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Date

Time

Service

Minister

Sunday
21
December

19:00
7pm

Service of Nine
Lessons and Carols
Join us for
refreshments in the
hall after the service

The Rev Derek Pratt
and the Choir

24
December

23:00
11pm

Midnight Mass

Preacher and Presider:
The Rev Derek Pratt

25
December

08:00
8am

Holy Eucharist with
Christmas Hymns

Preacher and Presider:
The Rev Derek Pratt

09:30
9.30am

Sung Eucharist with
Preacher Presider: The
Christmas Hymns and Rev Derek Pratt
Carols

11:00
11am

Eucharist at
Avondrust

The Rev Derek Pratt

Sunday
28
December

09:00
ONE
SERVICE

Holy Eucharist
Christmas I

The Rev Derek Pratt

30
December

09:30
9.30am

Mid-week Eucharist

The Rev Derek Pratt

31
December

13:00
1pm

Mid-week Eucharist

The Rev Derek Pratt

Sunday
4 January
2015

08:00
8am

Holy Eucharist
The Epiphany of our
Lord

The Rev. Derek Pratt

09:30
9.30am

Holy Eucharist
The Epiphany of our
Lord

The Rev Derek Pratt

6 January
2015

09:30

The Feast of
Epiphany

The Rev Derek Pratt

Sunday
11 January
2015

08:00

Epiphany I
Baptism of Christ

The Rev Erica Murray

09:30

Epiphany I
Baptism of Christ

The Rev Erica Murray

Christmas Quotes

Christmas is the day that
holds all time together.
Alexander Smith
The two most joyous
times of the year are
Christmas morning and
the end of school.
Alice Cooper
I will honour Christmas
in my heart, and try to
keep it all the year.
Charles Dickens
“One can never have
enough socks," said
Dumbledore. "Another
Christmas has come and
gone and I didn't get a
single pair. People will
insist on giving me
books.”
J.K. Rowling, Harry
Potter and the Sorcerer's
Stone
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CHRISTMAS POEM RECTOR’S CHRISTMAS MESSAGE
A Poem I found earlier this year. It has
become part of my Christmas Sermon.

Advent Absentee Sylvia Sands
Here I go again,
carefully unpacking the figures of the
crib,
tenderly wiping dust from Mary's eyes
and Joseph's beard,
all the while practising my
contemplative skills.
Here I am,
duster in hand,
seeking to emulate
the shepherds' enthusiasm and
openness,
(wipe, wipe)
the wise men's courage and generosity,
(dust, dust)
Mary's mysticism,
Joseph's humility,
the Christ Child's vulnerability.
Who am I kidding?
It is the absent figure that haunts me.
I stand shoulder to shoulder
in grim, callous, irritable solidarity
with that wretched innkeeper.
No room, no time, no way.
Nobody has ever dared carve him in
wood
and include him in the Christmas crib,
Have they?

I heard an interview with Steven
Spielberg the other day where the
interviewer asked him: “If you believe
that God exists, what do you think God
will say to you when you finally see
God?”
It’s a good question, by the way, for us
to ask ourselves every so often. It can
make for an interesting examination of
our conscience.
Steven Spielberg
thought for a moment and then he
responded: “’Thanks for listening.’”
Thanks for listening.
That wonderful answer came to mind
when I was thinking of the Christmas
story, the greatest beginning of the
greatest story ever told. You see, so
much of the Christmas story is, truly,
about listening.
When Gabriel arrives to bring Mary
the news that she will bear a child…
she listens.
When the angel tells Joseph in his
dreams what is about to happen…he
listens.
When the angel announces to the
shepherds the “good news of great
joy”, they listen and go to Bethlehem.
And then they go out and tell the
world what they have seen there. And
the world listens.
We hear. But are we paying attention?
Are we listening?
Christmas invites us to listen. To listen
for God’s messengers. To listen for
God's good news.
And what good news
it is: that God is with
us! That we are no
longer alone. That
God has come into
our lives, and into
our world. Isaiah
puts it so beautifully:
“The people who
walked in darkness
have seen a great
light.”
This is the news we
have been waiting
for. The news all of

