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Theme for Word

and Light

The theme for the next edition will be Saints and Christmas.
Articles on other topics you think may be of interest are also
welcome. As ever, please use your imagination – there are many
possibilities. We look forward to your contributions. Photos will be
very welcome!
Please send your contributions to Lynda, the Parish Administrator, by
14th November. Remember that, to keep readers’ attention, your
articles should not be too long (up to 700 words). If you have ideas for
future themes, please let us know. The Editor has the final say as to the
suitability of articles for inclusion.
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Vicar’s Voice
With thanks to our contributors, here is another wonderful issue of
our Magazine. Gardens have a special place in my heart. I have enjoyed
many gardens over the years – our own and those we have visited
including in New Zealand, Australia and the UK. I could have written
many pages for the Magazine with tales of vegetable and flower
growing – never mind all the preparatory work to deal with taking on
unkempt gardens – as well as with photos of favourite gardens around
the world. But I restrained myself! I hope you enjoy reading the variety
of articles below as much as I have.
With every blessing

Sue (Vicar)
Gardens are precious
by Bob Shaw
When I was a small boy during WW2, our district nurse bought a goat
she tethered by the roadside and milked every day. Village people
complained to her because it regularly broke loose while she was at
work and wrecked their gardens. Nurse asked my mother if she could
find a space on our small farm for the goat and my mother reluctantly
agreed. Late one afternoon the bleating of a goat needing to be milked,
so upset my mother that I was told to take it down to the nurse's
cottage. When I arrived up the path from the front gate of the cottage
it was clear that the nurse was not at home, but the goat certainly
was! It proceeded to eat every single plant that came within its reach,
despite my efforts to lead it out. When Nurse arrived home a short
time later a scene of devastation awaited her.
There is an element of truth in the story of the Garden of Eden, found
in the Book of Genesis. Humanity has, in what we call the 21st century,
at last realised that it, as the most successful of all the diverse species
alive on planet earth, is responsible for the destruction of the wellbeing of all life as described in Genesis. This fact is being slowly
accepted by every nation upon earth and by some religious
organisations. Many people no longer believe it possible to offer up
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prayers or make sacrifices to some divine presence to avert floods,
destructive winds, or wild fires. Many have agreed to change their way
of life and expectations to limit global warming. The Christian
community in the western world should take an active part in this
initiative to preserve the natural life of the planet on which we live.
This movement should overwhelm all previously held theological
beliefs and concerns, taking precedence in our acts of worship, placing
the well-being of every living thing above our own selfish desires.

Sowing & Reaping
by Merina Foster
We live on a semi-rural property in
Bethlehem. Our land size is 3000sq
meters and filled with budding fruit
trees, roses bushes, plentiful veggie
beds, egg-laying chickens, fruiting
banana palms, three compost bins
and a waterfall filled fishpond.
When we brought the property six
years ago, the back yard was a plain
grass field with a few young trees
dotted here and there.

Half-way through garden
transformation

But we dreamed big. We could see a different garden filled with
nooks, growth, mystery, and wonder. However, the soil wasn’t great,
it was good for growing grass but
not much else. Bit by bit we
started digging, replenishing the
dirt underneath with life.
Rebuilding the nutrients that
would slowly change the soil
structure into a medium that
would be ready to create growth
Before one of our veggie beds was
and prosper.
placed
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Slowly, we turned our empty grass field into life. We set a goal and we
had a vision. But we knew it wouldn’t happen instantly. Time, love,
patience, nutrients, dedication and good old-fashioned sweat and tears
was the recipe for what we have now. A lush property filled with life.
We have food we eat and food we give away, peaceful nooks, wildlife,
and beautiful colour. What we sowed then is now reaping in
abundance, it’s reaping life.
I see our lives like my gardening concept: ‘What we sow is what we
reap’. Good things in and good things out. Our souls need the
nutrients of life. Our three
compost bins produce the
minerals that feed our
garden. But we need the
right ingredients to make a
thriving compost. This
combined with the right
environment breaks down
our different garden waste
After the vege bed was placed and sowed
into an odorless, crumbly,
rich structure teaming with
life-giving power. If we fill our lives with things that are rich, nurturing,
and positive we can ultimately give out to others what is good, gentle,
and kind. We can show peace, patience, truth, and most of all, love.
The fruits of the spirit will
grow in our lives and will be
freely gifted to others.

