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FROM THE DESK OF THE PARISH PRIEST  

 

Since the last edition of “Away from the Pulpit” the 
diocese has decided to include St. Gilbert’s Parish in the 
amalgamation that is due to take place between Holy 
Cross and St. Matthew’s.  This new parish incorporating 
the boundaries of the 3 parishes should be in place by 
the next edition of this magazine. 
 

I will become the Parish Priest of this new parish and Fr. 
McCann will continue to look after St. Gilbert’s as long 
as he wishes to do so. 
 

I would ask you all to pray that this amalgamation goes 
as smoothly as possible – pray for me and for all our 
parishioners.  I would ask you to pray especially for Fr. 
McCann and the parishioners of St. Gilbert’s – they have 
not had the time Holy Cross and St. Matthew’s have had 
to get used to the idea and to accept it. 
 

***** 
The 19th June was the Solemnity of the Sacred Heart and 
it marked the beginning of the “Year for Priests”.  The 
year was declared by the Holy Father to coincide with 
the 150th anniversary of the death of St. John Vianney – 
he is the Patron Saint of Parish Priests and during this 
special year he will be declared Patron Saint of all 
priests. 
 

The Pope has called for this year to be dedicated above 
all to promoting the spiritual perfection of priests and as 
an opportunity for all Catholics to once more embrace 
the importance of the priest in the life of the Church and 
in parishes – to truly value priestly ministry. 
 

Include in your daily prayers a prayer for your priests – 
it is important we pray for them.  Priests pray every day 
for their parishioners.  Just think of it – every day you 
are prayed for by your priest – there is always someone 
praying for you – church goer or not, believer or not.  So 
it is good to pray for your priest and all priests. 
 

Let us also include in our prayers a prayer for vocations 
to the priesthood.  We all need to nurture in our homes 
and parishes an environment where those of our young 
people, if called by God to the priesthood, will be able to 
discern that call and respond.  Without such an 
environment those who are called may never by aware 
of that call. 
 

 
On this subject we will be having a student for the 
priesthood with us in the parish for 2-3 weeks.  His 
name is Christopher Robertson and he arrives on 1st 
July.  He is in the early stages of his training and this 
will be his first parish placement.  He will be visiting the 
schools and will be out and about the parish.  I’m sure 
you will all make him welcome. 
 

*****  

June 29th the Solemnity of Ss. Peter and Paul marks the 
end of the “Year of St. Paul” and so I would like to 
finish with some of St. Paul’s words, words that are used 
at the start of Mass by the priest. 
 

“The grace of the Lord Jesus Christ, the love of God 
and the fellowship of the Holy Spirit be with you all.” 

Corinthians 13:13 
 
Father Michael. 
Parish Priest. 
 
*************************************************** *********** 

 

 

Benemerenti Medal. 
 

“Benemerenti” means “Well and deserving” and this 
year our parish is honoured by having not just one, 
but two parishioners worthy of the honour of being 

awarded the Benemerenti Medal.  This is a rare 
honour bestowed upon them by Pope Benedict XV1 

in recognition of their long and meritorious service to 
the church and the community.  It is an honour 

which is very richly deserved by both of them and 
our congratulations go out both to Philip Cusack 

from St. Gilbert’s and to Marie Mackie from Holy 
Cross. 

 
Philip was presented with his medal at 7p.m. Mass on 

Friday, 29th May at Holy Cross Church, which was 
followed by a very enjoyable celebration buffet in the 
Church Hall.  Marie will receive her medal at 7 p.m. 

Mass on Friday, 10th July again at Holy Cross 
Church and this event will also be followed by a 
celebration buffet in the Church Hall.  It seemed 

appropriate that this Mass should be combined with 
our annual “Thank You” Mass for all everybody 
does in the parish, to which, of course, everyone is 

invited. 
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A truly moving story (part six)……  
By David Turner. 
 

Transition to Big Boys……… 
 

here was no fixed age for the little boys at St. 
Joseph’s to move up to the big boys’ group – it 

could be at age eight or nine, depending on new 
arrivals and departures in both groups.  In my case I 
made the transition in 1952 at the age of seven, 
largely because my brother Michael and I were often 
seen as a unit, the ‘two Turners’, so I moved up when 
Michael moved up. 
 

