
Dear Pope Francis 

Congratulations on your election as our spiritual and 
pastoral leader.  It’s an awesome responsibility.  You 
would know that you have the prayerful support of 
huge numbers of committed Catholic people as well as 
the respect and admiration of so many people of good 
will. 

I’m writing this letter two days after we were told that 
we have a Pope.  We know from your years as Arch-
bishop of Buenos Aires, that you are a humble, holy 
and compassionate man who sets a powerful example 
by living a simple lifestyle and that you believe strong-
ly in social justice.  I am impressed by your choice of 
Francis of Assisi, my favourite saint – as your papal 
name.  I have visited Assisi twice, back in 1980’s and 
though I was only there for a day each time, it was a 
memorable experience – it was as if I could sense the 
presence of the humble and holy St Francis himself. 

Over the years and even in the past days, you have 
shown that you live out the classic maxim of Francis 
“to preach the gospel every day, sometimes by words.” 
Without saying much in words, you have said a great 
deal by your simple, humble gestures and your com-
posure. 

Being a man of the Spirit, you would naturally be con-
tinually seeking the guidance and assistance of the 
Spirit in facing up to the challenges, problems and op-
portunities facing the Church today. 

You don’t need me to preach to you about all this, alt-
hough clearly two stand out.  

Firstly, the sad and tragic issue of clergy abuse with all 
its cover ups and mismanagement. 

Secondly, Vatican scandals.  Various Cardinals and 
many commentators have spoken about the Curia, the 
Vatican’s public service and how it’s become totally 
dysfunctional and corrupted. The Vati-leaks scandals 
and the report of the three Cardinals into scandals and 
corruption at the Vatican would be a depressing and 
soul-destroying concern for you.  I read that last year 
you spoke out about clericalism and accused Church 
leaders of hypocrisy:  Your words were direct and  
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  A Letter to Pope Francis (continued) 

(Continued from page 1) 

forthright; “These are today’s hypocrites.  Those who  
clericalise the Church.  Those who separate the people of 
God from salvation.  Jesus teaches us another way.  Go out 
and share your testimony… Become the word in body and 
in spirit.”  I can assure you that clericalism and hypocrisy 
is alive and active within the Australian Church. 
I’m often inspired by the vision and humanity of Pope 
John XXlll who spoke about opening the windows and let-
ting in some fresh air – a low key metaphor - how we 
needed it back in the 1960’s.  I’m not sure how open the 
windows have been in recent decades. 

I would humbly suggest a more colourful and powerful 
image for dealing with the Curia – remove the ceiling, 
knock down a few walls and pray for a hurricane or a tor-
nado to clean the place out! 

I also recall the jovial John XXlll, when asked “How many 
people work at the Vatican? saying  “About half of them.”  
A good start might be to pension off the other half! 

I’ve suggested to parishioners here in Eltham that we 
shouldn’t place huge expectations for your papacy as if we 
are trying to mould it in our own image and likeness.  
There are several areas of Church life that are screaming 
out for renewal and reform and I’m quietly confident that 
you will begin that process and follow through with it.  A 
huge organisation such as our Church won’t change easily 
or overnight.  Some have expressed concern at your age 
with your two predecessors afflicted by severe health con-
cerns into their eighties.  I don’t share that concern – if 
anything it may even be a catalyst for you to move 
promptly on those issues. 

Your two predecessors, who were holy and heroic in 
many ways, were seen by many to be heavy on doctrinal 
and dogmatic matters.  I certainly don’t expect you to 
change the Church’s traditional teaching on moral issues 
such as abortion, euthanasia, same sex marriages, homo-
sexuality etc., but I believe that you have the common 
sense and wise pastoral judgment not to hammer those 
issues relentlessly to the neglect of other significant is-
sues.  Our teaching is one matter; how we present it is 
another.  I’m sure you’ll present our teaching with the 
compassion and tenderness of Jesus Himself. 

There are some practices or attitudes that may attract 
your attention such as the burning pastoral issue of re-
admission of divorced Catholics to the Sacraments.  I often 
wonder at the fact that a murderer or rapist can easily be 
absolved in the Sacrament of Penance, but a divorced 
Catholic who re-marries without the Church’s blessing is 
condemned officially never to receive the Eucharist as 
long as their spouse is alive. 

Another issue is clerical celibacy.  It seems to be honoured 
in the breach as much as in the observance not just at the 
Vatican but around the world.  Restricting the priesthood 
to celibate males has led to situations in most Western 
countries where priest numbers are declining and  
increasingly, priests’ workloads are doubling.  The unfor-

tunate pastoral consequence is that we, as Church, are 
failing in one of our major responsibilities, which is to  
offer the Eucharist to all Catholic people.  Many country 
communities now have closed churches or Mass monthly. 

While I’m at it, could I put in two requests?  Firstly, hu-
manize the process for the appointment of Bishops.  At 
present it’s heavily geared to finding priests who are  
absolutely safe on doctrinal orthodoxy and loyalty to the 
institutional Church, thereby playing down other signifi-
cant considerations and eliminating many holy and com-
petent priests.  The Australian Church would be better 
served by more leaders with strong pastoral sensitivities 
and an integrated spirituality.  

Secondly, can you, with respect, do something about that 
head gear that the Bishops and Cardinals are condemned 
to wear?  When a herd of Bishops are seen in public, they 
look like the Ku Klux Klan.  It was great to see your appear 
at St. Peter’s in simple clerical gear. 

While thinking of your first public appearance, your many 
gestures were telling – standing on the same level as the 
two other Cardinals, asking the people to bless you before 
you blessed them, speaking simply and directly etc., as 
well as hearing that you travelled on the bus with the  
Cardinals and you paid your hotel bill in person. 

I was quite moved to see the joy on the faces of Argentini-
an nuns in Peter’s square when you appeared as well as 
the delight and enthusiasm of your parishioners in Buenos 
Aires.  

From what I’ve heard of your life over the years and read-
ing some of your comments, it’s clear that your priorities 
are prayer and personal relationship to Christ, the call of 
the Gospel, social justice concern based on respect for the 
dignity of all mankind, with the preferential option for the 
poor.  

I hope and pray that these continue as priorities for you 
and for the whole Church.  No doubt it will take time for 
your priorities and passions to be revealed.  I also said to 
parishioners that I warmly welcome the news that we 
have a Pope from South America as I suggested that your 
vision and priorities are probably quite different to those 
of us in Western countries.  We worry about declining 
Church attendances and seem unable to do anything about 
it; we worry about our people becoming increasingly  
secular and materialistic as we and they get caught up in a 
comfortable lifestyle, but again we seem powerless to  
prevent the deterioration.  We become increasingly in-
wardly looking in our culture and we are increasingly dis-
illusioned and frustrated by our inability to cope with 
those trends.  Church leaders from South America, Africa 
and Asia seem to focus more on the bigger issues of justice 
and dignity for people, living the gospel in daily life and 
evangelizing. 

