Knox News

February to April 2020

Number 321

Dear Friends,
During recent holidays we were
able to explore some of the
beauty of the South Island.
In the Mackenzie Country near
Omarama, Quailburn Road takes
you into foothills. The valley protected us from the elements although crossing the stream was a
challenge as trees had toppled
and stones were slippery.
A�er a �me walking, we reached the tree
line and emerged into bright sunlight. From
then there was low scrub and no protec�on
from the sun and the wind.
We had a sense that the weather could
suddenly change, clouds would come from
behind the nearby mountains and the
temperature would drop. It was a riskier
place to be. However, the view from the
higher place was expansive and the hike
invigora�ng. There was a sense of opening
out.
As the Chris�an year moves from Epiphany
to Lent and then on to Easter, mountains
figure prominently. Epiphany ends on a
mountain, at transfigura�on, when the
central significance of Jesus is disclosed
again to his early followers and they are
overcome with awe.
Lent also ends on a mountain, with the
death of Jesus following an unjust trial,
torture, denial by fickle followers and
crucifixion. It, too, is a mountain of
disclosure as, among other things, God

subverts the brutality and power of evil
through the faithful holding of Jesus to the
non-violent ways of God. These
mountainous events carry a call to listen,
watch and follow in exposed and
threatening se�ngs.
This year promises to be a year of
adventure for Knox Church. We hope to call
a part-�me associate minister for three
years. If we can achieve that, it will let us
diversify our mission and ministry at a
crucial �me for Knox.
By going beyond the bush line we expand
possibili�es for further development.
However, such steps involve risk as we seek
to maintain a heritage building, sustain lifegiving prac�ces, conserve resources and
stretch out.
At transfigura�on, when the disciples
cower, God says, “Get up and don’t be
afraid.” May it be so.
Kia noho Atua ki a koe,

Kerry

Year of Adventure! Church Council Gets Crea�ve
How do we help our congrega�on to grow in mission
and ministry?

This was the key ques�on considered by Council at our January retreat.
Led by Dr Lynne Taylor,
Somerville Lecturer in Pastoral
Theology at the University of
Otago, we began by sharing responses to the following ques�ons:
� When and how did we
come to Knox?
� Why did we come?
� Why do we stay?
As you can imagine, responses were broad and
varied, reflec�ng the 40 year span of Council
members’ experiences of Knox! We hope to
share these interes�ng stories with the rest of
the congrega�on in a Sunday service soon.
We’re keen for 2020 to be a year of adventure.
Here are just some of the important issues we
iden�fied:
•Children’s ministry, and offering more to parents of young children;
•Sunday evening services;
•having a stronger online and social media
presence;
•looking at the transi�on to having an Associate
Minister role;
•how our central city church can be�er serve
Dunedin;
•suppor�ng elderly people;
•joint ac�vi�es with other churches;
•involving ter�ary-aged students.
We’ve chosen two as our star�ng point.
Ministry with Children:
How to involve children more in worship (welcoming, offering, prayers etc), encourage faith
forma�on with families, and create a dedicated
space for children where they can move around
and talk? We are looking at offering a holiday
programme.
Associate Minister:
Council called a congrega�onal mee�ng for 23
February to review the report from the Ministry
Se�lement Board. If affirmed by the congrega�on, the report goes to Southern Presbytery
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which then decides whether to authorise the
board to take the next step towards calling a
person for the role. This process is set out in the
Presbyterian Church’s Book of Order. It ensures
careful considera�on so that the Knox congrega�on will be able to support the posi�on and
the work the Associate Minister will do.

Other exci�ng ideas:
•Hos�ng a Knox Row event alongside neighbours and local businesses;
•live-streaming/recording worship;
•holding respec�ul discussions on elec�on issues, including end-of-life and legalised marijuana referenda;
•finding ways for more people from different
cultures to par�cipate in worship;
•developing a new Knox three-year plan later
in the year.
As we start the year, we are welcoming old
friends and new families, and are very much
looking forward to the return of the ter�ary students.
Council members welcome feedback! Please
contact Claire Barton, Barry Brown, Lincoln Coe,
David Crerar, Leigh Haslam, Beulah Leitch, Warren Jowe�, Jordan Redding, Margot Skinner, Alison Tait, Rachel Tombs and Kerry Enright.

