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Emmaus
There is a lovely detail in the
parable of the Prodigal Son which,
for years, had escaped me. When
the repentant son returns home he
is greeted by his loving father who
calls for a robe for his son, a ring
for his finger and, significantly,
sandals for his feet. It’s as if the
Father is saying “Son, I’m glad
you’re back, but if you need to go
away again, you have your sandals
for the journey and I’ll still be here
for you on your return.”
That’s setting the bar fairly high as
I discovered recently!
It all started about a year ago.
Timmy, a drug addict in his midtwenties, was up in court for trial
on a charge of burglary. His
prospects weren’t looking good
and a significant custodial

sentence was the likely outcome. I
was there to lend moral support
and to take the stand in court and
speak on Timmy’s behalf in an
effort to assist the court to come to
a just decision
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Seán Beckett

The usual organised chaos greeted
us on our arrival in court at 10.30
that morning. Fifty or sixty cases
had all been listed for 10.30 and
the court room was packed to
capacity with court officials,
barristers, solicitors, Gardaí,
victims of crime, the accused and

Suggested Reading
their families and friends,
witnesses, court reporters ….
standing room only.
It was mid-afternoon when
Timmy’s case was finally called.
The prosecuting Garda gave his
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evidence and witnesses were
called.
The
evidence
was
overwhelming and Timmy was
found guilty as charged.
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pointed towards Timmy as
probably the only person who had
the opportunity to tamper with the
window.1

happened? If Timmy gets a prison
sentence, will I visit him in prison.
If not, why not?

The Garda was recalled to the
witness stand and gave details of a
substantial list of previous
convictions.

How many pairs of sandals am I
willing to give Timmy? The Gospel
says 490 pairs – seventy times
seven times.

I was the only witness on Timmy’s
behalf. I tried to help the court to
understand the other Timmy, the
loving partner and father who
struggles with addiction.

Timmy still has 489 pairs left.
Have I?

The judge arrived at what I
considered to be a just decision – a
twelve month sentence suspended
for two years. I wasn’t sure what
the prosecuting Garda thought of
his day in court. We chatted briefly
outside the court and there were no
hard feelings.
Timmy, whom I have known since
he was a bright, happy, optimistic
thirteen year old, is a regular
visitor to our house – dropping in
for a chat and a cuppa or a more
substantial meal. We try to support
him as his struggle with addiction
continues.
One evening three weeks ago I
returned home to discover that our
house in Cherry Orchard had been
burgled.
After the initial shock - the
realisation that someone had been
in our bedrooms - had subsided, we
began to look around to see how
the intruder had gained entry. We
quickly came to the conclusion that
it had been an “inside job” – that
someone who had access to the
house had been involved. They had
opened the latch on one of the
ground-floor windows and left it
ready for entry, either by
themselves or an accomplice. The
finger of suspicion immediately

For me, the realisation that
someone I had trusted and tried to
help might have been involved in a
burglary in our home was far
harder to come to terms with than
the fact that someone had been in
our bedrooms. I still get an empty
feeling in the pit of my stomach
when I think about it.

Emmaus
On a nice autumn Saturday in the
middle of October, a group of
women from Cherry Orchard
joined us for a day retreat in
Emmaus Retreat Centre in
County Dublin.

By a strange irony, one of the two
Gardaí who came to investigate the
burglary and take statements from
us, was the Garda who had brought
Timmy to court on the previous
occasion. No hard feelings!

After the obligatory cuppa and
chat, the day began with a
colourful reflection. This was
folowed by a session on the
Emmaus Walk Story from St
Luke’s Gospel.

If the case ever comes to court, and
it may not for lack of evidence, I
will be faced with a strange
dilemma. Having taken the stand to
give evidence for the prosecution,
do I then take the stand again for
the defence and, in ‘an effort to
assist the court to come to a just
decision’, do I tell the court about
the other Timmy, ‘the loving
partner and father who struggles
with addiction’.