May the Life-giving Spirit continue to enlighten and in-
spire you.       

 Fr Kevin Burke  
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  Your Parish Needs YOU !!! 

Our Parish is blessed by the many 
volunteers and helpers contributing 
their time and experience to different 
services within our Parish communi-
ty. A Parish needs these people to 
function as well as it needs funds. Our 
Thanksgiving program is the avenue 
for Parish members to contribute 
financially to the upkeep and running 
of the Parish. These funds are used to 
provide community and pastoral ser-
vices as well as maintenance of the 
buildings and so much more. 

We currently have 200 Parish mem-
bers who have kindly pledged to sup-

the Parish. 

If you are behind on your pledge 
please consider renewing your com-
mitment and return to contributing 
towards the Parish. 

If you currently use the envelope sys-
tem, consider switching to electronic 
payments as it is a lot easier for the 
Parish to operate. 

Many thanks to the generous people 
of Our Lady’s and on behalf of the 
Thanksgiving Committee we wish 
you all a safe and holy Easter. 

port our Parish financially. The ma-
jority of these parishioners have hon-
oured their pledge and have met their 
commitment and for that we are all 
extremely grateful. There are around 
60 of these 200 that have been una-
ble to keep their pledge and this has 
created some financial stress for our 
Parish. 

What can YOU do to help? 

If you are new to the Parish or have 
not made a Thanksgiving pledge in 
the past we ask you to fill in the at-
tached form below and return it to 

Smile  

 A young monk arrives at the monastery. He is assigned to helping the other monks in copying the old canons and laws 
of the church by hand. He notices, however, that all of the monks are copying from copies, not from the original manu-
script. So, the new monk goes to the head abbot to question this, pointing out that if someone made even a small error 
in the first copy, it would never be picked up! In fact, that error would be continued in all of the subsequent copies.  

The head monk, says, "We have been copying from the copies for centuries, but you make a good point, my son."  

He goes down into the dark caves underneath the monastery where the original manuscripts are held as archives in a 
locked vault that hasn't been opened for hundreds of years. Hours go by and nobody sees the old abbot.  

So, the young monk gets worried and goes down to look for him. He sees him banging his head against the wall and 
wailing,  "We missed the "R" ! , we missed the "R" !"  

His forehead is all bloody and bruised and he is crying uncontrollably.  The young monk asks the old abbot, "What's 
wrong, father?"  

With A choking voice, the old abbot replies, "The word was...  

CELEBRATE!!!" 
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Reflection 

The human spirit yearns to breathe the air of liberty. We rankle under impositions and restrictions placed upon us by 
people or institutions, by parents, pharaohs or presidents. We defend our ancient liberties with great rhetoric. We bomb, 
torture and lie in the defence of freedom. 

For many of us today – especially Roman Catholics in the seedy limelight at the moment - religious institutions and their 
leadership have failed to understand and witness to the essential meaning of liberty. Without that understanding there 
is no genuine witness, just pious or pompous posturing. How, for example, can we proclaim and defend liberty while 
denying open discussion of the questions that the majority of us are talking about daily? How can we not recognise that 
genuine equality in areas like gender, sexual orientation and status in the institution are non-negotiable adjuncts of lib-
erty? 

Institutions, religious or political, fail and anger us with their intractable power-structures and their blithe assumption 
of the right to govern. So we distance ourselves from them. But then we find we are alone. Liberty cannot be defended or 
enjoyed only by individuals. We need community and community needs some measure of organization as St  
Benedict understood. Spiritually our contemporary crisis throws many homeless people on the streets and forms many 
wandering tribes. And some, of course, run back to the failed institutions surrendering their liberty in return for  
security. 

The Christian stories that nourish and teach us daily during Lent keep returning to the myth of the desert. They ask us 
have you found your desert yet? Have you accepted it as your place of learning? Do you know the disciplines that ensure 
survival in the desert? Have you learned to wander freely in it recognizing the pattern formed by the different  
directions you have taken? 

Has your meditation taught you yet that liberty is not just a right we exercise? It is a country of its own. An ecosphere of 
its own. Where the spirit is there is liberty. 

Laurence Freeman OSB 
http://www.wccm.org/content/wednesday-lent-week-3-1 With permission wccm.org  

When I was young the words in the gospel of Matthew 
(18.16)  ‘….and upon this rock I will build my church’, 
were explained to us as meaning that the ‘church’ here 
meant all of us in the Catholic Church, from the Pope 
down through cardinals, bishops, priests, nuns, brothers 
and the laity. Briefly the Universal Church of Rome. As a 
child that impressed me hugely. 

Further study of what was actually written in the gospel 
revealed that the word (Church) used by Matthew was 
the Greek word “ekklesia”. Matthew uses it twice. Paul  
uses it over 40 times. The Acts also uses the word  
ekklesia several times. It was also commonly used in non 
biblical writing both in the time of Jesus and before. The 
word “ekklesia” actually had never any religious conno-
tations. It simply meant ‘a gathering’. St Paul, of course, 
gave it often an emphasis by  adding the words ‘in Christ’. 
However, he sometimes referred to the plural of ekklesia, 
such as in Gal. 1,2, where he addressed his letter to ‘the 
churches of Galatia’ and in Cor. 8,1,  where he addressed 
his letter to the ‘churches of Asia’. It demonstrates,  
according to the theologian, Robert Banks, ‘that the idea 
of a unified provincial or national Church is as foreign to 
Paul’s thinking as the notion of a universal Church’. 

What does this all mean? It appears that the ‘ekklesia’ 
(church) the writer of the gospel and St Paul were refer-
ring to is what we call now the parish community. This 
may give us a beautiful reflection when we read the  
letters of St Paul. 

John Stuyfbergen 

“I dreamed death came 
the other night 

and heaven’s gate swung wide. 
With kindly grace an angel 

ushered me inside. 
And there to my astonishment 
stood folks I’d known on earth, 

some I’d judged and labelled  
unfit, of little worth. 

Indignant words rose to my lips 
but never were set free – 

for every face 
showed stunned surprise; 
not one expected me.” 

Paul’s Community 
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Honesty is the best Policy 

Doc Manders (as he was nicknamed) 
was a kindly senior internal auditor 
at the Lands Department in Sydney 
where I was employed in 1964 but 
his piercing blue eyes left little doubt 
as to how he felt about my intended 
departure to take up a position in 
private enterprise. “It’s only the few 
that make it outside the security of 
the public service – and you haven’t 
got it.”   

After innumerable “knock backs” I 
had developed a winning technique 
to land my next job by giving the im-
pression I was a very fast adapter to 
any new challenging work environ-
ments. Doc Manders’ view was that I 
must have been ‘’ loose with the 
truth”.  