Alison Tait
Council Clerk

Deacons’ Court: Busy Bees!
Knox buildings and
grounds have been a hive
of ac�vity lately.
• Water was leaking from
the pipes to the church officer’s flat and back to the
city council drains. We had
to dig a lot of holes to find
the source of the leak and
then have the faulty pipe
replaced!
• Some trees have been
removed for safety reasons.
• Builders’ quotes have
been sought on the church
officer’s flat renova�ons –
par�cularly the bathroom
and kitchen. Sound
proofing will also be necessary.
• Le�ers have been sent
to tenants to indicate that
there can no longer be music in the Herron Hall once
the flat is tenanted. This
will require some shi�ing
of users.
• The organ needs some
repairs and an applica�on
will be made to
trust/funds to enable this
essen�al work to be done.
• The Fifeshire and Dutch
trusts from which Knox has
received interest are being
wound up. The principal
will be transferred to the
Knox Founda�on.
• A parking policy is being developed to ensure
that parking in Knox
grounds is available for
Knox people.

• A long-standing policy
was reiterated that any services provided by
Knox people to a Sunday
service are unpaid.
• A working bee was held
in January, and there will
be another in October, to
clean the upstairs of the
church so it’s ready for
large congrega�ons a�ending regular events in February and November.

Handy with a hammer, or
have other hidden prac�cal skills? Don’t hide them
under at bushel! Join the
fun, and lend a hand.

Chris Bloore
Chair, Deacons’ Court
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What Difference
Does Easter Make?

We want life to be fair. We work hard at being good; we want to get what we deserve.
But of course, we never get what we ‘deserve’ from God. We always get mercy,
pressed down and overflowing, undeserved
and wondrous. From that experience of
God flows Easter joy. We are loved, held,
and cherished, no ma�er what.

By Sr Marilyn Lacey

W

hat changed because of Easter?
Unbelievers scoff at resurrec�on.
Theologians debate the empty
tomb. No one can “prove” Easter. But one
thing is clear: the first Easter transformed a
motley band of fearful, confused disciples
into joyful witnesses to the risen Jesus.
Their experience of Jesus as the Christ
changed them into fearless proclaimers of
the Good News in the face of persecu�on
and to the ends of the known world.
What changes in our lives because of
Easter? The world is s�ll a mess. Look at
Syria, Ukraine, Central African Republic,
South Sudan. Suffering has not
disappeared. Death s�ll comes to all. As
individuals or as tribes, ethnic groups or
poli�cal par�es or na�ons, we inflict pain
on one another.
But the risen Christ invites us to stand close
to those who suffer: “Come, put your
fingers into the wounds in my palms and
your hand into the gash in my side.”
…God stands with the brokenhearted.
When we stand with the suffering, we encounter the God of mercy. Easter compels
us to seek others wherever they are suffering, especially where suffering occurs on a
vast scale…

T

his is the way forward: believing that
we share one planet, depend upon
one another for survival, and are able
to ease one another’s paths.
Life isn’t about keeping track of our advancements or lapses in virtue; it’s about
keeping our eyes fixed on God. It’s about
God invi�ng us to drop our defences and to
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Author Richard Rohr, in Hope Against Darkness, writes:
The wonder of the resurrec�on stories in
the Gospels is that Jesus has no puni�ve
a�tude toward the authori�es or his cowardly followers; and the followers themselves never call for any kind of holy war
against those who killed their leader. Something new has clearly transpired in history.
This is not the common and expected
story
"
line. All Jesus does is breathe
Easter in
forgiveness (John 20:22).

Pray to become someone from whom luck
shi�s, so that the other may get more. Even
if you are hungry, focus on your neighbours
and find ways to be bread for them.
Feeling lonely or depressed? Do something
for someone else!
Think nobody pays a�en�on to you? Give
your a�en�on to others instead! ...