After lunch and a short centering
prayer, the group went for a walk
in the grounds of Emmaus, two by
two. The day finished with a
celebration of the Eucharist, also
on the theme of the Emmaus
Walk.

There are other questions for me,
too. Will I welcome Timmy into our
home in spite of what has
_______________

I would like to thank you for a
lovely day on Saturday. That was
the first time I was ever at a retreat
and I found it relaxing and great. I
was away from the hustle and
bustle of my normal days. It gave
me a good feeling of how to try and

There was other ‘evidence’, too, which I
won’t detail here.
1

Some of the participants penned
their reflections on the day.
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take time out for myself and that it
is ok to do that.
The talks we had between us as a
group were open and honest and
that felt good.
The talk Paul gave about the Road
to Emmaus left me thinking that we
can help so many people just by
listening to their problems, worries
etc.
Thank You.

Last Saturday we went to a day
retreat to Emmaus. The weather
was bad in the morning when we
left Cherry Orchard but it cleared
up and it turned out to be a
beautiful, mild, sunny day.
We all sat around in a circle and
there were four Christian Brothers
with us. One of them, Séan, told us
all to close our eyes and relax and
be aware of our breathing. He
played a lovely piece of music
softly in the background. He talked
to us about how, as children, we
would have a box of paints in front
of us. He asked us to imagine the
colours in front of us and to go to
the ones that stood out for us.

After this there were lovely pieces
of art spread around the floor. We
walked around them slowly and
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picked out one or two pieces that
we were drawn to. We then broke
up into groups and each person
talked about what the pictures they
picked meant to them. It was really
very interesting listening to what
the pictures and colours meant to
people. After this we returned to
the large group and discussed what
we all got from the pictures.
We then sat around as a group and
Paul talked to us about the story of
two men walking together to a
village called Emmaus about seven
miles from Jerusalem. On that
journey, they met another man who
joined them on their walk. They
listened to him and then asked him
to come into the village of Emmaus
and have something to eat with
them.

When we were finished eating, we
broke into twos and walked around
the beautiful grounds of Emmaus.
The sun was shining through the
trees and we could see the lovely
colours of green, red and gold.
Some of the trees were bare and we
could see the different shapes. It
was also lovely listening to the
sound of leaves falling to the
ground. I also got some chestnuts
to take home for the grandchildren.
The grounds are home to wild
animals. It was lovely to see
squirrels hopping from tree to
tree like trapeze artists.
After our walk, we went back
inside where we had Mass. Martin
had made a lovely job of getting
everything ready. He had wooden
candle-holders in the shape of a
cross at the foot of the altar and it
was lovely when they were all
lighting during Mass. I thought
having Mass was a lovely way to
end the day.

It was at this village when they
were having their meal and the man
blessed and broke the bread that
they realised that the man was
Jesus.
I found the reflection very
helpful. I had been in a down
spot and the reflection did me
the world of good.

It was lunch time then and we all
went to the dining room. We
enjoyed a lovely meal; the food
was lovely and all the staff there
were really very nice to us.

The Mass gave us time to reflect,
give gratitude and send blessings to
all who are less fortunate than
ourselves.
The day in Emmaus was very
peaceful. It was a good
opportunity to escape from our
normal activities and duties.
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Outreach
Fund
Contributions
to the
Outreach Fund
are always
welcome
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Our Outreach Fund, which is now in its third year, is geared towards our outreach
in Cherry Orchard and The North Wall.
We started off our current financial year in September 2016 with a balance of
€1,725 in the Outreach Fund.
Since then we have received contributions totaling almost €2,750 for which we are
extremely grateful.
The following is a summary of the expenses to date for the current financial year (1st
Sept 2016 to 30th November 2016):
Assessment for addiction treatment
Prison Visits (12)
Help with Groceries & Household
Donations
Bank charges
Total
Balance

