
MOVING HOUSE 

For the past few weeks I have been filling boxes and bags in preparation for my departure 
to Dalkey parish. It is a huge wonder to me that I have filled many, many, boxes with my 

belongings. When I moved into the apartment just under three years ago, I managed to 
purge many possessions. So how come I still have much to pack for my next move? 

 
It’s easy to forget that when you have furniture with drawers in them or wardrobes with 

shelves, ‘things’ are found a place to rest. Some are drawn on on a regular basis, but 
others are consigned to a space that are only shown the light of day, when having to be 

rescued before the next move.  
 

Of course, they all have a value. Some have sentimental attachment – like items that I 
bought in my very first parish and have travelled with me ever since. Others have 

associations with family, from my family home, or gifts received. All in all, it still amazes 
me how I have managed to assemble a large range of items! There is a comfort in having 

familiar items around me as I adjust to new surroundings. It helps make it ‘home’. 
 

Some will unfortunately have to be dispensed with, and others sneakily retained in the 
hope that they will be accommodated in their new home. But I am prepared to ‘let go’ if 
the need arises, which I hope it won’t! 

 
We diocesan priests carry our belongings from one house to the next, and it sometimes 

means that what fitted in nicely in one house doesn’t necessarily fit in the next, but 
perhaps, in the following move they will find a happy place to reside. So there is always 

the balance having to be struck when deciding what goes and what stays. 
 

I have some acquaintance, who have no bother in casting out what they deem to be 
‘unnecessary’. To an archivist like me, I prefer to hold on – just in case – as with life, 

sometimes they are right, and at other times, I’m glad that I held on. 
 

But as the old saying goes: ‘ a shroud has no pockets’, and I have learned that most of my 
family have more than enough of their own ‘stuff’, that when it comes to disposing of my 

goods and chattels, most I expect will find their way into a skip. So there is always a 
lesson to be learned in these life moments. 
 

It is a part of our calling that we move from one parish to another. I hope that this will be 
my last before retirement, but who know? Someone recently said to me, ‘quoting from the 

Scriptures, ‘here we have no lasting city’. And that is so true. At times we live as if we 
were going to be here forever. There are times when I wish I didn’t have to move, but a 

change of scene can often be enriching and re-energising. 
 

So, soon, I will leave Sutton, and begin again. At the moment, schools are reopening, and 
to some extent I feel as if I am starting a new school, where I will have to get to know 

new people, new ways and hear new ideas. But the Lord will be my guide, and your 
prayers and support will accompany me along the way. 

 
Go raibh míle maith agaibh. 

 
Slán 
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