FUNERAL SERVICE

FOR

EILEEN MARY CAPELIN

19 JANUARY 2001

Running order

8:30am 
Arrange jumper display and coffin mementos.

Cake, Beanie, Cricket ball, Currumbin Shells

9:55am 
Music I - Pre service The Lord’s My Shepherd

10:00am 
Music II - Entrance Glenn Miller - Missouri Waltz

10:05am 
Welcome 





Steve

10:10am 
Eileen’s Life 





Mick

10:15am 
The daughters she never had. 



Mally and Andrea

10:20am
 Extended family and friends 



Liz Lewis

10:25am 
Stories of passion 




Steve

10:30am 
The Grandchildren’s stories 

1. Adam

2. Joshua

3. Jessica

4. Nicholas

5. Liz

10:35am 
Music III - Reflection (one minute) Stephan Grapelli - Stardust

10:37am 
Conclusion and thanks 



Steve

10:40am 
Music IV - Exit procession Glenn Miller - Moonlight Serenade

Pall Bearers - Steve, Mick, Adam, Josh, Nick, Ken Dobbs. 

10:50am
 Procession to graveside

11:10am 
Graveside Poem - For Eileen 



Denis Peel

11:15am 
Flower tributes Jess, Elizabeth, Adam, Josh, Nick to lead

12.00 noon 
Gathering at 45 Moolabar Street Morningside

Welcome 



Steve

Good morning everybody and welcome to this ceremony to celebrate the life of Eileen Capelin. 

I’m Steve, one of her two sons and on the behalf of Eileen’s husband Kevin, my brother Michael and our wives, Andrea and Mally, and children Adam, Joshua, Elizabeth, Jessica and Nicholas, I’d like to invite you to share this morning with us as we say farewell to a very special lady. 

I’d like to welcome friends and relatives, both local and from interstate who have joined us here today. Your attendance is a great support to us and a testament to her rich life.

Today, those of us who are left behind have the opportunity to enjoy some of the funny things, some of the quirky things and some of the sad things which made up Eileen's 82 years.

Yes we’ll be sad, and yes we will no longer hear that little voice filling the spaces with chatter and offers of more tea, cake, biscuits, lemonade, mayonnaise, butter, yet more cake and more coffee. But we will all continue to carry our memories of her with us into the future. 

Hopefully, today we can share some of these special moments with you here and later at the family home.

Each of us brings different memories of Eileen to this funeral. She was mother, wife, bowls partner, friend, grandmother, teacher ... the list could go on. 

Eileen meant many things to many people but if there is one characteristic which could sum up what lay at the core of her life it would be the word love.

Love, is an easy word to say but Eileen was really able to live it. Sure she had her bad days but they were rare. She cared, she accepted, she was one of the quiet heroes of life.

Eileen’s Life 


Mick.

To Mum I was always Michael, to Dad I am Mike (or occasionally Steve), but to most people I am Mick.

It’s wonderful to have so many of Mum’s friends and our friends here today to share this service in her memory. 

I want to give you a brief journey through Mum’s life.

Mum was born in Sydney in 1918, one of five children to John Hill and Margaret Whalan - Lorna, who is with us today, is her last surviving sister. Mum has an Irish ancestry. The Hills and Whalans can be traced back to Co. Leitrim in the north and Co. Killkenny in the south of Ireland. 

The Hill family members were generally big people until Eileen came along. Tiny tot Eileen became known as Totty at school and it stuck. At the Cathedral School in Sydney, she was a bright student who loved English, particularly poetry, obtaining an “A” in English in her intermediate exam in her last year of school. 

During the war, Mum and some of her very close friends wanted to work for the Postmaster-Generals Department as telephonists. She dearly wanted to work with her friends, but her height and reach were a problem to work the lines and plugs. Whereas some people put up their age in order to participate, Eil had to stretch her arms to qualify to be a telephonist. 

Also during the war, Mum learnt to drive large PMG trucks delivering mail around Sydney. The truck Eil drove was known as the truck with the invisible driver because she was hidden by the steering wheel.

While Mum retained her driver’s licence for many years she rarely drove, keeping her licence current for emergency purposes. I remember as we grew up, we were always terrified of an emergency arising in case Mum would have to get behind the wheel.

