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When we think we have failed 
By Fr Fred 

The parish priest of a small town arrived at the church  
encouraged and motivated to perform another evening 
Mass, but the hour passed and the town did not come.  
 
After 15 minutes delay, three children entered; after 20 
minutes, two young people entered.  
 
The priest decided to start the Mass with the five people 
and over the course of the service, a couple entered and 
took their seats in the last benches of the church. 
 
When the priest delivered his homily and explained the 
Gospel reading, another person entered, this time a half-
dirty individual carrying a rope in his hand.  
 
Disappointed and not understanding the cause of the 
weak involvement of the faithful, the priest celebrated 
Mass with love and preached with enthusiasm and zeal. 
 
On his way back home, he was robbed and beaten by two 
thieves who stole his folder, where he kept his Bible and 
other valued belongings.  
 
Arriving at the parish house and bandaging his wounds, 
he described that day as: 

“The saddest day of my life, a failure of my ministry, and 
the most unfruitful day of my career; but... never mind, I 
do everything with God and for Him.” 
 
After five years, the priest decided to share this story with 
parishioners at church.  
 
When he was finished telling the story, a couple in that 
parish stopped him and said, ′′Father, the couple in the 
story that sat at the back was us.  
 
“We were on the brink of separation because of several 
problems and disagreements in our home.  
 
“That night, we finally decided to divorce, but first we    
decided to come to church one last time as a couple and 
then each one would follow their path.  
 
“Meanwhile, we left the thought of divorce aside after   
listening to your homily that same night. As a result, today 
we are here with our home and family restored.” 
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Strong faith plays key role in helping Todd face challenges 

His Christian faith has always played a pivotal role in 
parishioner Todd Murfitt’s life – and none more so than 
when, a few years back, he was faced with the    
daunting reality of confronting and tackling Parkinson’s 
Disease. 
 
The guest speaker at our late August Men’s Breakfast 
– yes, the Covid-enforced hiatus is over – Todd 
shared his life story and the many intervals and     
challenges along the way when his faith helped him 
through tough moments. 
 
During his presentation, he assured the gathering of 
almost 50 men and a handful of sons that it was a  
particularly vital ally when, at a relatively young age, 
enjoying success in his career as a school principal 
and with a wife and two young daughters, he          
confronted the early onset of Parkinson’s Disease. 
 
He eventually underwent successful deep brain     
stimulation surgery, which involved inserting a pulse 
generator – connected to a fine wire placed under the 
skin – into specific areas of the brain. The pulse     
generator then produces a tiny electric current which 
runs through the wire and stimulates the part of the 
brain affected by Parkinson's Disease. 
 
We thank Todd for his honest and inspirational 

presentation, as we do those behind making the Men’s 
Breakfast program happen, among them Dan de 
Fazio, Paul Somers and Wayne Broadbridge. It was 
great to use our new hall as the venue and we look 
forward to our next event. 

Todd Murfitt shared his faith story with some 50               

parishioners at our first Men’s Breakfast to                          
be held in the new parish hall 

As the couple spoke, a most successful entrepreneur 
who helped in the livelihoods of people of that church 
saluted, asking to speak.   
 
Giving him the opportunity, he said, “Father, I am the 
person who came in half dirty with a rope in my hand. I 
was on the verge of bankruptcy, lost in drugs, my wife 
and my kids had left home on account of my           
behaviour.  
 
“That night I tried to kill myself, but the rope broke. I 
went out to buy another and on my way back I saw the 
church open and decided to come in even though I 
was dirty and carrying a rope in my hand. That night, 
your homily pierced my heart and I walked out a 
changed person. Today, I'm off the drugs, my family 
came home and I became the most successful      
businessman in the town.” 
 
At the gate of the sacristy entrance, the Deacon  
shouted, “Father, I was one of the thieves that stole 
your belongings. The other one died that same night 
during a second robbery.  
 
“In his briefcase was a Bible. I read it every time I 
woke up in the morning and, after all this reading, I 
decided to apply it to my life and participate in this 
church.” 

The priest was shocked and started crying along with 
the faithful. After all, the night he regarded as a night 
of failure was the most fruitful of his ministry.  
 
Someone sent me this story and one can easily arrive 
at the conclusions the priest came to that ‘most  un-
fruitful’ day of his career.  
 
While correct at face  value, I believe that everyone 
goes through difficult moments, when we don’t        
understand the reason behind them, only to discover 
later that God uses these terrible moments for the 
good of ourselves and others.   
 
All of us through our baptism are called to follow our     
mission, be it through marriage, priesthood, religious 
or single, with dedication and zeal. 
 
As followers of Jesus, we need to live each day and 
try to give it our best shot because, without realising 
that when everything seems lost, we can be an       
instrument of good for someone's life.  
 
In the worst days of our lives, we can still be a     
blessing to someone.  

God can use the “bad circumstances” to produce the 
best for others. 



 

Eighteen people attended the ‘Patris Corde’ (‘With A 
Father’s Heart’) Seminar, conducted by Fr Fred, on 
Sunday 29 August. 
 
