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INTRODUCTION
Welcome to the latest edition of The Messenger.
One of my favourite lines of poetry comes from T.S. Eliot’s Little Gidding:


We shall not cease from exploration

And the end of all our exploring

Will be to arrive where we started

And know the place for the first time.
Published in 1942, Little Gidding was the final in a series known as Four Quartets, and was named after an Anglican monastery founded in the 17th century.  Eliot experienced Little Gidding as a place of prayer, a place for contemplating the intersection between time and eternity, past and future, heaven and earth, the living and the dead.

Human life is often described in terms of a journey.  As the past recedes into the background so the future opens up before us.  The restlessness we often feel reflects, in part, an innate curiosity about the unknown.  Sometimes we feel compelled to act upon that curiosity, to risk losing what we have in order to gain something greater.  As Eliot puts it, we shall not cease from exploration.
When I think about exploration I tend to think of famous explorers like Livingstone, Shackleton, Columbus and Starship Enterprise, or great adventurers like Edmund Hillary and Indiana Jones, or famous scientists like Einstein and Rutherford – people who chart new territory, introduce new paradigms of thought or push the boundaries of human achievement.  Explorers open up new worlds, new possibilities, new destinations.

How significant, then, that Eliot portrays the destination of the human journey not as something new but rather as a kind of homecoming, a point at which we will arrive where we started.  Paradoxically, though, this will not be a lace we recognise.  Indeed, we will know it for the first time.

How are we to understand this paradox?
It seems to me that the paradox is well illustrated by Jesus’ parable about the prodigal son.  It is a story about a homecoming.  The prodigal son returns to the place where his journey began.  But everything is different.  Not that the village has changed, of course; but the son has changed.  The young man who experiences homecoming in the arms of the father is a different person from the one who demanded his share of the family inheritance to fund his travels to a distant land.  In that moment of embrace the prodigal knows for the first time a love that forgives all things, sets the sinner free, delights in welcoming him home, and makes all things new.  It is a form of knowledge that eludes his upright (and up-tight) brother.

I would like to think that the Church, even though it is strange and unfamiliar to so many people today, might be experienced as a place of homecoming.  When it comes to thinking about God, we must consider the possibility that we all, in a sense, reside with the prodigal son in that far-off country, trying to convince ourselves (and others) that we are on a brave new journey when in truth we are alienated from our roots, squandering our spiritual inheritance, and have traded the truth for a lie.  Sadly, I find much of today’s talk about spirituality depressingly shallow and narcissistic, a product of our consumer culture.  Detached from the discipline of worship, detached from any faith tradition, it often sounds very pioneering and exhilarating on the surface, but more often than not it ends up being a passing fad – like the New Age movement, which burst on to the religious scne in the 80’s and early 90’s, but which has now almost vanished without trace.
One of the challenges facing the Church today is how it communicates and presents itself to a society that is increasingly indifferent and at times hostile towards any institutional form of religion.  But that challenge should not diminish the confidence that we ought rightly to have in the rich heritage of worship, intellectual rigour, history of Christian service and life-in-community that lies at the heart of our faith.  For many people a rediscovery of these things is experienced as a form of homecoming.  Long may that continue.

Grace and peace to you all.

GRAHAM REDDING
ON THE THEME FOR THIS ISSUE
PAST  TIMES
.

If you are in London and walk up the western side of Regent Street you will find, nestling alongside the Burberry shop, a door that leads into an Aladdin’s cave of ties, scarves, ornaments, lamps and so on.  The firm is called PAST TIMES, has branches in various parts of Britain, and is worth a visit if only for the nostalgia it can generate.  (When ties became pictorial a few years ago, its catalogue included one with scenes from the Bayeux tapestry; to my lasting regret this had sold out by the time I got round to doing something about it!)

This issue of The Messenger also has the theme ‘PAST TIMES’.  It includes the words of a campfire song from the early days of St John’s youth activities; it includes an account of the early days of Wellington settlement, and a man who brought security such that, a decade later, St John’s could welcome its first minister.  It includes an essay on the timeless qualities of the school that was endowed in the very year of St John’s foundation.

