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Homily for Funeral Mass of Paul Andrews SJ 

Milltown Park Chapel, Friday 30th November 2018 

 

Readings: Jeremiah 17,5-8 (Blessed is the one who trusts in the Lord); 1 John 4,7-12 (Let 

us love one another since love comes from God); Matthew 25,14-30 (parable of the 

talents) 

 

When Jesus speaks of ‘talents’ in the Gospel we’ve just heard, He was, we know, 

referring to money. But the message of the parable has always been understood as  highly 

applicable in a wider sense to the way in which we use any of the gifts God has given 

each of us, whatever and however many or few they may be. And Paul Andrews, whom 

we have gathered to honour and pray for this morning, had a very unusual abundance of 

talents, which is what prompted the choice of this passage for his funeral Mass.  

 

I find myself speaking as someone who only actually shared a community with Paul in 

the period of his rectorship of Belvedere, from 1976 to 1982, but, given all those talents 

of his and the multiplicity of roles he played in the life of our Province, he has loomed 

large and seemed ever-present over the years since I joined, not just for me but for all of 

us who were graced to know him in any capacity. 

 

It is our custom to circulate a summary of the career of each Jesuit who dies in the 

Province to the different communities, listing the places where he has lived and worked 

and the jobs he has done in each place. The summary in Paul’s case is predictably long 

and unusually dense in the detail of the tasks he undertook, and it’s also notably varied in 

terms of the houses he lived in, at home and to a much lesser extent abroad (in Germany 

for philosophy, New York for tertianship, Birmingham for his doctorate and, last not 

least, New Zealand – for fishing and contemplation, during his sabbatical), in his almost 

60 years of fruitful, active life. That variety and the fact that he was never particularly 

long in any one house or engaged in just a single task in any of them was not due to some 

kind of restlessness or a lack of suitability on his part: it was, rather, a reflection of his 

great versatility and adaptability and the range of his talents. He was always willing to 

take on new challenges wherever they might arise, a great gift to any Provincial, but he 

never saw his life as a career or the pursuit of office or promotion and never showed the 

least sign of self-importance in any position he held or any responsibility he exercised. 

For him, from the beginning, as he testified in a touching interview with Pat Coyle only a 
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few years ago, life was always a vocation, based, as he said, on ‘a real sense that it was a 

calling’.  

 

Given the kind of profile he had among us and how easy he always made access to 

himself and how much work he did for the Province as a whole, there is no need – and 

this is not the place – to rehearse the details of his life and his many involvements – in 

Rathfarnham as Minister of Juniors, advising young Jesuits in their studies; in Gonzaga 

as Prefect of Studies; in Loyola on the Special Secretariat; in Belvedere as Rector, 

combined with his work as Director of St Declan’s, and lecturing in UCD and the 

Milltown Institute; in Gonzaga again, continuing much of the same work; then in Leeson 

St, for what was his longest stint in any house, working as a consultant psychotherapist; 

in Manresa as Rector and, by now in his 70s, the Provincial’s Delegate for those in 

Continuing Formation; then in Leeson St once more, where he was heavily involved in 

Province communications; and finally, eight years ago, in Milltown, where he continued 

some of the same work and took over chaplaincy in Cherryfield, to which he was finally 

admitted as a patient himself only a year ago and where he died, full of works and days, 

last Tuesday morning.  

 

Suffice to say that, wherever he was, he was always the worker, the teacher, the 

counsellor, the educator, the befriender and helper, the spiritual guide, and a wonderfully 

eloquent speaker and writer, thoughtful, strikingly original, never showy or contrived, 

always memorable and making a real impression on those who heard him. Whether 

diligently recording the proceedings of Provincial Congregations in his accomplished 

Latin, as he did for many years, or writing popular but profound pieces for The 

Messenger, he applied the same very great gifts. And, as the context for his work, he 

loved the companionship of Jesuit community and what he called, in a characteristically 

telling phrase in the interview just mentioned, ‘its shared world of reference’, which had 

been, by his own testimony, his first attraction to the Society and to which he contributed 

so much himself. And this is not to mention Paul’s attachment to his family - his nephew 

Emmet will speak about that on their behalf at the end of Mass.  

 

I do not propose, then – and it is not my place – to try and tell Paul’s story in any 

adequate way, a story, indeed, known ultimately and properly only to God, and – in the 

end – it is God who tells our story and tells His story through us. But, thinking about him 

these past few days since he died, certain moments in my experience have been coming 
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back to me. They feel like what James Joyce might have called ‘epiphanies’, moments of 

seeming insignificance, perhaps, that revealed something of who Paul was. I mention 

Joyce here advisedly. Paul was a well-regarded scholastic in Clongowes in the mid-1950s 

and one of his duties was to edit The Clongownian, a task to which he turned his hand 

with what we would come to recognise as his usual accomplishment. In 1955, well-read 

and highly cultured man that he was and always remained, with full knowledge of what 

he was doing, he invited a near-contemporary of Joyce to write his reminiscences of the 

college in the 1890s, in which the writer recalled what he had heard of Joyce at that time. 

This was the first occasion when any reference had been made to the school’s most 

famous past pupil for more than fifty years, even his death in 1941, as by then a world-

renowned writer, having been passed over without comment in the college magazine and 

in other Jesuit quarters. Undeterred, not setting out to shock or act as the enfant terrible 

and draw attention to himself, which was never his way, but judging that it was time and, 

although even – as it used to be said - ‘a mere scholastic’ (how we wish we had a few 

more ‘mere scholastics!’) and in his mid-twenties, Paul was quite prepared to break the 

disapproving silence and begin the process of setting the record straight at last.  

