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AN OCCASIONAL NEWSLETTER FROM THE CHRISTIAN BROTHERS’ COMMUNITY, 

 8 CROFTWOOD GROVE, CHERRY  ORCHARD, DUBLIN 10.  
 IN THIS ISSUE 

Shortly after mid-night on a 

Saturday night a few weeks back, 

residents in the ‘Grove’ here in 

Cherry Orchard were awakened to 

the sound of gunfire, quickly 

followed by flashing blue lights, as 

five Garda squad cars screeched to 

a halt outside our house. The 

situation was brought under 

control and a temporary peace was 

put in place. It appears that the 

incident was part of an ongoing 

dispute between two local families. 

Thankfully, I slept through the 

whole commotion. (I’m not sure 

whether my deep sleep was due to 

a clear conscience or, more 

conveniently, a short memory). 

The next morning the full extent of 

the incident became apparent. One 

of our neighbours came down 

stairs to discover that a stray bullet 

had come through the glass porch 

door of her house and lodged itself 

in the wooden frame of the inner 

door. She is now reluctant to use 

the front rooms of her house in case 

of further incidents. 

 

A friend and neighbour called on 

her to sympathise with her on the 

damage to her house and to try to 

reassure her. On returning to her 

own home, she noticed a bullet hole 

in her front window. She was badly 

shaken. 

The fear of these families is very 

understandable. Two years ago, a 

neighbour’s six year old son was 

hit in the neck by a stray bullet and 

he is paralysed from the neck down 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

since the incident. His wheelchair 

being driven around the 

neighbourhood is a graphic 

reminder, if one were needed, of 

the devastation that can be caused 

by a stray bullet! 
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The incident in the ‘Grove’ had a 

sequel on the following evening 

when the home of one of the 

feuding families was petrol 

bombed at around six o’clock in 

the evening. The family escaped 

injury but extensive damage was 

caused to the house which is now 

unoccupied and boarded up. 

An uneasy peace reigns in the 

‘Grove’ but the word on the street 

is that the last act in this particular 

drama hasn’t been played out yet.  

It is interesting to note that 

incidents such as this, and the fear 

which they engender, have the 

power to bring out the best in 

people. While, understandably, few 

are willing to talk out loud or name 

names (whatever you say, say 

nothing), there is a great sense of 

solidarity in the local community. 

Neighbours calling on neighbours, 

strangers talking to each other, 

groups forming to walk to the shop 

or the local church, arrangements 

being made so that no one misses 

the weekly Bingo – a sense that 

we’re all in this together and that 

we can come through it together. 

At times like this, I ask myself why 

did I decide to come to live in the 

‘Grove’ with two other Brothers, 

Seán and Martin, and why do I 

continue to live here? Many of our 

neighbours would gladly leave the 

area in the morning if they could. 

Almost uniquely, we could leave 

but choose to stay. Why? 

There are many reasons. For me, 

part of the answer has to be the 

prophetic nature of our living in 

community here in the ‘Grove’. 

What do I mean by that? I mean 

that our presence has to ‘rock the 

boat’ in some way. And I think it 

does, in many ways. 

Reflecting on the recent shooting 

and the subsequent fire bombing, 

the following came to mind: 

If I say that the use of guns to sort 

out a disagreement is wrong, that 

drug-dealing is wrong, that illegal 

money-lenders are a scourge of 

society, I’m not being particularly 

prophetic. There is nothing 

radically new about what I’m 

saying and few would disagree 

with my stance, although it may 

take courage to voice these 

opinions out loud in the ‘wrong’ 

company. However, if I visit 

gunmen and murderers in prison, if 

I reach out to drug-dealers and  

money lenders, and encourage 

others to do likewise, that’s a much 

more difficult message – for me as 

much as for anyone else! 

I think the prophetic thing in this 

instance is to get people who think 

they are free, to realise that they 

need the gunmen, the drug dealers, 

the money lenders, the addicts, so 

that they themselves can be 

liberated. Now that’s a horse of a 

different colour! 

Lilla Watson, an aboriginal elder 

from Queensland, Australia, 

summed it up beautifully in the 

following quote: 

“If you have come to help me you 

are wasting your time; but if you 

have come because your liberation 

is bound up with mine, then let us 

work together”. 

