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This Christmas let us reflect on the very often 

spoken words by Christ in the Gospels and by the 

Church: ‘Peace with you’.  We all need it so much. 

On behalf of Father Kevin and myself we wish you       

all a Peaceful Christmas. 



 

Have a Go, Christian 

Sitting down to finally write this article I had alongside me an email I forwarded to the 

Vicar General Mons Greg Bennet, the Archbishop’s highly respected right-hand man as 

well as Trish Taylor’s contribution to this Marian. 

Trish and I go back a long, long way having grown up in Essendon where our parents were 

friends and I was in the scouts and secondary school with her twin brother;  I’ve kept in 

touch with both of them over the years.  Apart from enjoying her article plugging my book, 
I was impressed with her typical get-up-and-go attitude. 

I don’t know if I had shown her my email to the VG but her last line beautifully summed up 

what I was saying to him;  Trish said “These are exciting times for our church – climb on 

board.” 

I begin my email to the VG saying “there’s a unique opportunity to try something a little 

adventurous, even daring, out this way.”  I explained to him that our deanery is blessed to 

have three PPs, covering five parishes, who share a common vision and work very closely 

together.  So I urged him and the archdiocese to “THINK BIG;  be daring;  have a go”, 

referring him to the epitaph that I mention in my book.  I stressed that the three of us “are 

blessed to be in energetic parishes where lay leaders are motivated, open and prepared to 

give things a go.”  I reminded him that we’re part of a “Dreaming Future Parishes” group 

that is innovative and visionary.  (Greg Northrop and I are part of that group.)  I urged him 

in unison with our new Archbishop, to consider how the archdiocese might best utilize this 

unique opportunity to perhaps put a practical proposal for us to consider or present us 

with “a challenge or some general proposition and invite us to come up with a number of 

options.”  I stressed that time was critically important as I and neighbour Terry Kean are 

coming to the end of our time as pastors.  Finally I urged him to “tap into the level of 

energy, motivation and good-will that is clearly at work here”, saying “Life’s great, isn’t it!  

Let’s go with the low of the LIFE-GIVING and PULSATING Spirit of our extraordinarily 
GENEROUS GOD.” 

Referring back to Trish Taylor’s article, I support her call for us to “climb on board” with 

regard to the invitation to have our say re the Plenary Council.  I know Archbishop 

Comensoli sincerely wants us to go for it. 

I’ll end this article with the last eight lines of my email to the VG;  it’s a powerful reflection 

by French Jesuit priest and palaeontologist Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, which is based on 
Isaiah 60, vs 1-10: 

“Raise your head, O Jerusalem.  Contemplate the great multitude of those who are 

building and seeking.  In laboratories and through studies, in deserts and in factories, in 

the enormous social melting pot. 

“Do you see all these men who are working hard?  Well then, all that is bubbling in them, 

in the arts, science and thoughts, all of this is for you!  Come now, open your arms and 

your heart and welcome this surge, this overflowing of human vitality as your Lord 

Jesus!  Welcome this sap because, without its baptism, you will fade without aspirations, 

like a flower without water;  and save it because, without your sun, it will be scattered in 
sterile branches.” 

Fr Kevin Burke 



Time Fashions 
 
All things considered, and cut to the basics, 
our brief sojourn will dissolve in the mystic. 
Where now, our fame, fortune and glamour? 
Gone, gone, forever silenced by the chaotic clamour 
Of those who tread 
Upon our paths – and in our stead. 
 
And what of the time spent, striving, achieving? 
Of making time, to savour the company, the living? 
Fools we are, we cannot fashion this fourth dimension! 
It fashions us, products of its intention; 
It shapes us to our particular fit 
According to how we take a hold of it. 
 
Our lives are fashioned by the highs and lows, 
By things we do, how we treat our fellows. 
Accept the limitations of biology 
Aim to fulfil your destiny 
To make a difference to those around, 
Leaving not a fury but a sweet sound. 
 

                                                  Kathleen Nolan 

 

 

 

This must be the third year (who wants to count at my 

age?) that I have enjoyed compiling our Parish 

magazine the 

Marian.  I am 

immensely impressed 

and grateful for all 

the contributions of 

so many parishioners. 

