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 Reflections  

   It was our own dear Brenda who asked me 
to write a story on the theme of privileged 
journeys”, all unknowing that she and my 

fellow parishioners form an integral part of one such journey,  
a journey which continues to enrich my life in a way I could not 
have imagined.  However, this story, as the title may suggest, 
is set in a different world. 
 

          The Greek philosopher Aristotle famously declared "give  
me a child until the age of seven and I will show you the man".  
However, to broaden our scope, let’s imagine he said  
seventeen rather than seven and see if it might be so. 
 

                 In 1949, Ben Chifley’s reign as Prime Minister was coming to 
an end as Mao Zedong’s was just beginning, leading his people 
from the caves of Szechuan on the Great Long March to defeat 
the nationalist forces of General Chiang Kai Shek and seize 
control of the Chinese mainland and Clare Ellen Kimmins gave 
birth to a son at St. Margaret’s Hospital Darlinghurst.  Nineteen 
months later, after a mad motorcycle dash, my heavily  
pregnant mother gave birth to my brother Brian at Flinders  
Naval Depot in Victoria.  So began a slice of life bookended  
by Harold Holt’s ill-advised swim at Cheviot Beach in 1967. 
 

              We should be clear on the difference between a ‘life of  
privilege’ and a ‘privileged life’; the former was most certainly 
not the case for our little family.  As you may have gathered, 
Mum married a sailor, a match made in hell in the eyes of her 
parents, to the extent that my grandfather refused to give her 
away and forbade my nana from attending the wedding.  What 
some may find curious is the fact that my grandfather himself 
was at sea during both world wars, serving aboard the ‘Queen 
Mary’ as a Master Butcher when that ship was commandeered 
as a troop carrier in World War II.   Perhaps the insights gained 
during that service informed his displeasure with Mum’s marital 
intentions.  She was forced to fly to Toowoomba for the 
ceremony (where the groom’s family had resided since 1875) 
and be given away by my paternal grandfather.  You may note  
I said that Mum ‘flew’ to her wedding, not a problem for her as 
she was a hostess for TAA at the time.  Before she was forced 
to resign not long after my birth, I still remember flying as a 
baby still in nappies, being fed barley sugar by ‘hosties’ and 
sitting in the pilot’s lap, absorbing every magical moment as 
that old DC3 thundered through the sky.  Nana and Pa’s  
forebodings proved correct.  Our father abandoned us while 
Brian and I were yet toddlers and Mum was plunged into the 
world of the single parent, not an easy world to navigate in the 
1950s.  As Mum had to work long hours to earn a living, no 
help from an absent father or government forthcoming, we 
spent a great deal of time with our grandparents in their home 
overlooking Bronte and Tamarama beaches in Sydney.  It was 
a marvellous old home—sandstone blocks, polished red brick, 
leadlight windows, slate and terrazzo tiles.  In the vestibule a 
grandfather clock chimed the hours and ticked off long, hushed 
minutes through plum-dim hallways.  “Children should be seen 
and not heard”, the ghosts would whisper in low purple voices.  
At midday, the ‘Angelus’ was de rigueur, but not for Pa, who 
would take his ease in the fernery with a sandwich and glass  
of lemonade, listening to the news on the ABC. 
 

          But I’m ahead of myself.   Shortly after beginning school  
and ‘kindy’ at St. Mary’s in Manly, where we had moved after  
a brief stint in the ‘wilds’ of Avalon, Mum decided we should 
go to boarding school, not a cruel, self-interested choice but 
one of seeming necessity at the time.  So, at the respective 
ages of six and seven years, Brian and I found ourselves at  
St. John’s College, Campbelltown, where we spent a most 
illuminating eighteen months under the gentle care of nuns  

who would send us to cut our own switches from a nearby 
hedge, switches which were then used to deliver stinging  
rebukes to trembling backsides.  In the end, none of us  
could stand further the pain of parting each visiting day and  
we returned to our little boarding house home on Manly Beach.  
 

           We were poor, no doubt about it.  Despite some help from 
the family, the bulk of our family’s income derived from Mum’s 
job as a sales rep for a stationery company, a job at which  
she excelled, numbering Channel 9 and Smith Kline and 
French among her accounts.  However, despite being the  
best salesperson in the company, she was paid the least as,  
in the immortal words of her fat pig of a boss: “Clare, you’re 
just a woman”.  

