Natalia — The Lost Voice of
the Parish

https://www.daslebenistgruen.com/dlig/en/wp-content/uploads/si
tes/2/2024/05/Psalm-42-1.mp3

Sound on: “Psalm 42” adapted and sung by Natalia
“Obituary”

On Sunday 28" April 2024, shortly before 11 am on a lovely
spring morning, an era came to an end. After months of joyful
weekly gathering in St. Antony‘s Church in Kilcoole, we said
goodbye to the voice of the Family Mass — Natalia. It was a
kind, but assertive voice, confident and never too shy to
encourage even the most reluctant singers to join in. Also
behind the scenes Natalia spared no effort to create this
special form of worship every Sunday. Only a few weeks after
losing Fr. John Daly to another Parish, we now see a further
initiator of the Family Mass depart. Natalia is leaving a void
and we yet have to hear about a plan how to fill it.

—

Wors(e)ship in Greystones before the weekly Family
Mass

Having lived in Greystones for almost 8 years, it was a bit of
an odysee for our family to find the right congregation to
celebrate mass with. After the convent in Delgany closed down
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we were looking for a new sacramental home. We soon learned
that whilst mass was “celebrated” in many places all over the
Greystones Kilquade Parish, there wasn‘t much of a celebration
going on. Especially for a family with a young child at the
time, we didn‘t feel welcome by fellow church goers. We were
casted looks when the buggy was taking up too much room in the
aisle. Reluctantly, or not at all, people offered us a space
on a half empty pew — despite (or because of) me holding an
infant. Whilst we felt proud when people told us how well our
by now three children behaved during mass, it was sad to see
the disapproving looks towards other children who were less
disciplined. The ceremonies themselves were mostly following
an agenda. Rushed homilies or none at all, with everybody
going their separate ways afterwards. Definitely not an
environment to attract families — the future of the faith
community.

Natalia‘s Story

This is exactly how Natalia felt when she first arrived to the
Parish in the summer of 2019. She had just completed the
Camino de Santiago from St. Jean Pierre de Port in France to
Fisterra in Spain. Whilst her 33-day journey came with the
discernment that a vocation as nun — as previously intended —
was not for her, it gave Natalia a taste of leading a
spiritual life.




Originally from Olsztyn in Poland, Natalia was raised a
Catholic and yet couldn’'t have been further away from the
spiritual person that she is now. Born into a time of
political transformation during the 1980’'s, practicing her
faith in communist Poland felt more 1like expressing an
ideological identity rather than developing a relationship
with God. “Going through the sacramental process at school
wounded my growth with an empty theology and lazy rituals,
highlighting my sense of loneliness. At the end of my
Christian initiation, I had no one with whom I could share my
experience of the divine”, Natalia remembers.

This sense of being unmet in the spiritual realm escalated
through her attempt of studying theology. Eventually,
disappointed by the dull celebrations and shaken by public and
private church scandals, Natalia turned her back on the
Catholic church for almost two decades.



Coming Home

During that time Natalia followed a rather interesting career
path. She seized opportunities of working in many different
sectors such as TV, banking, software and gaming, as well as
translating books from Polish into German. But no matter how
‘fulfilling’ her professional roles were, her soul remained
unsatisfied. Guided by the online homilies of a Polish
Dominican priest and an English Buddhist spiritual director,
Natalia eventually re-discovered her faith and re-connected
with the Catholic Church.




Returning from her pilgrimage on the Camino however,
emphasised her inner loneliness once more. The spiritual depth
encountered en route clashed with the emptiness of Catholic
gatherings back home in Ireland. Giving up on finding a
satisfying celebration, Natalia started attending Greystones
and Kilquade masses out of convenience. In Fr. John’s homilies
and spiritual guidance Natalia found such inspiration that she
ultimately took a leap of faith. In 2021 she left her secure,
full-time corporate job and accepted a much less paid contract
with the Parish.

