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The three of us had a lovely
Christmas dinner this year. Freerange turkey, stuffing, glazed ham,
sprouts, celery, roast potatoes,
carrots and gravy followed by
pudding with brandy butter and
Bailey’s coffee to finish. A veritable
feast.
The carrots were special. They were
roasted in rosemary infused olive
oil which replaced the goose fat of
other years (in deference to rising
cholesterol levels). There is a story
behind the carrots - Rudolph’s
carrots.
Our house had been a ‘safe house’
for several weeks before Christmas.
Prams, buggies, tricycles, dolls,
laptops and a myriad of other gifts
made their way from Lapland and
were stockpiled in our front room
away from prying eyes.

I helped Santa on Christmas Eve.
When over-excited children had
finally succumbed to the sandman’s ministrations, I delivered
the last of the gifts – a pram and a
buggy - in my Toyota sleigh.

“Wouldn’t it be magic if
Daddy was here when
we wake up in the
morning.”
When I quietly entered the kitchen,
Audrey had already laid out an
array of gifts under the tree for four
year old Kim and her younger sister
Karen.
Before they gave up their Santawatch, the two little girls had set a
small table for their visitors. On the
table were three carrots for
Rudolph and a glass of milk and
two cookies for Santa.
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Innocently and mischievously, they
had thoughtfully placed a soft
cushion in the fire place so that
Santa wouldn’t hurt his wellupholstered bum when he crash
landed in the grate and had each
taken a bite from one of Santa’s
cookies.

2

offered to take the carrots with me
and use them for our Christmas
dinner. They were delicious and I
don’t think Rudolph missed them!
In mid-afternoon on Christmas Day,
as the three of us sat down to
dinner, I couldn’t help thinking of
Kim and Karen’s Daddy. His
Christmas dinner was long over eaten in a locked prison cell with
his two companions, sitting on his
bed with a tray balanced on his
knees. He ate very little.
Before I retired that night, I thanked
God for Kim, Karen, their Daddy
and Audrey, the stars that lead me
to the stable.

Music on Tuesday Nights

When Kim was being tucked into
bed by her mother, her final
Christmas wish was: “Wouldn’t it
be magic if Daddy was here when
we wake up in the morning.” That
had been her Daddy’s wish, too,
when I visited him in prison that
afternoon. He had faltered in his
struggle with addiction a few weeks
before Christmas and was now
suffering the consequences.
It would indeed have been magic
for him to see the delight on his
daughters’ faces as they unwrapped
Santa’s presents. He was near to
tears as he listed out the many gifts
his partner and himself had been
buying weekly since the previous
September so that Kim and Karen
would have a Christmas to
remember. They had, but for a
different reason.
I sat for a cuppa and a mince pie
with Audrey. As I was leaving, I

(For four Tuesday nights in
October/November Martin
O’Flaherty hosted music sessions
for a group of ladies from
Poppintree (Ballymun),
Fettercairn (Tallaght) and
Cherry Orchard. The sessions
took place in the Margaret
Aylward Centre for Faith and
Dialogue in the grounds of the
Holy Faith Convent in Glasnevin
and were presented by Martin
O’Flaherty. The following
account was written by Dolores
from Cherry Orchard).
Martin has said that it’s our fault
that the Tuesday nights came
about. Not true; it’s as much
Martin’s fault as it’s ours. This is
the story of how it really started.
We go to Wexford every summer
for a week and Mary and Paul
come with us. This year Paul
could not be there. Paul would
never let us down and so he
arranged for Martin to come
along with us for the week.
In all fairness, Martin did not
have a clue just what he was

letting himself in for, having to
share a house with nine women.
Martin was also told by one of the
women on the journey down:
“Now Martin, when we get here
you just have to go with the flow.”
Which he did for the rest of the
week; he had to – he was well and
truly outnumbered.
On the first evening, Martin
played some great songs for us
and some beautiful music which
we found very relaxing. After this,
Martin was tormented to play his
music and I have to confess that it
was mostly myself who was doing
the tormenting. Every evening,
after having great days out to
lovely places, we would sit
around, listen to music and have a
laugh and, of course, a sing-song.
“Now Martin, when we get
here you just have to go with
the flow.”
Martin never complained and
played music for us whenever we
asked him. I think Martin knew
just how much some of us loved
our music. He asked us if he
planned something on music after
our summer break would we come
along. We said that we would.
Well Martin is a man of his word
and did not forget us. In
September he came to visit us in
The Life Centre in Cherry
Orchard and told us about the
plans for music on Tuesday nights.
We are enjoying the Tuesday
nights. It’s great to see so many
people there each week and the
way they speak out and share what
the words of the songs mean to
them. I enjoy listening to what
each person has to say.
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It’s hard to believe that just
listening to the words of songs can
bring up so much for so many
people. Sometimes the words
bring up happy memories of when
we were growing up, or of
beautiful places we have been or
of places we would love to see.
Other times we are reminded of
people we love who have died or
gone away.
“It’s hard to believe that
just listening to the words
of songs can bring up so
much for so many people”.
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to everyone who
helped with the
Tuesday nights.
To Brenda who
runs the centre,
to Paul, Seán
and Liam our
drivers and to
Martin. What
can we say
about Martin? Well, he’s very
bubbly, has a great personality
and is very easy to get along with.
As the words of the Abba song
say: “Thank you for the music.”

