
RE-PURPOSING 

Recently, I wrote about the Christmas Tree that Fingal County Council placed in the 
grounds of the Church. This is an annual gift from the Council, and we are very 

grateful for this gesture. It appeared early on a Thursday morning. However by the 
following Thursday as I returned from attending a funeral, I noticed that there were 3 

County Council workers gathered around the tree. I stopped to enquire what was 
attracting their attention. They told me that a flaw was observed in the tree and they 

were assessing what could be done. It seems that the growth of the tree was irregular 
(it was bent at some point in the trunk) and it would not stand straight. The main part 

of the tree that was visible was pointing at an angle. The workers concluded that it 
would have to be replaced.  

 
Sure enough a few more days later a supervisor arrived to inspect the tree and 

concluded that a new tree should replace it. The tree could be cut back and reused 
somewhere else. By Saturday a beautiful new Christmas Tree was installed, and the 

base of the old tree cut off (and left lying beside the new tree – to be disposed of in 

some way, no doubt!) and the other part was taken away. 
 

It got me thinking about what happens in life. Here was an object that was going to be 
‘repurposed’ to use modern terminology. It was good that it would not be cast aside. 

It was too good a Christmas Tree to be dumped. In life there are many occasions 
when things don’t work out as originally envisaged but with a little bit of creativity or 

re-thinking a use can be found or a new plan drawn up.  
 

When I was growing up it was common for things not to be thrown away. Things were 
too precious, and money was not that plentiful. Often things would be reused or 

repaired or patched up to extend their life. My late sister used to complain about the 
garden shed at the end of the garden which was chock full of items that my late father 

would house ‘in case’. The garage was another place of ‘stuff’! She did not appreciate 
his hoarding items that may be useful at some stage. It was her contention that this 

was rubbish, clutter, and would only rust or rot, thereby rendering it unusable.  

 
I seemed to have inherited that trait from him, though I argue that rather than calling 

it hoarding, I use the term ‘archiving’. This arose from the various appointments I had 
over the years and keeping records or notes was important in case they would be 

needed in the future.  
 

Over the years I have had to undertake various culls of ‘stuff’. It was over 10 years 
before I finally disposed of my notes from lectures in the seminary! After various 

moves following new assignments, I began to reduce my archive and but always 
seemed to replace them with new objects.  

 
What finally brought me to my senses was having to clear out the contents of our 

family home following the sale of the house. Here two large skips were organised to 
take the stored contents of almost 50 years of family life including items from our 

childhood that had a place in the attic. Also disposing of the records of my father and 

sister. It made me realise that those who are tasked with the responsibility of clearing 
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out the house would not be able to hold onto a lot of what was precious or important 
to the one who had passed on. 

 
So I began to cast off the unnecessary contents of my own ‘archive’ and moving into 

the apartment where I live now, forced me to really thin out the things that I thought 
‘might be useful one day’ to a bare minimum. 

 
It was liberating to a degree though also sad. But reality is a good teacher and I found 

myself engaging with reality.  
 

So now I am more content, but I do have a little storage place in the country, so that if 
I find myself in another appointment and with a few more rooms, I may be able to 

reinstate some items that for now lie in an attic. The other thing that I will have to do, 
whenever the lockdown restrictions are removed is to reassess what is stored and 

perhaps engage in a further ‘thinning out’! 

 
Food for thought! 

 
Slán 

 
Fr. Liam 


