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From the RectorY: Lighten Our Darkness

Those of us who grew up with the old Book of Common Prayer will well
remember the Collect for Evening Prayer. ‘Lighten our Darkness we beseech thee, O Lord; and by thy great mercy defend us from the perils
and dangers of this night, for the Love of thy only Son, our Saviour Jesus
Christ. Amen’. What you may not be aware of is that this prayer inspired
poet and padre Geoffrey Studdert Kennedy (who was know as Woodbine Willie for all the cigarettes he handed out in his role as a chaplain)
to write a heart wrenching poem of his experiences just behind the battle lines during World War One.
Over one hundred years ago chaplains like Studdert Kennedy were sent
to provide spiritual guidance for the soldiers and to boost their morale.
What met all of them was a brutal horror that often shattered their own
faith. Their duties included ministering to the dead and dying, retrieving
and identifying soldier’s remains and giving them a Christian burial. Even
more harrowing would have been ministering to the final spiritual needs
of those who were to be shot at dawn (and those who carried out their
execution).
Beginning with the comforting familiar words of the Collect for Evening
Prayer; Geoffrey Studdert Kennedy wrote the following words:
Lighten our Darkness
Lighten our darkness, Lord, in bygone years,
Oft have I prayed and thought on childish fears,
Glad in my heart that, when the day was dead,
God's four white angels watched about my bed.
Lighten our darkness! Kneeling in the mud,
My hands still wet and warm with human blood,
Oft have I prayed it! Perils of this night!
Sorrow of soldiers! Mercy, give us light.

Lighten our darkness! Black upon the mind
Questions and doubts, so many paths that wind,
Worlds of blind sorrow crying out for sight.
Peace, where is Peace? Lord Jesus, give us light.
Lighten our darkness! Stumbling to the end,
Millions of mortals feeling for a friend,
Shall not the judge of all the earth do right?
Flame through the darkness, Lord, and give us Light.
This last line references the pillar of fire that embodied the presence of
God that led Moses and the Israelites out of Egypt, an image of hope at
the end of a troubling search for meaning amidst the horror of war.
***
Over one hundred years later we once again go back to the
comforting familiarity of the Evening Collect at a time of deep distress
and unsettling anxiety. And while our experiences with Covid can in no
way be likened to the horror of the trenches in World War One, or the
Blitz in World War 2,we do plan to bring a comfort and a connection to
Hope for Advent and Christmas 2020. Using the recently tastefully
restored floodlighting around our beautiful Church building, a series of
silhouetted biblical characters and an emerging story on Facebook of
the first Christmas as witnessed by heaven’s messengers; we are once
again trying to share hope, love, peace and joy in a troubled world. You
will find the first chapter of this story below, if you cannot access
Facebook, please ring Baden on 087 948 4407 and we will get the daily
chapters to you by another way.

Baden
***
Remembering
November is very much a month associated with mourning for loved
ones who have died in recent weeks, months and even years. Our All
Saints Day Remembering Service was very moving as 138 names were
read out and candles lit in their memory. The next week was the
remembering of all who died in wartime. Again the names of those from
Bray and North Wicklow who didn’t come home were read out on
Wednesday 11th November as part of our 11am Act of Remembrance.
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At our Remembrance Sunday service we were moved again by the
reading of letters among the mothers and wives of Guy Edwards’ flight
crew as word reached their families that they were all missing, and then
that only Guy had survived. We really cannot fully grasp the awfulness of
their loss.
In the midst of our remembering, quite a
few families were grieving their own loved
ones more recently deceased. Our love,
thoughts and prayers are with each one,
whether known by many or by few. We
extend our heartfelt sympathy to the family
and friends of Suadagar Negdev, especially
his wife Isolde and sister-in-law, Ros Bremner:
The family and friends and work colleagues
of Brian Murphy: To Arthur, Claire, Emily and
Rachel Fortune on the passing of his dear
mum, Muriel, a wonderful lady with deep
faith who impacted the lives of a number of
our parishioners throughout her long life: To
the family and friends of Ganadi Krasilnikoff,
especially Vivienne Merriman and Matfei: To the family and friends of
Shanhong He (Eddie), formerly a chef in the Martello, his wife Xiuzhi
(Annie) and his sons Marco, Nicky and Robyn. We were honoured to
facilitate his funeral in Christ Church Bray.
To the family and friends of Betty Healy, a regular and faithful attender
at our 8.30 communion for many years. Betty was a wonderful lady who
was filled with kindness and gentleness
but strong when she needed to be. She
loved receiving communion at home
and latterly in the Nursing Home, always
ready with her tiny family Book of
Common Prayer, and the Collect for the
Day already marked out.
We were all shocked and deeply
saddened by the passing of Val Philp.
She was such a warm and welcoming
presence at all of our Church services
and events. She was rightly proud of her
role as the People’s Churchwarden, a
role she held right up to the very end. So
many people of all ages have
mentioned her twinkling (winking) eyes,
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, her smile and her sincerity. We have lost one of our parish treasures far
too soon. Fuller tributes to Val are to be found in this edition of In Touch
and on our website www.christchurchbray.ie
A Message of Hope for Advent and Christmas
You will find a Christmas card and a message of Hope included in this
magazine. At a time when it may feel like Christmas is being stolen from
us by Covid-19, it’s important that we remember that we still have so
much to celebrate this year. Our thanks to Val and Ian Keegan for
allowing us to use their stunning picture, and to AB Print and Design for
designing and printing the card. On this card you will find a listing of all
that is happening in Christ Church Bray during December, and how best
to stay connected with your parish family during these challenging
times. Our message is simple, we miss you, we look forward to being
able to meet again in the non-to distant future, and we are here for you
and one another.

