
Mick’s Eulogy 

Shakespeare has Mark Anthony saying at Julius Caesar’s funeral. 

“Friends, Romans, countryman, lend me your ears 

I come to bury Caesar not to praise him. 

The evil that men do lives after them. 

The good is oft interred with their bones”  

We do come to bury Mick today, and more, we do come to praise him. 

We come to honour him because the good he did will live on after him. 

The family tribute to Mick is of a life well lived with courage, wit and love. 

In the last line of her poem “When Death Comes” American Poet Mary 

Oliver says 

“I don’t want to end up simply having visited this world.” We can say with 

certainty, Mick was no visitor. He was a fully engaged and a deep 

participant in LIFE. The title of his memoir:  

                                  “my journey to truth and life”  

                                              SEEKING THE WAY 

reveals this. 

 

He was no passive observer to life.  

His courage. Mick faced life with great courage as we have seen, 

especially over the last 25 years as rheumatoid took its toll.  It wasn’t that 

he never complained, he just got on with life.  

Many of us when visiting would ask what he was reading. He never 

stopped reading even when his hands were so crippled. Last year he was 

reading American feminist theologian Elizabeth Johnson, for the second 
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time. Aussie authors he knew well, Tim Winton, Richard Flanagan and of 

course poetry fed his soul. I was introduced to Les Murray by Mick.  

Aussie poets Mary Gilmore and Judith Wright and Oodgeroo Noonuccal 

nurtured him. But his courage shone brightly when it came to making his 

decision to go to Latin America as his Mum was dying. They had 

conversations that left both of them sad and both knowing it was a good 

decision. This was courage shared 

 

Mick’s Wit.  His wit was legendary. One of Mick’s older relatives once 

said to him “Michael if you were as shitty as you are witty you would 

stink.”  His wit stayed with him right to the end. He said to Peter 

Nicholson, Monica Ryan and myself on the Saturday before he died, “I 

have closed my account.”  His wit went hand in hand with fearlessness in 

confronting authority. In the seminary when summonsed by one of the 

Jesuit professors for some very minor infraction, he was asked “How can 

we teach you manners Mr Mulcahy? His reply was “Father, I don’t know 

Latin well but “Nemo dat quad non habet. (You can’t give what you 

haven’t got)  Honest and courageous. He was asked to leave the room. 

This is also an indicator that Mick had a keen crap detector. When he saw 

humbug he called it out.  

His Love. Mick was never one for sentimentality. As Denis Minogue and I 

left him in Venezuela, in76, after 6 wonderful weeks, we put our bags on 

the footpath at the airport, turned around to say good-bye… and Mick 

was gone. Den commented, “He’s not great at good byes is he?” This is 
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not a story about lack of love. Mick loved deeply. This is shown in his 

beautiful relationships with his family, as Jane has shown. It was/is 

revealed in his relationships with friends (many over 60 years), 

parishioners, co-workers. The courage of his decisions to work with the 

poor and vulnerable is the touchstone that reveals his love. Look at his 

ministry. He really took to heart what a Vatican 2 priest was about.  Mick 

truly believed what it means to be human, for it is where we find the 

Sacred/Divine. Teilhard de Chardin the great Jesuit Palaeontologist said 

“We are spiritual beings on a human journey” Meaning!  We find God in 

every facet of the human experience and that love is the key. The 

Judeo/Christian tradition, despite some of its recent appalling history, is 

underpinned by social justice flowing out of compassion. This was Mick’s 

life force. Humility was his anchor. Compassion was its most profound 

expression. Jesus of Nazareth was his inspiration 

 

What fed his soul?  It was his vision of solidarity with the poor and 

vulnerable and the marginalised. Liberation Theology was at his 

fingertips. He drew on the music of the troubadours, like Eric Bogle, Kris 

Kristofferson, Paul Kelly, Archie Roach, Christy Moore et al. to make 

scripture and the sense of the Sacred relevant.  
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Former Parishioners from the Geelong area recall how he and a number 

of like-minded young priests in the 70s filled their homilies, not with 

pious God stories, but broke open the scripture and the God stuff, 

illustrated with song and poetry that in turn spoke to the ordinary lived 

experience of people. He spoke with, not at people. 

And on a personal note that will resonate with many of you Mick’s love of 

the Punt took him racing everywhere; to many a spring carnival here, 

Hanging Rock on New Year’s Day, to races in Caracas, to the Galway 

races, to the Irish Derby and to the 3 day race meeting at Warrnambool. 

Mick and I had a conversation every Saturday and major race day for 32 

years. We poured over the form guide to get a Quadrella, with moderate 

success, but our Saturday conversations were a metaphor for many of the 

healthy conversations Mick had with us all.  

Kris Kristofferson in his song To Beat the Devil sings “I don’t believe that 

no one wants to know.”  That is the Human/ God story writ large and that 

is Mick’s story; a story inspired by Jesus of Nazareth, a story of faith, hope 

and love, of humility, fair play, transparency, fidelity, loyalty, 

commitment, friendship, integrity, love of reading and music and a story  

of bloody keen punter. 

  

 

 

References; Kris Kristofferson  song. “To Beat the Devil.” 

                       Eric Bogle song. “Shelter” 
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When Death Comes by Mary Oliver 
 
When death comes 
like the hungry bear in autumn; 
when death comes and takes all the bright coins from his purse 
 
to buy me, and snaps the purse shut; 
when death comes 
like the measle-pox 
 
when death comes 
like an iceberg between the shoulder blades, 
 
I want to step through the door full of curiosity, wondering: 
what is it going to be like, that cottage of darkness? 
 
And therefore I look upon everything 
as a brotherhood and a sisterhood, 
and I look upon time as no more than an idea, 
and I consider eternity as another possibility, 
 
and I think of each life as a flower, as common 
as a field daisy, and as singular, 
 
and each name a comfortable music in the mouth, 
tending, as all music does, toward silence, 
 
and each body a lion of courage, and something 
precious to the earth. 
 
When it's over, I want to say all my life 
I was a bride married to amazement. 
I was the bridegroom, taking the world into my arms. 
 

When it's over, I don't wonder 
if I have made of my life something particular, and real. 
 
I don't want to find myself sighing and frightened, or full of argument. 
 
I don't want to end up simply having visited this world. 
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PS The song, Shelter, which accompanies the slide show, was one of 

Mick’s favourite Eric Bogle Songs 

 

. 

 

 


