SOLEMNITY OF THE EPIPHANY OF
THE LORD
3rd January 2021

Readings
FIRST READING
Isaiah 60:1-6

The glory of the Lord shines upon you.
A reading from the Book of the Prophet Isaiah

Rise up in splendour, Jerusalem! Your light has come,
the glory of the Lord shines upon you.
See, darkness covers the earth,
and thick clouds cover the peoples;
but upon you the LORD shines,
and over you appears his glory.
Nations shall walk by your light,
and kings by your shining radiance.
Raise your eyes and look about;
they all gather and come to you:
your sons come from afar,
and your daughters in the arms of their nurses.

Then you shall be radiant at what you see,
your heart shall throb and overflow,
for the riches of the sea shall be emptied out before you,
the wealth of nations shall be brought to you.
Caravans of camels shall fill you,
dromedaries from Midian and Ephah;
all from Sheba shall come
bearing gold and frankincense,
and proclaiming the praises of the LORD.
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RESPONSORIAL PSALM
Psalm 72:1-2, 7-8, 10-11, 12-13
R. Lord, every nation on earth will adore you.
O God, with your judgment endow the king,
and with your justice, the king’s son;
He shall govern your people with justice
and your afflicted ones with judgment.
R. Lord, every nation on earth will adore you.
Justice shall flower in his days,
and profound peace, till the moon be no more.
May he rule from sea to sea,
and from the River to the ends of the earth.
R. Lord, every nation on earth will adore you.
The kings of Tarshish and the Isles shall offer gifts;
the kings of Arabia and Seba shall bring tribute.
All kings shall pay him homage,
all nations shall serve him.
R. Lord, every nation on earth will adore you.
For he shall rescue the poor when he cries out,
and the afflicted when he has no one to help him.
He shall have pity for the lowly and the poor;
the lives of the poor he shall save.
R. Lord, every nation on earth will adore you.

GOSPEL ACCLAMATION
Matthew 2:2
R. Alleluia, alleluia.
We saw his star at its rising
and have come to do him homage.
R. Alleluia, alleluia.

GOSPEL
Matthew 2:1-12
We saw his star at its rising and have come to do him homage.

A reading from the holy Gospel according to Matthew

When Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judea,

in the days of King Herod,
behold, magi from the east arrived in Jerusalem, saying,
“Where is the newborn king of the Jews?
We saw his star at its rising
and have come to do him homage.”
When King Herod heard this,
he was greatly troubled,
and all Jerusalem with him.
Assembling all the chief priests and the scribes of the people,
he inquired of them where the Christ was to be born.
They said to him, “In Bethlehem of Judea,
for thus it has been written through the prophet:
And you, Bethlehem, land of Judah,
are by no means least among the rulers of Judah;
since from you shall come a ruler,
who is to shepherd my people Israel.”
Then Herod called the magi secretly
and ascertained from them the time of the star’s appearance.
He sent them to Bethlehem and said,
“Go and search diligently for the child.
When you have found him, bring me word,
that I too may go and do him homage.”
After their audience with the king they set out.
And behold, the star that they had seen at its rising preceded them,
until it came and stopped over the place where the child was.
They were overjoyed at seeing the star,
and on entering the house
they saw the child with Mary his mother.
They prostrated themselves and did him homage.
Then they opened their treasures
and offered him gifts of gold, frankincense, and myrrh.
And having been warned in a dream not to return to Herod,
they departed for their country by another way.

