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                                        Kairos 
                                                     

       News in and around 
                      Camberwell Uniting Church 
 

 

     
Minister’s Musings   
 

Warm greetings to all.  I write today with the sort 
of ‘oh no, here we are again’ feeling that awful 
displays of inhumanity evoke.  Not new, but 
always shocking.  Not unfamiliar, but never 
welcome – the sober reminder that we humans 
can be so utterly atrocious to others.  These are 
the sort of times that remind us of our need of 
God’s grace, God’s guiding and wisdom.   
 

In our wider community, we know that now is 
also a time when less people are likely to go to 
church or look for wisdom or help from 
established institutions.  There are many 
reasons to point at to blame for this.  But 
reasons or no, we have a growing sense of 
people becoming untethered from any cohesive 
story, any guiding principles or value system to 
help shape our lives.  Social disintegration and 
fracturing of community are big, scary concepts, 
but the symptoms of our society losing it’s glue 
are seen in extremist groups of myriad 
persuasions.  And then in the tragic outcomes of 
extremist actions.  It’s also seen in the polarizing 
of discussions and the difficulty we have in 
getting to achieve outcomes that most of us 
agree on. 
 

Social researcher, Rebecca Huntley cites figures 
that as many Australians support better care for 
the environment, a greater uptake of renewable 
energy and adopting the ‘Uluru Statement from 
the heart’ concept of a national indigenous voice, 
as supported same gender marriage.  It seems 
like the loud voices from the ideological edges 
get too much say.  So even where we largely 
agree, we find it hard to shift the inertia of the 
normal and make positive changes.  I guess it 
shouldn’t be too surprising.  We know from our 
own experience that we often understand exactly 
what we should do, and still find it hard to break 
the pattern of what we normally do.   
 

It’s precisely the focus of this season, in the life 
of the church.  Mary Karr has a new book of 

poetry called, ‘Tropic of Squalor’.  The "squalor" 
of the title refers to our messy lives that are often 
full of pain and suffering, but that nonetheless 
we search for and find some numinous light in 
the darkness. 
 

It’s a good reminder we shouldn't overthink 
Lenten disciplines.  Just listen for the voice of 
God in what's right in front of us.  The sacred is 
often in the simple.  Her poem expresses it 
sharply: 
 

VI. Wisdom: The Voice of God 
Ninety percent of what’s wrong with you 
could be cured with a hot bath, 
says God through the manhole covers, 
but you want magic, to win 
the lottery you never bought a ticket for. 
(Tenderly, the monks chant; 
embrace the suffering.) The voice never 
panders, offers no five-year plan, 
no long-term solution, no edicts from a 
cloudy white beard hooked over ears. 
It is small and fond and local. Don’t look for 
your initials in the geese honking 
overhead or to see through the glass even 
darkly. It says the most obvious shit, 
i.e. Put down that gun, you need a 
sandwich. 

 

Sometimes the obvious needs to be said plainly.  
We can speak out against what troubles us.  We 
can legislate against violence and hatred.  We 
can build walls and barriers and install cameras 
til doomsday, but until we reach out a hand, 
make a new friend, open ourselves to new 
people and their ideas we will just be illustrating 
St Paul’s point to the Corinthians.  You 
remember, I’m sure.  Any great action without 
love, is just noise.  We don’t need more noise.  
We need the sort of Lenten reflection on our own 
behaviour that recognises we too are part of the 
problem and we too can be part of making our 
world better.  
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Just before his last week in Jerusalem, Jesus 
dramatized his teaching with some street 
theatre.  He placed a little child before the 
disciples.  He embraced the child and said, 
"Whoever welcomes one of these children in my 
name welcomes me; and whoever welcomes me 
does not welcome me but the one who sent me." 
In Matthew Jesus says, "unless you change and 
become like little children, you will never enter 
the kingdom of heaven." 
 

To welcome children, and even to imitate them, 
is to enter God's kingdom. The sacred is often 
clearest in the simple. Karr's poem about the 
voice of God in the simple things of life reminded 
me of the wise words of Frederick Buechner. He 
encourages us; “listen to your life. Listen to what 
happens to you, because it is through what 
happens to you that God speaks. It’s in language 
that’s not always easy to decipher, but it’s there 
powerfully, memorably, unforgettably.”  In the 
difficult things happening around us, even to us 
and inside us, we need to listen for God 
speaking.   
 

‘Put down that gun, you need a feed of 
something more wholesome’ is an apt starter for 
this time.  Listening for the call of the gospel to 
turn ourselves around and then follow Jesus way 
of non-judgemental, self giving love is always 
what we are challenged to do, as his followers.  
But it’s a challenge that moves into a fresh key 
as we listen to our lives and the life of our 
community today.  
God’s grace and peace be with us all in this time 
and always! 
Ian. 

