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THE SITUATION OF SUNDAY MASSES  

  

So that we can all understand where we are at, I would like to clarify the parish’s current 
position concerning Sunday Masses.  
This has been a well-published issue in our parish for more than two years; it is in writing, in 
feature articles of the Marian in August and December 2015. It has been mentioned at 
weekend Masses and in the Parish bulletin at least half a dozen times during the past two 
years, culminating in the recent Parish Forum. No-one can claim that we have rushed into 
anything or caught people unawares or that there has not been multiple opportunities for 
consultation and discussion. Everyone has had opportunities to have their say.  
Ultimately as Parish Priest, it is my call. I continue to listen to many points-of-view and the 
basic reason that the Forum was offered was to enable people with various ideas to hear 
other people express quite different ideas - hopefully with respectful listening, we can grow 
in the honest and open exchange of views. Everyone is entitled to their point-of-view and to 
be respected for it. Most people have given reason/s to support their opinion and these 
reasons can vary from the theological to the liturgical to the Scriptural to questions about 
parish community, the state of the church to pastoral planning for the future etc.  
Some of these reasons may not necessarily reflect the mind of the church and/or may be 
out-of-date, based on poor understanding of church life or stressing one aspect to the 
neglect of other relevant considerations. All the reasons given reflect the person’s 
experience, their beliefs, convictions etc. which can include our blind spots, our 
preoccupations, even our obsessions. Therefore the reasons presented can be legitimately 
critiqued and challenged. None of us are supremely wise nor perfectly balanced in our 
vision.  
At the Forum I could not follow the line of reasoning of some contributors - that may say 
more about me than them. I could not see the connection between the reason/s they gave 
and the conclusion they reached. Since then I have been asking some people to explain to 
me in a basic, straight-forward way, why they urge that we retain two Sunday Masses. I 
continue to seek out people who have a different approach to mine; they include people 
whom I respect greatly and would always want to hear their ideas and discuss them in a 
respectful way. They make some valid points which are very worthy of consideration. This 
isn’t a black and white, clear-cut matter and I would like to think I understand where people 
are coming from. I know that it is not just about numbers but that is a significant element; 
last Sunday 35 attended the 11am Mass spread throughout the church that seats ten times 
that number.  
Our current position is that I made a decision, based on the strong recommendation of the  
Parish Support Group, about six weeks ago, to announce that we would combine two 
Sunday Masses into one. Members of the Parish Support Group explained the reasons at all 
three weekend Masses and I backed up their position. After a number of dedicated 
parishioners expressed concerns, I agreed, as a sign of good-will, to a temporary reprieve, to 
give everyone more time to consider the decision and to invite more people to help out as 
sacristans, overhead operators, readers and commentators. We have redone those rosters 
for November and December and we will see how it works out. I don’t want to have to do 
this chasing up every few months.  



 

 

I would like to comment on the suggestion that even discussing the distinctive qualities and 
tenor of our three weekend Masses, that we are somehow being divisive and creating a 
“them and us” attitude. Could I say that our starting point must always be the reality rather 
than some vague ideal or nostalgic hope; also following that reasoning, we have already 
divided the worshipping participants into three separate liturgical groups.  It’s interesting to 
note that Jesus worked very closely with 12 apostles; there was also a wider group of about 
70 disciples. I have never heard it suggested that He was dividing the Christian community 
by not inviting the bigger group of disciples to the Last Supper. Even among the chosen 12 
there was a kind of executive group of three very close colleagues, Peter, James & John; only 
they were invited by Jesus to witness His Transfiguration and only they were asked by Him 
to support Him at the Agony in the Garden.  
Listening to the many and varied points-of-view and still consulting, I am yet to be 
convinced to change the decision to move to one combined Sunday Mass. Assessing all the 
pros and cons, on balance, I still believe the case for making the move in the near future is 
stronger than the case for maintaining two Masses. Therefore, I expect we will make the 
change sometime next year, whether it be by Easter, mid-year or later in the year.    
I am trying to listen to and respect everyone and their opinions and to evaluate them in the 
light of what is best for the overall good of our parish community as we plan and prepare as 
best we can for the future.  
In the Marian article two years 
ago, I nominated five reasons 
for considering making a 
change such as the quality of 
the celebration, the availability 
of volunteers, the shortage of 
musicians, planning for the 
future, including helping out in 
the deanery and utilization of 
our priest’s gifts and energies.  
With less than 50 people 
sometimes at the 11am Mass, 
small and declining attendance 
numbers is an ongoing consideration.  