A WISE MAN
By Rob Marsh SJ

I read the words the messenger had brought me: ‘Buried with a hundred pounds of myrrh
and aloes’. I had almost forgotten him … God knows I’ve tried! Nothing has been quite
right since that fool’s errand thirty years ago in my misspent, mystical youth. And now
he’s dead, embalmed and buried with my spices, my myrrh.
Oh, the journey didn’t seem so stupid back then. The signs were there … in the heavens,
in the cards, in the embers of the fire. And when the three of us met, each on the same
quest, well, it seemed beyond doubt that we were to be witnesses to some great event. A
new king among the Hebrews certainly, but something more, said our oracles, something
much more. We rode so confidently for those two years. Can you imagine it? Two years
tramping the ways, staying in fleapits, hiding from bandits, constantly fleeced by merchants with no scruples. Two years building each other up with dreams and visions, and
ever more exact calculations of the time and place.
And then things began to go wrong. The complex computation was a little off – not a lot,
just that there was the Holy City up ahead, Jerusalem of the mountains, crowned by its
golden temple … while the charts said, no, down there to the south a little ways.
We trusted our common sense instead of the signs and ended up face to face with that
monster, Herod – as bad as and worse than his reputation – trying to conceal his fear at
our naïve declaration of our quest: ‘where is the babe born to be king?’
Fools, we were, but fools laden with gifts and fools who had travelled for years, and yes,
fools who knew a threat when we heard it. So we set off quietly, dodged Herod’s spies,
and this time followed our star maps, to Bethlehem, some little hole in the middle of nowhere. Ironic, really: so close to the centre of the turning world but enough off axis to
throw us all askew.
Well, we reached the town by nightfall, bathed as best we could, dressed in our finest,
readied our gifts, and wondered where to go. Determined not to be misled again by common sense, we stuck to the stars and passed the big houses, passed the inns glittering
with commerce, passed even the meanest hovel, following our star until we couldn’t be
mistaken, though we prayed to the gods we were.
A stable, a cattle barn. No mistake … a baby howling inside and a woman shushing it
and a man stroking her hair.
They had to be pushed in there, the other two with their gold and incense. I had to push.
And the inner voice that had demanded I carry so much myrrh began to make strange
sense. A hundred pounds of myrrh and aloes – enough for a king’s burial. But here was a
king already buried, if you know what I mean. Not in the jewelled courts of Jerusalem. Not
in the palaces. But in a hovel fit only for stinking cattle. And it was cold. And they looked
exhausted, afraid, embarrassed. And we added to that as we knelt to do our part. Melchior with his king’s ransom in gold; Caspar burning his precious incense like it didn’t cost
an arm and a leg … and me, with half a tonne of burial spices. All trying to maintain our
dignity as we crushed into a shed. Which is not to say that man and woman and tiny
babe were not gracious – even when they realised that our greatest gift had been betrayal, the hungry gaze of Herod now upon them. We had made them refugees. What was
this little family going to do with the stuff we had brought as they fled furtively across the
border to be strangers in a strange land? We never knew. At least until today.

We ourselves had to be furtive as we came home a different way. It seemed we were different, too. Anti-climax? It may have been that. Or the fear of what we had done. But we
spoke little except to debate the irony of what we had seen. And when that began to run
in the same confused circles we spoke hardly at all. Truth be told, I was relieved at the
parting of our ways and the fall of silence. More relieved to reach home again. Familiar.
Comfortable. But strange, too. In the stillness I was still moving, at night dreaming of fleeing families.
Of course, I made up a story. I couldn’t tell the stupid truth: oh, yes, we gave away our
riches to some poor people in a barn. To be honest I tried to forget. But every year at that
time I’d find myself back there wondering, wondering what kind of king is born in a cattle
shed and enthroned in a trough. And from time to time I would dream of him, glimpse him
growing in obscurity, and wonder whether I dreamed the truth or fancy.
These last few years, the dreams have been more frequent and more puzzling. Maybe he
was a king after all. His dream-self spoke of a kingdom, God’s kingdom, as he worked his
wonders, lived with the poor, scandalised the powerful, gathered the crowds … but then
the dreams ended in blood and pain, and I prayed they were false. But it seems not. Buried with a hundred pounds of myrrh and aloes.
But also the rumours: of resurrection, of new life, of a kingdom come. Yet the empires go
on. Cruelty goes on. The poor still flee the mighty. And I think I have another journey to
make. But where in the world do you go to find the kingdom he promised?

