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FROM THE DESK OF THE PARISH PRIEST  
 

I have been back well over a month from a pilgrimage to 
the Holy Land along with 42 others – most of them from 
the Catholic parishes of Eccles. 
 

To visit the sights associated with the life of Christ was 
a truly spiritual experience.  To stand at the spot in 
Bethlehem where Jesus was born; to sail across the Sea 
of Galilee; to visit Nazareth; to walk through the narrow 
streets of Jerusalem; to visit the sites of the crucifixion 
and the resurrection; to walk down the Mount of Olives 
and find yourselves standing in the garden of 
Gethsemane – just some of the places I found myself in. 
 

A journey to the Holy Land makes you realise that our 
Christian faith is rooted in history and real life.  It isn’t 
made up.  When you visit the Holy sites and see the 
names of places found in the bible as you travel by 
coach you realise the Gospels are not mere fiction. 
 

No-one can come home from the Holy Land without 
being challenged to embrace and then deepen their faith.  
Faith in Christ is such a great blessing and a joy.  We all 
have this gift of faith given to us by God – unfortunately 
it sometimes gets swamped by the hustle and bustle of 
life – but no matter how much it lies hidden – be assured 
faith is there just waiting to burst forth. 
 

And so as we now find ourselves in Advent – why not 
use this time to embrace and deepen your faith. Maybe 
to discover it for the first time or to rediscover it after 
many years.  It is something you will never regret.  But 
this does require a definite decision and self discipline.  
It is very easy not to bother or to make some meagre 
effort.  To tinker at the edges of our faith never works in 
the end – the flame of faith quickly goes out – I have 
seen that happen so often.  Discovery and embracing of 
faith requires total commitment. 
 

As your priest I challenge you all to grow closer to 
Christ this Advent and coming Christmas time.  If you 
make a real effort I promise you that you will not regret 
it.  Our faith is real and alive.  I want you all to 
experience the peace and joy and happiness that Christ 
brings.  Christ has certainly made a difference to my life. 
 

Father Michael. 
Parish Priest. 

At Holy Mass 
 

I fell in love with love 
When I heard he was born in a stable. 

 

I fell in love with love 
When I watched him break bread at the table. 

 

I fell in love with love 
When I saw him crucified. 

 

I fell in love with love 
When told t’was for me he died. 

 

I fell in love with love 
When he gave to me his Mother. 

 

I fell in love with love 
When he arose and called me Brother. 

Christine Devlin. 
 

Committees……… 
 

There are four groups on any committee, and they are 
named EVERYBODY, SOMEBODY, ANYBODY  
and NOBODY.  When an important job has to be done 
EVERYBODY  is asked to do it.  EVERYBODY is 
sure SOMEBODY will do it.  ANYBODY  could do it, 
but NOBODY does it.  Now, SOMEBODY gets angry 
about that because it was EVERYBODY’S  job.  
EVERYBODY  thought ANYBODY  could do it, but 
NOBODY realised that EVERYBODY  would not do it.  
Consequently it ends up that EVERYBODY  blames 
SOMEBODY when NOBODY does what      
EVERYBODY  could have done!!!!!! 

 
Ten Resolutions for 2009. 

 

This coming year, I have decided that with God’s help, I 
shall….. 
Give up complaining and focus on gratitude. 
Give up harsh judgements and think kind thoughts. 
Give up worry and trust divine providence. 
Give up discouragement and be full of hope. 
Give up bitterness and turn to forgiveness. 
Give up hatred and return good for evil. 
Give up anger and practice patience. 
Give up pettiness and put on maturity. 
Give up gloom and enjoy the beauty that is around me. 
Give up gossiping and control my tongue. 



 2 

Garden Clippings (A new feature)… 
 

Welcome to our gardening column, not written 
by experts or intended for experts - that would 

need a book! 
 