Baden

Livestream update
As I think back to our plans and preparations for Advent and Christmas
2019, it amazes me how much we took for granted; being able to meet
in great numbers without fear; listening to our four part choir preparing
for festive services, tea and coffee (and mince pies and mulled wine) in
abundance. Back then, livestream was a vague concept that allowed
people overseas to ‘tune-in’ to a family funeral. So much has changed
in twelve short months! Now we are nearly all familiar and comfortable
with the livestreaming of our Sunday Services. It has been lovely to be
able to see the Epiphany Chapel each week and get some glimpse of
how the Church building is faring during lockdown. (I can tell you that it
is still as cold as ever, so some things never change! We have been
looking for some time at installing a camera into the main body of the
Church. There are a number of viable options, but Val’s death and our
inability to have her funeral service in the Church she loved and served
all her life brought the issue front and centre. And so, the Select Vestry
has decided to stay with our current livestream model and supplier (who
are actually based in Bray). By the time you receive this magazine the
new cameras will have been installed. It is a much stronger camera with
30 x zoom setting which will allow us to focus in on various parts of the
front of the Church, pulpit, reading desk, organ, communion table. It
comes with a more comprehensive package that will allow us to ‘drop
in’ videos and PowerPoints and will make our experience of distance

6

worship much more intimate and connective. We are also able to keep
our Epiphany Chapel camera which we will use for more reflective
services. Thanks also to a significant donation from Ann and Alan
Mulligan, we are in a position to have this camera in place for the the
beginning of the Church’s New Year, Advent Sunday. You will still log-in
via www.churchservices.tv/christchurchbray and God willing you will get
to enjoy our Holy Space again.

Baden
Pacing ourselves
It is now more important than ever to self-care, to look after our mental
and physical health during the stresses and strains of this present crisis.
This is also true of Church leaders and while I have gotten much better
at taking time off, I still find myself occasionally overwhelmed as I hit that
metaphorical wall. Our family circumstances have changed in recent
weeks and it is not always going to be possible for me to take Tuesdays
as my day off. Fridays are emerging as a more suitable day to rest,
reflect and recuperate in preparation for what are inevitably frenetic
weekends. Unfortunately this will take a bit of time to transition, so if I
don’t answer your call on either Tuesday, or Friday, please persevere
and do leave a message of send a text on 087 948 4407.
Thanks

Baden
A tribute to our church warden, Val Philp
‘One in a million… a true gem… a great storyteller… an occasional
mischief maker… very generous… a treasure’ are just a few of the warm
descriptions of our church warden, fellow parishioner and dear friend,
Val Philp who sadly passed away on 25 October 2020.
Val contributed greatly to the life of our parish. A church warden for five
years, she gave everyone who entered Christ Church Bray the warmest
of welcomes with a big smile and a sparkle in her eye. She had a lovely
manner when inviting the congregation to go up for Communion if they
so wished. ‘With a keen interest in the young folk of the parish, Val kept
up to speed with their lives and activities. She was always to hand to
make sure the youngest church goers were comfortable and safe in the
Family Room.
Val was an enthusiastic ‘Recycled Teenager’ – attending the monthly
get together for the over 65s in our parish. She never missed a gathering
since it was set up four years ago unless she was away.
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Her wonderful sense of humour will be missed by all, including the Count
Team of which she was a key member.
We will miss her Green Nissan Micra parked in the same place each
Sunday, the vibrant purple and blue hues of her outfits, the clickity-clack
of her crutch as she did the collection, her winks, and the endless supply
of polo mints buried in her handbag!
There was a great dignity, integrity and wisdom in Val. She never
complained as her illness progressed.
Our deepest sympathies to her brother Ivan, sister Margaret, sisters-in-law
Ann and Trish, brother-in-law Jack, nieces Kerry, Nicola, Tara, Amanda,
Caroline and Sarah, the extended family in Canada and the UK and a
wide circle of friends.
On the night of 31 October, there was a rare lunar phenomenon: the
second full moon in a month, also known as Blue Moon. How apt for the
date of Val’s funeral – a women as special, as unique, and as precious
as Val is surely only found once in a Blue Moon.

Sally-Anne Fisher,
Church Warden
Val Philp
‘To live in the hearts of those we love, is not to die!’
Val’s parting from us was not expected so soon, even though we knew
she struggled with health issues, she was a wonderful constant in our
Church family. To her siblings, Margaret, Ivan, and the late Clive, she
was their little sister, generous, kind, caring but always that twinkle and
that hint of mischief. Her first encounter with ‘sport’ was when she was
3 years old; and Clive and Ivan, under instruction to take their sisters for
a walk, instead tied her pram to their bike and made their way up one
of Bray’s many steep hills. On the way down, pram inevitably overtook
bike, throwing said sisters into the ditch. Her brothers sweating with the
effort of trying to catch up and the fear of their sisters ‘telling’. In her last
conversation with Ivan, Val told him that she had finally forgiven him!!
Val was educated at Glengara Park, where sports took precedence
over her homework, though her lovely smile and waist length brown
plaits won over her Irish teacher among others. On leaving school
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she worked in AIB Ranelagh for many years before being transferred to
Head Office where she became secretary to one of the department
directors. Throughout her life she had a huge enthusiasm for golf tennis
and badminton, successfully competing over the years enjoying the
camaraderie as well as the game and making lifelong friends along the
way.
She had a great love of children and treated all of her nieces as if they
were her own. Her love of children was not limited to her own family.
She maintained a large list of children to generously spoil and indulge
on birthdays Easter and Christmas and frequently returned from church
describing in vivid detail the wonderful children she met there.