Mum met Kevin during the war years but did not marry till some years later. There’s a great story there of star-crossed lovers, of slow foxtrots at the YWCA in Sydney, of letters passing in the mail informing each other of their respective broken engagements, and ultimately of marriage. Kev and Eil settled at Morningside in Brisbane in 1949, far from family and friends in Sydney. Here they would live for the next 50 years, making a new life and new friends.

There she and Kev raised two boys, Steve and me, washing nappies and Kev’s overalls in the old copper under the house, carrying hot water up and down stairs to the bathtub. Through the boys attendance at the local convent school and scout groups, lifelong friendships were forged with the Dinnen, Madigan and Ledwich families. With the boys at St Laurence’s, Eil returned to work that she loved with the PMG as a comptometer operator. We often thought she was at the cutting edge of technology. 

In the 1970s and 80s the boys married providing Eileen with longed-for daughters, Andrea and Mally and produced five beloved grandchildren - Adam, Joshua, Jessica, Elizabeth and Nicholas. 

Eil was always a stickler for good manners and drummed into us the importance of politeness and caring for others. She believed that despite changing times, good manners should never change. I remember the time Mum had some of the grandchildren for a week’s stay. She trained them for a week using a series of hand signals and gestures that were only understood between them. At several dinners we shared following that week, we had this delightful performance of Mum communicating with the children with winks, nods and hand signals with responses of ‘please’, ‘thank you’ and ‘please pass the butter’ on cue. Unfortunately the secret signals were not passed on to us to use! 

In more recent years since retirement, Mum has travelled extensively with Kev and enjoyed a broad range of interests that were on hold as she raised her family.

Mum loved life and had many interests including theatre, (Tickets to the best seats in the house at the Cremorne for the QTC season arrived in the mail this week), politics, classical music, dancing, camping, the beach, tennis and later bowls, and she was a superlative and prolific knitter and cook, particularly of fruit cakes. 

Above and beyond all of these however, was her love for Kev and her now extended family. Her life revolved around them and they are testament to her care and devotion.

The daughters she never had

Mally

Eileen or Eil as we called her, was a tiny woman with an enormous passion for life, generous spirit and great love for her family and friends. 

As her daughters-in-law, Andrea and I were embraced into the Capelin family and accepted and loved more as daughters, and perhaps we helped to redress the imbalance that Eil had experienced in being in an all-male household. Not for us were the experiences of the interfering mother-in-law trying to impose her views on home-making or child-rearing. In her role as mother-in-law she gave us ongoing support that was never intrusive. Her love for us and her grandchildren was unconditional and we have all basked in its warmth and acceptance, warts and all. 

Eil inspired us with her positive outlook on life and cheerfulness yet problems and downtimes could also be shared and were seen as part of life’s ebb and flow. 

Eil was a wonderful role model to us as a human being, mother, wife, grandmother and mother-in-law. She lovingly nurtured her family and tended the closeness between us. She was always the first one to remind us of pending birthdays and organize precious family gatherings. Sometimes these were picnics or barbeques and such was Eil’s generosity that she and Kev would usually arrive with two dozen bread rolls, a kilo of sausages and bags of tomatoes and onions. It seemed like a lot of food for two, and typically it would feed 11 people plus leave leftovers to take home. 

Eil’s love for her Kev and her family was a tangible gift. She lived it, in all her words and actions. 

Andrea

Some of you who know Steve, may have heard him comment on the severe disadvantage he has suffered as an artist in having had a very happy childhood and family life. No doubt Mick’s mates will have heard a similar tale. Kev and Eil have indeed been extraordinary parents.

As Steve’s partner I have also suffered a disadvantage - that of being unable to join in with the mother-in-law bashing jokes at work and social events. I have always had to admit that I, like Mally, have a wonderful mother-in-law in Eil.

We will remember Eil as a loving and giving woman,

an independent thinker (sometimes we might have described her as a little stubborn !!),

a lover of language (and meticulous corrector of spelling),

a dignified and polite person,

a welcoming host and provider of wonderful cakes and tarts. The first time I met Eil was when Steve took me home unannounced at 10.30pm to meet his parents (an unusual time to meet the parents), and Eil trudged out to the kitchen in her nightie and brunchcoat, put on the kettle and welcomed me warmly with tea and treats. 