The Seminar was a reflection on the life of St Joseph 
who was declared ‘Patron of the Catholic Church’ by 
Blessed Pius IX, proposed ‘Patron of Workers’ by 
Venerable Pius X and ‘Guardian of the Redeemer’ by 
Saint John Paul II. Now, some 150 years on from 
Blessed Pius IX’s declaration, Pope Francis has     
proclaimed 2021 as ‘The Year of St Joseph.’  
 
The Seminar study revealed he was a just man, of 
exemplary character, a tender, loving and obedient 
father who carried out God’s will as revealed to him in 
the Law and through four dreams.  
 
The first dream happened when Joseph was deeply 
troubled by Mary’s mysterious pregnancy and did not 
want to expose her to public disgrace. An angel      
appeared to him telling him not to be afraid of taking 
Mary as his wife, “for the child conceived in her is from 
the Holy Spirit. She will bear a son and you are to 
name him Jesus, for he will save his people from their 
sins.”  
 
Joseph obeyed, married Mary and became the legal 
father of Jesus. In the second dream, the angel told 
him, “Get up, take the child and his mother and flee to 
Egypt and remain there until I tell you; for Herod is 
about to search for the child, to destroy him.” Again, 
Joseph obeyed. 
 
In the third dream, the angel told him that those who 
sought to kill the child were dead and ordered him to 
rise, take the child and his mother and return to the 
land of Israel. Once again, he did as the angel      
commanded. During the return journey, Joseph heard 
Archelaus was ruling over Judea in place of his father 
Herod, so he was afraid to go to Israel. Instead, after 
being warned in a fourth dream, he went to Galilee 

and made his home in a town called Nazareth.  
 
It is clear that “Saint Joseph was called by God to 
serve the person and mission of Jesus directly 
through the exercise of his fatherhood and in this way 
co-operated in the fullness of time in the great mystery 
of salvation and is truly a minister of salvation.”  
 
There is much that can be learned from the example 
of St Joseph, especially in fatherhood matters – to be 
chaste and truly love our children by not holding them 
back by being over-protective or possessive, but    
rather to encourage them to decide matters for    
themselves and let them be free to explore new     
possibilities.  
 
Fr Fred described instances in his own life when    
disappointment and fear held him back. But when he 
was able to accept the reality of his predicament and 
act accordingly, things changed. Like Joseph, who 
was not passively resigned, but courageous and firmly 
pro-active. He always acted in the light of God’s 
judgement rather than his own. “In God we trust!”   
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Fr Fred delivered an enlightening talk on the                                               

life of St Joseph  

Seminar shares reflections on St Joseph the father 
By Gabrielle Morgan 

I attended Mass on Sunday 22 August at Lobethal. I 
was feeling a bit flat (who isn’t during these unsure 
times?) and looking forward to attending Mass and 
catching up with members of my church community.  
 
I picked up my bulletin as I entered the church and 
proceeded to my usual seat.  As I opened the bulletin, 
I saw a beautiful little hand-made card attached to it. 
The card was from Sophia, St Catherine’s School, 
Stirling with the message: ‘I hope that you have a 
good day and a good year’.   
 
It certainly brightened my day and I have since sent a 
Thank You card to Sophia. I would also like to thank 
St Catherine’s School for the initiative.  

Sophia’s message brightens my day! 
By Anne Moore 

Anne Moore’s ‘Thank You’ card to Sophia 
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Celebrating Season of Creation 
We have been celebrating the start of Spring which 
also is the beginning of the 
Season of Creation. At our 
school, we are blessed with 
a rich outdoor learning    
environment with a lot of 
natural beauty and our    
students enjoy opportunities 
to take their learning        
outdoors. Part of our work in 
Religion has been            
recognising where we can 
see signs of the Season of 
Creation and we have a role 
as custodians of this share 
home, to take care of       
creation.  

 

 

We welcome five new students 
This term we welcomed five new students and while 
the start of the 
term was rather        
challenging given 
it coinciding with 
the most recent 
lockdown, the 
children quickly  
settled into the 
daily routines and 
have transitioned 
well. We extend a 
warm welcome to Gabrielle, Matilda, Mason, James 
and Riley, along with their families. 

 

Congrats to our Sacramental Group 
We are most pleased to have had 14 children take 
part in the Sacramental Program this year, its most 
recent milestone  First  Communion on Saturday 28   
August. Thank you 
to Fr Fred and  
Cathie Oswald for 
their work in        
preparing the      
program. I would 
also like to extend a 
thank you to Kelly-
Ann Kirby, families 
and sponsors for the 
way in which they 
have supported the students in their preparations. It is 

exciting to have these children formally initiated into 
the Catholic Church and part of the Adelaide Hills 
Catholic Parish. 
 

Learning in Years 5 and 6 
By Verity and Oscar 
Our Year 5/6 students have used this term’s Religious 
Education lessons to learn about covenants, including 
God’s covenants to us and the covenants in our     
everyday lives. We have also focused on the Three 
Worlds of Text, these being the mirror, picture and 
window. The mirror represents the world in front of the 
text, the picture the world of the text and the window 
the world behind the text. Our Three Worlds of Text 
activity involved reflecting on the passage ‘The    
Feeding of The Five-Thousand.’ After we read the 
passage, we reflected on what the mirror, picture and 
window mean in our lives, according to the passage. 
We have enjoyed Religious Education lessons so far 
this term.  

