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R A I N B O W :  E X P R E S S ,  E X C H A N G E  A N D  B E  I N F O R M E D  O F  A  C H R I S T I A N  W A Y  O F  L I F E  !  

Hcp inin-c-Imew IqSn hnS-]-d-bp-hm³ X¿m-dm-hp-¶p.  

]peÀImessiXy-¯nsâ _mjv]-]-S-e-§Ä¡p Xo£vWX 

Ipd-ªp-Xp-S-§n-bn-cn-¡p-¶p. DZ-b-kq-cysâ s]m³In-c-W-§Ä 

P\-e-gn-I-fn-eqsS ssI\o«n \ndp-I-bnÂ XtemSn Dd-¡-̄ nsâ 

Be-ky-¯nÂ\n¶pw hnfn-¨p-WÀ¯p-¶p. {]`m-X-̄ nÂ Ah-

ti-jn-¡p¶ \\p¯ lna-I-W-§-fnÂ IXn-tcmsâ t\À¯-In-c-

W-§Ä ]Xnªp A§-Ise BIm-i-ho-Yn-bnÂ ho­pw Hcp 

amcn-hnÃp {]Xy-£-am-bn-cn-¡p-¶p. \s½ Hcp ]pXp-h-k- -́¯n-

te-¡p-\-bn-¡p-hm³ \½psS "sdbn³t_m' ho­pw BK-X-am-bn-cn-¡p-¶p. 

sdbn³t_m-bpsS Cu e¡w \½psS k`-bpsS A½-bmb ]cn-ip-²-am-Xm-hn\p 

kaÀ¸n-¡p-I-bm-Wv. Ct¸mÄ \mw amXm-hnsâ ]nd-hn-Xn-cp-\mÄ BtLmjn-¡p¶ 

ka-b-am-Wv. Cutimbv¡p Gähpw {]nb-s¸-«-h-fmWv ]cn-ip-²-A-½. A½-bpsS a[y-

Ø-X-bn-eqsS F¯p¶ GXp At]-£bpw {]mÀ°-\bpw Cutim-bpsS Xncp-ap-

¼nÂ XoÀ -̈bmbpw F¯p-Ibpw {]tXy-I-amb A\p-{K-l-§Ä¡p Imc-W-`q-X-am-hp-

Ibpw sN¿pw. kzÀ¤-¯nÂ \ap-¡p-th­n {]mÀ°n-¡p-hm\pw At]-£n-¡p-hm\pw 

kZm-k-¶-²-bmbn Cutim-bpsS Nmc-̄ pÅ \½psS A½-bmWv ]cn-ip-²-a-dn-bw. 

\mw F´p _p²n-ap-«pÅ Imcyhpw, km[n-¡p-¶-Xn-\mbn BZyw \½psS A½-

bpsS ]¡-emWv F¯p-¶-Xv. \½psS Bh-iy-§Ä £a-tbmsS {ihn¨p AXp th

­-co-Xn-bnÂ Ah-X-cn-¸n¨p \ap-¡mbn \½psS A½ t\Sn-Xcpw  F¶p \ap-¡p-d-¸p-

­v. \½psS Hmtcm-cp-̄ -cp-sSbpw IpSpw-_-§-fnÂ A½ \ap-¡p-th­n sNbvX kl-

\-§fpw XymK-§fpw Cu Ah-k-c-¯nÂ \mw kvacn-¡p-Ibpw \½psS A½-

bv¡mbn ]cn-ip-²-am-Xm-hn-t\mSp {]mÀ°n-¡p-Ibpw sN¿mw. ]cn-ip-²-A-½-bpsS {]

Xn-\n-[n-bmWv \½psS A½. GXp ZpxJ-¯nepw, Zpcn-X-¯nepw, {]Xn-k-Ôn-bnepw 

\ap¡p Icp¯pw, Icp-X-epw, Imh-ep-ambn \n¶Xp \½psS A½-bm-Wv. 

A½ F¶ ]Zw Hcp hyàn Abm-fpsS Pohn-X-̄ nÂ Gähpw IqSp-XÂ D¨-cn-

¡p¶  c­-£-c-am-Wv. GXp ZpxJ-̄ nepw, kt´m-j-¯n-epw, {]Xn-k-Ôn-bn-epw, 

A]-I-S-th-f-bnepw \mw Adn-bmsXXs¶ \½psS \mhnÂ Db-cp¶ c­-£-c-amWv 

"A½'. B hm¡v A{X iàn-tb-dn-b-Xm-Wv, A{X kwc-£-W-am-Wv. F{X {]mb-am-

sb-¦nepw \mw A½-bpsS Nq­p-hn-c-ensâ ]nSn-bnÂ kpc-£n-X-am-sW¶ Hcp t_m

[ywþ AXmWv \mw Adn-bmsXXs¶ "A½' F¶ hm¡v \½psS \mhnÂ HmSn-sb-

¯p-¶-Xv. A½-bpsS alXzw a\-Ên-em-¡p-hm-\pÅ Ah-k-c-amWv \½psS ]cn-ip-²-

am-Xm-hnsâ ]nd-hn-Xn-cp-\mÄ BtLmjn-¡p¶ Cu thf. C¶p hnh-c-km-t¦-Xn-I-

hnZy hfsc hnI-kn-¨n-cn-¡p-¶p. cmPy-§Ä X½n-epÅ Zqcw hfsc Ipdªn-cn-

¡p¶p. FÃmw sRmSn-bn-S-bnÂ km[y-am-Ip-¶p. ]t£ bmYmÀ°y-¯nÂ Dä-hcpw 

DS-b-h-cp-am-bpÅ \½psS AIew IqSn-s¡m-­n-cn-¡p-I-bmWv Cu Ime-L-«-¯nÂ. 

\s½ kvt\ln-¡p¶hÀ¡pw \½p-sS {]nb-s¸-«-hÀ¡pw \ÂIm³ \ap¡p kabw 

e`n-¡p-¶n-Ã. \ap-¡p-th­n Xsâ sNdnb kpJ-§Ä t]mepw XyPn¨p \½psS Hcp 

i_vZ-¯n-\mbn Im¯n-cn-¡p¶ \½psS A½-tb-bpw, Dä-h-tcbpw \ap¡p Cu thf-

bnÂ HmÀ½n-¡mw. thK-X-tb-dnb Cu Pohn-X-{]-bm-W-̄ nÂ Ahsc ad-¡m-sX, 

AhÀ¡p km´z-\-ta-In-þCu Pohn-X-h-gn-bnÂ \ap¡p ap³t]m-«p-t]m-Imw. 

