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Created by Pauline Matthews

https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/noel

nglish speakers borrowed the word noel
from French. It can be traced further back
to the Latin word natalis, which can mean

"birthday" as a noun or "of or relating to birth"
as an adjective. (The English adjective natal
has the same meaning and is also an offspring
of natalis.) Noels were being sung in Latin or
French for centuries before English-speakers
started using the word to refer to Christmas
carols in the 18th century. An early use of noel
(spelled nowell) to mean "Christmas" can be
found in the text of the late 14th-century
Arthurian legend Sir Gawain and the Green
Knight.
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“The true secret of happiness lies in taking a
genuine interest in all the details of daily life. “
William Morris
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Vicar
Rev Jordan Greatbatch
09 480 7296

Vicar’s Warden
Michael Burnell
09 4867595
MBurnell@adhb.govt.nz

People’s Warden
Jean Green
09 418 2609
the_greenz@xtra.co.nz

Vestry Secretary
Jeannie Kennedy
09 482 0241

Treasurer
Graeme Ham
020 407 05384

Verger - Hall bookings
Colleen Stott
09 418 3094

Operations Manager
Eric Bowater
09 482 0250

Vestry Members
Synod Representatives
Ryan Brown-Haysom
0212038014

Christine Ball
09 410 7789

Lynne McDonald
021 770 781

Sacristans
Marcia Roberts
09 418 0397

Ryan Brown-Haysom
0212038014

Music Ministry
Lorelle George
09 418 4325

Mothers’ Union
Pamela Ferry
09 446 0690

Men’s Breakfast
Jordan Greatbatch
09 480 7260

Women’s Breakfast
Coral Atkins
09 418 1119

Contacts
and
Ministry Teams
Church Address & Contact
All Saints Anglican Church
187 Hinemoa St
Birkenhead 0626
New Zealand

Phone - 09 480 7260
vicar@birkenheadallsaints.org.nz
Office hours - Tuesday-Friday. Sunday 9am-5pm. (Monday
off)

https://allsaintsbirkenhedanglican.com/
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elcome to our “Noel 22”
Saintinel Edition.

It is time to celebrate with song! To
join with the choir and sing the
9 Lessons and Carols. A sharing of our
communal supper as we join with friends
and family to celebrate the joy of
entering our Christmas festive season. A
time for heightened awareness of
everyone we encounter; quietly sending
thoughts of goodwill, good health and
safety. Sharing our wealth.

There are three pages in our
magazine devoted to the Fair Day which
required dedicated volunteers to bring
the day to a successful outcome. Another
community celebration!

“ Ten words about the Fair? I would
say: The Fair opens our doors to our
neighbours and community. For me that
is always the most important thing. We
might even think of it as part of our
mission and our outreach as a parish.”
Ryan

You will find many wonderful stories in
our “Noel” issue. I’m sure you will
discover one or even more you may favour
over others as it ignites memories of past
and present, thoughts and dreams.

Thank you everyone for your precious
memories and thoughts about Christmas,
and other connected stories. Shared on
paper and also conversations - an
enriching time. All the stories caused
reflection as our “Noel 22” came into
being. The gifting, the loving, the joy and
unspoken sorrow of our loved ones no
longer with us. It is a miraculous time of
celebration of ceremonies and uniting
where we come together to honour and
“share Love”.

My Christmas gift to you! The poem
below is the outcome of my midnight
wanderings garnered from reflections on
the celebration of Life and Love inspired
by Christmas and the glorious music we
are privileged to listen to and share at
this time of the year.

Pauline Matthews

Pauline

A rainbow falls from my hand and
stretches across the sky.

I hold a bird in my breath and teach it to fly.
Dew drops nestle on flowers in the dawning -

I whisper to Sun and we sprinkle
Love’s delight.

I enshrine Life with mystical eternal Love.
Sing with Stars as you traverse Earth in the night.

I exist in silence of no time and wait -
and wait -

my sacred fires warming you
with indescribable Love.

Who am I?
Know - I am in you and you are in me – LOVE.

W
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ome of you may know that
unsurprisingly Advent and
Christmas are my favorite times
of the year. In the Western
Church Advent is the beginning

of our Liturgical Year. So, in some sense it is
appropriate to say Happy New Year! to those
you meet on the 1st Sunday of Advent. If
anything, they will give you a puzzled look
which may give you the opportunity to
explain to them something about the Advent
season. Or they may think you are very
strange. Regardless of you will certainly get a
reaction!