humanity has been listening for.
Think of how Christmas comes to
us – if only we listen for it. It
comes to us with angels singing
and a baby crying.
It comes to us with the ringing of
bells, the singing of choirs; the
rip of wrapping paper around our
presents; the laughter of loved
ones around the table.
But it is also there in the silence,
when the one who used to share
your life and your home is no
longer there, and you find your
heart full of sorrow and longing
and memory – and into that,
unexpectedly, comes Christmas.
Quietly. Gently. Whispering with
the angels: “Rejoice. Rejoice,
because we are not alone. God is
with us. Emmanuel.”
My friends, this time of the year
is miraculous time, the message I
want to leave with you is so
simple: Listen. With your ears.
And with your heart.
Our
salvation has been announced.
What will we do with it?
Two Thousand years ago,
shepherds listened, and told the
world what they heard. But God
has no shepherds now but us.
We are the ones chosen to hear
God’s good news – and to pass it
on. It is news of wonder and
hope. Of light breaking through
darkness.
It is the sound of music filling the
heavens. Of ‘Glory to God in the
Highest’ in our hearts.
Listen for it. Surrender to the joy.
Carry it with you through this
Christmastide and into the New
year.
And if we do, maybe one day we
might hear God say, in gratitude
and in joy: “Thanks for listening.”
Thank YOU for listening to me at
our services.
And Merry
Christmas to you all!
Derek Pratt
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THANKSGIVING OFFERING 2014
The year 2014 has been a
difficult one financially. This was
because many the Pledge-Givers
were not diligent in keeping their
pledges up-to-date. If you were
one of these perhaps your yearend bonus can be used to make
up the difference? But to all who
have given, whether what they
promised or a smaller amount,
we give thanks to God for your
faithfulness.
What aggravated the situation
was the decision not to have a
morning market this year. This
decision occurred because the
fund-raising committee was
going to be minus two of its most
important workers right at the
time when we normally have our
market and in spite of requests
to others to step in to the role of
running the Morning Market, noone could be found. If you were
not approached and feel that
you would have been happy to
do something, please don’t be
offended but volunteer right
now for the 2015 Morning
Market, we can use your
expertise.
Aware that the income from the
Morning Market had been
included in the budgeted income
for 2014, we had to find a way of
raising the money to replace the

morning market income. Many
parishioners, and those on the
Parish Council, suggested that
we should have an annual
Thanksgiving Sunday when
members of the congregation
can give thanks to God for what
God has done for them. We
decided to link it to the 180th
Anniversary of St Paul’s Parish.
And what a response we got!
We suggested that between 50c
and R5 be given for each year of
the Church’s existence. Many
people gave the full R900 others
gave varying amounts including
two generous contributions of
R10 000 and R20 000. On
Thanksgiving Sunday R17 190
was banked and on subsequent
weeks R5460 and R430 were
deposited – totalling R23110.
Including what was banked
directly (those two large
deposits and few smaller ones)
R31800 making the Thanksoffering total of R54910. This
more than covered the normal
Morning Market earnings. And
more than half way wrote off
our budget deficient on Pledge
Giving.
The other idea was the Charity
Book Fair. This originated from
Pat Ellis from the Cathedral Brica-Brac shop.
That shop’s
earnings contribute to the music

fund at the Cathedral and also to
charitable causes of which our
annual Street Person Christmas
Lunch has been a beneficiary for
quite a few years now. So it was
only a pleasure to act as a venue
for them and for three other
charities. We had a stall of books
(which raised R4800) and ran the
coffee shop, breakfast and
boerewors rolls and wine during
the time of the Fair. A total
(books and refreshment income)
came to R13 000. Add that to
R54910 and we get R67910. For
St Paul’s this is an extraordinary
achievement. Well Done! And
thank you for your generosity and
faithfulness to God working in
your lives.
THANKSOFFERING BREAKDOWN
Cash Deposits
R17190
R 5490
R 430
R23110 total
FINAL TOTAL
R23110 Cash Deposits
R31800 Bank Deposits
R13000 Book Fair
R 67910
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THE COMING OF CHRIST—AT
BETHLEHEM AND ALWAYS
I have been inspired by reading
Richard Rohr’s
daily
Advent
meditations – and his description of
Christ’s coming has challenged me to
reflect on my “being awake”
In Mark 13:33-37 Jesus tells his
disciples to be awake and remain
alert, for they don’t know when the
Lord of the house will come. We
sometimes hear this in a fearful way,
as if Jesus is warning us that we
better stay awake –or else!
Rohr offers another way of thinking
about this. He describes this as Jesus
talking about “the forever coming of
Christ, the always coming of Christ,
the eternal coming of Christ...now...
and now..... and now. He reminds us
that Christ is always present –it is we
who aren’t. We are always
somewhere else (in our minds). We
often go through our daily activities
on automatic pilot, doing what we
have done every day in an automatic
way.
The only reality is the now - if we
think about it, when we remember
past events we are doing it in the
present, and when we think about

future possibilities we are also doing
it in the present –so the only reality
in time is each present moment.
When we are fully present and
alert –God can connect with us and
we can see the God in others and
allow the God in us to be seen. This
means being totally present to what
is happening in each moment,
without judgment or preference (I
like it / I don’t like it, I want it to
continue / I want it to end, its good /
its bad). It is then that we will be
surprised by the God within us
transforming us and others more
and more into His likeness. Having
recently celebrated Reconciliation
Day in our country, how things could
transform as each of us stay present
in the now and meet each other
bringing our full presence – and
inviting the Christ Child born in us to
see the Christ Child born in the
other.
To subscribe to a free daily
reflection from Richard Rohr see
www.cac.org
Karen Pratt

