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Christmas Prayer
When the song

of the angels is stilled
When the star
*n the sky is gone *

When the kings and the princes are home
When the shepherds are back with their flocks
The work of Christmas begins
To find the lost

To heal the broken
To feed the hungry

To release the prisoner

To rebuild the nations

To bring peace among others

*"\.\ ' To make music in the heart

~ Howard Thurman
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From World Vision

Submitted by Anne Carruthers
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Our Christmas Stories
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| received several Christmas stories which | will share with you. As
you can see, | have embellished the segment ( as well as our front
cover) with photos of some of Val’s beautiful Christmas Cards.

( VAL EVANS )

I have so many happy memories of Childhood Christmases, but

perhaps a slightly different one that's not the usual lovely
heartwarming type of memory is this -

I must have been around perhaps 5 or 6 years old. My mother was out
in the garden and my curiosity obviously overwhelmed me as my
parents' bedroom and the wardrobe contents were "out of bounds".

I'm sure that you can imagine my joy (and my mother's absolute
horror) when she came in the door and | greeted her with a beaming
smile, wheeling the stroller and the beautiful china doll dressed in a
blue velvet gown that was to be my present from Father Christmas.

Fortunately her explanation of the doll's fragility and Father
Christmas's early delivery as he didn't want it to get broken on the
sleigh kept my childhood belief in Santa alive for some years to come.

< ROBYN HOWARD )

We often had our Christmas camping at Anglesea or Port Fairy with
Christmas lunch in someones tent.

| remember having ham from a tin that was opened with a key, we never
had Turkey - only chicken which was probably a treat back then, even
though we have a relative who is a Tiirkey farmer.

My Grandparents were of German descent, and my Grandmother
would make hundreds of honey biscuits for us to devour, and she always
made sure she accounted for all the coins that were in the pudding.

Lots of happy memories.



Christmas in Cape Town, South Africa

< LORRAINE KADER )

TABLE MOUNTAIN, CAPE TOWN, SOUTH AFRICA

Growing up in Cape Town South Africa,
Xmas day was always a hot one.

My mums family came from a fishing village.

There they managed a crayfish export
factory. At first the crayfish tails were pickled
and canned for export and as technology
changed they were snap frozen and

exported. N S

So we never had a shortage of crayfish on our Xmas lunch table. Some in salad others
made in a hot curry sauce. Served with salads or rice with the curry. Of course we had the
usual roasts with lashes of gravy, vegetables and Yorkshire pudding. ( the English heritage
influence).

Most of the desserts were light. My favourite was pineapple delight. Today this one is still
on our Xmas menu and a firm favourite with the grandkids.

On Xmas night all the aunties, uncles, cousins and good friends would gather at our
house. My dad would play the guitar and an uncle the piano and we would sing carols and
eat what ever food was left over from lunch and my mums famous chocolate cake and
coffee cake. My mum was a wonderful cook.

| try and keep my heritage alive by still cooking my South African dishes. Thank goodness
my Aussie family and friends also enjoy it as much as | do.

Here's wishing my probus friends and their families, a very merry Xmas and a safe and
healthy 2024. Thank you for the wonderful friendships I've formed since joining our club.
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Christmas in Denmark
< LITA HVIID >

Denmark celebrates Christmas on December 24, Christmas Eve.

It’s a tradition in Danish houses to dance around the Christmas tree, holding hands as a
family while you sing Christmas songs, before you start opening presents.

The Christmas Spruce tree is decorated with real candles. They are an essential item for
Christmas hygge — the tree is decorated behind closed doors and is not revealed until
Christmas Eve.

Father Christmas is named Julemanden (The Christmas Man), and he is assisted by a
group of Nisse, a sort of naughty elf (Like ‘elf on the shelf’). Presents are brought for
children by Julemanden and he arrives ( via the front door!) on December 24 to
distribute them.

After, Christmas dinner is eaten, a meal of roast pork and duck plus boiled potatoes, red
cabbage and gravy. Risalamande is the big Christmas dessert, a rice pudding topped with
cherry sauce where a whole almond will be hiding. The family member who finds the
almond in their bowl gets a prize or extra present.