Advent and Christmas like many other
Christian Seasons and Feasts have some
wonderful traditions attached to them. In
England, especially in the northern counties,
there was a custom (now extinct) for poor
women to carry around the "Advent images",
two dolls dressed to represent Jesus and the
Blessed Virgin Mary. A halfpenny coin was
expected from everyone to whom these were
exhibited, and bad luck was thought to
menace the household not visited by the doll-
bearers before Christmas Eve at the latest.

In Normandy, France, farmers
employed children under twelve to run
through the fields and orchards armed with
torches, setting fire to bundles of straw, and
thus it was believed driving out such vermin
as were likely to damage the crops.

In Italy, among other Advent celebrations
is the entry into Rome in the last days of
Advent of the Calabrian pifferari, or bagpipe
players, who play before the shrines of Mary,
the mother of Jesus: in Italian tradition, the
shepherds played these pipes when they
came to the Manger at Bethlehem to pay
homage to the infant Jesus which you can
see depicted in Italian art.

In recent times the most common
observance of Advent outside church circles
has of course been the keeping of an advent
calendar or advent candle, with one door being
opened in the calendar, or one section of the
candle being burned, on each day in December
leading up to Christmas Eve. In New Zealand,
the first day of Advent now heralds the start of
the ‘Christmas season’, or as it sometimes
colloquially (and annoyingly) called ‘the silly
season’. This sees most opting to erect their
Christmas trees and Christmas decorations on
or immediately before Advent Sunday. I do
sometimes ponder whether the Church needs
to ‘tap in’ into this early ‘Christmas season’.
There is a tension between us holding our
Christian traditions of Advent being a time of
preparation for Christmas and realising that for
most people all of December is ‘Christmas’.
Something to think about at least.

Going back to the wonderful traditions of
Advent and Christmas found around the world.
I wonder if you have any traditions in your
family around Advent and Christmas? I had a
rather peculiar one. My brother and two of my
good friends used to play an annual 2 on 2
basketball game in the weeks leading up to
Christmas. It of course had no profound
religious meaning to it. But it was about
putting aside a few hours in our busy lives to
connect with each other before we went our
various ways over the holiday period.

Whatever your traditions may be
I hope that this Advent and
Christmas allows you to find time to
connect with those whom you love, to
enjoy the great gifts of creation, and
most importantly, to hear afresh the
Glad Tidings of Great Joy that the
birth of our Lord Jesus Christ brings.

Whatever your traditions may be
I hope that this Advent and
Christmas allows you to find time to
connect with those whom you love, to
enjoy the great gifts of creation, and
most importantly, to hear afresh the
Glad Tidings of Great Joy that the
birth of our Lord Jesus Christ brings.

Whatever your traditions may be
I hope that this Advent and
Christmas allows you to find time to
connect with those whom you love, to
enjoy the great gifts of creation, and
most importantly, to hear afresh the
Glad Tidings of Great Joy that the
birth of our Lord Jesus Christ brings.

S

HappyNew (Liturgical)Year!

Yours in Christ, Jordan +
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All Saints Church, Birkenhead

pm

Ch
ristmas

9

Share supper &
bring a plate if you can.
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The Right Rev. Edward White
Benson, at that time Bishop of Truro,
conducted the first formal service of
"Nine Lessons and Carols" on
Christmas Eve (24 December) 1880.
Benson, concerned at the excessive
consumption of alcohol in Cornish
pubs during the festive season,
sought a means of attracting revellers
out of the pubs and into church by
offering a religious celebration of
Christmas. The idea for a service
consisting of Christmas music
interspersed with Bible readings was
proposed by the succentor of the
cathedral, the Rev. George Walpole
(who later became Bishop of
Edinburgh). The cathedral — a
Victorian gothic building — was still
under construction, and services were
being held in a temporary wooden
structure which served as a pro-
cathedral. The first Nine Lessons and
Carols service took place there at
10:00 p.m. on Christmas Eve and was
attended by over 400 people.

By E. F. Benson - Our family affairs, 1867-
1896: https://archive.org/stream/
ourfamilyaffairs00bensiala#page/n7/
mode/2up, Public Domain, https://
commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?
curid=23861092

By Andrewrabbott - Own work, CC BY-SA
4.0, https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/
index.php?curid=42407322

Nine Lessons and Carols

“
Edward White Benson (1829 – 11896)

The beginnings of ..... 6
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Everyone is welcome!