It really was a great transition because so many things 
were different in the big boys group.  In particular there 
was a huge age range, from seven to about sixteen, plus 
the De La Salle sixth formers and the working boys up 
to about eighteen years old.  On top of that there were 
different eating areas, recreation areas and sleeping 
areas.  I was grateful that there was a major item, 
schooling, that remained unaffected. 
 

The big boys ate in the large dining room situated next 
to the kitchen and underneath the girls’ recreation room 
in the main building.  We shared the dining area with the 
girls, at tables for six or eight.  Being painfully shy, I 
was always a slow eater and since we were never 
allowed to leave any food on our plates I often had to 
stay behind to eat up long after the others had all gone 
back to their play. 
 

The big boys’ recreation room was in a separate 
building, underneath the chapel.  It was about fifteen 
feet by thirty and was equipped with a large table, about 
six feet by nine and a smaller table plus plenty of chairs.  
There were also two snooker tables, one about six feet 
long and the other about eight.  There was one easy chair 
located by the main door and this was usually occupied 
by the sister in charge of the big boys, sister Laurentia.  
But to my mind the greatest assets in the room were the 
radio and the piano. 
 

The radio would be turned on most evenings and in the 
afternoons at weekends.  In those days what little ‘pop 
music’ that could be heard was on the Light programme 
and it was mixed, to my delight, with light classical 
music.  Request programmes such as Family Favourites 
would always end with five minutes of a classical piece, 
a Strauss waltz, some Tchaikovsky or Mozart.  I am told 
that my father was very fond of music and I may have 
had some distant recollection of hearing classical music 
at home.  I know that I revelled in it and I soaked up all 
that I could, always wanting more. 
 

That is why the piano featured so large in my memories.  
I have never played any instrument and neither had most 
of the boys at St. Joseph’s.  There was however one of 
the older boys, Terence O’Keefe, who was very good at 
playing the piano.  I took tremendous pleasure in hearing 
Terry play Beethoven and Tchaikovsky and other 

heavyweight composers.  Then for a change he would 
play lighter music, Scott Joplin or similar.  There is one 
piece in particular in my head, possibly a Scott Joplin 
rag, that I have never heard since though I do have CDs 
of Joplin.  When I meet Terry again I shall have to hum 
the tune and ask him to play it for me. 
 

In 1953 there was one minor addition to the facilities in 
the big boys’ room – a television was installed in time 
for us to see the Queen’s coronation.  I say minor 
because although the TV was a fascinating device it 
wasn’t much used – there was only one TV channel and 
only a few hours of broadcasting each day.  It was 
always disappointing that the ‘Children’s Hour’ was 
over in much less than one hour, frequently in less than 
half an hour.  However, there was one consolation – the 
Children’s Hour was always preceded by a five-minute 
pot-pourri of nursery tunes (Oranges and Lemons; Oh 
Dear, What Can the Matter Be; Upon Paul’s Steeple etc) 
in an arrangement for small orchestra.  I couldn’t hear it 
often enough. 
 

The smaller ones among the big boys always went up to 
bed as soon as Children’s Hour was over.  Even at seven 
years old I never wanted to go to bed as early as six 
o’clock so I would do all I could to avoid notice – 
usually hiding in a corner with a book – but usually 
without success.  The big boys’ dormitory was on the 
top floor, the third floor, of the main building and had 
three rows of eight to ten  beds each.  There was a 
smaller dormitory attached with about six beds.  There 
was also a bathroom with three baths two toilets and 
four or five washbasins.  This bathroom was kept locked 
during the night - a serious consideration which meant 
you had to contain yourself for twelve hours or more. 
 

Whenever there was an extra-large influx of big boys 
there had to be some sharing of beds.  Since Michael and 
I were seen as a unit we were sometimes required to 
share, one at the top end and one at the bottom.  They 
were very uncomfortable nights, with each trying to get 
at least a fair share of the blankets and a lot of pushing 
and kicking until we fell asleep. 
 