In that article, I suggested that “there is no single reason to justify combining the Masses” 
and that it’s “more a cumulative case with one point building on another”. We could debate 
all day as to the validity of any particular reason.  
A point that I haven’t previously mentioned is basically a matter of trust. Ultimately, I make 
the call and I would hope that after an extended period of consultation and opportunities 
for discussion that parishioners would trust that I would make the right decision from an 
overall point-of-view as to what’s best for the parish community. Many people have already 
indicated that trust to me by saying that they would support whatever decision I make, 
some of them would possibly prefer the current arrangement but are prepared to trust me 
to do what is best for the parish.   
 
 



 

 

Could I encourage everyone to respect other people especially those with a different point-
of-view and to appreciate the opportunities we have all had for discussion. Could I also ask 
that you join me and others in taking this important matter to prayer, as together we seek 
the guidance and the enlightenment of the Holy Spirit?  
 
Fr Kevin Burke 
 
 

                    Our new family and Home  
My boys and I first came to Eltham in June of this year. I and my two boys were 
very worried about living in a new place and not knowing anyone. But not for 
long because Fr Kevin and one of the parishioners came to my house to 
welcome us to the parish community. 
On our first Sunday we met many people who became our family. Now 
everybody talks to us when we go to church. I am happy that people allow me 
to help with morning tea and other jobs because I feel part of this community. 
Many people have helped us with driving and making sure we have everything 
we need. I really enjoy volunteering at the Brotherhood Op Shop too. 
When Fr Kevin goes away, my boys miss him and worry about him. They call 
him NUMBER ONE. 
Kleide says Eltham is a great place and he has made many friends. Erdi now 
plays basketball, which he loves, with the Wildcats. 
I pray that soon the Government will let me work so I can provide for my boys. 
                                                                                                      Lida Muho 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

                                     
Learning to let go 
 
This hill always kills me. I reach out, 
searching for something to hold 
onto. I manage to get my hands 
around a branch. I hate this part. I 
get tired and sweaty and the leaves 
itch my back after climbing this 
MONSTER but I know what’s on the 
other side. I can see the top now; 
just a couple more steps. I pull 
myself up. I’ve done it. I look down 
from the top of the dune onto the 
glistening waters. I run down the 
never-ending sand dune as though 
the wind is pulling me to the water. 
I feel my hair whipping at my back, 
trying to hold me back, but my legs 
are going so fast I can barely stop 
when I get to the bottom. 
 
I brush off the sand that is sticking 
to me like tape. The crystal-like sand 
surrounds my feet, taking its shape. 
I slow once I get to the water, 
allowing my ankles to get wet. I look 
out onto the endless horizon. When 
I come here I feel as though I’m 
being washed clean; that the waves 
are taking my worries away. I search 
the sand around me and pick up the 
closest rock.  I pull it to my chest 
and hold it close, as if it’s touching   
my heart. I close my eyes. Silence. 

All I can hear are the gentle waves; 
the ocean gives and takes what it 
wants. 
 
I hold this little, insignificant rock 
and try as hard as I can to force all 
of the bad stuff, all of the pain and 
suffering I have locked inside me, 
and put it in this inanimate object. I 
know it isn’t magic, but all I can do 
is hope. I open my eyes and look 
onto the sunset and see the endless 
sky transform from blue, to pink, 
orange and then a deep luxurious 
orange.  I steady myself, pull my 
arm back and take a breath in. I 
focus on that sinking sun, tossing 
that rock up and then catching it in 
my hand. 
 