 

    Being but children, we were aware of our circumstances but 
not really in touch with Mum’s pain and loneliness, her ongoing 
struggle to provide for her boys and have some kind of a life 
herself.  We were always the ‘poor relations’ and children or 
not, we were made to feel this on many occasions, but it didn’t 
matter to Brian and me.  Mum had got us into Marist Brothers 
Mosman and we were living absolute beach-front in Manly, 
which to us boys, was a magical kingdom.  
 

          Today, as I reflect, I’m aware that memory cloaks the past 
in a golden patina that is usually at odds with the reality.  Not 
so in this case and sometimes, as I fall to reverie by the sea,  
I see it reflecting images of a sun-dappled dream.  On Manly 
Wharf, the heady aroma of donuts bubbling in hot oil, Brian  
and I watching in rapt fascination as the little rings turn a  
golden brown and are flipped into a tray of cinnamon sugar.  
With the sharp sweet scent of Javana Slings at the next  
counter ,it is almost more than two salt-caked, ravenous little 
boys fresh from the surf can bear.  When a ferry comes in, it 
churns the blue-green water into a frothing chaos, surging 
against the barnacled pilings and wafting iodine, seaweed and 
the mysteries of the sub-surface, up through the planking.   
In the heat of high Summer, there are other scents in the mix: 
the hot rubber redolence of life rings and surf-o-planes, flippers 
and goggles, zinc cream.  The magic of the wharf is laid out  
in a semi-circle – javana slings and donuts on one side and  
on the other, the best fish and chip shop in the world.  In the 
window, on beds of ice, deep sea schnapper, the eyes beneath 
the bulbous heads still not fully glazed by death, so fresh are 
they; cylinder bottles of Hawkesbury oysters, bright red tiger 
prawns so recently alive as to appear indignant, leveling  
malevolent black stares at the noses pressed up against the 
window.  
 

          Column inches available don’t allow for the myriad memories 
that populate these reflections and so I must skip many of 
them. However, it would be most remiss of me to absent the 
entry into our lives of former Marist Brother Vitalis, known to 
parishioners at St. A’s as Joe Ticehurst.  Joe had been my 
class teacher at Mosman Marist in 1961 when, naturally, I 
viewed him rather differently from the kind, compassionate, 
truly wonderful human being I now know.   After leaving the 
Brothers, Joe married Mum, and in 1966, my beautiful sister 
Toni Anne was born, these days a veritable force of Nature in 
her energy and enthusiasm for life but back then, simply one  
of the joys in the life of her adoring big brother. 
 

           In many respects, we were rich beyond measure but was 
this slice of life one of privilege?   I suppose that depends on 
who you ask but I defy anyone to tell me we were not  
privileged to take that journey, one enabled by the  
unconditional, fierce love of an exceptional mother who did 
whatever was needed for her children, no matter the cost. 
 

          And then Harry Holt went swimming. Close brackets. 

From Chifley to Holt:  A Privileged Journey by Phil Kimmins 
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School  Celebrates 

 

  
         

 The St Augustine’s Social Justice Crew have had a busy 
start to the school year.    

    Already the crew has run the hugely  
popular Shrove Tuesday Pancake Day 
with over 840 pancakes being consumed 
by hungry St A’s children.  The crew have  
also assisted with the St Patrick’s Day  
fundraiser. These two events have  
allowed us to begin to purchase the  
items necessary to make the Personal 
Care Packs which are then donated  
to the homeless in the parish via the 
Tugun St Vincent de Paul Conference.      
 
    The Crew has also been actively pro-
moting Project Compassion throughout 
the school to raise funds for Caritas to support their work in the community both local and  
international. 

 

Solutions to Word Scramble  
Page  9 

Holiday,  Jesus,  Bunny,  
Easter Egg, Pysanka 

(Ukranian Egg), Rebirth. 

 

     The Year 6 cohort and St  
Augustine's staff have elected our 
2019 School Captains.  

     Congratulations to Taya 
Sherley and Lucas Fusca who 
have been appointed School  
Captains 2019 and to Lena-Joy 
Puze and Fenner Lee, Vice  
Captains.  All candidates gave 
amazing speeches to our school 
and each would have been  
worthy captains.   