 
……………………………………………………… 

 

From the editor 
 

Hello, and welcome to the first edition of Kairos 
for 2019.   
 

This edition has been timed to arrive for your 
reading pleasure and reflection over the Easter 
period. 
 

I would like to start out by saying a brief ‘Thank 
you’ acknowledging a group of people who 
perform a most important function at our Church 
on a Sunday – our welcoming elders.  I have lost 
count of the number of people over the years 
who have said to me that they have visited and 
subsequently stayed on worshipping at 
Camberwell as a direct consequence of the 
warm welcome they received – primarily at the 
threshold of the church (but also from the rest of 
the congregation).  
 

One of those who was looking for a Church in 
the Camberwell area after moving from 
Sandringham some time ago with a view to 

friendship, fellowship and spiritual compatibility 
was Irene Veale.  Irene was so struck with the 
welcome she initially received that she stayed for 
over 45 years (and still counting).  Irene has also 
been kind enough, following celebration of her 
90th birthday, to engage in an interview to share 
aspects of her life’s journey so far – some of 
which a few readers may be familiar, but she let 
out one secret which I believe will both impress 
any reader.    
 

I can also report that attached to this edition is 
the history behind the last of the stained glass 
windows in our church.  This window is the first 
on the left as you enter the church, and is in 
memory of Sophia Mackereth.  It was 
commissioned by her daughter, Alethea.  
Alethea and her mother were very close, and 
they needed to be as they shared some major 
family traumas throughout their lives.  Their faith 
was very strong to survive what life threw at 
them, and on moving from the country and 
settling in Camberwell in about 1934, they 
remained members of our congregation for over 
17 years until Sophia’s death in 1951. 
 

Rounding out this edition are reports regarding 
the activities of some of the groups that make up 
the fabric and life of our Church, and some other 
items of interest and for entertainment. 
 

I would like to conclude by saying a special 
‘thank you’ all the contributors to this edition of 
Kairos.  You have made this edition a joy to put 
together, and the quality of the articles I am sure 
will impress our readership.  I am indebted to 
you all. 
 

I trust you enjoy this edition of Kairos.     
Ed 

…………………………………………………………… 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Lent / Easter Services: 
March 31st 4 – 6 pm    
            Messy Easter 
April   14th  10 am    
            Ecumenical Palm   
            Sunday Procession 
April 18th  7:30 pm      
            Maundy Thursday service 
          19th  9:45 am     
            Good Friday service 
            &  11:15 am    
             Witness Walk 
          21st  10 am        
              Easter day service 
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Congratulations Irene Veale – 90 Years 
Young 
                                          
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

For this is a birthday worth celebrating, and for 
someone who has lived her life so well and fully, 
and who still looks and acts 20 years younger, 
this is a good news story to share.   
 

Irene has been kind enough to tell me some 
highlights of her life, some of which you may 
know, but at least one of which you may be most 
surprised to learn about, and one which typifies 
key elements of Irene’s character – a quiet 
achiever, a dedicated worker and good friend, 
and a generational ground breaker.   
 

Irene moved from Sandringham to the 
Camberwell area in 1970/71, and her experience 
seems similar to several others in our 
congregation who came from other places.  She 
tried about five different congregations, and the 
welcome at each was lukewarm at best.  At one 
Church not one person spoke to her.  She said 
that at Camberwell Uniting (then Methodist) 
Church, everyone spoke to her, from the 
moment she stepped in the door! 
 

Irene arrived at the time the Camberwell 
Methodist Church was celebrating its 100th 
Anniversary, and after the welcome she had 
already received, she had no qualms at making 
a plate of sandwiches to share and celebrate her 
arrival! 
 

A Little Family Background  
 

Irene’s mother was Catholic, and her father she 
described as a ‘Bush Baptist’, both originally 
from Launceston.  The family relocated to 
Melbourne, where Irene was baptised in the 
Prahran Catholic Church.  Her father was a 
timber worker and absent from time to time, but 
her mother was determined that her children 
would have a good education, and she worked 
hard to put them all through the State School 
System.  The family lived in Prahran for more 
than 20 years. 
 

Irene was the third of nine children.  At age two, 
her older sister Marie died due to diphtheria, and 
the only memory she has of her sister is being 

pushed on a swing by her.  So she was left with 
four brothers and three sisters.  One brother, 
John, Irene cared for 27 years, until his death at 
age 73 years.  Her youngest sister, Sandra, is 
sixteen years younger than Irene.   Sandra and 
Irene are the last two siblings still alive.   
 