My first employer was a fledgling 
retail business which eventually was 
to blossom into a major force.   The 
Managing Director welcomed me at 
the Arncliffe headquarters. ”Well 
young man seeing you’ve passed 
those tough accountancy exams you 
must be smart,” admitting to me he 
had found it all too hard and had quit.  
“So we will be counting on you!”  

What they didn’t realize was my fail-
ure to mention my work experience 
confined to the archaic public sector 
single entry system would mean I 
would struggle to come to grips with 
the complexity of private enterprise. 
Worse still the first assignment was 
at the large Neutral Bay store – more 
than two hours round trip using the 
company’s manual car. My driving 
experience was only on wide country 
roads in an automatic vehicle.       

Onlookers grimaced, on that first day, 
as I lurched forward in a series of 

course of the interview. It suddenly 
occurred to me Doc Manders was 
right after all; a less challenging posi-
tion, even possibly back in the public 
sector was the go.  At the end of the 
interview he had asked if I had any 
further questions. So I stammered 
nervously, losing all pretence of out-
ward coolness, “I think the job is to-
tally beyond me.”   

The Chief accountant looked at me 
intently. What came next was totally 
unexpected – for rather than admon-
ish me for wasting his time he pro-
ceeded to share with me his distaste 
for all of the preceding young “smart 
Alecks” he had interviewed that day. 
“How could I ever train any of them 
to take over from me,” he said.  

Fortuitously I was the last cab off the 
rank and as I nodded in agreement I 
felt pleased that at least he wasn’t 
going to vent his displeasure on me 
for wasting his time. But then, to my 
surprise, a thin smile crept over his 
lips as if he was savouring a moment 
of anticipation- like a quiz master 
waiting a few seconds to keep every-
one in suspense until the winner is 
declared, “Young man, you’re a 
breath of fresh air – someone I think I 
can mould into the fine young ac-
countant you aspire to be …..”When 
can you start!?”      

Perhaps he was my guardian angel 
giving me a leg up when I needed it 
most; from that day on everything 
more or less started to make more 
sense according to HOYLE.  

The story is of different era, unlikely 
to be repeated, but it taught me that 
honesty is the best policy.   

  

kangaroo hops as the ever faithful 
Holden groaned in agony. Travelling 
across the Sydney Harbor Bridge 
sweaty palms made it difficult to stay 
in the correct lane. Sudden correc-
tions were negotiated in response to 
the angry howl of horns around me.  
On arrival I resembled the smelly 
Dick Tracey comic strip character ‘B 
O PLENTY’. Furthermore a black 
mark was registered against me 
when the company car repair bill 
came in - it eclipsed all previous  
records for brake, clutch and gearbox 
repairs. Rumour had it; the quiet 
young accountant was a hoon.            

Inevitably I did struggle to complete 
all the work scheduled and after only 
six month I was told I would have to 
be let go. My second position with a 
spare parts wholesaler wasn’t much 
different – except it lasted longer and 
I had enough sense to leave before I 
was asked.  

 By that time any semblance of confi-
dence had dissipated and at the same 
time I now needed to establish myself 
given my recent marriage plans. Ap-
plying for what appeared to be an 
ideal position in a midsized manufac-
turing company I was greeted by a 
much older but affable Chief Account-
ant intent on hiring his ‘’ right hand 
man” to ensure he was then able to 
move up the corporate ladder.  

But during the course of the inter-
view the futility of again attempting 
to take on more than I was capable of 
was becoming increasingly evident – 
flashes of guilt prompted me to ask 
myself why I was  wasting this man's 
time; particularly as he looked a little 
weary, if not laconic, during the 

Muldoon lived alone in the Irish countryside with only a pet dog for company. One day the dog died, and Muldoon went 
to the parish priest and asked, "Father, my dog is dead. Could ya' be saying' a mass for the poor creature?" 

Father Patrick replied, "I'm afraid not; we cannot have services for an animal in the church. But there are some  
Baptists down the lane, and here's no tellin' what they believe. Maybe they'll do something for the creature." 

Muldoon said, "I'll go right away Father. Do ya 'think $5,000 is enough to donate to them for the service?" 

Father Patrick exclaimed, "Sweet Mary, Mother of Jesus! Why didn't ya tell me the dog was Catholic? 

Smile  
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Pope Francis - Friend to Animals and the Environment? 

In his first press conference Pope Francis took special notice of a service dog in the audi-
ence. It was reported that the pope leaned down to bless a golden retriever accompanying 
a visually-impaired reporter at the event. The gesture drew amused chuckles from the 
crowd. For animal lovers it was a important sign of humanity from a spiritual leader whose 
influence touches all corners of the globe. 

The new pope has said he chose the name Francis , saying Francis was a man of peace and 
explaining that he wished for a church that was both poor and "for the poor." Might this 
also mean that Pope Francis will be the voice for the voiceless in  nature?  

Francis saw animals as his brothers and sisters because they were God’s creatures, just 
like people. He said of animals: “Not to hurt our humble brethren is our first duty to them, 
but to stop there is not enough. We have a higher mission -- to be of service to them wher-
ever they require it.” So Francis prayed that God would work through him to help animals 

as well as people. 

St. Francis' legacy is deeply rooted in his connection with the environment and nature, which he believed was a mirror 
of God. In 1979 Pope John Paul II named St. Francis the patron saint of ecology. He called all creatures his “brothers” 
and “sisters,” and was known to preach to the birds.  There is the famous legend of St. Francis and the wolf - how he 
resolved tensions between residents of an Italian city and a wolf that was tormenting animals and people, described 
here on Wikipedia:  

Francis had compassion upon the townsfolk, and so he went up into the hills to find the wolf. Soon, fear of the 
animal had caused all his companions to flee, though the saint pressed on. When he found the wolf, he made the 
sign of the cross and commanded the wolf to come to him and hurt no one. Miraculously the wolf closed his jaws 
and lay down at the feet of St. Francis. "Brother Wolf, you do much harm in these parts and you have done great 
evil," said Francis. "All these people accuse you and curse you...But brother wolf, I would like to make peace be-
tween you and the people." Then Francis led the wolf into the town, and surrounded by startled citizens made a 
pact between them and the wolf. Because the wolf had “done evil out of hunger, the townsfolk were to feed the wolf 
regularly. In return, the wolf would no longer prey upon them or their flocks. In this manner Gubbio was freed from 
the menace of the predator. Francis even made a pact on behalf of the town dogs, that they would not bother the 
wolf again. Finally, to show the townspeople that they would not be harmed, Francis blessed the wolf. 

Pope John Paul II described Francis as a friend of the poor who was loved by all God's creatures: 

"Saint Francis invited all of creation – animals, plants, natural forces, even Brother Sun and Sister Moon – to give hon-
our and praise to the Lord. The poor man of Assisi gives us striking witness that when we are at peace with God we are bet-
ter able to devote ourselves to building up that peace with all creation which is inseparable from peace among all peoples." 

http://www.philly.com/philly/blogs/pets/Will-Pope-Francis-like-his-namesake-be-a-voice-for-animals.html 

LinC Eltham (Love in the name of Christ) was set up in 1993 where volunteers from the local Christian churches 
offer practical support to those in need in the local community. 