My last Christmas
before emigrating
in 1958:




Childhood Christmases in Sri Lanka

The Christmas season in Sri Lanka was wonderful. | < LESLEY ARNOLDA >

loved it all—the food, the gifts and the endless visits

with family and friends—and it all finished off with a wonderful New Year dinner at my
Grandfather’s where we lit lots of fireworks and finished everything off properly by
launching a hot air balloon from his garden!

However, what made it truly magical for me was midnight mass on Christmas Eve.

| was first allowed to attend midnight mass when | was just seven years old. My fathers
family had strong affiliations with the Catholic Cathedral and the two schools situated on
either side of it , and on Christmas Eve we attended mass with my father’s family at the
Convent chapel .

The mass - in Latin those days - commenced at 10 minutes to midnight and proceeded
very quietly until, on the first stroke of midnight, the Cathedral bells announced the
beginning of Christmas day.

... and at that very moment the most heavenly voices burst out from behind the altar

singing
“Groria in Spcelaia Des

| was convinced that the angels actually sang at our chapel at Christmas, and this was the
reason why we attended mass here.

The rest of the mass was sung in Latin. While | had listened to lots of recorded music and
heard a lot of choirs on the radio and even in church, nothing surpassed the beauty of
those female voices emanating from behind the altar of our little school chapel !

| don’t recall how long | believed that there were angels behind the altar who sang at
our chapel, but | continued to cherish this very special Christmas experience for several
years.

It was, indeed, the highlight of my Christmas!

PS: in secondary school, | encountered Mother of Our Lady (all the nuns were called

‘mother’ rather than ‘sister’) and | realised she was the wonderful voice coach behind
both the nun’s choirour school choir. Our school would always win interschool singing
competitions under her tutelage.
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My Christmas Memory

My strongest Christmas memory is that of
Christmas 1971. In particular, the events
leading up to Christmas Day.

It was December and | had recently
completed my HSC exams. No more school! |
was looking forward to going to university
and life was “pretty sweet”.

My best friend, David, invited me to spend a
week with his family at Merimbula in the
week prior to Christmas. Fabulous. A week
of sun and surfing and all the other things
that go through a young boy’s mind. The only
problem was David’s family had a Holden
Station Wagon and there was not enough
room in the car for his parents, David and his
3 siblings, and me to make the trip. Problem
solved — David and | would hitchhike to
Merimbula. So, after finally convincing our
parents, it was agreed we would all squash
into Holden Station Wagon and his parents
would drop us off at the outskirts of
Melbourne.

His parents picked up me up and loaded my
suitcase into the car and tied my precious
new surfboard onto the roof rack. We were
off.

David’s parents dropped us off at the large
“FOUNTAIN GATE” sign on the Prince’s
Highway just outside Dandenong.
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C MARK LANGDON >

We expected to reach Merimbula later that
day. So, all we had was the clothes we were
wearing and a few dollars each.

We had no trouble with our first few rides but
the further we went from Melbourne the
harder it became. Late in the day we reached
the other side of Bairnsdale, and it became
obvious were not going to reach Merimbula
that night. So, we decided to book into a
hotel. Only problem was we were about 4
miles out of the town and so we had to walk
back. Upon reaching the first hotel with
accommodation we realised we only had
enough money to pay for a bed each and no
meals. No ATMs in those days. We stayed
and the next morning walked back to where
we were the previous afternoon and
recommenced our journey.

Hitchhiking was now extremely unappealing,
but we had no option but to continue. Rides
were getting harder and harder to come by
but eventually we reached Cann River. We
tried for about 2 hours to get a lift without
success, although a young American couple
with “Stars and Stripes” flags on their
backpacks had no trouble. A lesson for the
future if we were ever stupid enough to do
this again.



My Christmas Memory contd. —Mark Langdon

We had to admit defeat. David phoned his family, who had arrived in Merimbula the
previous evening, and asked his father to come and get us. Gee, we were pleased to see

him when he eventually arrived after about a further 2 hours.
Eventually David and | reached Merimbula.
Unfortunately, my youthful vision of a holiday in Merimbula in no way matched reality.

The weather was lousy, and the surf was poor. There was no television in the holiday
house and there were no other “distractions”.

Furthermore, David’s family ate very little, so | was starving. | couldn’t wait to go home.

David and his family were spending Christmas in Merimbula and all | wanted was to get
home to be with my family for Christmas. So, | arranged to catch a bus from Merimbula to
Melbourne on the day before Christmas. It was actually a minibus which seated 12 people
and had no air conditioning. Of course, on the day | was travelling it had 12 passengers
and the temperature was in the high 30’s. No matter | was just so pleased to be going

home.