E

aster in the real world means
becoming more and more loving. No
ma�er what our calling in life, our real
work is to carry this love as comfort for all
who long for God, to go everywhere God
goes, which is always outward to the
stranger, the alien, the poor, and the
forgo�en – the nobodies of this world. That
is the source of Easter joy.

the real
world means going
outward to the
stranger, the alien,
the poor, the
forgotten — the
nobodies of this
world

turn toward a new way of loving. When
love holds the scales, as the poet Kabir says,
they stop working. There is no need to
measure, compare, mete out jus�ce, or give
each person her due; none of us deserves
what God is always giving.
Many of us are s�ll much more comfortable
with a just God than a merciful God. We’re
bothered by those strange parables about
the day labourers who work only one hour
and get the same pay as those who toiled a
full shi� under the hot sun. We don’t understand why Jesus commends the chea�ng
servant who cooked the books and slashed
the amount due from his master’s creditors.

Reconcilia�on,
compassion, forgiveness, and
community all become
possible when we experience
Easter. ...Once we are
grounded in God, we are
compelled to be with people
who are not like ourselves.
Why? Because God is other, and comes as a
stranger.
In opening up to people and ideas we find
strange, we become open to encountering
God. We must take risks, venture into rela�onships that stretch us, and include
strangers in our circle. It’s not a burden but
a gi�…
Easter means we live for others and not for
ourselves. Many centuries ago, the Sufi
poet Rumi wrote:
Become the one that when you walk in,
Luck shi�s to the one who needs it.
If you’ve not been fed, be bread.

[But Easter] … is not warm,
fuzzy feelings, or syrupy
spirituality. How can we
speak of God amid unspeakable suffering? All we
can say is that God lives in
these forsaken places, and
is there before us.

Our God is the God of loss
and diminishment and failure; the God of refugee camps, abandonment, misunderstandings, pain, loneliness,
and slow deaths; the God whose life seemingly ended on a cross...
We ought to pore over these stories and
ask: How is this happening in my life now?
Where does God appear to wipe away
tears, to give me courage, to keep me from
backsliding into old ways, to invite me to
feed his sheep?
Marilyn Lacey is a Sister of Mercy and Execu�ve Director of Mercy Beyond Borders, a
non-profit working with women and girls in
South Sudan and Hai�. This ar�cle was posted on www.plough.com on 3 April 2018.
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A Tale Of
Two
Weddings

narrow. We were late to one party; when
other guests asked us what had happened,
we had to confess we weren’t proficient
enough in Nepali to read the invita�on!
They were great par�es though, buffalo
curd was eaten, whiskey was drunk and the
dancing never stopped. Beau�ful, colourful,
welcoming, well fed, music-loving Nepal.
We would definitely go back.

In which Benjamin and Rachel Tombs
travel to parts far flung to partake in
fes�vi�es.

It’s difficult to comment on the spirituality
of the ceremony as we were unfamiliar with
the language and ritual. There were
elements of both Hinduism and Buddhism
in the wedding.

Two weddings, both alike in dignity…
In fair Christchurch and Kathmandu, where
we lay our scene…
From lovers’ hearts, oaths bind two parts in
union pure and clean.

Unlike a Chris�an wedding, ceremonies
take place when the moon is in the most
auspicious posi�on at a �me determined by
a priest a few days prior.

This summer we were lucky enough to get
invited to friends’ weddings across the
globe. One took place in Kathmandu and
the other in the far more exo�c
Christchurch.
Kathmandu was a swooping adventure.
We were there for seven days with no �me
for trekking because there was a lot of
prepara�on to be done for the wedding.
Dozens of trays of sweets, fruit, make-up,
jewellery and cake had to be packed and
wrapped. The trays were presented at the
bridal shower at which the bride responded
with her agreement to marry.
The wedding itself lasted three days. One
day for dancing to the venue. One day for
the ceremony. And one day for the two
recep�ons.