 

Recognising wonderful support staff 
By Olive and Lucas 
Last week, on 20 August, we prepared seven cards 

and flowers for the School Support Staff teachers that 

help our school in many ways. These were given to 

them at the Year 2 Assembly. These special teachers 

were very fortunate to get a vase full of flowers from 

our gardens, a Principal’s Award, and a gigantic card! 

The teachers were very surprised and grateful for 

these incredible gifts, made by the St Catherine’s 

community.  

 

Thank you, Mrs Ellul, Mrs Van der       Linden, Mrs 

Fischle, Mrs Worthington, Pat, Miss K and Mrs      

Kennedy.  

St Catherine’s Catholic School News 

Spring is synonymous with newness and that’s a message that has resonated across the St Catherine’s 
campus recently, with the Season of Creation recognised and  five new students enrolling at the school. 

Here, APRIM Krystina Dawe and  some students shares these and other happenings with our readers 
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Fathers celebrated across the parish 
The Adelaide Hills Catholic Parish celebrated Father’s Day on Sunday 5 September with four parishioners – 

Joan Davey, Francis McEvoy, Therese Franco and Paul Somers at the Saturday Vigil and the Sunday Masses 

at Birdwood, Bridgewater and Stirling East respectively – reflecting on the central role their fathers played in 
their lives. Here, we share edited versions of their presentations 

Dad always encouraged me to follow my dreams 
By Joan Davey 

Good evening.  
 
My name is Joan Davey and I have been asked to 
share some thoughts of my father,  Norman Ignatius 
Davey. The first surviving child of my Grandma and 
Poppa – they’d lost five babies before – he was     
understandably special. He carried the name Ignatius 
because my Grandma prayed to St Ignatius for a ba-
by to be born alive.  
 
Born between the two World Wars, he lived in      
Maylands, was educated at Rostrevor and grew up in 
a committed Catholic family. He became an           
architectural draughtsman and worked most of his life 
in the city. Dad saw himself as a traditional husband 
and father, his primary role being to provide for my 
mother and his children and be the family               
disciplinarian. 
 
Mum left work when she married dad and he was not 
happy when years later and with my youngest brother 
starting high school, she returned to work part time. 
He refused to have anything to do with the money she 
earned and told her to spend it as she wished. 
 
Dad was a very tall – and loud – man. I grew up  
frightened that my parents would separate as they 
were always yelling at each other but later came to 
realise this was their way of communicating…and had 
been since their courting days. He was a romantic, 
though, and on pay day always brought mum some 
Haigh’s chocolates.  
 
My earliest memories of my dad are of me sitting on 
his shoulders and I remember watching many a 
Christmas Pageant from that elevated position. While 
he worked very hard, he always made sure we had at 
least one or two holidays each year. We’d go to Victor 
Harbor almost every summer with family friends and 
stay in a very large house.  
 
My parents led a full life and entertained a lot. I      
remember someone would come over to dinner each 
Saturday. Mum and dad also played Bridge and when 
they joined the Bridge club, I did as well. I was the 
middle child in a family of three and dad’s only           
daughter.  
 
I know now that I was very special to him. While my 
brothers were expected to become doctors, which 
they inevitably did, I never felt any pressure to do or 
be anything. That said, dad did encourage me in 
many of the things I did in life. 
 
I loved art and I remember him helping me design and 
make a wall-size mural for a dance. Later, in Year 12 
and unable to do art as a subject at school, dad     

enrolled me in an adult         
education art class and he was 
also instrumental in me        
obtaining my first job while still 
at school.  
 
He’d heard that David Jones 
was taking on students, so took 
me into the city to organise an 
interview. I got the job, loved it 
so much and worked there in 
my free time until I married.  
 
Dad also encouraged me to join 
in history lectures at Adelaide 
Uni while I was at school and 
took me to sewing lessons that 
culminated in me being a     
professional dressmaker and 
making my wedding dress    
under the guidance of my 
teacher. 
 
Dad died in his early 50s and while some memories 
are clouded with time, I will never forget that… 
 
On my wedding day he told me that I did not have to 
go through with it if I didn’t want to. However, I did, 
and I can still see and feel how proud he was of me. 
He comforted me when I had my first glitch in my  
marriage, talking things through on our long walks.  
 
As a determined teenager and young adult, I know I 
gave my parents a hard time. Dad, however, was  
always happy to take me to places and collect me 
from wherever I was. 
 
I guess I just thought that was what fathers do but 
with the hindsight of having my own children and 
when I had my own marriage, I   appreciate my father 
for who he was.  
 
He did so much for me, making me Cubby houses 
and dollhouses, painting my room a crazy colour, 
opening my mind to the world through his love of   
debating and politics and encouraging me to do the 
same. Sharing his love for reading, art and music and 
encouraging me to do all the things I wanted to do in 
life. 
 