     The following week was one to 
remember. The Year 6 cohort 
participated in a leadership day 
held at St Monica's church, 
whereby they learnt about the  

 

qualities of a good leader. They 
then nominated and voted for this 
year's 2019 Colour Captains who 
were announced at our school  
swimming carnival the following 
day.  
     Congratulations to Ryder  
Maclean, Mischa Ford and Erin 
Maxted, Tugun Green Sharks 
Captains; Ryder Manning and 
Miley Gibson, Currumbin Blue 
Whales; Zac Prosser and Maddie 
Mednis, Coolangatta Gold  
Marlins; and Cru Scott and Airlie 
Finn, Kirra Red Dolphins.  

     We wish all our leaders the 
very best for 2019. 

 

from left Lucas Fusca, (c) Lena-Joy Puze, Taya Sherley, 
(c) Fenner Lee  

School Captains 2019 

    

        Our Year 2G class have been busy  
planting vegetable seedlings in the planter 
boxes outside the hall.  Mrs Laura Graham 
and her class have lovingly planted a variety 
of salad plants and arecaring for them each 
day.  They are looking forward to harvesting’ 
the first crop of cherry tomatoes and basil in 
the near future.  

Year Two Garden 

 

Q: Why did the music 
teacher need a ladder? 
A: To reach the high notes.  
 

Q: What kind of plates do 
they use on Venus? 
A: Flying saucers!  

 
Q: Why did the kid study in 
the airplane?  
A: Because he wanted a 
higher education!  
 

Q: What did you learn in 
school today? 
A: Not enough, I have to go 
back tomorrow!  

 
Q: When do astronauts eat? 
A: At launch time!  
 

Q: What is the world's tallest 
building? 
A: The library because it has 
the most stories.  

Harley and Imogen  

Social Justice Crew  

JOKE CORNER 

Social Justice Crew  
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Exploration 

 

Saigon’s Notre Dame 

Cathedral  

as experienced by Nicola 

Before my passport expired I  
decided to make one last trip to Asia.  
Where was I to go this time?  After 
some research, I decided upon  
Vietnam, specifically Ho Chi Minh City, 
once known as Saigon, linked to  
Graham Greene's book, The Quiet 
American, and associated with the  
musical, Miss Saigon. 

When I arrived in this bustling city, 
teeming with life and constant traffic, 
I was amazed by the mix of old and 
new, Colonial French architecture 
blending in with modern buildings. Not 
so far away were examples of older 
structures where the American troops 
were once housed. Then there were 
the dwellings of the locals. 

A visit to the Cathedral was  
definitely on my agenda.  I soon found 
out that it was in a state of disrepair 
and was being restored to its former 
glory, with broken tiles and bricks  
being replaced with material from  
Vietnam.  This meant that, for safety 
reasons, it is currently not open to the 
public except on Sunday for mass, one 
being in English at 9.30 am. 

Half an hour before the start, the  
majestic Cathedral Bells tolled and the 
rosary was prayed. Outside, candles 
were sold so that prayers could be said 
for loved ones inside.  It took me a little 
while to figure out how I could get them 
to stand up in the trays provided, (you 
burn the bottoms first). The entire  
celebration of the mass was truly  

enhanced by the singing, which was 
magical, the harmonies adding another 
dimension to the occasion.  The end of 
the mass was like being at home, with 
a request being made for those  
interested in being an altar server to 
meet Father outside after mass was 
over.  At the end, I was able to wander 
around and look at the side altars,  
majestic arches and stained glass  
windows that were there. Compared 
with other cathedrals, this one is quite 
austere. 

I was told that this Cathedral is  
officially known as Cathedral Basilica 
of Our Lady of the Immaculate  
Conception but it is more commonly 
known as Saigon Notre Dame  
Cathedral Basilica. It was constructed 
between 1863 and 1880, following the 
French conquest of Saigon and Jules 
Bourard was the architect.  I was also 
told that all building materials were 
imported from France, the outside wall 
of the cathedral being built with bricks 
from Marseilles. These bricks have 
retained their striking red colour to this 
day. A feature of the Cathedral are the 
identical twin bell towers. The locals 
are proud of this building. 

In 1959, Bishop Joseph Pham Van 
Thien held a ceremony to install a  
granite statue of Our Lady, imported 
from Rome, in the front gardens.  She 
was given the title Regina Pacis,  
Queen of Peace. The Cathedral was  
consequently called Notre Dame  
Cathedral. 