Late November is the start of the keen 
gardener’s new year – most leaves have 

fallen and many plants are dormant.  It is 
the best time to make a fresh start, rectify 

mistakes or try something new, and for most of us fair 
weather gardeners this is the time when we feel we can 
have a rest after completing all our Autumn pruning, 
tidying and cleaning. 
 

But there are plenty of opportunities to use plants to 
make our homes and garden more colourful in these dull 
winter days.  How about planting some winter pots?  
They can be almost as colourful as summer pots. 
 

You will need very good drainage to ensure that your 
pot does not get waterlogged and it needs to be raised 
off the ground.  One thing that you must remember with 
winter pots is that the plants do not increase in size very 
much so make sure that your plants fill the container 
when you first put them in.  Choose a variety of shapes 
and shades of green plants such as Conifer, Cabbages, 
Ivy, Euonymus (green and white) and some plants with 
berries and flowers (Heather, Pansies, Cyclamen).  
There are plenty to choose from at B & Q, Morrisons or 
Wilkinsons.  Spring bulbs planted between the greenery  
will give a lovely display later in the year. 
 

Many of us will be buying a Poinsettia, the 
most popular of all the Christmas plants, 
in the next few weeks. 

 

Remember these rules when choosing 
your plant: 
 

- Choose healthy looking plants that are not wilting 
or floppy or have broken branches. 

- Make sure that the coloured leaves at the top are 
not green around the edges – they will go green 
very quickly. 

- Make sure that the lower leaves are a nice green 
colour – not yellow or sickly. 

- Do not buy a Poinsettia that has been in a plastic 
sleeve for a long time – it will sweat and won’t 
last. 

- Try to buy a British plant. 
- Wrap your plant well to get it home and don’t let 

it get cold in a car boot – it will go into shock. 
 

When you get your plant home put it in a light place; 
avoid draughts and radiators.  Check soil daily and water 
when dry.  Do not leave the plant standing in water.  
 

Problems: 
Leaves dropping – shock from sudden change of 
temperature; often not your fault. 
Sticky leaves – insect problems. 

Discolouration of top leaves – insufficient light. 
Leaves shrivel – room is too dry. 
Colour fading – over watering. 
 

It is possible to keep your plant for another year, but that 
would take a long time to explain how! 
 

Another plant that is fun to grow at this time of year is 
the Amaryllis – that very tall plant with beautiful lily-
like flowers at the top of a tall stem. 
 

Allow one bulb per pot, a fifteen centimetre pot for a 
large bulb.   Sit the bulb so that only one-third is under 
the compost, otherwise it will rot.  Water and place near 
a sunny window.  When leaves appear, water regularly 
to keep the compost moist (but not wet).  You should be 
rewarded with a beautiful flower in about eight weeks.  
If it is in a nice pot, this makes a lovely present. 
 

January is not the month for outdoor planting, but you 
should make sure that none of your plants have been 
lifted by the frosts, and make sure that you have no 
broken branches or rotting fruit lying around to harbour 
pests.  If we have any nice days you could dig over soil 
patches, exposing any pests which can be eaten by birds. 
 

I do hope that you gardeners will contribute some 
articles towards this column and help us all to benefit 
from your expertise. 

Happy gardening! 
 
 

APOLOGY  
 

In our September edition of Away from the Pulpit an 
article appeared in the ‘adult’ section relating to a 
question in this year’s G.C.S.E examinations and the 
subsequent reply to this question given by a boy pupil.  
This was not a joke but a true and accurate account, and 
the given reply was considered to be so ‘outrageous’ as 
to be deemed newsworthy enough to warrant coverage 
on the television 1-0-clock news, the 6-0-clock news and 
also was discussed at length and with much incredulity 
on the Gordon Burns show, all before the 9p.m. 
watershed.  The item was submitted for inclusion by a 
highly respected member of our parish, and as such, was 
considered by the editor to be eminently suitable and of 
interest to the majority of our readers.  It was intended to 
be amusing, albeit a sad indictment of modern day life. 
 