He was very proud of being a Poppa and he          
worshiped Damon, his first grandchild. Sadly, he died 
when Damon was only 4, and his death was my first 
experience of someone close passing away. Indeed, 
the first time I read at church was at his funeral      
because he used to read at church and I knew he 
would have liked it! 

Joan Davey with her 
father, Norman 
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As fathers, dads, we’re products of our life experiences 
By Francis McEvoy 

I have a problem with Father’s Day. As I see it, anyone 
can be a father. But it takes something, someone       
special to be a dad. And that’s what I think we are really 
celebrating: those special people, dads. 
 
I think our understanding of the term ‘dad’ has changed 
over the years. There have been two fathers, or dads, in 
my personal past: my maternal grandfather and my own 
father. Good men, from different eras, with different 
backgrounds, and such different people.  
 
My grandfather was definitely ‘the patriarch’ of the    
family. I remember him, seated at the head of the  table, 
presiding at meals, writing volumes of correspondence 
and always rather remote. But he was the heart of that 
family and we all gathered on Sundays, after Mass, for 
lunch – uncles, aunties, cousins, a happy group who 
cared for each other – and me.  
 
My own father was a convert, a returned soldier, and a 
disciplinarian. We knew where we stood, and what was 
expected of us. But from him came my own personal 
challenge – or maybe even motto – if something is worth 
doing, it is worth doing well.  
 
I am sure my sense of duty came from him, as did my 
fierce independence. There was a time when we were 
estranged, but when this was resolved we grew into a 
closer relationship.  
 
Interestingly, I was very conscious of how my dad 
‘softened’ as he aged and was able to express his love 
for his children and brought the family closer together in 
appreciation of each other. I guess both these men have 
been significant in shaping me and my understanding of 
fatherhood.  
 
Add to that, Anne, my wife. Together we launched into 
the adventure of parenthood and together we worked 
out ‘how to do it’. I remember the births of both our    
children. I was in awe of Anne, but overwhelmed by 
these tiny, precious little bundles of life that I now held in 
my arms. There was a sense of wonder, of joy – and of 
fear. It was a miracle, but I really had no idea what to do 
about it. Being a dad is something that can only be 
learned ‘on the go’ – and we draw heavily on both our 
partners and our past.   
 
Sometimes I think dads are up against it. “Wait till your 
father gets home” conjures images of both my              
grandfather and my father – a cross between the       
patriarch and the disciplinarian. Fortunately, we largely 
managed to avoid this trap, but I do understand the 
stresses that set up that situation. . 
 
I hope that parenthood was something that we worked 
out together and within that, our individual roles. I’d like 
to say I was the perfect dad, but I am very aware that I 
was not. I recall Kieran headed back to the house   
shouting “I hate your guts” one day after I had rolled him 
in some horse poo!  
 
Despite this, I think we had a good, loving relationship             

However, every now and then, 
you do get some feedback. I  
remember driving to Melbourne 
with Kieran as company. He was 
a young man and when we    
arrived, I told him to take the car, 
head into the city and enjoy   
himself.  
 
“No dad, I thought I’d just hang 
out with you,” he said. Well, I 
was glad of the company and 
help and we had a good day  
together. On the way home, he 
surprised me. “I must have been 
a little s##t growing up,” he said. 
Well, yes, I agreed! “But it was the best growing up I 
could ever have had,” he finished.  
 
I – we – must have done something right. I was playing 
with my grandchildren the other day. One of their       
favourite games is ‘bash up grandpa’! I have taken them 
swimming, read them stories, taken them to school, 
gone on holidays with them, applauded their       
achievements and most importantly, cuddled them and 
loved them. I couldn’t help thinking though that my 
grandfather – or my own father – would never have 
dreamed of behaving like this! 
 
There are two moments in the Gospels which have been 
part of my formation as a dad. The first is that moment 
when Jesus meets John at the river crossing and is  
baptised. As He comes up out of the water, His eyes 
looking to the light above, God speaks directly to, and 
about, him. 
 
“This is my beloved son, in whom I am well pleased”. 
What a special moment, what an inspiration to the Son! 
The Father’s absolute affirmation – that he is loved. In 
our culture, fathers often find it difficult – or at least    
uncomfortable – to say to their sons, “I love you”.  
 
We hope that it is ‘understood’! But the words are      
important, unambiguous, and so empowering. I have 
made it a point to say these special words, to both my 
children and my grandchildren. My second inspiration 
comes from St Joseph, Jesus’ ‘other’ father. Joseph 
obeyed. 
 
We tend to sanctify and sanitise our holy people, but I 
have always seen Joseph as a simple, good and patient 
man whose love of Mary and Jesus enabled them to be 
the people we feel so familiar with today. But I like to 
think too that he, like all fathers, had his moments.  
 
In the third Times when he was all too human –         
impatient, grumpy, tired and overworked. But still provid-
ing love and security for his little family. So, as fathers, 
dads, we are a product of the experiences of our lives. 
We take them in, consciously or subconsciously, but in 
the end, we make our own way. And for me, I believe 
that the heart of good parenting is in love, forgiveness 
and endless patience.  