I thank them all. I 

hope you enjoy 

reading this 

Christmas issue.  J.S. 



 

Malawi Support Group 2018 Annual Report 

Hi Everyone,  
 

This year will be the first year where our fundraising will fall well short of the 
previous years. It is likely we will only be able to remit $4,000 to Fr Taylor but 
that in turn is dependent upon the results of the Christmas raffle.  

Raffles have continued to contribute significantly to our fund raising despite 
smaller attendances at Masses, but in the future we may need to curtail the 

raffle to just one prize. As was recorded in the Minutes, longstanding member 
Una Cardwell, a previous chairperson, who was extremely generous in 
arranging raffles since inception, has resigned from the Group. She will be 

missed and we thank her for her generosity.    
We did not undertake the Woolworths Barbecue as the supermarket has 

withdrawn support on the basis of health and safety issues owing to burns 
suffered. Next year we will consider what additional fund raising could be 
undertaken such as the re-introduction of a theatre night.  

The group would welcome 
any new members since we 
have lost 3 members this 

year. We were very pleased to 
welcome Neal Walker at our 

last meeting.      
Your sister parish continues 
to flourish notwithstanding 

hardships. Thanks again for 
all your wonderful support 

which means your sister 
parish’s needy students and 
orphans can continue with 

their education.   
This year our support 

covered school fees for 9 Boarding School students, 8 Day School, 4 

University and 16 Primary School Orphans. We also purchased 3 computers.  
Fr. Taylor informed us Malawi continues to struggle with poor leadership and 

escalating prices, especially for students. Moral leadership has mostly failed 
and yet the people go on smiling – the warm heart of Africa.  
 

                                                                          Lindsay Byrnes 
 

 



 

Red Wednesday 
 
The Red Wednesday event, lighting up St Patrick’s to draw attention to the plight of the 
persecuted Church (and other religiously persecuted people) on 28 November was mentioned 
in our bulletin on 25 November. It noted that ‘a staggering 61% of the world’s population live 
in countries where religious freedom is not respected’.   
I looked up Article 18 of The Universal Declaration of Human Rights, adopted by the UN 
General Assembly in December 1948.  It says 
‘Everyone has the right to freedom of thought, conscience and religion; this right includes 
freedom to change his religion or belief, and freedom, either alone or in community with 
others and in public or private, to manifest his religion or belief in teaching, practice, worship 
and observance’ 
 
This is an admirably clear and comprehensive statement, made in the aftermath of the most 
destructive war (so far) in history.  As members of the United Nations, many countries have 
signed up to this.  They include Pakistan, where a Catholic farmworker (and wife and mother), 
found guilty of blasphemy against Islam and, having had to appeal the original death sentence  
and finally acquitted after nine years in prison, faces a prosecution cross-appeal seeking her 
execution.   
It is difficult to see that officialdom anywhere other than a failing theocracy would see this as 
a sensible use of time and public money (some of which will have come from the UN).  In the 
meantime, quite a few of this lady’s neighbours are mounting aggressive demonstrations 
baying for her blood and waving signs about for the benefit of international cameramen.  
Presumably, these unpleasing people want the authorities’ fears of mass violence to 
overcome any shame over what they are up to, in a country that has from time to time 
respected the rule of law.  The UK and Australia give a lot of aid to Pakistan, including $8m 
from the Australian government for projects to prevent violence against women (or it 
appears, some women). 
Another UN (and G20) member, Saudi Arabia, in addition to murdering its political opponents 
and nearby Yemeni non-combatants with apparent impunity, has a statute requiring anyone 
who converts from Islam to another faith to be killed, and churches cannot be built.  This may 
turn out to be worth remembering if these fabulously attired princes turn their expensively 
acquired weapons on more distant targets. 
In parts of India, Hindu nationalists (including ‘cow vigilantes’) are taking to persecution of 
their Christian and Muslim neighbours with increasing ferocity.  On the other side of Bengal, 
cruel treatment of the Rohingya Muslims by ostensible Buddhists has been widely reported.  
In Iraq, Syria, Egypt and elsewhere, churches have been bombed, attacked with machine guns, 
and parishioners threatened with death (or perhaps worse, their families’ death) or torture. 
The Iranian state continues to sponsor the murder of the wrong kind of Muslims and anti-
Jewish terror, but is scarcely merciful to Christians, Zoroastrians and any other folk who may 
be in the way. There are lots of examples of this type of thing happening in various places.  
You can read about them on the Aid to the Church in Need (ACN) website 
https://www.aidtochurch.org/  