We became very used to hearing “Have you
eaten?” as we were constantly fed dahl
baat and buffalo curry by our hosts.
It was our first experience of a Nepali
wedding and there was a lot going on, with
the exchange of vows, dinner buffet, playing
cards, and the tradi�onal stealing of shoes,
all occurring simultaneously!
Luckily, we had the groom’s brother and
uncle to keep us on the cultural straight and

During the exchange of vows, we sat on
chairs in a circle around the couple who
were on cushions in the floor. Alongside
them was an arrangement of spices, flower
petals, lights and bells.
A�er the couple was officially married,
there was a flurry of movement and
laughter as the bridal party got to work at

stealing the shoes from the groom. He then
had to offer a gi� in order to get them back.
Upon our return to New Zealand it was a
(very) quick turnaround as the Kiwi
wedding was the next day.
As you might expect in an Anglican church,
the incense and candles were on par with
the Nepali ceremony – although the bride
went for a white gown instead of a red sari.
The ceremony was a few days shorter and
the recep�on was held in a nice converted
barn. Speeches were made, wine was
drunk, thus star�ng the dancing.
The next morning, we enjoyed a classic kiwi
BBQ before the long bus ride home to
Dunedin.
It was moving to see the newlyweds leave
the church with sheer relief and joy that the
whole service had gone just right! In
Kathmandu it was much the same. A
beau�ful smiling couple, going through the
mul�-day, mul�-delight process of ge�ng
married, side-by-side, enjoying and
suppor�ng each another.
Namaste!

Leadership in
Troubled Times
Ronald C White (right), an award-winning
historian and former lecturer in church history
at Princeton Theological Seminary, will be
giving a talk at Stuart Hall on Thursday 12
March at 7.30 pm.
En�tled, “Leadership at a Crossroads”, White
will be addressing contemporary anxie�es and
aspira�ons, as well as discussing the formidable
leadership quali�es of two of America’s
greatest presidents, Ulysses S Grant and
Abraham Lincoln. White has published three
books on Lincoln and one on Grant, the la�er
becoming a New York Times bestseller in 2016.
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Shirley Murray: We Sing Her Praises!
On 25 January, NZ lost its most honoured
and arguably most influen�al hymn writer,
Shirley Erena Murray. Here, some Knox
folk reflect on how her words touched and
inspired them.

sick to the soul when their life has gone
bad; ...
“Le�over people, disposable people,
locked into prisons of drugs and despair,
poverty's children in poverty's spiral,
locked out of learning and earning their
share;
those are the ones in God's upsidedown
kingdom,
these are the Christ in their shabby
disguise,
these are the least and the highly unlikely,
given a hope and new light in their eyes.”
Janet Wishart:

Carol Grant:
Shirley was a long-�me friend, holy listener,
hymn writer extraordinaire, musician,
linguist and liturgist, human rights
advocate, jus�ce worker, lover of crea�on,
promoter of peace and for the unity of the
church, and passionate supporter of
women.
Shirley was not afraid to address gender
imbalance and issues of abuse, and was a
persistent voice for all those on the edge of
the church and society.
One of my favourite hymns which I took,
with Shirley’s permission, to the United
Na�ons Commission on the Status of
Women, is “Le�over People”. It was
breathtaking to hear it sung at morning
worship in the Ecumenical Church Centre
Chapel at the United Na�ons in New York
by both women’s and men’s voices from all
around the world.
“Le�over people, in le�over places,
troubled, disabled, the needy and sad,
scavenging crumbs from society's plenty,
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“Theological thought had le� hymns
behind... Well then, if we church people
want new hymns, we - no-one else - will
have to produce them. Let’s stop wai�ng for
new hymns to drop down from heaven.
They won’t.”
So begins the second newsle�er of
Contemporary Hymns (NZ) Ltd in November
1967.
It was the �me of considerable movement
to find hymns which were “relevant”, caring
broadly for our fellow human beings and
our planet, and protes�ng of the uncaring
nature of warmongers, and materialists.
It was into this movement that Shirley
Murray began wri�ng hymns in the 1970s.
Is it too much to say that Shirley Murray
was “an answer to prayer”?
She clarified theological thought in ways
which were contemporary, caring, and singable.
I give thanks for Shirley Murray, who has
provided me with such wonderfully fresh
concepts, and the composers with whom
she has collaborated.
Peter Wishart:
Her hymns played a major part in the
services of worship I conducted over several
decades in parish ministry.

