


UPDATE ON THE NEW 
PARISH CAR PARK
Hello everybody. I know many 
members of the congregation have 
been concerned about the progress 
of the new church car park. But 
despite the holes, wet cement, 
rock piles and land mines, it is 
perfectly safe to park there in this 
redevelopment stage.

Some have questioned the 
competency of the labourers hired 
by the parish. Though some of 
the labourers are currently being 
prosecuted for gross negligence and several are criminally insane, 
they have completed a lot of hard work for the church and we owe 
them a great deal of thanks. 

The Parish is not flushed with funds and Questionable Work Ethic 
Construction was all we could afford. Our fundraising attempts 
fell below expectations; 27 cents didn’t leave us a lot to play with. 
Though it was a record for the fundraising committee, I felt we all 
could have dug a little deeper.

While I have assured you that the car park during its construction 
period is perfectly safe, please do exercise some caution if you 
suddenly suffer a momentary lapse of rational judgment and 
decide to park there. Some of the holes are several kilometres 
deep and it is reported that the rock piles harbour trolls. 

Patience is a virtue, and as day 4,076 of construction rolls around 
we must be thankful that the car park’s completions is almost 
upon us, with only an indefinite number of days to go. 

Mr. Debbin O’Reily. 
Chairman of the Church Works Committee.

An Apology
As principal of St. Barnabus Primary, I was as outraged 
as I’m sure you were at the piece written by the grade six 
class that appeared in last week’s newsletter. We place a 
great amount of trust in our senior students and didn’t see 
a need to proofread their work. However, certain liberties 
and trusts will henceforth be removed from the grade six 
class.

For those of you who were unable to read last week’s news-
letter, we asked the grade six class to write an interpreta-
tion of one or two bible stories from their point of view. The 
task resulted in this abomination…

‘There are 3 forms of God; God, his son Jesus and the Holy 
Spirit.  Jesus is God’s son.  This happened when God slept 
with a woman called Mary and lied about it.  Mary fell 
pregnant with God’s baby.  Mary also had a husband called 

Joseph whom she never had sex with.  Joseph was 
the first ever “gullible idiot”.

‘The Holy Spirit came after Jesus.  The Holy Spirit 
is a flame that appears over people’s head when 
God enters them.  God then does stuff through 

people.  A lot like the movie Weekend at Bernie’s two, 
when Bernie is still dead but he gets a voodoo curse on 
him and a spirit takes over his dead body whenever music 
plays and Bernie becomes a great dancer that leads people 
to hidden treasure. 

‘Now we come to God.  God made the first man, Adam 
– bit sexist.  But then he made the first woman, Eve, from 
Adam’s rib.  It doesn’t really say how he created Eve from 
Adam’s rib but let’s assume he pulled Adam’s rib out of his 
chest with his bare hands and made Eve with it.

‘After God made Adam and crazy rib woman, Eve, he then 
made all of the animals including labradoodles. Then God 
made the sun and then he made hay while the sun shined.  
Then he decided to make a popular saying about doing so. 

‘Then God made a whole lot of other things like Parrots, 
male genitalia, oil, otters, the theory of evolution, the atom 
bomb, crabs, Satan, and I think he was the executive pro-
ducer of a few Lars Von Trier Films.’

This sort of contemptuous ignorant rot shall never be seen 
again in the space allocated for St Barnabus Primary. I 
apologise on behalf of myself and the students involved; 
except Fred.

Brian Heatherton.

Principal of St. Barnabus Primary.

Hymn of The Week 
God’s Golden Love – In Bb##

Let it rain down upon us 
God’s golden love 

Shower down between his feet 
God’s golden love 

Let us feel the sprinkle 
Rejoice and feel the warmth 

Let’s all bathe together 
In God’s golden love

Let it hit our faces 
God’s golden love 

Let us all drink it up 
God’s golden love 

Feel it and soak it up 
Taste its purity 

Lie back and receive 
God’s golden love

Let us all be baptised 
In God’s golden love 

Let the children feel the stream 
Of God’s golden love 

Let it rain down from the heavens

Run from head to toe 
Let’s all splash together 

In God’s golden love



Jam Stall Postponed
Hello everyone. I know how much the parish looks 
forward to the monthly Jam stall; Mrs. Miggs’ 
boysenberry jam is always a highlight. But I’m 
afraid that due to a shortage of strawberries, figs and 
potassium in the community, there shall be no jams 
sold at this month’s jam stall. Instead we shall be 
selling cakes baked for the monthly cake stall at the 
jam stall. This obviously means that in two weeks when 
the fruit and chemical shortage is expected to end, jams 
will be sold at the white elephant store and selling of 
white elephant related wares will be pushed forward 
for sale at the monthly cake stall, unless the lack of 
jam crisis is resolved quicker than anticipated and will 
be sold at the monthly arts and crafts stall, pushing 
the selling of arts and crafts to the cake stall, white 
elephant goods to the arts and crafts stall and cakes 
remaining at the jam stall. 