Mass 11.30 pm
Carols 11.00 pm
Childrens’ Xmas 5.30 pm

8.00 am & 9.30 am

N
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l
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Jean Green

Could you please write an article for the Christmas
edition, Pauline asked. I replied that I didn’t have
anything interesting to write about. She suggested
“what reminds you of Christmas when you were
growing up - the Christmas tree?”

o I thought about it for a while,
actually quite a while, and
realised I don’t remember ever

having a Christmas tree growing up.
That doesn’t mean we didn’t. I just don’t
remember. We had stockings hanging on
the mantel piece or our presents were
left on the hearth. So “why didn’t we have
a tree?” I pondered. Then I realised it
was probably because we were hardly
ever home at Christmas. We nearly
always spent them in some isolated area
on the North Island. My father wanted
(and I was later to learn needed) to
spend his holidays hunting and fishing,

so that’s what we did.
Many summers were
spent camping deep in
the bush. We hunted
pigs or deer, although
we spent one summer
chasing and catching
the Kaimanawa horses.

As we grew older we participated
more, and learnt to shoot and carry out
our catch. Mine was usually rabbits
although once I remember shooting five
quail. My mother made me pluck them
for cooking. I realised later that it was a

way to keep me occupied for the whole
day. We were never allowed to kill
animals unless we needed them for food
so it meant that my father made frequent
trips to cold storages so that nothing
was wasted and we had meat stored for
the winter.

I remember one summer staying
in a rabbiters’ hut deep in the Rangitikei
plains. The hut consisted of two rooms –
a bedroom and a kitchen/dining/living
room with a coal range fire. The “loo”
was a long drop out the back. Some
prankster had wedged an old bath in the
creek with a sign “bath house”. We could
this use for bathing, and my brother
quite happily did even though he turned
blue rather quickly. I opted for the tin
bath in front of the fire which was well
worth the hassle of lugging buckets of
water up from the creek. I was always
surprised Santa could even find us. (It’s
interesting to see this area today in
lovely, productive farms.) But there was
still no Christmas tree.

If we were not in the bush, we
were camped on some remote beach.
Always with a tent, a long drop for the
toilet, and the tin bath for washing. Days

What reminds you of Christmas?
S

S

8

Keep reading......
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were spent fishing or crossing the road
to the bush for hunting. My father always
made some deal with someone not too
far away to store our catch so that
nothing was wasted. Christmas dinner
was often crayfish, a favourite with all the
family. We would also buy milk and eggs
from local farmers. But still no Christmas
tree.

Very rarely, we made the long two
day trip up north to Whangarei to my
fathers family which I think was dreaded
by all of us. And yes, there was a
Christmas tree there, about two feet
high. But Christmas was not enjoyed
because it was so formal. We had to wait
until we had had breakfast AND cleaned

up AND made beds AND we were
appropriately dressed before we could
have morning tea, Christmas mince pies
and FINALLY open our presents.

So as I was recalling these
Christmases of years long past, I finally
realised what really reminded me of
Christmas. The one thing that I always
looked forward to. It was my maternal
Grandma’s Christmas pudding with the
threepences in. Fortunately grandma
lived near us and even when we didn’t

spend Christmas with
her she would save

us some of her
Christmas

pudding.
Everyone
always got a

threepence but
sometimes we

were even lucky
enough to find a six pence!

Christmas to me!
Jean

Yes!
That was

What reminds you of Christmas?Continued ...... 9



“Neighbours
helping neighbours!”
Barbara

$5499+

“A great opportunity
to get to know each
other better.” Coral

“Fellowship and gathering
of community.” Colleen

“Tradition”
Gerard

“Catching 2 buses -
hoping they wont be
Cancelled! Loading up
my trolley with biscuits
for the Fair to share
fellowship and fun.”
Pamela

“An opportunity to
socialise & reach out
into the community.”
Jean

“Our Fair is a
Birkenhead institution –
good bargains, good
food and drink, great
socialising.”
Christine and Chris

“To connect with the
community, helping
both them, and us at the
same time.” Jeannie

“Helping to keep
the church going.
To build team
spirit + get to
know our members
better.” David

Our Fair is...

“In helping the stall
at the Church Fair is a
very special time. We
meet old friends and
earn some needed
money for the church.
May God bless
everyone who comes
into our blessed
Church.” Jocelyn

“Meeting friends,
neighbours/
community
from the hood” Gay

“fun
gathering
community
fellowship
parish
fundraising
donations
raffles
donated goods”
Susan Maclain

“A time to
share with
everyone and
greet people
in community.”