Possibly the most frightening event in my life happened 
one night soon after I joined the big boys.  In the middle 
of winter while snow lay on the ground there was a fire 
practice.  We were woken up and told to put on our 
shoes and coats and to make our way down the fire 
escape.  We were strictly told to keep our arms folded 
and not to hold the handrails so there would be no 
blockage caused by panic attacks.  This would have been 
bad enough at the best of times.  At night and in snowy 
conditions it was terrifying.  The soft snow underfoot 
had become compacted and very slippery after the first 
few boys had passed and I had great difficulty in 
keeping my footing.  I had visions of slipping and 
colliding with the boy in front of me.  There would be a 
domino effect and a heap of boys would tumble down to 
the landing.  I would be at the top of the heap and I 
would go skidding over the railing and down to the 
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ground thirty feet below.  Fortunately this nightmare 
didn’t come true and we all reached the ground safely 
but the vision haunted my dreams for many nights to 
come. 
 

Slightly less scary, though still frightening, was the trip 
to the toilets on dark evenings.  The big boys weren’t 
allowed to use the indoor toilet near their recreation 
room.  Instead they had to go to the outdoor toilet 
located near the back gate, adjacent to the air raid 
shelter.  In the daytime it was not a problem but in the 
dark I found it an ordeal.  The light was always turned 
off and the switch was high up, too high for me at the 
age of seven and for several years beyond.  After dark, 
who knew what could be lurking in the dark recesses of 
the toilets?  There could be chance passers-by since the 
back gate was not locked.  There could be fierce animals 
– dog, wolves, lions.  There could even be skeletons or 
ghosts!  In the event I was never caught by any of these, 
but I could have been spared much anguish if the light 
switch had been placed within my reach! 
 

One great privilege the big boys had was trips to the 
cinema.  Both the Palladium and the Majestic offered 
some free places on a Saturday afternoon when they 
were showing U-rated films.  When the word was given, 
all the boys who hoped for a chance to go would form a 
line. All the younger boys and all recent offenders were 
quickly rooted out and about a dozen boys were 
selected, half for the Palladium and half for the Majestic.  
This is where the ‘two Turners’ concept worked to my 
advantage and I was often allowed to go with Michael 
while other, older, boys missed out. 
 

Another great privilege was the Sunday walk.  We were 
allowed out unsupervised in groups of two to ten on 
Sunday mornings to take a walk wherever we pleased.  
The only rule was that we had to be back, clean and 
presentable, for dinner at twelve.  The favourite walks 
were to Barton airport to see the planes taking off and 
landing and to Worsley woods, either along Worsley 
Road, or better, along by the canal.  We had great fun 
playing among the abandoned barges by the derelict 
quays at Worsley.  We also went to see the swing 
bridges over the Manchester Ship canal at Barton.  It 
was a special thrill to see the canal bridge swinging, 
sometimes taking one or two barges with it.  The 
approaching ship would give three deep blasts on its 
horn and the bridge supervisor would reply with three 
pips on his hooter.  For road traffic the gates would close 
and the road bridge would turn quickly.  For the canal 
the process was slower.  Two lock gates at each end had 
to close and then the bridge, heavy with is burden of 
water, would turn more slowly, spouting jets of water at 
both ends.  A wonderful feat of engineering, marvellous 
to behold. 
 

As well as privileges to enjoy, the big boys had some 
duties to perform.  Some of these were sought after, 
some shunned.  Some were frequent, some occasional.  
One of the best jobs was to help in the kitchen where the 

full-time cooks were two nuns aided by Rose, a young 
lady who did most of the heavy work.  The kitchen was 
lovely and warm in the winter since the huge Aga range 
was kept going night and day.  For the job of a little 
cleaning, carrying and lifting you had the rewards of 
titbits and the occasional biscuit and glass of milk. 
 

Another enjoyable job was helping to look after the 
chickens.  There were about two dozen chickens in the 
hen pen just beyond the air raid shelters, and the duties 
were simply to change their drinking water and to fill up 
their feeder with seed.  Sometimes you were allowed to 
collect the eggs, still warm from under the hens 
 

The less pleasant jobs were the general cleaning jobs – 
sweeping the yard; cleaning toilets;’ waxing, mopping or 
scrubbing floors.  I particularly disliked the very 
occasional job of scrubbing the parquet flooring in the 
big boys’ room.  We used to do this with scrubbing 
brushes and liberal helpings of paraffin, until the local 
fire brigade persuaded us that it was a very risky 
process.  Thereafter we used good old-fashioned 
detergent and water, plus a lot of elbow grease. 
 