READING THE CHRISTMAS STORIES

(What follows is for you to read at leisure during these days. I hope it enriches your experience
of these wonderful stories. Fr Magill)

No storyteller worth his or her salt, from Jesus of Nazareth to the Bard of Avon to
Toni Morrison to Tom Waits, will ever give a direct, cocksure, unambiguous
answer to the question, “What does the story mean?” Or “What does the parable
mean?” Or the song?
I suspect if novelist Gabriel García Márquez had been asked by someone
what’s 100 Years of Solitude about, that he might well have replied, “Do you have
a week?” and then proceeded to read “Many years later, as he faced the firing
squad, Colonel Aureliano Buendía was to remember that distant afternoon when
his father took him to discover ice.” I have a feeling if someone asked Don
McClean “What does your song ‘American Pie’ mean?” that he would grab his
guitar and say, “What does it mean? It means this: ‘A long long time ago/ I can still
remember how/ That music used to make me smile/ And I knew if I had my
chance / That I could make those people dance/ And maybe they’d be happy for a
while” and he’d keep on singing to the last verses “Them good ole boys were
drinking whiskey and rye/ Singin’ this’ll be the day that I die.” The meaning of the
story is the story itself. It’s discovered in the action of the story not in some
mono-lesson external to it.
The words “The moral of the story is . . .” are rarely if ever in the lexicon of a good
storyteller any more than a moral is an effective means of grace. No. Storytellers
are not moralists. This is why, even without the scholar’s form criticism, we know
that Jesus wouldn’t tell the parable of the sower and then insult his listener’s –
some of whom no doubt were farmers – by saying “The sower is God. The seed
stands for God’s word . . . and the hard ground represents . . .” It would have
insulted his listeners then just as it belittles the intelligence of the listeners today. It
is just like redactors to limit the meaning of Jesus’ story. But like all good stories,
the story Jesus told isn’t told to make a single point. Jesus didn’t give lectures or
make stump speeches. And when he retold a story or a parable as all lovers of
stories do, it was to invite the listener into the story.
Just as in the spiritual practice of lectio divina (a prayerful rumination on a word,
phrase, or sentence from a scripture passage) the point is not to arrive at some
exegetically correct analysis or intellectual interpretation or moral lesson external
to the story. The purpose or end toward which lectio moves us is not a matter of
breaking open the word like the biblical scholar, but rather of being broken open by
the word as amateur story-listeners. Religious historian Karen Armstrong has
described herself as an amateur theologian. But by that she does not mean
“second-rate.” She reminds us that the word amateur comes from the Latin word
for love. In Latin amātor means lover. An amateur is a person who is in love with
one’s subject.

A few weeks ago I said that one of the reasons I love the seasons of Advent and
Christmas is because of the stories. It’s a litany of familiar stories about familiar
characters through December into January. A story of a messenger bearing
unbelievable news, a story of an unexpected pregnancy and radical trust and fidelity,
a story of a lodestar loaded with hope and light, a story of a long arduous journey
and then finding no suitable place to stay at the end of it which they soon learned
was not the end but only another beginning, a story of birthing and shepherds and
animals and angels and a heavenly gospel choir singing of God’s glory and wishing
the earth peace, and wise men from the east bearing gifts all coming to visit the
newborn that some whispered was a royal child, a prince of peace, a light to the
nations, then a story of danger and violence of power and the power of violence and
bloodshed and wailing and the grinding of teeth, and a story of escape to new life.