A Child in Starlight
Elmer Diktonius (1896-1961)
was a Finnish poet, born in
Helsinki.
Diktonius studied
literature and music and
originally hoped to be a
composer. A devoted Socialist
from a working-class family, as
poet, translator, critic, and
novelist he was an important
influence on mid-twentiethcentury
Scandinavian
literature
There is a child,
A new-born child—
A rosy, new-born child.
The child whimpers—
All children do.
And the mother takes the
child to her breast.
Then it is quiet.
So is every child.
The roof is not over tight—
Not all roofs are.
And the star puts
its silver muzzle through the
chink,
And steals up to the little
one's head.
Stars like children.
And the mother looks up at
the star
And understands—
All mothers understand.
And presses her frightened
baby
To her breast—
But the child sucks quietly in
starlight:
All children suck in starlight.
It knows nothing yet about the
cross:
No child does.

Fr Richard Rohr OFM
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GODS’S GIFT OF GOD—FR. HARRY WILLIAMS CR
Harry Williams (born 1919), a
fellow of Trinity college, Cambridge,
from 1951 to 1959 impressed a
generation of undergraduates with
his re-examination of what it means
to be a Christian. For himself, he
laid aside all pretence, and 1969,
aged 50, he resigned his fellowship
and joined the Community of the
Resurrection at Mirfield, Yorkshire.
The passage here comes from his
book The Joy of God (1979).
It belongs to the gods that are for
sale to offer instant and more or
less continuous pleasure, whether
it be the pleasure of excitement or
of tranquillization. And not only
those pleasures either, but goodies
like success, happiness, freedom
from distress, and in general health
and wealth. We are reminded of
Mrs Whittaker (who, unlike her
sister, married well) in Dorothy
Parker's
short
story:
'Mrs
Whittaker's attitude of kindly
tolerance was not confined to her
less fortunate relatives. It extended
to friends of her youth, working
people, the arts, politics, the United
States in general and God, who had
always supplied her with the best
of service. She could have given
Him an excellent reference at any
time.'
But when the god fails to deliver
the goods, be it excitement,
tranquillization,
well-being
or
whatever, he is dropped - thrown
away like a broken gadget. And
even when he does keep what is
considered his side of the bargain,
he leaves hunger in the heart (all
the worse for being smothered) as
all things of this earth alone are
bound to do. Religion as a species
of insurance, sedation or joy-

popping cannot fail to betray
its devotees.
It is bracing to turn from
these gods for sale (which
are no gods) to the testimony
of a man of profound
religious
insight
and
devotion, a high authority on
Christian mysticism, Friedrich
Von Hügel, who wrote
towards the end of his long
life: 'Religion has never made
me happy; it's no use
shutting your eyes to the fact
that the deeper you go, the
more alone you will find
yourself ... Religion has never
made me comfy. I have been in
the desert ten year. All deepened
life is deepened suffering,
deepened dreariness, deepened
joy. Suffering and joy. The final
note of religion is joy.'
God is not for sale. He cannot be
bought. In spite of appearances to
the contrary, the churches, when
true to themselves, know that
they are not stalls at Vanity Fair
and that all they can do is
encourage people to discover the
true God for themselves. People
can do this because, as St Paul is
reported to have said at Athens:'
God is not far from each one of
us, for in Him we live and move
and have our being.' If ultimately
only God can satisfy our infinite
longing, only He fill the hole in
our heart, it might look as if we
had to set out on a desperate
search for Him. And because the
words of earth can only most
indirectly and obliquely indicate
the realities of heaven, there is a
sense in which we do indeed have
to search for God, to seek if we