This year marks the twentieth anniversary of LinC Eltham. We are currently planning an ecumenical church ser-
vice, with guest speaker, followed by afternoon tea one Sunday afternoon in October. Watch this space for further 
details. 

As  we start this year, I hope our volunteers have had a refreshing break and are willing to help out again. Volunteers from 
Our Lady’s are continuing to take a local lady to the Eltham shops every Friday morning and take her home at midday. A  
roster has been organized for this task. A volunteer will drive a lady to an appointment at the College of Optometry this 
month. A volunteer also drives a lady once a month to a Senior Citizens’ Group. Another volunteer drives a couple of ladies to 
do craft at St. Mary’s Presbytery, Greensborough once a month. Another volunteer is available to answer the phone in our 
office (otherwise known as the Referral Centre) on an occasional basis.  

We have three Board Meetings a year at St. Margaret’s Anglican Church. The Annual General Meeting is always held at the 
Gathering Area in Our Lady’s in August. Church Volunteer Coordinators meet once a month at St. Margaret’s Meeting Room 
to pray for the needs of LinC. 

If you are interested in helping the local community in this way, or finding out more about LinC, please contact Clare Zavadil 
on 9439-2492. Volunteers are given a break during the school holidays. 

LinC Update March 2013 

The statue is of Saint Francis of Assisi making friends with a wolf who had previously terrorized the town of Gubbio, Italy.  
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 A Church of Love  

On April 18 2012 my beloved wife 
Maria lost her battle with breast can-
cer. The onset of her disease had co-
incided with our arrival in Eltham in 
2006 and although we were new to 
the area, we were immediately over-
whelmed by the love and support we 
received from the church and school 
communities at Our Lady Help of 
Christians Eltham. This support has 
never waned and as I approach the 
first anniversary of my loss, I would 
like to take this opportunity to for-
mally express my gratitude to the 
parish. 

Maria was a very private person. But 
her privacy was always respected to 
the extent that, in the early years, 
very few people knew that Maria was 
unwell. However, the assistance of 
the parish support group and certain 
individuals at the school was invalua-
ble to us throughout the latter half of 
2006. 

By early 2007 Maria was given the all 
clear from her oncologist and was put 
on preventative medications. We 
then settled into Parish life and made 
many new and lasting friends. Sadly, 
in 2009, Maria was diagnosed with 
secondary cancers which meant more 
treatment and more stress for my 
family and I. However, the parish was 
immediately there to support us 
again. 

In most parishes that I have been 
involved with, there is a perception 
that the school community is some-
how disconnected from the church 

made the decision to have the funeral 
at St Mary’s in Greensborough. This 
decision was made for logistical rea-
sons as although Maria wanted to be 
a private person, her humility had the 
opposite effect of attracting people to 
her. So I therefore expected that the 
number of people attending the fu-
neral service may exceed the capacity 
of our church in Eltham. As it was, 
between the Rosary and Funeral ser-
vices, over 500 people signed the 
condolence book. I am grateful to the 
parish of St Mary’s for accepting us as 
one of their own during this time. 

Following the funeral and burial ser-
vices, a reception was held back at 
Our Lady’s parish hall. This event was 
organised and catered for entirely by 
the church and school communities. 
All my family and I had to do was 
turn up. 

So I am forever grateful to the Parish 
of Our Lady Help of Christians 
Eltham, for looking after my family 
and I so well during our hour (weeks, 
months and years) of need. We can all 
rest assured that Christ’s love is alive 
and well in both the church and 
school communities. 

A couple of years ago, my gratitude to 
the parish for the care and support 
we were receiving led me to compose 
the following verse. It expresses my 
view of how a church is first and fore-
most a community of love and my 
experience of such a community 
within Eltham. 
                                        Stephen D’Agata 

community. Although this perception 
certainly exists in Eltham, my experi-
ence is that this is not the case. It is 
true that relatively few of the families 
attending the school regularly partici-
pate in church services, but the Chris-
tian values of love for all and caring 
for others are alive and well within 
the school along with the more fun-
damental Christian belief that we are 
all part of this one being that was, is 
and always will be, God the almighty. 
Therefore, I don’t think we have any-
thing to worry about in this regard. 

Maria’s condition deteriorated signif-
icantly in January 2012. The cancer 
had spread to her brain and her 
spine. She consequently lost the use 
of her legs and had run out of treat-
ment options. There followed three 
difficult months where Maria needed 
full time care. The church and school 
communities responded with a tidal 
wave of support. The support was so 
overwhelming that we had to employ 
a roster system to avoid overcrowd-
ing at home and overflowing of the 
fridge. Although we also had excep-
tional support from family and 
friends, it was largely due to the sup-
port of the parish community that the 
children always made it to and from 
school, we always had a nourishing 
meal, our house was clean and our 
laundry was done. I was also left in 
no doubt that I would still be getting 
free housekeeping to the present day 
if I so wished. 

When Maria eventually passed, I 

My Church 

My Church has no windows but it is always bright inside; 

My Church has no doors but people come and go as they please; 

My Church has no roof but it is always warm and dry; 

My Church has no walls but it can withstand the strongest storms; 

My Church is built of faith and love of a community that cares; 

And God and Jesus Christ himself make the structure whole; 

My Church gives me the strength to bear whatever life unfolds. 

                                                                                                                               SDA 

A memorial service for Maria Theresa D’Agata (Bongailas) will be held at Our Lady Help of Christians Church in Eltham on 
Friday April 19 at 7pm. 
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Christian Meditation 

Venue & time: Every Wednesday evening at 6:30 pm at Our Lady’s Church. Eltham 

Contact : Beverley & Bryan Gillard  94396359 or Michael Kennedy 0405 186 898 

What is meditation?  It is being in the 
present moment, by leaving the past 
behind and consciously entering the 
future through the present moment. 
St Aquinas spoke of it as the simple 
enjoyment of the truth; of being still, 
and knowing that God is.  

In the scriptures, the psalmist says, 
“Be still and know that I am God”. The 
early Christian monks of the 4m cen-
tury described contemplation or 
meditation as pure prayer; of being 
still and silent. In this silence all 
thoughts and images are laid aside, 
and instead, a simple sacred word is 
repeated over and over. Loving atten-
tion is given to this silent repetition 
of a word. The early Christian monks 
referred to this word as, the formula. 
Fr John Main, an English Benedictine 
monk of the 20th century recovered, 
this century’s long lost Christian tra-
dition. He established the World 
Community of Christian Meditation. 
He said that meditation was not to 
think about God, not to speak to God 
but to be with God.  