OK? 

 

 

Visiting Cloverhill 
          Finian Gavin 

 

 

Some months ago, one of the 

chaplains in Cloverhill Prison 

made  the Brothers’ Community 

in Cherry Orchard aware of the 

plight of a small number of 

prisoners in the nearby Cloverhill 

Prison who never have visitors.  

 

We have arranged for a number of 

Brothers to visit these individuals 

every two or three weeks. Because 

the visits are classed as ‘Spiritual 

Visits’ they are private visits. 

 

It is our intention that the group 

of Brothers who are doing the 

visits will meet regularly to reflect 

on their experience. 

 

Br Finian Gavin (Emmaus 

penned the following account of 

his visits to date. 

 

While in Belfast, I was involved 

with a prison-visiting group of 

men, known as “Kairos Prison 

Fellowship”. Once a year the group 

conducted a 4-day retreat at 

Maghaberry, near Lisburn in Co. 

Antrim. Apart from the annual 

retreat, there was a series of 

pastoral visits throughout the year. 

These were designed to encourage 

and support those who had been 

involved on previous retreats. 

During the course of a year or two, 

I would have become familiar with 

certain prisoners.  

However, since becoming involved 

in visiting at Cloverhill Prison, 

Cherry Orchard, I have had to 

become acclimatised to a very 

different situation. Cloverhill is for 

prisoners who are on remand 
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waiting for a court hearing, after 

which they are either sentenced or 

released. 

 

My first visit to Cloverhill took 

place during December last. The 

Visitors’ Centre was a very 

positive experience. The 

receptionists were friendly and 

helpful. I found an empty locker 

and deposited a bag there 

containing my keys, mobile phone, 

belt and other belongings. I kept 

my passport which I needed to get 

past various checkpoints in the 

prison.  I was curious and anxious 

regarding the individual I was 

about to meet. I wondered if we 

would be able to have a reasonable 

conversation. 

After moving through a few 

checkpoints, I arrived at a place 

where people were waiting to meet 

certain prisoners. There were some 

members of the legal profession, as 

well as members of some voluntary 

organisations who would provide 

assistance to prisoners when 

released, especially if there were 

issues around addictions. 

As I was visiting Mark, I had to 

wait until his name was announced. 

It would be a “box visit”. Both of 

us would be locked into a small 

room, with just a table and small 

glass panel between us. When 

Mark arrived, I was able to shake 

hands….through a small space in 

the glass panel. I introduced 

myself. He wondered if I were a 

priest! I let him know I am a 

Brother. It did not seem to 

register….as he asked the question: 

“Father, when I get out, will you be 

able to get me a job in the church?” 

So, I had to let him know I was not 

a priest and was not responsible for 

any church building.  

After that, I asked him about the 

daily routine at Cloverhill. I felt 

more at ease when he gave me the 

details of life in prison. There were 

periods of being locked in the cell, 

of being able to mingle with others 

in the yard and at meal time. He 

seemed to be “jittery” to me…as if 

he had been on drugs. He had no 

qualms in asking me for some 

money to buy his cigarettes. I let 

him know that I would organise 

something before leaving the 

prison. At that point he seemed to 

be very satisfied. He shook hands 

and said he would see me again! A 

guard came and brought him away, 

while I waited for the door behind 

me to be unlocked. 

 

A few weeks later, in the month of 

January, I returned to visit Mark 

once more. He seemed to be less 

“jittery”. In the meantime an uncle 

of his had visited. The uncle 

brought along Mark’s children to 

see their father. I was glad he was 

able to meet his children and also 

felt sad about the situation.  

However Mark seemed more 

hopeful than I did! He had 

organised accommodation at some 

hostel, for whenever he would be 

released.  My inner reaction was 

“Is this for real? Or is it his 

imagination!” There was to be a 

trial the following week. He was 

definitely hopeful. Then once 

again he shook my hand through 

the gap in the glass panel and was 

led away. I was indeed puzzled 

whether or not we would meet 

again! 

