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Dear Parishioners 

Happy Mother’s Day. To all mothers: who gave birth these 

last 12 months - we rejoice with you; who lost a child or 

mum or nana - we mourn with you; who experienced loss 

through miscarriage - we grieve for you; To all fathers who play the role of mothers - 

we appreciate you and walk with you. Today, I personally request that you reach out to 

your special person in your life today and express your love and gratefulness. This 

weekend, I would like to thank two very exceptional mothers who have agreed to share 

their faith and journey as mothers; their faith sharing stories are attached. 

In addition, I have the special honour to share with you about an extraordinary 

“parishioner” of St Michael’s. He arrived at my door step last September and unlike 

many people who knocks on the presbytery door with a variety of requests, he asked, 

“Can I con-celebrate Mass with you today?” Of course I said “yes” and was overjoyed. 

At the same time, I was puzzled wondering if I was dreaming. This special person in 

our lives is none other than Fr John Huynh Khoai, who gives and gives so much, going 

the extra mile, above and beyond; his talent to play the flute and composing music, his 

intellect to author books and his passion to celebrate the Eucharist with us; just to 

name a few gifts. 

This coming week, Tuesday 12 May 2020, I would like to request everyone to say a 

prayer for Father John and celebrate in a special way his sapphire red anniversary of 

an incredible 45 years of priestly ordination. A journey as a refugee, through 

communist prison, surviving the agony of underground life, countless nights of being 

homeless, Father John’s strength, endurance and persistence in the faith are 

admirable. I am deeply touched by his personal life story, spiralling down into a well of 

darkness, withstanding the whipping, excruciating pain, torture and torment, not able to 

attend his Mum’s funeral, and then developing a tolerance to plant the seed of faith 

and walk the path to keep going, correspondingly turning pain into love for God and 

His people in search of the ultimate gift and freedom. A true voyager, he boldly and 

victoriously held on to God’s wilderness to encounter his own spiritual revolution. My 

heartfelt gratitude also goes to his loving siblings and family members. 

Father John, thank you for being an inspiration to our community; most of all thank you 

for sharing with us your unimaginable spiritual fruits and being so selfless. Every day, 

you are on fire with love for Christ. Prosit and Ad Multos Annos. May the good Lord 

grant you excellent health and wisdom. And may Mary, our Mother continue to bless 

you and accompany you into your golden years ahead of you. 

Thank you all for your prayers, support and patience. 

Your humble servant - Father Tom Kessy CSSp  
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Faith Sharing - 1 

I was fortunate that I was born into an Irish family, Father Catholic and Mother nominal 

Salvation Army, (the only religion in the small town where her family settled when 

they arrived in Australia), however she was always true to her promise made when 

they married that the children would be brought up Catholic. In fact, she was the main 

force in insuring that we attended Mass and the Convent School for our early 

education. It was some years later that my mother was instructed by our local Curate 

and was finally Baptised into the Catholic faith. 

I attended the local Convent school run by the Missionary Franciscan Sisters founded 

by St Francis of Assisi, and they encouraged us to live the life of St Francis by 

“embodying peace and embracing the outcast, sharing with the poor, and calling 

others to reconcile with their enemies. St Francis believed in forgiveness, equality 

and inclusion.  The nuns had a motto of “you are a “Francis can” and maintained that 

we should do everything to the best we were capable of. We were taught the 

Catechism as related to the Ten Commandments but especially to” Love the Lord 

your God, with your whole heart and your neighbour as yourself”, and to honour your 

mother & father. I loved the Bible stories and paid special attention to them in relation 

to our own life. The local Parish Priest visited each Friday morning to continue our 

Religious education and First Friday devotions were always held, with whole of the 

School attending. It was also here that we received our Sacraments of Reconciliation, 

First Communion and Confirmation. It was common in Parishes in those days to have 

various Societies eg The Holy Name Society for men, The Sacred Heart Sodality for 

women and the Children of Mary for young unwed women. The Rosary was recited 

in most families. I have always found it was much easier to enhance your spirituality 

if you were part of a group that encouraged each other to prayer and good works. 

Our local Parish was also full of fellowship and prayer. (Including Mass and 

Benediction). There was always the yearly Fete which all Parishioners joined together 

to make this a joyous outing for the whole Parish and newcomers were always made 

welcome. Occasionally there was a Friday night “dance” that whole families attended. 

In Secondary School with the Sisters of Charity our religious instruction continued, 
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and First Friday and special Feast Days observed. After leaving school it was then 

up to ourselves to maintain our Faith as it related to our changed way of life. It was 

while I worked in the City that I discovered that there was an afternoon 5.30pm Mass 

at the Cathedral and I began going each afternoon. I also found that there were lots 

of friends there who were like minded and again there was the encouragement to 

Spirituality.  

