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A true friend 
prefers to love 
than be loved
S

he entered my world 
like a meteor. ener-
getic, vibrant and 
vivacious, she loved 
life with a singular 
passion. To her chil-

dren and friends she was a 
source of joy, a kaleidoscope 
of colour who never let 
despair conquer hope.

I speak of my dear friend Nancy 
Drumm, who went to her eternal 
reward last week. Nancy was a 
devoted mother of six wonderful 
 children. It was through them that I 
met this woman who would have a 
lasting impact on my life. 

Nancy was elegant, refined and a 
paragon of old-fashioned values. She 
loved family, home and the consola-
tion that comes with a house full of 
children. The more people that vis-
ited, the merrier Nancy became. 

She was a person who exuded love, 
laughter and life, a beautiful trait she 
transmitted to her children. No sur-
prise, therefore, that hundreds turned 
out to pay their last respects to some-
one who was, for so many, a second 
mother. We gathered to honour a lady 
whose name was synonymous with 
kindness, hospitality and friendship.

Aristotle wrote that ‘loving is the 
distinctive virtue of friends’. A true 
friend is someone who prefers to love 
than to be loved. The best indication 
of this ‘is the joy that mothers show 
in loving their children’. For this is 
love without expectation of return. 

Nancy proved Aristotle right in the 
way she loved her children. In so 
doing, she provided me with a power-
ful lesson in parenthood. But she also 
understood that genuine friendship 
demands nothing but unforced affec-
tion. True friends are not found on 
Facebook. They are those who pro-
vide light in the midst of darkness, 
who stay when the rest have run and 
who are always there despite the 
lapse of time. They don’t ask anything 
of us, except to be their friend.

Friendship is an end in itself. It can’t 
be forced, demanded or manipulated. 
And yet, who can doubt the best 
things in life flow from friendship?

I had not seen Nancy for some time 
before her untimely death. We always 
wrote at Christmas and it was 
through a letter that I spoke my last 
words to her. Still, the fact that we 
had not recently met did nothing to 
undermine our friendship.

Now it is true that we are all guilty 
of not keeping sufficiently in touch. I 
have been blessed with great friends, 
many of whom I have not seen in 
years. Like me, they are weighed 
down by the daily detail.

Does this mean we are no longer 
friends? If I value these people, it is 

because I know they would not hesi-
tate to respond if required. Our 
friendship is based on foundations 
that run much deeper than the last 
meeting or conversation. 

That said, I wish I had made more 
of an effort to see Nancy in recent 
years. her death is proof that no 
 matter how robust, no friendship can 
be taken for granted. Sooner or later, 
we will regret not saying what we 
always longed to say. We will lament 
the lost opportunities to love, laugh 
and savour some sweet memories.

That she died just as we entered the 
Christmas period was perhaps 
 Nancy’s way of reminding us of these 
truths. What better time to rekindle 
old friendships, or to express those 
long-buried sentiments, than during 
this sacred season? What better time 
to open our hearts to those whose 
lives have touched ours?

Nancy touched so many lives and 
never more so than at Christmas. 
After breakfast on Christmas eve, 
she took all her children and their 
friends into the heart of Dublin. They 
would spend the day soaking up the 
atmosphere before returning home 
for yet another feast.

T
 
 
he doorbell would then 
ring, heralding a steady 
stream of visitors. Some-
how, Nancy managed to 
feed them all. In her radi-

ant smile, you could see she loved 
and cherished every second of those 
great occasions. For her, nothing 
 mattered more than making people 
feel at home.

Nancy always sought to give more 
than she received. She personified 
the supreme Christian virtue of laying 
down one’s life for one’s friends. her 
legacy is one of genuine goodness and 
incomparable devotion to friends and 
family. And if I write about her today, 
it is because her life contains an 
important lesson for us all. 

It is but a short journey from cradle 
to grave. Along the way we encounter 
many fellow-travellers, only a handful 
of whom will accompany us to our 
final destination. What determines 
who will do so is not our wealth, fame 
or status, but the degree to which we 
have cherished our friends.

Nancy Drumm never sought fame 
or status. her wealth was her decency 
and kindness, which she showered on 
everyone in abundance. her home 
was a place of rest and happiness for 
all who cared to enter.

That so many came to say goodbye 
was not just a sign of our gratitude. 
We had lost a dear friend, but it felt 
like we had lost a loved one. To each 
of us, Nancy had shown they are one 
and the same.
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