AXn\p ]cn-ip-²-A-½-bpsS A\p-{Klw \ap-t¡m-tcm-cp-¯À¡pw D­m-hs« F¶ 

{]mÀ°-\-tbmsS Cu e¡w sdbn³t_m \n§Ä¡mbn kaÀ¸n-¡p-¶p.  

jn_p amXyp  



P A G E  2  Messages 

Mary: A Life of Humility  

What is humility?  It is an honest, truthful opinion of oneself.  Whatever we are or 
have, we owe to God... Mary was a simple village girl from Nazareth; outwardly 
looking there was nothing extra-ordinary about her. Then what made her extra-
ordinary?. Her faith and complete trust in God; her surrendering herself to the will of 
God and her great humility before God.  Mary’s greatness lies in her believing that 
the promise that the Lord made to her would be fulfilled; “You will conceive... & bear 
a son”, she believed the promise of God. What awaited Mary, awaits all of us. All 
we have to do is to believe and trust in God as Mary trusted.  In families, there must 
be mutual love & respect between husband & wife & between children & parents.  

All this requires great humility like our Bl. Mother.   

 In our lives, if we call on our Mother, she is there to protect us; in our moments of anxiety, sickness or tragedy or 
death of a loved one, she is there. We are Pravasis here.  Our Mother, who fled to Egypt to save her son, knows the 
troubles of a Pravasi family.  There could be visa problems or job problems, marital problems, disobedient daughter 
or son, whatever it may be, Our Mother is there to protect us.  If we turn to her from the valley of tears, she is there 

to help us. Turn to her & experience her protection.  Let our Blessed Mother intercede for us.  

Holy Mary Mother of God, pray for us sinners now & at the hour of our death !  AMEN  

Fr. Joy Thottamkara CSsR 

 

Mary, Mother of God, Mother of us all 

 
The church documents have told us that the “home is the little church”.  As we are all created in the image 
of God , so, we are always in need of a mother, His mother.  The presence of God is manifested not only 

in the times we, as a community are in church, but also in “the little church” In our spiritual journey through 
life, we should stay close to those, who were closest to Jesus the son of God. Mary, is one who will keep us 

close to Her Son. In our daily life Mary the mother of God is our Mother. Mary the Mother of God was 
closest to Jesus, in His life .  She gave her life to her Son, may she keep us close to Him, who gave His life 

for us all. 
Br Kevin GibbCSsR  

 

 

 

 
 

""lrZbw kvt\l-¯nsâ Ccn-¸n-S-am-Wv. \·-bpsS {]Xo-I-am-Wv. \Ã lrZ-b-apÅ 

hyàn¡p aäp-Å-hsc a\-Ên-em-¡m\pw kvt\ln-¡m\pw Ign-bpw. \Ã lrZ-b-

¯nÂ\n¶v \Ã hm¡p-I-fpw, \Ã {]hr-¯n-Ifpw ]pd-s¸-Spw. C¶v \Ã lrZ-b-ap-Å-h-

cpsS F®w Ipd-ªp-h-cp-¶p. Cutim ]d-bp¶p: lrZ-b-¯nsâ XnI-hnÂ\n¶p A[-c-

§Ä kwkm-cn-¡p-¶p. A]-csâ thZ-\-IÄ Adn-bm\pw Ahs\ klm-bn-¡m\pw aSn-

Im-Wn-¡p¶ C¶s¯ kaq-l-¯nÂ \Ã Hcp lrZ-b-̄ n\v DS-a-bm-hpI F¶Xv Hcp 

shÃp-hn-fn-bm-Wv. Xncp-lr-Z-b-\m-Ys\ amXr-I-bm¡n Fsâ lrZbw Cutim-bpsS Xncp-

lr-Zbwt]mse amXm-hnsâ hna-e-lr-Z-bw-t]mse Bbn-¯o-cm³ {]mÀ°n-¡mw. £an-

¡p-¶, kvt\ln-¡p-¶, kln-¡p-¶, Icp-W-Im-Wn-¡p-¶, \· sN¿p¶ Hcp lrZbw 

F\n-¡p-thWw F¶v Zmln-¡mw. CXm-bn-cn-¡s« \½psS {]mÀ°\: lrZ-b-im-´-Xbpw 

Ffn-a-bp-apÅ Cutim Fsâ lrZbw A§-bpsS Znhy-lr-Z-b-¯n\v H -̄Xm-¡n-b-cp-f-

W-ta.      

{]mÀ°-\m-iw-k-I-tfm-sS tPm_n-\-̈ ³   
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Let his praise be sung from the remotest parts of the earth: Isaiah 42:10 

Congratulations! Bishop Peter Hugh Brown CSsR  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

New Zealand Redemptorist, Fr. Peter Hugh Brown, has been ordained Bishop of the Diocese of Samoa
- Pago Pago, in American Samoa, by His Excellency the Apostolic Nuncio of New Zealand and the Pa-

cific, Archbishop Martin Krebs on August 22, 2013, the Feast of the Queenship of the Blessed Virgin 

Mary. He succeeds Bishop John Quinn Weitzel.  

Peter Hugh Brown was born on  8th November, 1947 in Greymouth, New Zealand as the youngest child of 

William and Mary Brown. He completed his primary and secondary education with the Marist Brothers, 
Greymouth. He entered the regular work-force before he began religious formation. Bishop Brown pro-
fessed first vows as a Redemptorist on February 16, 1969.  He studied for the priesthood at Yarra Theo-

logical Union in Melbourne, Australia and was ordained priest on 19 December, 1981.  

Bishop Brown was one of the first Redemptorists to arrive in Samoa in 1972 which was then one of the 
Rdemptorist mission areas under the Redemptorist region of New Zealand. He served as a missionary and 

as a parish priest of Our Lady of the Sea church in Safotu Savaii, Samoa before returning to New Zealand 
where he was appointed chaplain to the 27 Samoan communities that were part of the wider Samoan 

Catholic Community spread across Auckland. He was later appointed parish priest of St. Peter Chanel in 
Clover Park, South Auckland and went on to become the Redemptorists’ regional superior, New Zealand; a 

post he held for many years until ordained as the Bishop of American Samoa.  

 

Bishop Brown has been highly supportive and instrumental in the establishment and growth of the 

Syro Malabar Catholic Mission in New Zealand.  

Our very best wishes and prayers to Bishop Brown! 
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Gratefulness to God 

 

 
 

Give thanks to God in all cir-

cumstances, for this is the 

will of God in Jesus Christ for 

us: Thessalonians: 5:18  

 
 
 
 

 

Are we grateful for our family? Are we grateful for our friends?, for our  house; for  our eyes, 
nose, mouth, hands, legs and all the skills and abilities that the Almighty has given us? Are we grate-
ful for our toys, the books, the I-pods, the I-pads and all that... Are we grateful for the gift of life that 
the Almighty gave us… well, my dear friends, God wants us to be!  

 
 
Sometimes we neglect all the things we have and just complain for more. This is greed. Greed 

leads us to evil. We want MORE AND MORE AND MORE! But my dear friends have we thought 
of all those children begging and crying for a meal? Have we ever thought about all those who die of 
starvation? Have we ever felt their pain? There are more    than toys and games in this world; the 
other side of the world, a world of hunger, famine, sickness, diseases, and a world of orphans with no 
one to love and care for them… They too are children of god. Why did god make us special? 

