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Paul Hendrick

I’ve been watching re-runs of
‘One Foot in the Grave’ over the
past few weeks. I was reminded of
Victor Meldrew’s catchphrase “I
don’t believe it” one evening
recently on the five minute walk
from the remand prison to the car
park. I was accompanied by
twenty three year old Tommy who
had just been released on bail
after four months in prison. We
were on our way to a drug
treatment centre - a condition of
Tommy’s bail. Incredulous that he
was free at last after several
hiccups, he kept repeating the
phrase “I don’t believe it”. I’m
not sure I did either!
He was delighted to be free and
even the bitter cold of the March
evening couldn’t put a damper on
his spirits. He carried most of his
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worldly possessions in two plastic
bags – not quite ‘Carrying his
home in two carrier bags’ but
near enough!
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The process of arranging bail had
been torturously slow, dogged by
delays right along the way. No
wonder he ‘couldn’t believe it’.
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As we walked to the car park, he
was proud of the fact that he
was twenty seven days clean.
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When he went in to prison he was
on a daily dose of methadone. He
had to wait five weeks before he
was given the chance to meet the
only prison doctor who could
sanction his gradual detox from
methadone. As we walked to the
car park he was proud of the fact
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that he was twenty seven days
clean.
A referral to the drug treatment
centre had to come from the
prison authorities. This took a
further four weeks to arrange. An
assessment by the drug treatment
centre followed three weeks later
and Tommy was deemed suitable
for treatment and promised a bed
within a few days. He was elated.

But that wasn’t the end of the
delays. When the treatment centre
tried to collect him from prison it
was discovered that the incorrect
treatment centre had been named
on the bail bond. Bureaucracy
took over. The bail bond had been
issued by the District Court and
only the District Court could
amend it.
Having given my evidence, I sat in
the court and twiddled my thumbs
while the judge and the counsel
for both sides debated whether the
District Court could amend a bail
bond which, though issued by that
court, had been agreed to by the
(higher) Circuit Court. In the
meantime, Tommy lay on a
mattress in his cell wondering why
he wasn’t on his way to treatment.
The decision of the district court
was that only the High Court
could amend the bail conditions.
The courts rose for lunch.
Thankfully, by the time we
reassembled after the lunch break,
common sense had prevailed. An
amended bail bond was faxed to
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the prison and it was ‘all system
go’ again. It took almost three
hours for prisoner number 4xxxx
to be processed, with the constant
worry that some other problem
had arisen.
Under the circumstances, the
repeated refrain of ‘I don’t believe
it’ was understandable!
One day at a time
Festina Lente
Hasten slowly

Our journey to the treatment
centre signaled the end of the
honeymoon. The detox with its
stomach cramps, headaches,
nausea, diarrhoea, sleeplessness
and loss of appetite had been
endured with the help of his cell
mates. Now a harder journey was
starting. An internal journey on
which Tommy would have to
confront his demons, face up to
the damage his addiction was
causing to loved ones, deal with
past issues, endure a roller
coaster emotional journey and try
to put a new life together.
Tommy’s struggle with addiction
will always be a part of his life.
Hopefully, over the next several
months he will learn to take one
day at a time, believing in the
‘slow work of God’.
Festina Lente

Thursday Night Group
(On Thursday nights for the past
number of years women from the
local area have come together for
chat, support, activities,
education and fun. The following
piece was penned by some of
these ladies on a recent Thursday
night).
I am one of a group of women in the
Life Centre in Cherry Orchard. Most
of us left school at the age of fourteen
and went out to work to support our
families. The Life Centre has given us
all a second chance to go to school and
do our junior cert exams and as
mothers and grandmothers we all have
done very well in our exams.
Without the Life Centre we
would have nothing
We all love our Thursday nights at the
Life Centre. Not only are we learning
lots of new things there; we have
bonded greatly as a group and are
there to help and support one another
and to go away on weekends together.
Thanks to our teachers in the Life
Centre who bring us to Wexford for
these weekends and we always have a
great time there.
The Life Centre also has a day school
for teenagers that have dropped out of
school and like us they are also getting
a second chance to do their junior cert
exams. Without the Life Centre we
would have nothing for these
teenagers.