Inge

“To acknowledge and marvel
at the energy
and dedication of the
volunteers who create
a well organised and
fun fair for everyone. “
Pauline

“I come for the
preserves and baking.”
Sue
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More to come.......

10

Fair photos courtesy of C Ball
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One more .......
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Thats it - shows over .......
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had been out all day and was tired and hungry. The
weather had been, and still was, cold and miserable. It
had been snowing and the snow lay thick on the ground.
The sky was dark and heavy with snow clouds as I walked
slowly home.

Then something quite strange happened. The sky suddenly
changed. The heavy clouds disappeared and I looked at the dark blue
sky of approaching night, brilliantly patterned with stars. In the eastern
sky one star shone more brightly than all the others, I could not
remember having seen such a star before.

I thought about it as I walked but it was quickly forgotten when I
saw the crowds in front of my home. Men in heavy winter garments
and men dressed in city clothes jostled to reach my door. Animals
mixed with men, sheep, cattle and many others. What was happening?
What had brought such a crowd to my humble home?

I paused; in spite of the crowd it was strangely quiet. All I could
hear was the soft lowing of the cattle and the occasional sound of a
sheep. A gap appeared in the crowd and I walked through it. Home at
last. Now I could eat! What I saw stopped me in my tracks.

A man and a woman stood there. What
were these strangers doing in my home? And
what were they looking at? I looked more
closely. A small fist waved from a bundle of
clothes and a soft whimper reached my ears. I
could not understand what was going on and
looked at the strangers for answers.

The woman was young and her face gentle.
The man at her side had an arm round her
shoulders as if to protect her. Something told
me these people were special. I forgot about the hay in my manger
and mooed softly to greet them.

Margaret Jones

I

Originally published in ASMU Christmas Edition 2021

Art Source unknown
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ildegard was an outstanding woman
teacher and leader in the history of
the Church in the 12th Century, just

before St Francis, when women were expected
to be silent. She was an original thinker,
writer, prophet, musician and consultant,
unique in her time.

Born in 1098 as the 10th child of a noble
family in Germany, she was given as a tithe

at the age of 8 to a Benedictine Monastery in
the Rhineland. There she was raised by Jutta, a
woman living as a hermit attached to the
monastery. Jutta taught her to recite all the
Psalms in Latin, and sing them as she
played the lyre. Thus she learned to read, and
gained access to the books and Scriptures in
the monastic library, developing her own
theology.

At 14 she took the vows of a nun, and lived
quietly in the small women’s Convent that

developed around Jutta, learning the use of
herbs for healing in the infirmary. Hildegard’s
theology was strongly influenced by her sense
of God’s presence as Holy Spirit in the
“greening” power of Nature. She wrote,
“There is no creation that does not have a
radiance, be it greenness or seed, blossom or
beauty.” She actually wrote a book about herbs,
another book about treatment of illness, and
five books of theology.

Throughout her life, from the age of 3, she
was often laid low in bed with some form

of migraine. During these times she received a
series of powerful spiritual visions, which
she called her “Illuminations.” They were later
recorded, and even authorised by the Pope.
From these she drew her authority as a teacher
and spiritual guide. In one of her poems she
wrote: “O happy soul, whose body has risen
from the earth on which you wander… Made to
be the very mirror of Divinity, you have been
crowned with divine imagination and
intelligence…”

At 42 she became the Abbess, leader of
the women’s Convent, and set about
separating it from control by the monks,

even designing the new building for them
to live and worship in, where they managed
their own affairs, including their own style of
worship.

She was respected widely as a Prophet
and teacher, providing advice to

members of the nobility and leaders of the
Church. She spoke out bravely against the
corruption she saw in the church, even
writing to the aging Pope, urging him to take
a stronger stand: “O man, you who sit on the
papal throne, you are neglecting justice!”
She lived to the age of 81.

Hildegard regarded music as a divine
language and wrote some 70 liturgical

songs to her own ethereal music, for which
she is considered to be the first woman
composer of western sacred music.

Her work was not published in
English until 1983, more than
800 years after she died. She
is now honoured as a pioneer
of the Creation-centred
movement in Christian

theology.