However, after having read the magazine to her six years 
old child, one parent registered a complaint that, in her 
opinion, the article in question was inappropriate for 
publication in a church magazine to which young 
children had access.  For this reason, the editor now 
offers an unreserved apology to anyone else who was 
offended by such an innocuous article. 
Editor. 
 

Words of wisdom……… 
When someone asks you a question you don’t want to 
answer,  smile and ask  “Why do you want to know?” 
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The family table……… 
By Peter Roddy. 
 
 

e had a table in our house when we all lived at 
home and I was the eldest of a large family.  

To me it was the most important piece of furniture in 
our home. 
 

Its main use was for serving meals on and, with the size 
of our family, there would be quite a gathering at meal 
times.  There was no separate menu; we all had the same 
meal.  Looking back, I marvel at the organising ability 
of my mother when serving up food and drink to so 
many.  The washing-up I know about, because I did my 
share in the back kitchen. 
 

Sitting around this table with your brothers and sisters 
and your Mam and Dad was truly a wonderful 
experience to remember, all with their individual 
personality, yet bonded together through flesh and blood 
that makes a family. 
 

I think this experience is greatly missed in households 
today – sadly.  Being a member of a family is a great 
leveller, you cannot rise above your station, and you 
cannot fox your own kind because they know you.  You 
may hate your brother or sister at times, but let outsiders  
come between you, then ranks must surely close.  This 
bond is there, brought about by close relationships – 
sharing a bed with your brother or sister, sharing the 
same bath, perhaps the same towel or block of soap, the 
same tube of toothpaste – and then the same table. 
 

The table remained the main piece of furniture in the 
house, its uses varied and many.  Serving food and drink 
each day, as a mini-bakery to make home-made bread 
and cakes as we enjoyed helping our Mam to knead the 
dough in the big brown mixing bowl, and grease the tins 
ready for the oven.  My mouth waters at the thought of   
Caraway seed cake, the real coconut cake, rich parkin 
for Bonfire Night, together with Mam’s home-made 
treacle toffee, mixed  with  great  care  on  the table  and  

devoured with relish.  How we rushed home from school 
to savour our Mam’s products, all home-made and hand-
made on our table in our house. 
 

Another use it was put to was the ironing; there was no 
fancy ironing board then, so it was done on the big table, 
and there was plenty of room to spread out the laundry.  
At other times the table was in use as a library, where 
we could spread out our comics for a good read, 
followed by a discussion on the various comic 
characters.  Perhaps an argument would develop 
between us, yet it rarely got out of hand because a word 
from our Mam, who was always around, usually brought 
about a truce.   
Sunday evenings were great, when we would sit around 
our table and enjoy playing various games.  Television 
did not exist for us, so there was nothing to distract us 
from the game in hand. 
 

Sitting at the table was a form of discipline in the family 
home.  You had to sit up to the table for meals, and you 
had to ask to leave the table after you had finished.  A 
meeting place for the family, and others by invitation.  
Many a problem was discussed and solved over a cup of 
tea.  Christenings, weddings, funerals and many a family 
party have been arranged sitting around our table. 
 

Perhaps it could be looked upon as a communion table 
similar to an altar, but without the religious significance.  
It was a centre-piece to hold a discussion, we could co-
ordinate our activities within the family circle, and it 
helped us communicate with each other.  The quality of 
family life that we knew as children was a living thing; 
the benefits obtained had to be achieved through 
discipline, team-work, loyalty to each other, and being 
able to give and take to a reasonable degree. 
 

When I see a table in a house today, which is used in the 
old-fashioned way, I see it as a symbol of family life, 
giving a good measure of stability, security and a 
practical contribution to a sound society – for the family 
must surely rate as the smallest democracy at the heart 
of society.      