Meditation is often spoken of as a 
prayer of the heart, where silence 
leads one into deeper silence. Jesus 
was a teacher of contemplation. In 
the gospels he speaks of prayer, as 
not being something of show, but a 
going into your inner chamber (your 
heart) and there to pray to your fa-
ther (our God who is the ground of 
our being, our deepest self) who is in 
that secret place. Meditation is sim-
ple, but not easy. It requires disci-
pline.  

How does one meditate? The single  

prayer word that was recommended 
by Fr Main is the word, maranatha. 
This is an Aramaic word (the lan-
guage that Jesus spoke) from the New 
Testament, meaning Come Lord. 
However the meaning is not reflected 
upon during the meditation period. It 
is simply said slowly, in 4 equal sylla-
bles, ma-ra-na-tha, to coincide with 
the breathing, if desired, (Breathe in, 
to ma-ra, breathe out, to na-tha). Je-
sus spoke, in the beatitudes, of the 
blessedness of the poor in spirit, for 
theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 
When we let go of our thoughts, de-
sires and images we become poor in 
spirit and we discover in our depths 
what we really desire, the kingdom of 
God which is within us. We cannot 
just switch off our thoughts like a TV, 
or repress them. We switch to the 
mantra and stay focused. The sitting 
posture with a straight back is rec-
ommended. Distractions will come 
for sure, and there is no place for get-
ting distressed. You just simply keep 
returning to the mantra, as soon as 
you realize that you have wandered 
away with your thoughts. Usually the 
distractions settle somewhat, after 
the first little while. The practice of 
twice daily meditation, for 20 to 30 
minutes each time is recommended.  

What are the effects of meditation in 
one’s life?  It is interesting that there 
are similar Latin roots for the words 
medication and meditation. Yes, med-
itation, is also a healing path for the 
healing of an over inflated or deflated 
ego, and of repressed painful emo-
tions. Three important relationships 

are healed over time. Firstly there is 
the relationship to ourselves; an in-
ner peace develops and hurt feelings 
are healed without any great analysis. 
A sense of a coming together of the 
fragmented parts of oneself is often 
expressed by participants. The rela-
tionship with others grows and a new 
connectedness is experienced. Fr 
Main often referred to this important 
fruit of Christian meditation, in build-
ing community. One can meditate 
with complete strangers in a group 
and a feeling of togetherness devel-
ops. Thirdly the relationship with 
God develops and grows. A deeper 
love for the scriptures and the sacra-
ments of the Church is often seen. It 
is recommended to join a group as 
the quality of one’s meditation is of-
ten strengthened in a group and the 
experience of connectedness is very 
positive.  

The local group at Our Lady’s Eltham, 
starts our weekly meditation session 
with a short teaching from an 
acknowledged teacher such as Fr 
Main.  

Christian meditation is an exercise in 
faith, hope and love. One has to be 
prepared to be faithful to the practice 
on a daily basis. Often participants 
will remark that nothing happens at 
the time of meditation but one’s life is 
changed by it. The fruits of medita-
tion are seen, in inner peace, in-
creased compassion and joy with an 
ever growing and deepening close-
ness to God, in Christ. Relationships 
are strengthened and stronger com-
munity ties develop.  

Nothing in the world can take the place of persistence,  

Talent will not: nothing is more common than unsuccessful men with talent. 

Genius will not: unrewarded genius is almost a proverb.  

Education will not: the world is full of educated derelicts. 

Persistence and determination alone are omnipotent. 
 

Calvin Coolidge 
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 The Donkey 

When fishes flew and forests walked and figs grew upon 
thorn, some moment when the moon was blood then surely 
I was born. 

With monstrous head and sickening cry and ears like errant 
wings, the devil’s walking parody on all four-footed things. 

The tattered outlaw of the earth, of ancient crooked will; 
starve, scourge, deride me: I am dumb, I keep my  
secret still. 

Fools!  For I also had my hour, one far fierce hour and 
sweet; there was a shout about my ears, and palms before 
my feet. 

 

G.K. Chesterton. 

There is a visible cross that many donkeys have on their backs, a darker hair marking that runs 
down their back and across their shoulders. 

This is the legend of how the donkey got its cross. 

The little donkey that had been Jesus' mount on Palm Sunday, came to the hill of Calvary. Seeing 
the tragic event occurring there he wished with all his heart that he had been able to carry the 
cross for Jesus as he was the proper one to carry heavy burdens. The donkey turned his back on 
the sight, but he could not leave because he wished to stay until all was over because of his love 
for Jesus.  

It is told that as the sun was setting on the day and on Jesus’ life, the shadow of the cross fell 
across the donkey’s back. And was left  there for the donkey to carry forevermore as a sign that 
the love of God, no matter how humble, carries a reward for all to see.  It is also told that the leg 
stripes were received from walking through the palm branches that were laid in it's path in hon-
our of the burden the donkey was carrying.  

 How the Donkey got its Cross 

 Mushrooms 

Mushrooms 
grow when soil 
is at 63 degrees. 

 

 

I still remember my dad speaking 
about this quirk of nature. He grew 
up close to the land and knew the 
seasonal changes intimately. 
"Cherries come after cup day and 
mushies pop up twice a year when 
winter is yielding to spring and also 
when autumn chills start to bite? " 

In the 60s, Eltham was on the edge of 
civilisation in the north-east and a 
drive into the countryside usually 

occupied the space. 

Many years passed....and I am fortu-
nate to count among my friends a 
former resident of Tarrawarra. After 
many years there, Brother Brian 
chose to share his life with his be-
loved Beverley and left the order. One 
day I overheard him say, "There were 
times when food was a bit scarce. We 
relied on the produce of the land and 
particularly enjoyed the mushrooms. 
We used to watch families helping 
themselves and knew there would be 
belt-tightening that night." 

I remained silent!!!! 

saw our family heading in the  
direction of Yarraglen via the  
Christmas hills road. In mushroom 
season,  there were often rich  
pickings in the beautiful grounds of 
Tarrawarra Abbey which convenient-
ly  bordered the Yarraglen/Heales-
ville road. We would negotiate the 
wire fence and comb the paddocks 
for the delicious treat. We felt that, 
being Catholic, we had a rapport with 
that holy ground but at the same 
time, felt quite relieved that the mon-
astery buildings were some distance 
away. We could collect our bounty 
with impunity and anonymity. Never 
did we see a sign of the holy men who 
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tality. 

Rich and poor alike, we all suffer.  
The poor suppose that money can 
eliminate all of their troubles, yet 
while grinding poverty is just one 
affliction that besets humanity, it is 
by no means the worst. If money 
were a general panacea, the rich 
would be carefree. And such is simply 
not the case.  

Suffering is universal and comes for 
us all.  

It has nothing whatever to do with a 
person’s status or assets. Those who 
have experienced despair, tragedy, 
heartbreak, separations, disappoint-
ments, even continual frustrations 
know only too well how little materi-
al things can comfort or minimise 
suffering at times such as these.  