 
 
Are we grateful for the clean water around us? Do we even think about that? Because there are 

families dying of lack of clean water. Sometimes, we ask the Lord “why have you left them poor, why 
not give them a family to love, a school to learn, friends to encourage, a roof under their head and 
food on the table” and the Almighty answers, “ I have”, I created you to be a blessing to these people. 
They need your help, they do not know me; you go and proclaim my word to them. Speak to them in 
the language of love and let your true colors shine.  God wants each and every one of us to be grate-
ful for everything we have and to help those who are around us. 
 

Dear friends, let us all be grateful and thank the Almighty for giving a chance to 
help those in need. There may not be an earthly prize for our good deeds but 
there is definitely a heavenly prize! 

                                                                                                Liya Jose  
Year 8 

 

 

 

BE GRATEFUL 
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Let the parades of God march down the streets 

Let the news reach everyone. The Lord has risen indeed! 

Halleluiah! Let us praise Him, he is truly the saviour 

He was holy from the start for he never cursed the dark 

He gathered people and taught them about the Almighty Father. 

The Pharisees watched Him closely. Trying to find the fault 

But we all know there is no fault in the Son of God 

Jesus knew what was to happen to Him, He knew the plan 

God strengthen Him so He could fulfil the scriptures 

Judas chose wealth over God but realised his mistake all too late 

Innocent Jesus was tortured and nailed to the cross. 

People from everywhere wept for the Lamb of God 

They took down his precious body and placed it in a tomb 

The Pharisees thinking the disciples will take Jesus, placed two 

guards 

After three days an angel from heaven blinded the guards and rolled away the stone 

Jesus rose into heaven and was seated at the Father’s right hand 

Jesus’ spirit lived on in the believers and is watching us carefully now 

We receive His body and blood through bread and wine 

The lord has truly risen, let us rejoice and celebrate 

And continue to believe in the one and only God. 

 

 

Jenice Sunny Kuzhikombil 

Year 7 
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A distant sound disrupted my dream of a place. It was beautiful in all its aspects; a place far away from my 

home in this world. A place where children sing together, play together, eat together, and talk together, 

and there is nothing that can separate them. A place where everything and everyone is equal, and where 

everyone appreciates each other’s talents.  This was a dream that I had all the time- but I knew it could 

never be true. It was just a dream. 

I heard the sound again, a bit louder this time. As my brain began to 

become aware of my senses, I tried to locate where the sound was 

coming from. I should have known. I picked up my mobile phone and 

whispered into it, “Hu-hello.” My voice gave away the fear in me. 

“Oi Red, why are you awake so early? I bet your brain hurts! 

It’s a beautiful day today, isn’t it! See ya at school,” said a 

deep, almost sinister voice. It was him. 

“Ok,” I tried to say, but my mouth let out a squeak instead. I could 

hear laughing from the other side. I fumbled around with my fingers and pressed the ‘end call’ button. I 

stared at the blank screen of my phone. I knew there was nothing I could do. 

The bright red light of my digital clock read 4:20 am.  My eyes filled with tears, but I was used to early 

morning calls from him. I lay awake, because even sleep had abandoned me. 

When the time came for me to leave for school, my mind told me to stay in bed, but I knew that no ex-

cuse would cut it. I had already acted sick before, with a fever, and had even tried acting as if I had 

chicken pox, but I always ended up going to the ‘educational facility.’ I put on my school uniform, and saw 

an old hat at the corner of my wardrobe. I picked it up and put it on. At least it was something.      

 I left home and started walking to school, being careful not to make eye contact with any fellow stu-

dents. That, like always, wasn’t possible. While walking, alone and away from everyone else, a boy behind 

me shouted, “Nice hat, grandma Red!”  The people near him turned to look at me and started laugh-

ing. I started to run, acting as if I didn’t hear anything.   Don’t run away, grandma!” another boy shouted.                                                                                  

But I kept running. I ran the rest of the way. I didn’t stop until I was inside the school toilets, the door 

locked, and my head in my hands. I sat there in the silence, thinking what I had done to deserve all this. 

Suddenly, the silence was shattered by a loud banging on the door. “ 

“You punk, get out here so that I can beat the heck out of you!” someone shouted.  I closed my eyes and 

imagined myself in an orb, separate from the world. I knew who was outside; it was a close friend of his. 

The banging increased intensely, and I came out slowly.  “Gimme your lunch, or you’ll find yourself in 

hospital, Reddy,” he said.  I took out my lunch – a muesli bar, a banana and an apple. He snatched the 

muesli bar and the apple, and threw the banana into the closest toilet.                                                                    

RED 
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“You better bring something better tomorrow, Red,” he said, before storming out of the toilet.                            

His name was Julian.  Ever since he had first laid his eyes on me, he had a grudge against me. I had lost 

count of the number of times he had beaten me up, but he was not even half as bad as him.                                                   

The bell rang for the start of the day and I went to class. The first period of the day was art, and as I took 

a seat at the back corner of the class, our teacher, Miss Emma, looked at me with pity.                                       

“Are you alright, Scott?” she asked me. “I’m fine thank you,” I replied.                                                                                                

“How is school going?” she asked.  “It’s okay, I guess,” I replied, but I could see the other kids sneering.                                                   

Miss Emma was the only person in the school to call me by my real name. All the other teachers called me 

“Red”. Despite how friendly she was, I hated Art just as much as the other subjects.                                                             

“There is a new assignment for all of you,” she said. “The topic is for you to choose, just make it good. I will 

give you the equipment, but……” I didn’t care or pay any attention to what was said after that. I just kept 

thinking. Why was I so different? What was wrong with me? I just didn’t know. 

When the bell rang for break, I saw him and a group of people come towards me. His face told me that he 

was looking for trouble. “Oi Red, I heard that school was apparently going ‘okay’ for you,” he said.                                                  

“Yes,” I replied, with the bravest sound I could muster. I sounded like a little girl.                                     

“Well I guess I ain’t doing my job very well”, he said. “That is, to make your life miserable!”                               

Saying this, he grabbed my collar and lifted me up. He gave a mighty punch to my abdomen, and it felt as 

if my heart had stopped. The people around him stood there, laughing at my pain. The little dignity I had 

was gone. I lay on the floor, pain burning my insides.  I knew his name, but I never used it. I did not want to 

be like him.  The day came to an end, and as I lay on my bed at night I cried. I cried because of him, be-

cause of my lost dignity, because of my ruined life, but mostly because of my hair. I cried because I was 

upset at why God would make my hair red and why he would allow this to happen. I cried because 

they all hated me based not on my personality, but on the colour of my hair. I cried because I was different. 

I cried until I realised that crying would not make me feel any better. I felt ashamed of my cowardliness as I 

closed my eyes, trying to go to sleep.  

The next day, I sat at the corner of the room again, staring at the blank 

piece of paper that Miss Emma had given me. She came to me and told 

me to draw. She told me to draw anything. It could be a chair, or a 

desk, or in fact any object. Even drawing something of my feelings 

would be fine. I looked at the piece of paper one last time and 

sketched what was in my heart. I drew anything that came to mind. 