It’s great to meet so many lovely
people who turn up each week. I
hope that everyone gets something
from the four weeks of music. I
think that we’ll all look at music in
a whole new light now. Everyone
loves the chat and the cup of tea
we have each week and we share a
laugh and a joke which is really a
nice way to end each night. We
would like to say ‘Thank You’

Hopefully, it won’t all end here
and we will all meet up again
sometime, please God.

Some of our readers may remember that, earlier this year, the community
in Cherry Orchard appealed to the Brothers in the European Province for
help with the setting up of an outreach fund to assist with our outreach
towork
everyone
who
helped
in The
North
Wallwith
andthe
Cherry Orchard. Over €4,800 was
Tuesday
nights.
To
Brenda
who
contributed by both communities and individual brothers. We were truly
runs
the Centre,
to Paul,
Seánie
delighted
with the
response
and are most grateful.
and Liam our drivers and to
The following
arewe
thesay
expenses
Martin.
What can
about to date:
Assistance
with
funerals
(2)
€150
Martin? Well, he’s very bubbly,
Contribution
towards and
Thursday
€200
has
a great personality
is veryNight Adult Classes
Annual
Holiday
for
Cherry
Orchard
ladies
€300
easy to get along with. As the
Prison
Visits
(14)
€280
words of the Abba song say:
Day retreat
in the
Emmaus
€150
“Thank
you for
music”.
Week-end in Wexford
€ 50
Mattress
€100
Total
€1,230
The balance remaining on the account is

€3,570

OUTREACH FUND

With Christmas fast
approaching, a gentle
reminder that the
Outreach Fund is always
open for contributions.
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Ferryman’s Crossing
Emer, thirty-five, is back living at home now in Ferryman’s Crossing
On her bedroom wall she still has that photo of her confirmation
In her bright blood-red jacket and cream trousers
Along with her phone and iPad, that photo is her most valued possession
Occasionally she goes into Laurence O’Tooles church to light a candle
Remembering as a school kid visiting Eu in France with her fifth class
friends
For a few months in 1996 she was one of the first altar-girls in the parish
At times she still hums those hymns around the house,
“walk, walk in the light”
Like many in her age group she did her growing-up during
two years in Australia
With a gang of inner city youngsters making their way together in a
strange world
Like loads of friends she has a cousin in the Joy, whom she still
sometimes visits
And has been to one too many of her William Street class-mates’
untimely funerals

I tried to capture something
of how young people may
nourish their spirit as they
adopt different roles and try
to make sense of the
adventure of life in the North
Wall presently. Each
individual is so unique
however, that both their
personal story and their
relationship with Jesus will
most probably defy
generalisation.
Martin

She took a year to journey home from Australia, mending a broken heart
Taking time on route in India and Thailand to find herself
While befriending the gentle people in Bangkok she tasted quietness
And then volunteering in a homeless shelter in Kolkata
she regained her energy
With her appetite for fun, for people and for the sacred rekindled
Her life in Ireland became a deeper parable of care, easiness and
acceptance
Like us all in the bedlam of the inner city, she has her moments
and can wobble
Reading Gibran, doing mindfulness and using the gym, she's
at home in her own skin
Emer, thirty-five, is back in Ferryman’s looking after her ma, Betty
Poor Mrs Cooney is feeble with Alzheimer’s and confined to barracks
On her rare good days she talks with Emer about her planned
big funeral in the church
And of them being buried together one day in the family plot
at the rear of Glasnevin
There are days when Emer would like a job of her own and two kids
Making the ferry crossing with her from this terrain of many
‘mights’ or ‘shoulds’
Is Jesus, Buddha, some modern folk and her friends, whispering
“relish and explore”
And with them as mystery incognito, she can chill and keep
going.
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HERE YOU FIND AN OPEN CHURCH, A
PEOPLE’S CHURCH …

It’s about seeing God in
everything

While there is wastefulness of
youth energy, aggression and
violence, destruction of public
property, there is also the surprise
of recognition, friendship and
acceptance.
Here you find ‘an open church’, a
people’s church that moves out
into streets and the daily life of

Making Home in Cherry Orchard
Seán Beckett

people. There is collaboration
between different types of people
and agencies. There are shared
dreams, tears, hopes and fears
expressed and supported in
gatherings and rituals.