There were numerous occasions when one of her nieces prepared a
modern meal for her that wouldn’t necessarily have been her first culinary choice, but ever mannerly and polite, Val would
always eat what she was given, clearing her plate and thanking her
host . Dishes requiring particular strength of character included cold
nettle soup, sushi in its many guises, and various vegetarian
concoctions. She also had a great love of travel with great friends and
family members and her travels took her to many places including
America, Canada, Hong Kong, The Gambia and cruises on
the Mediterranean. She often travelled to visit her siblings for a catchup, but these meetings invariably ended up being more of a knees up,
with her brothers Ivan and Clive being particularly guilty of heavy handed pouring. She loved a party and once travelled to Hong Kong to visit
her brother and sister-in-law. Despite the journey taking three days instead of 24 hours she finally arrived in the middle of the night to her welcome party that had been initially planned to allow her several days to
get over her jet lag. Partying until 4:00 am she was the life and soul of
the gathering Despite the revelry on her travels, she always took time to
send a postcard, search for quirky souvenirs, and take in the local wildlife. On one hilarious occasion on safari Val thought she had discovered
a five legged elephant but it was her sister Margaret who diplomatically pointed out that this was in fact not a fifth leg that she had seen but
rather a male bull.
It was this, sometimes wicked, sense of humour that has caused much
amusement in our memories since her passing. I can still picture Val in
the family room shaking with laughter as she told me that, having seen
a report on the TV for a new fashion must have, ‘the man-kini’ (a bikini
for men), she had suggested to Rev. Martin and David the Sunday

before that really, this should be their new fashion accessory!! Val’s
family have since gifted a fluorescent green mankini to the Church – for
use by the Rector – there will be no photos!
Val was a devoted member of Christ Church where she served on the
Select Vestry for over 20 years. She also volunteered for countless fundraising events taking on the tasks of counting and banking the money
as well as sandwich making for the masses and the occasional ‘special’
coffee for the counters at Christmas. Val loved attending church each
week and built a strong community of friends around her.
Parish involvement included:
Bray One Act Drama Festival
Youth Guild
Count Team/ Fete/ Concerts
Recycled Teenagers
Trustee of Bray Poor Relief Fund and Archdeacon Scott Education Fund
Sanctuary Guild and so much more.
In her final years she bravely and quietly, without fuss, battled cancer,
always maintaining her trademark smile and keen sense of humour,
charming the doctors and nurses and never once complaining.
THE GOLFER’S HYMN
A bag of clubs, a dimpled ball.
Fair verdant greens, that rise and fall,
An azure sky, a glorious sun.
And a day of golf is well begun.
A score that does not bring disgrace.
Good will for all the human race,
Enjoyment of a setting sun.
And a splendid day of golf is done.
Laughter and love are so important as part of the grieving process, it
reminds us that Val was so much more than our friend who has gone
from us, she was so full of life, love and generosity; and she still is. Our
parting is hard, but our re-union will be mighty!

Baden

HO! HO! HO!
ORDER YOUR CHRISTMAS TREE NOW………. all proceeds as usual
to charities which more than ever need our support now due to
COVID, they really are suffering… If you do not wish to buy a
tree could you please make a donation as this will be very helpful to the charities
Orders taken NOW
(1) From Parish Office (01) 2862968 or email christchurchbray@gmail.com
(2) Order by email to wilkinsecure@hotmail.com
(3) Order by phone George (087) 2543113 or office (01) 2868377
Collection from Christchurch Bray on Saturday 5th December
10am-12noon
All trees are NON-SHREDDERS, very keen prices, we are holding
last years prices!!!!, on behalf of all the charities we thank you for
your support.
4ft, 6ft, 8ft, 10ft, 14ft
Prices:
4ft €35.00
6ft €40.00
8ft €45.00
10ft €55.00
14ft €65.00
Thank you for helping!!!!!
Just to cheer everyone up for the festive season everyone who
orders a tree this year, their name will be entered into a draw for
a bumper Christmas Hamper and the draw will take place on
Saturday 12th December