 

 

Within a week of the planned court 

case, I was asked if I would meet 

another prisoner, Robert, as Mark 

had been released! I was pleased 

for Mark’s sake and hoped he 

would be helped to cope in the 

hostel where he now lives. In early 

February I paid a third visit to 

Cloverhill. This time I felt more at 

ease. When the time came to enter 

the “box”, Robert was there 

waiting. There was no glass panel. 

We shook hands across the table. 

He was heavily bearded and looked 

older than 24! This time, 

conversation flowed. He told me 

plenty about himself, about all the 

disasters in his life. He also seemed 

very aware of world affairs and we 

spoke at length about these issues.  

Before he went, he expressed 

interest in meeting again and hoped 

that it would be soon. On leaving, I 

felt very much at ease with the 

experience and there had been a 

good flow of conversation. I look 

forward to meeting him within 

another week or two.  

I let him know I am a 
Brother 
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Our Outreach Fund, which is now in its third year, is geared towards 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 €3,350 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 31st January 2017): 

 

Assessment for addiction treatment     €250 

Prison Visits         €350 

Help with Groceries & Household                 €960 

Donations        €200 

Bank charges        €  25 

Total                 €1,785 

Balance                €3,290  
                                                              

Outreach 
Fund 

Contributions  
to the  

Outreach Fund 
are always 

welcome 

Mystery in Marginal Communities 

 For each of the past few years the Christian Brothers’ 
Community in Cherry Orchard has hosted on-site retreats on the 
theme: “Searching for Mystery in Marginal Communitires.” 

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 the retreat will be ‘Mystery 
Searching for us in Marginal Communities’. This retreat is 
completely booked out. 

Another retreat, aimed at ‘newcomers’, will take place from 
Monday, 22nd May to Friday, 26th May 2017. There are still some 
places available on this retreat which will only go ahead if there 
is a minimum of five participants. 

For further information and bookings, please contact either 
Sean, Martin or Paul. 
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The Holy Day 
       Martin Byrne 

 
Before me in class today is a fourteen-year-old young lad, dealing and dopey 

Lucky, I muse, if he makes it to adulthood, with his wrong side of the tracks  

                                                                                                 destiny. 

Around him, his mates drift on inexorably towards The Joy, addictions and  

       young motherhood  

Or maybe for some, a glass bottle smashed into their youthful faces. 

 

December 8th and the Taoiseach lights up the Killarney Street Christmas 

tree 

Embarrassed by a spate of local murders into this shameful photo-op 

Eighteen more young, dead stars, twinkling now in the big, dark before  

their time 

Enda, it is obvious, would rather be somewhere, anywhere else. 1 

 

The Christmas concert in the neighbouring school is protected by armed 

 Gardaí 

Yet the children sing with gusto of 'feeding the world' and 'living as one' 

Sure 'they know it's Christmas' because very soon 

Some of these youngsters will have to survive behind the tinsel of alcohol-

induced prattle. 

 

Up the road on O Connell Street eighty homeless gather under the GPO’s  

      colonnades 

For Simon's welcome, nourishing, hot charity 

While some legless addicts are encouraged by their staggering friends 

To arise, as centenary's wounded warriors, and struggle towards the soup. 

 

Right now the Cosmic Christ seems sitting unwashed on his sofa 

Too disinterested to take the cacks from his eyes 

He is not surprised that the local postman has been robbed three times this  

        past week 

This little stuff, seems mere bit-part in his planned, happy, end-time  

        pantomime. 

 

Today a young teenage girl kills herself, like her dad before her. 

She is no longer able to endure the acute pains of man-induced poverty 

Wearied she was, of forever limping through life, tending her festering scabs 

Another ordinary, holy day here in the inner city. 

 

The immaculate conception, the incarnation and the Cosmic Christ 

Wish to make their home on Sean McDermott Street 

And unlike the bankers and the powerful gods who stand tall, too big to fail 

We, remain bleeding, despairing and crucified with the Nazarene. 

____________________________ 
1 The Taoiseach is Enda Kenny, Ireland’s Prime Minister. 

After teaching my class on 

December 8th, I attended the 

Christmas Variety Concert at 

Larkin Community College. 