And shot through all these linked stories is the action of grace, the action of God, the
story of Emmanuel, incarnation, God-with-us. A story too good to be true and too
true not to be good, at once a comedy, tragedy, and fairy-tale as wise and witty
wordsmith Frederick Buechner puts it, a story of birth and death, a story that is filled
with hope for some, for others challenge or indictment if they have the guts and ears
to hear and the eyes to see. And yet, for still others it is a story of reassurance,
solidarity, a story about them and the only kind of God that has any street cred with
those who are well acquainted with grief and the desecration of violence and
exploitation and cuddle up each night next to suffering or shame or brokenness
inflicted on them.
Like any and all mysteries, like the magi who bring not one but three gifts and
maybe more, these stories that are part of the larger story of the incarnation, and the
incarnation itself, bear not one meaning, not one message, not one point, but rather
hold many meanings, offer many truths, radiate many showings, make many
connections, raise many questions, illuminate many things, and keep many people
alive for many different reasons.
Protestant theologian John MacQuarrie once gave the best definition of baptism that
I have ever heard. It bears significance for how we understand the mystery of the
incarnation. When someone asked him, “What is the meaning of baptism?” he
replied simply, “Baptism means everything that water means.” Water doesn’t have
one meaning any more than does baptism or the incarnation or Christmas or
Epiphany and the stories affiliated with them. Water is refreshing on a hot summer
day. It quenches thirst. It hydrates the body. It is necessary for life. It is responsible
for death. It keeps us alive. It drowns. It is a means of transportation. Just ask Huck
and Jim. It is playful and dangerous as any surfer or sailor or river rafter knows. It is
playful and squeal inducing as any child knows who has run through the spray of a
backyard sprinkler or a neighbourhood fire hydrant or jumped into a cold pond in
winter. It cleans us up pretty fine, too, relaxes the body, wrinkles fingers and toes
when hot or warm.

Sculptor and typeface designer Eric Gill once remarked “You took a mystery and
measured it.” Mystery, and the mystery of the incarnation in particular, is a lot like
water. We don’t measure it, we enter into it. Whether tentatively toe by toe or by
jumping in head-first, we go in to the mystery. We get wet.
What we can agree on is that water is wet. What it means is experienced in the
action of water. What we can agree on is that the Hebrew word Emmanuel
means God-is-with-us. What it means is experienced in the action of divine
kenosis (self-emptying), divine solidarity, the incarnation of love as embodied and
expressed in Jesus and that action is experienced differently by Joseph and Miryam
of Nazareth than it is experienced by Herod or the shepherds or the augurs from the
east, just as it is experienced differently and holds unique meanings and revelations
and implications for the young pregnant woman in the hospital suffering from
hyperemesis, the ninety-two-year-old woman living in a deteriorating body, the poor
refugees who lived in poverty and fear of harm and now live behind chain linked
fences, the suburban teenager hooked on heroin, the man diagnosed with stage 4
pancreatic cancer, the soldier home from war but not really home, the CEO who
realizes he has invested his life in the wrong things, the unemployed, the drifter and
driven, the recent college grad, the hungry and hurting and homeless on our streets
who are not litter but images of God, and by the earth itself and her other-thanhuman creatures who yearn to flourish.
The incarnation means something different, points to something singular each one
needs to hear or see, offers something unique, gives something for each one to move
inside of or to hold on to or to lean against or journey toward.
And for each one who listens or dares to listen, for each one who sees or dares to
see, these stories and the radical and ridiculous action of God implicate us in some
significant way. Like the wise men coming from the east who are overwhelmed with
joy at the sight of the child before whom they kneel down and pay homage and then
choose to disregard Herod’s directive and instead go home by another way and like
baby Jesus, Mary, and Joseph who, after Joseph has a dream in which it is revealed
they must flee to Egypt, take another road home as well, we too must listen for those
implications and live into the mystery and meaning of it all.
We must dare to ask and listen for how it involves us, how or where we are called,
what path are we to take home, and how are we to enflesh the divine in this place
and in this time? Will we measure the incarnation, limit its mystery and meaning? Or
will we jump in and get wet. Dan Miller

EPIPHANY
By Malcolm Guite

Epiphany celebrates the arrival of the three wise men at the manger in Bethlehem
and has a special mystery and joy to it. Until now the story of the coming Messiah
has been confined to Israel, the covenant people, but here suddenly, mysteriously,
are three Gentiles who have intuited that his birth is good new for them too. Here is
an Epiphany, a revelation, that the birth of Christ is not one small step for a local
religion but a great leap for all mankind. I love the way that traditionally the three
wise men (or kings) are shown as representing the different races and cultures and

languages of the world. I love the combination in their character of diligence and
joy. They ‘seek diligently’, but they ‘rejoice with exceeding great joy’! I love the
way they loved and followed a star, but didn’t stop at the star, but rather let the star
lead them to something beyond itself. Surely that is a pattern for all wise contemplation of nature whether in art or science.