A Working Holiday and a Life Working 
 

In 1957, Irene (then aged 29) and a girlfriend left 
Australia on a working holiday to England.  
However, as a consequence of a decision by 
then Egyptian President Nasser to nationalise 
the Suez Canal in 1956, a blockade was in place 
and the canal route was closed, so the young 
travellers had to sail to England via South Africa.  
In total, the duo stayed away for two and a half 
years.  During that time, not only did they travel 
around Britain and Wales but also hopped 
across to the European continent whenever time 
and finances permitted. 
 

Prior to leaving Australia, Irene had been 
working for L & M Newman (metal industry), and 
as they had an office in England, Irene was able 
to secure employment overseas, and she says 
she was paid very well “for the day”.  (I suspect 
Irene was paid well because she was very, very 
good at her job, as later evidence suggests). 
 

In terms of travel, Irene said she had three 
places she wished to visit – Italy (to throw coins 
in the Trevi Fountain), India (to view the Taj 
Mahal up close), and China (to walk the Great 
Wall) – she has accomplished all three. 
 

On her return home (with no job), Irene applied 
for and got a job at the Maples Furniture store’s 
head office.  She left that job after six weeks to 
work in the real estate business for two years.  
She then joined Gadsden’s Packaging * 
business, where she stayed working from mid-
1962 until the company was taken over in 1986.   
 

 A small aside - Coburg was home to the 
Gadsden factory, which employed around 
1,000 workers in the 1960’s, and specialised 
in can-making and packaging.  The success 
of the of the business allowed two 
generations of Gadsden men, Stanley and his 
son Ronald, to pursue their interest in 
amateur filmmaking – a relatively expensive 
hobby for the time.  

 

 Many people have benefitted from their keen 
eye and passion for home movies, with a 
donation of films to the ACMI (The Australian 
Centre for the Moving Image, at Federation 
Square) spanning the decades from the early 
30s to the late 80s.   

 

 Four Gadsden boys attended Carey Baptist 
Grammar School.  The Gadsden name is 

 
 

 

I was always told by 
my mother that it was 
‘not the done thing’ to 
ask a woman’s age.  
Well, my excuse this 
time is that I didn’t ask 
– other people found 
out and told their 
friends, and, once the 
secret was out, one 
might as well go with 
the flow and enjoy the  
celebration. 
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perpetuated in Gadsden House, the naming 
of Gadsden Pavilion at the Carey Sports 
Complex at Bulleen, and the Gadsden 
Scholarship.   

 

Irene described her employment throughout this 
time as being in the role of ‘Secretary’, however, 
as those who have worked in business know, 
such a role was often integral to a company’s 
success, both administratively, from a financial 
management standpoint, and ensuring that the 
senior executives’ time was used for maximum 
efficiency and effectiveness.  ‘Secretaries’ have 
been known to be the most important and 
influential people in a company’s administration.  
After Gadsden’s was taken over, Irene continued 
as a personal secretary to Bruce Gadsden until 
his death in 1986.  Only someone with the 
highest of personal integrity could have 
undertaken this role. 
 
 

The Theatre Organ Society 
 

In the early 1960’s, Irene was introduced by her 
friend at the time, Jack, to the world of theatre 
organs, in which he had a great interest, and an 
appreciation of the music they could produce.  
Irene was hooked, and a lifetime passion was 
ignited. 
 

Irene’s interest and involvement in this activity 
really went up a notch in the late 1960’s when 
the Capitol Theatre in Swanston Street was 
about to be demolished, largely as a result of the 
advent and impact of television on audiences.   
 

It also happened to be the home of the first large 
Wurlitzer Organ to come to Australia.  The 
Wurlitzer was originally used to provide music 
and sound effects for the films.  After "sound" 
films took over it was used for musical 
entertainment in between shows.  It was 
frequently broadcast on the ABC and remained 
in regular use until the mid-1950s.   
 

Despite protests, the interior foyer of the cinema 
was eventually remodelled, but the theatre was 
retained, as it was discovered that the ceiling 
had been designed by Walter Burley Griffin. 
 

However, after discussions with the new owners, 
the Wurlitzer organ was dismantled, organ pipe 
by organ pipe, and relocated from the city 
(opposite the Town Hall) to the Dendy Cinema in 
Brighton in 1967.  Jack was involved with the 
negotiations on the organ’s future, as was Irene, 
who was, by then, Secretary of the Theatre 
Organ Society.  
 

The organ is today still in the Dendy Cinema, 
and still operating for public performances.  Irene 
and Jack helped save the organ from destruction 
and loss!! 
 