Every now and then a person would make a comment about me, but this 

only helped me to keep going. I kept drawing. I thought about what to 

draw and drew about everything that was happening to me. I drew 

about him, a punch, a drop of tear, and anything that I could think of. 

But mostly, I drew myself and my hair.  I put my finished piece on Miss 

Emma’s desk, and went out when the bell rang.  
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From then on, I tried to avoid him, but this was hard as he seemed to be always looking for me. Every day, I 

made sure to wear a hat, so my hair wouldn’t be seen. Many weeks passed, but no one stopped mocking 

me or laughing at me. My life was on the verge of collapse. Many times I wondered if death would be bet-

ter. I almost tried to end my life, but something stopped me. It was my heart that kept my whole self to-

gether, giving me the courage I needed. I wouldn’t give up. I remembered the old saying, that every cloud 

has a silver lining. 

That silver lining came one day, a day which I can never forget.  

At assembly, the headmaster called out a name; my name.                                                                                                                            

“Scott Parlor, can you please come up to the front,” he said.                                                                                               

I stood where I was, wondering what humiliation awaited me, and saw everyone looking at me and 
sneering. I still had my hat on as I came to the front of the assembly, and there, to my surprise, smiling, 

stood Miss Emma. I felt angry, because the one person, who I thought was friendly, had betrayed me and 
was secretly smiling because she enjoyed me being humiliated. I kept walking nevertheless, and the head-

master said,                                                                                                                                                                  

“Congratulations, Scott.”  I stood there, wondering what kind of sick joke he was playing on me.                             
Then Miss Emma said to me, “I entered the artwork, which you made, into a national competition, because I 

saw that it was so terrific.” She turned to face the school and said, “Can we have a round of applause for 
Scott!” As expected, no one clapped for me. 

“Believe it or not,” she said, “Scott won the competition! His prize is ten thousand dollars, and he will be 
given a professional art kit.”  I still didn’t believe, until she handed me a trophy that was almost as big as 

me! As I observed my prize more closely, I saw my name engraved onto it. My next move was one that I 
had no plan or intention of carrying out- I quickly took off my hat, standing in front of the other students 

with my red hair. To my surprise, everyone started clapping! 

From that day, I never wore a hat, and I was proud of my identity. I realised that I couldn’t let others 
rule my personality. People started seeing me from a new perspective, and started to judge me not based 

on my hair, but based on my character. Even he came and congratulated me, and I’m sure he won’t be 
bothering anyone for a long time! I decided to start using his real name, John, because I realised that if I 

didn’t forgive him, I would be no better than him. All my spare time, I practise art, and I must thank Miss 
Emma for that! 

 

 

 

I am no longer ‘Red’…..…I am Scott Parlor.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

PAULSE RAJI ANITHOTTAM 

Year 8 



Community News 
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HmIveânÂ AÂt^m³km-½-bpsS Xncp-\mÄ BtLm-jn-¨p 

kotdm-a-e-_mÀ k -̀bpsS A`n-am-\- Xmc-Ihpw `mcX It¯m-en¡m 

k -̀bnse BZys¯ hnip² AÂt^m³km-½-bpsS Xncp-\mÄ 

HmIveânÂ `àym-Z-c-]qÀÆw BtLm-jn-¨p. Pqsse 28 Rmb-dmgvN 

FÃÉn Im -̄enIv ]Ån-bnÂ h¨mWv BtLm-j-§Ä \S-¯-s -̧«-Xv. 

sshIn«v 4.30-þ\v, HmIveâv kotdm-a-e-_mÀ anj³ Nm¹n³ ^m. tPmbn 

tXm«-¦c AÂt^m³km-½-bpsS Xncp-kz-cq-]hpw Xncp-ti-jn¸pw sh©-

cn¨v NS§p-IÄ Bcw-`n-¨p. XpSÀ¶v \S¶ BtLm-j-amb Xncp-\mÄ ]

m«p IpÀ_m-\-bnÂ Akn-Ìâv Nm]vfn³ ^m. tPm_n³ h\yw-]-d-¼nÂ 

apJy-ImÀ½n-I-\m-bn-cp-¶p. lnÂkv_tdm {^m³kn-kv¡³ dn{Soäv 

skâ-dnse ^m. Pbnwkv IÃ-d-¡Â, ^m. AcpÄ kzman BtcmIyw 

F¶n-hÀ kl-ImÀ½n-I-cm-bn-cp-¶p. AÂt^m³km-½-bpsS kl\ 

Pohn-X-am-XrI ]n³sN¶v hnip-²n-bn-te-¡pÅ hgn-bn-eqsS apt¶-dp-

hm³ ^m. tPmbn Xsâ {]kw-K-at²y DZvt_m-[n-̧ n-¨p. IpÀ_m-

\bv¡ptijw s\mth-\bpw XpSÀ¶v AÂt^m³km½bpsS Xncp-kz-

cq]w hln-¨p-sIm-­pÅ `àn-\nÀ -̀c-amb {]Z-£n-Whpw \S-¯-s¸-«p. 

t]¸Â ]XmI hln¨ k¬tU-kvIqÄ Ip«n-Ifpw I¯n¨ sagp-Ip-Xn-

cn-Ifpw H¸w P]-am-e-{]mÀ°-\bpw tNÀ¶ {]Z-£nWw hnizm-kn-

IÄ¡v ad-¡m-\m-hm¯ A\p-`q-Xn-bmWv k½m-\n-̈ -Xv. XpSÀ¶p \S¶ 

hn -̀h-k-ar-²-amb kvt\l-hn-cp-¶nÂ 650-þ-Hmfw t]À ]s¦-Sp-¯p. {SÌn 

tSman tPmk-^v, ]mcojv Iu¬knÂ AwK-§Ä k¬tU-kvIqÄ A

[ym-]-IÀ, IpSpw-_-bq-Wnäv `mc-hm-ln-IÄ F¶n-hÀ BtLm-j-§Ä¡v t\XrXzw \ÂIn. 

Xncp-\mÄ BtLm-j-§Ä¡v ap³]v \S¶ k¬tU kvIqÄ AÀ²-hmÀjnI ]co-£-bnÂ 134 Ip«n-

IÄ ]s¦-Sp-¯p. A¸-kvtXm-e-{]-hÀ¯-\-§sf Bkv]-Z-am-¡n-bpÅ, k¬tUkvIqÄ ss__nÄ Iznkv 

ss^\Â du­v HmKÌv 11 Rmb-dmgvN D -̈I-gnªv 3.30-þ\v \S-̄ -s -̧«p-.  

 

\yqkn-emânÂ hnizm-k-]-cn-io-

e\ Iym¼v   

 

HmIveâv kotdm-a-e-_mÀ k¬tU 

kvIqfns\ B`n-ap-Jy-¯nÂ 1 apXÂ 11 

hsc ¢mÊp-I-fnse Ip«n-IÄ¡v th­n 

\S-¯nb inin-c-Ime hnizmk ]cn-io-

e\ Iym¼v AXy´w hnP-b-I-c-ambn ]

cy-h-km-\n-¨p. Pqsse 15,16 Xob-Xn-I-

fnÂ F]vkw Im¯-enIv ]Ån-bnÂ 

h¨mWv XpSÀ¨-bmb 6þmw hÀjw Cu 

Iym¼v \S-¯-s -̧«-Xv. \qän-C-cp-]-tXmfw 

Ip«n-IÄ Iym¼nÂ ]s¦-Sp-̄ p. 

