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The other day, I found myself with time on my hands! Not a strange occurrence these 
days, but I was sensing that there was nothing in my diary that required attention. I 

moved around the apartment, doing this and that and finding that I was edging 
towards boredom, I began to move things, shift things and when I had finished most 

of my daily chores of housekeeping I sat down.  
 

Then I began look at the mat in my living room that had several stains on it. Not for 
the first time I stared at it and wondered what I would do to get rid of it. I hesitated 

to do anything about it for a long time as I wasn’t sure what to apply to it to remove 
the stains. It’s an acrylic mat of 6’ x 3’ approximately. 

 
Like a lot of these jobs, it was placed on my méar fada, the long finger. It seems that 

the méar was getting clogged with ‘to do’s’ and no action was forthcoming. I don’t 
mind doing the ‘hoovering’ - or vacuuming as we should say - and doing the washing 

up, the laundry, ironing (just a small load). But getting into the nitty gritty of cleaning 

dust from low down surfaces and generally smartening up the appearance of my 
rooms, or tidying my desk, I leave for another time.  

 
However, I was moved to do something about the stains on the mat. I went online to 

see what suggestions Mr. Google might come up with. I explored various products and 
tried to analyse the efficacy of these offerings. I decided that I wouldn’t trouble Mr. 

Amazon for the item, as I was invited to do. In scrolling through the various 
suggestions I found one recommendation that struck a chord with me - and I had the 

product on a shelf in a cupboard! 
 

I retrieved the carpet stain cleaner and used the applicator to the rub into the stains. 
Seeing that I was now revealing the accumulation of dirt on the other parts of the 

mat, I decided that I’d better go over the whole mat. And so I managed to bring the 
mat back up to a much cleaner state and the stains disappeared. Wasn’t I proud of 

myself! After all the time I had ignored it and passed over it, I finally got to tick off 

one more item from the ‘to do’ list. 
 

Now there were other jobs that needed attention and keeping the momentum going I 
tackled another job. So I found a mop and went over all the floors like the man in the 

Flash Ad! So with the hint of Spring in the air, I managed to sort out another task that 
was rusting on the méar fada! 

 
Why am I telling you this? Well, it’s more about seizing the moment! There can be jobs 

that are almost too small to be done, that they are put aside for another time. But 
getting around to doing them takes more effort than the actual work involved itself. 

 
Lots of you reading this, will say, ‘what’s he on about?’ Come live in a family house 

and you’ll know about housework and cleaning! Well, when I was growing up, 
Saturdays were the days set aside for doing the ‘chores’. The promise of a small 

payment on Sunday (Pocket Money) was an incentive. Each of us boys (my older sister 

was exempted on gender grounds and my younger sister was too young to be pressed 
into service yet!) were assigned tasks and we each provided assessment as to how the 
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jobs were carried out. There was no hiding from the quality control officers who 
offered opinions on whether standards were achieved or not! 

 
Anyhow, this little ramble is by way of light relief as I have been noticing how the 

mood (both personal and collective) has been in recent days with set-backs in regard 
to the roll out of the vaccine and the numbers of cases of the Virus being notified.  

 
Lastly, I would like to share two events from today (Monday). During my reflection at 

Mass this morning I referred to the ‘small miracles’ that occur each day, and how we 
often miss these as we focus on other things that occupy our minds. I heard the 

buzzer in the apartment, and I went down to the front door to see who was at the 
door. It turned out that it was an old school pal. He was out for a walk and as he was 

passing by the Church he decided to call ‘on spec’ and see if I was in and would 
wondering how I was doing. We had a nice chat (observing the social distance) and 

having enjoyed the conversation, bade each other farewell. I thought to myself, that’s 

a lovely moment to cherish. 
 

My second little story occurred in the afternoon. I was making my way back to the 
house after a brief walk and came across a number of children playing. ‘Hi Fr. Liam!’ 

the children called out. I waved to them and then went over to have a chat. They were 
enjoying their play outdoors. As we chatted one of the group said: ‘You Baptised me. 

Do you remember?’ I said, ‘Well, you looked a bit different then, so I can’t remember. 
What year was that? I enquired. ‘2014’ she replied. With that an older boy said, ‘You 

didn’t Baptise me - I was Baptised in 2012.’ ‘Oh,’ I said, ‘but if you look at the photos 
of your Baptism you will probably find out who the priest was who Baptised you.’ With 

that, he said, ‘But I don’t have a phone!’ I suggested that his parents might have 
photos of the event. But the conversation went in another direction. I was left amused. 

As I walked away, I thought, ‘this is a different world!’ 
 

Slán 

 
Fr. Liam 

 