On 7 October 2012,
Pope Benedict XVI
named her a Doctor

of the Church in
recognition “of
her holiness of
life and the
originality of her
teaching”.

h
1

2

5

7

6

4

3

things to know about her7
Margaret Bowater

Margaret

Images Wikicommons
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LiveScience
LIVE SCIENCE NEWSLETTER
published December 22, 2021
Natalie Wolchover, Jessica Leggett

?

The wheel. ...

The nail. ...

The compass. ...

The printing press. ...

The internal combustion engine. ...

The telephone. ...

The light bulb. ...

Penicillin….

Contraceptives ….

The internet …

!
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Colleen Stott

The

Love
Colleen
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he poem “A Visit from St Nicholas,”
better known by its opening line
“‘Twas the Night before Christmas,”

has a special place among Christmas
traditions, right alongside hot chocolate,
caroling and bright lights. It has also
inspired the modern image of Santa Claus
as a jolly old man sporting red and a round
belly.

But this poem has been steeped in
controversy, and debate still looms over
who the true author is. Traditionally,
Clement C. Moore – a 19th-century scholar
at the General Theological Seminary in
New York, where I work as a reference
librarian – has been credited with writing
the poem in 1822 for his children. Every
December, library staff shares our multiple
copies of the poem in an exhibit to
celebrate the holiday season.

No matter who wrote it, the poem is a
fascinating object that has shaped
Christmases past, present – and maybe yet
to come.

A changing Santa Claus
Santa Claus had undergone many

makeovers in the Western imagination by
the time readers were introduced to “‘Twas
the Night before Christmas.”

Some scholars argue that the idea of
a magical being bringing gifts and good
cheer can be traced all the way back to the
Greek goddess Artemis. St. Nicholas, an
early Christian bishop in what is now
Turkey, was said to have destroyed a

temple to Artemis, which he believed was
idolatrous. Afterward, some of Artemis’
traits began showing up in legends as
characteristics of St. Nicholas. He became
known for generosity, such as giving
children presents and gifting dowries to
young women in need.

His feast day, Dec. 6, became a
popular celebration in medieval Europe. By
the modern era, images of St Nick
portrayed him as a tall, thin, stern man in a
bishop’s hat who brought children both
gifts and punishments. In German legend,
he was accompanied by Krampus, a half-
goat, half-demon creature that meted out a
range of punishments to bad children, from
mild to violent.

In Victorian Britain, Christmas
became a festive holiday, with much
feasting and drinking in addition to a
religious celebration. In the early 19th
century, Santa was sometimes depicted as
a reveler from the lower classes – someone
in need of charity, rather than a gift-giver
himself.

As Christmas began to evolve into a
family holiday, the image of Santa changed
as well. Now, his jolliness came from the
Christmas spirit, not feasting, and his rosy
cheeks were the result of joy, not alcohol.

“‘Twas the Night before Christmas”
was instrumental in crafting the modern
American version of Santa Claus. The poem
describes St. Nicholas as “dressed all in
fur, from his head to his foot,” with
twinkling eyes, rosy cheeks, a snow white

Twas the night
before Christmas
helped make the modern
Santa – and led to a literary
whodunit

Melissa Chim
Adjunct Professor & Reference Librarian,
General Theological Seminary

If you picture Santa Claus as plump and jolly and pulled by reindeer, you may have this poem to thank. Clement Clark Moore/New-York Historical Soc

“
The Conversation (CC)

Public Domain WikiCommons

T
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Keep reading......
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beard and a round belly. Throughout the
poem, Santa is depicted as a jolly elf
bringing joy with his reindeer-led sleigh to
both children and adults.

Thomas Nast, a Civil War-era
cartoonist with the magazine Harper’s
Weekly, created the enduring image of
Santa Claus in a series of 33 drawings
published between 1863 and 1886. The first
of these drawings is inspired by the poem’s
depiction of Santa carrying a sack full of
presents with his sled pulled by reindeer.

Our library holds a copy of Nast’s book
“Christmas Drawings for the Human Race,”
containing his illustrations for “‘Twas the
Night Before Christmas.” The introduction
to our copy is written by Nast’s grandson,
Thomas Nast St. Hill, who inscribed and
donated it to the library in 1971. In some
images, Nast used Santa to send a political

message – such as one
illustration that depicts
him with toys related to
battle, showing his
support for Union
soldiers.
Thomas Nast’s cartoons, such

as this one during the Civil

War, helped shape Americans’

modern image of St. Nick. WikiCommons Public

Domain

Authorship debate
Two hundred years after the poem

debuted, one fundamental question
remains: Who is its true author?