But I also believe that God does not 
cause suffering – and I don’t think 
that this view goes against religious 
doctrines per se. Indeed every single 
major world theology holds to this 
opinion. Human suffering has become 
an uncanny common denominator 
between the different faiths…. 

In our beautiful Catholic faith, we 
have all been taught since childhood 
that while God does not cause suffer-
ing, He allows it.  

The cornerstone of Christianity re-
mains repentance, with God as essen-
tially a loving, forgiving and gentle 
parent.  The life and teachings of Je-
sus, the Son of God, highlighted the 
healing presence of a God of love and 
life. In the end, though Jesus suffered 
a horrible execution by being nailed 
to a cross –  crucifixion being the 
most painful and shameful death the 
Romans had invented. It was death 
routinely meted out to criminals and 
slaves – man, woman and child alike 
without exception.  

Indeed, the sufferings faced by Christ 
on the Cross so galvanised the early 
Christian communities in a search for 
light and meaning that they looked to 
their own culture and their Hebrew 
Scriptures for possible interpreta-
tions – especially sacrifice and atone-
ment as well as the theme of the vin-
dication of the innocent sufferer as 
exemplified by the Book of Job. 

‘My soul is weary of my life; I will 
leave my complaint upon myself; I 
will speak in the bitterness of my 
soul’. JOB 10: 1 

Many years ago in London as a junior 
reporter, one of very first assign-
ments was to interview the young 
mother of two small boys who had 
been electrocuted to death whilst 
playing on a nearby-unfenced stretch 
of railway line. 

The years have come and gone, but I 
have never forgotten the face of that 
woman.  

In an instant her family had been tak-
en from her. Her eyes were red and 
swollen from the tears she had shed, 
but by the time we had arrived, she 
was quite composed, lucid and 
strangely calm…After having related 
the boys’ tragic death to me, she 
made the request that the newspaper 
do its utmost to ensure that the ap-
propriate authorities seal off the dan-
gerous area making it safe. Then, and 
only then, did she break down. Com-
pletely.  

“Why?” she  kiept asking me. “Why? 
Why?” 

All I could do was to hold her hands. 

As a reporter, I have been privileged 
to meet many extraordinary and ex-
ceptional people from all strata of 
society and to see close-up a slice of 
humanity that most people will never 
get to see, but in spite of the wealth of 
experience garnered across the dec-
ades into the techniques of interview-
ing and investigating various sub-
jects, nothing – and I mean nothing – 
ever prepares you for the confronta-
tion of human suffering. 

Suffering is ugly, disturbing and pain-
ful. 

I have now come to believe that the 
issue of human suffering is possibly 
the greatest challenge to faith that we 
will ever encounter. The mystery of 
suffering is just that - a mystery - 
meaning that my words will probably 
not be adequate to either describe 
the depth of human suffering or the 
reason why suffering is such a funda-
mental part of the human condition. 
It is an intimate part of our very mor-

 

But, in the end, of course the Messiah 
was not expected to a suffering mes-
siah…   

In Judaism, the reason for suffering is 
said to be known only to God and the 
best that mankind can do is to try to 
derive some useful lesson from the 
experience of suffering. The Talmud 
says that Moses’ request of God in 
Exodus 33 verse 13: “Let me know 
Your ways” was an attempt to try to 
understand why the innocent suffer 
and why bad things happen to good 
people. But God denied him this 
knowledge. 

In the Book of Job, we read of how Job 
“a blameless and upright man who 
feared God and shunned evil” (Job 
1,1-2) is a leader of nomads living in 
the pagan land of Uz (the southern 
part of Palestine). His position is en-
viable, has been likened to that of 
Abraham and we are informed that 
Job lacks for nothing. Yet, he remains 
only a pawn in Heavenly politics. 
When God is challenged by Satan 
with showing favouritism towards 
Job, God has to allow Satan to test Job 
in order to defend His own honour. 

Even though he does not know the 
cause of his own suffering, Job refus-
es to say anything foolish against God 
and in the depth of his despair (his 
children die, his cattle perish, while 
Job himself is covered in painful 
sores) Job continues to give glory to 
God: “Naked I came from my moth-
er’s womb, 

                          Naked shall I return. 

                          Yahweh gave, Yahweh 
has taken away. 

                          Blessed be His Name”. 
(Job 1, 21-22). 

At the end of the test, God restores 
everything manifold to Job, His faith-
ful servant. 

It is interesting to note that the story 
of Job, for Jews and Christians like, 
heads the wisdom books of the Bible 
where the great questions of the hu-
man condition are touched upon in 
the most profound way. The  

(Continued on page 11) 

Tears of Heaven – The Mystery of Suffering 
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Tears of Heaven – The Mystery of Suffering 

Thou know’st the whole wide world 
weeps with thy woe: 

Thy grief which all hearts share 
grows less for one”. (‘The Light of 
Asia’ by Edwin Arnold) 

To the Buddhist, suffering and evil 
are played out in the seat of the soul 
to either strengthen the individual in 
his quest for Nirvana or to weaken 
him. Every soul has created its own 
fate. If a man, for instance, uses pow-
er for his own selfish ends, he pits 
himself against the whole force of the 
universe. For a while, he may seem to 
flourish in his transgression, but ulti-
mately, the karmic pendulum will 
swing against him, bringing him the 
full force of dukka – the suffering that 
his acts have caused. In Buddhism, 
karmic debts are always paid… 

Since men can opt to choose either 
good or evil, why then do they elect 
to inflict injuries on their fellow men, 
when they can confer benefits? Why, 
for example, did the Holocaust during 
the Second World War have to hap-
pen? And what was the point of the 
collapse of the Twin Towers of the 
World Trade Centre in New York on 
September 11 a few years ago? 

The answer is, of course, that men 
chose evil out of ignorance. A com-
plete and total ignorance of the spir-
itual laws that govern the Universe. 
Tragically most humans remain una-
ware of them – despite the booming 
industry in ‘spirituality’ and ‘New 
Age’ dogma. Those who do profess to 
‘know’ these principles, either do not 
understand their true nature or else 
have no knowledge of the relation of 
the soul to the body as expounded in 
Christianity, of the continuity of life 
as expressed in Judaism, or of karmic 
laws as understood by Buddhists. 

Mankind cannot outwit the laws of 
cause and effect. Suffering comes for 
all. 

However, the existence of suffering in 
a world created by a compassionate 
and almighty God – the “problem of 
pain” – continues to remain an enig-
ma. 

The great Christian apologist, chil-
dren’s writer and literary critic, C.S. 

(Continued from previous page) 

descriptions of Job’s misfortunes – 
after having been blessed in life, are 
meant to make us reflect on the fact 
that human life on earth is not meant 
to be satisfactory. Suffering and death 
are manifestations of a more pro-
found evil – sin. 

