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Helping you
find a home

THIS is my earliest vivid
m e m o r y.

It is summer, I am four
years old and I’m in the
front garden of our house
in Fossa, just outside
Killarney. This is the front
garden where later in the
year I will win the All-
Ireland for Kerry as Pat
Spillane (I had floppy blond
hair) and ‘Bomber’ Liston
(black marker liberally
applied to the face).

My mother has just mown
the lawn, she is raking the
cut grass into piles and I
am lifting these piles into a
wheelbarrow. Halfway
between pushing the wheel-
barrow from one pile to the
next, my mother goes to
answer the phone. I can
see her in the lobby on the
phone as the front door is
open. Possibly feeling in-
dustrious, I decide to lift the
wheelbarrow myself and
push it on to the next pile.
One hitch: I have never
lifted the wheelbarrow —
especially not a half-full-of-
wet-grass wheelbarrow —
before, as my young arms
are too weak.

I heave. Nothing. I heave
again, and hot sweat rolls
down my face. Nothing.
Three times a lady, so I put
every ounce of kinetic
energy in my four-year-old
fulcrum into lifting it this
time and just as if a surge
of adrenaline has been
shot through my veins, I
have it off the ground.

I yell. I scream. Must at-
tract my mother’s attention
and display my feat of
strength. How much longer
can I hold this thing up for?

I look into the lobby but
my mother is not there.
How can she be missing
this? Where is she?

She’s behind me, hold-
ing the wheelbarrow by the
handles, laughing.

I include the above story
because I like it and the only
other early vivid memory I
have is of when I did a poo
in my pants while out tri-
cycling. I think the above
one suits the mood better.

My Mam died last Sat-
urday night week. She was
50.

If there was anything
else I could think to write
about here I probably
would. But I cannot.

We found out just shy of
two months ago that she
probably had cancer. It was
Daffodil Day, by coincid-
ence. Then, a week later,
on my father’s birthday, she
had a hysterectomy. An hour
after that operation we
were told — what we sus-
pected — that it was ovari-
an cancer. This gives you a
two-in-seven chance of liv-
ing. Worse news followed a
week later. The ovarian
cancer was secondary; the

cancer had spread from
somewhere else, probably
the stomach.

It wasn’t until two weeks
before she died that I found
myself telling my mother
she wasn’t going to sur-
vive. Under different advice
from different doctors and
specialists, my brother, my
father and I decided not to
tell her until she asked. At
4am in what was to be her
final night at home and while
she was suffering a great
deal of physical pain, she
asked me and I told her.

Just as I have been lucky
throughout my life, I was
lucky to get a fortnight to
say goodbye to my mother.
While I had not said all I
wanted to say before she
fell into a coma, I had said
enough. The final words
she heard me say were “I
love you” and “goodnight”.

Though on further thought
they were probably “Do you
want some more ice?” be-
cause in the final few
weeks my Mam wanted ice
with everything because
the cancer that infested her
guts had her taste buds
gone to shot.

I was not there when she
took her final breath. My
brother and father were. I
was sprinting down the cor-
ridor on Marymount Hos-
pice’s third floor. When I
reached the room I hugged
my family, kissed my moth-
er and shut her eyes.

I’m not too sure if I am
writing this because I want
to highlight the suffering
caused by cancer or just
because I want to write
something about my exper-
ience. Everybody knows
the plight of cancer by now
surely, but what I would like
to get down on paper is
that my parents spent a lot
of money and my mother
was tested forwards, back-
wards and sideways in the
last year and a half, since
she first got ill, and it was
not until three months ago
that anybody even men-
tioned cancer. Get tested
r e g u l a r l y.

But the real reason I sup-
pose I am writing this is be-
cause my mother was my
No.1 reader and biggest
critic. Like most mothers,
she cut out any mention of
her sons in the paper and
this didn’t stop when I got a
weekly column. I forgot to
ask her where she put all
the cuttings before she died.