The poem first appeared anonymously
in a New York newspaper, the Troy Sentinel,
on Dec, 23, 1823, and was reprinted many
times. The New York Book of Poetry cited
Moore, the 19th-century biblical scholar, as
the author in 1837, and in 1844 he included
it in his book of poems. Several years after
the poem’s publication in the Sentinel,
editor Orville Holley wrote that the author
was “by birth and residence [belonging] to
the city of New York, and that he is a

gentleman of more merit as a scholar and
writer than many of more noisy
pretensions.” That’s an apt description of
Moore, according to Niels Sonne, a librarian
at General Theological Seminary in the
20th century who published an article about
the authorship controversy. Moore was
officially cited as the author in The New
York Book of Poetry in 1837.

But the descendants of Henry
Livingston Jr., a poet and farmer from an
influential New York family, argue that he
wrote the famous poem as early as 1808
and was never properly credited. Relatives
of Livingston have claimed that his
manuscript was brought to Wisconsin,
where it was destroyed in a fire in 1847. His
defenders point to similarities with other
poetry and witty satires he wrote, and argue
that his fun personality was much more in
keeping with “A Visit from St. Nicholas”
than Moore’s. His grandson, William Sturgus
Thomas, spent years collecting evidence in
his grandfather’s favor, and his papers are
housed at the New York Historical Society.

The story continues
Every December, the Seminary library

displays all the original copies of the poem
we own in addition to more modern
retellings and illustrations. Our copy of
Moore’s 1844 “Poems” has one significant
detail: it’s signed by Moore to the Reverend
Samuel Seabury, who was a professor at
General Theological Seminary and also the
grandson of the first Episcopal American
bishop, Samuel Seabury. The inscription
says: “To the Reverend Dr. Seabury, with the
respect of his friend the author, July 1844.”

The library also owns Moore’s rare
follow-up work, titled “The Night after
Christmas,” which was published after his
death in 1863. In this version, the children
are visited by their doctor after having too
many treats delivered by Santa – and the
physician shares some similarities with
Santa himself:

Happy Christmas to All and to All a Good Night! N
o
e
l
22“

One more page .......
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Thomas Nast's most famous
drawing, "Merry Old Santa Claus",
from the January 1, 1881 edition of
Harper's Weekly. Thomas Nast
immortalized Santa Claus' current look
with an initial illustration in an 1863
issue of Harper's Weekly, as part of a
large illustration titled "A Christmas
Furlough" in which Nast set aside his
regular news and political coverage to
do a Santa Claus drawing. The
popularity of that image prompted him
to create another illustration in 1881

Wiki Public Domain

His eyes how they twinkled! Had
the doctor got merry? His cheeks looked
like Port and his breath smelt of Sherry…

But a wink of his eye when he
physicked our Fred Soon gave me to
know I had nothing to dread…

General Theological Seminary is a member
of the Association of Theological Schools
The ATS is a funding partner of The U.S.

‘
Images courtesy of Wikicommons public domain

Happy Christmas to All and to All a Good Night! N
o
e
l
22“

Guess who won the Quiz raffle - congratulations Kay !
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In November 2015 our granddaughter
Katie was born a very sick baby; we were
told that she would live for only three
days. She had multiple health issues the
most serious of which was a condition
called biliary atresia where bile duct
damage restricts the flow of bile out of
the liver. She underwent a six hour
operation called a Kasai procedure which
was only ever going to be a temporary fix
but it failed anyway. The only hope for
Katie was a liver transplant.

Katie spent most of the first five
months of her life in Starship Children’s
Hospital waiting for a deceased donor
liver to become available. By mid March
her liver function had deteriorated
considerably and it became clear that
time was running out for her. Not wanting
to chance her fragile state any longer,
Katie’s aunt (her father’s sister) and her
uncle (our son Simon) both offered a
piece of their liver as a living donor. They
underwent extensive testing and Simon’s
liver was deemed to be the most suitable.
The transplant took place on the 13th
April, 2016, and was a success. Today
Katie is a bubbly seven year old who
loves swimming, cricket, Keas and all
things pink and purple.

However, I am writing this article not
to focus on Katie but on organ donation.
New Zealand has a very low rate of
deceased organ donation compared to
other developed countries. Some
countries operate an ‘opt-out’ policy
where laws make organ donation the
default option at the time of death unless
people have explicitly recorded a
decision not to be a donor. New Zealand
operates an ‘opt-in’ system where
specific permission has to be sought
prior to the removal of any organs for
transplant. Organ donation is only

possible when a person is on a
ventilator in an intensive care unit and
less than 1% of all deaths occur in this
way.

