
Father Peter O’Dricoll + 24 January 1949 - 28 February 2009 

Peter O Driscoll, a priest of Plymouth Diocese, was one of the first Catholic priests to develop a 
ministry with LGBT Catholics. He was also involved in pastoral ministry with people with HIV in 
the early days of the AIDS pandemic, through work with CARA. Recognising that faith was no 
protection against HIV infection, Peter discerned that an inter-faith approach to pastoral care was 
important and went on to found the UK branch of The RAIN Trust, recognising ahead of many 
others the impact of HIV upon African populations, and refugees and asylum-seekers in 
particularly. Peter died suddenly in 2009. A Memorial Mass was celebrated by Father Tom Jordan, 
Brentwood Diocese, with some friends and family at the Church of Our Lady of the Assumption & 
St. Gregory, Warwick Street, Soho, London, on 9 April 2011. 

A tribute by Father Bernard J. Lynch SMA 

“Teach us to number our days aright that we may gain wisdom of heart,” so the psalmist prays in 
one of my favourite psalms, Psalm 90. If I were to sum up what I knew of Father Peter O’Driscoll 
in a sentence it would be that: Wisdom of heart. Not the wisdom of the knower--although he had 
much knowledge--but the wisdom of the lover. For time is on the side of those who love. Only 
those who love can touch the meaning of time, which in its profoundest significance is always time 
of meeting, of encounter, of being with and for others, of shared and received presence. Yes, in his 
all too short life he touched the meaning of time because there was much love in his life. 

First of all Peter loved life. For Peter, to breathe, simply to be was itself a glorious thing. He knew 
that life itself, existence itself, was the most precious thing we know. That life is grace to us, our 
own lives and the lives of those around us. That all things great and small are gift. The treasures that 
we can at any moment discover. The banquet to which we are all are equally invited. For Peter, the 
true value of all that exists was discovered in the way one values a gift. He cherished life and 
existence and especially other people, and so enabled them to discover the treasure hidden in their 
own lives. 

There was first and foremost the warm and intimate love of his family and friends. His devotion to 
his Grandmother – Mrs. Cullinan who reared him – and of whom he spoke so often and so fondly. 
His commitment to those in need – the Rain Trust – and many others long before it was popular to 
care for those with HIV and AIDS. He was in the best sense of the word a good priest because he 
was first of all a life giver and love maker and indeed as we who knew him know a pain bearer. His 
love and commitment like all genuine love realised that: 

Selfhood begins with a walking away And love is proved in the letting go 

(C. Day Lewis) 

Yet, time and eternity is on the side of those who love. In fact as Saint John tells us, ‘we know that 
we pass from death to life, because we love.’ Yet, how little time there is for any of us. There is so 
much to be done; so many need our love and there is so little time. I cannot promise myself 
tomorrow. I only have today. Only today am I alive to live and to love. Oh yes, a resurrection 
beckons beyond and today’s Gospel guarantees, but tomorrow’ resurrection will not raise today’s 
world from its despair, will not feed this hungry stomach. We cannot wait for tomorrow, for 
tomorrow the other may be dead. In the wisdom of Peter’s heart he knew the importance of the 
'now' in human living. This was not that each moment should be a frantic search for meaning and 
for goodness, for wholeness in word and work. Therein madness lies. But simply a simple 
awareness that life and its images are here and now--in this suffering--in this joy--in this person. 
Today is important, for salvation is now, love is now, life is now. Yes, as Yeats would have it: (To 



paraphrase his poem Broken Dreams . . .) 

Vague memories, nothing but memories, 

But in the grave all, all shall be renewed. 

The certainty that I shall see this man 

Leaning or standing or walking 

In the first loveliness of his youth 

And with the burning fervour of his youthful eyes 

Has set me muttering like a fool. 

Air dheis De go raibh an ainm. May God’s light shine on his soul. Ni bheidh a leitheid ann aris. His 
equal will not be seen again. Peader slan go foil Peter goodbye for now 