Shirley Murray: Sing her praises
Her hymns brought Chris�anity into the 20th
and 21st centuries. Her words were always
fresh, illumina�ng, theologically profound,
reverent and worshipful.
Here are my favourites:
“Church of the living Christ”, Alleluia
Aotearoa, 19.
This is a brilliant Easter hymn, which tells us
in contemporary, up-to-date language what
it means to say the Christ is risen. It also
spells out how we are part of the
resurrec�on story. Verses 3 and 4 make
powerful sense:
“Women and men of God,
Come as one Church to serve,
Bring all the skills you have,
Sharpen our every nerve:
To save a world in bi�er need

The rule of love must come in deed.
We are the body nowOur feet must mark the Way,
Our speech declare the Word
And live it day by day,
The resurrec�on story ours
Disciples gi�ed with new powers.”
“Loving Spirit” Alleluia Aotearoa, 94
Verses 2 and 3 are powerfully moving.
“Like a mother, you enfold me,
Hold my life within your own,
Feed me with your very body,
Form me of your flesh and bone.
Like a father, you protect me,
Teach me the discerning eye,
Hoist me up upon your shoulder,
Let me see the world from high.”

Calendar
of Events
Wednesday 26 February

7:00 PM Worship

7 PM Ash Wednesday service

Holy Week Worship, 6 to 9 April

Sunday 1 March
10 AM Lent 1
7 PM Worship

Every day @ 5.30 pm

Sunday 8 March
10 AM Lent 2 Quarterly Communion
7 PM Worship Quarterly Communion

School term 1 ends
University Mid-semester break starts

Thursday 9 April

7:00 PM Maundy Thursday service

Thursday 12 March

Friday 10 April
Good Friday (public holiday)

“Leadership at a Crossroads”
US historian Rev Dr Ron C. White

10:00 AM Good Friday Service
7:00 PM Good Friday Vigil at Holy Name Church, led

7.30 PM @ Stuart Hall

by Presbyterian/Catholic Dialogue

Sunday 15 March
10 AM Lent 3
7 PM Worship

Sunday 12 April

Sunday 22 March
10 AM Lent 4
7 PM Worship

Monday 13 April

Monday 23 March
Otago Anniversary Day
Sunday 29 March
10 AM Lent 5
7 PM Communion
Sunday 5 April
10 AM Palm Sunday