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

Silver Sparkle 

 

Avoid the gridlock – come to us for your loved ones Christmas presents. 
All price ranges catered for, starting at £5. 

GET WHAT YOU WANT THIS CHRISTMAS!! 
Forget those electrical appliances or Bubble Bath sets. 

Do your WISH LIST and send your loved ones in – It couldn’t be easier. 
Men and Women’s Jewellery. 

Designer Umbrellas. 
Handbags and Purses. 

  At 3, Railway Road, Urmston. (Near the market). 0161 748-6565. 
www.silversparkleonline.co.uk 

W 



 4 

Starting at De La Salle……… 
By David Turner. 
 

n 1956 during my sixth year at St. Gilbert’s I was 
one of the five or so pupils selected to take the 11 

plus exam.  I quite enjoyed the extra work that was 
given to us by the headmaster, Mr. Maher, and I 
coped well with the homework. 
 

I didn’t enjoy the 11 plus exams, mainly because they 
were taken in the alien environment of an unfamiliar 
school, a secondary modern just up the road from St. 
Gilbert’s and more or less opposite where St. Matthews 
church was built a few years later.  Still less did I enjoy 
the entrance exams for De La Salle College in Salford 
and Thornleigh College in Bolton because they were 
much further from home   
 

However, all the extra tuition (as well as my own avid 
reading) paid off, and at the end of May I was told by 
one of the sisters that I had passed the 11 plus and the 
entrance exams and I would be starting at De La Salle 
College in September.  Although I was never one to 
show much emotion, I remember how excited I was on 
that occasion.  A furious bubbling mixture inside me of 
pleasure alloyed with a large, very large dose of 
apprehension about the big change coming.  At times I 
wished I could be continuing at St. Gilbert’s with my 
classmates – soon to be transferring to the new St. 
Patrick’s school which was nearing completion. 
 

There were already four St. Joseph’s boys at De La Salle 
– Donald Camidge and Freddie Murphy in the sixth 
form, Melvin Cockshoot in the fifth and my brother 
Michael about to start in the third.  Since the autumn 
term at De La Salle started about a week later than at 
most other schools, Sister Laurentia thought we should 
all use some of the time in reading a good book that she 
would choose for us.  We were all taken into the 
hallowed sanctuary of the Green Room and I was given 
a Dickens book, ‘Little Dorrit’ to read.  I had come 
across Dickens already in ’A Christmas Carol’ and I 
knew I was in for a treat.  What a disappointment! – I 
found Little Dorrit incomprehensible, an impenetrable 
haze of long, long descriptions of places and characters 
that meant nothing to me.  During my teens and twenties 
I came to know and love so many books of Dickens, but 
it wasn’t until thirty years later that I had the courage to 
look again at Little Dorrit and discover what a fine book 
it is. 
 

September came, and by September my apprehensions 
were swamping my excitement about my new school.  I 
had the new uniform – red blazer, red and gold tie and 
red cap from John Manners, - and I would be travelling 
on the bus with Michael, but on the first day I had knots 
in my stomach.  The boys were playing in the 
playground – a huge area compared with St. Gilbert’s 
and such a great number of boys that is was quite 
overwhelming. 
 

The whistle went, and all except the new boys dashed to 
their lines and marched off to assembly in the school 
hall.  We new boys stood in huddles until Brother Mark 
started calling out names from a list and the boys went 
to form a line as their names were called.  It was soon 
obvious that the list was in alphabetical order and so, as 
usual, I would have to be patient until near the end of the 
list.  To my horror the list ran in the W’s without a 
mention of my name! A few moments of near panic 
while I wondered if I had come to the wrong school, but 
wasn’t it the school my brother came to, so surely it 
must be the right one?  Then I realised there were still a 
lot of other boys around me whose names hadn’t been 
called.  Bro. Mark started calling names from a new list 
but my fears grew again when my name wasn’t on that 
list, allayed once more when I realised there were thirty 
of us still waiting.  Finally my name was called, about 
eighty-ninth out of ninety boys and with huge relief I 
took my place in line and marched into the school hall. 
 