I hope it can generate interest - even a whiff of  nostalgia in places - sufficient to be worth a read; because our past is what makes our present and guides our future.
WYN BEASLEY
CARRY ME BACK

The verses reproduced below were recorded in one of the notebooks of Christina [Ina] Troup.  The book is now in the possession of Betty Fletcher, a senior member of the congregation.  Ina was the youngest daughter of Sir George Troup, who was mayor of Wellington, a St John’s stalwart and a pioneer of its youth ministry; she herself became a Bible Class leader.  Perhaps the verses were for singing (to the tune of Carry me back to old Virginny) at Bible Class camps; or they may be a reflection on such events.

The verses have been made available to The Messenger by Charles Stewart, Elder of this Kirk.

Carry me back to old St Johnnies –

That’s where I spent all the happy days of youth;

That’s where I found friendly faces around me, 

That’s where I learnt the way of Everlasting Truth.

That’s where I laboured so long in the old Class

Shoulder to shoulder with pals with hearts of gold;

No place on earth do I love more sincerely,

O how I thrill to the memories of old.

Carry me back to old St Johnnies, 

Long may the classes their high traditions keep.

Long may they be to the friendless a refuge, 

Long may they strive though the road be rough and

steep.
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A BIBLE CLASS BEACH OUTING IN THE 1930s.  This photograph, from the Marshall family collection, appeared at page 27 of Church standing tall.
Mem’ries come floating so gaily before me, 

Mem’ries of parties, of tennis and of teas,

Mem’ries of laughter, of fun and of friendships;

O how I love just to ponder over these.

Then, carry me back to old St Johnnies,

There’s where I spent all the happy days of youth;

There’s where I found friendly faces around me, 

There’s where I learnt the way of Everlasting Truth.
REMEMBRANCE DAY 

FUNDRAISING EVENT
FAURE : REQUIEM
On Thursday 11th November, St John’s will be hosting a concert.  This concert is to start a fund for the organ, which needs major restoration in the near future.
The combined choirs of St John’s (including the Agape church choir), St Mary’s and St Peter’s are marking Remembrance Day with a performance of  Faure’s Requiem.
Well-known professional musicians will give the rest of the concert, donating their evening to this worthy cause.  The church social committee is arranging supper after the concert.

To make this event a real success we need people to help with every aspect of publicity for it.  As it is a church fundraising event, we are working on a very small budget.  We need posters, tickets and programmes designed and printed.

If you can do any of this or sponsor somebody to do it, please contact the Church Office or Eleanor Carter 

(tel 586 7080 or email mcart@xtra.co.nz)

You are also invited to make direct donations to the fund and to sponsor the event. 
THE FORGOTTEN FRIGATE CAPTAIN

In November 1853 the first minister of St John’s, Rev. John Moir, preached his first sermon, in the Athenaeum Hall.  And across the Tasman, that same month, Sydney came to a halt for the funeral of Captain Sir James Everard Home, who commanded HMS Calliope and was senior naval officer on the Australian station.  Captain Home was held in such regard by his people that they erected a memorial to 
{Photo Omitted}
him, in St James’s Church in the middle of Sydney. As it happens these two events are linked by more than the coincidence of their timing.


James Everard Home was the son of a noted London surgeon, also Everard (who came of a junior branch of a junior branch of the family which produced fourteen Earls of Home, before Alexander the 14th Earl put aside his peerage to become the British Prime Minister in 1963).  Everard senior was the brother-in-law of John Hunter, the founder of scientific surgery; he was for a start Hunter’s pupil, then his assistant and his executor.  He prospered professionally: serjeant surgeon to the King, Master and later President of the College of Surgeons, a baronet in 1813.  But he was also a drinking companion of the Prince Regent, and found himself out of his depth socially and financially.  Ten years after his baronetcy it emerged that he had purloined Hunter’s MSS (as executor he could not well be prevented from doing so); these he plagiarised, then burned most of the MSS.  Confronted with all this, he at first tried to lie his way out.  He died in 1832, little mourned.

Meanwhile young James Everard had entered the Navy at the age of 11; had enjoyed a good naval education under men such as Benjamin Hallowell (who commanded Swiftsure at the Nile) and Home Popham who revolutionised naval signalling.  After his father’s death he hunted through the old man’s possessions and found several of Hunter’s works, which he handed in to the College of Surgeons.  He was promoted captain in 1837, and was soon appointed to the command of the frigate North Star in which he served with some distinction in the Opium War.  His posting as SNO to the Australian station coincided with a period of unrest in New Zealand following the Wairau troubles, and at the end of August 1843 he brought North Star into Wellington harbour to find the young town almost besieged by Te Rauparaha and his men.  To Rauparaha he addressed a letter that was a model of firm diplomacy.  ‘You know,’ he wrote, ‘that where many men meet together, and continue without employment, that they will find something to do.  Take care that they do not get into mischief.  They had best go home.’