I throw my arms forward as fast and 
as hard as I can towards the sun 
that is now engulfed in the deep, 
blue ocean. The small, grey rock, 
filled with pain, flies in the fading 
light. I keep my eyes locked on it, 
watching as it slowly descends into 
the crystal waters. And it’s gone. 
Everything is gone. 
 
 
Baillie Millar  
(grand-daughter of Parishioner 
Ed Millar) 

 
 
 

 
 



 

 

              A Weird and Beautiful Christmas 
 
For readers, retired like me, who grew up, steeped in the catholic ritual, this 

Christmas story may sound familiar apart from one thing. 

For young readers this one thing may sound ordinary and the rest of the story 

utterly weird. 

I was a Primary School kid, and at the urging of my father joined the great 

Church Choir. The choir leader told me not to sing too loud and stand far in the 

back of the choir and if possible keep my mouth shut. 

Still, I was proud. Christmas was approaching and I could join my very musical 

mates, in the Midnight Mass choir. 

Midnight Christmas Mass, as was determined by the Parish Priest, would be at 

1.00 am. Not at midnight as that time could be confused with the Mass the day 

before, and hence stop people from attending Mass on Christmas. A very serious 

sin. Mass on Christmas, as was stipulated or granted by the Church, consisted of 

three masses in a row. 

As my father still had to work the day before Christmas, my parents decided to 

attend the 3 Masses in daytime. I was to stay with my two aunts who would 

attend the Night Mass. When I say my two aunts, only one, aunt Agathe, was a 

blood relative, my other aunt, Aunt Brigitte, was her life-long partner. They 

were my lesbian aunts. 

I loved my aunts. They would talk to me like an adult (if that was possible at my 

age) and often spoiled me rotten (again if that was possible in the post-war, 

poverty stricken, country of Holland. 

I slept in my bed in the loft just above the loungeroom. My aunts slept there 

too. I had to get to bed at 7.00 pm in order to wake up in time for the great 

occasion, and I was nearly asleep when my aunts struggled up the narrow 

staircase and went to bed. They had been drinking again. 

Joining the choir at the Presbytery at midnight, we had special dispensation to 

eat an apple to clear our throats. For every other parishioner eating on the day 

before going to Communion was strictly forbidden. Another possible serious sin.  

The Parish Priest and two assistant priests, preceded by some twelve altar boys 

entered from the side of the altar. Covered in their gold stitched garments 

they made a splendid entrance. On the choir balcony the organ thundered. But 

that was more because I was standing in the back with my ears against the 

organ pipes. I hoped it would be a Christmas song, but it was 'te Deum 

Laudamus' (You, God, we praise). There were some 600 people in church both 

upstairs and downstairs, and it all sounded magnificent. Christmas songs were 

not allowed to be started until at the Communion. I loved that Communion period 

as the organ and choir singing was accompanied by two violinists (only at 



 

 

Christmas was this allowed).  The Mass was celebrated with all the pomp and 

glory our Parish could muster. That is until the Communion. 

Two priests distributing Communion to 600 people on an altar rail that would 

hold about twelve at the time, usually became chaotic. Most people wanted to be 

back at their seat as soon as they could to listen to and sing along with the 

Christmas songs. Alas, primitive mid-winter gatherings collided with Church 

regulations. 

I saw my two aunts looking up to us in the choir and I sung even louder, soon to 

be told off. 

In the middle of all this, the Parish Priest continued in silence to say the next 

two Masses finishing just at the same time when all the people had ben to 

Communion.  A final blessing, the famous 'Silent Night' song, and it was all over. 

Breakfast at my aunties was eating all the things I had ever dreamt of. Raisin 

bread, fruit-loaf, 

lemonade, ham, 

chicken, chocolate. 

Having thanked and 

hugged my aunts I 

was soon on my bike 

home to join my 

family in some more 

eating and drinking. 

