
Greetings from Fiona



Mioko Wood and Heather Cameron

We have recently been saddened by the passing of Mioko on 2 November and

Heather on 5 November 2019. We will remember each of them for their strong

beliefs and deep commitment to Christian values. May they rest in peace.







God is not ashamed at the lowliness of human beings … he loves the lost, the neglected,

the unseemly, the excluded, the weak and broken.

Dietrich Bonhoeffer













The particular danger that faces us as Christmas approaches is unlikely to be contempt for the sacred season, but

that our familiarity with it may easily produce in us a kind of indifference. The true wonder and mystery may

leave us unmoved; familiarity may easily blind us to the shining fact that lies at the heart of the season. We are all

aware of the commercialisation of Christmas; we can hardly help being involved in the frantic business of buying

and sending of gifts and cards. We shall without doubt enjoy the carols, the decorations, the feasting and

jollification, the presents, the parties, the dancing and the general atmosphere of goodwill that almost magically

permeates the days of Christmas. But we may not always see clearly that so much decoration and celebration has

been heaped upon the festival that the historic fact upon which all the rejoicing is founded has been almost

smothered out of existence.

What we are celebrating is the awe-inspiring humility of God, and no amount of familiarity with the trappings of

Christmas should ever blind us to its quiet but explosive significance. For Christians believe that so great is

God’s love and concern for humanity that he himself became a man. Amid the sparkle and colour and music of

the days celebration we must remember that God’s insertion of himself into human history was achieved with an

almost frightening quietness and humility. There was no advertisement, no publicity, no special privilege; the

entry of God into the world was almost heartbreakingly humble.

At the time of this astonishing event only a handful of people knew what had happened. And as far as we know,

no one spoke openly about it for thirty years. Even when the baby was grown to be a man, only a few recognised

him for who he really was. Two or three years of teaching and preaching and healing people, and his work was

finished. He was betrayed and murdered, deserted by all his friends. By normal human standards this is a tragic

little tale of failure, the rather squalid story of a promising young man from a humble home, put to death by the

envy and malice of the professional men of religion. All this happened in an obscure, occupied province of the

vast Roman Empire.

It is fifteen hundred years ago that this apparently invincible empire utterly collapsed, and all that is left of it is

ruins. Yet the little baby, born in such pitiful humility and cut down as a young man in his prime, commands the

allegiance of millions all over the world. Although they have never seen him, he has become friend

That is why we should not try to escape a sense of awe, almost a sense of fright, at what God has done. We must

never allow anything to blind us to the true significance of what happened at Bethlehem so long ago. Nothing can

alter the fact that we live on a visited planet.

from The Dangers of Advent by J.B. Phillips.



Murphy dropped some buttered toast on the floor and it landed butter-side up. He looked down in

astonishment for he knew it’s a law of the nature of the universe that buttered toast always lands butter side

down. He rushed to the presbytery to see Father Flanagan, told the priest that a miracle had occurred but

wouldn’t say what it was. Instead, he asked the priest to come back to the kitchen in his house and see it

with his own eyes.

There he asked Father what he could see on the floor.

‘Well’ said the priest ‘ it’s pretty obvious. Someone has dropped some buttered toast on the floor and then,

for some reason, they flipped it over so that the butter is on top’ .

‘No Father! I dropped it, and it landed like that! ’

‘Oh My Lord’ said Father Flanagan ‘dropped toast never lands with the butter-side up. It’s a mir …’ .

He stood speechless for a moment then continued ‘It’s not for me to say this is a miracle. I’ ll have to report

this to the Bishop. He’ ll send some people round to interview you and take photographs and all that’ .

A thorough investigation was conducted, not only by the archdiocese but by scientists sent over from the

Vatican. No expense was spared. There was great excitement in the town as everyone knew that a miracle

would bring in much needed tourist revenue.

Then after 8 weeks and with great fanfare, the Bishop announced the final ruling:

‘ It is certain that some kind of extraordinary event took place in Murphy’s kitchen - quite outside the

natural laws of the universe. Yet the Holy See must be very cautious before declaring a miracle. All other

explanations must be ruled out.

Unfortunately, in this case it has been declared No Miracle - because they think that Murphy may have

buttered the toast on the wrong side’ .