Many people tell us that they have
ticked the ‘donor’ box on their driver
licence and we have to reply that
despite this, the decision about whether
or not to donate organs at the time of
death lies entirely with the family. If the
deceased person has discussed organ
donation with their family beforehand,
the decision is a straightforward one.
However, if this is a discussion that has
not taken place, invariably any request
is declined as the family struggles to
deal with the, often sudden, death of
their loved one. So what we, as Katie’s
family, are asking is that you please
have the conversation with your family
and those close to you about whether
you, and/or they, wish to be an organ
donor. It is important to know that you
can specify the organs and tissues that
you wish, or do not wish, to donate. In
New Zealand you can choose to donate
your heart, lungs, pancreas, liver,
kidneys, eyes and skin. One donor can
change the lives of up to ten people.

We are blessed to have Katie in our
lives; some families that we have met
along this journey have not been so
fortunate. We have therefore made it
our mission to try and raise awareness
of the organ donation issue so that
maybe, just maybe, we can help save a
life and bring the same joy to another
family as Katie gives to us.

More information can be obtained from:
Organ Donation New Zealand
www.donor.co.nz

HAVE THE CONVERSATION
Ann Wharton

Ann
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That dreaming is a natural
function of the human brain
asleep throughout life, and actually
occupies about a quarter of your
sleep time, even if you don’t
remember it – which adds up to
one-twelfth of your life-time!

That the Bible is full of
dreams and visions that guided
God’s people at crisis points, from
Abraham’s Covenant with God,
through all the Patriarchs and
Prophets, to Mary and Joseph, to
St Paul’s vision of Jesus, and St
John’s visions in Revelations.

That dreams are mostly
experienced in metaphor
language. Consider St Peter’s
dream of being told to accept
“unclean animals” (Acts 10), which
changed the history of the early
Church, to begin accepting non-
Jewish converts without requiring
them to be circumcised;

That throughout history
people of faith have been guided
by dreams to undertake new
directions in life. Think of St
Jerome translating the Scriptures,
the mediaeval women mystics, St
Francis, John Newton, Carl Jung,
Gandhi, Martin Luther King …

That people of faith continue
today to experience dreams of
personal guidance, often to
undertake humanitarian work or
creative activities. Nor are these
dreams limited to Christians.

That thousands of people
who have been resuscitated from
near-death events have reported
glimpses of a spiritual existence
beyond death, and/or met angelic
figures. You can look up Dr Eben
Alexander on Google, or read his
book ”Proof of Heaven” in our
parish library, for an unusually full
account.

Constantine's dream in a 9th century Byzantine
manuscript.

According to Latin writer Lactantius, the
Roman emperor Constantine had a vision in a
dream, on the eve of the Battle of the Milvian
Bridge in October 312 AD, which prompted his
conversion to Christianity.

Public domain WikiCommons

A few facts for people of faith:

Margaret

Pierre-Cécile Puvis deChavannes 1824-1898
PublicDomain,WikiCommons
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At Christmas we
hung our stockings
up along the
mantel-piece in our
bedroom. All knew
exactly what was
going to be in the
foot, but the leg
was full of
surprises. Santa
was a most clever

fellow, knowing what to choose. Toys were
of no use to us in our way of life, so he
really had a hard task. The foot was very
precious because it would contain gifts
that we never saw any other day of the
year, a banana, orange, nuts and lollies,
and right in the very end of the toe - look
for it - was a threepenny piece wrapped in
a piece of pink Weekly News cover. To me
this little coin symbolized Christmas, the
joy of giving - giving away something you
could use yourself. All the family presents
were home-made by us during the year, I
fancy mostly at school.
We never knew the delight of pocket
money to do our Christmas shopping, but
perhaps they were more prized because
they were more personal, and fashioned
to the best of our ability. Anyway, it was a
very happy time and I wish it could be
Christmas Day all the year."

Talking of threepenny pieces or
'thruppences' as I remember them. I

remember the Christmas
pudding with said coins in it.
Several male members of the
family would make quite a

production out of carefully
choosing their piece of pudding to get
more money than anyone else. It was all
good fun. Other families obviously didn't
have as much 'fun.' One young man, having
a very 'nervous' dinner at his prospective
'in-laws,' wasn't sure what the 'hard bit' in
his pudding was, and didn't want to spit it
out (his prospective mother-in-law had
cooked it) so he just politely swallowed
it.............