Incidentally, tomorrow’s monthly knitwear stall has 
been cancelled due to the time taken to organise the 
reshuffling of the jam, cake, white elephant and arts 
and crafts stalls.

I apologise for any inconvenience.

Mrs. Thacker.

President of the Parish of St Barnabus Flowers 
Fundraising Committee.

Weekly Sermon
There is a belief and an attitude circulating in the parish that I wish to nip in the bud before the rumours and innuendo get out of con-
trol. I am choosing to address this issue as the topic of discussion in this week’s sermon. I want to make it clear that just because I have a 
gammy foot it does not mean that I cannot perform my duties as the priest of this parish. 

I have noticed in recent weeks that many of you stare at my foot as I walk too and from the altar. Many of you rub your foot or tie up your 
shoes as I walk pass on my gammy foot. I have also noticed that if I stumble or hobble during the mass someone coughs at least two times. 
I have come to believe that this coughing is a subtle method of everyone sharing a joke about my gammy foot as well as calling to question 
my competency as a preacher of the Lord’s word. 

My gammy foot is the result of a horse and skiing accident that occurred some years ago. I participated in intense physiotherapy for some 
years, and despite hard work my foot still remains gammy.

I observed on the notice board a notice calling for an urgent Mother’s Club meeting this Saturday. No doubt the topic of ‘urgent’ discus-
sion at the meeting will be my gammy foot. It offends me that the organisers of the meeting did not contact me first before scheduling an 
alleged ‘Annual General Meeting’ to discuss my gammy foot in a frank and open forum.

I apologise for getting a touch worked up, but I want this to be a parish of open discussion where people don’t snicker about the gammy 
limbs of others behind their backs. My other foot is completely fine; aside from a few corns and aches caused from it having to bear most 
of my body weight due to my other foot being gammy. 

In addition to this sermon, I shall be running a gammy foot support group every Thursday night from seven to aid those of us in the com-
munity who have gammy feet.

Should anyone have any more problems with my gammy foot, or would like to question its effect on my preaching, my door is always open.

I remind you all that God does things for a reason. Lord knows why he’d give me a gammy foot, but he did. So now, we all have to live 
with it. The rest of you bastards are far from perfect. Mr. Williams has a gammy shoulder but no one points and laughs at him. And why 
not? Oh, because he’s a veteran. Well I may not have technically fought in any ‘wars’ but I’m out there every day fighting for peace and 
justice through Christ, you insensitive heathens!

I thank you for your understanding.

Father Brando

Note From the Bishop
Last week I took the time out of my busy schedule to visit your 
church and found some disturbing situations arising from the 
Parish of the Blessed St Barnabus. What I saw disgusted and 
appalled me. In addition to your priest’s gammy foot, I observed the 
following infringements:

There were only seven stations of the cross! And the sixth had been 
replaced by an oil painting of a man throwing a javelin, with the 
caption ‘Christ takes time out to compete in the ancient Olympiad.’

In the tabernacle I found not only the body and blood of Christ, but 
a bottle of Grant’s Scotch, a coupon for a bottle of Grant’s Scotch, 
several catalogues from different liquor retail outlets with the price 
and picture of Grant’s Scotch circled in red and a letter from the 
CEO of the Grant’s Scotch Company thanking the Church for its 
patronage.

Inside the Church’s bible, the Gospel of Matthew was replaced with 
a handwritten episode-by-episode critique of the sixth season of 
M*A*S*H.

Instead of their usual robes, the alter boys were dressed in sheets, 
placed over their heads, with the eyes cut out so they looked like 
little ghosts. 

And on Sunday when I attempted to receive the body of Christ, 
instead of the Eucharist being placed in my hands, I received a 
ticket stub from The Police’s 1984 Synchronicity tour.

This church has its work cut out for it and I urge that these 
indiscretions be addressed as soon as humanly possible. And to the 
little ghost who accosted me outside the church and called me a 
bookmark: Christ does not find such things funny!

God bless you all.

Bishop Ralf Ramsdittle.