are to find, to knock if it is to be
opened to us. But it is an odd sort
of searching, for it ends with the
discovery that God is and has
been with us all the time, that He
is not far off, but nearer to us than
the air we breathe, and that, like
the air, His presence with us is not
something we have earned, but is
a free gift to all. Because we can
speak of God only obliquely, in our
talk about Him we shall get tied
up in all sorts of inconsistent
spatial metaphors. That doesn't
matter. What godly men try to tell
us makes sense in spite of the
apparent contradictions.
We discover God as our
environment. In the homely
imagery of the psalmist, He is
about our path and about our bed
and familiar with all our ways. It is
in Him, to quote St Paul again,
that we live and move and have
our being. But if God is around us
He is also within us. And if He is
within us it is not as an alien, not
as Another, but as our truest
selves. A human individual with a
(Continued on page 6)
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(Continued from page 5)

powerful personality may be said to
invade us as an alien, destroying
our autonomy and forcing us into
his own mould so that we lose our
own identity and become mere
copies of his. The same thing
happens on the rare occasions
when sexual passion reaches a
pitch
of
almost
demonic
proportions as when Catherine
Earnshaw says to her old nurse:
'Nellie, I am Heathcliff.'
But unlike another human being,
God is our creator, and by dwelling
within us He makes us our own true
selves and establishes our personal
identity. He negates Himself in us in
order to find Himself in us. That is
to say, He limits Himself so that,
instead of overwhelming us, He
gradually and gently calls forth into
being the tender, vulnerable
fragility of our true selfhood, the
fragility which when made perfect
is also stronger than steel. And in
this continuous creative work
within us, which is His presence, it
is Himself which He discovers in us.
'God begins to live in me,' says
Thomas Merton, 'not only as my
creator but as my other and true
self', other and true because I
spend much of my time fabricating
a false self instead of allowing God
to create me.
When
we
consider
God's
relationship to the self we are often
misled by concentrating too
exclusively on one particular spatial
metaphor. God is above us, we say.
Well, from one point of view,
course He is above us, infinitely so.
He is our creator and there is an
infinite difference between God
and what He creates. But God's
relationship to us is not an outside
relationship in which He is in one
place and we in another. As our
creator God is the ground of our
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being, the fount from which we
continually flow. The self I am is
constituted by its relationship to
God as its deepest centre
If God gives us the gift of infinite
difference from Himself, He also
gives us the gift of identity with
Himself, a truth summarized by St
Paul in his statement: 'I live; yet
not I, but Christ liveth in me.'
'God utters me like a word
containing a partial thought of
Himself... If l am true to the
concept God utters in me, if l am
true to the thought of Him I was
meant to embody, I shall be full of
His actuality and find Him
everywhere in myself.' It is a truth
which can bear emphasizing as it
comes strangely to many
Christians. Let us therefore listen
to the 17th-century Catholic
mystic - he was a Pole - Angelus
Silesius:

Angelus Sillesius— Polish mystic
(1624-1677)

Stop, where dost thou run?
God's heaven is in thee.
If thou seekest it elsewhere
Never shalt thou see!
In good time we shall see
God and His light you say!
Fool, never shall you see
What you don't see today.
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Or we could listen to the downto-earth I8th-century Jesuit Jean
Pierre de Caussade, who wrote:
'Truly, said Jacob, God is in this
place and I knew it not. You seek
God and He is everywhere;
everything
proclaims
Him,
everything gives Him to you. He
walks by your side, is around you
and within you: there He lives,
and yet you seek Him. You seek
your own idea of God while all
the time you possess Him
substantially [i.e. in fullest
possible reality].'
If God so made us that only He
Himself can ultimately satisfy us,
He does not withhold that gift of
Himself. It is ours already, but,
being too blind to recognize it,
we have to discover it, not in
religious theory, but in the
warmth and sweetness and
dryness and terror of actual
living.
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THE COMING

R. S. Thomas
R. S. Thomas, (1913- 2000) was an
Anglican priest in the Church of
Wales. He is considered the leading
twentieth century Welsh poet in
English, Thomas devoted a lifetime of
poetry to meditating on "the hidden
God." In tune with the stark Welsh
landscape and harsh living conditions
of his rural parish, Thomas wrote a
primarily dark poetry, pained by God's
apparent absence.
And God held in his hand
A small globe. Look, he said.
The son looked. Far off,
As through water, he saw
A scorched land of fierce
Colour. The light burned
There; crusted buildings
Cast their shadows; a bright
Serpent, a river
Uncoiled itself, radiant
With slime.
On a bare
Hill a bare tree saddened
The sky. Many people
Held out their thin arms
To it, as though waiting
For a vanished April
To return to its crossed
Boughs. The son watched
Them. Let me go there, he said.

THE RESTORED PROCESSIONAL CROSS
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Mission Statement of St Paul’s Parish
… to be a united fellowship of diverse people dedicated to
worshipping God and spreading the Gospel in the power
and compassion of the Holy Spirit.
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