To get my bus home 

afterwards, I passed through 

O’Connell Street and 

witnessed the homeless and 

their helpers there. 
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Becoming Aware of Christ in the Queue at Merchants’ Quay  

         

Martin Byrne 

One more family blown up in Aleppo today but 

Our comfortable lifestyle of privilege breeds indifference. 

And though mindfulness is in vogue in the west, we habitually look away 

We look away. 

Colluding in creating institutional forms of mass suffering: 

Wars, child abuse, capsizing migrant boats and the abandonment of the elderly 

Reflecting the pathology of power, blowing divinity and humanity out of the 

water. 
 

Twenty two Romanians held slaves this week in a house near Navan 

Part of our all pervasive reality of suffering and of hopelessness 

But who in today’s world is crying? 

Where are the tears? 

Faced with overwhelming evil, violence and poverty 

Dignity, justice and humanity are debased and insulted 

And for the humiliated there is little to make life liveable. 

 

A thousand new, homeless, Dublin children settle into hotel living 

While humanity quietly accompanies God’s funeral back from the city dump 

Stuck in comfortable, virtual worlds of entertainment, blindness and escapes 

Life is rendered absurd and resurrection is punctured 

An inner secularism pervades society and church with people living off fumes. 

If only we really believed that it is the weak who have the authority to unveil 

God 

And draw us to the living waters, flowing from the side of the temple. 
 

Waiting in line on Merchants’ Quay, Christ is shamed by the eyes in passing 

busses 

Indeed, where is the space created for solidarity, dignity, justice and resistance? 

A crucified God in communion with our struggles is not an accomplice or a 

gawker 

But a God exposed and raw … encountered in the eyes of pained people 

The only dialogue partner for Mystery is the abandoned, the despised and the 

misfits 

Because it’s not only the dignity of the migrant or the addict that’s at stake 

It’s our dignity and our humanity and our entry into Resurrection. 

 
. 

 

 

 

 ‘Vidi aquam 

egredientem …’ Ez 47 – 

This reflection arose 

from chatting with a 

friend. We both are 

living off threadbare 

memories when it comes 

to experiencing a church 

that is answering Pope 

Francis’ challenge to 

humanity’s conscience at 

Lampedusa in July 2013. 

With our God, the 

suffering, resurrected 

victim, how can we be 

church as we engage in 

kinship with our 

struggling brothers and 

sisters? How can our 

church help us to remain 

aware and free enough, 

so that dishonoured, 

embarrassed and 

struggling people can 

lead us to salvation? 
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Back to Normal 

          Seán Beckett 

We often hear and perhaps say: 

‘thank God, we’re back to normal.’ 

We may hear/say ‘back to normal’ 

when house maintenance work is 

completed, or after a holiday trip, 

or after a spell of illness. We may 

not say out loud that ‘it’s back to 

normal ’after a death in the family 

because that sounds a severe way 

of looking at loss. However, after 

some time, there is probably a 

desire to return to a form of routine 

and stability. 

What is ‘back to normal’ about? 

‘Back to normal’ usually comes 

after a change in our general 

routine of daily living, be it with 

work, relationships or with our 

social engagements. What is 

‘normal’ for us? Is it about 

‘ordinary stuff’ – things that 

happen as expected, things that are 

dependable? Is it about safety and 

security in the places where we 

live. If it is ‘normal’ do we even 

need to consider our safety? If it is 

‘back to normal’, then is not our 

safety taken for granted and is its 

absence out of the question?  

 

Well, if this is so, what does ‘back 

to normal’ look like and feel like in 

a place such as Cherry Orchard?    

Is it okay to live in fear where 

anxiety becomes the norm? Is it 

‘normal’ when our public bus does 

not come into our area because of 

anti-social behaviour? The Gardaí 

are greatly understaffed and 

overburdened with vandalism and 

crime related offences. Generally, 

the Gardaí here are viewed with 

suspicion rather than with trust and 

support. Cherry Orchard has 

experienced burning of houses, 

joyriding, shootings and stabbings. 

Families have grieved and 

mourned as they bid farewell to 

family members lost through 

accidents, drug abuse and suicides. 

Homelessness and poverty may not 

be visible on the streets, but behind 

closed doors, some families 

struggle to rear, feed and support 

their children. Unemployment is 

very high and many people lack the 

enthusiasm and initiative to 

become creative and fulfil dreams. 