From swords into ploughshares - a Christmas parable from 1940’s
America
It was Christmas Eve 1942. I was fifteen years old and feeling like the
world had caved in on me because there just hadn't been enough
money to buy me the rifle that I'd wanted for Christmas.
We did the chores early that night for some reason. I just figured Daddy
wanted a little extra time so we could read in the Bible. After supper was
over I took my boots off and stretched out in front of the fireplace and
waited for Daddy to get down the old Bible.
I was still feeling sorry for myself and, to be honest, I wasn't in much of a
mood to read Scriptures. But Daddy didn't get the Bible instead he
bundled up again and went outside. I couldn't figure it out because we
had already done all the chores. I didn't worry about it long though I
was too busy wallowing in self-pity.
Soon he came back in. It was a cold clear night out and there was ice
in his beard. "Come on, Matt," he said. "Bundle up good, it's cold out
tonight." I was really upset then. Not only wasn't I getting the rifle for
Christmas, now he was dragging me out in the cold, and for no earthly
reason that I could see. We'd already done all the chores, and I couldn't
think of anything else that needed doing, especially not on a night like
this. But I knew he was not very patient at one dragging one's feet when
he'd told them to do something, so I got up and put my boots back on
and got my coat. Mommy gave me a mysterious smile as I opened the
door to leave the house. Something was up, but I didn't know what..
Outside, I became even more dismayed. There in front of the house was
the work team, already hitched to the big sled. Whatever it was we
were going to do wasn't going to be a short, quick, little job. I could tell.
We never hitched up this sled unless we were going to haul a big load.
Daddy was already up on the seat, reins in hand. I reluctantly climbed
up beside him. The cold was already biting at me. I wasn't happy. When
I was on, Daddy pulled the sled around the house and stopped in front
of the woodshed. He got off and I followed.
"I think we'll put on the high sideboards," he said. "Here, help me." The
high sideboards! It had been a bigger job than I wanted to do with just
the low sideboards on, but whatever it was we were going to do would
be a lot bigger with the high side boards on.
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Then Daddy went into the woodshed and came out with an armload
of wood - the wood I'd spent all summer hauling down from the
mountain, and then all Fall sawing into blocks and splitting. What was
he doing? Finally I said something. I asked, "what are you doing?"
You been by the Widow Jensen's lately?" he asked. Mrs.Jensen lived
about two miles down the road. Her husband had died a year or so
before and left her with three children, the oldest being eight. Sure, I'd
been by, but so what?
Yeah," I said, "Why?"
"I rode by just today," he said. "Little Jakey was out digging around in
the woodpile trying to find a few chips. They're out of wood, Matt."
That was all he said and then he turned and went back into the
woodshed for another armload of wood. I followed him. We loaded
the sled so high that I began to wonder if the horses would be able to
pull it. Finally, he called a halt to our loading then we went to the
smoke house and he took down a big ham and a side of bacon. He
handed them to me and told me to put them in the sled and wait.
When he returned he was carrying a sack of flour over his right
shoulder and a smaller sack of something in his left hand.
"What's in the little sack?" I asked. Shoes, they're out of shoes. Little
Jakey just had gunny sacks wrapped around his feet when he was out
in the woodpile this morning. I got the children a little candy too. It just
wouldn't be Christmas without a little candy."
We rode the two miles to Mrs.Jensen's pretty much in silence. I tried to
think through what Daddy was doing. We didn't have much by worldly
standards. Of course, we did have a big woodpile, though most of
what was left now was still in the form of logs that I would have to saw
into blocks and split before we could use it. We also had meat and
flour, so we could spare that, but I knew we didn't have any money, so
why was he buying them shoes and candy? Really, why was he doing
any of this? Widow Jensen had closer neighbors than us; it shouldn't
have been our concern.
We came in from the blind side of the Jensen house and unloaded the
wood as quietly as possible then we took the meat and flour and shoes
to the door. We knocked. The door opened a crack and a timid voice
said, "Who is it?" "Lucas Miles, Ma'am, and my son, Matt, could we
come in for a bit?"
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Mrs.Jensen opened the door and let us in. She had a blanket wrapped
around her shoulders. The children were wrapped in another and were
sitting in front of the fireplace by a very small fire that hardly gave off
any heat at all. Mrs.Jensen fumbled with a match and finally lit the
lamp.
"We brought you a few things, Ma'am," Daddy said and set down the
sack of flour. I put the meat on the table. Then he handed her the sack
that had the shoes in it. She opened it hesitantly and took the shoes out
one pair at a time. There was a pair for her and one for each of the
children - sturdy shoes, the best, shoes that would last. I watched her
carefully. She bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling and then tears
filled her eyes and started running down her cheeks. She looked up at
my Daddy like she wanted to say something, but it wouldn't come out.
"We brought a load of wood too, Ma'am," he said. Then turned to me
and said, "Matt, go bring in enough to last awhile. Let's get that fire up to
size and heat this place up." I wasn't the same person when I went back
out to bring in the wood. I had a big lump in my throat and as much as I
hate to admit it, there were tears in my eyes too. In my mind I kept
seeing those three kids huddled around the fireplace and their mother
standing there with tears running down her cheeks with so much
gratitude in her heart that she couldn't speak
My heart swelled within me and a joy that I'd never known before filled
my soul. I had given at Christmas many times before, but never when it
had made so much difference. I could see we were literally saving the
lives of these people.
I soon had the fire blazing and everyone's spirits soared. The kids started
giggling when Daddy handed them each a piece of candy and
Mrs.Jensen looked on with a smile that probably hadn't crossed her face
for a long time. She finally turned to us. "God bless you," she said. "I know
the Lord has sent you. The children and I have been praying that he
would send one of his angels to spare us."
In spite of myself, the lump returned to my throat and the tears welled
up in my eyes again. I'd never thought of my Daddy in those exact
terms before, but after Widow Jensen mentioned it I could see that it
was probably true. I was sure that a better man than Daddy had never
walked the earth.
I started remembering all the times he had gone out of his way for
Mommy and me, and many others. The list seemed endless as I thought
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Daddy insisted that everyone try on the shoes before we left. I was
amazed when they all fit and I wondered how he had known what sizes
to get. Then I guessed that if he was on an errand for the Lord that the
Lord would make sure he got the right sizes.
Tears were running down Widow Jensen's face again when we stood
up to leave. My Daddy took each of the kids in his big arms and gave
them a hug. They clung to him and didn't want us to go. I could see
that they missed their Daddy and I was glad that I still had mine.
At the door he turned to Widow Jensen and said, "The Mrs. wanted me
to invite you and the children over for Christmas dinner tomorrow. The
turkey will be more than the three of us can eat, and a man can get
cantankerous if he has to eat turkey for too many meals. We'll be by to
get you about eleven. It'll be nice to have some little ones around
again. Matt, here, hasn't been little for quite a spell." I was the youngest.
My two brothers and two sisters had all married and had moved away.
Mrs.Jensen nodded and said, "Thank you, Brother Miles. I don't have to
say, May the Lord bless you, I know for certain that He will."
Out on the sled I felt a warmth that came from deep within and I didn't
even notice the cold. When we had gone a ways, Daddy turned to me
and said, "Matt, I want you to know something. Your Mother and me
have been tucking a little money away here and there all year so we
could buy that rifle for you, but we didn't have quite enough
Then yesterday a man who owed me a little money from years back
came by to make things square. Your Mom and me were real excited,
thinking that now we could get you that rifle, and I started into town this
morning to do just that, but on the way I saw little Jakey out scratching
in the woodpile with his feet wrapped in those gunny sacks and I knew
what I had to do. Son, I spent the money for shoes and a little candy for
those children. I hope you understand."
I understood, and my eyes became wet with tears again. I understood
very well, and I was so glad Daddy had done it. Now the rifle seemed
very low on my list of priorities. He had given me a lot more. He had given me the look on Mrs. Jensen's face and the radiant smiles of her three
children. For the rest of my life, Whenever I saw any of the Jensens, or
split a block of wood, I remembered, and remembering brought back
that same joy I felt riding home beside of my Daddy that night. He had
given me much more than a rifle that night, he had given me the best
Christmas of my life..