""hnizmkw {InkvXo-b-Po-hn-X-̄ nsâ 

ASn-Øm\w'' F¶ apJy-hn-j-bs¯ 

Bkv]-Z-am¡n ¢mÊp-Ifpw NÀ¨-Ifpw 

kwL-Sn-¸n-¡-s¸-«p. kotdm-a-e-_mÀ anj³ Nm¹n³ ^m. tPmbn tXm«-¦-c, Akn-Ìâv Nm¹n³ ^m. tPm_n³ 

h\yw-]-d-¼nÂ, tPmkv tPmk-^v, tSman tPmk^v, enkm tPm¬k¬, tem«kv dPn, tacn kvanX F¶n-hÀ 

¢mÊp-IÄ \bn¨p. BIvj³ tkm§p-I-fpw, hnhn[ aÕ-c-§-fpw, Ifn-Ifpw BIvSn-hn-än-Ifpw sIm­v k¼-

¶-amb Iym¼v ap³hÀj-§-tf-¡mÄ Gsd anI-¨-Xm-bn-cp-¶psh¶v Iym¼nÂ ]s¦-Sp¯ apgp-h³ Ip«n-Ifpw 

GI-kz-c-̄ nÂ A`n-{]m-b-s¸-«p. dPn Nmt¡m, So\m tXma-kv, jmen ¢aâv, enPn tSman, dnb tImin, 

tPman\n tPmkv, enbm³ tPm¬k¬ F¶n-hÀ Iym¼n\v t\XrXzw \ÂIn. c­p Znh-k-§-fn-embn \S-¯-

s¸« hnhn[ aÕ-c-§-fnÂ B³tPm-k-̂ nsâ t\Xr-Xz-̄ n-epÅ skâvtXm-akv Sow H¶mw Øm\w t\Sn. 

Iym¼nsâ h³hn-P-b-¯n\v hgn-sX-fn¨ Gh-tcbpw ^m. tPmbn A`n-\-µn-¨p. 

dPn Nmt¡m B\n-t¯m«w 

 

    



B{ibw  
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\ndbpw angn-IÄ Xf-cp-t¼mÄ Acn-InÂ XW-embv {]nb-

t\ip 

Ccp-fnÂ ]mZw CS-dp-t¼mÄ HgpIpw kvt\lw \nd-thmsS 

IS-en³ \Sp-hnÂ Cu sNdp-tXmWn ImhÂ hnf-¡mbv 

F³ \mYm 

Ag-enÂ XpW-bmbv Fs¶¶pw kphn-ti-j-¯n³ \nd-Zo]

w 

hc-ambv P]-ambv Dbn-cn³ kzc-ambv tbip-hn³ \maw 

km´z-\-ambv  

]pÂIps¶¶pw IcpWmab-\mbv AcnsI \nÂ¸q ]p©n-cn-

bmbv 

Aán-bnÂ ag-bmbv IpfnÀ XqIpw, apdn-hnÂ kvt\lw ]IÀt¶Ipw 

CS-b³ F¶ hgn-\-S¯pw Iq¸pw ssIbnÂ hc-taIpw 

Bg-¨p-gn-bnÂ ap§p-t¼mÄ c£-I-s\¶pw Xm§mIpw 

kXy-amÀK-ambv \nXy-Po-h-\mbv B{i-b-ta-Ipw, Aen-thmsS 

 

tUm. tacn kvanX 

 

God is Love  

God loved us so much,  

That he gave his only son, 

To redeem us from the slavery of sin. 

He also gave our loving parents. 

And our brothers and sisters. 

He blessed us with numerous talents. 

He gives us everything we need… 

Because he loves us all the same. 

Manuel Tomy 

Year 5    



 P A G E  1 1  

 

 

 

""Iptª... \n³ tcmZ\w tIÄ¡msX t]mhp-Itbm...'' 
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Ignª Iptd BgvN-I-fmbn ae-bm-f-¡-c-bmsI {]mÀ°-

\-bpsS Xncn-\mfw sImfp¯n I®o-scm-gp-¡n-bXv Hcp ]

n©p-Ip-ªnsâ Poh-\p-th-­n-bm-Wv. ]e A½-amcpw 

s\©p-]n-fÀ¶ thZ-\-tbmsS B Ipªn-s\-tbmÀ v̄ 

tX§n. B Ipªns\ amtdm-S-W¨v Ahsâ thZ-\-

bnÂ ]¦p-tN-cm-\m-{K-ln-¡m¯ A½-am-cp-­m-hn-Ã. P·w 

\ÂIn-b-hÀXs¶ B Ipcp-¶p-]q-sam-«ns\ XÃn-̈ -X-¨p. 

BÀ¡pw s]mdp-¡m-\m-hm¯ sImSpw-{Iq-c-X. B Ipªn-

t\mSp Im«n-b-hÀ a\p-jysâ \oXn-]p-kvX-I-¯nÂ Zb 

AÀln-¡p-¶n-Ã. ImcWw {]]-©-¯nse ]£n-ar-Km-Zn-

IÄt]mepw Xsâ Ipªp-§sf ]cn-]m-en-¡p-¶-Xp-Im-Wp-

t¼mÄ \njvTq-c-\mb a\pjym... \ns¶ D]-an-¡m³ ssZh-

kr-jvSn-bnÂ asämcp \ma-an-Ã. kzmÀ°-em- -̀̄ n\pw kpJ-

t`m-K-§Ä¡pw-th­n ]m]w sN¿p¶ a\p-jy³ Adn-bp-

¶n-Ã Ah-s\-Xnsc hcm-\n-cn-¡p¶ IÀ¯m-hnsâ tIm]-

s¯-¡p-dn¨v. ]gb\n-b-a-¯n-eqsS It®m-Sn-¡p-t¼mÄ C

{km-tbÂP\-̄ nsâ sXäp-IÄ¡v Ahsc in£n-¡p-

Ibpw ]n¶oSv ]Ým- -̄]n¨v aS-§n-sb-̄ p-t¼mÄ Ah-

tcmSv £an-¡p-Ibpw sN¿p¶ ssZhs¯ \mw ImWp-¶p. 

hn. {KÙ-¯nÂ \mw hmbn-¡p¶p ""]m]-̄ nsâ i¼fw 

ac-W-am-sW¶v''. ho­pw {]`mjI³ 35:18þÂ C§s\ ]

d-bp¶p: ""\nÀ±-bsâ Ac-s¡«v IÀ¯mhv XIÀ¡p-Ibpw P\-X-I-tfmSv ]Icw ho«p-Ibpw sN¿pw.'' 

