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unfathomable depth, for love is at the furthest depth of reality. The 
Spirit of truth has convinced us to believe ( John 15:26-16:4 ).

We return within the city walls to live the truth in love in its 
squares and market places, in its teaching halls and places of 
governance, in its feeding places and nursing stations, in its courts 
and prisons; to delay with Bernanos’s curé in its dark corners with 
its poor and desperate, its victims, and be ourselves victims of its 
anger, sometimes deservedly, sometimes by accident; to love those 
who are different, those who are dangerous; to forgive even as we 
are forgiven.

Martin Luther’s 500 year old spectre challenges us to live by that 
grace and live graciously. Within the Catholic Church – semper 
reformanda, but where our intellect and emotions find food - we 
have become children of our own time’s reformation, the Council. 
We have passionately and loyally tried to bring its joy and hope to 
humankind.

The cloud of the journey, the néal maidine, has come down 
upon us and our hearts have stirred for God. We have caught fire 
from the tine oíche to defy the darkness. We have eaten the bread 
and supped the cup of our God’s eternal commitment to his people. 
In boldness and humble repentance we have tried to be faithful 
storytellers to our fellow pilgrims and to children’s children.

May those who will carry our bones and walk upon them know 
what we have been blessed to know – and more, until, in the joyful 
mercy of the Love which is beyond all understanding, we know 
even as we are known – and we see one another in God.

The part that lies behind. This is part of what I see as my own 
life’s pilgrimage, that search for an understanding of what ‘lies 
behind’. What lies behind the idea of ‘pilgrimage’,  what lies on or 
behind ‘the holy mountain’, whether it be Kailas, Tabor or Croagh 
Patrick, a mountain amongst the holy mountains of the world? 
While the Reek has become closely associated with a particular 
form of Catholic devotion, I think to find the real sense of it we 
have to look further. We have to look at other religions and other 
pilgrimages to come to an understanding of what lies at the heart 
of all of them.

– Patrick claffey, Atlantic Tabor: The Pilgrims of Croagh 
Patrick (Dublin: The Liffey Press) p.163.
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Retired,
76 with a gammy hip,
a bird with a broken wing,
isolated, without a flock.

With Francis in Rome my spirit flies,
Hercules cleansing the stables
sweeping out encrusted rigorism,
proclaiming Jesus the Revolutionary
not confined to tabernacles
or private spiritual cul-de-sacs
where we try to contain him
pursuing certainty and safety,
the disease of comfort zones.

Judas said, ‘Take charge of him’.
The authorities seized and bound him.

Despite our efforts Christ escapes.
The stone is rolled away forever.
He’s loose on the streets
with children playing,
people texting, twittering,
at kitchen tables setting places,
in marriage beds where love is shared,
hostels, hospices,
sleeping in doorways,
with prostitutes, the possessed,
refugees, migrants,
in war zones being crucified.

In the 40s, 50s
doldrums of mind-control,
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the Church had a broken wing
unable to fly to freedom.

The freeing smile of John XXIII in ’59
inspired flight, open skies
soaring on eagles’ wings,
hills clapping, rivers laughing
fresh winds banishing stale air,
conditioning control and fear.

The 60s of rule breaking,
edge of the cliff time,
was unnerving, exciting,
new became the present and future,
past was made redundant.

Reading Congar and Rahner,
we rediscovered the Resurrection,
new beginnings, possibilities,
Jesus the Revolutionary
on the street,
enabling the woman bent double
to stand erect with head held high,
calling, ‘Follow me’,
come, smell of sheep.

As always,
fear persists, quenching risk,
wagons are circled,
resort to rules and ritual
confining the Spirit
again and again,
cancelling Pentecost.

Francis perseveres
cleansing the stables,
inviting us to embrace risk,
be evangelising disciples,
open doors, open windows,
‘Go out to the whole world’.

I’ll have to get a new hip.