 

He was effortlessly intelligent and correspondingly but unselfconsciously articulate, but 

he wore his learning lightly and what he knew and what he could achieve through his 

education was essentially in aid of the pastoral ministry to which he had dedicated his 

life. A once very prominent and ubiquitous UCD student of an earlier generation was 

well-known for, as his obituary put it, ‘having as many degrees as a thermometer, while 

lacking that instrument’s capacity to register warmth’. Paul had numerous degrees in a 

number of disciplines but he never lacked warmth - his primary interest was in people - 

and academic promotion held little appeal for him. This was evident when he was 

encouraged to apply for the chair of education in UCD, which he did only out of 

obedience, and he was visibly relieved when, despite his very obvious qualifications and 

endowments, he was passed over. The petty tangle of university politics would have 

made him miserable. 

 

During his rectorship of Belvedere, his main work was in St Declan’s, to which he would 

disappear on his big yellow motorbike straight after an early breakfast, returning in time 

for dinner in the evening. He didn’t entirely please the then Headmaster, Paddy Crowe,  

by asking him teasingly at breakfast one morning: ‘Well, Paddy, how are you going to 

punch in the long hours till dinner-time?’ Paul was certainly going to ‘punch in’ some 



4 

 

long hours himself, but Paddy was a hard worker too, although sometimes unfairly 

regarded as a little easy-going, and he and Paddy were near-contemporaries and good 

friends. The truth about Paul is - and this is a remarkable thing to say, especially of 

someone as keenly perceptive and articulate as he was – that he was never knowingly 

unkind to anyone and always an excellent presence in any community he was part of.  

 

When he had a serious crash on the same motorbike, after which he was reduced to 

driving a car, we were in awe at the story – which may have grown in the telling – that, 

when the Garda who had been summoned arrived at the scene, somewhat to his 

amazement the injured man began urgently mumbling what appeared to be phone 

numbers, adding after each one, ‘take that down’, before lapsing into unconsciousness – 

concerned, even in such a state, to try to reorganise his diary by having his appointments 

cancelled and thus save others inconvenience. 

 

When a thief had tried earlier to steal the famous motorbike from Manresa and, having 

been thwarted, had set fire to the chalet beside which the bike was parked and locked and 

where Paul carried out interviews and kept his records, an astonishing total – as he told 

Pat Coyle – of some 10,000 files were destroyed in the blaze. The sheer extent of his 

industry that that number reflects is astonishing enough. But, in ways, even more 

astonishing was Paul’s detachment in turning round and, without repining and as well as 

he could, simply starting again from scratch. That freedom and detachment were entirely 

part of him – due to temperamental gifts, no doubt (and he was blessed in that regard 

too), but due even more to the Spiritual Exercises in which he had been formed as a 

Jesuit and which, as he said, was as much second nature to him as the encompassing 

water is to a fish. (The image of the fish, of course, may have come more readily to him 

because of his late but thoroughgoing discovery of angling as a hobby, duly pursued with 

the same boyish enthusiasm and competence that he brought to everything else). 

 

The Spiritual Exercises, in which he guided many others, helped him to put Christ at the 

centre of his life from very early on. Combined with his other gifts, this made him an 

unforgettable preacher. Finbarr Lynch reminded me yesterday of how people flocked to 

his Mass in Clontarf, when he helped in the parish there in recent years. I call to mind 

myself the liturgy he celebrated in 2012 for the late Nellie Bacon, so memorable that I 

wrote to him the day after and said to him then some of the things I had long thought of 

saying to him before about his extraordinary gifts and his service to the Province – the 
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kind of things you more commonly find yourself saying after the person you are 

addressing has died and that I’m glad now I told him at the time.  

 

But perhaps my most resonant memory of Paul, which has stayed with me in terms of the 

impression it made on me, is of a homily he preached at the Easter Vigil in Gonzaga, 

which I attended from Milltown where I was studying. I cannot recall a single word he 

said but I felt myself buoyed and elevated into the vivid faith in Christ’s risen life which 

he was conveying so powerfully and I walked into the spring night afterwards, feeling 

myself transformed and sensing that this had been the experience of those around me too.  

 

Paul could tell Pat Coyle – and mean it – that his life had had a sweet flavour and – in 

typical style, compare it to ‘a strawberry’. But it wasn’t all Easter for Paul, as it is not for 

any of us. It would be wrong to suggest that he got everything right. In his life and in his 

work, he encountered much brokenness in the lives of others. He also knew brokenness in 

himself, not least in the diminishment of his final illness, but in other ways too. It was not 

easy to watch him in his final condition in Cherryfield, especially knowing how much 

and how characteristically he liked the striking prayer of Donald Woods Winnicott, which 

he was wont to quote: ‘May I be alive when I die’. Brother Luc, one of the French 

Cistercians martyred in the Atlas Mountains in 1996 and whose lives were featured in a 

wonderful film called Des Hommes et des Dieux, ‘Of Gods and Men’, released in 2010, 

wrote to a friend a few months before he and his companions were abducted and killed: 

‘An old man is a miserable thing unless there’s a song in his soul. Pray that I will remain 

in joy’. I believe that, even broken as he was, Paul remained in joy. He knew who the 

Master was, the One who had entrusted him with all those wonderful talents so many 

years ago and he knew, too, that the Master in whom he had so steadfastly believed all his 

long life would indeed one day come back to call him home.  

 