All went well until we reached Orbost where the bus broke down. It took the driver about
two hours to find a mechanic who was prepared to fix the bus that day and about another
three hours for him to complete the repairs. There was nothing else to do but wander the
streets of Orbost in the stifling heat.

Eventually we reached Melbourne at about 11pm and my father had to drive into the city
to get me. He was not happy. But | was.

Just to be home and spend Christmas with my family and eat as much as | wanted to and
forget my experiences of the previous week.

Unfortunately, my story does not end here.

About 10 days later David and his family returned from Merimbula and called me to let
me know that on their return journey the roof rack (with my precious surfboard on top)
came off the car and landed on my surfboard and smashing it to pieces. So much for my
dream Christmas Holiday in Merimbula.
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My Christmas Memory

C MARG PATTERSON >

Christmas was always a very special time for my brother and |,
especially when we were younger and still believed in Santa Claus.

Mum always made special biscuits on Xmas Eve and we always left
them out for Santa ( I'm sure Dad always enjoyed them). I'm sure
Mum and Dad got very little sleep on Xmas Eve.

We were forbidden to get up before 6, and were always thrilled by
what Santa had brought us! Neighbours always popped in on Xmas
morning and sampled Mum's superb shortbread and mince pies.

Nan (Mum's mother) always joined us for lunch, which was roast duck
with all the trimmings, cooked Mum's special way, (in a brown paper
bag!) It was always delicious!

Afterwards there was a piece of plum pudding, which had been made
two weeks before; and had been hanging in our pantry until Xmas.
That recipe had been handed down from Mum's grandmother!

We always had a walk after lunch before going off to visit our other ;H\Ivm
Nan; Aunt, Uncle and cousins in Box Hill, That was always a lot of fun! < WOHIGE

We then returned home for a light tea, which included a slice of
Mum's home made ice cream cake!

A wonderful day, filled with fun and laughter! | have great
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An all Australian

JINGLE BELLS

Dashing through the bush

In a rusty Holden Ute

Kicking up the dust

Esky in the boot

Kelpie by my side

Singing Christmas songs

It's Summer time and | am in
My singlet, shorts and thongs

Oh! Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells
Jingle all the way

Christmas in Australia

On a scorching summer's day
Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells
Christmas time is beaut

Oh what fun it is to ride

In a rusty Holden Ute.

Engine's getting hot

We dodge the kangaroos

The swaggie climbs aboard
He is welcome too

All the family's there

Sitting by the pool

Christmas day, the Aussie way
By the barbecue!

Submitted by Anne Carruthers
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FORTHCOMING EVENTS & ACTIVITIES

.
LUNCH

at the Templestowe Hotel
23-29 Parker Street
Templestowe Lower VIC
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Visit and Lunch at

More info will follow.
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i a Lavender Farm in Bunyip E
'|| , } Friday the 19" January 2024 { . l'l
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Bush Christmas

Stuffed with pudding to his gizzard
Uncle James lets out a snore,
Auntie Flo sprawls like a lizard

On the back verandah floor.

Grandpa Aub sits with a flagon
On the woodheap 'neath the gums,
And he thinks he's seen a dragon

Where the pigs are munching plums.

Cousin Val and Cousin Harry,
Cousin May and Cousin Fred,
Play the goat with Dulce and Larry
By the creek below the shed.

Submitted by Anne Carruthers

In the scrub the cows are drowsing,
Dogs are dreaming in the shade.
Fat and white, the mare is browsing,
Cropping softly blade by blade.

It is hot. Mosquitoes whirring.
Uncle Jamie rubs his knee.

'Flo,' he whispers, 'are you stirring?
It's near time to get the tea.’

David Martin
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If Christ were born in the 21% Century!!

Merry Chriskmas

We Need To v
Fouow ThaT |

.. THEN, AT ABOUT SIX
S OR S0, You CAN
LY EXPECT A

OF cOLIC. ..

Three Wise Women “It’s not a stable, it's a pop-up hotel.”




Christmas
To-Do List

B—H’Y Presents

_ Someone
Wrap etts ™ g

-dend GHAS Peace

Donate
-ohkep-for Food
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