Eil was always able to find the blue skies among the clouds right to the end of her life. 

She taught us a lot about motherhood especially the value of unconditional love. She gave Mally and I two wonderful husbands and fathers of our children.

Extended family and friends

Liz Lewis 

I am honoured to speak today on behalf of a community of friends who came to know Eil through Steve and Mick and their families.  

You cannot really speak about Eil without also speaking about Kev. One thing you knew about Mr and Mrs Capelin, they were a team. For all of us "young ones" they have become role models for the vibrancy with which they embraced life.  

I first met "Mr and Mrs Capelin" in 1969 when I was younger than Adam ,Josh, Jess and Eula are now and a little older than Lizzie and Nick. Mr and Mrs Capelin - "Call us Kev and Eil" - were relaxed and involved parents; not trendy, just themselves.

Their home was warm and welcoming.  A good friend from Uni days, now in Sydney, Mark Gorta, said he felt as comfortable in the Capelins' home as he did in a student house. High praise indeed.  Over the years Eil and Kev continued to welcome others with affection and include them into the extended "Capelin Clan". A recent crab sandwich picnic at Lota is sharp and precious in our memory.  

A strong memory I have of those Uni days is sitting in the old Her Majesty's Theatre with the Capelins watching a performance of "Don Quixote" by the Australian ballet. Over the years we shared many theatre experiences with Eil and Kev, in places like The Paint Factory and The Gardens Riverstage.  

Eil shared with Kev a love of theatre and also of camping. Her famous and delicious fruit cake was an integral part of camping times with family and a variety of friends.  

As the mother of a young son I am happy to aspire to the love, grace, pride, humour and humanity that we saw modelled in the spouse, mother, grandmother, mother-in-law and friend who was Eil.
Four stories of passion

Steve

Mick has already mentioned Mum’s love of

Camping

Reading

Tennis 

Poetry and a good argument 

But Eileen had other deeper passions and while they might not have been grand passions they were defining elements for those who lived with her. As a tribute we’ve selected a few items which you see on the coffin and I’d like to share with you a couple of stories relating to those objects. 

We’ve included a knitted beanie; one of her fruit cakes; a cricket ball; and shells from her favourite beach, Currumbin.

 Shells

The shells tell a story of a family wide passion - the beach. My earliest memories are of Caloundra in cyclonic conditions in the early fifties. We used to stay in a converted army hut in the sand dunes fronting Kings Beach - lino floors, sand and coconut oil suntan lotion. The smell of coconut oil might conjure up images of Thai curries for many, but for me its the aroma of the beach. It was heaven.

Later Currumbin became the family’s second home and our annual sojourn at Newcastle Flats, now long gone, often with her brothers Jack and Stan and Jack’s wife Marie, were a highlight of each year. Kev taught us boys to body surf and mum .......... she read and relaxed and knew 

She owned part of that beach.

The beanie.

Mum was a great knitter and even in her last year completed a couple of urgent assignments.

Her final major work - a jumper for Jo Anne - Andreas sister who lives in London.

A new beanie for me - I lost my previous one on the top deck of a London bus the day before Andrea and I were due to return to Brisbane after delivering Jo her new jumper. It took two of us to deliver that jumper. You will understand why in a moment

Her jumpers were legendary. My cousin big Steve, back in the early 1960’s, received the first of mum’s giant creations - A jumper that literally came to his knees. No mean feat as BIG Steve was 6ft 2ins. That story has been part of family lore now for nigh on 40 years. 

And most recently Joanne my sister in law in London requested an Eileen special - a large size please. 

Mum proceeded to create a monster jumper. 

Jo wears it with pride in the English winter where it is the talk of all her friends. 

It also doubles as a doona.

It wasn’t that mum lost the knitting plot - it was a case of “they asked for oversize jumpers” and mum being a very small person took these giants at their word.

Fruit Cake

A cake seems pretty ordinary but over 50 years Eileen's fruit cakes have become the yardstick by which all fruit cakes are measured. The ubiquitous cake tins wrapped in the courier mail and stacked, sometimes two or three high on the fridge top at home awaiting the next delivery became as familiar to us as the view out the back door.