https://www.aidtochurch.org/


Here in lovely Eltham at Christmas, it’s 
hard to imagine what it would be like 
to follow one’s faith in such spots. I 
suppose you might envisage coming to 
Mass next week to find the church a 
burnt-out pile of rubble with injured 
and bandaged parishioners strewn 
around the garden, or being forced to 
transfer the gathering to somebody’s 
private house in the dead of night to 
avoid arrest, or even to a local disused 
mine (like a Roman catacomb).  More 
fancifully, we may need to mount a 
raid on the police station to beg for 
Father’s release (or to break him out) 
after his arrest and detention for 
bravely celebrating a Mass publicly. If 
that was necessary, a brother or sister 
would need to hide him - maybe under 
the floor in a priest hole, fed on crusts, 
as catholic Elizabethans did for secret 
Jesuits. 
It might be a thrill to emulate the 
earlier Christians (and many now living 
under persecution) in these ways, 

although scarcely desirable and far from consistent with the routines of modern life.  Would 
I have the strength? I doubt it.  In any case, religious persecution here would probably take a 
more genteel form, maybe based on surveillance, social media ridicule, legal disabilities and 
later, psychological ‘help’ for believers. 
It would be easy to become discouraged, because the situation appears to be getting worse: 
the ACN Religious Freedom in the World report notes deterioration in India, Russia and China. 
Those are big places.  
However, there is light in the darkening scene - innumerable stars of Bethlehem to set against 
the nasty Herods.  Stories of persecution are as inspiring as they are harrowing.  For example, 
it is reported that Asia Bibi (the Pakistan farmworker) refused to renounce her Christianity in 
the face of death, imprisonment and public condemnation, and after the authorities 
attempted to bribe her to do so with some $5,000 - surely a king’s ransom for a Pakistani field 
hand.  This is humbling.  So are tales of secret baptisms in water-filled oil drums in wrecked 
buildings, with sacred items and other bits and pieces rescued from bombed or shelled 
churches.  Many people, of all faiths and none, are risking their own lives to help their 
persecuted neighbours.  These stories need better reporting than they get in our trivialised 
media, wavering between frenzied hysteria (often about nothing much) and catatonic 
indifference. In ancient times, suffering was not seen as wholly bad, and even as good news, 
for ‘the blood of the martyrs is the seed of the church’.  There may be few takers now for that 
idea, even in the severest church circles. 



The current good news is that you can help, by giving money to support persecuted people 
(go to the website above), or by Adoration of the Blessed Sacrament on behalf of those who 
cannot reach a safe church, or by prayer.  Here is part of a recommended prayer. 
Lord Jesus, 
as the Good Shepherd, 
You gave your life for all people. 
You have personally called each of us to serve suffering and persecuted Christians. 
In them, you continue your Passion for the redemption of the world. 
 
You may like to read or about this, unfortunately growing, problem.  I have put a copy of the 
summary of the ACN Report on Religious Freedom in the Gathering Area. 
            

                       Peter Beckford 
 
  
 

Whispering Spheres 
 
 

A sunset rays cast a fading light 
Birds fly past to rest for the night 
Night air cools as the sky is at dusk 
Farewell to our toils as time for our rest 
  
Whispering spheres of a neo light form  
Spiritual heavens in explosion and storm 
Peace is that energy a dream for your mind 
Peace and rest for a mind of that kind 
  
The moon beams alight to rest on our skin 
Heavenly spheres, our next of kin 
whispers of hope which enter your mind 
Refresh and to heal for all humankind 
  
Whispering spheres of a neo light form 
Spiritual heavens in explosion and storm 
Peace is that energy a dream for your mind 
Peace and rest for a mind of that kind 
  
A universe reveals each night a rebirth 
As new stars are born, as in new light 
Time and space are our one universe 
Continues forever its beginning in light 
  