 

kÀÆ-N-cm-N-c-§Ä¡v cq]hpw `mhhpw, Poh\pw \ÂInb ssZh-¯nsâ krjvSn-I-fnÂ GsXm-¶n-sâbpw 

ssiihw F{X at\m-l-c-am-Wv. hnS-cm³ sh¼n-\nÂ¡p¶ ]qsam-«p-IÄ. {]`m-X-¯nsâ \\p¯ IpfnÀ½-bp-

ambn Ingt¡ N{I-hm-f-¯nÂ sXfn-bp¶ DZ-b-kq-cy³. Pohsâ BZy-Np-h-Sp-IÄ hbv¡p¶ BSp-am-Sp-IÄ. ]

Ãn-Ãm¯ tamW-Im«n \njvI-f-¦-ambn ]p©ncn s]mgn-¡p¶ ]n©p-Ip-ªp-§Ä. B Ipªn-¡-®p-I-fn-te¡v 

t\m¡p-t¼mÄ ssZhw hkn-¡p¶ Hmtcm a\-Ênepw hmÕ-eyhpw Icp-Wbpw \nd-bp-¶p. ]t£ a\p-jy³ ]

nim-Nmbn amdp-t¼mÄ Ahsâ I®p-I-fnÂ Imahpw {Iqc-Xbpw \nd-bp-¶p. \njvI-f-¦-cmb Ipªp-§-fpsS 

apJs¯ Znhy-{]-Imiw ImWmt\m Ah-cpsS Zo\-tcm-Z-\hpw tIÄ¡mt\m Ign-bm- -̄hn[w Ah³ 

AÔ\pw _[n-c\pw Bbn amdp-¶p. DZ-c-^ew IÀ¯m-hnsâ Zm\-am-bn-cns¡ AXns\ CÃmbva sN¿m³ 

sh¼ÂsIm-Åp-¶-hÀ Btem-Nn-t¡­ H¶p-­v. Xsâ DZ-c-̄ nÂ cq]w sIm­ Pohs\ kz´w kpJ-

¯n\pw kuI-cy-¯n-\pw-th­n sIm¶p-I-f-bp-t¼mÄ \n§Ä sN¿p¶ {Iqc-Xbv¡v F´mWv t]cn-tS-­-Xv. 

H¶pIc-bm³t]mepw BImsX A½-bpsS KÀ`-]m{Xw Xs¶ AhÀ¡v ac-Ww-hn-X-bv¡p-t¼mÄ amXr-Xz-

sa¶ ]ZhnbpsS ]mh-\X If-¦-s -̧Sp-¶p. Hmtcm Ipªpw ssZh-̄ nsâ s]mt¶m-a-\-bm-Wv. ]oUn-¸n-¡-s¸-

Sp¶ Hmtcm Ipªn-sâbpw tcmZ\w taL-§Ä Xpf¨v IÀ¯r-k-¶n-[n-bn-se-̄ pw. At¸mÄ Ahn-Sp-t¯¡v 

kzØ-\mbn Ccn-¡m³ Ign-bp-I-bn-Ã. hn.-aÀt¡m-knsâ kphn-tijw 10-þmw A²ym-b-¯nÂ ]d-bp¶p: ""inip-

¡Ä Fsâ ASp-¡Â hcm³ A\p-h-Zn-¡p-hn³. Ahsc XS-b-cp-Xv. Fs -́¶mÂ kzÀ¤-cmPyw Ah-sc-t¸m-ep-

Å-h-cp-tS-XmWv''  

 

Iptª... \nsâ Imep-IÄ AhÀ XÃn-sbm-Sn-¨-t¸mÄ \nsâ ico-c-¯nÂ apdn-hp-I-tfÂ¸n¨v \nsâ  i{Xp-

¡Ä ckn-¨-t¸mÄ hni-¶p-I-cª \n\¡v Blmcw XcmsX ]«n-Wn-¡n«v ]oUn-¸n-¨-t¸mÄ AhÀ thZ-\n-¸n-

¨-Xv \nsâ krjvSm-hmb ssZh-s¯-bm-Wv. \nsâ Hmtcm tcmZ-\-§fpw Iqc-¼mbn Xd-ªp-I-bdnbXv Cu-

tim-bpsS Xncp-lr-Z-b-¯n-em-Wv. \nsâ kl\w aäp-]-e-scbpw hnip-²o-I-cn-¡p-t¼mÄ \o ssZh-̄ nsâ 

I®n-ep-®n-bmbn amdpw. \nsâ Dd-¡-̄ nÂ Xmcm-«p-]m-Sm³ amem-J-hr-µ-§sf Ahn-Sp¶v Abbv¡pw. \nsâ 

apdn-hp-IÄ Znhy-\m-Y³ sXm«pkuJy-s -̧Sp-̄ pw. \oN-cmb a\p-jyÀ \nt¶mSv ImWn¨ {Iqc-X-IÄ¡v \nsâ 

krjvSm-hmb ssZhw am¸p-\ÂI-s«. aämÀ¡pw \ns¶ ths­-¦nepw \ns¶ kvt\lw-sIm­v hmcn-̧ p-W-cm³ 

Cutim\mY-\p-­v. a\p-jysâ {Iqc-X-I­v I®oÀhmÀ¡p¶ ]cn-ip² A½-tbmSv \ap-t¡m-tcm-cp-¯À¡pw 

{]mÀ°n-¡mw. temI-sa-§p-apÅ Ipªp-§Ä¡mbv ss\À½-ey-¯nsâ aeÀhm-Sn-bnÂ Hmtcm Ipªp-§fpw 

HmSn-¡-fn-¡-s«. kvt\l-¯nsâ ]qt´m-¸nÂ Zo\-tcm-Z-\-§Ä C\nbpw Db-cm-Xn-cn-¡-s«. 

sSkn tPmPn \mK-¸pg  



A¯n-a-c-̄ nsâ Nph-«nÂ Ccn-¡p-t¼mÄ Rm³ \ns¶ I­p (tbml-¶m³ 1:48) 

tbml-¶msâ kphn-ti-j-¯nÂ \Ym-\-tbepw tbip-

hp-am-bpÅ IqSn-¡m-gvNbpw \Ym-\-tb-ensâ Gäp-]-d-

¨nepw XpSÀ¶v tbip-hns\ Ah³ ]n³sN-Ãp-¶Xpw \mw 

hmbn-¡p-¶p. 

F´psIm­mWv tbip \Ym-\-tb-ensâ \njvI-f-

¦sX FSp-¯p-]-d-bp-¶Xv. F´mWv ChnsS A¯n-a-c-¨p-

hSnsâ {]k-àn. ac-¨p-h-«nÂ Ccp-¶pÅ [ym\w Hcp-X-c-

¯nÂ]d-ªmÂ a\p-jysâ ssZhm-t\z-jWXzcbmWv. 