It’s not all about ourselves
After our summer break last year I felt
I would give something back instead
of taking all the time. So, I asked some
of the women if they would help me to
fundraise by having a Christmas Fair
and they were all happy to do this. The
next thing I had to do was get
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permission to have the fair in the Life
Centre and there was no problem
there. Niamh, who runs the school for
the teenagers, was more than happy to
help us and even got involved herself.
She said that she would get the boys in
the school to make Christmas logs and
tea-light holders to sell at the fair. So,
we set a date for Friday December
12th. Myself and some of the women
decided we would have a tea and
coffee morning with freshly made
sandwiches and homemade cakes.
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on the morning of the fair we all wore
our Santa hats and flashing ear rings
and we hoped the morning would be a
good one for us.
The boys were there with their
beautiful display of Christmas crafts
and everyone was cheerful and
worked together. It wasn’t long before
the Centre was buzzing with local
people and some of the teachers from
St Ultan’s school.

Everyone was cheerful and
worked together
Next on our list was the bumper raffle
on the day and what we did for this
was that some of us made lovely
Christmas food hampers, others made
beauty baskets, baby baskets and we
did some knitting.
Two of the women got spot-prizes
from the local shops. One of the
women took on the job of baking all
the cakes. The night before the fair we
all went up and set-up everything and

The knitting also sold and as for the
cakes and sandwiches, they went
down a treat. The cakes were amazing.
There was so much to choose from.
They tasted as good as they looked.
There was nothing left at the end of the
morning.
We ended the day with the raffle and
there were so many beautiful prizes.
Overall it was a great day and
everyone seemed to be enjoying
themselves. There was lots of chat and
laughter.
It’s not all about ourselves as we are
all well able to get things done and
help others. The Craft Fair is a good
example of being able to roll-up our
sleeves and put our shoulders to the
wheel for others,

Teachers from the Life Centre brought
along some visitors. Everyone was
enjoying themselves. There were lots
of Christmas spirit and lots of
laughter. The boys were great on the
day and sold their beautiful crafts.

In the summer of 2014 the community in Cherry Orchard appealed to the
Brothers in the European Province for help with the setting up of a fund to
assist with our outreach work in The North Wall and Cherry Orchard. Over
€4,800 was contributed both by communities and individual brothers. We
were truly delighted with the response and are most grateful.
The following is a summary of the expenses to date:
Assistance with funerals (2)
Contribution towards Thursday Night Adult Classes
Holidays in Wexford for Cherry Orchard ladies
Prison Visits (25)
Day retreat in Emmaus
Help with Groceries & Household
Donation
Bank charges
Total

€150
€200
€360
€500
€150
€250
€100
€ 34
€1,744

The balance remaining on the account is

€3,056

OUTREACH FUND

Contributions to
the Outreach Fund
are always
welcome
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My Confirmation
Martin Byrne

At confirmation time things
become a bit clearer for this
young girl. Getting ready to
leave childhood behind and
move on to secondary school,
she realises the impact of her
Dad’s addiction on both herself
and her family. She is hurting.
The tone of her life, her sense of
self and the quality of her
relationships with others are
forever coloured.
The emerging, pain-filled
questions (that twelve year olds
should not have to face)
momentarily draw this
wounded girl to feel both
compassion and the hard-wired
programme within her own
soul, to be at home in her
family. The spirit’s burning
laser-light of truth is touching
this child at confirmation time.
In her ache for family, in her
gritty, liberating soul-scream
and in her blunt, plain-speaking
desire to get on with life,
perhaps there is grace.
Martin