Whispering spheres of a neo light form 
Spiritual heavens in explosion and storm 
Peace is that energy a dream for your mind 
Peace and rest for a mind of that kind 



  
Dawn approaches a light of daybreak 
Birds fly in to herald the day 
Sweet note refreshed, sing a new song  
Awaken a mind, open thinking today 
  
Whispering spheres of a neo light form 
Spiritual heavens rebirth every night 
Peace is the light of the dream of your mind 
Refreshed and ready to heal for humankind 

       
                                                                                                       Lindsay Byrnes 
 
 

Preparing for 
Christmas......long 
ago 
 

Our family needed a nativity scene 
to make Christmas complete so it 
was off to Myers to inspect the 
range. 
My eye landed on a box with a 
'special' sticker.....so cheap!, I 
couldn't resist it. 
At the appropriate time, I delved 
into the box and extracted the 
figurines one by one....a wise man, 
Joseph, Mary, three camels etc. 
Finally the box was empty and I 
realised to my horror that there was only one wise man. It was 'special' in the 
worst possible way. I placed the solo figure among the camels. He looked so 
lonely, so forlorn but I had to live with it! 
 
Three years later...... 
It was late November and I was in Florence. The air was frosty and the 
chestnut sellers were busy on the street corners. There were specialty shops 
selling Christmas paraphernalia. They glowed with a golden light in the 
gathering gloom. I entered one such establishment and was immediately 
engulfed in tinsel, plastic trees, Santa dolls and every type of tree decoration. 



But one sign caught my eye. Translating from the Italian, it read. " Special on 
wise men".  
There they were in neat rows, here the sheep, there the shepherds and most 
especially a wise men section! Amazingly, they matched my set. What were the 
odds? 
Joyfully, I helped myself to two wise men and also five sheep and three 
shepherds. 
 
I look at my very replete nativity scene nowadays and remember the day when 
I was guided to a star-filled shop by a single wise man. 
 
Christmas blessings to everyone. 
                                                                                                     Barbara Hermans 
 
 
 
A very old Christmas song (1121) (badly translated by me, John) 
 

The morning of Christmas was bewildering 
Heralds, angels, nativity-scenes, kings, shepherds 

Everywhere excitement, but 
Down near the manger 

Mary and Joseph kept calm, withstood all the woe 
In their hearts they hoped 
The baby would just grow 

 
 
 



Thankyou from Jobe and family... 

'At such a time of hope and joy- our family would like to thank the parish 
of OLHC Eltham for keeping hope in our hearts. After going through the 
marathon and miracle of Bone Marrow Transplant with our little boy Jobe 
over the past 2 years we are so thankful that you kept us in your 
thoughts, prayers and hearts. 
A special mention to the 
kindness of the prayer shawl 
group for their beautiful quilts. 
 We are pleased to report that 
Jobe's current results are 
promising for a bright future 
for him. He has completed a 
half a year at kinder and has 
just attended his transition 
sessions in preparation for 
school next year. Thankyou 
also for your care and 
kindness to Jobe's 
grandparents (Roger and 
Tricia Daw) who have 
endured the rollercoaster with 
us. 
Thank you sincerely from the 
bottom our hearts, Naomi, 
Ben, Darcy, Abby and Jobe 
Warden.' 

Thanks, Naomi 
 
         Young Jobe Warden, grandson of Roger              
                                            and Tricia Daw  
       
 

 
 

 
 
 