AsX BZn-am-Xm-]n-Xm-¡Ä¡v GZ³tXm-«-¯nse B ]

gb ac-¨p-h-«nÂh¨v \jvS-s¸« ssZh-km-¶n[yw (DÂ]

¯n 3:6). bpK-§fpw Xe-ap-d-Ifpw Ign-ªn«pw a\p-jy³ 

AsX ac-¨p-h-«nÂ t]mbn At\z-jn-¡p-¶p. \½psS 

BÀj-`m-c-X-̄ nepw CXp-t]mse ac-¨p-h-«nÂ Ccp¶p 

[ym\n-¡p¶ Ejn-i-c-·msc ImWp-hm³ km[n-¡p-¶p. 

ssZhs¯t¯Sn-bpÅ a\p-jysâ {]mÀ°-\-I-fpw, ]cn-

{i-a-§-fpw, a\p-jysâ ssZhm-t\z-jW IY-IÄ. a\p-jysâ ssZhm-t\z-j-W-̄ n\v Hcn-¡epw ssZhs¯ 

F¯n-¸n-Sn-¡p-hm³ km[n-¡pIbnÃ. \½Ä `qan-bnÂ \n¶p-Å-h-cmWv (tbml. 3:31). F¶mÂ ssZhw Xs¶ 

kzbw shfn-s¸-Sp-¯p-t¼m-gmWv \ap¡v Ahn-Sps¯ ZÀin-¡m³ km[n-¡p-¶-Xv. Cutim-bpsS Úm\-kv\m-

\-th-f-bnÂ ssZhwXs¶ Xs¶ ]qÀ®-ambn shfn-s¸-Sp-¯p-¶p. hn. a¯m-bn-bpsS kphn-ti-j-¯nÂ \mw C

{]-Imcw hmbn-¡p-¶p. kv\m\w Ignª DS³ tbip shÅ-¯nÂ\n-¶p-I-bdn ""At¸mÄ kzÀ¤w Xpd-¡-

s¸«p'' (a¯mbn 3:16). {XnXzw ]qÀ®-ambpw shfn-s¸-Sp¯p-¶p. i_vZ-ambn ]nXm-hpw, {]mhnsâ cq]-

¯nÂ ]cn-ip-²m-ßmhpw {XnXz-¯nse c­m-a-\mb ]p{X³ amwkw[cn¨v a\p-jy-\mbn `qan-bn-epw. 

{InkvXp-hn-eqsS am\-h-cm-in¡p apgp-h-\mbpw ssZhw shfn-s -̧Sp-̄ p-¶p. Npcp-¡-¯nÂ `qan-bpsS  hnhn-[-

`m-K-§-fnÂ a\p-jyÀ Xsâ krjvSm-hns\ tXSn-bpÅ Ae-¨n-ep-Ifpw {]mÀ°-\-Ifpw [ym\-§fpw X]-Êp-

Ifpw \S-¯p-¶p. F¶mÂ ChnsS krjvSmhv Xs¶ kzbw shfn-s¸-Sp-¯p-¶p. FÃm PmXn a\p-jy-cn-ep-

apÅ Cu ssZhm-t\z-j-W-Xz-csb \mw kvt\l-t¯m-Sp-IqSn thWw ImWp-hm³. 1965-þse t]mÄ Bdm-a³ 

amÀ¸m-¸-bpsS Relation of the Church to non-Christian religious F¶ {]am-W-tc-J-bn-eqsS C{]-Imcw ]d-

bp¶p. FÃm aX-§-fnepw kXy-¯nsâ Inc-W-§Ä D­v. Reflect a ray of Truth which enlightens all men, 

Indeed she proclaim Christ the way, the truth, and the life (John 14:6) in whom we may find the fullness of reli-

gious life, in whom God has reconciled all thing to Himself. AsX, {InkvXp {]Im-i-In-c-W-a-Ã, ]cn-]qÀ®-{]-

Im-iw-X-s¶-bmbn (tbml. 8:12) `qan-bn-te¡v hcp-¶p. \s½ kXy-¯n-sâbpw {]Im-i-¯n-sâbpw ]mX-bnÂ 

\S-¯p-hm³. \Ym-\-tbÂ A¯n-a-c-̄ nsâ Nph-«nÂ Ccp¶p [ym\n¨ ssZhw, aä-t\Iwt]À ac-¨p-h-Sp-I-

fnepw aäpw Ccp¶p [ym\n-¨n-cp¶ ssZhw CXm Zmksâ cq]w [cn¨v hn\o-X-\mbn a\p-jysâ ap³]nÂh¶v 

\nÂ¡p-¶p. {]hm-N-I-{K-Ù-§-fnÂ ]d-ªn-«pÅ tbip-hns\ R§Ä I­p F¶v ]oen-t¸mkv \Ym-\-tb-en-

t\mSv ]d-ª-t¸mÄ, \k-d-¯nÂ\n¶v Fs -́¦nepw \· D­m-Iptam F¶v Ah³ adp-]Sn ]d-ªn«pt]

mepw Ahs\ Hcp-X-c-¯nepw Ipä-s -̧Sp-̄ msX Ahsâ \njvI-f-¦-Xsb {]iw-kn¨v Xsâ injy-\m-¡p¶ 

Cutim asämcp Ah-k-c-̄ nÂ \«p-¨bv¡v InW-änÂIc-bnÂs¨¶v ka-cn-bm-¡mcn kv{XotbmSv IpSn-¡p-

hm³ shÅw tNmZn-¡p-¶p. Hcp ssZhm-t\z-j-W-Nn´ Ah-fnepw DÅ-Xmbn tbml-¶m³ 4:25 eqsS \ap¡v 

a\-Ên-em-¡m³ km[n-¡pw. AhnsS AhÀ Cutim-tbmSv C§s\ ]d-bp¶p. anin-lm-þ-{In-kvXp-þ-h-cp-sa¶v 

F\n-¡-dnbmw. Ah³ hcp-t¼mÄ FÃm Imcy-§fpw R§sf Adn-bn¡pw F¶pw. 

\½psS ]m]-P-e-amWv Ahn-Sp-t¯bv¡v IpSn-¡p-hm³ th­-Xv. {InkvXp C¶pw hyàn-]-c-ambn \½Ä 

Hmtcm-cp- -̄cp-sSbpw ap³]nÂh-¶v, A¶v BZn-am-Xm-]n-Xm-¡Ä¡v ac-¨p-h-«nÂ h v̈ \jvS-s¸« ]dp-Zokm 

Xncn-¨p-X-cp-hm³ \nÂ¡p-¶p. AsX, Ahn-Sp¶v \½psS DÅnÂ hkn-¡p¶p. Imc-Ww, Ah³ C½m-\p-th-em-

Ip¶p þ ssZhw \t½m-Sp-IqsS (a¯m. 1:23). {]tXy-In¨v hn. IpÀ_m-\-bn-eqsS Xncp-i-co-c-c-à-§-fmbn 

DbnÀ¸nsâ iàn-bmbn kzbw Ah³ \ap¡v {]Xy-£n-I-cn-¡p-¶p. 