Assembly was totally inflexible as if carved in stone.   
The headmaster, Bro. Columba, stood at the front of the 
stage with all the boys and staff facing him, youngest at 
the front.  We recited three decades of the Rosary and 
sang three verses of a hymn from the Westminster 
Hymnal, Mr. Jennings accompanying us on the piano.  If 
there were any notices they came next, followed by a 
dismissal by Bro. Columba – just a snap of his fingers to 
his left where the first year boys went to their 
classrooms, then a snap of his fingers to the back of the 
hall for all the rest of the boys to depart. 
 

I soon came to realise that I was in Form 1C, the class 
for the least able of the year’s intake.  I felt puzzled by 
that since I had always been top or second in the class at 
St. Gilbert’s.  Besides, wasn’t my brother Michael in the 
top stream?  The top stream were so brainy that they 
skipped year two and completed the five year GCE O 
Level syllabus in just four years.  I found it hard to 
accept that Michael was so much better than I was. 
 

However, starting in Form 1C was in fact the best thing 
that could have happened to me for the reason that it 
wasn’t just the boys of 1C who were new to the school – 
our form master, Mr. Lally, was also new, fresh from 
teacher training college.  We quickly realised that we 
had a wonderful form teacher in Mr. Lally – young, as 
we were; full of fun, as we were; liable to make 
mistakes, as we were.  We learned so much confidence 
from him that our apprehensions soon vanished and the 
first year at De La Salle, though not easy, proved less 
difficult than we feared. 
 

I was surprised at the swiftness of pace at De La Salle 
and the sense of hurry was made all the stronger by the 
concept of different teachers and even different 
classrooms for different subjects – what a contrast with 
primary school!  Even in the lowest form we were 
pushed along quite hard and I struggled a bit with some 
subjects, particularly maths, history and geography.  
However, there were two lessons I absolutely loved 

I  
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because they were taken by Mr. Lally – English and 
French 
 

We virtually restarted English Language from scratch, 
building up from the basic concepts of grammar and 
comprehension.  English Literature was an eye-opener – 
early on we had Mr. Midshipman Hornblower for our 
reader.  I enjoyed the book so much that I thought there 
must have been a mistake – surely such a good book 
could not really be English Literature?  I went on to 
devour all the Hornblower books I could get my hands 
on and I feel my life has been enriched by them. 
 

By necessity we also started French from scratch, 
building up from a few verbs, nouns and adjectives.  
After the first lesson we were aghast to be told that our 
homework was to finish translating into English the 
paragraph we had started in class, where we had only 
finished the first sentence.  I relished the challenge and 
made a good go of it, as did most of the boys.  We had a 
hilarious lesson the next day when Mr. Lally read out 
the best and the worst of our offerings.  After just a 
week or two we were translating into French, usually 
some nonsensical sentence made up on the spur of the 
moment by Mr. Lally, such as ‘We do not like these 
cabbages that grow in the fields, and the rabbits run 
away with Murphy’s ears’.  (I quote from memory; 
Murphy was one of the boys in the class, or rather, there 
were two Murphies, unrelated). 
 

Mr. Lally also took us for games – he was a keen 
sportsman.  We gathered our sports kit and had a long 
march (long for eleven-year-olds) down Eccles Old 
Road and up Lancaster Road to the sports field, about 
two acres of green with a sports pavilion and a separate 
changing and shower block.  I didn’t enjoy the main 
sports much – rugby was too rough for me and cricket 
was too slow.  However, there were alternatives and I 
opted for cross-country running in the winter and 
athletics in the summer.  I never excelled but I did 
enough to satisfy the teachers. 
 