There is more .......

Memories from my mother's book
'When I was a little boy'
Mary Billman - born 1908

Main streetWaiwera

Edited by Jeannie Kennedy
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When we lived at the Post Office at
Waiwera, the Post Office was through a
door in the lounge. My sister and family
came up from Auckland on Christmas
Eve. Wendy, 6 years old, was upset
because she had left her tooth brush at
home. My sister had another tooth brush
for her, but we had to work out how
Santa knew it was needed. It was the
days before mobile phones, just good
old landlines. Mum went into the Post
Office, we rang the phone in there and
put Wendy on the line. Mum picked up
the phone and said "Mary Christmas
speaking." There was a tooth brush in
Wendy's stocking the next morning.

One of my nephews was an adorable
14 months old. On Christmas Eve we
were having a party. There was always a
houseful of people there at weekends
and holidays, after all, Waiwera had the
Pools, the Pub and the beach, all within
easy walking distance, just across the
road, in fact.

Young Steve, with his golden curls
and winsome smile, was toddling around
from person to person.

Back in the early 60's, the men drank
beer, the women shandies. Steve wove
his way from knee to knee, a sip here, a
sip there. After a while, we realised he
wasn't as steady on his feet as he had
been at the beginning................

Music

is a moral law.

It gives soul to the universe,

Wings to the mind,

flight to the

imagination, and charm and

gaiety to life

and to everything.

Plato

Continued..........

On behalf of my mother Mary Billman
Jeannie
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Nell Stanley

My memories finally kicked in. Here are a
few memories of Christmas.

y childhood in 1930-40s in the country
was happy. I recall mum cooking full

hot dinners on the black wood stove – no
electricity – then it was carried out into the
garden and we ate it under the trees.
Presents were not lavish but always
excitedly accepted.

he next Christmas which has stayed
with me was 1959 in a bedsitter in
London on my big OE – we collected

others from home and enjoyed a get-
together. The crowning moment was when
farewelling them - it started to snow.

My happiest memory takes me
back to when I was 12 years
old. Father gave me a
thirdhand bike. He painted
it for me, I expected silver
but got black.
There was not much money in
those days. We had no paper
in the house apart from
brown paper and newspaper.
No one had paper. I liked
to draw and there was no
paper so I took the blank
pages in the beginning of
books and used to draw my
pictures.

M

T

Nell All those cards came to life!!

Jocelyn
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Memories are made of this !

All of my Christmas are lovely, sad ones without my
husband, and this year my grandchildren will be
missing their mother, my daughter Sophia, and so will I.
My favourite Christmastide was in the late sixties with
my children. It was 6 a.m on Christmas Day; they had
made up a play about Christmas. They had dressed
themselves up as Father Christmas, an Elf and my
daughter Sophia in a Cheongsam we bought in Malaya.
They had made up the words and sang a Carol. It was
so good. My husband Peter and I knew they were up
to something but this was such a lovely surprise. I
always think of that Lovely Christmas. I hope you all
have a very Blessed Christmastide. God Bless,
Pamela, Mother’s Union Enrolling Member
On reflection, simplicity and anticipation of Christmas
celebrations as a child bring forward pleasurable
thoughts. Nanna stirring the Christmas pudding -
making a wish as the silver coins dropped into the
pudding. Hanging the pudding on the veranda and
guessing how many coins we would get on “The Day”.
Simple imaginative magical moments. The perfume of
the pine trees my father would chop down to our specific
instructions. Making decorations and presents.
Fingering presents lying in-state under the tree until the
grand opening. Fervently praying for not another
beautifully dressed doll by my mother. My prayers were
answered!!!! The Christmas gift of “Simplicity” woven
with “Love” still brings the most pleasure today.Pauline

Mothers’ Union members
hope you too may reflect
on the happiest Christmas
times in your life and that
it enfolds you in Love and
Joy!
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All Saints Birkenhead
Website: https://allsaintsbirkenheadanglican.com/

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/allsaintsbir...

YouTube: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UC8pWeiW4rF-ytqitrCJDEaQ

It is the responsibility of the user of any material other than Creative Commons
and Public Domain to obtain clearance from

All Saints Birkenhead, 187 Hinemoa St, Birkenhead, Auckland 0626
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“Be your own reason to smile today.”