Lighten Our Darkness
Chapter 1: The heartbeat of God
The messenger stood at the gateway, his long thin form shimmering in
heavenly light and angelic excitement. After all the aeons of waiting it
was time the messages in his hand were already written on his heart, he
had no way of knowing how they would be received, none of them did,
but they trusted and they believed without question. His task was simple,
he was to deliver a series of messages. For those who would receive
them, life would never be the same again. As the Gatekeeper looked to
Gabriel to make sure he was ready, the huge golden gate began to
appear before them. There had been many times before when this
Gate had been opened, but this time was very different, this time the
heartbeat of God was going to be heard.
Gabriel prepared himself for the strong gravitational pull that would
draw him to the earth once the Gate was opened. He smiled to the
Gatekeeper; he was ready. As the large platinum bolt that held the
gate in place was eased back, he could sense the presence of the
enemy ready to greet him once he began his descent. He steeled
himself for the onslaught, it was inevitable, given how much the enemy
had resisted and rejected God’s plan for this day over many human
centuries. The gate eased open, and there he was, Lucifer, the angel of
light, once among God’s closest messengers but now banished from the
heavenly realm. Lucifer was beautiful, stunning really, a clear red flame
emerging from his powerful wings, his face set in a pose of bewildered
confusion, as if to say ‘How could our God have gotten it so wrong?’ But
his eyes betrayed him, for even just a glimpse over Gabriel’s shoulder
into the kingdom he had been forced from aeons before, reawakened
his lust and hunger for power. It was only a moment but it was enough
for Gabriel to steel himself for the battle that would follow him over the
coming days.

***
‘Greetings cousin’, it always surprised Gabriel how soft and gentle the
voice of evil could sound. ‘So the dreaded day has arrived at last, Oh I
know there is nothing now that I can do to prevent it, but dear cousin,
are you sure? Are you absolutely sure of the words that you have been
given?’ Gabriel nodded warily, so this was the plan, Lucifer would seek
to undermine him, make him doubt, try to corrupt the message. He saw
it for what it was, a desperate act of a despot king. ‘I am ready, Gabriel
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replied, his hand moving to the Golden cylinder that hung by silken
threads off his shoulder. ‘Good, good’, whispered Lucifer, as the
heavenly door closed silently behind them. ‘Of course the original plan
has been that I would deliver these messages’, he muttered. Gabriel
had not known this, his elevation to herald had come after the fallen
were banished. ‘Yes, yes, my role as herald was critical to His plan’ (the
‘His’ was uttered as a sneer) ‘but I knew then what this act of madness
would become, I couldn’t do it cousin, I’m surprised that you can’. (The
last accompanied by a raised eyebrow). Despite his best intentions
Gabriel couldn’t help replying, perhaps a bit too forcefully: ‘I am the
servant of Almighty God, I am His herald by calling, not by merit. The
heartbeat of God cannot be silenced! Begone Lucifer, begone, in the
name of this Holy Child!’
Lucifer shrank at the reference to the coming presence of God in
human form, even his stubborn shoulders were bending to bow at a
name that was common emough among the sons of Adam, but sent
tremors amongst the Heavenly realms, Yeshua; Joshua; Jesus!