Unfortunately, some fill the 

vacuum with alcohol and drug 

excess and this result in apathy, 

violence and depression.   

 

 

Cherry Orchard is not the only 

place in Dublin with ‘a bad name’. 

Who decides to give ‘a bad name’ 

to an area?  It is hardly the 

government or the developers or 

the housing board that plan and 

create places which in time will 

become known as unsafe and no-go 

areas. And yet, these developers, 

planners and boards should share 

some of the blame. Of course, they 

do not intentionally create places 

lacking facilities but their inaction 

and blindness do. They seldom 

really listen to the voices and the 

wisdom of the residents before and 

during planning stages. They 

neglect to put in place adequate 

facilities, such as shops, schools, 

community centres, sport and 

youth areas etc. In other so-called 

affluent places in Dublin, it would 

be unthinkable that people would 

have to live in an area that has no 

doctor, chemist or post office. So it 

seems ‘normal’ that certain areas 

have more than enough of facilities 

and it is expected that it is also 

‘normal’ in Cherry Orchard and 

such like places to be deprived and 

forgotten.  

While the majority of families 

behave responsibly, respect their 

neighbourhood and support and 

comfort each other, there are some 

people who engage in gang war, 

joyriding, robbery, vandalism and 

threatening behaviour. These 

people are in the minority and 

unfortunately these are the people 

who give the area a ‘bad name’ and 

create fear and unease in their 

locality. These people refuse to 

recognise that they are to blame for 

the anti-social behaviour and the 

lack of facilities cannot be always 

used as their excuse. This 

‘minority’ probably believes their 

behaviour is normal and it is okay 

to have ‘fun’ at our expense. 

What is normal behaviour? Does 

society decide and do we accept the 

implications? If we break the norm 

or break the law, then restrictions, 

punishment and curtailment of 

liberty may follow. Education, 

nurturing, creativity and example 

all play a part in supporting 

responsible, conscious behaviour. 

Thank God, we’re back to 

normal 

There should always be a 

place to question and 

challenge ‘the norm’ 
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There should always be a place to 

question and challenge ‘the norm’ 

in a constructive and enlightening 

manner. Vandalism and violence 

are not the responsible ways to 

challenge and question though they 

are often used as a form of protest. 

Can those involved in anti-social 

behaviour be encouraged to 

consider other activities and 

projects? Could there be a moment 

or a time that they consider that it 

is normal to be cooperative and 

constructive within their 

communities?  

So, how is ‘back to normal’ going 

for you? Is there a sense of 

meaning and direction in your life 

and in your neighbourhood? Do 

you desire that all will be ‘back to 

normal’ or do you scream that you 

want to be anywhere but in this 

present place of ‘so-called 

normality? 

I’ll let you decide! 

 

.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
Pope Francis’ Engagements at 

Three Annual World Meetings 

of Popular Movements 

The powerful text of Pope Francis’ 

engagements can be found on the 

Vatican website and I recommend 

these readings to anyone interested  

in community engagement. Using 

the texts, I have created a fantasy 

where Pope Francis engages with 

community activists in the North 

Wall. Can I invite you to do a 

similar exercise with a focus on 

your own context at the margins? 
 (2014 Rome, 2015 Bolivia, 2016 Rome) 

 

Pope Francis Engages With 

Community Activists In The 

North Wall  

 

I'm pleased to see you, the people 

of good will in the North Wall and 

I’m delighted that you can still sit 

and chat about what matters most 

to you, as you live together in this 

community. You come together 

with your different stories, 

ideologies, faiths and with no 

religious affinity, but you are 

meeting from the shared 

knowledge of being left behind and 

with your mutual bond of being 

committed to the North Wall 

community. You may not be in 

agreement on everything but you 

feel pregnant with the urge to 

change the unfair world of 

Dublin’s docklands. It is good to 

express together your thirst for 

justice in challenging economic 

policies, which result in ghettos, 

which become dumps that contain 

the refuse of our economic system.  