We had forty-minute lessons, eight each day with a 
morning break after the first three lessons and a lunch 
break after the next two.  The afternoons, after a good 
dinner, could be something of an ordeal.  The first-year 
classrooms were the highest in the school, above the 
hall, and they had large, south-facing windows.  The sun 
warmed the classrooms to a balmy heat so I often started 
to feel drowsy with my attention wandering.  One 
particular distraction was a very distant glimmer of an 
oxy-acetylene burner, almost lost in the haze in the 
direction of Trafford Park about three miles away.  The 
glimmer was always there and always seemed to 
mesmerise me.  Terry Lally had a very good remedy for 
drowsiness or inattention – a piece of chalk impinging at 
high velocity on the top of the offender’s head – he was 
a good shot! 
 

Did I say a good dinner?  The school dinners at De La 
Salle were mouth-watering, all cooked on the premises 

under the watchful eye of Mrs. Keogh.  I didn’t have 
such good cooking again until I got married (but that is 
another story).  Even in married life I have never had 
such apple crumble (apologies Mrs Turner!).  There 
were three sittings for dinner and those on the later 
sittings always got to the queue very early to see what 
was on offer.  Those on the last sitting were the luckiest 
despite the long wait, because they were the ones to 
polish off any left-overs. 
 

English and French I enjoyed, but my greatest love was 
for science, particularly chemistry.  The very first time 
we went into the chemistry lab there was the awful 
stench of hydrogen sulphide, used by the sixth form for 
chemical analysis (lead and copper gave a black 
precipitate, zinc a yellow precipitate).  An awful stench 
to some, but to me it was a rare perfume which aroused 
the deepest curiosity – I couldn’t wait to find out what it 
was, what it was used for, why it had such a smell, how 
it was made and most of all how I could make some! 
 

An incident in the chemistry lab during the first term 
confirmed my determination to be a scientist when I left 
school.  The science teacher was demonstrating the 
preparation and properties of hydrogen.  He added acid 
through a thistle funnel to zinc metal in a flask and we 
saw the evolution of hydrogen with vigorous bubbling.  
After allowing time for all the air to be safely flushed 
from the flask we were to see how a jet of hydrogen 
issuing from a tube at the side of the flask could be 
ignited, burning with a hot flame.  Unfortunately for the 
teacher, not all the air had been flushed from the flask so 
that, as he applied the flame to the jet, an explosion 
inside the flask hurled the thistle funnel up to the ceiling.  
No-one was hurt but we had all been given food for 
thought!  I was thinking about the news reports 
throughout that summer that the USSR had just 
exploded their first hydrogen bomb.  Well, I thought to 
myself, De La Salle are close behind you with their own 
hydrogen bomb! 
 

The end of the first term came, and the first of the end-
of-term exams that I lived through until the end of my 
university days.  My expectations rose and fell as the 
results came in.  Science and languages were good, 
English and maths mediocre, history and geography 
were bad.  With only about half the results in I was 
asked by Sister Laurentia how well I was doing.  I 
replied as nonchalantly as I could that I thought I was in 
the top half of the class.  When the last results came in I 
found I was fifteenth out of thirty-one – just in the top 
half.  What a relief that was, but I still had some 
explaining to do about so many ‘Could do better’ 
comments on my end-of-term report. 
 

If my history and geography results were bad, my 
performance in PE and in woodwork was abysmal.  
Fortunately there was no end-of-term exam for these 
subjects or I would have ended at the bottom of the 
class.  The PE teacher was competent and some of his 
pupils excelled, but I just didn’t have the coordination to 
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get on.  Neither did I have the coordination for 
woodwork despite the obvious skill of the teacher,  Bro. 
Constantine.  Besides, I used to dread being near to 
Connie because he had a very frightening way of 
imposing discipline.  With a wooden mallet in his hand 
he would approach an offender saying, “Do that again 
boy and I’ll hit yer, I’ll hit yer!”.  I was the offender 
once, but only once.  I never saw or heard of Connie 
hitting anyone but I wasn’t going to be the one who put 
it to the test. 
 