Jewish people believe that there are 
many things about which human 
knowledge is either limited or else 
simply non-existent. As one of my 
Jewish friends reminded me recently 
– the theme of the Book of Job is the 
suffering of good people. We must 
learn to live with the mystery of suf-
fering, with the unknowable. 

Eastern doctrines, such as Buddhism, 
on the other hand locate suffering at 
the heart of the world. 

Indeed, according to Buddhism exist-
ence is suffering or dukka. 

Sabbe, sankhara dukka (“all com-
pounded things are dukka”) is a 
statement of fact and cardinal to Bud-
dhism. The Theravada tradition of 
Buddhism teaches that everyone 
must seek salvation though his or her 
own individual efforts. To attain Nir-
vana (the cessation of suffering or 
dukka), human beings must learn to 
relinquish earthly desires and attach-
ments and live a monastic or prayer-
ful life. 

To illustrate dukka, the Buddha told 
the story of Kisagotami and the mus-
tard seed. 

Once a distracted mother came to the 
All-Compassionate One with her dead 
baby in her arms and begged the 
Buddha to restore the child to life.  
The Buddha listened to her pleading, 
then sent her away to fetch a grain of 
a mustard seed from a house where 
no-one had died. She sought for a 
long time and in vain. When she final-
ly returned to the Buddha and told 
him of her failure, he replied: 

“My sister, thou hast found 

Searching for what none finds – that 
bitter balm 

I had to give thee. He thou lovedst 
slept 

Dead on thy bosom yesterday: to-day 

Lewis (1898 –1963) who was intro-
duced to the world in the romantic 
film Shadowlands, once asked his 
readers to visualise the exclusion of 
suffering from the human condition. 
“Try to exclude (it),” he wrote “and 
you will find that you have excluded 
life itself”. 

Man, argues Lewis, was initially good, 
but through the abuse of freedom, 
man made himself an abominable, 
wicked creature. Evil and its conse-
quence of suffering, he continues, is 
man’s contribution not God’s. In a 
tone, remarkable for its Buddhist-like 
qualities, Lewis believed that even 
evil served God’s purpose. 

For Lewis, the function of pain was to 
shatter the illusion that “all is well”, 
to plant “the flag of truth within the 
rebel soul”. But on another level, the 
pain in suffering does serve a totally 
different purpose – it shatters the 
illusion that we are self-sufficient. To 
be made perfect through suffering is 
not incomprehensible, even if, at 
times, it is a bitter pill for many of us 
to swallow. 

Why do bad things happen to good 
people?  

I still don’t know the answer to that 
one. And I don’t suppose I ever shall. 

Suffering is cathartic. It changes us 
irrevocably. As Solomon said: “It is 
better to go to the house of mourning 
than to the house of feasting, for that 
is the end of all man, and the living 
should take it to heart” (Ecclesiastes 
7:2). 

We don’t learn much at a feast. 

Like Lewis, who two years before he 
died wrote the titanic and moving 
work A Grief Observed, I can only say 
that in the dark night of the soul, we 
can rail against the injustice of pain 
and suffering, we can try to plumb its 
mystery, we can be angry at God and 
turn away from Him – or we can try, 
like Job, to carry on as best as possi-
ble. 

It takes courage to live through suf-
fering, and it takes honesty and love 
to come to terms with it…. 
‘Earth hath no sorrows that 
Heaven cannot heal’. 

Clare Porter  
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 Easter in Australia 

 

There are places on this Earth where the black heart of winter 

gives way to a symphony of renewal. 

Spring emerges breathing beauty, 

breathing colour. 

 

In other places far south, Easter is born in autumnal tones. 

We prepare for the black heart, bare trees, cold winds. 

 

                        The paradox asks questions. 

 

Is there a metaphor in the seasons for understanding Easter? 

In Australia is there a rhythm for us to dance? 

Is there a threshold holding promise of new life? 

 

A new window opens even as leaves let go and fall. 

We too let go to that which we cling, prepare to cross a threshold, 

prepare to change our colour, to shrivel and die, to go back into the earth, 

hence embrace new horizons, embrace the mystery that carries us home 

into surprising joy.  

 

Trish 

It is Sunday 

It is Sunday 
I should pray. 
With people 
Congregate 

united in prayer. 

Overwhelmed by doubt 
The pomp, the power 

leave me hollow. 

His need for forty days 
in the desert was great. 

Greater still for mere sinners . 

Tend to the desert of weeds? 
Look there for solace 
a prayer every flower 
ensuing God's power? 

A holy communion honest, real. 
In silence our conscience's revealed. 

A confusing struggle 
for I love people. 

It is perceptions 
which muddy the font of grace. 

Employ compliance? 
Have faith! 

I have neither. 

Let me find good in our surrounds 
see in it, devotion. 

Grant me grace in this plea. 
Allow that which allows my spirit sway. 

It is Sunday  
l will pray. 
Like Francis 
I will pray. 

Sister Sage, 
Brother Thyme, 
give fragrance. 

Birds, exult your song 
Breeze, brush me with peace. 

Nature, here I am 
your Communicant. 

Lucia 

It is Sunday / Easter in Australia 
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 The Old Days 

We met and married a long time ago 

We worked for long hours when wages were low 

No TV, no wireless, no bath, times were hard. 

Just a cold water tap. and a walk in the yard. 

 

No holiday abroad, no carpets on floors 

We had coal on the fire and we didn’t lock doors 

Our children arrive, no pill in those days, 

And we brought them up without any State aid. 

 

They were safe going out to play in the park 

And old folk could go for a walk in the dark 

No valium, no drugs and no LSD 

We cured all our ills with a nice cup of tea. 

 

No vandals, no muggings, there was nothing to rob 

We felt we were rich with a couple of bob 

People were happier in those far off days 

Kinder and caring, in so many ways. 

 

Milkmen and paperboys would whistle and sing 

A night at the pictures was our one mad fling 

We all got our share of trouble and strife 

But we just had to face it, the pattern of life. 

 

Now I’m alone I look back on the years 

I don’t think of the bad times, the trouble and tears 

I remember the blessing, our home and our love 

And that we shared them together, I thank God above. 

Author unknown 

 

 

The Work of the Parish Priest 

During a Eucharistic Congress, a number of priests from different orders are gathered in a church for Vespers. While they are 
praying, a fuse blows and all the lights go out.  

The Benedictines continue praying from memory, without missing a beat. The Jesuits begin to discuss whether the blown fuse 
means they are dispensed from the obligation to pray Vespers. The Franciscans compose a song of praise for God's gift of dark-
ness. The Dominicans revisit their ongoing debate on light as a signification of the transmission of divine knowledge. The  
Carmelites fall into silence and slow, steady breathing.  

The parish priest, who is hosting the others, goes to the basement and replaces the fuse. 