The Society also owns the organ in the Malvern 
Town Hall, the Coburg Town Hall, and the 
Moorabbin (Kingston) Town Hall.  Irene is still 
involved with the Society, an involvement that 
has spanned almost 60 years.  She cut the cake 
at the 50th anniversary of the Society, and 
attends Club nights at the Malvern Town Hall 
when possible.  Needless to say, she is a Life 
Member of the Society. 
 

Such a commitment is a lifetime labour of love, 
and is typical of Irene that she doesn’t trumpet 
these achievements. 
 

A True Lifesaver, many times over 
 

If I was impressed at learning of Irene’s life 
history, and amazed to hear of her involvement 
in saving theatre organs, I was almost lost for 
words at Irene’s last ‘confession’ to me.  I am 
very humbled to be given the opportunity to pass 
it on to you. 
 

Early in her life, Irene decided to see if she could 
be a blood donor.  A most worthy calling and one 
she took seriously, especially once she found 
out that she was a suitable donor.   
 

However, back in the day, they took a whole pint 
every visit, and as a consequence, a person 
could only donate blood four (4) times per year. 
 

Irene persisted, and at 4 times per year, she 
eventually became the first woman to give 100 
donations.  The math is pretty easy – it took 25 
years to achieve this milestone.  At the same 
time, she became the first woman ever to give 
100 blood donations. 
   
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
Irene however, was not done yet.  She continued 
on, and only stopped when an emerging serious 
medical condition meant she was no longer 
allowed to donate.   
 

By the time she stopped giving she had donated 
more than 175 times, over a period exceeding 
44 years.  What a magnificent record! 
 

And as shown above she has the badges to 
prove it. 
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Parliamentary Luncheon was held for 
exceptional blood donors.  Of the just over 100 
invitees fewer than 20 were females..   

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 

recipient of blood donated by others, I remain 
truly indebted to my (anonymous) donor. 
 

I wonder at the countless lives Irene has saved. 
 

She is a true Aussie lifesaver! 
 

I hope this is a worthy tribute to Irene.  I trust that 
you, dear reader, have enjoyed sharing in the 
achievements of one of our friends lives.  I also 
hope Irene is also comfortable with this exposé 
of her life. 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

We are so lucky to have her as part of our 
church community, and as I said to her at the 
conclusion of our chat, “keep going it is less than 
10 years until your really big celebration!!” 
Ed 

 

…………………………………………………….. 
 
 

Hills adorned with ‘fleecy flocks’ – a 
holiday in New Zealand 
 

 I don’t think Handel was thinking about New 
Zealand when he wrote the song ‘O Lovely 
Peace’ but that’s what ran around my brain all 
day when we saw the hills adorned with ‘fleecy 
flocks’.  For people who have been to N Z this is 
not new.  It is a most beautiful country.   I had 

visited there about 60 years ago and the most 
striking experience for me this time was to be 
on a boat on the Tasman Lake in contrast to my 
previous experience when we had stood on that 
lake as the Tasman Glacier!   This is how much 
the glacier has retreated.  That was part of a 
spectacularly beautiful day when we saw Mt 
Cook, so often shrouded in cloud, in all its glory.   

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I spent two weeks in N Z last January with my 
goddaughter’s family.  We travelled by air, bus, 
car and boat, including a jet boat, in various 
settings, in wonderful weather and were treated 
to NZ at its magnificent best.  Even Milford 
Sound, which has rain two days out of three  
and thereby receives metres of water per year, 
was fine and sunny.  
 

During our time in Auckland we cruised the 
harbour and spent a day on the island Waiheke, 
a favourite beautiful tourist destination.  Rotorua 
was a wonderful experience, especially seeing 
two of our party recruited into a presentation of 
the haka.  The banquet cooked in the traditional 
Maori style was delicious. 

 

I found our short visit to Christchurch very sad 
because I recall it as a most beautiful city and to 
see the devastation from the earthquakes was 
very dispiriting.  The optimism and enthusiasm 
for the rebuilding that is going on was inspiring. 
 

In Dunedin we stayed at Larnach Castle, a 
special experience in itself, and had a wonderful 
wildlife excursion which included visiting the 
Royal Albatross Centre and the Yellow-eyed 
Penguin Reserve.  Both species are endangered 
and a great deal of effort is being put into 
arresting their decline. 
 

Our final stopping place was Queenstown from 
where we took a bus trip to Milford Sound.  
Another visit was to the Remarkables Range, 
and finally, Arrowtown.  It was during the trip to 
Milford Sound that I was so struck with the 
beautiful green countryside and the top quality 
dairy cows and sheep.  Our coach-driver guide 
grew up in the country and was a great source of 
information.  One new development that 

 

In October 1980, in 
recognition of her 
being the first 
woman to reach 100 
blood donations, 
Irene was appointed 
a Life Governor of 
the Royal Women’s 
Hospital.  
 