Joe Whitten
As Christmas Trees and Joe
Whitten are so synonymous with
one another, we thought you
might enjoy this photo of Joe in
good fettle and enjoying life. For
the first time since he and Joyce
first started selling Christmas Trees
for local Charities over 20 years
ago it will not be possible nor wise
for Joe to join us on the day but
he will be very much with us in
Spirit.
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Task force putting the finishing touches to the grounds, they meet
every second Tuesday weather permitting
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A Christmas with a difference
New clothes, chicken , rice and loud music where all the grandchildren
would gather at my grandmother’s homestead for Christmas . The town
based folk would head to the village for Christmas, that’s how Christmas
was done back in Zimbabwe. I draw parallels with Christmas here as
families gather for the Christmas meal with some coming from countries
afar as demonstrated by how busy Dublin Airport gets during the
Christmas period.
What a year is has been to date; it’s inevitable that Christmas this year is
going to be different. When the dreaded Corona was ravaging Asia
towards the end of 2019 it was detached from the western reality. I
distinctly remember one presenter on the radio stating that he couldn’t
see restrictions working in the western world as it infringed on the
people’s human rights . However when this monster made its way to
these shores little persuasion was needed for restrictions as the world
watched in horror the devastation it left in its wake in Italy. The citizens
of the Emerald Isle pulled together, held together in early March hoping
that by the time summer came Covid 19 will be long forgotten, alas ! In
its stubbornness it is still here and demanding of us to adjust to a
Christmas with a difference.
The families planning to come home for Christmas have been requested
to hold firm and not come ,there are grandparents that are not going
to be seeing their grandchildren , people living alone spending
Christmas alone because either they are vulnerable or are wary of bring
the virus to their vulnerable families . This year has been so different so
and Christmas is very different however in the midst of all this turmoil we
give thanks for the gift of life.
Have a merry Christmas with a difference!

Daphne Danga
Office Administrator Available for Full time or Part Time Work

QQI Level 5 in Office Administration and QQI Level 6 in Advanced
Business Management.
Competent in Microsoft Office, Access, PowerPoint and Data Entry and
Excel.
Please contact Linda Keane on 087 3650904 or by
email lkeano@hotmail.com
Available for Immediate Start
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Attending Diocesan Synod - Wednesday 21 October 2020
Attending my first Synod online and indeed my first Synod was quite a
unique experience. The room where the Archbishop presented his
address to everyone was a huge room with only a handful of socially
distanced photographers and people in charge of running the event.
Everyone else was online representing their Diocese nationwide. We
were told if we wished to speak to use the ‘chat’ feature to get
permission or raise our hand once the Honorary Secretary for each
committee had given his/her presentation.
The meeting took two hours, when in normal times there would be a
celebration of the Eucharist (which was done privately this time) an
address by the Archbishop, several presentations by the various
committees, voting for both Clergy and Laypeople for each committee
and supper and fellowship which would take a full late afternoon and
evening. Voting this time was done by post after the event except for
some major votes on the day.
This year was the triennial elections which means both clergy and lay
people would be voted on for three years.
A few things that struck my heart from the address by Archbishop
Michael Jackson: It was the eve of the second lockdown level 5 in
Ireland, the people of Ireland were fearful, nerves were fraught, there
was a general unease but the Archbishop touched on this in a sincere
manner. His theme was faith, hope and love. He acknowledged the
loss of loved ones with the virus, the loss of a world we knew, he said this
crisis had accentuated poverty, disadvantage and corruption, violence
and abuse and trying to cope with the bad coping of others, but giving
us a new purpose to serve for the work of God in new circumstances
and in new and different ways.

Julie Corr
Member of Diocesan Synod
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Bishops' Appeal
Mother and Child Advent Appeal is very simple and very powerful. 3 of
the 4 projects highlighted have been partially funded by Bishops'
Appeal but we hope to raise some more awareness and if possible
finances during Advent.
Funding allocation
Bishops' Appeal allocated significant funding at its last meeting. Thank
you for your prayers. The allocations are detailed below.
1.
€10,000 released to Tearfund Ireland and Christian Aid for the
Beirut Appeal.
2.
€10,000 to Self Help Africa for a Cashew cooperative project in
Burkina Faso where the funds will provide for beekeeping and
legume planting as these bio-diverse practices improve the
cashews as well as the eco-system and the diet of the farmers.
3.
€10,000 A Christian Aid project refurbishing and providing water
and electricity to helath clinics in Sierra Leone. This project is
included in our Advent Appeal and includes supports and
training for expectant couples.
4.
£5,000 for 'Bridge the Gap' funding for several Christian Aid
overseas projects that are struggling to cover their costs due to
the Pandemic.
5.
£10,000 for a Feed the Minds food security and forestry
conservation project across 3 villages in Cameroon.
6.
€10,000 for Fields of Life for a education, human rights and
menstrual support project across 6 schools in Uganda.
7.
€4,480 to CMS Ireland for vocational training for young adults
who attend the diocesan deaf centre in Cairo.
8.
€26,000 for a CMS Ireland and Mothers' Union project to expand
their literacy circles and train women up in business skills in
Burundi.
9.
€10,000 for a Christian Aid project in Malawi supporting farmers
who grow Pigeon Peas access bigger markets and strengthen
their ability to sell their produce.
10. €10,000 to Tearfund Ireland for supports and training for
emergency foster parents who can care for traumatised
children or children living with disabilities as an alternative to the
children being put into orphanages.
The funds can make a major difference for those suffering in many parts
of the world but nothing can happen without your support. Bishops'
Appeal is very thankful for all support - parish and individual.
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Christmas Gifts