At midday we sat 

around the heater, 

and my aunts, as 

they always did on 

Sunday, joined us. 

Stories and jokes 

were told. As my aunts were also the part-time cleaners of the church, they 

joked about the lost coins they found and pocketed, and about finding a drunken 

man sleeping it off.  

As there was no TV, mobile, I-pad and so on, we went to church again in the 

evening for Benediction, listening to another sermon and then back home and to 

bed. My prayer, as I was taught, was for my parents, brothers and sisters, 

and....just before I fell asleep for my favoured aunts, my beautiful Lesbians. 

                                                                                                   John S 

 

               

 

 

 



 

 

The Story of The Other Wise Man 
 

This tiny book of less than 40 pages will gladden your heart. It first came to my 

attention early this year and I have been mindful to put it in the library in 

preparation of Christmas, 2017. Henry Van Dyke, who wrote this treasure, was 

born in 1856. He was a clergyman, an educator, a writer and a poet. He was also 

a man who delivered quotes and quips which are readily available to us via the 

internet.  

 

He tells the story of The Magi in just five exquisitely written chapters. The 

first of the five is titled, The Sign in the Sky, and we meet Artaban, a member 

of the followers of Zoroaster. He is described as follows: His robe was of pure 

white wool thrown over a tunic of silk; and a white, pointed cap with long lapels 

at the sides, rested on his flowing black hair. It was the dress of the ancient 

priesthood of the Magi, called the fire-worshippers. 

Artaban and his fellow Magi met often to worship and discern the signs of the 

times. Artaban was convinced the stars were telling them to prepare for a 

journey to meet the promised King of Israel. He showed his visitors three 

beautiful jewels, a sapphire, a ruby and a pearl, which he’d obtained by selling all 

his possessions, and told them they were his gift to the king. His visitors chose 

to reject his desire to follow the stars and so he prepared to travel with his 

other Magi companions-Casper, Melchior, and Balthazar in their quest to find 

the babe. 

 

The second chapter titled, By The Waters of Babylon takes us through 

Artamon’s early journey to meet with his three friends. He chose his finest 

horse and set out knowing he had no time to waste. We cross the plains and 

fertile fields and over a desolate pass through windswept hills and mountain-

gorge where the river roared and raced before him like a savage guide.  

On the tenth day, his horse almost spent, he pushed on further to the date-

palms by the yellow sea flowing through the corn-fields, beneath the walls of 

Babylon. It was here he came upon a dying man.  In anguish he fought against his 

conscience to stay and assist the dying man, knowing he’d never make it to meet 

the king and give his gift. He knew he was too late to meet the three Magi 

friends. 

In the third chapter, For the Sake of a Little Child, we encounter Herod’s men 

killing new born babies and watch as Artaban once again fights with himself, 

trying to discern whether his desire to assist a young mother or his desire to 

fulfil his quest is most honourable.  

 

 



 

 

In the fourth episode, In The Hidden Way of Sorrow, we realise that time has 

moved on for thirty- three years, and our protagonist has never given up on his 

quest, despite his failing health. We become observers of this frail and faithful 

man in his lonely and challenging journey. 

In the fifth and final chapter, a Pearl of Great Price, he is confronted with his 

struggle to give to humanity again, or to hold on for the sake of his desire to 

worship the King of Israel. We are with Artaban as he ends his journey. And we 

close the book with a deeper understanding of our place in the world and a 

deeper sense of God within. 

Do read and enjoy this precious tale by Henry Van Dyke. The language is 

beautiful and the story opens us up to the Season of Advent. 

It will be on the top shelf of the library, read and return for others to read. 