Off The Shelves 
 
Being the ONE who is responsible for the library, I really must applaud Father 
Kevin for bringing his baby [read book] to birth.  
Even God Smiled: the Strife and Chimes of Kev the Rev, is quite an achievement. 
I have never lived in a parish where the PP published a book; it is a huge 
undertaking.  
In the summer edition of the quarterly magazine: The Swag, Father Kevin has 
explained how his dream came to fruition. He tells us it has been a six year 
undertaking and has come at considerable cost both emotional and personal. 
When you pass the three quarter of a century mark much water has flowed 
under the bridge. All lives carry joy and pain. There are always both. No light 
without darkness, sunny days are often followed by stormy clouds, no giving 
without receiving and on it goes. No-one publishes a book without updating, 
clarifying, re-arranging, and that’s before the editor gets hold of it.  
I have read Kevin’s book and I’m sure many others have. Some people enjoyed 
the early chapters the most but I was seriously impressed with the pages after 
280.  I had no idea how far he’d gone in challenging the church hierarchy. I’m 
glad he sought legal advice about the contents of this book. It takes courage to 
write to archbishops and cardinals to TELL them they need to re-align their 
thinking.  
Wonderful women like Hildegarde of Bingham, Mother Mary McKillop, and Joan 
Chittister, to name some over centuries, have been reprimanded and even 
threatened because they dared disobedience. Thank you Brave Strong Women! 
Even today, I and many, many others have been victims of what Pope Francis 
now labels CLERICALISM. To paraphrase His Holiness; there is no place in our 
church for it! 
It’s dead! It’s gone! [me] 
I encourage everyone who cares about the direction our church takes, to voice 
an opinion. You will find your opportunity on-line if you google Plenary Council. 
There are many books by those I believe to be prophetic teachers: Richard Rohr, 
Ron Rolheiser, are just two you will find in the library.  
These are exciting times for our church. Climb on board. 
 
                                                                                                                                Trish Taylor 
 
 
 



 
  

 

 

 

 

A Priceless Gift, This Christmas – by 
Kathleen Paris 
Christmas 
Christ mass 
May this Christmas 
May this Christ Mass 
Bring You and Yours 
Peace, joy and hope 
Roses and Mistletoe 
Acts of love 
Yet both bare thorns 
Love and pain endured 
“Thorns and thistles” (Gen 3:18) 
“During His Passion, Our Lord 
Was crowned with a garland of thorns in 
Mockery of His Kingship 
(Matt 27:29; Mark 15:17-18; John 19:2-3) 
May this Christmas 
Christ Mass 
 

 
Shine upon You, gladly 
Wipe away any tears of pain 
Leaving You in 
The reign of Christ (Micheas 5:5) 
And this man shall be our peace… 
“Do not be afraid, Joseph, 
Son of David, to take to 
Thee Mary thy wife, for 
That which is begotten 
In her is of the Holy 
Spirit.” (St Matthew, The Virgin Birth :18) 
May This Christmas 
May This Christ Mass 
Fill you with peace 
A gift to You from Christ 
A priceless gift! 
A priceless gift! 

 

 

      VOLUNTEERS NEEDED. 

 
We took Communion to the nursing home, 
my friend and I. 
Bodies old, tired, worn-out, broken, and crippled. 
Spirits old, tired, worn-out, broken, and crippled. 
Some spirits very much alive. 
 
We enter a room; he is in bed. 
The once-virile body is faded, wasted, 
Seemingly asleep. 
“Shall we pass him by?” we wonder. 
But we ask, “Would you like to receive Communion?” 
The eyes open. “Yes,” he whispers. 
“The Body of Christ.” 
“Amen.” He opens his mouth receives the host, 



has trouble swallowing. 
There’s a cup of water by the bed. 
I put the straw to his lips. 
He isn’t strong enough to suck. 
I hold the cup to his lips and dribble some water 
 into his mouth. He swallows.  
The faded eyes close, open again.  
“Thank you,” he whispers. 
 
She is in a wheelchair in the hall. 
“Would you like to receive Communion?” I ask. 
“I don’t know,” she says wistfully. 
“I haven’t been to Confession lately. I’d like to, 
but do you think I should?” 
My friend assures her it would be alright, 
And she receives gratefully. 
 
She is in a wheelchair, alive, loud. 
“Would you like to receive Communion?” 
“Come here, let me kiss you.” She kisses me. 
“And let me kiss you.” She kisses my friend. 
“Would you like to receive Communion?”  
“Yes!” she says loudly. “Amen!” 
“Come here, let me kiss you.” 
Her voice follows us down the hall. 
 
We pass several rooms where the residents 
 are too frail and too weak to respond. 
She lies in bed, staring at the ceiling. 
“Would you like to receive Communion?” 
Her eyes light up. 
“Oh, yes,” she breathes eagerly, “oh, yes.” 
“The Body of Christ.” 
“Amen,” she responds, as her ageing, wrinkled hand 
makes a reverent, slow, deliberate 
sign of the cross. 
“Oh, thank you, thank you.” 
 