One of the peaceful paths leading to
another secret nook
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Although life isn’t as simple
as this concept, we must be
diligent. Persistence and a
few buckets full of living
water will help us to grow
and blossom. From time-totime pests come to slowly
destroy our hard work and
ripening crops. Patiently we
need to pick off those pests

by hand, one by one. It’s a full-time job being watchful and ready to
protect your hard work. But in the end the results will be a beautiful
nourishing sight to see, transforming you and many others that cross
your path.
Keep looking up. Keep your eye on the Son that shines through those
dark clouds. Keep feeding your crops with the minerals of truth and
life-giving water. Do all this aided by the gentle, tender hand of the
Creator, the most ultimate gardener of all.
This message is in loving memory of our dear
chicken Lady Cluck (Clucky) who continued to
fill herself with good things and showed the
beautiful fruits of the spirit to us every day. You
are forever loved and are now freely living in the
garden tended by the ultimate gardener.

God and humanity in the garden
by Sue Genner
Many years ago, my sons and I went along to a large market and when
they saw I was looking with interest at pot plants they felt they needed
to have a strong word with me. They made it very clear that if I
bought one of those plants, they would report me to the Society for
the Protection of Plants! For decades now I have made it a policy not
to buy garden shrubs that did not contain the word ‘hardy’ on the
label. Both my parents enjoyed gardening as did my sisters. As for me I
should point out that mine are not green thumbs but black ones! All
rather sad for someone who is vegan and only eats plants! Thus, in a
magazine devoted to gardens I think it is safer for me to turn to the
Bible rather than my own experience.
Scripture begins with a garden – God creates it and plants it, there is a
river of life coming out from the garden and a tree of life at the centre.
Humanity is created as the image of God and planted in the garden to
be a co-labourer with God, imaging God as creator and sustainer
while tending the garden. When the Israelites were in the desert, they
were tasked with making a tabernacle and the imagery in this account
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is full of that from the Genesis garden story. Later in their history we
find an account of the Temple that Solomon built and right there in
the inner sanctum there are carvings of palms and flowers. Was the
temple a garden or was the garden a temple? These are thin spaces
where God and humans dwell together living and working in harmony,
places of worship.
The Song of Songs is a wonderful erotic poem found between the
somewhat pessimistic wisdom of Ecclesiastes and the fiery prophecy of
Isaiah and many of us don't quite know what to do with it. One thing
is clear, it is rich with garden imagery.
Song of Solomon 2:1-6
"I am a rose of Sharon,
a lily of the valleys.
As a lily among brambles,
so is my love among maidens.
As an apple tree among the trees of the wood,
so is my beloved among young men.
With great delight I sat in his shadow,
and his fruit was sweet to my taste.
He brought me to the banqueting house,
and his intention towards me was love.
Sustain me with raisins,
refresh me with apples;
for I am faint with love."
Try reading through it one day and count how many times plants,
orchards and gardens are referenced and how many different plants
can be found here. Is this poem just a depiction of lovers' intimacy or
does it reference the relationship between God and his people? As
with much of scripture the answer may be both and more, with many
layers to explore. It can be seen as a love story depicting healing in the
relationship between God and humanity, between man and woman
and between humanity and creation. It points to the beauty and
harmony of Eden.
All four gospel writers reference a garden at the beginning of the
Passion. Jesus went there in his time of grief with his disciples to pray
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– it was there he sweated blood, it was there he was arrested. Here
one sees not the gardener who is creator and sustainer of all, but the
gardener who enters his creation and suffers with and for it. Roses
have thorns, seeds die, olives are crushed for their oil. The garden
imagery is not all beautiful and serene. The common truth however is
God and humanity together.
Revelation, the final book in the Bible, speaks of a city of God but at
the end of the book we find at the centre of the city a garden with the
river of life and nourishing, healing trees. So scripture begins and ends
with garden imagery.
In our churches we bring the garden in, we have flowers and images of
flowers, we consume together the fruit of the garden – bread and
wine. We surround ourselves with gardens, faithfully tended by loving
gardeners. This all serves to remind us that the garden is a place
where humanity and God dwell and work together, because we are
images of the first Gardener.