My da will not see me make my Confirmation in June
Nor will he be there to admire me in my new, blue, secondary school uniform
Because my da is inside.
When I was in second class my ma used to tell me that he
“Was gone off working down the country”
But Emer Gorman, I hate her, that tall young one in my class
She told me that my da was up in the Joy
“Robbed the Aldi in Parnell Street with a knife” she said.
My da will not see me make my Confirmation in June
I have watched him get worse and he doesn't care about his life, his
reputation or me
Getting his gear is all that matters to him
And as a twelve year old, I'm fed up hearing all the promises that he cannot
keep
My da is not for real, and addiction has robbed him of choices
And has robbed me of a life.
I would love to spend a day with my da buzzing on the rides in Funderland
Or have him watch me play football for the school team, I'm the captain.
My da will not see me make my Confirmation in June
No amount of my ma’s love can reach him or stop him
She seems less worried though, when he is away in prison
His unhappiness is so deep that nothing can stop him
From chasing the dragon and mixing with junkies
I'm ashamed to be seen out on the street with him
I wish my da had a job and coached a football team and was content
“And deliver us from evil, Amen.”
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Messengers of Hope

Hope

“… he has sent
me to bring good
news to the
oppressed, to
bind up the
broken-hearted
…”
Isaiah 61:1-2

Sean Beckett

There are signs and symbols of hope,
such as; doves being released from
their cage, the flicker of a candle
flame, a get-well card, news that a
family member is returning home, a
rainbow, a child’s first step, a star
sticker on a child’s homework page
…
(you may like to add a few more).
In these cases hope is accompanied
by joy, peace, wonder, appreciation,
relief, achievement, and love. The
prayer, the wish and the desire is that
these positive emotions be
experienced often by everyone.
Last Advent, I used page 12/13 from
‘Liturgy for Advent Weekdays’ (Flor
McCarthy) for our community prayer.
The reference to hope caught my
attention.
“Hope doesn’t mean sitting back
waiting for things to happen. Hope
spurs us into action. It is precisely
because we have hope that we work
so hard.”
This quote got me to ponder, to ask
questions, to compose this reflection
piece … and wonder if this is what
we are about; we as brothers, as
religious, as church, as people in
relationship with society, with the
environment and with the world …
are we to be ‘Messengers of Hope’?
It is as easy as that …
It is as hard as that!

To be ‘Messengers of Hope’, we are
“challenged to be people of depth,
attentive and spiritually alert” (Pope
Francis). We are to reach out to
others, go beyond our limits and
bring hope to “those who are
forgotten, those most in need of
understanding, comfort, and help.”
(Pope Francis)
Hope may be about good intentions
but good intentions may not be
enough … they may not lead us to
action … they may not ‘get us down
on our knees and wash feet!’
As ‘Messengers of Hope’, our call is
“to ‘go out’, run the risk of face-toface encounters with others, in their
pain and with their pleas, with their
joy” (Pope Francis). This will
demand of us to undergo personal
questioning of our beliefs and
intentions. We must be prepared to
examine and change our attitude
towards those in need, those in
search, and those who seem lost. If
we neglect ongoing evaluation and
reflection, we will slip back into
repeating our old assumptions and
attitudes towards people and their
situation.

“Hope doesn’t mean sitting back
waiting for things to happen.
Hope spurs us into action. It is
precisely because we have hope
that we work so hard.”
Liturgy for Advent Weekdays
Flor McCarthy

Dec 6th 2014, I was at an ‘Oasis Day’
in Manreasa Retreat Centre. I was
lucky because I had the time, the
freedom, the finance and the means
of transport (even if it were public) to
attend this day of reflection and
prayer. How many people are able to
‘take time out’ from their
commitments? An ’Oasis Day’ may
sound ‘heavenly’; time away from
family pressures and over-burdened
timetables.
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How can an ‘Oasis Day’ be
experienced by parents struggling to
pay the bills, by a family grieving the
loss of their son, by a young woman
constantly caring for a sick parent, by
someone attempting to recover from
addition or by someone suffering
with deep, deep depression. Can
moments of hope and ‘oasis’ be
offered and experienced in those
severe situations? Perhaps all that can
be offered are ‘moments’, (and those
‘moments’ may be very significant).
Moments where a candle is lit;
moments where a song is sung;
moments when eyes are shut and
there’s a pause to breathe in slowly
and deeply.
It is as easy as that …
It is as hard as that!
As ‘Messengers of Hope’ the call is
to be alert, attentive and aware of
others in their story of joy and pain.
The challenge here is time, to give
time to another, to spend time with
another, to be there for the other. The
call may be just to sit, just to listen,
just to hug and hold. To give
someone attention is “healing,
energizing, life-giving, and that’s
what makes it the greatest gift you
can give another”
(Day by Day Reflections: Sr. Stan).