It might have been just someone else’s story,
Some chosen people get a special king.
We leave them to their own peculiar glory,
We don’t belong, it doesn’t mean a thing.
But when these three arrive they bring us with them,
Gentiles like us, their wisdom might be ours;
A steady step that finds an inner rhythm,
A pilgrim’s eye that sees beyond the stars.
They did not know his name but still they sought him,
They came from otherwhere but still they found;

In temples they found those who sold and bought him,
But in the filthy stable, hallowed ground.
Their courage gives our questing hearts a voice
To seek, to find, to worship, to rejoice.

Remember there are many resources to foster your prayer and spiritual life during
this health emergency. Please continue to check our parish website and Facebook
page for new materials. Each week I post a video with a little reflection on the
Sunday Gospel. Also check out our Links page on the website and you will be
directed to other useful sites. Remember our twitter account too— @saintaths. Some
beautiful prayers and reflections can be accessed there.
Our diocesan website also has online prayer resources—go to www.rcdom.org.uk.
There is also a closed Facebook group you might wish to join—Contemplative
Theology. All you have to do is ask to join.
There are also Twitter accounts you may find helpful: @LectioMotherwe1,
@rcmotherwell and @motherwellRE
Recently a new Facebook page has been opened: Motherwell Diocese Adult
Formation. You’ll find material there aimed at deepening our understanding of the
faith.
The Liturgy of the Hours, the prayers and readings of the Mass and much more can
be found at www.ibreviary.com
Beautiful reflections for all seasons and times can be found at
www.thesacredbraid.com
Another good resource is http://www.catholicireland.net/ Reflections on the readings
of the Mass, suggestions for children’s faith formation and lots more.

Private visits to the church
The church is now open for the public celebration of Mass. It will remain open
Sunday to Thursday 9am-8pm, Friday 9am-1pm, Saturday 3pm-8pm for private
prayer. To ensure the safety of all who visit, only the Gathering Area will be
accessible.
When paying a visit for private prayer:
•
•
•
•
•

Sanitize your hands upon entering
Choose any seat whilst maintaining social distancing
When you have finished, sanitize your hands
Take the large bottle of sanitizer and spray all over the seat you have used.
There is no need to wipe it.
Sanitize your hands again before leaving

Please try your best not to touch any surface other than the chair you are using. Also
note that the toilet is not available for use.

RE-OPENING OUR CHURCH FOR MASS
Our church is now open for public Mass. Please keep the following in mind:
1. The obligation to attend Sunday Mass remains suspended. If you choose to
come to Mass, please consider attending Mass during the week, to take pressure off
the Masses on Saturday evening and Sunday morning. If you feel anxious about
taking part in Mass with others or feel that you are vulnerable in any way, please do
not hesitate to stay at home nor feel guilty about it. Mass will continue to be live
streamed.
2.

The capacity of the church will be reduced due to social distancing.

• This

means you will need to book your place for the Mass you choose to
attend. If you do not have a seat booked, you are not guaranteed entry.
This is to ensure that each person who comes to Mass already has a seat
allocated.

• Couples
• To

• If

will be able to sit together, as will families from the same household.

book:
Please book online if possible from the Homepage of the parish website. If you
are not online, ask a member of your family or a fellow parishioner to book for
you. If this is still not possible, telephone/text 07907 609182 and leave a
message. For more information, go to the page in the bulletin BOOKING
YOUR SEAT FOR MASS

you are booking for people outwith your household, please indicate this and also
their names, and phone numbers. This ensures not only that they are guaranteed
a seat but also that we have a record of everyone present.