In October, 2005, the statue was  
reported to have shed tears. This  
occurrence attracted thousands of  
people to the site which in turn caused 
massive traffic jams in a city where  
traffic defies description. Even though 
the top clergy there and in Rome  
couldn’t confirm that the statue had 
actually shed tears, this didn't deter  
people from visiting.  Chaos ensued  
and the police were needed for traffic 
control.  Coming to think of it, I saw 
very few Police during my stay in  
Vietnam. Or, maybe I didn't recognise 
them as I didn't look for them. 

People today still throng to view 
this statue, maybe hoping to see a  
miracle.  I was just glad that I was able 
to visit this Cathedral and worship with 
like minded people from many different 
cultures in a beautiful country that is  
essentially Buddhist, (although many 
told me that they are free thinkers.)  
God is truly present everywhere. 

Kids Corner 

Easter Anagram  —   For ancient 

Egyptians, Romans, Greeks and  

Persians, eggs symbolized life.   

Unscramble the letters to find the correct word.  

In addition, briefly describe 

what each word means. 

What is Easter? 
 

It’s not about the eggs to hunt 
It’s not about a bunny, 

It’s not about brand new clothes 
Or candy as sweet as honey. 

 

On this day many years ago 
A man named Jesus Christ 

Upon a cross for you and me 
Gladly gave his life. 

 

Not for sins that He had done 
Or crimes He must repay 

He did it all for you and me 
 For Our sins He died that day. 

 

But that’ s not the end of Jesus Christ 
They put Him in a grave. 

But three days later He rose again 
Our sin debt had finally been paid. 

 

So this Easter as you hunt for eggs 
Dressed up in brand new clothes. 

 Don’t think about the Easter Bunny 

Think about why Christ arose . 

Angel  

Cross 

Easter 

Holy 

Hope 

Jesus 

King 

Love 

Mary 

Messiah 

Risen 

Sacrifice 

Salvation 

Sunday 

Crown of Thorns 

Resurrection 

Third Day 

Empty 

Tomb 

Good Friday 

Solutions to Word Scramble  School Page  8 

HYOAIDL 

SSJUE 

YNBNU 

KPYAASN 

GSEERGTAE 

BTRIERH 

       

       

       

         

     

     
                

                

                

                

                

                

Easter Word Search 
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70th 

   Blessings 

At home in Heaven,  loved members of the Cabban, Harvey, Taylor and Walker families. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Happy  

Birthday to… 

Paul Gadecki  -  90 yrs 

Gerry de Graff - 85 yrs 

Del Sutton  -  82 yrs 

Betty Taylor  - 85yrs 

Joan Lester  - 80yrs  

John Hanney -  80 yrs 

Norma Evans  - 75 rs 

Gaston Lo  -  75 yrs 

Dan McGettigan - 75 yrs 

Carmel Elms  -  70yrs 

Judy McDonald  -  60yrs 

Celebrations!  

The following celebrations have blessed our Parish 
life since our last edition.  Please let us know your  
important occasions so that we can publish them  
and acknowledge significant events in our Parish.      

    
 

                        Golden Anniversaries  
 

     Margaret & Maurice Sheahan - 50 years   
       Pat & Peter Strotton  - 50 years    

 
 Welcome to the Golden Oldies! 

  Wedding Anniversary 

Nancy Seaman,  
Pat O’Brien,  
Sarah Armatys,  
John Sampson, 
Kerry Cullinan 
Georgina Scriha 
Basil Nolan 
Fr Ray Kearney 
Marcia Withers 
Sr Bernadette Barlow 
Dawn Barrett 
Joyce Rodgers 

Ray Ashburn 
Veronica Hoolihan 
Enzo Gianoli 
Maurice Melville 
Irene Noonan 
Marion Powell 
Kate Vernon 
Mary Pickering 
Maureen Neilsen 
Edmond Khoury 
Ethel Pitman 
Beryl Kitt 

Harry Coleman 
Paul Bates 
Maurice McGree 
Neville Watson (Cairns) 
Gwendoline Archibald 
Fr John Dobson 
Louis Defosses 
Peter Fitzsimmons 
Aileen Hill 
Yvonne Eden 
Mary Pickering 
William Fullilove 

 

From my point of view, God is the light that illuminates the darkness, even if it does not dissolve it,  

and a spark of divine light is within each of us.   Pope Francis 

We mourn with the loved ones  
and pray for the following  

parishioners who have died: 

  The ‘AM’ team invite all feedback to improve our reading for you.    If you have any articles, please  

submit for our Spring edition, or if space does not permit, for following editions.   With thanks from us all! 