Francis McEvoy…
we’re really       

celebrating  those 
special people 
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I owe my faith in God to my remarkable dad 
By Therese Franco 

My dad passed away about a month ago. We were 
very close even though we lived in different countries 
for the past 10 years, me in Australia and my dad in 
South Africa. Despite the distance, a day wasn’t   
complete without a quick video call to see what he 
was up to.  
 
My mum passed away from cancer when I was just 
14 and so for many years it had been just me and my 
dad. Even though Covid prevented me from attending 
his funeral in person, I was lucky enough to attend 
virtually through Zoom and deliver his eulogy.  
 
I would like to tell you just a few things about the     
remarkable man he was and share four main things.  
 
The first thing I would say is that my dad loved Jesus. 
I know that I love Jesus today because of my dad’s 
love for Jesus. My dad always told me that he had 
tasted the empty pleasures this world had to offer and 
that his life had only truly begun in earnest when he 
became a Christian. 
 
My dad was not a healthy man and was on renal    
dialysis for 10 years due to hereditary polycystic    
kidney disease. He was often in hospital with terrible 
cyst infections and some three years ago we flew to 
South Africa after the doctors gave him one week to 
live. He defied their predictions and was able to be 
independent and live on his own right to the end. 
 
I came to realise earlier this year just how much my 
dad loved Jesus, when he had a bad fall and knocked 
his head. He had bleeding on his brain and the   
swelling caused severe, albeit temporary, cognitive 
impairment. At its worst, he didn’t know who he was. 
 
But even then, he knew exactly who Jesus was and 
he would call out to him constantly for help. My dad 
once again made a full recovery from the fall.  
 
Secondly, my dad was a man of prayer. He prayed A 
LOT! As a teenager, I remember praying with him 
every night before bed. I also remember often getting 
up in the middle of the night for a drink and hearing 
my dad praying in his room. Peeping through his   
keyhole, I would see him on his knees at the end of 
his bed, praying. My dad never made important     
decisions without first submitting them to God in   
prayer.  
 
Thirdly, my dad was a man of faith. No matter how 
bleak his health or how much he had to suffer, he  
always trusted in God’s providence. He picked up his 
cross daily and followed Jesus. Sometimes his      
suffering would get him down, but he would always 
look to God to strengthen his faith.  
 
He once told me a story about how he was in hospital 
and the drip in his arm was not in properly. The pain 
was excruciating, it was the middle of the night, he 
pushed his buzzer for assistance but no one came. 
 

His loud calls of “nurse, nurse” similarly went         
unanswered. In desperation, he called out to Jesus. 
 
“Jesus, Jesus!” he called as loud as he could…and 
within seconds, three nurses and a doctor came    
rushing into his hospital room. “Therese,” he said, 
“you can always count on Jesus.” 
 
Finally, my dad was not afraid to share his faith. He 
spoke to people about God all the time and would tell 
me how he would share his faith and how people in 
the hospital would ask him to pray for them. He was 
also involved in  outreaches, visiting the poor         
settlements in Johannesburg to feed the hungry and 
share the Gospel.  
 
He kept a box of gospel tracts in his car, in all 11   
official languages of South Africa. He would make 
sandwiches and hand them out to beggars at traffic 
lights, along with a gospel tract in their native         
language. 
 
I’m so thankful to God that he gave me both my dad 
and mum. They are gone too soon but they gave me 
my faith in God.   
 
One day when I pass on if my children can say that I 
loved God, that I was a woman of prayer and of deep 
faith and that I shared my faith with others at every 
opportunity, I think I could then say that my life was 
well lived. The only inheritance truly worth passing on 
is our faith in God because it is the one thing that will 
also serve us in the afterlife.  
 
One last point: my dad outlived most of the people on 
dialysis when he first started, even though many were 
much younger and stronger and didn’t have cyst    
infections.  
 
His doctors often 
asked him how it 
was that he was 
still alive and still 
able to live                
independently. His 
open and honest 
reply was that God 
still had work for 
him to do on earth.  
 
Let us all remember 
that we each have 
a purpose on this 
earth. Let us work 
diligently and faith-
fully at the vocation 
which our Lord has 
called us to and, as 
is written in        
Galatians 6:9, let us 
“never tire of doing 
good.”    
 

Werner Wermuth with his 

daughter Therese on her  

wedding day 
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Dad’s greatest gift was introducing me to my Catholic faith 
By Paul Somers 

My parents had seven children, four daughters and 
three sons. I was fifth in the pecking order, and also 
the youngest son.  
 
My father's name was Stanislaus, or Stan, as most 
people would refer to him. I have very fond memories 
of my father, and still miss him to this day. 
 
We would often holiday in Wales, and I remember my 
father painting "water colours" of the local land and 
seascapes.  
 
He was actually quite a talented painter, as was his 
father, and I clearly remember an oil painting portrait 
of my father as a baby, which my grandfather painted, 
and which hung on a wall in our house. 
 
I also remember my parents buying me a toy castle, 
and some toy soldiers, for Christmas one year, then 
again that might have been Father Christmas!? 
 