And they did go home – for this proved to be Rauparaha’s final exploit.  He withdrew himself to Otaki, where he professed Christianity and renounced war.  The settlers, naturally, were much heartened by Home’s presence, and wished it could be prolonged; but before leaving he and his people entertained the locals at a picnic – not in town under the guns of North Star, but out in the hinterland at Burcham’s Aglionby Arms on the banks of the Hutt river.


Home achieved a good deal more – from Nelson he reported to Shortland the acting governor that there was more to fear from immigrant roughnecks than from aggrieved Maori; he provided naval support during Heke’s war in the north; he was friendly with both FitzRoy and Grey (which few men achieved).  Among all these activities he managed to collect a multitude of plant specimens, some of which are still in the Natural History Museum in Kensington; he observed an eclipse of the sun from Shanghai in 1842; he became a Fellow of the Royal Society.  He was a good example of the thinking captain of his period.  His final act of generosity was to leave his books to Grey ‘to be taken as part of a Public Library which he trusted would be established at the seat of Government in New Zealand.’

For whatever reason, historians have chosen to ignore Home, even as they have misunderstood King James, about whom I wrote last time.  But it could fairly be claimed that Home, as much as any one, was responsible for bringing security to Wellington, and for laying the foundations on which  Presbyterians could establish their second church a decade after that 1843 visit.  His remains lie in the old Camperdown cemetery in Sydney; and his memorial is there in St James’s church; but we in Wellington can be grateful for his gift of stability to a young town.
WYN BEASLEY

_________________________________________________
ST JOHN’S COUNCIL:  BGI & Spinks Cottage
Over the past two months the Council has received a presentation from Geoff Annals, chair of the Board of the Wellington Boys & Girls Institute (BGI). He gave an informative and well-presented summary of BGI governance matters and reviewed the BGI relationship with St John’s.  (Council is responsible for appointing BGI Board members.)
With the BGI, Council has also been active in advancing the proposal to convert Spinks Cottage into a Youth Café.  The BGI is looking at a number of ideas as to how best to use the space within Spinks Cottage – a sketch plan of one such idea was published in a Wellington community newspaper and caused some discussion among the congregation.  A statement was issued by Council to assure everyone that, should BGI prefer a design which differs from the approval given by St John’s in August 2003, the recommendation would need to be re-submitted to Session for approval.

A conservation report for Spinks Cottage prepared by a Heritage architect was received.  This is needed by the Wellington City Council and the NZ Historic Places Trust, for approvals for the Youth Café.

MALCOLM SHAW
Chair, St John’s Council 
THE VALUES OF AN OLD SCHOOL
C. S. Lewis, that profoundly influential apologist of the last century, spoke with contempt of ‘chronological snobbery’.  By that, he referred to the arrogant but persuasive assumption that the perceived wisdom of contemporary thought had superseded and eclipsed all previous knowledge.  It seems to me a fallacy, and a trap to which modern Christians and educators are equally susceptible.  In a superb essay written in 1944, On the reading of old books, Lewis explores this notion in some depth.  He makes a number of telling points.
‘Every age has its own outlook.  It is specially good and seeing certain truths and specially liable to make certain mistakes.  We all, therefore, need the books that will correct the characteristic mistakes of our own period…  The only palliative is to keep the clean sea breeze of the centuries blowing through our minds, and this can be done only by reading old books.  Not, of course, that there is any magic about the past.  People were no cleverer than they are now; they made as many mistakes as we.  But not the same mistakes.’

As one whose twin passions in life are education and theology, Lewis’s words seem to have particular relevance to me as an educator and a Christian, living at the beginning of the 21st century.  How easy it is for us to fall victim to the latest fad, masquerading as definitive truth and emanating from either a College of Education or a theological hall – a fad which the passage of time will prove to be nothing but a chimera.

I am deeply proud to be entrusted currently with the leadership of a school which has educated the young men of Wellington since 1867.  Of course it is vital that we address current issues and engage in contemporary debate.  The context in which we deliver the curriculum should reflect the world in which we live and make us of the latest technology.  And yet, it is all too easy to pretend that a chasm exists between the objectives and role of a latter-day educator and one from a previous age.