‘Twas a month before Christmas and on the WhatsApp,
I asked you for chocolates and into my lap,
Came boxes of goodies and little Teds too,
A huge, mound of kindness and all thanks to you.
So in Jigsaw crêche and yet further afield,
Bright eyes will sparkle at sight of this yield.
Thank you and thank you and thank you some more
You’ve given with love and show Christ’s at your core.
CLR
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On the first day of Christmas........
So you asked, how many gifts?
Here is my replyOn day one there were two gifts but the partridge came in a cage with
feed and water and the tree came in a most magnificent pot but let us
count just two.
So on day two the turtle doves also came in a cage with feed and
water but let us just count two which makes four.
On day three French hens, also in a cage and because they can be a
bit nasty, they had a cage each with feed and water and also they had
to have a batch of paperwork as they were French. But let us just count
three added to four makes seven.
On day four came the four calling birds, each also travelling in individual
cages as they were a bit loud and they came with an ornithologist as
there were now many birds, eleven, and she wanted to make sure that
they were all being well treated. So eleven gifts and nine cages and a
magnificent pot, and an ornithologist.
On day five came five gold rings, singly boxed, from rare Welsh gold
and because they were so valuable, they came in a security van with
two guards. So now there are eleven and five, sixteen gifts, nine cages
with feed and water, a magnificent pot, an ornithologist and a security
van with two guards so the garden was getting busy.
On day six, six geese came with eggs and luckily, after they were taken
out of their cages and examined by the ornithologist, a pair of builders
(Fred and the bald man probably) arrived with a digger to create a
pond in the garden for the geese. Well now that makes twenty two gifts
as well as cages, feed, two security guards in a van and two builders
with a digger and one very busy ornithologist trying to settle all the birds.
On day seven arrived swans so the idea for a small pond was quashed
and the builders set about working on a much larger pond. As this
necessitated far more work, the security guards ditched their uniforms
and decided to throw their lot in with the builders. The ornithologist
checked the swans and found them to be healthy and happy to be in
the water with the geese and goslings; the laying geese now had
families of fluffy goslings.
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And the number of gifts was now twenty nine and twenty two cages, an
ornithologist, four builders with a digger and a security van which was no
longer in use.
On day eight a large coach arrived with eight maids, nine ladies, ten
lords, eleven pipers and twelve drummers, an additional fifty people
and a driver. Following on behind the coach were several animal carriers with eight prime Jersey cows, a van with twelve drums, eleven small
and large uilleann pipes and some very fancy costumes for lords and
ladies. The drivers (five) of vans, coach and cattle helped everyone to
exit the coach and explained that it was more economical, never mind
ecological for all these gifted people to travel together as they came
from a small inner city community, not really being members of the aristocracy at all, just people who like to role play. Although the pipers and
drummers were very good musicians and played for the groups at large.
So what was the outcome? Well, the ornithologist fell in love with the gift
recipient and together they had the first gay marriage in the area and
ran the most amazing animal park with hens, doves, swans, calling birds,
geese and cows as well as one rather lonely partridge. The animal park
raised money for the inner city community of would be lords and ladies
who turned out to be wonderful singers who harmonised with the drummers and pipers at many well attended concerts. The maids, all except
one who stayed to look after the Jersey cows, all went to Gurteen to
teach agricultural students how to milk and set up Jersey herds. The four
builders set up a business specialising in ponds and secure parking for
the local community.
What was the original question? Was it seventy nine gifts? So does it
matter because the only lonely person was the true love who indeed
turned out to be more fickle than true and married one of the builders
but whether it was Fred or the Bald Man I just cannot tell.

Carol Reynolds
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Keeping in touch ….

The Parish Pastoral Team are developing an initiative that aims to help
Parishioners of all ages and circumstances to “keep in touch” with one
another. While all appropriate protocols and protections (GDPR, SGT)
etc. will be followed, it is really important that we begin reconnecting
now rather than when a vaccine reaches us.
Our Mothers’ Union WhatsApp group and our Sunday after Church
Zoom Coffee (to which all are welcome to join at any time) are ongoing. In addition, we would like to begin a letter writing project. Some
of you may have picked up the lovely story of an 86 year old man who
feels he has a new purpose in life. He phones 3 or 4 people who live
alone each week for a chat and mentioned how it has transformed a
difficult, lonely time for him to one that has a renewed purpose.
Whether by co-ordinated phone calls or letter writing, we want to invite
you to contact Nicola, who is co-ordinating this initiative, on 0857562937.
Nicola will be co-ordinating with Avril in linking our younger members to
this project in a safe and uplifting way. This initiative is already up and
running with very positive responses.
If you would like to know more, please contact Nicola.
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Christmas Reflection

I have long campaigned against the commerciality of Christmas and I
am not sure who to blame for this whether it’s myself or the world we
live in. This year we are being held back and made to think maybe of
what this feast or holiday is all about. It was of course started as the
Christian feast, the basis of our religion. It is as important to us as the
Jewish and Muslim feasts which originate from their beliefs. However it
has become one big fiesta encompasing a huge holiday and present
giving bonanza in which the true reason for the celebration is easily
disguised and forgotten.
A know a gentleman who is now in his eighties. He told me that he was
brought up by an Aunt. On Christmas Day he received a six pence and
an orange. He was perfectly content with this gift. I feel sorry for the
generation who has grown up and is growing up being bombarded,
since before Halloween, by advertising, tinsel and decorations and
tropical get away destinations. There is the mad rush to buy presents
and stock up with all sorts of luxuries which normally the weekly budget
would not allow, whilst carols reverberate round the supermarkets with
their unheeded message.
Of course we should celebrate but lets think about caring and loving –
gifts which cannot be bought on the market or on line and maybe, if
we are lucky, we will receive an orange.

Xenia Meath

Financial Giving 2020
We are so grateful to everyone who has continued to support our Parish
through these difficult times. We are fortunate that much of our giving
comes in electronically and we are in the process of adding a ‘donate’
button on to our website over the coming weeks. We know that many
families and individuals are under pressure at this time, especially in the
run up to Christmas. However, we are also aware that some are
wondering how to catch up on their plate and envelope giving before
the year ends. We reckon our regular giving is down approximately
€8000 this year due almost entirely to the restrictions on attending
churches. If you are wondering how to make your payments this
year, please consider going electronic. We know this method doesn’t
suit everyone’s circumstances so if you prefer to make a cash or
cheque donation, please contact Baden, in complete confidence,
and we can help lighten the load in your wallet and purse!