 

You may be here from the 

traditional community, be part of 

the new apartment dwellers or be 

workers in the various agencies 

throughout the parish, but you 

strive to change things for the 

better. You, as artisans of humanity 

are somehow a remnant, - the 

social poets, forever beached on 

the outgoing tide of a cruel market 

economy. You are tucked-in, 

remaining unseen behind the 

opulent IFSC. Look no further than 

the North Wall if you wish to 

witness the implications of 

globalisation, of poverty and of 

urbanisation on Irish society today. 

The destructive realities of global 

capital have added in recent years 

to the ghettoisation of the North 

Wall community. The terrain 

where this community is housed is 

on lands wanted by the princes of 

development. This raw capitalism 

supported by the powerful in 

politics and in the media, is an 

intolerable, unrelenting evil that 

eats your young for the sake of 

making more money. What is 

already marginalised, developers 

now wish to eradicate. 

 

Responsibility rests on your 

shoulders to work at retaining your 

sense of sustaining community and 

at giving the next generation of 

Larriers an experience of dignity, 

solidarity, respect, prosperity and 

inclusion.  I ask you not to 

underestimate the value of 

example, because it is stronger than 

a thousand words, than a thousand 

fliers, than a thousand likes, than a 

thousand retweets and than a 

thousand YouTube videos. 

 

The human fraternity which 

characterised the life of the flats 

and of the many poor docker 

families in the North Wall, has 

been eroded, as such social and 

spiritual capital is not valued by 

planners, economists and 

politicians. The subtle dictatorship 

of money has ruined your 

community and every child in your 

Suggested Reading 

  

https://www.bing.com/images/search?q=Normal+Day&view=detailv2&&id=ADF2A244A312182C4ED8C1C3FBB051119566120C&selectedIndex=0&ccid=GtFLx2U%2b&simid=608037443366422844&thid=OIP.M1ad14bc7653e86a9e72fc54b10dbfb73o0
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national schools is born now into 

discrimination and reared on 

marginalisation. 

 

For generations you have wanted to 

change things but the destruction 

and the exclusion of your 

community has deepened by 

policies of neglect, of 

gentrification and of the planned 

destruction of the community’s 

fabric.  

 

There remains however on these 

struggling streets, a hope, a life, a 

creativity and a humanity. The next 

generation of young and old in the 

North Wall are condemned to 

further enslavement to drugs, 

despair and unemployment - 

because greed for money presides 

over the whole rotten system. With 

recent cut-backs on services, there 

are fewer Gardaí patrolling the 

streets along with minimal 

resourcing of schools, clinics and 

crèches and the local people are 

expected to struggle on. 

 

What if anything can you as small 

people do to fight global and 

national powers? You are more 

than mere manual labourers, taxi 

drivers, cleaners of offices, street 

traders and are lucky enough to 

have your small part time jobs. You 

struggle to get your exceptional 

sons and daughters into college 

education, you struggle to hold 

down your own jobs - and getting 

by each week paying the bills is an 

on-going pain. You are the 

exploited who have had to pay the 

price for the recession. Austerity 

hit you, the poor of the Docklands 

hardest with wholesale savage cuts 

to community support-networks 

for the vulnerable. Political choices 

were made and you were sacrificed 

so that the bond holders, who were 

too big to fail, got their pound of 

flesh. 

 

It is hard to imagine with the stench 

of poverty all around you that the 

future of humanity is in your hands. 

It is. You are the people who see 

things differently. You are the 

doers of community and you live 

constantly in a world of creative 

alternatives. The elites of our 

unfair world, be they local, national 

or global, are puppet masters with 

power, but our future badly needs 

the people of the North Wall. 

Whatever future there is for 

humanity and for our planet is 

fundamentally in the hearts and 

eyes and hands of communities 

such as yours in the North Wall, 

and in every ghetto at the fringes of 

so called prosperity. 

 

Regularly around the North Wall 

your hearts are broken. You 

annually place eighteen new names 

on the Christmas tree, there are 

killings on the street and your 

young people die or are in 

addictions before their time. You 

are deeply moved because these are 

your people. You feel the sorrow 

and pain. Over generations, 

inspired by love you keep on 

caring. You keep on making a 

difference. There is community 

action and there are stands taken to 

fight injustice and that's the way it 

has always been down in the North 

Wall. Not a day passes but you get 

caught up in the many storms of 

people's lives and you share your 

own struggles with your friends 

about you. You have learnt from 

your grandparents and parents that 

you need to work tirelessly just to 

survive. It is the small things, the 

small acts of resistance and care in 

your local situation that make a big 

difference and helps you to have 

hope and energy. 