Blessings, 

                                                                                                                       

Trish Taylor 
 

 

                                   
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 The Church alive in Yolla 
 
The door of the small church on the 
hill was open. No one around 
though. As we crept in we were 
surprised by a cheery “Hello”! and 
the delight of having visitors was 
clear. We instantly felt at home. 
Everything shone. 
Today there would be a Liturgy of 
the Word with Communion but we 
were told that if we could come next 
Sunday, there would be the BIG 
Celebration of the Mass! 
Gradually the congregation grew to 
eleven. Almost everyone has a task; 
clearly well rehearsed. All hymns 
were sung a capella. The first, 
“Where two or more are 
gathered…..” exemplified this 
community. 
Before the readings the Lectionary 
was carried reverently from the back 

of the church accompanied by two 
candle bearers, while everyone sang 
repeated Alleluia’s. 
Since several parishes had been 
amalgamated, each month there 
was one Mass, two Liturgies of the 
Word and on the fourth Sunday the 
community would travel to another 
parish so they could share with other 
Catholics. “We meet yp encourage 
one another”. 
The faithful community at Yolla 
certainly did that for us. 
Yolla is a small farming town 30 
minutes south of Wynyard, situated 
among the green rolling hills that 
you expect to find in Tasmania. 
                                                                                    
M.and M.  

 
 

       OLHC Youth Group 
 
After being at the Eltham parish for 13 years, I am so excited to be part of our wonderful 
new youth group. It is filled with a great atmosphere and provides an opportunity for all 
high school children to participate and contribute in. Last youth group, we had an incredible 
group of people come in and help us grow and understand our faith better. This group is 
referred to as the NET team, they sacrifice so much time yet they are so passionate of what 
they do and constantly want to help youth grow in their faith.  
I would personally like to thank all the regular leaders that put their time and effort into 
planning and taking our youth groups to different levels every week. It is such an honour to 
be part such a welcoming community. One thing we could work on would be increasing the 
number or participants and asking as many friends to join in our eventful youth group every 
month. I really recommend this to all high school students or this year’s year sixes to come 
along and give our youth group a go.  
                                                                                                                      Ella Jakubik 
 



 

 

 
 

Youth Ministry Update 
2017 has been an exciting year for OLHC Youth Ministry. There were heaps of 
great ideas from the forum in May 2016 and as a result of those, we kicked off 
a series of youth led masses across the remainder of the year. This year we 
upped the anti and added a youth group session following on from a monthly 
youth led mass. We’ve had a fabulous bunch of secondary students 
participating in the games, food and discussion and sharing inspiring ideas and 
relationships. 
Thank you to the many people in the parish have helped to make this happen 
by: 

 Contributing food and money 

 Taking the effort to engage with young people in our parish after masses 

each week 

 Joining the celebration of youth led masses 

 Offering their assistance with catering for youth group 

 Supporting young people taking up roles in the youth led mass and other 

masses by backing them up, answering questions and being on hand to 

assist if they need it 

 Working on music for youth led masses (thanks Kathleen, Mike, Emily 

and numerous others!) 

 Offering encouragement and suggestions 



 

 

This sets a wonderful precedent for the upcoming Year of Youth and if you’re 
wondering what to do for this special year, the list above is a great starting 
point. 
And, none of it could happen without our amazing youth group leaders, Jess, 
Venatius, Matthew, Annette and Natasha who generously share their time, 
faith and enthusiasm – thanks! And last but not least, thanks to Fr Kevin who 
has been endlessly encouraging, patient and accommodating with 
arrangements for this youth ministry work. 
We’re planning a similar program for 2018. 
 Happy to field any enquiries – Natalie 0400 027 447 
 
 

The late Leonard Cohens 
thoughts on Jesus    
 
It was not so long ago many tributes 
flowed in for the late legendary 
contemporary folk/ pop 
singer/songwriter Leonard Cohen, 
whose early obscure poetry was 
evident in songs such as “Suzanne” 
and “Chelsea Hotel No 2” to capture 
a baby boomer audience with lyrics 
both unusual and deep. A more 
recent generation took note with 
his composition, ‘Hallelujah’. Cohen 
originally wrote 80 draft verses of 
this popular song before cutting it 
down to just 4. The original version 
referenced the stories of Samson 
and Delilah from the Book of Judges 
and King David and Bathsheba from 
2 Samuel. He was a deeply religious 
man, who, although embracing 
Buddhism remained always a Jew, 
but who greatly admired Jesus, 
evident in this quote:  
 