One job we never did was the washing of clothes, 
because St. Joseph’s had its own laundry.  This was a 
single storey building with just one large room filled 
with all sorts of fascinating machinery used by the nuns 
for washing, drying and pressing clothes, towels, sheets 
and blankets.  The laundry was strictly out of bounds to 
the children because of the machinery – all sorts of 
turning and tumbling devices driven by belts and 
overhead pulleys.  Add to that a lot of hot water and 
steam and it all added up to a high risk area.  
Consequently we went in there as often as we could on 
any excuse, but we were always turned out again double 
quick. 
 

However, our time at leisure far exceeded the time we 
spent at work and overall we considered that we had 
quite an easy life.  Besides the radio, the television and 
snooker tables, we had a large selection of games and a 
great library of books.  In particular we ha a good set of 
The Children’s Encyclopaedia edited by Arthur Mee, 
and donated to St. Joseph’s by the local Rotary Club.  I 
liked the encyclopaedia so much that I went through all 
ten volumes from cover to cover.  I think it was this 
more than any other factor that later got me through the 
eleven plus and into grammar school.  Many thanks 
Rotary Club – you changed my life! 
 

Once again I have to conclude that the children of St. 
Joseph’s, though missing out on the love and affection 
of their families, were in most ways far better off than 
many other children  of that time. 
 

 
 

Proverbs………The more you talk, the more 
likely you are to sin.  If you are wise, you will keep 
quiet. (Proverbs. Chapter 10. Verse 19). 
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Did you know?…….. 
An ox-roasting took place in Eccles on 3lst August, 
1885?  This was to celebrate the passing of a Bill from 
Parliament to enable work to commence on the building 
of the Manchester Ship Canal.  The following is a true 
story based on actual events. 
 

The Story My Mother Could Have 
Told…….. 
By Marie Duffy. 
 

y family are the Mees, and we live in Timothy 
Street, Eccles.  There are eleven of us, 

including our parents.  There’s been a row in our 
house!  Pa wants to get his name down for the 
coming big dig.  Always ambitious was Pa – always 
saw a way out of Timothy Street!  Says he is fed up of 
working for *threepence an hour as a plasterer’s 
labourer.  He has met a man named Angel Face 
(because he has gold hair which stick up like a halo 
and his face is like a cauliflower), who knows a lot 
about the big ditch which everybody says will “bring 
the sea to Manchester” and make lots of jobs.  Angel 
Face knows where to put your name down for 
everything.  (*approx. 1 pence in today’s money). 
 

Mam says, “Whoever heard of sea anywhere but on the 
sea-shore? – and anyway, Pa would be wet through 
working outside in all weathers – and what about his 
chest?”  Nobody seems to talk about anything else these 
days except the Ship Canal – our teacher calls it “The 
Navigational Waterway” and gets all excited about it.  
Nearly as excited as Pa! 
 

Next Sunday, if we behave and don’t mither, Pa’s going 
to take us to Pomona Gardens – it’s like going on 
holiday.  There are walks under lovely trees hanging in 
the water, and sailing boats giving sails up and down the 
Irwell.  Then there is the Pavilion with tea rooms with 
little iced cakes.  Pa says he’s taking us so that we may 
remember how it is, and when the Canal is finished we 
will go again – and we won’t believe our eyes.  Mam 
took all the excitement out of it.  “Ruined!” she said.  
“Everything will be ruined”. 
 

The week after Pomona we’re going to Barton, (not so 
far) and we’ll get tea at Auntie Katy’s.  It is all exciting 
to me, especially as I have found where the dirty old 
Irwell goes along at the back of the houses at the top 
here, and where they unload fish and all sorts – there 
will be great ocean-going ships passing all the time, and 
we will be able to shout at the sailors on deck and collect 
all the ship’s names. 
 

Our Teddy and Jim are hoping they can get their names 
down to dig, and share in all this adventure.  Teddy is 
nine and Jimmy is eleven – neither strong or big enough 
to make a hole in a rice pudding.  Pa is encouraging 
them.  He’s heard that they will earn over *fourpence an 
hour.  Imagine!  (*2 new pence in today’s money). 
 