Coming Home
Walking the Earth
Knowing where I’m planted
Brokenness, Bewildered Embraced, Empowered
Seán

In Cherry Orchard I have a sense
that I belong, it’s about a simple
hello, the weather, helping next
door neighbour, a comment on the
area (an event, vandalism, an
accident, a death etc). It’s about
‘living on the street’ and ‘of the
street’, not behind walls, removed
and distant. It’s about personal
identity and personal contact; this
is me as brother to – as brother
with … It’s real life and shared
stories of shopping locations, of
travelling on public transport, of
parish and church occasions, of
school events, of experiences of
violence and crime etc.
It’s about seeing God in
everything … in the ordinary. It’s
about hearing God in unexpected
places and conversations. It’s
about struggling with the loss of
God and loss of meaning in a mire
of dirt, rubbish, vandalism, crime,
family break-up, hopelessness,
helplessness, suicide and death.

I am content, I feel a purpose, I
am connected. I do little, I initiate
very little, I’m in charge of very
little but I’m with many;
meditation, reflection, women’s
group, school volunteer,
homework club, church choir …
etc
‘Making home’ can involve
misunderstanding, challenge and
pain. Confusion arises in my
questioning and my level of
response.
How can I support a local priest
when his house is broken into
three times?
How do I react, challenge,
understand and accept when some
people litter the street and
dump/burn their rubbish on the
green?
How do I react when the
helicopter flies over or when
joyriders whizz and skid around
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and damage property, such as
other cars, garden walls, sign
posts and lamp poles?
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stop-off conversations. Walking
the earth and observing with care,
appreciation and love. Walking
the earth and sowing seeds (no
matter how small).
It may not be about ‘making
home’ as the title of this piece
implies. It may not be about
‘doing’ at all. It is more about a
welcoming in, a luring of a sort, a
gradual attraction to the
‘orchard’. Tears will be shed, pain
and confusion will be experienced,
mistakes and regrets will be made
but ‘home’ in Cherry Orchard will
also laugh, embrace, sing and
dance … many, many times!

Where/How am I meeting my
neighbour? How conscious is my
awareness of the living reality and
implications for people living
here? Where am I seeking/meeting
my God, my learning zones, and
my walking with brothers/sisters?

Book Reviews
In the Hands of the People
A New Vision of Church

Phil Brennan
If a community is interested in
embracing the future of church or
of religious life at the margins,
then I strongly recommend this
book. Both church and religious
life, as generally experienced in
contemporary Ireland, are senile,
exhausted, crumbled and turnedin on itself. This book presents new
patterns of relationship and new
models of church, based on
emphatic listening, solidarity and
identification
with
people
struggling at the margins. Between
the pages of this book
rejuvenation and hope are on
offer.

How can I show support and
understanding when our
neighbours are robbed and shot?
How is ‘life’ valued, respected and
appreciated?
How can I ‘walk with’ grieving
families in their pain, anger and
hopelessness.
Yet the ‘orchard’ here is very
much alive as the ‘river of life’
stills flows with energy and spirit.
Life here is embraced with colour,
vitality, support, commitment,
devotion, laughter, humour and
empathy.
It’s about walking ‘our earth’; a
delicate earth, a humble earth, an
earth of skidded tracks, bonfire
patches, wet, muddy and rubbish
dumps. Walking the earth alone/in
company to/from, with purpose,
with carefree, with leisure, with

Thanks to Joe Connolly,
Derek Hendrick, Donal
Leader and others for help
with art work and
photographs

It was fitting that Peter McVerry
launched Phil’s book in the
Edmund Rice Chapel in Waterford
on November 21st. In the
introduction to the book, Phil who
is the director of the Waterford
Omagh Peace Choir and who
regularly organises liturgies, Taize
prayer and recitals at Mount Sion,
pays special tribute to the
Christian Brothers community
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there.
Appropriately, the
atmosphere at the book launch
was reflective, musical and with a
variety of voices from the margins.

Fourth World’s approach, Donal
Dorr and even from my own
faltering efforts at North Wall
theology.

would admit that we are
responsible for ruining the best in
them because of the life we
impose on them”

If a community is interested in
embracing the future of
church or of religious life at
the margins, then I strongly
recommend this book.

Communities such as the North
Wall have a life, a wisdom and a
prophetic voice that reflect a
counter-movement
to
the
orientation and the frequencies of
both contemporary society and
church in Ireland (which often bind
people at the margins). This book
strongly suggests that a new vision
of church, albeit fragile, is
emerging in the hands of
struggling people.

How often can we say and think
about Church as they do; “ …
when they talk of Church, it is
“our Mass, our priest, our church “
… we cannot truly reflect on
Church if we ignore what the Poor
tell us about Christ’s humiliation
and suffering.