Joe Roe,
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Local History Society Lectures
December 2020
Due to the current Government restrictions on public meetings and
gatherings, the maintenance of social distancing and the avoidance of
non-essential travel to prevent the spread of Covid-19, all lectures and
meetings of local history societies remain cancelled/suspended.

‘A Bloody Summer: The Irish at the Battle of Britain’ by Dan Harvey,
published by Merrion Press - ISBN 978178537325; also available in Kindle
and EBook versions.
This excellent book breaks new ground by focussing on the Irishmen who
participated in the Battle of Britain which the Germans call the Battle for
Britain, coverings a variety of aspects of this conflict told excellently by
the author in a very clear concise manner without any loss of details.
Everything is explained clearly such as the tactics used by the RAF and
Germans, their command structures, types of aircraft used, a
chronology of the Battle itself, and a glossary of terms.
Officially the Battle of Britain, which lasted from July 10 th 1940 to
October 31 st 1940, was one the greatest air battles in warfare history,
one in which air power came of age, and an early turning point in the
Second World War. Having overcome and defeated various European
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air forces, the Luftwaffe (German Air Force) was anxious to claim victory
over an outnumber Royal Air Force (RAF) and to clear it from the skies
for the amphibious invasion of Britain and so embarked on an epic four
month campaign which they failed to win.
In the cockpits of the RAF Spitfires engaging German fighters and the
Hurricanes engaging German bombers, were a great number of
Irishmen whose contribution to the Allies’victory in the Battle of Britain is
now told for the first time by the author of this fascinating and engrossing
book. These are not merely names as the author manages to provide a
brief biography of all the Irishmen who took part in this epic four-month
long battle, what they achieved and what happened to them
afterwards.
Tactical advantages which the RAF enjoyed included radar which gave
advance warnings of approaching German fighters and bombers, the
Observer Corps who plotted their progress over England, which all this
information being collated and plotted by Sector Controllers who then
directed RAF aircraft to intercept the invaders. German aircraft only had
limited air time over England and those German pilots who had to mail
out over England were invariably captured and became prisoners of
war while RAF pilots who bailed out of England could be returned to the
units within hours and ready to go into action again.
A Bray connection with the 1940 Battle of Britain is Squadron Leader Bill
Igoe, Group 11 Biggin Hill, Controller, born in Nenagh Tipperary,
educated at Presentation College, Bray, and then went on to UCC to
study Engineering. After the Battle of Britain he went to specialise in
radar control with RAF Fighter Command and post WW2 had a very
successful business career in Africa.
544 RAF pilots were killed during this battle with many others seriously
injured, frequently with severe burns, and of the 2938 RAF aircrew who
took part in it, 1339 were subsequently lost in operations during World
War Two. Other Irishmen and women served as ground crew with the
RAF while others working and living in Britain had to endure air raids and
were caught up in the chaos and suffering that followed in the wake of
these events.
While there have been numerous books written on the Battle of Britain,
this fascinating book is a reminder of the Irish contribution to it and I
have no hesitation in recommending this book as an essential cquisition
for anyone interested in the Irish at War, the Battle of Britain itself or the
Second World War.

James Scannell
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Wicklow Décor
Delgany, Greystones, Bray, Wicklow, Arklow,
Ashford, Kilcoole, Newcastle
Professional Painters and Decorators
Interior and Exterior
Houses Offices Apartments Shops
Dependable and Reliable Tradesmen
Wallpapering Specialists
C2 Registered
Free Estimates
Tel: 087 2547598
Email: Patrick@wicklowdecor.ie
12 Holywell Way, Sea Road, Kilcoole, Co Wicklow
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Church Services for December 2020/January 2021

Please join us for Advent and Christmas 2020
(online on www.churchservices.tv/christchurchbray)

Sunday 29 th November

11am Advent Communion
2.15 pm An Advent Reflection. RTÉ
News Now (not on live stream)

Monday 30 th November

7pm Classics by Candlelight (with the
Harte family)

Saturday 5 th December

10am-12 noon Collection of preordered Christmas Trees

Sunday 6 th December

11am Holy Communion

Sunday 13 th December

11am Morning Prayer

Sunday 20 th December

11am Holy Communion
7pm Carol Service

Thursday 24 th December,

11.30pm Midnight Communion

Christmas Eve
Friday 25 th December,

10.30am Family Service

Christmas Day

11.30am Short Communion Service

Sunday 27 th December

11am Said Morning Prayer
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Thursday 31 st December

‘Ringing in the New Year’

Sunday 3 rd January

11am Holy Communion,
Epiphany

Sunday 10 th January

11am Morning Prayer

Sunday 17 th January

11am Morning Prayer

Sunday 24 th January

Christingle Family Service

Sunday 31 st January

11am Healing Service

11am Sunday Services can be viewed on
www.churchservices.tv/christchurchbray

Please keep an eye on our social media for updates on In-Church
worship relating to Covid-19 restrictions.

Volunteer Drivers

The Irish Cancer Society are looking for Volunteer Drivers in Dublin to
bring patients in need to and from their chemotherapy appointments.
We are really struggling at the moment so could use your assistance.
Drivers with free weekday availability and who can commit to driving
twice a month, please email Gail at gflinter@irishcancer.ie or call 01
2310 566 for an application form.
Due to the impact of the Coronavirus we are seeking drivers under the
age of 70 years.
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