In my opinion, while the external circumstances may have changed, core business remains unchanged.  While the world of the internet, text-messaging and ‘virtual reality’ has affected the way in which we teach, a good school will not lose sigtht of those functions which have been ever-present down the ages.  The eminent English historian, Paul Johnson, puts it succinctly:
The demands of ordinary people are not exorbitant.  They want all children to read, to read easily, accurately and sustainedly; to form, if possible, the habit of reading to acquire the taste for good literature.  They want all children to be taught to write, legibly, fluently and grammatically, to acquire a reasonably wide vocabulary and to spell correctly.  They want all children to be numerate and to handle proficiently the elementary instruments of a modern electronic society.  Children, they think, should be taught about their country’s history and geography… and learn to value its qualities.  They want children to acquire in school, reinforcing home training, habits of diligence, punctuality, neatness, cleanliness and civility.  And, not least, they want the schools to provide, for all children, a moral education: to instil, not just directly and specifically, but through all the school structures and procedures, clear distinctions between right and wrong, good and evil, decent behaviour and wickedness.
The good educator, I suggest, should be fully involved in the current educational scene, but not totally shaped by it.  He or she should be aware that there are fundamental truths and obligations which are unchanging, irrespective of time or place.  

The same obligations, I would venture, are incumbent on 21st century Christians, as we seek to find relevance in the modern world.  How easy it is for us to believe that current controversies, intellectual challenges to the faith and external pressures of daily living have never impacted on Christians before in quite the same way!  What of St Augustine as he saw Rome burning and wrote City of God ?  Or John Bunyan who wrote Pilgrim’s Progress from his prison cell?  Or Alexander Solzhenitsyn whose faith was deepened in the Gulag?  Or G.K. Chesterton, whose defence of orthodox Christianity a century ago flew in the face of so-called ‘modern’ theological thought?  St Paul encourages us to stand fast with the gospel handed down to us.  ‘Then we will no longer be infants, tossed back and forth by the waves, and blown here and there by every wind of teaching and by the cunning and craftiness of men in their deceitful scheming.’
Lewis says, ‘The only safety is to have a standard of plain, central Christianity (‘mere Christianity’ as Baxter called it) which puts the controversies of the moment in their proper perspective.’  May the external truths found in scripture be our guide and the litmus test by which we judge contemporary thought.

Wellington College’s motto says Lumen accipe et imperti – ‘receive the light and pass it on’.  That is my constant challenge as I seek to speak meaningfully as a Christian educator in 2004.  And that is why successive headmasters of Wellington College, entering a school assembly, carry with them a clipboard on which is fastened a School Prayer that has been spoken before these gatherings of generations of boys.

ROGER MOSES*
[*Roger Moses is headmaster of Wellington College.]

St JOHN’S COUNCIL : Emergency Procedures
Draft procedures for an emergency evacuation of the church on a Sunday morning were received by Council.  These instructions cover fire, earthquake, flood, sickness and disruption, and are currently being finalised in consultation with the Fire Service.  Later in the year a trial evacuation will occur on a (fine) Sunday morning.

MALCOLM SHAW

Chair, St John’s Council
BOOK REVIEW
WINDOWS ON THE WORD: the Gospel of Luke in Stained Glass.  By Glen McCullough.  Wellington: The Bible Society in NZ Inc.  (2003).  96pp. P/B; $29.95 from 144 Tory Street; plus $2.50-$20 p&p/donation if ordered by post (Private Bag 27901, Marion Square).
If you visit Chartres, west of Paris, where the cathedral is said to have the best mediaeval stained glass in Europe, you have the chance of listening to an Englishman, Malcolm Miller, who went to Chartres forty years ago to find out some details for a thesis – and stayed.  He conducts ‘tour groups’ and can hold his audience spellbound for an hour while he discusses the significance of a single window; for it was by means of such windows that the Church in the Middle Ages was able to attend to the religious education of its otherwise illiterate people.