It’s coming!  It’s coming!  Someone called Daniel 
Adamson has been to London, and he’s coming to 
Eccles this weekend with the papers which say they can 
start the Canal!  There’s such comings and goings!  
They’re having an Ox Roast and we’re all going! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Even Mam is now caught up in it all, and says Pa might 
as well go with Angel Face and get his name down.  
Meanwhile, she’s mending dresses and ironing shirts 
and ribbons, as well as sprucing up her hat. 
 

Eccles is like a bubbling pot – they’re all getting ready 
for August 31st.  The pubs are full every night, and more 
and more people seem to be arriving every day – and 
everybody want to know when the Big Dig will start. 
 

It’s time to go to Mather’s Field – all the world is here.  
We’ll have to hurry.  We look very smart!  Pa’s put his 
waistcoat on, Mam’s hat is blooming.  Katie, Liza, 
Bridget and Mary have put their hair up and perched 
their hats on top.  They’re after the boys!  My hair is 
now past my waist, so it is tied in a plait with a new blue 
ribbon, and Annie has a new pinafore.  Parky has his 
button boots shined like mirrors.  Teddy and Jim have 
got their hair sleeked down and the button resewn on 
their caps. 
 
There’s cannon firing somewhere.  Bells are ringing.  
There’s bands playing and everyone is singing and 
shouting.   The crowds are so thick at the end of 
Timothy Street that we can’t possibly stay together.  
Everywhere is decorated; there are lovely arches across 
the road, and people are throwing flowers and coloured 
paper.  Everybody seems to know everybody else – or 
they pretend they do.  Some of the men are drinking 
from bottles and offering drinks all round…..We never 
got near the Ox – there were lots of very important-
looking men having photographs taken.  I could have 
gone through all the legs and got to the front, but Pa 
wouldn’t let me.  He said he didn’t think they were 
going to give any Ox out today; there were too many 
people for it to go round.  He promised we’d come back 
tomorrow.  I was glad, because we went to all the side-
shows in the field, and joined in the dancing.  Pa seemed 
very happy, and he had one or two drinks from a bottle 
which Mam didn’t know he had. 
 

We came out of the field and walked to Patricroft Bridge 
and watched the Procession, but we had lost all our big 
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sisters as I knew we would – they had gone the other 
way to walk and sing their way to Eccles Station where 
there were supposed to be hundreds of people all having 
a good time.  They usually meet their friends there.  
There didn’t seem to be a night-time on that day because 
the jollifications went on long past bedtime – and Mam 
was acting happy by then as well as Pa, so we stood at 
the door and watched the celebrations.  Little Nellie 
from next door gave us hot potatoes in their skins before 
she went indoors, her little bottle under her shawl – 
shouting something about “Good old Dan”. 
 

The Crabbit Old Woman. 
 

What do you see, nurse, what do you see? 
What are you thinking when you are looking at me – 

A crabbit old woman, not very wise, 
Uncertain of habit, with far-away eyes, 

Who dribbles her food and makes no reply 
When you say in a loud voice ‘I do wish you’d try’. 

Who seems not to notice the things that you do, 
And forever is losing a stocking or shoe. 

Who unresisting or not, lets you do as you will, 
With bathing and feeding, the long day to fill. 

Is that what you are thinking, is that what you see? 
Then open your eyes, nurse, you’re not looking at 

me. 
I’ll tell you who I am as I sit here so still; 

As I do at your bidding, as I eat at your will. 
I’m a small child of ten with a father and mother, 

Brothers and sisters, who love one another. 
A young girl of sixteen with wings on her feet, 
Dreaming that soon now a lover she’ll meet. 

A bride soon at twenty – my heart gives a leap, 
Remembering the vows that I promised to keep; 

At twenty-five now I have young of my own, 
Who need me to build a secure, happy home. 

A young woman of thirty, my young now grow fast, 
Bound to each other with ties that should last; 

At forty, my young ones have grown and are gone, 
And my man is beside me to see I don’t mourn; 
At fifty once more babies play round my knee, 
Again we know children, my loved one and me. 
Dark days are upon me, my husband is dead, 

I look to the future, I shudder with dread. 
For my young are all busy with young of their own, 

And I think of the years and the love that I’ve 
known. 

I’m an old woman now and nature is cruel, 
‘Tis her jest to make old age look like a fool. 