10 AM Easter Day
7 PM Easter Day Worship
Easter Monday (public holiday)
Sunday 19 April
10 AM Easter 2
7PM Worship
Saturday 25 April ANZAC Day
Sunday 26 April
10 AM Easter
7PM Communion
Monday 27 April ANZAC Day (public holiday)
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Vaarwel, Joyce Gootjes
Joyce and her family were ac�ve members of the
Musselburgh Presbyterian Church. Opposite their
home in Queen’s Drive was a boarding
establishment known as Onslow House, one of
whose residents was a young Dutch immigrant, Dirk
Gootjes. Looking for a church which might offer him
something akin to what he was used to, Dirk
a�ended an evening service. The minister Rev Eric
Ross and his wife Lois were known for their
generous hospitality and invited him to supper a�er
worship. Joyce was there, too.
Joyce and Dirk were married in1958.They set up
home in Norman Street, Anderson’s Bay, con�nuing
their close and busy associa�on with Musselburgh
Church along with their children Janet, Peter and
Tim.
Knox recently farewelled a much loved and
respected parishioner.
Joyce was born on 19 April 1931, the daughter
of Dorothy Wilson and Dr Roy Allan, a general
prac��oner who also prac�sed surgery.
The family lived in South Dunedin and Joyce
a�ended Archerfield School for Girls, a nondenomina�onal private school in Lees Street
with a curriculum reputedly wider than that
currently offered in state schools. The purpose
of the school was “to prepare girls to take an
efficient and gracious part in home life,
professional life and community life”. Joyce
was well prepared.
When Archerfield closed in 1944 Joyce
con�nued her secondary educa�on at St
Hilda’s Collegiate School, then enrolled at the
University of Otago. She took a degree in
Home Science, majoring in Chemistry. Even
before she graduated, she was offered a
teaching posi�on. Miss Fitzgerald, Principal of
Otago Girls’ High School, urgently needed a
Science teacher and Joyce found herself in
front of classes of girls only slightly younger
than she was. She quickly gained the respect
and affec�on of both pupils and teachers. She
was also a Sea Cadet leader, making a trip to
the movement’s headquarters in London.
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Dirk studied Accountancy and Joyce returned to
teaching, specifically Chemistry, at St Hilda’s. Dirk
quips that he studied early in the mornings before
the family were awake, and Joyce did her lesson
prepara�on and marking in the evenings a�er they
were asleep.
It is as a teacher that Joyce is most fondly
remembered. Joyce loved her job and her pupils
eagerly looked forward to her classes. She was a
clear communicator and maintained good control –
one of her earlier pupils remarked that “Miss Allan”
had only to place her hands on either side of her
academic gown to signal that some a�en�on was
needed.

Vaarwel, Joyce cont’d on page 11

Carolyn and David Richardson recently celebrated
50 years of wedded bliss. Here they share the
secrets of their early cour�ng and enduring
marriage.
Where did you first meet?
David was going “steady” with someone else, and I
was saying goodbye to a less-than-suitable young
law student on the steps of St Margaret’s College.
We were introduced by David’s “steady” of the
�me.
Was it love at first sight?
No. In fact, David went on to arrange a blind date
for me with one of his school friends and I went
out with him for a while. We did not get together
un�l the following year.
Where was your first date? We went to “Doctor
Zhivago” and found David’s ex plus friends were
si�ng in the row directly behind us!

Vaarwel, Joyce, cont’d
Joyce and Dirk have worshipped at Knox since
1979. A�er re�rement they enjoyed travelling,
par�cularly to the Netherlands to visit Dirk’s large
family. Joyce especially loved their holiday home in
Wanaka, and enjoyed the many family gatherings
there.

Where and when were you married?
At St. Andrew’s Church, Balclutha, by the
Rev. Graeme Herbison, on 13 December
1969 (my 22nd birthday.).
Do you remember which hymns you chose
for the ceremony? “The 23rd Psalm” and
“We Love the Place, O God”.
Did you have a honeymoon and if so,
where did you go? We drove in our Mini
called “Juggernaut” up the West Coast, and
caught a ferry from Picton to an isolated
holiday resort in Punga Cove, accessible
only by boat back then.
Any sage advice on what makes a good
and las�ng marriage?
Shared values, humour, tolerance,
perseverance and, of course, love!

In failing health, Joyce moved to Yve�e
Williams Re�rement Village hospital last
year, and Dirk to an apartment so he could
be near her. She died on 30 November.
Vale Joyce, a person of deep quiet faith, and
a wise suppor�ve friend. — Helen Thew
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Ge�ng Stuck in ‘Friday’

There are now more than 65 million refugees displaced by war, hunger, persecu�on
and human rights abuses. In such a world, how do we move beyond the deep
despair of Good Friday towards the hope of Easter Sunday? Through art, poetry,
music, says Prof Alison Phipps.
During the De Carle Conversa�on at
Mornington Methodist Church on 29th
January, Peter Matheson asked why I had
brought such ‘kinky’ subjects as languages
and arts into my work on Refugee
Integra�on as a UNESCO Chair.

As a person living in a refugee family and
where the ordinariness of life includes the
full gamut of refugee experiences – tragic
and enraging in their injus�ce – the desire
to ‘fix’ things and rant and lament can
become determining and heavy as a
burden, an obliga�on and a drive into overzealousness and even arrogance.