 

 
 
 
‘But I’m very fond of Jesus Christ. 
He may be the most beautiful guy 
who walked the face of this earth. 
Any guy who says ‘Blessed are the 
poor. Blessed are the meek’ has got 
to be a figure of unparalleled 
generosity and insight and madness. 
A man who declared himself to 
stand among the thieves, the 
prostitutes and the homeless. His 
position cannot be comprehended. 
It is an inhuman generosity. A 
generosity that would overthrow 
the world if it was embraced 
because nothing would weather 
that compassion. I’m not trying to 
alter the Jewish view of Jesus Christ. 
But to me, in spite of what I know 
about the history of legal 
Christianity, the figure of the man 
has touched me.’ 
 

                                                                                               
Lindsay Byrnes  



 

 

 
Malawi Support Group 2017 Annual Report 
 
 
 
Hi Everyone,  
 

This year due to continuing excellent results inclusive of one very sizable donations 
we may be able to again remit $6000 to Fr Taylor but that is dependent upon the 
results of the Christmas raffle.  
Raffles have continued to contribute significantly to our fund raising despite 
smaller attendances at Masses.   
 
We did not undertake the Woolworths Barbecue but I think it will be a good idea to 
aim at mustering sufficient support early on to make this a reality for next year.  
 
Your sister parish continues to flourish notwithstanding continuing hardships and 
this year the Archbishop celebrated St. Kizito Day and Pentecost, with 
Confirmations for about180 young people and adults. It is a sobering statistic that, 
according to the World Bank in 2016 the gross national income per capita was only 
US$320 for Malawi and their currency continues to depreciate. However in the 
communities we support great progress continues and the very exciting news for 
this year was a Health Clinic is now operational alongside the church we helped 
fund at Ntandire. Although Ntandire is regarded as a shantytown is has shown a 
remarkable resilience.  Since establishing their own church from 2009, a rental 
property to generate funds for the needy, a nursery school, vegetable gardens and 
more recently additions to the primary school have been completed.    
    
The clinic is managed by the MEDICAL MISSIONARIES OF MARY (MMM) and 
according to Fr Taylor it is running very well and the people are overjoyed with the 
services. A small fee is charged to help pay the salaries and provide the drugs but 
Fr Taylor informs us he expects the Government will soon provide the salaries. 
Alongside the Church is the school and 3 classrooms were added this year to 
ensure it is a fully-fledged primary school to year 8. Fr Taylor also tells us your 
funding for the scholarships makes a huge impact and frees him from the worry of 
having to turn students away from getting a good education.  
 
The students we support come from many different schools; 10 orphans from each 
of our 2 schools St. Bakhita and St. Michaels, one from the Catholic University, one 
from St Paul’s Minor Seminary, three from Mua school of the deaf, two from 
Lilongwe technical college, one from medical school, three from Njewa secondary 
school, three from Mkwichi secondary school and various other assistances.  
 

We had suggested this year to Fr Taylor we would be interested in supporting a 
Solar Lamps Project and he has indicated he thinks the project is viable but will 
require further preparation before he can launch it. We can follow up on this 
possibility next year.  
 
This year he also undertook a major building project in order to secure the future 
financial stability of the parish. He completed 2 small apartments for rent at St 
Kizito as well as renovating the parish house where he resides.  
 



 

 

Thanks once again to everyone for your kind support which enables the great work 
of Fr Taylor to continue as you can readily ascertain.   
We were pleased to welcome a new member Johanes Gaspersz into the group in 
November.    
 
Currently the Australian Dollar converts at the rate of 1 Australian dollar to 556 
Malawian Kwacha so our contribution continues to go a long way.   
 
Lindsay Byrnes 
Chairman - November 2017    

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