The body it crumbles, grace and vigour depart, 
There is now a stone where I once had a heart. 

But inside this old carcass a young girl still dwells, 
And now and again my battered heart swells. 
I remember the joys, I remember the pain, 
And I’m loving and living life over again. 

I think of the years, all too few – gone too fast, 
And accept the stark fact that nothing can last. 

So open your eyes, nurse, open and see 
Not a crabbit old woman, look closer – see ME. 

I must write about that……… 
By Peter Roddy. 
 

 am writing to you dear Lord to say thank you for 
giving me those gifts of communication, co-

operation and common sense. 
 

I must apologise for not writing sooner, but, I would 
assure you that I will never take those gifts for granted 
because I have tried to use them to the best of my 
ability. 
 

Having the gift of communication opens the door on 
the world because I can reach out to others through 
speech and written words, so that I am not left in 
isolation; and I am thankful for that.  Through speech I 
can say I love you, or can I help you, please, thank you, 
pardon me, hello, good morning, goodnight, or God 
bless you when you sneeze.  Through the written word I 
can express my thoughts in tangible form so that a letter 
or post card may be kept and brought out time and again 
to rekindle in the heart and mind of the reader sadness or 
happiness depending on the mood or occasion. 
 

Thank you for the gift of being able to co-operate, to 
have the ability to work or act together for the common 
good, to accept my share of responsibility, to abide by 
the rules operated by society.  All this Lord has been 
made easier for me because I am the eldest in a large 
family so I would say thank you to my mother and father 
for providing me with the training ground which was our 
home. 
 

I thank you for giving me the gift of common sense to 
know where I stand in this world.  I am a common man 
because I am one of many, but without being vulgar, ill 
bred, cheap or shoddy; being able to accept the realities 
of life, to stick to the basics, and to know when reward is 
due which recognises effort put into the task 
successfully completed.  To know when a pat on the 
back is more appropriate than a kick up the backside. 
 

To have the common sense not to covet thy neighbours 
goods, to recognise the need to keep your feet on the 
ground not your head in the clouds and to realise that 
man cannot enjoy heavenly peace on earth because of 
the materialistic attitude that he adopts – spiritual peace 
of mind can only be obtained when you know in your 
own mind that you have done the best you can with the 
resources that you have.  Common sense is a rare 
commodity which cannot be manufactured through 
technical or scientific processes; therefore good Lord I 
thank you for my gifts. 
 

********* 
 

You might wonder why there are stars in my eyes. 
Have I come into money, or won a large prize? 
But, no – from my dentist I’ve just come away, 

And I didn’t need anything doing today! 
 

I  
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Garden Clippings……… 
 

 
July is the season of high summer and the garden 

comes alive during hot lazy afternoons to the 
sound of bees buzzing around the open 
flowers….or so they say!  We gardeners 
can find plenty of jobs to do to keep our 
gardens looking great, now that summer has 

come.  Here are just a few to keep us occupied. 
 

Tubs and Baskets: 
 

Keep these well watered, even if it is raining.  Add a full 
strength feed once a fortnight or a more dilute feed more 
regularly.  This will ensure your flowers will look 
wonderful well into September. Remove dead or fading 
flowers regularly, if you allow the plants to produce 
seeds they think their work is done and they will die off.  
The same applies to plants in the garden. 
 

Keep an eye open for pests and treat at the first sign of 
invaders. 
 

Grow Bags: 
 

The same rule about watering applies…never let them 
dry out.  It is almost impossible to get them evenly moist 
again and your crop of tomatoes will suffer.  Regularly 
pinch out any side shoots on tomatoes and tie the leading 
shoot to its support.  Feed plants weekly with tomato 
fertiliser. 
 

Lawns: 
Mow at least once a week, feed (if you haven’t already) 
and treat any weeds or moss.  You can rake a little grass 
seed on to any bare patches now if you need to. 
Free Plants!! 
 

Now is the time to take cuttings from some of your 
favourite plants such as Fuchsia, Geraniums and other 
flowering shrubs.  These should all root in a couple of 
weeks in a pot containing peat and grit.  Cut a shoot 
from the parent plant just above a pair of leaves.  Trim 
the stalk to just below a pair of leaves and trim off the 
lower leaves.  Insert the stalk into the compost and water 
well.  Place a plastic bag, inverted plastic tumbler or half 
a plastic bottle over the plant pot and leave in a light 
place out of the sun.  In a few weeks you will have 
several free plants for next Spring…Transplant the 
rooted cuttings into their own pots and grow on through 
the winter. 
 