• Please

make your booking as early as possible. Also remember to cancel if for
whatever reason you cannot take up your booking.

3.

Apart from children under 5 and people with a diagnosed health issue,
everyone must wear a face-covering before entering the church and during the
celebration of Mass.

4.

Each parishioner will be greeted at the door by ushers. You will be asked to
stand in front of the camera for your temperature to be taken. If a high temperature is recorded, you will be tested once again by a hand-held thermometer. If
your temperature is still too high, you will be asked to return home. Both tests
are anonymous. Sanitising liquid will be available as you enter and leave and
must be used. The toilet will not be available for use.

5.

You will be accompanied by an usher to your designated seat. You are
requested to take the seat indicated by the usher.

6.

Everyone will remain seated throughout Mass which will last 30-35 minutes.

7.

Holy Communion will be distributed at the very end of Mass, after the final
blessing and dismissal. For the reception of Holy Communion, please follow
the directions of the usher who will indicate when to leave your seat. The
congregation will present themselves according to where they are seated: first,
those seated around the organ, then those seated on Our Lady’s side, then those
on the Sacred Heart’s side, finally those seated in the Oratory. Once you have
received Holy Communion, please sanitise your hands once more, then leave
the church immediately by the side door. Make you way to the front of the
church where you can wait for your family and friends.

8.

Baskets will be available at each door for your weekly contribution.
Please consider donating through a Standing Order.

9.

The Church will be sanitised after every Mass.

10. You can volunteer if you are over 16. The over 70s can also volunteer as
long as they have no underlying health issue. This is a wonderful opportunity
for our young people to contribute not only to our parish life but also to be
involved in the nation’s struggle against the virus. I know you will appreciate
this code of practice has been drawn up to protect your health and the health of
others. Your co-operation will be deeply appreciated
These are challenging times for the parish and the Church. Thank you for your
patience, forbearance and support. This is also a time of many graces and blessings
and a God-given opportunity for us to grow as a community of faith.

If you test positive for the coronavirus
and have taken part in a recent Mass in
the church, please inform Fr Magill

BOOKING YOUR SEAT FOR MASS

(Please print off this sheet for family members and friends who are not online)
You can book your seat for Mass by going to our parish website
www.stathanasiuscarluke.org and by following the instructions there. The booking
system is very easy to follow.
Everyone who can is asked to use online booking. This ensures not only that your
seat is reserved but also that your name and details are recorded in case you need to
be contacted. These details will be deleted after 3 weeks.
If you are making multiple bookings, you must do these separately. For instance, you
may be requesting tickets for six people; three from the same household, one couple
and one individual. This means you would have to make 3 bookings: one for a
family block, one for a couple’s seating and one for an individual.
Only members of the same household may sit together.
If you are not online, please ask a family member or fellow parishioner to book
on your behalf. Your name and contact details must be entered into the system,
not those of the person booking for you. The person booking should enter their
own email address.
If for whatever reason you cannot make your booking online, you can do so by
calling 07907 609182. Please leave a voicemail with
•
•
•
•

Your name
Your phone number
Your choice of Mass (day and date)
The number of seats required and the names of those requesting the
seats

You will receive a text or call to confirm your request.
This is a very different way of coming to our celebration of Mass together but it is
necessary during these challenging times. Please have patience and forbearance.
Very quickly we’ll all grow accustomed to this process and hopefully it will become
second nature to us. If you have any questions, please contact Fr Magill.

LIVE STREAMING
WE USE LIVE STREAMING TO ENABLE:
HOUSEBOUND PARISHIONERS TO ENGAGE WITH MASS FROM HOME
RELATIVES/FRIENDS WHO CANNOT ATTEND A BAPTISM / WEDDING /
FUNERAL TO VIEW IT
EVANGELISATION: ENABLING THOSE WHO CANNOT OR DO NOT
ATTEND CHURCH TO ENGAGE WITH ACTS OF WORSHIP.