There are times when ‘hope’ may
need to be expressed in a cry and a
scream of anguish, loneliness, anxiety
and helplessness. This is a hope, a
‘yearning hope’ to lift one out of the
mire, despair and negativity. This is
no easy thing, no quick fix. This is no
‘Whispering Hope’! This seems
impossible. This seems futile and
contradictory and yet ‘hope’ may be
found in that most difficult darkness
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when utter helplessness and surrender
lights a faint ember glow.
Is this what we are called to do as
brothers and as people? Called to stay
alert and hold the taper/match ready
to offer hope to the hopeless. We are
called to stand and wait and even
linger in that bleak place of darkness
and confusion.
It is as easy as that …
It is as hard as that!

We may be surprised if we seriously
become ‘Messengers of Hope’ and
offer a genuine openness to others.
We may be encouraged and
transformed to cease classifying and
categorizing people as ‘poor, needy
and struggling victims’. We may
arrive at that place (mentally,
physically and spiritually) where
those we referred to as ‘needy and
victims’ now become our educators
and our colleagues. This new place of
hope where they become our beacons
of light and inspiration. This new
dream of resurrection where we all
become ‘Messengers of Hope’ for
each other …
It is as easy as that …
It is as hard as that!
“Our rediscovered humility can
teach us a new way of looking at
the poor. For generations, we
have pointed a finger at them and
asserted that they were
uninterested, inefficient, and
responsible for their own
condition. We need time to
transform ourselves, to change
our way of looking at people, and
to purify ourselves.”
The Poor are the Church
Joseph Wresinski

Scribbles Basecamp
To further help the exchange of
ideas and facilitate discussion,
we have set up a Basecamp site.
All members of Scribbles
Basecamp can share their views,
contribute to discussions and
download and upload files to and
from the site.
Access to the site is restricted to
those who are added to the site’s
membership list by the
community here in Cherry
Orchard. Generally speaking,
everything on the site is open to
all members but is not more
generally available (unless the
site is hacked). In other words, it
is as secure as regular e-mail.
If you would like to have access
to this site, please send your email address to any one of us
here in Cherry Orchard. When
we have put you on the list,
Scribbles Basecamp will contact
you by e-mail and give you
instructions about logging on and
passwords.
We are setting up this site on a
trial basis – let’s see how it goes!
martbyrne@hotmail.com
seanyb21@gmail.com
hendrickp2107@yahoo.ie
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Suggested Reading
The Shame of Poverty
Robert Walker

Western people in general and
theologians, social scientists,
media commentators and people
in religious life in particular, have a
lot to say about poverty. Opinions
abound. Data and statistics are
presented and various levels of
absolute and relative poverty are
expounded upon. Very few people
focus on the harsh, raw experience
of acute poverty and fewer still sit
and listen to the grit and wisdom
of those who struggle daily; the
real experts.
“The Shame of Poverty” is a well
researched
study
which
demonstrates the emotional
experience of poverty felt across
all cultures. The volume explores
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Nobel laureate Amartya Sen’s
contention that shame lies at the
absolutist core of poverty. The real
pain of poverty extends way
beyond material hardship. Shame
hurts: undermining confidence,
leading to depression and
contributing to the perpetuation
of poverty. So much of public and
media debate stigmatises people
for being poor and so little of it
fosters respect and dignity for
these brave and resourceful
people.

Next October 17th Robert Walker
will be in Trinity College in Dublin
as part of the U N Day for the
Eradication
of
Poverty
Commemorations, conducting a
workshop on his research into the
integral link between shame and
poverty. You might consider
reading his book and attending his
workshop.
The Shame of Poverty, Robert Walker,
Oxford University Press, Oxford, 2014.