AXp-sIm­v ]cn-ip-²-A½sbt¸mse ssZh-ln-X-¯n\v \ap¡v kzbw kaÀ¸n-¡mw. \Ym-\-tb-

ens\t¸mse \njvI-f-¦-X-tbmsS Ahsâ ap³]nÂ \ap-¡-W-bmw ImcWw Ah³ \½psS kam-[m-\-am-Wv 

(Ft^. 2:14). A§s\ GXp-Xcw {]Xym-i-bn-te-¡mWv Ahn-Sp¶v \s½ hnfn-¨n-cn-¡p-¶-sX¶v Adn-bp-

hm\pw hnip-²À¡v Ah-Im-i-ambn Ahn-Sp¶v hmKvZm\w sNbvXn-cn-¡p¶ al-Xz-¯nsâ kar²n a\-Ên-em-

¡p-hm\pw \½psS B -́cnI\b-\-§Ä {]Im-in-¡s« (Ft^. 1:28). 

At¸mÄ \½psS FÃm [mc-W-I-tfbpw AXn-ew-Ln-¡p¶ ssZh-̄ nsâ kam[m\w \½psS lrZ-b-§-

tfbpw Nn´-I-tfbpw tbip-{In-kvXp-hnÂ Im¯p-sImÅpw (^nen¸n 4:7).  

_nPp Fw. tPmÀPv      
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God’s Family: The Pauls 

This issue Team Rainbow presents to you “The Pauls”; Mr Paul Joseph, his wife Gracy Paul 

and their two children: Mary and Tom. 

The Pauls have been an integral part of the Syro Malabar Catholic Mission right from its days of inception 

in New Zealand in 2007, working zealously for the welfare and growth of the Mission in New Zealand.  In 

the early formative years of the Mission, “Paulettan” as he is fondly called by the parishioners along with 

Gracy chechi went from house to house for membership campaigns and direct debits. He was the con-

vener of the First Annual Feast of the Church and also the trustee for the last three years.   

Their daughter “Mary” is a catechism teacher for year 1.  “Mary chechi” as she is called by her students 

can be seen cuddling and hugging the little ones and doing an incredible job of managing perhaps, the 

most difficult class of tiny toddlers.  

 

Hats off to this family for their selfless contributions to the parish!.   

Let it serve as an inspiration for all of us.  
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I will sing praise to my God as long as I live. [Psalm 146] 

         

I was born and brought up in New Delhi. I studied in DTEA School and Graduated from Delhi 

University. Thereafter worked with UNICEF and Godrej Group of companies. Got married in 

1989 to Gracy.  God blessed us with two children, my daughter Mary and my Son Tom.   

During 2002 we were planning to venture out of India, and finally decided to move to New 

Zealand.  One beautiful morning in August 2002 we arrived in Auckland with the grace of 

God. We settled down in Papatoetoe, at that time we could hardly see few Indians. My wife 

got Job in Middlemore hospital and after few months I got a Job in NZ Post, later on got an-

other Job in Woolworths as Deputy Store Manager. After few years I resigned from the Job 

due to health conditions. 

Rev Fr. Alex Viruthukulangara came to New Zealand in 2007 year end to lead the Syro 

Malabar catholic Mission.  Fr Alex got a parish in 2008 in Ponsonby, the following year in 

2009 we moved to Mt Wellington Church and I was elected and parish council member. I 

and my wife Gracy went to each and every house for membership campaign and direct 

debits. Had the opportunity to serve as convener in the first Annual feast and continued 

to be the trustee of the parish for the last three years.  

God gave me this opportunity to serve the parish and community, which I am really grateful.  

Right now it is so nice to see that the church is growing under the guidance of Rev.Fr .Joy 

Thottamkara, with the direct participation of parish council members and parishioners. I am 

proud to say that we could uphold our cultural and religious values in this foreign land. 

 

“Praise the Lord”.   

Praise the Lord, O my soul. 

I will praise the Lord all my life; 

I will sing praise to my God as long as I live. [Psalm 146] 

 

 

         Paul Joseph 
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Bible Quiz-III 

 

This issue of the Bible Quiz focuses on  Exodus    

  

Sunday School Students are encouraged to send in their answers at the earliest as prizes will be given 

to the  first three winners.   

 

 The winners of the last Bible Quiz are : Blaze Mariya Biju, Leon Biju and Lilia Babu. 

 

 Congratulations to all the winners! 

 

Kindly read the instructions before attempting.   

 

 Only Sunday School Children are eligible to participate.  

 Answers should be sent to rainbowsmcm@gmail.com on or before 15th September 2013. 

 All answers should be based on the Catholic Edition of the Bible. 

 Prizes will be given to the first three winners.  

 

Questions 

 

1. The land where Moses settled after fleeing from the Pharaoh for killing an Egyptian 

___________. 

2. Moses father-in-law was _________________. 

3. The person chosen to speak for Moses before the Pharaoh to free the Israelites 

_____________. 

4.  The first plague sent to Egypt ____________. 

5. The name of Aaron’s sister who sang and danced after the Pharoah and his army drowned in 

the Red Sea ________ . 
6. The place where the Ten Commandments were given to Moses __________ . 

7. The people chosen to serve as priests among the Israelites_______________. 

8. Bezalel belonging to the tribe of _____________ was gifted with the skill and intelligence for 

artistic work.   

9. The day on which the tabernacle of the tent of meeting was to be set up ______________. 

10. The two stone tablets of the covenant were written with the _______________.   

  

 

 

 

 

 

TEAM RAINBOW  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Good Luck to all the participants. 

 

TEAM RAINBOW 
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Events  
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On the occasion of Fathers’ Day Celebrations of the Parish 

St. Alphonsa Feast Day Celebrations 



Upcoming Events  

 

Palli Perunnal “ Parish Feast”:  Sunday, 13th October 2013  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Annual Parish Feast Celebrations will be held on October 13th 2013.  As a fore-

runner to the feast, there will be 10 days of solemn novena and rosary to Mother 

Mary, followed by the Holy Mass, starting from 2nd October to 11th October 2013.  

The novenas on each day will be conducted by the individual Family Units of the 

Parish.  The main celebrant of the Holy Mass on the Feast Day will be Rev Bishop 

Peter Brown CSsR, the newly appointed Bishop of American Samoa.  

Come and take active part and receive the blessings of Mother Mary! 

Printed and published by SMCM Auckland, Immaculate Conception Parish, 66 Main Highway, Ellerslie, Auckland 

www.asmcm.org Tel: 6303956 Email: smchaplainnz@gmail.com, Mobile: 0226977207.  Pvt Circulation 

Send your articles  to rainbowsmcm@gmail.com  

The  Vision of   the  SM  Mission  

“We, the Syro-Malabar Catholic Mission New      

Zealand, take every step to live our Christian      

Vocation as handed over to us through St. Thomas, 

the Apostle of Jesus Christ, with its own particular 

characteristics expressed in worship, spirituality, 

theology and disciplinary laws, to unite all the    

Syro‐Malabar faithful in New Zealand under the         

hierarchical order of the Syro‐Malabar Community 

and handover the same faith and tradition to our 

children” 

Rainbow:  Express, Exchange and be Informed of a Christian Way of Life ! 
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