Ge�ng ‘Stuck’ in Friday
celebra�on of life in arts and words – words
made flesh.
Friday. Saturday. Sunday.
This rhythm is a pa�ern for our days. It is a
pa�ern strong enough to hold us. We can
trust it.
The poem below expresses this in different
ways.

My response was couched in the language
of my ‘Chris�an-Pagan’ incarna�onal
theology – not as ‘crucifixion’ into
‘resurrec�on’ but as ‘Friday’, through
‘Saturday’ and into ‘Sunday’.
I use this language as it is normal, ordinary,
and can communicate with those who share
my faith and those who don’t, and those
who do but speak of it in ways which I o�en
find alienate myself, and others.
Doctrinal and religious language is fussy and
not well-honed for the day-to-day rough
and tumble of my streets. It has its place
but the names of the days of week, not the
religious terminology, can act as a point of
curiosity for many.
As a member of Scotland’s Iona Community,
the ordinariness of life is a place of
encounter with life in all its fulness.
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This is a difficult task when the hatred and
xenophobia, fear and resistances are so
seemingly intractable.
In short, it’s easy to get stuck in Friday.
In the poli�cs of death. Of defeat. Of failure.
Of rage. Of betrayal. Of grief.
It’s not possible to remain in this place and
do good work; it is not a place where there
is fullness of life or where promise feels in
any way real.
It is therefore by focusing on the arts, the
comedy and the tragedy, the grace and
beauty and the mul�plicity and diversity of
forms of expression of the human
experience that has become the focus of
my work and my life.
It takes me into prac�ces where – a�er the
horrors of Friday – I can sit on the Saturday
and wait in an�cipa�on, or with the
heaviness, full of its truth. This is where I
am also formed in and through the

“Here I am.”
But there was no one
in my garden, walking
in the cool of the day.
And the earth, where once
I had sown companion
plants, foxgloves, marigolds
and forget-me-nots,
had been cleared. And in places
there was a dus�ng
of salt,
where someone
had been crying.

As a person working as UNESCO Chair for
Refugee Integra�on at the University of
Glasgow, I also have a policy, research and
teaching duty to find intelligent ways to
enable refugees to se�le and grow in
dignity and healing.
And, indeed, for all communi�es and
society in general to grow in dignity and
healing through those refugee se�lements.

Some�mes, in my dreams, I thought
I heard its echo. And I ran to the door
and flung it open, pan�ng, laughing,
eager.

My Garden
The knocking
had kept me awake
night a�er night.

“My garden”,
I screamed,
as the wood splintered.
“What have you done
to my garden.”
That was the first day.

Some�mes it was gentle.
Mostly it was
as if my very
heart was the door,
and I trembled lest the wood splinter
under the force.
Life had taught me
to be wary. Perhaps,
with the
pillow over my
head I could
shut out the sound.
And the fear.
Night a�er night.
And then it stopped.
The knocking. It was no more.
Night a�er empty night.

Saturday
I knelt, and placed a hand
on the bare earth.
It was white to touch
and felt scented,
with memories of
myrrh.
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Stuck in Friday, cont’d
Slowly I began to press,
kneading
the ground in the hope
it might rise again,
like bread.
Time thudded out its
syncopated rhythm
in heart beats missed.
And that was the second day.
Breakfast
I stood quite s�ll in
my garden. The rush
over, the heart
steadying into the
serenity of grief.
In the distance
I could see a
small fire blazing
on the beach
and in the air
there was the smell
of a thousand
fish,
cooking.
Men stood around,
�ny, against the dawn,
laughing,
and tearing
at their food, as if
they had been starving for
days.
Not for me the taste
of their fish, or the touch of
warm hands, or the breaking of
bread.
It was the third day, and I began walking,
in the cool of the day.
– Alison Phipps
Alison Phipps is the UNESCO Chair in Refugee
Integra�on through Languages and the Arts at
Glasgow University, a De Carle Dis�nguished
Lecturer, and a member of the Iona Community.