Godmother and God-Grandmother

When I asked Natalia one Sunday after mass in 2022 if she
wanted to be my Godmother, I didn’t know that she contributed
so much more to mass than just a nice tune. I was merely
fascinated by the energy she brought to church and how she
portrayed her faith to the crowd. That for me was enough to



make her my spiritual advisor and a year later again the
Godmother of our third child. Rather than only facilitating
the sacraments as per her job description, Natalia went above
and beyond to revive the long lost (or maybe never existing)
spirit within the local faith community. “Whilst it was one of
my most spiritually rewarding adventures, the sacramental
process was challenging, demanding and exhausting”, Natalia
tells me. I remember her often being at the point of
exhaustion after endless overtime and working late. And yet
Natalia would face the congregation every Sunday with her
guitar and a warm smile on her face.

We are good friends now and I am glad we will continue being
part of each other’s lives. I am sad for the community though,
over losing these vibrant celebrations Natalia brought to the
Parish with Family and Ruah Mass*. I will miss the songs she
handpicked and adapted to convey the spirit of faith and for
everybody to learn under her guidance. I feel upset that the
Family Mass the way it was intended, and established during
many hours of thinking, planning and re-jigging by a finely-
tuned team, has come to an end. I am heartbroken that two
people of this team who put something in motion and made a
positive change in the Parish — despite fighting against
hierarchies and internal politics — were let go without
further ado.

Bouncy Castle & Chocolate Fountain — Communion &
Confirmation in Ireland

Are we going back to the old ways now? I hope not. But who am
I to complain anyway, barely a Catholic for a year and not
even Irish. Best to quietly show up for Sunday mass, head
bowed. Taking a seat in one of the back pews or even better
remain standing by the door so I can slip out after communion.
Inaudibly humming the traditional hymnes played on the organ
at most, if there is music at all.

Most Irish people have a love-hate relationship with the



institution “Catholic Church”. More hate than love from what I
sense in my immediate surroundings outside the congregation.
Quite understandable when you consider how religion was
interpreted and taught less than half a century ago. Many
people still don‘t want to have anything to do with it. And it
is their free choice to turn their backs on faith altogether.
No harm done. Unless they insist on sending their children to
a Catholic school and demand as little religious teachings as
possible. Unless they want to use the churches once a year to
have their child baptised so they won‘t feel excluded. Unless
they complain about the way the preparations for the
sacraments are done, so they can make communion and
confirmation solely about expensive white dresses and parties
with bouncy castles and chocolate fountains.

Being True to Yourself

I am uncomfortable saying out
loud that I got baptised as an
adult. I get asked how I could
join an organisation full of
abuse and mismanagement, rather
than what my thoughts on faith
are. There are awkward smiles
when I say that our children i

receive the sacraments for we actually believe in them. Or
that we give them prayers instead of “worry monsters” to deal
with their fears.

What a strange society do we live in where people go along
with something they despise, because it has always been done
that way? And others feel they can‘t say out loud what they
truly believe in, out of fear of being ridiculed?

Natalia is a wonderful example for people of faith, never
shying away from uncomfortable truths. I admire her bluntness
and enthusiasm with which she encourages others to persue with
what they believe in. I am sad she has left the Parish, but I
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consider myself lucky to be part of her future projects. One
of them will be Full-of-Grace — Natalia’'s next initiative to
support individuals and communities in search for a faith-
driven lifestyle. With all my heart I wish her best of luck,
also for her journey towards becoming a Gestalt
psychotherapist!

*Ruah Mass: A special way of celebrating mass introduced to
the Parish by Natalia and Fr. John Daly. Focused on breathing
God’'s presence through and with the community, translating
each breath into praise and worship.

Pictures: Courtesy of Natalia. Artistic Photography: ©
Karolina Hrynek

Considering Faith
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I am not a person of faith. Or am
I? Is there not a bit of
spirituality or the 1longing for
something deeper and more
meaningful in all of us? But it is
safe to say that I am not a
religious person. Born 1in the
communist GDR, my parents raised my
sister and me as cultural a%®
Christians at most. Whilst they : _ i
were baptised Lutherans themselves, ; REts Eamd
they didn’t raise us as such. We e, (NN
only learned about religion from a

historic point of view and during

the annual visit to Christmas mass.