The broken, fragile, wise, and 

courageous people of the North 

Wall are the sowers of change, 

oozing oxygen into our stale, fast-

dying, acquisitive world. Hardened 

and softened and rooted in local 

community-realities you are 

creative searchers for a new path 

for humanity. You are dangerous 

and have not allowed yourselves to 

be anaesthetised or domesticated. 

Marginalised and excluded in a 

dockland’s enclave, surrounded by 

brash prosperity, you have 

managed to live, reform and 

vitalise community. You live a 

culture of encounter and of 

solidarity. Your vitality and your 

madness and your outlook shouts 

"no" to an economy that excludes 

and kills ... and it shouts "yes" to 

keeping an eye out for the 

neighbour and to living for today. 

Overshadowed by the colonisation 

of corporations you live and raise 

your families and suggest there is 

another way. Your struggles and 

humiliations are a blessing for 

humanity, pointing us towards love 

and bridges, and away from terror 

and walls. Your soul, your simple 

living, your spirituality and your 

faith commits you to continue to 

challenge the tyranny of mammon. 

I am here to support and to 

encourage you just as you are here 

to inspire and pray for me. 

                     Martin Byrne 
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Who We are is How We 
Pray    
 Charles J. Keating 

In this book Charles J. Keating 
presents information relating to 
the Myers Briggs process and the 
personality types. He includes an 
exercise to discover your own 
particular personality type. 
Keating main intention in his book 
is to link prayer and spiritualty to 
each personality type. He 
suggests and offers information, 
reflections and example of prayer 
guides to help and support the 
reader in discovering a prayer 
style and a spirituality which is 
meaningful and suits him/her. 

This book “does not preach, does 
not insist, does not pretend to offer 
the ultimate answer. Rather, it 
invites questioning and 
experimentation. It is an open, 
searching, helpful study.” 
Matching our personality and 
spirituality can offer help in our 
desire to know and understand 

ourselves and our relationship 
with others, God, and all of life. 

“When our spiritual way is out of 
‘sync’ with our personality we do 
not hear God’s call as clearly as we 
need to.” 

Keating suggests that the prayer 
exercises and meditations of 
Francis DeSales, Teresa of Avila, 
John of the Cross, Teresa (the little 
flower), Ignatius, Teilhard de 
Chardin and others can help our 
spirituality greatly according to 
our personality type. Regarding 
the Gospels, he sees that Jesus 
was an intuitive feeler for John the 
Evangelist, Jesus was a sensing 
personality for Mark,  Jesus was an 
introvert for Matthew, and for 
Luke, Jesus was an extraverted 
thinker. “Each gospel has its own 
colour and emphasis.” 

Keating alerts us to the fact that 
matching our spirituality to our 
personality will probably not be 
straight forward. It may be 
difficult and challenging to find 
the spirituality and the spiritual 
writers which suit us. Our 
personality type and our style of 
prayer do not always fit together 
perfectly. Keating encourages us 
to keep searching though it may 
be unclear and confusing for some 
time. Being a believer always 
brings complexity into our lives, 
be we an introvert or extravert. 
“Spirituality, because it involves 
the deepest and most urgent thirsts 
of our person, is rarely simple and 
open. We are complex because we 

are human beings with a thousand 
biological and psychological 
impulses that need to be reconciled 
in a coherent and significant 
spirituality” … and this is no easy 
task! 

“One thing is obvious. It is easier to 
find our basic personality than it is 
to find our spirituality … part of 
each of us is extraverted but part is 
introverted, part is intuitive and 
part is sensing, part is feeling and 
part thinking, part perceiving and 
part judging … Life is complex. We 
are complex.” 
Who we are is how we Pray;   

Dr Charles J Keating; 23rd 

Publications, 185 Willow St. 