In addition, at 
around the same 
time, a special  
 
 

 

 

Irene was also 
presented with a 
special keepsake 
– a blood hound!   
A keepsake 
proudly cherished. 
As someone who 
has been the 
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intrigued me was that the sheep milk industry is 
growing rapidly. 
 

Two weeks is not nearly long enough to 
experience New Zealand properly but we 
certainly made the most of our time there.   
Margaret Watters 

……………………………………………………………. 
 

Frontier Services 
 

On Thursday 21 February, Lois Grenfell, 
Elizabeth and Eric McKay attended a Frontier 
Services Lunch for supporters in at Synod.  It 
was a very enjoyable and informative event and 
one of the Bush Chaplains, Rowena Harris, 
spoke of her work with people in isolated parts of 
Australia.  
 

She referred to her role as being “a ministry of 
presence" with those who need a friendly face in 
a lonely place.  She also told us that an article 
had been written in a recent Herald Sun 

magazine.  Lois found the article and passed it 
on to Elizabeth, who in turn passed it on to the 
Kairos team for potential inclusion in our next 
edition.   
 

We are of course delighted to reproduce this 
most timely article which I am sure readers will 
find of much interest.  Thanks Elizabeth, and to 
quote you, “it is good to know that our chaplains 
are working quietly away in remote areas where 
so many people are having a hard time, through 
bush fires, flood, drought or simply because of 
their isolation”. 
 

Ed 
 

“The Friendliest Face in the Loneliest Place” 
 

“In her role as bush chaplain for a small 
country town, Rowena Harris lends an ear to 
struggling Australian farmers – and anyone 
else grappling with grief or isolation.” 
 

“In the rural, remote bush, time is generally 
defined by how long ago it rained.  So folks out 
here often just need someone they can trust to 
listen to their troubles and counsel them if need 
be.  Some have lost farms, others have lost 
family members.   
 

And that’s where I come in.  I’ve seen a lot of 
grief and sorrow in my job as bush chaplain, but 
I wouldn’t change it for the world. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

                                                                    

but I craved joy and laughter, and a new 
adventure before I turned 50.   
 

Being single and having no family commitments 
meant a lifestyle change was an easier choice. 

 

In our post-Christian world, people are unlikely to 
make formal appointments or seek me out 
because I’m their chaplain.  They need to get to 
know and trust me on their own terms, and they 
need to understand that I will never judge them.  
Often they will keep meeting me at places and 
events in the community, and from there will 
seek me out to talk or unburden themselves. 
 

My approach when talking to people is always 
‘football, then family, then them’.  I do not use 
religiosity as a communication device – I just 
speak to them simply and openly, and show that 
I’m human too.  
 

Some stories stay with you.  Stories of farmers 
who lose their farms to fire, desperately 
homesick people, policemen who are ill – those 
heartbreaks resonate with me. 
 

People often ask if I feel isolated out here.  Yes, 
I do.  But I’m grateful for phone calls and the 
internet, which have allowed me to remain in 
regular contact with friends and family back in 
my hometown in Queensland.  Plus this is now 
my third chaplaincy here so I have friends 
spread all over the Region. 
 

And just as I support the locals, they give it back 
in equal measure.  Some say you shouldn’t 
make friends with one’s own congregation, but in 
a small town, that’s all you have. 
 

If people want to help those who live in remote 
communities, they first need to acknowledge 
what a privilege it is just to live in a city or town.  
They must listen to their needs as country 
people.  Communities in the outback really need 
assistance in helping to get services restored.   
 

As a woman, some people have said it is easier 
to cry in conversation with me; but some may 
also choose to never admit their vulnerable side.  
I accept the fact that some folks don’t like 
outsiders, and others don’t trust their clergy.  
That’s ok.  I am still there, just being me.” 
 

For more information on Frontier Services  
and the work of bush chaplains, visit 
frontierservices.org 
 

…………………………………………………………… 
 

Parable of the Three Trees 
 

Three trees in a forest had grand plans for what 
they dreamt their life would entail. 
 

The First Tree had a dream to become a 
jewellery box. 
 

The Second Tree dreamt of becoming a mighty 
ship. 

 
 

It may not be for 
everyone.  Before 
being here, in 
Gippsland, I worked in 
a hospital.  My days 
were marked by death 
and despair.  That is 
still – and always will  

be – part of my role,  
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The Third Tree however, did not want to be cut 
down.  Instead this tree wanted to remain on the 
hill for all to see and admire forever. 
 