Searching for Mystery in Marginal Communities
was the theme of an on-site retreat/workshop hosted by the
Christian Brothers’ Community in Cherry Orchard in July 2016.
Five Brothers from around the world and four ‘others’ took part
in what was a very rich and enriching experience.
Preparations are already afoot for retreats in 2017. Our plan is to
offer a ‘repeat’ retreat/workshop from 24th to 27th July 2017.
This retreat, which will last for four days, will be targeted at
those who have already participated in one of our other
retreats/workshops. The theme of this retreat will be ‘Mystery
Searching for us in Marginal Communities’. There are two places
still available on this retreat.
Another retreat, aimed at ‘newcomers’, will take place from
Monday, 22nd May to Friday, 26th May 2017. This retreat will
only go ahead if there is a minimum of five participants.
For further information and bookings, please contact either
Sean, Martin or Paul.

€100
€250
€540
€200
€ 25
€1,115
€3,360
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Subversive Terror at the Margins
Martin Byrne
In choosing the margins we are selecting our own cross
Removing ourselves from the centre, with its way of living, of seeing and of judging
Non-existence now on offer for us at the table of the big boys’ discourse
Labelled as ego-trippers, betrayers and patronised with trinkets of tribal hostility.
At the edges, cries of anger, frustration, self pity and despair, are within and
without
Many uneasy moments of impotence and darkness persist in ministry
Thankfully the absurdity of being a pawn-broker in a compromised patriarchy is
lifted
While the darkness of comfort, is making way for shards of sharp, unrelenting light.
Distancing from the institutional land of plagues, haemorrhoids and death
We sleep walk into the shadowy adventures of honouring cries and joys
Assuming the broken sleep of our times in solidarity at the margins
We are thus torn apart, so that mystery can enter into our history.
Easier to utter a sigh of disappointment in God, church and religious life
Than to acknowledge ourselves as users in the security zone
Limping anti-heroes, feeding on the enoughness of drug plagued Cherry Orchard
This spot, for mystery to be unmasked; an unseen order attempting to engage us.
Our prayerful acts of impure faith; a third party gift, derivative
The arrogant madness of bungee jumping with the clouds down
Nothing we do in the ghetto is complete and everything is beyond our efforts
Spiritual expectations of ‘development’ are immeasurable with sociological
models.
Valuing simplicity and smallness, while engaging in darkness, are not signs of
success
Existing with paradox, while seeking hidden mystery, are viewed as looney
Living in kinship in the reality of many small and slow ‘yeses’ at the margins
Is what keeps us standing under the banner, at yet another young person’s funeral.
This is our creaturely North Wall mysticism
For here we live, do ministry and do Eucharist, precisely, to put our life at risk
To squelch our ego and to extinguish our ambitions
Knowing what we have let ourselves in for, when we position as brothers here.
In the wastelands of the ghetto, youngsters drift through the traffic for methadone
Each September another generation of young mothers sit before us
While more homeless people line our streets, and this violence of poverty
Is not there to thaw our hearts or to change water into wine.
This degradation of humanity cannot be left to prayer and to providence
Or to some big, end-time completion-plan of a designer God
A friendly baker is called for in this prison camp, who will make us vulnerable to
love
And to a justice that will shatter the deep structures of our accepted world.
This is the primitive, subversive terror announced by Jesus:
While a thousand cuts and nicks brutalised the small people.
He, refusing to barter his position, confronted political, culture and church power
And was killed as an outcast, shorn of reputation asserting God’s justice.

The Beatitudes are as much
about geography as they are
about attitudes. If we opt to
position ourselves in kinship
at the margins, there can, as a
result, be terrifying selfimplications. Engaging with
the God of the margins can be
raw and draining and
fascinating.
It
is
a
challenging, delightful, costly
dance.
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Four Percent
Martin Byrne