When the Christmas holidays came we had a much 
needed break from school work.  I had never worked so 
hard in my life and, so it seemed, with such poor results.  
Looking back, I can see now that in fact learning to 
work hard was more important than the poor results, 
providing a firm foundation for the rest of my academic 
life.  Without all the pushing at De La Salle I would 
never have had the gumption to get my qualifications 
and pursue the rewarding career in scientific research 
that came later. 
Editor’s note:  David’s story will be continued in our 
next edition.  
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Want to make your own Christmas 
cake, but think it’s too late?.........  
It isn’t.  Try this easy-peasy, but delicious recipe. 
 

Rum’n’raisin cake. 
 

8oz. (225g) butter. 
9oz. (225g) soft brown sugar. 
4 eggs. size 3 or 4. 
10oz. (275g) plain white flour. 
2½ lbs (1.2kg) raisins. 
6 fl.ozs. (150ml) dark rum. 
4oz. (100g) flaked almonds. 
1 heaped teaspoon mixed spice. 
7” square x 3” deep cake tin.  Use a non-stick cake tin, 
or grease and line your tin first. 
 

The day before making the cake, “pick over” fruit, put 
into a deep bowl, pour rum over, cover and allow to 
soak.  To make the cake, cream the butter and sugar in a 
very large bowl until light and fluffy.  Beat the eggs and 
add to the creamed mixture, a little at a time, beating 
well as you go.  Mix the flour and spice and fold into the 
mixture using a metal spoon.  Add the almonds and 
soaked raisins, with any remaining rum, to the mixed 
ingredients and fold in until thoroughly combined.  Turn 
this into the cake tin and bake in a preheated oven.  
150C (300F) Gas mark 2 for approximately 2 & ½ 
hours.  (Fan oven 2 hours at 150 C).Check the colour of 
the cake after 2 hours and if already dark enough cover 
with brown paper.  To check if the cake is cooked, 
pierce with a fine skewer.  If the skewer comes out clean 
the cake is cooked.  Cool in the tin.  Wrap in greaseproof 
paper before storing in a cake tin.  Keep for ten days 
before icing. 
 

Editor’s tip…. Much nicer made with sultanas instead of 
raisins, and - forget the icing!!!  Do something a little 
different and try serving with thin slices of Cheshire or 
Wensleydale cheese!!!!!  Go on!  Just try it!  You’ll be 
surprised!   
 
 
 
 

 
 

Do you attend Sunday morning Mass at Holy 
Cross?  If so, why not join us in the Parish Hall 
for a ‘cuppa’.  We serve Tea–20p. Coffee–25p 

Orange Juice–10p 
All with a selection of complimentary biscuits. 
And – there is no charge whatsoever for the 

friendly atmosphere!!!! 
 

 
Worry is like a rocking chair.  It gives you something 
to do, but it doesn’t take you anywhere!!!! 
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Letter to Rachel……… 
By Marie Duffy. 
 

Dear Rachel, 
 

Greetings cousin.  Forgive me.  We have been so busy at 
the Inn that I have not had one minute to spare to write 
you a letter. 
 

The hostelry has been full to capacity, what with 
everyone being on the move to register in this census, 
and the holiday, we really have been run off our feet.  
You won’t believe this, Rachel, but we even got a family 
in the stable…not money-grabbing, I assure you, more a 
case of hospitality for mercy’s sake. 
 

Thomas isn’t a sentimental man as well you know, but 
when this young couple turned up asking for a room – 
the woman with child, and nearing her time, the man so 
obviously exhausted and travel-weary, and so full of 
concern for his wife, even Thomas was moved to pity. 
 

He had already told them there was no room at the Inn, 
and that he doubted that there was any accommodation 
in all the town – so many people here to register in this 
badly organised business!  The couple was so distraught, 
and even the donkey looked on the point of 
collapse…well, Thomas told them they could rest 
overnight in the stable. 
 