One day, all the trees were cut down! 
 

The First Tree was given to a carpenter who 
worked the wood and made it into a feed box for 
animals. 
 

The Second Tree got closer to its dream but was 
not a luxury yacht, only a small fishing boat that 
was not made very well at all. 
 

The Third Tree was cut into a few pieces and left 
in storage in the dark for many years. 
 

The trees lost all hope of their dreams ever 
coming to pass. 
 

One day a baby was placed in the feed box.  
The First Tree suddenly realised that its dream 
of holding treasure had come true.  It was 
carrying the most precious treasure of all – 
Jesus Christ!! 
 

Years later, the Second Tree was turned into a 
fishing boat and headed out to sea.  A great 
storm arose, and the tree’s worst fears were 
realised for surely this great storm would make it 
sink.  Then the sailors woke a man who was 
asleep in the hold, who stood up and said “be 
calm”, and the storm stopped!  Suddenly the 
Second Tree realised it too had reached its 
dream of being a mighty ship for it was carrying 
the King of Kings! 
 

Much Later, the Third Tree was taken from its 
resting place and carried out to the street where 
it was nailed together.  A man was made to carry 
the wood as he was mocked and jeered until 
finally on top of a hill he was nailed to the cross.  
On the third day when Jesus rose, the Third 
Tree suddenly realised that on top of that hill it 
would forever be a symbol to admire! 
 

Thanks to Lois Grenfell for providing us with 
this timely parable (via the Boondall Church of 
Christ, Queensland). 

……………………………………………………………. 
 

Camberwell Refugee Support Group 
(CRS)  
 

The February meeting of the CRS took place at 
Highfield Road Uniting Church in recognition of 
the cooperation between our two churches in 
maintenance of Illoura and support of its 
residents.  There are presently 3 vacancies in 
the house which are expected to be taken up by 
residents from a property in North Ringwood 
soon to close.   Further business about the 
house focused on the kitchen and it was agreed 
that a group would look at it and make 
recommendations for its improvement.  These 

recommendations will be taken up with the 
Church Council. 
 

Our ‘Border Politics’ event on April 7th may be 
over by the time you read this.  We were 
delighted when Julian Burnside, the maker of the 
movie, agreed to attend to take part in a Q and A 
session after the screening. 
Margaret Watters 
Convenor       

…………………………………………. 
 

‘Sammy Stamp’ Update 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

In the December 2018 issue of Kairos, we 
reported that up to September last year, sales of 
stamps had reached $28,870.  Up to and 
including 5 December 2018, sales had reached 
$48,788.  Sales since 1977 total $953,334; with 
interest this increases to $988,745. 
 

A team of volunteers sorts and sells stamps to 
raise money for many worthy causes.  Grants 
approved during 2018 include the following: 
 

 
 

Total grants since 1977 is $929,193.    
Amazing!! 
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Thanks to Allan Clark for compiling this 
information for the Network UCAF Magazine. 
Lois Grenfell 

… 
……………………………………………………………. 

 

The difference between dogs and cats 
 

There is a big difference between dogs and cats. 
 

A dog generally thinks, “Hey, these people I live 
with feed me, love me, provide me with a nice, 
dry, warm house, pat me and take good care of 
me.  You know what, they must be gods.” 
 

A cat always thinks, “Hey, these people I live 
with feed me, love me, provide me with a nice, 
dry, warm house, pat me and take good care of 
me.  You know what, I must be a God 

………………………………………………………………………… 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
to find a prop for the Nativity story.  Many items 
were found - shepherds crook, crown, animals. 
 

Meanwhile, in the hall, food craft required the 
children to coat an ice-cream cone with green 
icing and decorate with stars and treats.  There 
was a box and cellophane bag in which to put 
the ‘trees’.  For a Nativity Scene, stickers were 
placed on clear sheets, in layers, to build up a 
scene – it had a wonderful effect!!  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Birthday hats were next to be made - such fun, 
and after all it is Christ’s birthday!  The children 
also made another Nativity scene with half a 
bauble painted black with a strip of flexible 
magnet.  The aim was to make figures to sit in it 
with paperclips - that was a challenge!!  The star 
was made by bending silver and gold cardboard, 
with the help of some sticky tape – it made a 
beautiful star for the top of our Christmas trees.  
  

For the celebration songs were sung as usual, 
including “Baby lying in a Manger”, and “Away in  
a Manger”.  The children were read the story “In 
a house on a hill in Bethlehem town”, the 
Christmas story was acted out with adults and 
children in costume, and finally the Rev. Brown 
talked about the real meaning of Christmas. 
Messy Christmas concluded with the Lord’s 
Prayer. 
 