Morning Ireland today echoed the mantra
D 6 100%, D 10 10% and North Wall 4 %
Damning statistics egging another department subgroup
To weave fresh pre-election fairy tales
The rich get richer and poor communities are beached and left behind
To live desperately in the 4% land of the abandoned with meagre stake in
society
Economics and politics work now to make education
A competition for advantage in our unequal world
Schooling is increasingly a market commodity
Provided on a “pay as you go” basis.
Ideologies, states and churches have colluded in this game
Of Russian roulette, punishing poor neighbourhoods.
Access to tertiary education in
Dublin 6 is 100%, in
Ballyfermot postal zone it is
10%, while in the North Wall
it is 4%. To be born on the
wrong side of the track has
similar implications in matters
of
health
care
and
employment opportunities.
Edmund
Rice
viewed
education as a tool for
liberation. To-day, struggling
communities are being left
behind and only if there is a
rash
of
murders
will
politicians
show
some
interest.

In our 4% land, persistent poverty creates a culture of survival
As early in life one learns to fail and to stick together.
There are constant reminders that we are 96% different from successful
outsiders
And thus we keep our voices low and restrict our dreams accordingly.
Dedicated teachers, competent, caring and Christian in 4% land
Stick to their unrewarding task with professionalism and deep humanity
Countering demoralisation, rejection and impotence
Engaging with young people as conduits, making pulses of hope
accessible.
Is it only the exceptional student who with a challenging mentor
With grit, self-belief and discipline can break into the land of the 96%?
If in time, Ireland experiences another decade of tiger prosperity
Will whole neighbourhoods of children still reside in the land of the
excluded?

.
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Not in my field!
Seán Beckett

W

ork began during the
summer on the building of
24 Modular Houses in a section of
ground close to Cherry Orchard
Gardens. These modular houses
are to provide accommodation for
those who may be homeless or
living in hostel/B&B apartments.
One day, as I was walking across
from the bus stop, I met a man
who said he hoped that I would be
attending the protest. I asked him,
“What protest?” As I expected, he
told me that it referred to the
building of these houses. I
shrugged my shoulders and said;
“people have to live somewhere!”
and he replied; “yeah, but not in
my field!”
‘but the Son of Man has
nowhere to lay his head’.
The remark “not in my field”
concerned me then and since. This
remark claims ownership as well
as issuing a warning of exclusion.
When it is ‘my field’ I give myself
permission to light fires on it,
dump my rubbish on it, leave my
horses out overnight (sometimes
in rough weather), and cut up the
grass as I whizz around on my
quad or scrambler bike.
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If it is ‘my field’ how willing am I to
actively take part in the Clean Up
Campaign and help to tidy and
beautify the green area?
‘Not in my field’ does not send a
message of welcome and
hospitality to the people who may
move into these houses, these
people who are at present under
major pressure and suffering,
attempting to rear and feed a
family.

Do I ‘fence me in’ for my own selfprotection, restricting my views,
my time and my service for
others? Out of fear, I limit my
concern for travellers, for
refugees, for addicts and for
others in need. How can I welcome
visitors or the homeless if my
attitude reflects ‘hands off’, ‘this is
my patch’ or ‘circle the wagons’?
This attitude makes me smallminded and resistant. Not only do
I ignore people and their situation
but I also ignore myself and what
is really going on for me.
Do I ‘fence me in’ for my own
self- protection, restricting
my views, my time and my
service for others?

(August weekend 2nd/4th joyriders
did major damage to fencing and
left a burnt out car on site).
This may be ‘a Bethlehem scene’
where Joseph and Mary come
looking
for
a
night’s
accommodation.
Mary
is
pregnant and is in need of rest and
medical attention. As Joseph goes
from place to place in search of
lodgings, he meets ‘not in my
field’ as he is turned away over and
over again. He is lucky to be given
a shed/hut space where his wife
Mary can give birth to their son.

I use logic, aggression and even
bullying to ‘protect my field’ but
this is masking my fear, my
awkwardness, my embarrassment
and my uncertainty. I claim that
I’m protecting my neighbourhood
and ‘lookin’ after my own’ but
really I am narrow-minded, selfish
and racist. This is difficult and
uncomfortable to admit – to
myself and to others!
(September still looks more or less
like ‘my field’: empty, littered,
fence broken down).