Handy Tip: 
 

Sprinkle the contents of your vacuum bag around the 
bases of your tomato plants.  It contains all the trace 
elements the plant needs. 
 

Enjoy the summer…it will not be long until we will be 
buying bulbs for next Spring! 
 

The Mayonnaise Jar and Two cups of 
Coffee……… 
 

When things in your lives seem almost too much to 
handle, when 24 hours in a day are not enough, 
remember the mayonnaise jar and the 2 cups of coffee. 
 

A professor stood before his philosophy class and had 
some items in front of him.  When the class began, he 
wordlessly picked up a large and empty mayonnaise jar 
and proceeded to fill it with golf balls.  He then asked 
the students if the jar was full.  They agreed that it was 
 

The professor then picked up a box of pebbles and 
poured them into the jar.  He shook the jar lightly.  The 
pebbles rolled into the open areas between the golf balls.  
He then asked the students again if the jar was full.  
They agreed it was. 
 

The professor next picked up a box of sand and poured it 
into the jar.  Of course, the sand filled up everything 
else.  He asked once more if the jar was full.  The 
students responded with a unanimous ‘yes’. 
 

The professor then produced two cups of coffee from 
under the table and poured the entire contents into the jar 
effectively filling the empty space between the sand. 
The students laughed. 
 

“Now” said the professor as the laughter subsided, “I 
want you to recognize that this jar represents your life.  
The golf balls are the important things – your family, 
your children, your health, your friends and your 
favourite passions – and if everything else was lost and 
only they remained, your life would still be full. 
 

The pebbles are the other things that matter like your 
job, your house and your car. 
 
The sand is everything else – the small stuff.  If you put 
the sand into the jar first”, he continued, “there is no 
room for the pebbles or the golf balls.  The same goes 
for life.  If you spend all your time and energy on the 
small stuff you will never have room for the things that 
are important to you.” 
 

“Pay attention to the things that are critical to your 
happiness.  Play with your children.  Take time to get 
medical checkups.  Take your spouse out to dinner.  Play 
another 18.  There will always be time to clean the house 
and fix the disposal.  Take care of the golf balls first – 
the things that really matter. Set your priorities.  The rest 
is just sand.” 
 

One of the students raised her hand and inquired what 
the coffee represented.  The Professor smiled.  “I’m glad 
you asked.  It just goes to show you that no matter how 
full your life may seem, there’s always room for a 
couple of cups of coffee with a friend.” 
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The above picture, submitted by one of our Parishioners, Eileen Johnson appeared in the Manchester Evening 
News on Saturday, 4th May 1991 accompanied by the following article: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Do you know anyone in this photograph?  If you are into Family History and are tracing your family tre e, you may 
just find one, or more, of your ancestors in this picture!!!! 

********* 
 

 
Through a shop window, 
One bright sunny day. 

I noticed a lady, 
She was frowning my way. 
I thought, what a misery! 
And stared back a while, 

‘Till I saw it was me – 
I’d forgotten to smile. 

Phyllis Ellison. 
 

 
 

 

 
Do all the good you can 

By all the means you can 
In all the places you can 
To all the people you can 
As long as ever you can. 

John Wesley. 
 

Issue 14 will be available in early September.  
Closing date for entries is Sunday, 23rd August.  
Please pass this magazine on to a friend or 
neighbour.  Articles for inclusion can be placed in the 
boxes at the back of Holy Cross and St. Matthew’s 
churches or handed to Father Michael.
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    FATHER TED’S PAGE. 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Q:  What’s a koala bear’s favourite drink? 
A:   Koka koala! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Q:  What’s the biggest ant in the world? 
A:   An elephant. 
 

Use the grid to complete the other half of the             
picture. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Q:  What do mice do when they are at home? 
A:   Mousework! 
 

******* 
 
Knock knock. 
Who’s there? 
Amy. 
Amy who? 
Amy fraid I’ve forgotten! 
 

******* 
 
Doctor, doctor, I swallowed a bone. 
Are you choking? 
No, I really did! 
 