 

The ‘AM’ team is urgently seeking a sponsor for our Front COLOUR Page.  If you can help in our 

search, it would be much appreciated!       The cost involved is $125 three times per year.  Thank you! 

 

Walking together, hand in hand,  
steps slightly unsure and slow of pace. 

Silver heads nodding towards each other,  
a simple symbol of age and grace. 

Over the years they’ve lived a life,  
enjoyed the happiness, shared the cares, 

reared a family, earned a living,  
always tethered always shared. 

Enduring the ills that old age brings,  
each is the others’ own best friend. 

Caring with love and sympathy, 
soul mates together until the end. 

Soul Mates 

 

 

 

 

Daniel  Cookie and Amanda Kapera 
Johathon Delgado-Smith and Aurora Denaga 

Marriages 

85th 

80th 
60th 

70th 

95th 
90th 

May you be blessed by the God who knows the places in  
you that find it hard to change, when what is familiar and  
comfortable begins to shift in you. May you experience  
God's understanding gaze and hear the gentle invitation  
to see your life in new ways and to watch as God works 
new wonders in you. May you trust God and become whole 
and responsive. May your journey toward trust light  
the path of those around you who have become stubborn 
in their resolve. May the God of Trust bless you  
     --Maxine Shonk, OP 

Blessing 

Baptisms 

Adeline Stuart 
Adeline Dawes 
Thea Paxie 
Ace Rappa 
Jack Egan 
Miranda King 

Cleo Wheeler 
Joseph Hunt 
Noa Rowlands 
Layke Rowlands 
Ace O’Mahony 
Blair Tracey 

Xavier Bechaz 
Archie Mason 
Madison Sandtner 
Mickael Smith 
Hilda Mueller 
Adeline Spinks 

Edward Reynoldson Noheia Sroka-Jordan  

http://www.google.com.au/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&docid=xlG2ZGZmZUxyHM&tbnid=mn-rPoLsiKw6AM:&ved=0CAcQjRw&url=%2Furl%3Fsa%3Di%26rct%3Dj%26q%3D%26esrc%3Ds%26source%3Dimages%26cd%3D%26docid%3DxlG2ZGZmZUxyHM%26tbnid%3Dmn-rPo
http://www.google.com.au/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&docid=W8nhVtLhqSXAWM&tbnid=vkPYyPgMmF4H2M:&ved=0CAcQjRw&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.immaculata.edu%2Fua%2F&ei=ANsXVI73OOGgigLVpYHgBQ&bvm=bv.75097201,d.dGc&psig=AFQjCNHJLD3VEj14RT
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Parish Sip ‘n Sup 

     

 Parish gatherings are always important in the Catholic  

Community, as they bring people together, not only to share 

each others’ company, but also to build relationships.  

     By participating in these events, people can strengthen,  

not only themselves, but also their community. When  

parishioners spend time with others, they can become aware 

of issues in the lives of others.  They can also share issues 

which are challenging for them.  This is what makes the  
 

 

Catholic Community stronger.  Jesus can always be seen in 

other people, and it is by sharing in their lives that each  

individual’s faith can grow stronger. 

     We shouldn't let the next opportunity to participate in  

‘Sip and Sup’, or drink a cup of tea or coffee after mass, pass 
us by. This is an ideal way to build up local Community  
relationships.  Who knows, people might even leave with a 

smile on their face when they see what an experience it can 
be. 

 Noelene Tynan with Fr John Scarrott      Mary Lems with her twin sister Nell de Graaf  

Glenda Rodgers and Maureen Maguire  

Rina Wintour, Nancy Young and Veronica Kearney  

Joan Lester, Gail Smith and Josie Barham 

Marje Heriot, Mary Davies and Dorothy Owens  

Bob Barham, Patrick Smith and Lloyd Pinchin 

Margaret and Keith Preston Kaye and Cliff Cowell, and Julie Pead 

Dell Sutton, Brenda Hindmarsh and Julie Tait 
Michelle and Roger Bradley 

Peter and Mandy Cossins John and Barbara  Blair 

Margaret Wilson and Marie Pinchin 

Tony Maguire and Elena Ormond 

Joan Zahner, Roger Ledger & Alan Zahner 
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They don’t even have a  
dishwasher!” I hear someone say.    