Dinner was sausages in bread with salad, star 
shaped fruit and ice-cream in cones, served for 
17 children and 26 adults. 

…………………………………………………. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In February the Great Flood story (Genesis Ch 
6:9 to 9:17) tells of God's decision to return the 
Earth to its pre-creation state of watery chaos 
and then remake it in a reversal of creation. 
 

“Noah was a righteous man and walked with 
God.  Seeing that the earth was corrupt and 
filled with violence, God instructed Noah to build 
an Ark in which he, his sons, and their wives, 
together with male and female of all living 
creatures, would be saved from the waters. 
 

 Noah entered the ark….. and rain fell for forty 
days and forty nights until the highest mountains 
were covered, and all life perished except Noah 
and those with him in the ark”. (Wikipedia) 
 

The children went into the church first to 
complete a quiz - identifying animals in the 
photos on the church pews.  Then using the first 
letter of each animal they had to make a secret 
message. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Messy Christmas 
for 2018 was held 
on Sunday 23 
December 2018. 
The Opening 
activity involved 
breaking open an 
ice bauble to find a 
word clue of where  
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Outside a pool filled with water created a flood, 
and from the hose spraying down from the roof, 
the kids could see a real rainbow. (thanks to Ian 
for rigging up the hose - everyone got wet but 
loved it as it was a very hot day).  We also 
floated boats made from straws with an animal 
enclosed, and the pool was flooded with more 
and more water by the children. 
 

Activities included making rainbows from Lego, 
making a flapping dove as it left the ark looking 
for land, and making rain sticks (to try and find 
water underground) with that special noise they 
make.  That was followed by completing activity 
sheets (spot the difference, word search etc), 
making an ark from paper plates and animals, 
and putting jelly in cones with a banana boat and 
Noah on top.  
 

For the celebration, the Noah’s ark story was 
read, songs were sung, Rev. Brown talked to the 
children about Noah building an ark, and how 
Noah had to trust God that he and the animals 
would be safe.  Also how we have to trust God to 
help us through our trials - God made a promise 
to Noah that he would not flood the world again. 
The rainbow was His promise to the world. 
 

We enjoyed having visitors who came to see 
what Messy Church was all about.  Dinner was 
sausages in bread and salad, and dessert was 
fruit and ice-cream, for 20 adults and 10 
children.   

…………………………………………………………….. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
He is a great General and a mighty warrior, but 
he has Leprosy.  No Doctor in the land could 
cure him. 
 

Then a servant girl who was taken from Israel 
and was servant of Naaman’s wife says she 
knows of a Prophet (Elisha) in Israel who could 
cure Naaman.  He travels to Israel but when he 
gets there, the Prophet would not speak to him, 
and instead sent his servant to tell Naaman to go 
and dip in the water seven times in the river 
Jordan.  On the 7th dip he is cured. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Activities started in the hall with Cure One - 
could leprosy be cured with lots of Bandaids?  
‘No’ was the answer !!   Then Cure Two was 
tried, and was also of no use. 
 

Cure Three (Dipping Naaman in the water seven 
times) worked!!  
 

There was water to dip our Naaman in.  There 
was also a large drawing of Naaman and spots 
were painted on him.  We made helmets just like 
the men in Naaman’s Syrian army wore. 
 

Food craft was decorating a ginger bread man 
with icing-showing his spots.  A cardboard 
Naaman was then made with a Perspex cover - 
spots on one side, then we turned it around and 
there are no spots - he is cured.  There was also 
a puzzle page to do including a word search, 
colouring and a maze. 
 
Dinner was celebrated 
with an early serve of 
pancakes!! 
 
A gold coin donation 
was exchanged for a  
pancake to help  
‘Uniting’ support  
people living in crisis. 
 

……………………………………………………………………. 
 

 

 
It was published earlier in the Koonung Heights 
Uniting Church Newsletter.  It is an insightful and 
timeless piece.  I hope you, dear reader, think so 
too. 
 

We are surrounded by mountains, sacred 
mountains, which watch over us, beckon us, call 
us to approach and begin the journey.  
 
 

Mountaineering is a risky venture and 
exhausting, but our mountains are accessible.  
Every day we meet them and their magic tells 
us: just stop, just turn aside here for a few 
moments, let me lift you to the sacred place.  
 

There are no gates or barriers.  These 
mountains don’t close after sunset.  They just lie 
in wait, offering a quiet space, inviting us to a 
new view.  Even with the greatest disabilities, the 
frailest limbs, the faintest heart, there is a place 
for us.  No one is too big or small.  No one is 
unworthy.  
 

