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It is a quiet day in Capernaum by the Sea of Galilee.  

 

Boats are tied up. Fields are empty. Olive groves are untilled. Nobody is pruning the 

vines. Housework is left undone.  

 

A quiet day and a silent day, because people are listening intently to a voice that 

carries from within a house to the water’s edge.  

 

The only sounds are the twittering of the birds, the whispering wind, the lapping of 

the water, and the occasional braying of a donkey. 

 

After a while there comes the sound of shuffling feet. Muffled voices. A disorderly 

procession. A cloud of dust.  

 

“Some people came, bringing a paralysed man, carried by four of them”.  

Family. Neighbours. Friends. Probably taking turns. Nervous with anticipation.  

 

Who were the four who carried him? They were people who cared. 

Nothing was going to stop them.   

Everything possible, and then the unthinkable, was done.  

They handed him over. Into the hands of the Incarnate God. 

 

David was carried by you, by us, by many people, until we handed him over… 

He knew that. He felt it. It helped him greatly. He was deeply grateful. 

 

He received extraordinary love, care, and support, from Anne, Paul, family members, 

everybody here at Cherryfield Lodge, St James’s Hospital, Leeson Street Jesuit 

community, brother Jesuits, the combined Church of Ireland Dioceses of Dublin and 

Glendalough, countless friends from many areas of life. 

 

Prayers, visits, silent presence, cards, letters, phone calls, emails, texts, medical and 

nursing care. Everything mattered. Like small brushstrokes painting a big picture. 

 

David felt your support in a tangible and continued way.  



He felt close to the Society of Jesus as never before.  

He felt God’s presence close at hand.  

 

Maybe that was the miracle we were praying for. 

 

It was not easy for him. 

Allowing himself to be carried.  

Humbling, stripping away. 

Letting go; of independence, of a major educational project, of a book, of life itself as 

we know and love it. 

We take a vow of poverty, but this was an experience of poverty as never before. 

 

David allowed himself to be led to places he would not have wished to go. 

 

Jn 21:18. "Very truly, I tell you, when you were young, you would fasten your belt 

and go wherever you liked. But when you get old, you will stretch out your 

hands, and someone else will fasten your belt and take you where you don't want 

to go."  

 

He surrendered into the hands and into the hearts of many others, some complete 

strangers.  

Allowed himself to be lifted up, loved, carried, embraced.  

And laid down again. 

This time, at daybreak on Friday, into the hands of the Glorified Son of God. 

 

St Ignatius is not known to be very poetic, but there is an appropriate quotation 

from him on the Jesuit calendar of anniversaries. On the 31st of January, the date of 

David’s death, he writes: 

 

If God causes you to suffer much it is a sign that he has great designs for you, and 

that he certainly intends to make you a saint. And if you wish to become a great 

saint, entreat him yourself to give you much opportunity for suffering; for there is 

no wood better to kindle the fire of holy love than the wood of the Cross, which 

Christ used for his own great sacrifice of boundless charity. 

 

No wood better to kindle the fire of holy love than the wood of the Cross… 

 

Let us pray… 