I reply, “Yes, we do have!   
And that is ME!”   

    When the material or technology 
world does not work for us, it is the 
‘ME’ that gets to work. 

    Don’t get me wrong!  My wife is 
a wonderful cook and would score 
points on any cooking show for 
producing delicacies, rich taste 
and flavour from minimal  
ingredients.  But it is ME that 
wipes, cleans and mainly washes 
up afterwards.  In short, we each 
have our strengths (not just in  
preparing meals and cleaning up!) 
but we complement each other in 
the final outcome for us as a team. 

    We often wonder how we would 
manage without the other if some 
disaster occurred.  And many of us 
who lived the “blessed life” for so 
long (often without realising how 
lucky and blessed we were) 
suddenly face a new reality when  
a loved one or family member 
passes on.  We look back and  
draw out the happy times that we 
experienced and it dawns upon 
us gradually that we never really 
thanked Jesus daily, or enough, 
throughout all those good and  
happy times, for what we just took 
for granted.  Such as: having sight, 
hearing and use of all our senses; 
being able to walk, run, bend, 
stand and use our mobility to the 
full; for being free of pain; for our 
wonderful pets who give us such 
joy; for being able to laugh and  
avoid worry; for our family,  
children, friends, workmates, 
school-buddies, spiritual  
leaders, teachers; and for those 
we favour and love who delight 
our lives and daily support our 
changing moods and wants 
through all our ups and downs. 
 

    We subconsciously think of the 
‘ME’ in us because we basically 
want what is best for us and what 
pleases us the most.  So, we  
naturally seek out what gives us 
the best result. The danger  
obviously is that we think then too 
readily of ‘ME’ and of the SELF, 
but not of others.  This leads us to 
not even think of God and his love 
for each and every one of his 
strange human creatures – 
because WE (2 or more ‘ME’s) 
are what matters! 

    In the movie, “A Star Is Born”, 
there is a line that goes: ‘The ME  
in YOU, will NEVER DIE!’  These 
words are spoken in the context  
of the story in the movie but can  

 

make really powerful sense when 
we think about our own  
relationships with our loved ones 
and the joining of the ‘ME’ to our 
JESUS.  The loss of a loved one 
puts up a wall between us and 
God and we are not inclined to 
say, “Oh, well, You know best.   
I accept that Your Will be done 
on earth and you must have your 
reasons”.  No!  Rather we are 
inclined to ask, “Why would You  
do this to me?!   Why now?!  
How can I deal with the pain  
You have given me?!!” 

    When someone passes, how 
often do you see some positive 
action emerging on the part of 
those left behind, saying, “It’s what 
she, or he, would have wanted”, 
or, “…would have wanted us to 
do”.  Do we need Jesus to keep  
nudging us to good works through 
grief, in order to do good in the 
world??!  There are many beautiful 
gestures brought about by the 
‘ME’ (loved one) who might leave 
the physical world but never leave 
the thoughts of the ‘YOU’ (one 
left behind).  ‘The ME in YOU, will 
NEVER DIE!’ 

    We all have the ME in the form 
of Jesus in each YOU and HE  
DID DIE so that WE (2 or more 
‘ME’s) might have life.  And what 
HE would have wanted, or would 
have wanted us to do would be 
to listen to what HE had to say, to 
leave the judging to God, to talk to 
HIM daily, thank HIM and put your 
ME into the lives of others through 
Peace, Love and Joy in all its pure 
forms. 

 

  “And this is LIFE ETERNAL, 
that they may know THEE, and 
Jesus Christ whom Thou hast 
sent”.  
 

     Face the world with calmness, 
love and laughter.  Don’t expect  
a perfect Church, but find in a 
Church, the means of coming very 
near to Jesus.  Because the ME 
(JESUS) in YOU, will NEVER DIE. 

This is part of the Priviledged 
Journey’ we all travel. 

The material in this journal  

remains the property of the editor. 

From the Editors Desk by Peter Cossins 
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