My life changed tack a few years later when my Mother died and my father was 

seriously ill. A testing time faith wise but again my Parish Priest was always there in 

the background urging me on. Later that year I married my Husband, also a practicing 

Catholic.  When we were newlyweds we lived in a flat immediately behind St. Brigid’s 

Catholic Church at Red Hill. To my great surprise the Parish Priest was Fr. Douglas 

who had been the Curate responsible for my Mother’s conversion. 

Then followed God’s gift of 3 children in fairly quick succession. All Baptised at St. 

Brigid’s even though we had then moved to St Michaels Dorrington. The process 

began again with example and instruction of our Catholic Faith. It became more and 

more difficult to attend Mass with the children so for a time we split the Mass 

attendance – far from ideal. It would have been easier to just give up. However, the 

good Lord had other ideas. We moved to Maryland, U.S.A. and shortly thereafter a 

neighbour showed me the whereabouts of the Catholic Parish which she guessed we 

would be needing. The welcome there was a Godsend. Our eldest attended Religious 

instruction there and received his First Communion and Reconciliation there. After 

returning home to Australia our 4th child was born, unfortunately with brain damage. 

Again a testing time. And again it was a Priest friend who became our main Faith 

support. Over the years my husband and I have had several serious health issues. 

We have both had the Spiritans to thank for the practical and Spiritual support to get 

us through. Now we are part of the Equestarian Order of the Holy Sepulchre of 

Jerusalem, and through this have a renewed vigor to once again continue our Faith 

growth. With God’s help May we never stop striving for our Faith on Life’s journey. 
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Faith Sharing - 2 

This Mother’s Day Fr Tom has asked me to reflect on my faith journey as a 

mother. Many of us grew up in a time when our faith was a given. We were not 

encouraged to ask questions, reflect on, or even discuss the issue of faith. It 

was expected that we just accept what we were told, do as we were instructed 

and our faith would help us on our life’s journey. Despite this I believe the 

enduring roots of my faith lay with my own mother. We were a family who 

discussed issues, asked questions, and our doubts were acknowledged. The 

faith my mother lived was one of giving and service and I recognised that at a 

young age. I learnt to see that God was not only available in a church, he dwelt 

in a human heart. I learnt we cannot see the face of God; we must look for him 

in our fellow man. I learnt that prayers could be uttered other than when 

kneeling. I grew up knowing that praying to God could be an act of service to 

your fellow man, not only a litany of common prayers. Those beliefs all came 

from my mother. 

Fast forward to my turn to be a mother. Times had changed dramatically as my 

children were learning to think and were encouraged to question. It was no 

longer possible to just take them to Mass, say our prayers and assure them all 

would be well and their faith would get them through. My dilemma was I had to 

provide answers to their questions about that faith. 

As a mother, together with my husband, I turned to gospel values as a way of 

providing our kids a basis for their faith. Taking those gospel stories and 

translating them to contemporary times, taking the commandments and 

applying them to the world we live in now, I asked what can we do about 

injustice, our disadvantaged, the marginalized and more. And that is when my 

faith journey took a turn. I learnt from my kids. They were better at examining 

the issues of their world and applying the gospels values where applicable. They 

expected honesty and truthfulness and needed to see examples of service to 
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their fellow man. Together as husband and wife we had to show we were trying 

to live those values; we could not just talk the talk... we had to walk the walk. 

The grace said at our table mentioned many things; often around social justice 

matters, not just thank you to God. That was not the prescribed Grace I learnt 

as a child. Mine never varied or became inclusive. Added to this, it was time 

when our children were exposed to events within our church which led to the 

recent Royal Commission. The gospel value Forgiveness took on a whole new 

personal meaning for me. They were tough times for us and our faith and 

particularly challenging for me as a mother. 

Over the years I often doubted my faith and my church. I was confused even 

angry at times. My kids witnessed those doubts and fears. Somehow, I had to 

keep living my life according to the gospel values and I had to keep “walking the 

walk”. I learnt I must accept that God works in his own way and I must trust him. 

Until I was a mother my faith journey was straight forward. It is when I become 

the one responsible for faith development in my children that I was forced into 

a process of self-examination. As a mother I could not leave that faith 

development to the catholic school they attended or the Catholic parish we 

belonged to. Using those values in the gospels gave me the tools I needed to 

help my kids grow their faith for their own lives and their times. Today I see them 

as adults, giving back and supporting others. They are kind, caring individuals 

living their lives by those values we explored together as parents and children: 

Faithfulness, Humility, Truth, Forgiveness, Tolerance, Dignity, Service, 

Respect, Justice, Stewardship, Hope and above all Love. 

God bless all mothers today. It is a day to celebrate them, thank them and 

acknowledge the critical role these women play in developing gospel values and 

faith in their children. 