Thank God we hadn’t turned them away completely, 
because next day their child had been born – a Son – 
yes, right there in the stable.  What loving parents they 
were!  They had made the best of all the difficulties, and 
had lain him in the manger, lined with straw, and his 
swaddlings were so clean and lovingly prepared.  A 
caring young mother and a very protective father! 
 

We still couldn’t offer them a room, Rachel, and I felt 
very sad about that, but they were grateful for the shelter 
they had.  They are still here – still in the stable.  What 
could we do?  We had to honour the reservations we 
already made. 
 

Last night they had visitors.  News soon spread, though 
how I know not, but the hill shepherds had heard, and 
some of them came from the heights bringing humble 
gifts.  They must be very fond of children in those 
remote places.  They knelt – yes, knelt at the manger, 
and were enraptured.  They shared their scant repast 
with the couple, and were very reluctant to leave, but of 
course duty bade them back.  I have tried to be helpful, 
offering hot drinks etc. from time to time although I am 
still so busy you wouldn’t believe it. 
 

I hope that you and Samuel have not been too 
inconvenienced by the census, but of course you both 
still reside in the town of your birth as do Thomas and 
myself, which makes all the difference. 
 

What strange times we live in, Rachel, even the laws of 
nature seem to be changing.  There’s a huge bright star 

in the sky which may be seen to great advantage in 
Bethlehem, you would swear it was positioned right 
over the Inn.  Rumour has it that three kings are heading 
towards our town – the things people dream up!  The 
story is that they seek another king – one who is greater 
than they…How does one become greater than a king?  
Ah well, all the world seems to be here in Bethlehem, so 
who knows?  If kings there be, maybe the greater One 
they seek may be residing in one of the big houses in the 
town – one thing I know – they won’t be calling here.  
There’s only Thomas and me…and our poor little family 
in the stable, huddled with the beasts to keep them 
warm.  Nothing regal there! 
 

I’ll miss them when they move on, that baby is so 
beautiful, and the parents so pleasant.  I wish they were 
that family I once hoped for.  As it is, when we say 
goodbye, we’re likely never to hear of them again. 
 

Goodbye, dear Rachel.  Greetings to Samuel.  God be 
with you…although HE sometimes seems so far away. 
 

Your loving Cousin,   Rebecca. 
*********  

 
           Wishing all our readers a 
            Very Merry Christmas 

          and a 
              Happy New Year 

 
 

GOD SHOWS IN YOUR FACE. 
 

You don’t have to tell how you live every day; 
You don’t have to say if you work or you pray; 

A tried true barometer serves in the place, 
However you live, it will show in your face. 

 

The false, the deceit that you bear in your heart, 
Will not stay inside where it first got a start, 
For sinew and blood are a thin veil of lace, 

What you wear in your heart, you will wear in your face. 
 

If your life is unselfish, if for others you live, 
For not what you get, but how much you can give, 

If you live close to God in His infinite Grace, 
You don’t have to tell it, it shows in your face. 

********* 
We do not stop playing because we grow old; we grow 
old because we stop playing!!!  Never be the first to get 
old. 
 

Issue 12 will be available in early March. Closing  
date for entries is Sunday, 15th February.  When 
you have finished reading this magazine, please 
pass it on to a friend or neighbour.  Suggestions 
or articles for inclusion can be placed in the 
boxes at the back of Holy Cross and St. 
Matthew’s churches or given to Father Michael. 
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FATHER TED’S PAGE . 
                                                                                                               
                                                                                                            
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Q:  How many chimneys does Santa climb down on  
      Christmas Eve? 
A:  STACKS.  

                                                                                           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                            Q:  What do you call someone who likes to peer through 
                                                                                                   a butcher’s window? 
                                                                                            A:   A MINCE SPY. 