We have taken Communion to the residents 
 of the nursing home, 
my friend and I, 
and they have shown us illness, senility, sorrow, 
 suffering, tears and weakness. 
We have taken Communion to the residents 
 of the nursing home, 
my friend and I,  
and they have shown us acceptance, courage,  



gratitude, reverence, faith, hope and love. 
 
 
We have taken Communion to the residents 
of the nursing home, 
my friend and I, and they have shown us the Body of Christ. 
 

                                               Ruth Kulas 
 
The above poem was sent to us by Patricia Fitzpatrick, a pastoral care worker at St Vincent’s 
Care Eltham.  Tricia is well-known to many members of Our Lady Help of Christians through 
her ministry and her involvement with the Prayer Shawl group.  
It is quite some time since OLHC became involved in taking Communion to St Vincent’s Care; 
maybe as long as when it was named Judge Book and then Eltham Retirement Centre. In that 
time we have had many committed people who have become part of the community of those 
who take Communion to the nursing home.  However, as always, life moves on and we fall 
short of helpers. Those who have been privileged to be in this ministry will identify very much 
with the poem.  
Tricia tells me that the residents highly value the Eucharistic sacrament, so important in the 
nourishment and maintenance of their faith. 
This rewarding, rich ministry offers residents calm reassurance and a sense of belonging to a 
faith community.  It is God’s love in simple sensory form. 
As we come to the end of 2018 we once again need several people to volunteer. It takes little 
time to learn the ropes and when there are enough volunteers we are able to provide a 
partner. This is especially helpful early on. Then, if you and your partner wish to alternate 
Wednesdays, it might make it easier for you. Many helpers like to work with someone else. 
The commitment requires you to spend a couple of hours one Wednesday each month. We 
will assist you in the beginning stages.  
Do contact: 
 Trish Taylor 0402914817 / coltrish@optusnet.com.au 
or Tricia Fitzpatrick 0475970681/ tricia.fitzpatrick@svha.org.au 
 
 
 

Surf Light  
Surf-sound rhythm awakening the senses 
foaming spume on unsettled sands 
draw the mind to our primordial being 
the womb-longing of the frantic soul. 
Our days are threatened with the sting of mortality 
and the drubbing of our heart beat marks 
the pulse of our passing – from emergence 
to the silence of stillness, our merging with the Infinite. 
 
Blue sky kissing white everchanging white caps, 
a vast o’er arching canopy of infinity, 

mailto:coltrish@optusnet.com.au
mailto:tricia.fitzpatrick@svha.org.au


sculpts our thoughts into diaphanous motes 
which dart about in the rays of our meandering moments, 
reminiscent of the fleeting glimpses of another reality 
which catches us off beat in our pain or joy 
and transports us beyond the confines of our clay life, 
wrought by a potter on the wheel of seeming fate. 
 
Our lives, brief fluttering candlelight, fragile, 
yet steel-wrought by the buffets and blows 
of the tidal sea of our journey 
through the God-given span we name our time. 
 
Kathleen Nolan (Robe 2015) 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A matter of priorities 

 

Many years ago my wife and I bought a large silver-plated salver in an Op-Shop. 
The idea was to put our tea-set (also silver-plated from an Op-Shop) on it and to 
fill up our empty shelves. 
The salver was an elaborate thing, engraved and dedicated to a gentleman, who, 
on retirement from an Engineering Company, had served the Company for 45 
years. The date was 1905. 
When cleaning up old papers recently, it made me think of the various 
Companies I had worked for in my time, at one stage or another… 
Bruck Mills, Wangaratta, gone; Shell refinery in Geelong, gone; Dunlop with its 
tire factories and its textile Companies of Holeproof and Prestige, gone;  Nylex, 
the plastic making Company, gone. 
Alas, my footprint in management and engineering has been fully erased. No 
trace of it anywhere. Not even a very small silver-plated salver. I did receive 
once, upon leaving, a bronze-like ashtray, but even that is useless now.  
When, in a nostalgic mood, I told my father of that ‘career’ result, he said:  
‘Doesn’t surprise me, John. You never wanted to join our local football club. That 
still exists.’ 
A wise man, my father. 

John S. 
 

 


