure, emotionally unavailable. I am very grateful I got to
know him so much better before he passed.

Hope

When the clatter of life had come to an end I could say I didn’t just admire
him but loved him too. Much of it came in the final years: I saw a humility,
simplicity and fidelity, that I felt at times he had been reluctant to show. In a
way it was much stronger that it happened that way, more real than I think it
might otherwise have been.

Timothy

Goon Show Clip
From the episode  ‘Tbe Mystery of the Fake Neddie Seagoons’



‘A Wandering Minstrel I’ from The Mikado by Gilbert and Sullivan