Mystic CT 1991 (6th printing) 

                                   Seán Beckett 

          

Eucharist and the Living 
Earth               Hugh O’Donnell 

Since September I have been 

accompanying a local family to 

monthly family Masses in 

preparation for the first 

Communion in May of one of the 

girls in the family. Hence, I was 

  

“A way of Spirituality is only a 
tool to bring us to that 

threshold where God takes 
over.” 



SCRIBBLES FROM THE MARGINS 10        11 

 

 

drawn to read this book when it 

came my way. 

The author, Fr Hugh O’Donnell, is 

a Salesian priest who has 

ministered in Inner City Dublin. 

The central tenet of the book is that 

without the cosmic/creation 

dimension, the Eucharist is 

diminished and loses its grandeur. 

A word of warning: If cosmology 

and the cosmic dimension are not 

your cup of tea, it would be easy to 

be put off by the title of the book 

and this might be reinforced by a 

glance through the five chapter 

headings: A Cosmic Context; 

Telling the New Story of Creation; 

The Implications of an Ecological 

Conversation; Celebrating 

Eucharist in a Holy Communion; A 

Communion of Hope on Behalf of 

all Creation. 

However, Hugh manages to filter 

his cosmic approach through his 

experience of living and 

ministering in Inner City Dublin 

and that is one of the things that 

drew me to the book.  

On the one hand, he believes that 

‘Its radiant mystery' will shine 

forth …. when the Eucharist is 

understood in its widest 

significance, namely, as expressing 

Christ's intention to offer his 

nourishing presence to the whole of 

creation, from the fireball event of 

beginnings to this present, 

threatened moment of existence.' 

This is tempered with his call on us 

‘to develop an 'ecological self', to 

move away from the gratification 

of the insatiable ego, so as to 

embrace all life forms. The call to 

conversion means, not only 

coming to terms with the profound 

meaning of Eucharist as 'the 

washing of the feet' of the poorest, 

but of extending that gesture to 

every living being, especially those 

species under threat from mindless 

human activity.  

For Hugh, the essence of the 

Eucharist creates a universal bond 

connecting all people with all 

living things on earth. Graced with 

this insight, the Christian assembly 

then becomes a community of hope 

on behalf of all creation. 

Hugh O’Donnell has published 

books of poetry and not only does 

he draw on this resource in writing 

this current book, but some of the 

language he uses is poetic in itself. 

This eighty page book is worth a 

read. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Eucharist and the Living Earth; 

Hugh O’Donnell; Columba Press, 

Revised Edition 2012. 

        Paul Hendrick 
 

  

A Final Note 

Greetings from the Christian 

Brothers’ Community in Cherry 

Orchard.  

As always, thanks for all the 

feedback on the December issue.  

Br Finian Gavin from the Emmaus 

community has written of his 

experiences visiting Cloverhill 

Prison and we appreciate his 

willingness to put his thoughts on 

paper for Scribbles. 

As spring takes hold and we enter 

the season of Lent, may the hope of 

Easter take root in our lives. 

Seán, Paul, Martin. 

 

 

  

Some Quotes from Hugh 

O’Donnell:  
 

“Eucharist means embracing 

difference, respecting the 

integrity of every living being 

and rejoicing in communion.” 

“Every living thing breathes. 

All of us share the originating 

and loving Spirit-Breath of life 

from bacteria to the whale, to 

the trees and green plants 

which supply us with the 

oxygen we need to live …From 

such communion, compassion 

grows. From such compassion, 

communion grows.” 

“Food … is central to the 

Eucharist and to life. The bread 

of life binds human beings with 

the nourishing earth, and it 

binds human community.” 

“To participate in the 

Eucharist is to be drawn into 

the web of life. In our 

communion with the risen 

Christ we are woken into that 

stillness enveloping all being.” 

 

“Silence and pacing are to be 

prized. They witness to a double 

call on us to be mystic and 

prophet, to be prayerful in 

action. In the silent space, we 

breathe in the loving Spirit that 

dwells in creation so that our 

political commitment on its 

behalf is clarified and 

seasoned.” 

“In the wisdom of the Eucharist 

we are confirmed as celebrants 

of life, commissioned to act 

justly, love tenderly and walk 

humbly with our God on the 

earth.” 

 


