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JOIN THE 80,000 CUSTOMERS THAT HAVE ALREADY SWITCHED!

Switch to Pay As You Go 
Electricity – Now!

* Subject to a 12 month contract. Prepayment service charge applies. Analysis of over 2,500 PrePayPower customers found an 
average saving of 6.6% in annual consumption over a two year period. For more, see prepaypower.ie/save. †Sample keypad 
graphic, actual keypad display may diff er. For our full list of T&C’s please visit www.prepaypower.ie

LINES OPEN Mon – Fri 8am to 9pm | Sat 9am to 7pm | Sun 9am to 6pm

Freephone Now 

1800 989 843
Click Now 
prepaypower.ie

•  FREE INSTALLATION
At a time that suits you 
– even Saturdays

•  NO MORE BILLS
Stay free from debt

•  SAVE ON THE 
ELECTRICITY YOU USE*

•  HASSLE FREE
We’ll arrange the switch 
with your current provider
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NO MORE
HUGE
ELECTRICITY BILLS
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On the farm, I 
recalled the 
worth of roots
O

n Friday, it was fit-
ting that I found 
myself on my wife’s 
parents’ farm. Set in 
the pastureland of 
Westmeath, it is 

home to cattle, horses and all 
manner of wildlife. It testifies 
to what we stand to lose 
should people continue their 
flight from the land. 

I say ‘fitting’ because, earlier that 
day, I had finished writing a book 
about roots. My publishers wanted a 
book based on this column, one that 
would distil my central message. 
Shortly after I started writing, I 
 realised that if there is a common 
theme to these columns, it is that of 
rediscovering our roots. 

We live in a world where people are 
disconnected, detached and dis-
placed. We are constantly ‘commu-
nicating’, yet the old bonds of love 
and loyalty are no more. 

We have severed our roots to the 
soil, to family, our heritage, culture 
and religion. 

We have opted for separation and 
thus become strangers to our-
selves.

My new book suggests we cannot 
flourish without being rooted. If ours 
is a culture of amnesia, it is because 
we have forgotten the wisdom of our 
ancestors. We have lost our sense of 
being attached to something greater 
than ourselves. 

If I often write about the joys of 
family life, it is because nothing roots 
us more firmly than parenting. 

However, if children are not to 
become strangers ‘to the soil and to 
men alike’, parents must root them 
to everything modern society rejects. 
They must bind them to all those 
 features of life unknown to the Wii 
generation. 

One sign of just how detached we 
have become, is that in a country 
once renowned for its agricultural 
sector, children now visit ‘farms’ on 
their school tours. These are not 
working farms but are more akin to 
mini zoos, at which children can pet a 
variety of caged animals. They are 
like museums devoted to a way of life 
that, for many city-dwellers, is but a 
quaint curiosity.

Sitting on the farm last Friday, I 
never felt more rooted. As the horses 
grazed in a sun-drenched paddock, 
three generations of my family con-
versed, laughed and played. 

Grandparents were bound to their 
grandchildren in a place where life is 
constantly renewed and replen-
ished. 

Speed is not valued here. The days 
unfold to a natural rhythm, one still 
guided by the seasons. Like the 
majestic old trees that have stood in 
this soil for centuries, everything is 
deeply embedded.

As always, our children energeti-
cally embrace this beautiful experi-
ence. Our eldest, in particular, loves 
the farm and passes his time roaming 

around the fields with his grand-
father’s walking stick. From dawn to 
dusk, he actively engages with the 
labourers, the animals and the land 
itself. 

At a time when children are so dis-
engaged from such vital things, it is a 
powerful reminder that, as creatures 
of the earth, we cannot thrive when 
stuck to a screen. That is why I shall 
never tire defending the farm, never 
cease to celebrate a form of life that 
binds us to the land, to absent 
 generations and to the beating heart 
of our country. 

For when farm life is strong, so too 
are those other roots that connect us 
to community.

On Sunday, we went to Mass in the 
great Cathedral of Christ the King in 
Mullingar. In the big cities, churches 
of this size highlight the success of 
secularism, their dwindling congrega-
tions symbolising our refusal to 
 sacrifice for future generations. Here, 
however, the multiple pews are teem-
ing with life.

T
 
 
He cathedral was packed 
with large families, with 
children who knew all the 
responses and who knelt 
reverently to receive Com-

munion. It was an experience of com-
munity at its best, of a people coming 
together to give prayerful thanks for 
their common way of life. And when, 
on September 7, the cathedral cele-
brates its golden jubilee, they will 
gather for a giant street party the 
likes of which we rarely witness in 
modern Ireland.

That is what it means to be rooted. 
It means belonging to a place still 
steeped in settlement. It means 
cherishing the homestead and all 
who dwell there. It means being 
bound to those with whom you 
share a common past and a joint 
destiny.

Our annual pilgrimage to the farm 
is always special. It is such a delight 
to see my children experience the 
true joys of family life, to watch as 
they discover their place in the order 
of things. As we gathered with grand-
parents, siblings and cousins for 
lunch after Mass, I could see it dawn 
on our eldest that this is how it always 
should be.

Roots are difficult to put down but 
easy to cut. Precious things that have 
been built up over generations take 
but a wet day to destroy. And the 
most effective way to destroy them is 
through simple neglect.

The fact that my children are never 
more rooted than when on the farm is 
proof that we neglect this wonderful 
way of life at our peril. As my eldest 
said yesterday: ‘I really don’t want to 
go back to the city.’

That the road to Dublin is now lined 
with his tears shows this was not 
mere rhetoric. It was a gentle plea to 
remain where his roots are strong, 
and where the things that matter are 
rarely, if ever, forgotten.