Smile  

http://www.google.com.au/url?sa=i&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&docid=ZVgTQRR13S6-QM&tbnid=burgySm4PwGZmM:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.kellscraft.com%2FWells1%2FOnceUponATime.html&ei=rO5PUcziJYTekAX8mYC4Dg&psig=AFQjCNHQ2rue7xEVkrOtrMP5XBeChA1mQA&ust=13
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Papers tell their whole life stories, 
from the time that they were young, 

But the passing of a soldier goes un-
noticed and unsung. 

 

Is the greatest contribution to the 
welfare of our land 

A guy who breaks his promises and 
cons his fellow man? 

Or the ordinary fellow who, in times 
of war and strife, 

Goes off to serve his Country and of-
fers up his life? 

 

A politician's stipend and the style in 
which he lives 

Are sometimes disproportionate to 
the service that he gives. 

While the ordinary soldier, who of-
fered up his all, 

Is paid off with a medal and perhaps, 
a pension small. 

 

It's so easy to forget them for it was 
so long ago, 

That the old Bills of our Country went 
to battle, but we know 

It was not the politicians, with their 
compromise and ploys, 

Who won for us the freedom that our 
Country now enjoys. 

He was getting  old and paunchy and 
his hair was falling fast, 

And he sat around the Legion, telling 
stories of the past. 

Of a war that he had fought in and the 
deeds that he had done, 

In his exploits with his buddies; they 
were heroes, every one. 

 

And tho' sometimes, to his neigh-
bours, his tales became a joke, 

All his Legion buddies listened, for 
they knew whereof he spoke. 

But we'll hear his tales no longer for 
old Bill has passed away, 

And the world's a little poorer, for a 
soldier died today. 

 

He will not be mourned by many, just 
his children and his wife, 

For he lived an ordinary and quite 
uneventful life. 

Held a job and raised a family, quietly 
going his own way, 

And the world won't note his passing, 
though a soldier died today. 

 

When politicians leave this earth, 
their bodies lie in state, 

While thousands note their passing 
and proclaim that they were great. 

Should you find yourself in danger, 
with your enemies at hand, 

Would you want a politician with his 
ever-shifting stand? 

Or would you prefer a soldier, who 
has sworn to defend 

His home, his kin and Country and 
would fight until the end? 

 

He was just a common soldier and his 
ranks are growing thin, 

But his presence should remind us 
we may need his like again. 

For when countries are in conflict, 
then we find the soldier's part 

Is to clean up all the troubles that the 
politicians start. 

 

If we cannot do him honor while he's 
here to hear the praise, 

Then at least let's give him homage at 
the ending of his days. 

Perhaps just a simple headline in a 
paper that would say, 

Our Country is in mourning, for a sol-
dier died today. 

 

© 1987 A. Lawrence Vaincourt 

Just a Common Soldier (A Soldier Died Today) 

God of love, Father of all 

The darkness that covered the earth 

has given way to the bright dawn of your Word made flesh. 

Make u s a people of this light. 

Make us faithful to your Word, 

that we may bring your life to the waiting world. 

Grant this through Christ our Lord. Amen 
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A Bunch of Roses 

Roses ruddy and roses white, 

What are the joys that my heart discloses? 

Sitting alone in the fading light 

Memories come to me here tonight 

With the wonderful scent of the big red roses. 

 

Memories come as the daylight fades 

Down on the hearth where the firelight dozes; 

Flicker and flutter the lights and shades, 

And I see the face of a queen of maids 

Whose memory comes with the scent of roses. 

 

Visions arise of a scent of mirth, 

And a ball-room belle that superbly poses -- 

A queenly woman of queenly worth, 

And I am the happiest man on earth 

With a single flower from a bunch of roses. 

 

Only her memory lives tonight -- 

God in his wisdom her young life closes; 

Over her grave may the turf be light, 

Cover her coffin with roses white 

She was always fond of the big white roses. 

                     ************* 

Such are the visions that fade away -- 

Man proposes and God disposes; 

Look in the glass and I see today 

Only an old man, worn and grey, 

Bending his head to a bunch of roses. 

A.B. Paterson 

Above All, Trust in the Slow Work of God 

Above all, trust in the slow work of God. 

 
We are quite naturally  
impatient in everything to reach the end 
without delay. 

 
We should like to skip the intermediate 
stages. 

 
We are impatient of being on the way to 
something unknown, something new. 

 
Yet it is the law of all progress that is 
made by passing through some stages of 
instability and that may take a very 
long time. 

 

And so I think it is with you. 

Your ideas mature gradually. Let them 
grow. 

 

Let them shape themselves without un-
due haste. 

 
Do not try to force them on  as though 
you could be today what time - that is to 
say, grace - and circumstances acting on 
your own good will, will make you to-
morrow. 

 
Only God could say what this new Spirit 
gradually forming in you will be. 
Give our Lord the benefit of believing 
that his hand is leading you, and accept 
the anxiety of feeling yourself in sus-
pense and incomplete. 

 

Above all, trust in the slow work of God, 
our loving vine-dresser. 

 

Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, S.J. (1881-
1955) 



WEEKEND MASSES  

Saturday 6:00pm  

Sunday 9:00am, 11:00am  

  Our Lady Help of Christians  

 PARISH VISION STATEMENT 

 

A loving parish, centred in Christ,  

that is welcoming, inclusive and connected, 

 and relevant to the needs of our world.  

PARISH TEAM  

Parish Priest: Fr. Kevin Burke  

Parish Secretaries:  
Angela Vines (Mon/Wed 9am-3:30pm)  
Vicki Jordan  (Fri 9am-3:30pm)  

Pastoral Worker:  Gina Ang 
(Tues/Wed 9am - 3:30pm) 

SCHOOL TEAM  

School Principal: Chris Ray  

School Secretary: Liz Cox  

R.E.C. : Marguerite Jones  

PARISH HOUSE 

Parish: 4 Henry Street, Eltham  

House: P.O. Box 310, Eltham  

Phone: 9439 9206  

Fax: 9431 3755  

email: olhc@alphalink.com.au  

web site: www.olhc.info  

PARISH SCHOOL 

School: 1-13 Henry Street. Eltham  

Phone: 9439 7824  

email: school@olhceltham.catholic.edu.au  

web site: www.olhceltham.catholic.edu.au  

PARISH DIRECTORY 

HEALING MASSES  

First Wednesday of March/June/ September/December - 11:30am 

 

WEEKDAY MASSES  

Tuesday - Friday 9:15am  

RECONCILIATION  

Saturday - 9:30am  

This Issue’s Prayer - I need to rise again 

 

I need to rise again - 

  from the daily deaths that hinder my growth in your live. 

I need to rise again -  

 from the bitterness that binds me in the tomb of hate and anger. 

I need to rise again -  

 from the pain I still feel, the hurt I still hold, the resentment I still nurture. 

I need to rise again -  

 with new life, new hope and a far reaching love. 

I need to rise with you Jesus Christ my Lord! 

 Help me Lord, I need to roll away the stone. 