Some time later, my father constructed a significant 
extension of the castle, thereby making it a much   
larger structure, which provided me with hours of 
pleasure. 
 
The great thing was that he involved me in the      
construction, although I don't recall that I brought 
much to the table when it came to technical          
competence! Maybe, I just handed him the             
appropriate nails, screws or tools. Either way, it 
proved to be a great shared experience, which I have 
never forgotten. 
 
He was obviously quite handy as a carpenter, a   
competency that, unfortunately, I did not inherit! 
 
When I think of my father, I think of the love, affection 
and security which he, and my mother Joan, gave me 
unconditionally. 
 
I am also most grateful for the happy, harmonious and 
humorous household that I was fortunate enough to 
live in, courtesy of my parents. My father had a great 
sense of humour. 
 
He would say that he and my mother were united 
against the common enemy! Meaning us, their      
children! 
 
I remember once looking at some photos of my father 
and my mother in their youth, before, as my father 
would say, they were struck by lightning! 
 
He taught his children to be critical of what we were 
fed through the newspapers, television news and 
even our teachers. In other words, he taught us to 
seek out the truth, and not to take everything on face 
value. He taught us to seek out contrary evidence in 
order to come up with a balanced view, or opinion. 
 

My parents   
provided me 
with brothers 
and sisters —
and they taught 
me to share, 
they helped me    
relate to many   
different        
personalities. 
 
My father and 
mother proved 
to be great role 
models when it 
came to        
parenting, and I 
like to think that 
this had a very 
positive effect 
on my wife  
Debbie and I, 
when the time came for us to become parents. 
 
I remember the last time that I saw my father alive 
was when Debbie and I were leaving England and 
returning home to Australia. I somehow knew that this 
would be the last time that I saw him, and I found it 
very hard to say goodbye. 
 
When my father passed away, I travelled back to  
England to attend his funeral, and it was a blessing to 
be with my mother and siblings to say farewell to my 
father. 
 
We were able to share many experiences of times 
spent with our father, and this helped all of us to deal 
with the loss. My father and mother provided me with 
great Christian values and wisdom to live by, for 
which I will always be thankful. 
 
Finally, the greatest gift my parents ever gave me was 
introducing me to my Catholic faith, which I value 
highly, and for which I am eternally grateful. In my 
youth, I wandered away from my faith for a while. 
However, when my oldest son David was born, I 
found myself drawn back to it and I thank God that my 
faith has been with me ever since. 
 
I look forward to the day when I will be re-united with 
my father and mother, so that we can continue our 
journey together. Thank you, Stan for being my father.   
 
I count myself as truly blessed to have been your son. 
If I can be half as good as you were as a father, then I 
will have done well! 
 
I still miss you Dad, and always will! 
 
May God bless you Stan, now and always. 

A younger Stan Somers 



 

The Catholic Church in Australia – and locally, the  
Adelaide Hills Catholic Parish and its Mass Centres – 
marked ‘Safeguarding Sunday’ on 12 September. 
 
The occasion, which brought National Child Protection 
Week to a close, was previously known as Child     
Protection Sunday and seeks to acknowledge the   
immense damage caused by sexual abuse of children 
and adults at risk, including by priests, religious and 
lay people within Catholic contexts. It invites people to 
pray for all those harmed by abuse directly and       
indirectly. 
 
In early December 2020, the Australian Catholic    
Bishops conference launched a new national agency, 
Australian Catholic Safeguarding Limited (ACSL), to 
make the Church’s work more accountable,             
coordinated and better prepared to ensure the safety 
of people in Catholic settings.  

The agency recognises that each Catholic entity has a 
responsibility for the safeguarding of children and 
adults at risk. ACSL has developed a risk-based     
review process to assist Catholic entities to arrange 
audits and reviews of their systems and processes.  
More information can be found at www.catholic.org.au/
safeguardingsunday. 
 
Over the last six months, I have assisted Fr Fred to 
review the parish’s interactions with children and     
arranging Child Safety briefings. We expect a briefing 
for the southern end of the parish will be held either 
later this year or in early 2022.  
 
Remember, if anyone in the parish who has concerns 
or doubts about the well-being of a child, please feel 
comfortable approaching either Fr Fred or myself, or 
even just passing on my contact details.  My mobile 
number is 0491150758; my email address 
mcgeough@internode.on.net. 
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‘Safeguarding Sunday’ acknowledges immense      
damage caused by sexual abuse 
By Mark McGeough 

Thanks for quilts, other winter warmers  
By Sue Arthurson, President of the Vinnies Stirling Conference 

The local Stirling Conference of Vinnies has greatly 
accepted generous donations of winter warmers, all of 
which have been passed on to refugees, asylum    
seekers and others in need.  
 
Our thanks to Gumeracha’s Valerie Bennett, who    
created a collection of beautifully hand-made quilts 
and shopping bags. I delivered the gifts to the Vinnies 
House of Welcome for refugees and asylum seekers.  
 
Both the quilts and shopping bags, the latter filled with 
household goods and canned and fresh food, were 
received with great delight and appreciation. 
 