Touch the mountain and we touch the earth, we 

 

 

The meditation on the 
Mountain (below), by 
UCA scholar Bill 
Loader*, was kindly 
passed on to me by 
Helen Martin.   
 

 

The story on 3 
March (from 2 
Kings, Ch.5: 1-19) 
starts with 
Naaman, a 
General in the 
Army of Aram 
(Syria).   
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touch the universe, we touch God.  Just to say 
we are coming is more than half the journey.  It 
is to say we belong, to enter the wide embrace 
of the mountainside, and to say, yes, to love.  
 

There is a mountain stream for the thirsty and its 
waters are there for cleansing.  There is peace 
and forgiveness and renewal.  The wind of the 
Spirit sometimes blows strongly, challenging us 
to stand firm, or gently touches us with 
memories of God’s goodness.  
 

Climb the mountain and you see a long way.  
People you have not noticed.  Distant needs 
which want to say also: “I am here”.  And in the 
silence of the sacred space are voices of hope, 
of joy, of pain, of possibility.  Climb the mountain 
and you will see Jesus.  
 

But most roads run past the mountain and hurry 
away to noise and distraction.  Mountains 
become incidental scenery to be forgotten or 
photo-shots for two- dimensional living.  The 
mountains come and go, hiding in the clouds, 
emerging to ask again, always patient and 
knowing, always there for you and me.  
Thanks Helen, 
Ed 
 

According to Wikipedia, William (Bill) Loader, 
born 1944, is a minister of the Uniting Church in 
Australia, and emeritus professor of New 
Testament at Murdoch University, in Perth, 
Western Australia.   
 

From 1978, he was New Testament lecturer at 
the Perth Theological Hall of the Uniting Church 
in Australia; from 1986, he was lecturer and later 
Professor of New Testament at Murdoch 
University (1998-2003 also as Head of the 
School of Social Inquiry). 
 

Loader was the editor of Colloquium, the journal 
of the Australia and New Zealand Society for 
Theological Studies, until 2005.  He undertook a 
five-year Australian Research Council 
professorial fellowship on "Attitudes towards 
Sexuality in Judaism and Christianity in the 
Hellenistic Greco-Roman Era", 2005-2010. 
 

……………………………… 

No Friend but the Mountains: Writing 
from Manus Prison 
 

The Victorian Premier’s Literary Awards for 2019 
were announced on 31 January 2019. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Australia's richest literary prize, worth $100,000. 
 

Boochani wrote his remarkable work of non-
fiction: ‘No Friend but the Mountains: Writing 
from Manus Prison’, over the course of five 
years while living on Manus Island in Australia's 
offshore detention centre. 
 

At the Award Ceremony, it was acknowledged 
that the judging panel in deciding to use their 
discretion by choosing a non-Australian citizen 
had shown great courage.   
 

Ruth Akie urges everyone to read the book 
which was written under incredibly difficult 
conditions - the book was laboriously tapped out 
on a mobile phone and translated from the Farsi.  
It is a voice of witness, an act of survival. A vivid 
portrait through five years of incarceration and 
exile.  The question was asked - Do Kurds have 
any friends other than the mountains? 
 

The awards were accepted at the ceremony by 
Boochani's translator, Omid Tofighian, who 
worked with Boochani over five years to bring 
the work to life.  
 

In a recorded video message, Boochani himself 
said, “I have always said I believe in words and 
literature.  Words still have the power to 
challenge inhumane systems and structures. I 
believe that literature has the potential to make 
change and challenge structures of power. 
Literature has the power to give us freedom.” 
 

He went on to say, “with humility, I would like to 
say that this award is a victory… not only for us, 
but for literature and art and above all, it is a 
victory for humanity.  A victory for human beings, 
for human dignity.  A victory against a system 
that never recognized us as human 
beings…..and against a system that has reduced 
us to numbers. 
 

This is a beautiful moment.  Let us all rejoice 
tonight in the power of literature.” 
 

No Friend but the Mountains is out now through 
Picador Australia, and copies are available in the 
Camberwell Library. 
Ruth Akie 

…………………………………………………………………… 
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Kurdish-Iranian writer 
Behrouz Boochani won 
two Awards - the 
Victorian Premier's 
Literary Prize for Non-
Fiction, worth 
$25,2000, and the  
overall Victorian Prize  
                                         
for Literature, which is 

Kairos is the Greek word meaning "time", that is, those 
times which are turning points demanding decision 
while the opportunity remains. Although it refers 
primarily to the coming of Christ it may also refer to the 
present time in the life of our congregation.  
Editor: Stuart Ensor 

 