We may be more literate these days, but we can still benefit from having our religious experience enlivened by the art of stained glass.  And this is what Glen McCullough sets out to do in his book: he places just over a hundred photographs, all glowing with colour, alongside the relevant passages in a red-letter rendering of Luke’s gospel.  The images are gathered from church windows throughout New Zealand, along with a few from overseas, including a three-window spread from Cologne cathedral, where he had a Chartres-like experience that set him on the road.  At the end of the book, the churches concerned are listed, with thumbnail photographs to bring them to life; St John’s is included, with the Aitken windows from the chapel, and St Mary of the Angels is represented by no fewer than 21 images.
The project is, I believe, successful; and this is a book worth having.  The windows that McCullough illustrates are interesting in their own right – we have a good deal of good art spread round this country, and it becomes impressive when gathered together in this way – and they help to punctuate Luke’s narrative (giving it a dignity, to my mind, that this modern American translation would otherwise lack).  

Because the book is already attractive, it may well achieve a second edition.  If and when it does, I believe it will be even better if certain adjustments can be made.  There could with advantage be more white space round the windows illustrated; they should be identified by more than a serial number which obliges a reader to go repeatedly to the index.  The section headings in the text would be less disruptive if they did not have the archaic system of larger-type initial letters for certain words; and indeed the type face is far from inspired.

But these matters are only worth stating because the material shows such promise – and any format can be a compromise between quality and price.  For its price, McCullough’s book is good value; and if it becomes somewhat more expensive but visually better in a future printing, it may yet be even better value.
WYN BEASLEY
STUDY LEAVE REPORT
My study leave was divided into two main projects.  The first was to write and present a paper to an interdisciplinary colloquium in the United States on theology and the built environment.  My paper was entitled, Reflections upon Storied Place as a category for exploring the significance of the Built Environment.  Noting parallels between ancient Israel and New Zealand Māori in the role that narrative plays in defining a sense of place, especially in relation to the land, and noting a convergence of concern across a range of disciplines about the diminished sense of place that exists in modern urban settings, I identify various attempts at what might loosely be called narrative-recovery in relation to the built environment.  In particular, I look at recent developments in the fields of urban planning, architecture, the heritage movement and community art.
At the same time I expose the tendency for narratives to be distorted and controlled by those who have vested interests in portraying things in a certain way.  Indeed, the more dominant or overarching a narrative is, the more likely it is to be shaped by the vested interests or ideological concerns of the dominant culture and its political, religious and professional representatives, often at the expense of the marginalised and the ordinary.  So, at the same time as we acknowledge the integral role that stories play in developing a sense of place, we are also bound to recognise the complex and problematic nature of stories.  We might even ask: Is there not a sense in which our stories need to be made not just available but complete, perhaps even joined to and informed by a narrative with redemptive and reconciling possibilities?  And what might be the role of the Church here in a pluralist, post-Christendom environment in which the Christian narrative and its accompanying symbols no longer have a privileged status in the public arena?

In responding to these questions I make a number of suggestions, including a need for the Church to help society think about what it is that constitutes sacred space.  It is an emotionally-loaded term that is so often used with very little thought as to what it actually means.  What people assume to be sacred space will depend very much on the world-views that underpin and to a large extent determine their views.

While the issues raised in the paper are relevant to urban developments everywhere, the paper retains a strong New Zealand focus.  It includes coverage of the debate surrounding to the architectural merits of Te Papa, and asks what it is that constitutes a synthesis of Māori and Pakeha architectural forms and values as we look for signs of a built environment that is increasingly able to reflect our New Zealand identity.

The colloquium was organised by the Institute of Theology and the Arts, which is coordinated jointly by Cambridge and St Andrew’s Universities in the United Kingdom in conjunction with Calvin College in the United States.  Calvin College (Grand Rapids, Michigan) hosted the colloquium.  I took the opportunity to stay on at the College for a few days to use their library and scour the local book shops, including Eerdmans and Baker.  Calvin College’s library houses the Meeter Centre of Calvin studies, which is one of the world’s leading centres for study on Calvin.  I was able to update my reading on one or two key debates concerning Calvin and his legacy in Reformed theology.
From the built environment to Dance.  When I returned from the States I commenced my second project, which was to write a paper on Michael Parmenter’s contemporary dance-opera, Jerusalem, which played to full houses around the country in 1999.  As the name suggests, Jerusalem is a biblical and theological work, drawing on the Psalms of King David and the poetry of William Blake and James K. Baxter, as it depicts a movement from alienation to homecoming, from despair to hope, from Babylon to Jerusalem.
The provision of study leave in the Presbyterian Church gives ministers the opportunity to pursue an area of academic interest that the daily demands of ministry do not readily allow.  I know that Helen’s ministry, during my absence from the parish, was much appreciated.
GRAHAM REDDING