But, even if it’s simply
because I know she dis-
liked these sort of silly end-
ings, I think ... no, no
they’re probably not in the
w h e e l b a r r o w.
● Robert O’Shea is giv-
ing his fee for this week’s
article to Marymount
Hospice. He urges you to
do the same.

D O YOU and
your partner
together earn
less than

40,000 and are you
having difficulty getting
on the property ladder?

Or are you a single
person who is struggling
to get a viable mortgage
but may be able to in two
years’ time, if you had a
little help?

Then just think
T hreshold.

In the last 20 years, 70
Cork people have
become home-owners
thanks to this non-profit
housing organisation.

Threshold, which also
provides professional
training to public,
private and community
organisations on a wide
range of housing issues,
runs a scheme that helps
people own their own
h o m e.

It helps couples whose
joint salaries dip below
the 40,000 mark, and
single people who are
struggling to get a viable
mortgage at the moment
but who may be in a
better position in two
years’ time.

This is how it works:
Threshold owns seven
houses in Gillabbey
Court, situated on the

corner of St Finbarr’s
Road and College Road, a
short walk from the city
c e n t re.

Selected participants
in the scheme agree to
live in one of these
homes for a maximum of
two years and pay a
standard rate of rent.

At the end of the two
years, the tenants will
receive more than half of
the total rent paid during
that time back from
Threshold in the form of
a grant.

This grant contributes
to their new home.

Over the two years,
Threshold makes the
participants aware of the
housing purchase
schemes and the afford-
able housing schemes
available to them.

They also learn how to
enhance their budgeting
skills, discuss personal
savings plans and under-
stand the responsibility
of taking on a mortgage.

After this two years,
the couple must have
entered a contract to
either build or buy.

Margaret O’Neill from
Threshold said the
group select people to
take part in the scheme
on the basis of three
things — need, viability
and commitment.

People who do not
have the means to under-
take the purchase of a
house without
Threshold’s help are
eligible while applicants
must have sufficient
means to secure a mort-
gage within two years.

Applicants must also
be able to show a com-
mitment to saving.

“We have a 99% suc-
cess rate,” said Ms
O’Neill.

“If they need our
support and are able to
commit to buying a
house and are in a viable
situation in two years’
time, then we will do
everything we can to
help them,” she said,
adding that they are tar-
geting people who would
be at the lower end of the
property ladder.

“Their income must be
within the price range of
the affordable housing
criteria, where their
joint income would be
between 35,000 and

40,000.
“It is open to everyone

but we have seen that it
is extremely difficult for
some people to get a
house,” she said, adding
that single people are
especially priced out of
the market.

“Single people espe-
cially need support
because most cannot
secure a mortgage.

“Most may only get a
150,000 mortgage but

you can’t do anything
with that.”

Anyone interested in
participating in the
scheme can contact
Threshold at (021)
4278848.

CASE S T U D Y:
TWO years ago, Cork
couple Mary and
John (not their real
names), were living
separately at their
parents’ homes and
saving very little in
the process.

Now they own their
own home.

“We were trying to
save at home but we
couldn’t,” said Mary,
aged 27.

“We were out every
weekend and spend-
ing all the time.”

After spotting a

Threshold advertise-
ment in the Evening
E ch o , the couple ar-
ranged an interview
with the organisation
and were later selec-
ted.

At that time, the
couple were jointly
earning less than

40,000.
Living in one of

Threshold’s houses at
Gillabbey Court, the
couple started to save
up to 120 a week.

Every three or four
months, the couple

met with a member
of Threshold staff to
take a look at their
savings.

After living in the
house for just over a
year, the couple had
saved 10,000, part
weekly savings, part
Threshold grant, to
apply for a house
under Cork City
Council’s shared
ownership scheme.

Because of their
savings, they quali-
fied and now own a
home in Shanakiel.

By OLGA CRONIN

Thanks to a housing
organisation called
Threshold, over 70
people have become
home-owners; it
helps couples whose
joint salaries dip
below the 40,000
mark, and single
people who are
struggling to get a
viable mortgage.
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