Page 14

Living Waters
In December, Knox witnessed two
bap�sms: Ka�e Ann Hoffman (opposite,
lower right), Marshall and Pat Hoffman’s
granddaughter, and Izzi Priest Forsyth.
Here, Izzi tells us why – at 24 – she decided
to ‘take the plunge’…
Tell us a bit about yourself. I was born in
Auckland but quite early on we moved to
England (where my brother was born). We
moved back to Auckland and finally to
Dunedin when I was 10. I can only
remember snippets of Auckland and
England, so really it feels like I’m from
Dunedin now. I’m 24 and I’m a full-�me
firefighter!
What is your faith background? Did you go
to church as a child? We went to church
when I was very small in Auckland but then
stopped going. As a young teen I started
going to youth group with a friend and then
once I le� home this progressed to a bible
study group. Then last year I finally started
looking for a church and found Knox! It is a
very different experience when you haven’t
been to church services most of your life.
My Dad also a�ends Knox.

involved in the church. A�er I agreed, Kerry
asked me if I was bap�sed to
which I responded yes immediately (having
assumed that as my family s�ll a�ended
church when I was a baby that I had been).
But then I started to doubt myself a bit, so I
asked Dad and found out that I WASN'T
a�er all! It was a bit of a shock! I talked
extensively with some friends about what
their bap�sm meant to them and prayed
about it privately. Eventually I started to
feel really at peace with the idea of my
bap�sm and that it was a step I really
wanted to take in my faith journey for
myself.

What did you feel as you were bap�sed?
To be honest, throughout the whole thing I
was incredibly nervous and embarrassed to
be in front of everyone! A�erwards,
though, I felt very relieved and happy!
How do you try to live out your faith in
your everyday life?
I o�en can’t a�end church or bible studies
due to my shi� work (and I work a lot), but I
try to pray every evening (though sadly, this
doesn’t always happen). I try to be thankful
to God and pa�ent with every experience in
my life – something that can be challenging
in my line of work.

Why did you choose to be bap�sed at Knox
in par�cular? I like Knox Church and
everyone in the congrega�on is very nice. I
feel like the values of Knox align with my
own.
Choosing bap�sm as an adult is a pre�y
big step. How did you come to it? Kerry
actually asked me if I would be interested in
what Rachel does (taking a role in church
services). A�er some considera�on, I
thought I would enjoy ge�ng more
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Knox People

Congratula�ons to Beryl Maultby
(le�) on her receiving a QSM in the
New Year’s Honours for a life�me of
service to the community, including
at Knox Church. Very well deserved!
And kudos, too, to Jordan Redding,
for submi�ng his PhD thesis and
becoming one of the University’s new
(part-�me) chaplains.

Study Groups for Lent...
and More!
Contact Jordan Redding,
jordanhkredding@gmail.com if you’d like to
be part of a small group following Craig
Mitchell’s Water for the Journey, using texts
from John’s Gospel and the Old Testament.
Each study aims to explore three things:
My Story (my life & faith)
God’s Story (the Bible & church teachings)
Our Story (our church & our world)

Liz Templeton was an outstanding Sco�sh
theologian. A group will be looking at In
Your Loving is Your Knowing, a collec�on
of her wri�ngs on topics ranging from
Christ and Culture, Ecumenism, Living,
Loving and Dying, and Being Church in
today’s world. If you’re interested, please
contact Peter Matheson at
peter.m@compass.net.co.nz.

Contact Informa�on:
Minister: Kerry Enright 477-0229, 0274 675-542
or email minister@knoxchurch.net;
Clerk of Council Alison Tait 476-1778 or 021
136-2404 alison.tait@xtra.co.nz;
Clerk of Deacons Court Suzanne Bishop 4763271 suzken.bishop@xtra.co.nz;
Planned Giving Secretary Helen Thew 471-2147
r.h.thew@xtra.co.nz; Organist & Choir Director
Karen Knudson 477-2749;
Church secretary: Jacqui Carroll, 449 George St
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