It was somewhat acceptable to talk about ‘fate’, or ‘things
that were meant to be’. But considering a God, who guides us
on our path, remained an alien concept to me. As a teenager I
even directed my anger over things that were wrong with the
world at the church and God, who I didn’t believe in. Why
wasn’'t He able to fix everything if this was all true?

Faith vs. Doubt

But wouldn’t it be easier to know that there was a path you
are meant to follow, and someone you can give your sorrows to
rather than resentfully holding on to them yourself? Is it
delusional wanting to rely on a Higher Power instead of doing
everything by your own strength? What if there was a God you
could turn to for hope and guidance? Or to thank for
achievements and positive turns in your life?

I have been pondering that a lot lately, looking back on
struggles in my life that had me desperate, but were
ultimately for my own good. On things that fell into place
effortlessly, and others that were prevented despite my hard
trying. Has there been a plan for me all along and the closer



I follow it, the happier I am? And the further I stray the
more it hurts me?

Believe or not?

An atheist friend of mine once implied that relying on God 1is
a weakness. She says it somehow makes you a bystander to your
own life, not taking matters into your own hands. But the more
I think about it, the more I disagree. The existence of God
doesn’t take away from the fact that I followed through with
emigrating to Ireland. That I happened to decide for the right
apartment where I would soon after meet my future husband. It
doesn’t diminish my success of moving on to a better paid job
within a few months of getting to Ireland. Only because God
puts the right players on the board at the right time, doesn’t
make me a puppet to my fate. I am still the one who sits at
the steering wheel.

I am beginning to think I must have some divine intervention
considering how well things are going for me in Ireland. And
whilst I am not there yet to say I believe in God, I am also
starting to doubt it is me alone who makes things add up.

Spiritual Beginner meets devout Catholic
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Me considering faith didn’t just start out of the blue.
Religion slipped into my day-to-day life when I miraculously
met my now husband shortly after I moved to Dublin. Or was
that part of ‘the plan’ too? Anyway, he is a devout Catholic
and openly practices his faith. We started going to weekly
mass together which was more 1like Sunday school to me,
learning the basics of religion.

I envy him for how much he is getting out of his faith. For
the strength he draws from it and the peace that comes with
it. He on the other hand envies me for my natural
spirituality, as he calls it, that has led me up to the point
in my life where I am now. It helped me overcome the worst
crisis in my life, make life-altering decisions, and trust my
instinct during times of little support. I would have called
it following my gut feeling, female intuition, listening to my
conscience — anything, but God.

Faith doesn’t come over night

What started out as spending more time with my husband going
to church has become a spiritual journey for me. Being open to
his faith for the sake of our relationship made me query my



prejudices towards faith in general. The exposure to religion
in such an organic way was what I needed to slowly approach it
on my own terms. Away from my preconceived ideas and with a
physical distance to the non-religious environment of my
upbringing. With each mass comes more clarity, but also many
more questions that I yet have to find answers to. It leads my
husband and me into a religious discourse every time, leaving
both of us spiritually richer than before.

Half way there

OQur wedding took place in a Catholic church. The Three Patrons
Church in Rathgar where my spiritual journey started, so to
speak. When we decided to get married, there was no doubt that
the ceremony was going to be Catholic. Partly because I knew
how important it was to my soon-to-be husband. And partly
because my ‘gut feeling’ told me it was the right thing to do.
Maybe I am further along on my spiritual path than I am aware
of. And maybe it is time to abandon my old ways of thinking
and replace them with new ones. They might turn out to be in
line with the Catholic faith. God knows..

First published 13th June 2017. Edited 21st March 2025.


https://www.daslebenistgruen.com/dlig/en/my-big-fat-irish-wedding/
https://rathgarparish.ie/
https://rathgarparish.ie/