A warm thank you also to the families of St Catherine’s 
School who collected mostly new blankets and warm 

clothes, as well as 
money, for the Vinnies 
Winter  Appeal.   
 
I also took the        
donations to Vinnies 
House of Welcome…
and when we ran out 
of storage space 
there, I hauled the 
remainder to our Mt 
Barker Conference for 
distribution to needy 
families in Mt Barker 
and Tailem Bend.   

The quilts and shopping 
bags were received with  

delight and appreciation  

Fr Fred celebrated Mass on Monday 9 August at Our 
Lady of the Rosary in Stirling East to thank God for his 
seven years as parish priest of the Adelaide Hills    
Catholic Parish.  
 
A few days later, a group of parishioners gathered  
after the Friday morning Mass to celebrate Fr Fred’s  
anniversary over morning tea. 
 
It was again evident that Fr Fred loves a good party, 
especially when it features a chocolate cake! 
 

Fr Fred celebrates seven years as our parish priest 

Fr Fred cuts his anniversary chocolate cake 
while friends look on 

mailto:mcgeough@internode.on.net
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An insight into the plight of Syrian refugees  
By Sue Arthurson, President of the Vinnies Stirling Conference 

We often come across heartbreaking media stories 
but when you hear firsthand a story from a Syrian   
refugee about a recent incident in Lebanon, it brings 
home just how harrowing their lives can be.  
 
I was recently told about three Christian families from 
Syria who are UN-approved refugees and had applied 
to multiple countries for entry. Life in Beirut is very 
difficult, accommodation is overcrowded and there is 
only one hour of power each day.  
 
When these families were approached with an offer to 
go by boat to a safe haven for a large sum of money, 
they were desperate enough to agree, the proviso 
being they would pay only after arrival in safety. A bus 
collected them but rather than travel to the coast, it 

stopped near some buildings. They were ordered out, 
their mobile phones were confiscated and men and 
women were sent to different buildings. At gunpoint, 
the captors forced them to call relatives, tell them they 
were safe and ask them to transfer money to the   
kidnappers’ account(s).  
 
Most complied. Fortunately, one girl with two mobiles 
managed to hide the second and was able to       
message a friend about their plight. The friend       
approached the police and the Armenian community 
and a rescue was organised. The UNHCR believed 
these families to be in danger and transported them to 
Switzerland where they have been accepted as     
humanitarian refugees. 

 ADELAIDE HILLS PARISH - MASS TIMES 
  

St Matthew’s Church, Bridgewater 

1 Wembley Avenue 

Saturday Vigil – 6.00pm 

Sunday – 10.30am  
 

St Matthew’s Church, Birdwood  

Lot 95 Shannon Street 

First & Third Sunday – 8.30am 
 

St Joseph the Worker Church,  

Lobethal 38 Ridge Road 

Second, Fourth & Fifth Sunday – 8.30am 
 

Our Lady of the Rosary Church, 

Stirling East, 

135 Old Mount Barker Road 

Sunday – 5.30pm 

Deadlines for forthcoming issues of The Bridge 

If you’re planning to submit something to The Bridge for 

the next three issues, please note the following deadlines: 

October – Wednesday 29 September 

November—Wednesday 3 November 

December – 30 November 

  

Your contributions can be emailed to 

paul@wordcafe.com.au or dropped off at the parish 

house. 

Thank you. 

  

Paul Robinson (editor) 
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September is sweet tooth nirvana! 
If blessed with a sweet tooth, you’re in the box seat this month as Betty White turns her ample skills to a 

selection of treats sure to satisfy those sugary taste buds… 

We’ll start with a Strawberry Tart. You can either 
purchase a 20cm tart shell or make your own from 
ready-to-use short pastry.  
 
Then grab: 
250g of mascarpone 
⅓ of a cup of icing sugar 
2 punnets of strawberries  
½ a jar of strawberry jam 
 
If making your own tart shell, bake it blind by lining 
with paper and filling with dried beans or similar to 
weigh it down. Make sure it is cooked through.     
Combine the mascarpone with the icing sugar and 
spread over the base. Arrange the strawberries over 
the tart. If they are large, cut them in half. Warm the 
jam and brush it over the fruit, dust with icing sugar 
and serve.   

 
Then there’s the Cinnamon Holly Biscuits. The   
effort comes in the preparation time of about 45 
minutes, after which it’s a quick 10 minutes in the  
oven and 30 minutes (although it feels like an eternity 
as the aromas fill your nostrils and fire up your       
appetite) cooling. 
 
It’s all worth the effort and wait, though, so to make 30 
biscuits, you will need: 
90g of butter, at room temperature 
2 cups of self-raising flour  
2 teaspoons of ground cinnamon 
½ a cup of firmly packed brown sugar 
¼ of a cup of golden syrup 
1 egg, lightly whisked  
Lemon Icing 
Mint leaves and candy-coated chocolate buttons to 
decorate  
 
Place the butter, flour and cinnamon in a food        
processor and process until fine crumbs form. Add the 
sugar, golden syrup and egg; pulse until the mixture 
comes together and forms a dough. Turn out the 

dough onto a lightly floured work surface and knead 
until smooth. Wrap dough in plastic food wrap and 
chill for 30 minutes. Pre-heat the oven to 180°C 
(160C° for fan-forced), grease and line two oven trays 
with baking paper. Divide the dough into two equal 
portions. For each portion, roll out the dough between 
two sheets of baking paper until 5mm thick. Using a 
6cm round fluted cookie cutter, cut 15 discs from the 
dough. Repeat the exercise with the remaining dough 
portion to make 30 discs in total.  
 