This experience of homelessness
was to be a feature in Jesus’s life as
he tells us: ‘foxes have holes, and
birds of the air have nests; but the
Son of Man has nowhere to lay his
head’.
(Summertime work begins on site:
pipes are laid and a fence is built).

Where are the ‘not in my field’ and
‘no-go areas’ in my life, in my
family and in my neighbourhood?

(December: Still a field, no houses
built)
.
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Suggested Reading
The Name of God is Mercy
Pope Francis

Through the process of an
interview, (a conversation with
Vatican reporter Andrea Tornielli),
Pope Francis shares his faith, his
passion and his reasons for
proclaiming a Holy Year of Mercy.
Pope Francis believes in a caring
Church which looks towards
“those who are wounded”.
He believes in a Church that is
capable of “showing her maternal
side, her motherly face” and
offering “an attentive ear,
understanding, forgiveness and
love.”
Pope Francis invites us to go back
to the Gospel where it speaks “not
only
of
welcoming
and
forgiveness but also of the ‘feast
of the returning son.” He reminds
us that Jesus “does not remain
indifferent, he feels compassion,
he lets himself be involved and
wounded by pain, by illness, by
the poverty he encounters.”
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In this book much is said about
mercy, forgiveness and sin. I am
touched by some of the Pope’s
references to sin and confession.
Here my attitude and attendance at
the sacrament of penance is
challenged by remarks such as;
“Shame is a grace when one feels
the mercy of God”, and “Mercy
… does not erase sins” What
erases
sins
“is
God’s
forgiveness.” “But mercy is the
way in which God forgives”. His
words can offer comfort and
encouragement.

The Book of Job

As I read these thoughts by the
Pope, I am reminded of when I did
the 30 days Retreat; “You reach a
point when you need to be
understood, to be healed, to be
made whole, forgiven. You need
to get up again to be able to
resume your path.” and “We
stand before a God who knows
our sins, our betrayal, our
denials, our wretchedness. And
yet He is there waiting for us,
ready to give Himself completely
to us, to lift us up.”

For the past twenty years this very
short book of forty two verses of
scripture has remained my loyal
companion. These somewhat
strange words of the Old
Testament, along with the tragic,
lyric and curse psalms, find a
homely place in my soul,
especially in the many times when
prayer is anything but easy. It is not
the epic story of liberation or the
irate challenges of the prophets that
I regularly return to. Time and
again, I seek out Job.

For
me
these
statements
powerfully refer to the ‘first week’
process of the 30-day retreat where
I was challenged to face my
weaknesses, my failings and my
sinfulness. And only then, when I
reached that point of helplessness,
nakedness and humility, was I in a
positive place to truly accept and
believe in mercy, forgiveness and
acceptance.

The language of the King James
Version is definitive and poetic,
gifting the reader with first class
literature and prayerful words. Its
very format induces a meditative
approach and invites to prayer. The
book is designed to fit into ones
pocket or into a backpack. This is
not the stuff of way markers and of
maps, of answers and of apologetic
theology. This is a prolonged, heart
felt sigh.

The Name of God is Mercy: Pope
Francis; Bluebird, 20 New Wharf Rd. London
2016. Translation copyright: Penguin,
Random House LLC, 2016

