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The other day I was in the church looking at a mess that had been created by 

dampness getting into the church and causing some stipple on a ceiling to disintegrate 
and crumble onto the floor. I had called in a willing helper who investigated the issue 

and after assessing the situation, formed the opinion that there definitely was a leak! 
That left more of the disintegrating mixture to fall on the carpet and I promptly went 

to the press to take out the vacuum cleaner (I almost said Hoover – but it’s a Nilfisk!) 
 

He remarked that I was very handy knowing how to use the vacuum cleaner. I replied 
that my mother (God bless her!) had taught all of us children how to do household 

chores. She was very wise in that way and it has paid off. Each one of the boys (5 of 
us) were all educated in how to keep a house and we learned various other skills, like 

cooking, cleaning, ‘hoovering’, polishing the linoleum (do you remember the old trick 

of putting a cloth on your shoes and sliding along the lino after applying the polish?). 
We were also introduced to the sort of things girls were taught in school in Domestic 

Science class. We boys didn’t have any such classes in school, but my mother never 
wasted an opportunity in teaching us these fine arts! 

 
From sewing, knitting, darning (that brings back memories) to making carpets with a 

canvas and wool specially cut to weave into the canvas, sometimes following a pattern. 
Some of us learned how to work the Speed Queen washing machine with the wringer 

standing proud of the tub and the clothes were wrung into a ‘Belfast sink’. Ironing was 
not exempt either! We were also introduced to wall papering, painting, digging, 

collecting fruit for jam and ‘topping and tailing’ gooseberries and blackcurrants. 
 

All seems such a long time ago! By the way, my older sister was somewhat protected 
by my mother on the basis that the ‘boys’ would not be let away with the girls doing 

the work! My youngest sister was ‘spoiled’ by her Godfather (me) and enjoyed great 

favour from my father. Now she returns the favour 100-fold. My older sister sadly died 
at a young age, having retired early an picked up the mantle after my mother died, 

also young by today’s standards. My father lived to be almost 93 and independent up 
to very near the end. 

 
So today, my brothers are not averse in the main to doing the chores and some take 

delight in preparing meals for the family. One such brother started young: when most 
of us went to Mass on a particular Sunday morning we returned home to discover that 

he had cooked the breakfast! He was about 7 years of age. So it’s no wonder that I am 
at home with doing these chores and I enjoy cooking to this day, though I don’t 

experiment as much as I used to. I do my own laundry, and ironing and still know how 
to ‘hoover’ even though I have graduated to a Dyson! 

 
Strange times we are in now. I heard a comment a few years ago that the generation 

including my nieces and nephews are probably the first generation not to have to do 

housework as we had to do. The reward we received for completing our chores (and 
there was a weekly schedule on a rotation basis) was 6d, which rose to 1/- (shilling) as 

I got older. Finally 2/6 (half a crown) was the top rate of pay. 
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Speaking of which, I received a what’s app picture the other day with a fistful of the 

old coins after decimalisation (but I go back before that with the farthing, halfpenny, 
thruppenny bit, sixpence (tanner), shilling, florin, half a crown, ten shilling note, 1 

pound note . (Five Pound note or 10 Pound note was a rare sight). 
 

So, a casual remark has sparked this little reminiscence. Since then, I trained to be a 
priest and found those early learned skills as well as acquiring new ones have served 

me well throughout the course of my ministry. The most important of all was learning 
how things worked in and around the church as inevitably someone would say: ‘Father 

Liam, this item won’t work, can you fix it?’ or ‘Father Liam, there’s a leak in the roof’ 
or ‘the bulb is gone’, or ‘is the heating not on/working?’. One soon learns that to be 

proper priest, it’s not all about preaching the gospel or living a holy life, it’s about 

attending to the mundane, ordinary things that affect the lives of parishioners! 
 

So enough of the trip down memory lane. I hope this has kept you amused during 
these times when we are placed in a position that is not familiar to most of us. We 

keep the bright side out as much as possible and try not to let the news get us down, 
despite the wall to wall coverage of how things are progressing, and at the moment 

they are going in the wrong direction. Please God, in a few weeks-time, we will be able 
to breathe a little more freely and return to a more ‘normal’ existence and celebrate 

with family and friends our connections and our communities. 
 

God bless 
 

Slán 
 

Fr. Liam 

 