The recipe has ranged far and wide and will, I’m sure, eventually find its way onto the internet at www.eilsfruitcake.com.au.

My cousin Rob’s wife, Jackie, has brought one all the way from Tamworth for this afternoon’s gathering and Kev, who has been under instruction from the bedroom over recent months, and has become the next guardian of the cake recipe, has supplied a second.

Sport

Mum was a most unlikely sports fanatic. Perhaps it began in a household of boys who lived and breathed footy in the 50’s, 60’s and into the 70’s but eventually she outdid us all, broadening her interest to all sports and driving Kev crazy with her late night/early morning tennis, cricket, rugby watching while he pleaded with her to turn off the TV. and come to bed.

The Grandchildren’s Stories

Eil’s five treasures, the Grandchildren, all of whom grew taller than her in recent years also have some special memories of their grandmother.

Adam:

I simply called Eileen Little Nanna when I was about 2 years old and observed she was shorter than my other nanna, Lyla, who I called Big Nanna.

Whenever we visited Little Nanna and Poppa on a Saturday night, a roast was always on the menu.

I remember Little Nanna had a funny etiquette rule for asking for something across the table. Instead of asking for whatever she wanted directly, she would offer whatever it was she was after to someone else. The idea being that the offeree would reply with either a “yes please” or a “no thank you”, and reciprocate by offering Little Nanna the same dish.

Thinking of this, I’m always reminded of peas. 

At a typical Little Nanna and Poppa Saturday night roast I would help myself to all the spoils of a roast including a large serving of peas. I ate everything before the peas, the peas were always last, so they were on my plate for the entire duration of the meal. 

Observing this, Little Nanna would always offer me more peas during the meal, hoping I would remember the etiquette rule and offer her the peas instead. 

I usually forgot the rule!

Looking down at my plate and my healthy sea of peas, I would look back up at her and reply with an obvious “No thanks, I’ve got heaps”. When I realized what Little Nanna was actually asking, I found it a great source of amusement.

I’ll miss Little Nanna’s intelligence and wit, her oversized jumpers that we grew into, and her cooking, and her roasts, and her offerings of peas.

Josh: 

Like Adam, Eileen was my little Nanna. I always looked forward to visiting Nanna and Poppa as little Nanna was one of the few people I was taller than. 

Over the years however it became apparent that Nanna’s height was just a clever disguise concealing the size of her love and wit that lay within.

Many games of Scrabble were played with Nanna and rarely did one finish without Nanna as victor.

Little Nanna would sit quietly and patiently, interjecting at her minds will with comments on words that players had presented. In this fashion, many of my own words soon found their way back to my rack.

In some cases, little Nanna would resist to present a word and concentrate on swapping and collecting letters. This led me to assume that Nanna was struggling to create words and that I might have a chance at winning if only I could create words as well. However, on thinking this little Nanna would present a word containing no less than 7 letters on top of a triple word score square scoring 150 points at a time and effectively squashing mine and every other player’s hope of clinching victory.

On presentation Nanna would wait with a confident smile on her dial for players to reach for the dictionary in disbelief at what had been placed before them. Though my cries of cheating were quickly quelled by the dictionary, I held no spite for Nanna as I often learnt more in a game of scrabble than I did at school.

Jessica:

My image of Little Nana is of her sitting in her chair in the lounge room propped up on pillows. She has bags of wool at her feet and she is knitting away. The TV's on and tuned into Channel 9 where either the cricket or rugby is being played depending on the season and the sound is turned up loud. I remember watching as her eyes would flick up to the TV. and then down to her knitting only stopping her knitting to watch the replays of tries if it was rugby on the TV or a fallen wicket if it was cricket. While all this was going on she would make sure that I didn’t need an apple, peeled of course, or some Kingston biscuits, my favourites, or a glass of milk or lemonade. That is my image of Little Nana that I will never forget.

Nick: 

When I think of Nanna lots of things come to mind. Of course there’s knitting and her fruit cakes but another thing I remember is her passion for sport. She loved watching sport from tennis and cricket in the summer to rugby league in the winter. Every Saturday afternoon she would sit down in front of the television for the weekly footy match. When the Rabbitohs were playing the Broncos her and Aunty Lorna would spent the whole time on the phone arguing and cheering for their own teams. She would also often have arguments with Poppa over the value of Steve Renouf or Alfie Langer’s grubber kick. But no matter what she would also have her weekly sporting fix.