Seán Beckett

Centering at evening time after a
busy day of frustrations, of
injustices, of impotence and of
trying to view the worlds of the
North Wall and of Cherry Orchard
through the tears of struggling
individuals, the Book of Job
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presents a broad, unusual canvas.
To read a few verses of Job at night
before praying the examen of
consciousness helps me to intuit
the strange, enigmatic perspective
of mystery. It brings me to a new
consciousness, to a new way of
valuing. It is not that I see, but I
realise that I don't see.
Louis De Bernieres nine page
Introduction is well worth
pondering. This story of Job is a
variant of a very ancient folk tale
composed within an interlocking
mosaic of cultures. The story as
presented in our bible may have,
over time, had three authors. It is a
story about our faith in a loving
God. Can we have faith in God’s
goodness when we position
ourselves, or are involuntarily
positioned, at the gates of
Auschwitz? Job's comforters, de
Bernieres suggests, are amongst
the most intolerable and irritating
characters in all of literature. Job is
certainly not patient, but is reduced
to
abject
misery
and
disillusionment.
The Book of Job leaves us
grappling with the existence of evil
and of suffering and of injustice. In
a way today, Job is winning the
argument as people in the West
desert the answers presented by
Christianity. No longer do we
blame the Devil, but God so often
appears to fail to appear in court
when people are confronted with
the terrible violence of poverty.
What are the implications for us as
brothers and as bystanders, who
call ourselves Christian?
Can I recommend to all journeying
at the margins that they might
regularly sponge into their souls
the words of Job.
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‘When I lie down I say, “When
shall I arise, and the night be
gone?” and I am full of tossings to
and fro unto the dawning of the
day. My flesh is clothed with worms
and clods of dust; my skin is
broken, and becomes loathsome.
My days are swifter than a
weaver’s shuttle, and are spent
without hope. O remember that my
life is wind: mine eye shall no more
see good’. (Job 7:4-7)
The Book of Job: Authorised King
James Version, Pocket Canon,
Canongate Books, Edinburgh,
1998.
Martin Byrne

of day towards the end of the first
century.
The authors see the nativity stories
as neither fact nor fable nor
historical parables (subversive
stories) but as parabolic overtures
to the two gospels.
In the case of Matthew, the nativity
story introduces Jesus as the new
Moses. The Sermon on the Mount
in Matthew’s Gospel can be seen as
the new Moses giving the new law
on a new mountain.
Luke’s story, seen as overture,
introduces some of the themes of
Luke’s Gospel: the place of women
in society, ministry to the
marginalised and the role of the
Holy Spirit.
Borg and Crossan contrast

The First Christmas: What the
Gospels really teach about Jesus’s
birth;
Marcus Borg &
John Dominic Crossan.
‘The First Christmas’ sets out to
explore the Christmas stories in the
Gospels of Matthew and Luke in
much the same way as Marcus
Borg and John D Crossan explored
the Holy Week stories in their book
‘The Last Week’.
The authors set themselves the task
of looking at what the Christmas
stories meant for the Christian
communities which reflected on
them when they first saw the light

the Kingdom of Rome (imperial
monarchy, military power,
economic power, political power,
ideological power) and the
Kingdom of God (how the world
would be run if God ruled the
world; the model is not democracy
but family – the distributive
justice of God);
the Pax Romana (“They make a
desert and call it peace”) and
Peace through Justice (“The great
Divine clean-up of the world”).
Having established the context of
the Christmas stories, the authors
look at the genealogies and the
conception and birth of Jesus. They
then explore the Christmas themes
of light, fulfilment and joy. On the
way, the genealogies in Matthew
and Luke are analysed and
compared, the old testament
‘prophecies’ are put in their proper
context and the canticles of Mary,
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Zachariah and Simeon yield up
their treasures.
As the authors state at the end of
the preface, “the Christmas stories
are about us – our hopes and fears.
They are about a different kind of
world. God’s dream for us is not
simply peace of mind, but peace on
earth.”
This book is a step on the journey
towards
understanding
the
Christmas stories and would be a
timely read between now and
Christmas.
The First Christmas, What the
Gospels really teach about
Jesus’s birth; Marcus Borg &
John Dominic Crossan; SPCK,
London. 2008.

A Final Note
As always, thanks to everyone who
gave us feedback on the September
issue. We appreciate you taking the
time;
your
comments
and
suggestions help to keep us on
track.
All that’s left to us now is to wish
all our readers the peace, joy and
hope that the Christmas Story
brings.

Seán, Paul, Martin.
“Christmas belongs, finally and
fundamentally, to those who are
excluded from its celebration”
Aidan Mathews.
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