Arrange the discs on the prepared trays and bake for 
eight minutes or until golden brown. Cool the biscuits 
on trays, during which time they will firm. Then spread 
the cooled biscuits with icing and decorate with mint 
leaves and chocolate buttons. 

We conclude with Shortbread. Again, the time-
consuming components are preparation (25 minutes) 
and the pre-baking freezing process (one hour). For 
20 shortbread fingers, you require: 
2 cups of plain flour, plus extra to dust  
½ cup of pure icing sugar  
¼ of a cup of rice flour  
250g of butter, chilled and chopped  
1 tablespoon of caster sugar  
 
Sift the flour, icing sugar and rice flour into a bowl and 
rub in the butter to form fine crumbs. Divide the dough 
into two equal portions. For each portion and on a 
work surface dusted with plain flour, shape the dough 
into a 15cm log about 4cm thick. Wrap the logs in 
plastic food wrap, twisting the ends to secure. Freeze 
the dough for one hour.  
 
Pre-heat the oven to 
160°C (140°C for fan-
forced), grease and line 
two oven trays with   
baking paper, cut each 
log into 14 x 1cm thick 
slices and arrange on the 
prepared trays. Prick 
with a fork, sprinkle with 
sugar and bake for 15 
minutes or until lightly 
golden. Cool completely 
on trays.  
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This directory is constantly changing if you want to volunteer in any of the parish activities please contact the parish office. 

1 Wembley Avenue (PO Box 713), Bridgewater SA 5155 

P: 08 8339 1608 W: www.adelaidehillsparish.com.au E: adelaidehillsp@ozemail.com.au 

Parish Priest 

Fr Alfred Farrugia    8339 1608 

Pastoral Coordinator 

Cathie Oswald    8339 1608 

Parish Secretary 

Therese Franco    8339 1608 

Baptism Teams 

Helen Cantwell    8390 3290 

Maria Thompson     0408 898 357  

Anne Moore     8568 2800 

Sue Streich     8568 2858 

Deb Stapleton     0408 835 990 

Pam Broadbridge    8339 5013 

Catholic Womens League 

Barbara Mott (Bridgewater)   8339 1083 

Anne McEvoy (Birdwood)   8568 2394 

Child Protection  

Mark McGeough    

Children’s Liturgy    

Jane van Mierle    8339 2609 

Choir 

Damien Mansfield    8339 4133 

Christian Life Communities 

Helen Cantwell    8390 3290 

Faith Formation Team 

Dan de Fazio (Chair)    8339 3393 

Paris Huffman (Secretary)   8568 2 394 

Finance and Maintenance Committee 

Paul Howe (Chair)    8388 5281 

Birdwood contact 

Leon & Leonie Holmes   8568 2319 

Hills Combined Christian Churches 

Cathie Oswald    0428 244 958 

Francis McEvoy    8568 2 394 

Liturgy 

Birdwood - Fr Alfred Farrugia   8339 1608 

Lobethal - Fr Alfred Farrugia   8339 1608 

 

Men’s Spirituality Coordinators 

Paul Somers     8339 5118  

Dan de Fazio     8339 3393 

Music Coordinator 

Sean van der Linden    8339 8195 

Our Lady of the Rosary Community Rep 

Debbie Somers    8339 5118 

Parish Atrium 

Sue Sachse     0431 117 840 

Parish Pastoral Council  

Tom Kenyon (Chair)    0439 977 221 

Prayer Group 

Christina Way     8339 1825 

Sacraments—Baptisms, Weddings,                                               

Reconciliation, Communion to the Sick,                                               

Religious Education                                                                                                   

Please contact the Parish House  8339 1608 

St. Catherine’s Catholic School 

22 Ayers Hill Rd, Stirling SA 5152  8238 8238 

Principal - John Low 

School Board Chair - Russell Gwynne 

St. Martha’s Meals  meals4stmartha@gmail.com 

 

St Matthews Sewing Group 

Stasia Duszynski    8339 4396 

St Vincent de Paul Society  

Sue Arthurson     8339 8312 

Leonie Holmes    8568 2319 

Social Justice Group  

Cathie Oswald    0428 244 958  

WHS Volunteer  

Marianne Berry    0407 903 382 

Youth Group 

David Anthony    0449 119 891 

Parish Office email:  adelaidehillsp@ozemail.com.au 

Bridge Email:   thebridge@ozemail.com.au 

Facebook:   www.facebook.com/adelaidehillsparish 

     

The opinions expressed in The Bridge are those of the authors and are not necessarily those of the Parish Priest, Pastoral Coordinator, Editor or Parish. 