Another fond memory I have of Nanna is making home made Bonbons with her every Christmas. It wouldn’t matter whether we were having Christmas with her that year or not. With typical Nanna generosity she would sit down with us, sort through the lollies put them into wrapped toilet roles and label each one carefully.

Finally one of the funnier memories I have of Nanna is when she would tell us that she was tired and was going to have some quiet time. She would then proceed to talk for the next half an hour telling about how she is having some quiet time until finally she would say “Ok, quiet time is over we can talk again.”

She kept all of these qualities to the day she died. She knew the score of the last cricket game before she died. We made bonbons for Christmas last year and now she will have plenty of time to have her quiet time. Nanna was perhaps the most loving and generous person I know and I’m sure we’ll all miss her but I’d just like to say, “Thanks Nanna, we’ll never forget you.”

Journey - A Poem 

Liz: 

My Grandmother stood at the top of a mountain with her eyes searching beyond the sky and her arms spread wide.

She felt her life for the great journey that it was and treasured a feeling which had grown and overcome her …. L O V E

As golden droplets of rain began to fall, they touched her skin with soft kisses and her spirit was showered with warmth that melted her soul.

She had become a glowing pool of love.

The love flowed gently and it came to an edge off which she cast herself gracefully, suspended in beauty with this perfect feeling inside.

She was flying.

The wings of the immeasurable love, which she empowered, carried her out and away with the wind.

The golden water fell silently into a mesmerizing pool of aqua tranquility into which she dissolved.

Still warm with love yet refreshingly calm and forever content.

Her golden soul glided through the iridescent water and she closed her eyes.

The glowing light wrapped its arms around her gently and she drifted into sleep.

She would rest here forever in the pool of peace, eternally smiling with the love that her spirit had known.

Reflection

We’d now invite you all to take a minute to perhaps reflect on your memories of times with Eil as we listen to violinist Stephen Grapelli play Stardust.

Conclusion 

Steve

82 years seems like a long time but life comes to a close for all of us. For her family, the end was always going to come too soon, and even one more day would have felt like a gift.

I’m pleased to say that Eileen passed away peacefully last Monday afternoon and in a way we did have that extra day because we decided we wanted a little longer to say goodbye and so she spent the Monday night with us at home in her bed peacefully watched over by Kev and Michael and 3 of her grandchildren. That period was tranquil and gentle and healing. I’m glad we did it - it also gave Kev, who almost single handedly cared for mum over the final six months, a chance to relax and at last slow down. Dad has done a magnificent job. 

The family would like to express a special thanks to those friends and relatives, especially Kev’s sister Rita, who have supported him with regular visits and calls. I can assure you each phone call and visit was greatly appreciated. Over the past six months your generosity helped mum to remain in her home environment until the very end.

Mum’s final weeks were also made much easier by the care and attention from the staff of the Blue Nurses and Mt Olivet Palliative Care unit. We thank them for their dedication.

.................................................................................................................................

From here we will be moving to the Graveside for a short ceremony. The family would like to extend an invitation to join us at the Graveside and afterwards at the family home for refreshments. The address is in your commemorative leaflet.

Eileen was a great dancer so we will be processing from the chapel to the sound of the Glenn Miller Band playing Moonlight Serenade.

For Eileen

In the photo album with triangular paper corners

You and Clare Nolan and Eileen Connolly

Dressed slimly in your hand stitched pinafores of crepe,

Sepia toned in the rusty colours of the thirties

Off to another dance at the Hyde Park Y

Your faces alive with the fresh expectations of youth.

 

60 years on, in your parting hours

You lay, almost daintily, under the bedcovers

Your young girl’s frame returned.

Your eyes still sparkling with the innocence of an angel

And smilingly, peacefully accepting life moment by moment.

You generously offered tidbits of memory and sustenance to those around you

Filling the silences with your gentle touch

Reminding us of who we are and where we’ve come from.

There will be silences now you’re gone

Enough for us to remember you 

And the kindness in your eyes.

Steve
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