Martin Byrne

What are the everyday feelings of
being poor like, such as attending
school or registering for the dole?
How is shame internalised when
the message is given that you are
not good enough and that you are
a parasite and a burden on
society? Walker looks at ways of
resisting shaming and of resisting
the normal. The emotional
experience of poverty has its
considerable costs. Reading this
book provides the basis for a new
global conversation about respect
and dignity and helps us to walk in
the shoes and in the feelings of
those who are struggling.

“Many people talk about our
problems; many people think
we are a problem. This is not
how we see ourselves …
Problems are not what define
us. What define us are the
questions we ask. And our first
question is this; do we matter
for other people in this world?
Are our hands, minds and
hearts useful for them?”
Joseph Wresinski 1985

Eternal Life: A new Vision John Shelby Spong
Just to allay fears, let’s start by
quoting John Shelby Spong’s
conclusion first.
‘If I were asked to respond to the
mythical biblical character named
Job so many centuries ago I would
now be prepared to give my
answer.
Job asked: “If a man (or a
woman) dies, will he (or she) live
again?”
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My answer is “Yes!”
This book is an account of Spong’s
journey – a journey which carried
him beyond religion and even
beyond Christianity and brought
him to a new vision of eternity, to
a place where he can give that
“Yes” answer with conviction and
integrity.

Tattoos on the Heart
Gregory Boyle

A look at some of the chapter
headings gives an outline of this
journey:
Life is Accidental;
The Discovery of Mortality;
The Lure of Religion;
The Dominant Drive: Survival;
Religion’s Role in the Fear of
Death;
Who am I, What is God?;
Resurrection: A Symbol and a
Reality;
I believe in Life Beyond Death.

Spong never specifically defines
what life after death will be like –
he thinks that can’t be done – but
taking a fresh look at the gospels
he concludes that our eventual
demise makes it more important to
think about this life than the next.
Jesus came to give us life and give
it abundantly. This book is a
powerful step in that direction.
Eternal Life, John Shelby Spong,
Harper One, Harper Collins
Publishers, New York, 2010.
Paul Hendrick

Many thanks to Joe Connolly for
the drawings which enhance this
newsletter

Gregory
Boyle
has
run
Homeboy/Homegirl Industries, a
gang intervention programme in
Los Angeles. This book invites you
into that world of gangland and the
brave initiatives taken by Gregory
to help, challenge, encourage and
empower
the
young
gang
members.
I was reminded of Edmund Rice
incorporating a bakery and tailor’s
store into the school environment
when I read of Gregory setting up a
Bakery/Café Industry and a
Medical Centre.
Initially, there were lots of negative
voices and opposition to Gregory’s
plans and the Centre – “hate mail,
death threats, and bomb threats
were common.” Even the young
people at times lacked enthusiasm
and positivity; “What’s the point of
doing good … if this can happen to
ya?” (‘this’ referring to the
possibility of being caught up in
crime again, injured or shot).
Progress was made, often with
difficulty, though story, through a
lingering presence and through

seeing the dignity and giftedness of
each person.
Throughout the book, Gregory
shares his image of God and the
importance of God in his life. Some
lovely thoughts, such as; “God can
get tiny, if we’re not careful”, “not
much in my life makes any sense
outside of God”, “we should all
marinate in the intimacy of God”
and “God is just too busy loving us
to have any time left for
disappointment”.
this book will touch your soul …
this book will stir your tears …
this book is raw, brave and
tender…
Tattoos on the Heart, Gregory
Boyle, Free Press, Simon &
Schuster., New York, 2010.
Seán Beckett

A Final Note
Many thanks for the very positive
response to our Christmas
newsletter. We are grateful to
those of you who took the time to
contact us with comments and
suggestions. Please keep up the
response – it keeps us going!
You will note also that we have set
up a basecamp for our morecomputer literate readers. We
hope that it will provide a forum
for discussion and exchange of
ideas.
Wishing you all the joy and hope
of Easter,

Seán, Paul, Martin.

SCRIBBLES FROM THE MARGINS 2

9

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.
martbyrne@hotmail.com
seanyb21@gmail.com
hendrickp2107@yahoo.ie