For two reasons I would
recommend that communities use
this book as a resource for
community reflection. The first
great gift of this book is that it
translates academic research into
a very readable style and secondly
this book is peppered with real
examples of a bottom-up church
emerging in Irish society. The
liberation theologies of Latin
America are shown to have
relevance within our Irish context
while the words of Pope Francis
and the life of Archbishop Romero
intimate that the future of the
Catholic Church lies, not in the
corridors of power and authority,
but on the fringes, among those
people
consigned
to
the
periphery.
What might a church in Ireland
look like if it was based on the
vision of Jesus, the empowerment
of poor people and on real
collaboration, is a question posed
by this book. Thankfully, the
volume is very rich in suggesting
tentative, concrete answers to this
vital challenge. Examples are
expounded from the initiatives of
Peter McVerry, Jim O Halloran,
(Crumlin
Small
Christian
Community), Gemma McKenna,
Partners in Faith, The Fig Tree
Group at Fatima Mansions, ATD

Martin Byrne

The Poor Are The Church
A Conversation with…
Fr. Joseph Wresinski (Founder of
ATD Fourth World Movement) and
Giles Anouil.

I’m finding this a very challenging
and inspiring book. While it is ‘an
easy read’ in the style of an
interview, it is far from ‘easy’ to
appreciate, value, embrace and
accept the thought-provoking
content. Here the ‘Poor’ are given
a face, a context, a human story
and a significant role to question
us, teach us and disturb us.
… we cannot truly reflect on
Church if we ignore what the
poor tell us about Christ’s
humiliation and suffering.
We are asked as people, as
Christians and as Church to hear
their message; “If there was an
ounce of humanity in us, we

“The Poor have a unique and
essential message” to deliver
because of their life experience,
their struggle and suffering, and
their hopes and support for each
other within their family and
community make-up.
Are we prepared to listen to them
and ask ourselves the right
questions, such as;
How does public opinion consider
poor families?
How do I consider and treat poor
families?
How are my belief systems and
assumptions reacting to what I
read here and how am I now
thinking, reflecting and moved to
action? etc ….
“Public opinion did what we all do
as regards the poorest. It
acknowledged the situation and
put the blame on the families.”
Seán Beckett
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Jesus - An Historical
Approximation
José Pagola

This book does exactly ‘what it
says on the tin’ – gives an
historical approximation of the life
of Jesus. Jose Pagola, a Spanish
priest and eminent biblical
scholar, reconstructs the historical
Jesus with a scholarly and
theological approach. He
addresses basic questions about
who Jesus was; how he
understood his life; what was the
originality of his message; how
the vision of the kingdom of God
centered his life; and why he was
executed and what happened
afterwards.
Jesus viewed his death as
a service to God’s reign
for the service of all.

If you read only one book during
2015 could I recommend that
‘Jesus – an Historical
Approximation’ be that book. For
a little preview (if you happen to
be in Veritas) have a look at
Appendix 1 on pages 457 to 462;
it gives an excellent summary of
what this book is about.
... to awaken interest in the
historical Jesus, stripped of
pious trappings that have
discouraged modern people
from taking Jesus seriously.

It is a beautifully produced book
but it doesn’t come cheap
(approximately €40).
Worth every cent!
Paul Hendrick

Retreat/Workshop
The community here in Cherry Orchard hosted a number of Brothers
and others for a six-day retreat/workshop in July 2013 and in May and
July 2014. The theme of the retreats was: "Searching for Mystery in
Marginal Communities".
It is our intention to offer two more such retreats in 2015 on the
following dates:
Monday, May 25th to Saturday, May 30th
Monday, July 27th to Saturday, August 1st.
The retreats, which are non-residential, begin at 9.30 each morning
and finish around 4.45 p.m. with a later finish on the Wednesday and
Saturday. The maximum number of participants on each retreat is ten
due to the limited space available and the nature of the reflections and
sharings.
The cost is €150 which includes lunches, coffee breaks and materials.
We hope to have a mix of religious and non-religious on each retreat.
If you are interested in participating in one of the retreats, or if you
would like more information, please contact any one of us.

A Final Note
We hope you enjoyed our first
effort at a newsletter. Depending
on the response, we plan on
issuing a newsletter maybe three
or four times a year.
It is our hope that the newsletters
will give rise to a two-way process
of communication. By the time we
issue the next edition of ‘Scribbles
from the Margins’ we plan to have
a website, facebook or some such
in place to facilitate exchange of
ideas. We’re gradually finding our
feet and learning about the
wonders of electronic
communication!

In the meantime, we would love to
hear from you at any of these email addresses or otherwise.
martbyrne@hotmail.com
seanyb21@gmail.com
hendrickp2107@yahoo.ie
Christmas belongs, finally and
fundamentally, to those who are
excluded from its celebration.
Aidan Mathews

Happy Christmas

Martin, Seán, Paul.