ALL OF THESE REASONS ARE NECESSARY IN THE
LEGITIMATE INTERESTS OF THE CHURCH.
THE IMAGES ARE MADE AVAILABLE LIVE ONLINE AND
CAN BE ACCESSED BY ANYONE.
LIVE STREAMING IS CARRIED OUT DURING LIVE
SERVICES ONLY.
CAMERAS FOCUS ONLY ON THE SANCTUARY AREA AND
THE AREA IMMEDIATELY IN FRONT OF IT.
IF YOU DO NOT WISH TO HAVE YOUR IMAGE LIVE
STREAMED PLEASE BEAR THIS IN MIND.

About Us
This Parish is part of the Roman Catholic Diocese of MOTHERWELL, registered
charity number SC011041. If you have questions about this notice, please contact
frmagill@rcdom.org.uk

Pope Francis’ prayer intention for January: Intention for Evangelization: – Human

Fraternity: May the Lord give us the grace to live in full fellowship with our brothers and sisters
of other religions, praying for one another, open to all.

This month’s Lucky Numbers Draw: 1st No 42 John Milloy £125; 2nd 23 Kevin
McGlone £75; 3rd No 53 John Douglas £50. Please contact Eddie Kelly at
treasurer@stathanasiuscarluke.org for your winnings.
Please remember to book online
your seat for Mass. See guidance
BOOKING YOUR SEAT FOR
MASS given in this bulletin. Thanks
to everyone for your cooperation
and patience.
Pray ray for the eternal
rest of Lina Feniuk whose
funeral takes place this
week. May the Lord
receive her into his arms
of mercy and comfort her
family at this time of
their loss.

Sincere thanks to all of you for your kind Christmas
wishes, cards and gifts. I appreciate them deeply. Thank
you also to those who cleaned, prepared and decorated
the church for our Christmas celebrations and who maintain the church beautifully throughout the year. Thanks
also to our ushers and sanitizers whose help is so necessary to ensure we keep within all the rules for the maintenance of a safe environment.

A PRAYER AS WE BEGIN A NEW YEAR: God, Thank you for helping us to
make it through this difficult year. Thank you that you’ve carried us through the uncertainty of deep waters, through the flames of trials, and through the pain of hard
losses. We are constantly aware of how much we need you, your grace, your
strength, your power working through even the toughest days. Help us to keep our
focus first on you this season. Please forgive us for giving too much time and attention to other things, for looking to other people before coming to you first. Help us
to reflect again, on what Christmas is really all about. Thank you that you came to
give new life, peace, hope, and joy. Thank you that your power is made perfect in
our weakness.
Help us to remember that the gift of Christ, Immanuel, is our greatest treasure, not
just at Christmas, but for the whole year through. Fill us with your joy and the peace
of your Spirit. Direct our hearts and minds towards you. Thank you for your reminder that both in seasons of celebration and in seasons of brokenness, you’re still with
us. For you never leave us. Thank you for your daily powerful Presence in our lives,
that we can be assured your heart is towards us, your eyes are over us, and your ears
are open to our prayers. Thank you that you surround us with favour as with a
shield, and we are safe in your care.
HOLY MASS: Vigil of Sunday: Saturday, 6pm; Sunday: 11am. Monday-Friday:
10am.SACRAMENT OF RECONCILIATION: Saturday 5.30–5.55pm and on request.
21 Mount Stewart Street, Carluke, ML8 5EB. Parish Priest: Fr. Thomas F. Magill. Tel: 01555 771250.
Mobile No: 07789708192; email: frmagill@rcdom.org.uk
Website: www.stathanasiuscarluke.org
Chairman of the Parish Pastoral Council: Mr Ronnie Cook.
Parish Treasurer: Mr Eddie Kelly (email: treasurer@stathanasiuscarluke.org)
stathanasiuscarluke

@saintaths

bit.ly/youtubestathanasiuscarluke