Gardens in my heart and mind
by John Beverly
Over the years I have visited many splendid gardens, finding beauty
and peace in the hectic life we all seem to live now. There are many I
carry in my mind and heart including the Botanic Gardens at Kew
(London), the Royal Horticultural Society Gardens at Rosemoor
(Devon), Hyde Hall (Essex) and Harlow Carr (Harrogate, Yorkshire).
Sue and I were volunteer guides/stewards at National Trust properties
in Herefordshire and Worcestershire. At Croome Court we both
stewarded the large walled garden which is being lovingly restored by
Karen and Chris Cronin and in which sometimes modern art was
exhibited.
Here in Aotearoa New Zealand, I feel the
same about the Enclosed Gardens in
Hamilton and the gardens at The Elms at
Te Papa, Tauranga. The latter is very close
to my heart as I am a guide there. It is
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certainly an oasis, albeit one close to the busyness of the port. There
are many others we have not visited.
I thought, however, that it would be
good to write about the roof garden at
the Hundertwasser Art Centre in
Whangārei which Sue and I visited in
August. The building itself is most
interesting and is a splendid addition to
the Town Basin. But I will limit myself to
the roof.
Hundertwasser, an Austrian artist who
became a New Zealand citizen, had a
home near Opua in the Bay of Islands
where he lived out his ideals. He
believed ‘Modern man has abused…and
murdered the earth. It is our duty to put
the nature, which we destroy by building
the house, back onto the roof. The
nature we put on the roof is this piece of earth that we murdered by
putting the house there.’ He noted the ecological, health, insulation
and noise-absorbing advantages of afforested roofs. And so the
Hundertwasser Art Centre has vegetation flourishing on its roof
including native plants and trees, some of them rare. As we visited, we
called to mind turf roofing in Scotland and other places with grass
roofs.
The visit to the Art Centre includes viewing
a film about Hundertwasser. It would be
easy – but wrong in my view – to see him as
an eccentric. I rather think of him as a
person who was prepared to challenge the
many destructive features of the modern
world. Unlike most other people he was
able to do something to live this out. And it
is good to know he did this in his adopted
home of Aotearoa New Zealand.
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Fling into Spring
by Chris Robertson-Parkes
Fiesta of freesias
Perfume divine.
Bloom of blossoms
Pink, white and wine.
Gold of daffodils
Tulips – of colours galore.
More sun, fluffy clouds
More sky of blue.
Buds all bursting
Of many a hue.
Birds all chirping
Their welcome to Spring.
New season is here Time of refreshment
New birth, new hope
And warming good cheer.
Let’s fling into Spring –
The best time of year!

Garden Tours I Have Not Been On
by Glenda Berentson
My life-long friend who lives in Blenheim is a wonderful gardener. Her
large flat Marlborough property is ringed with tall shade trees, and
hosts a multitude of shrubs, perennials and annuals. A large number of
healthy roses bloom abundantly, and she knows all their names. I too
enjoy gardening but my results are much more haphazard and hit-andmiss. I can never remember the names of my plants. But we do both
enjoy visiting beautiful gardens.
In recent times we have been fortunate to travel together to some
beautiful places in the world. A few years ago we decided we had one
last major northern hemisphere trip left in us. We planned a week
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driving in the wilds of Scotland, on the trail of my friend’s family
history. And then time in the south of England visiting some of the
great gardens. We would start with a visit to the Eden Project, a longheld wish of mine, then Dorchester for the Thomas Hardy cottage and
garden, and the West Dean garden. On to Sissinghurst and Great
Dixter, two of the most famous of all English gardens. A stay in the
Channel Islands (more gardens), then two nights in Paris with day trips
to Monet’s garden at Giverny, and the gardens at Versailles.
As with other overseas trips I have done, I swung into action,
researching all the places we would go, and making all our bookings via
the internet. I booked planes, trains, rental cars, and purchased entry
tickets. I located an eclectic mix of accommodation, everything from
Air BnBs to guest houses, motels, and the odd budget hotel. By
Christmas 2019 all was in place, and a large and complex spreadsheet
completed. We were due to travel at the beginning of May 2020.
Of course it didn’t happen. What happened was Covid 19, and like
millions of other people world-wide our trip was cancelled. I spent
much of the first lock-down emailing businesses to cancel bookings
and plead for refunds which were mostly given very graciously, even
where a refund was not guaranteed. We were thankful for our relative
safety here in New Zealand, and conscious of the many whose
cancelled trips to see loved ones etc involved much greater loss than
ours.
Realising it would not be possible to
travel internationally for some time,
as a consolation prize my friend and
I decided to attend the Taranaki
Garden Festival in October 2021.
She would fly to Tauranga and we
would have a ‘road trip’ to New
Plymouth. Again, the bookings were
all made; we pored over the
programme and chose a range of gardens throughout Taranaki for our
four day stay. We decided on a couple of days in Hamilton on the way
back, for an in depth visit to the wonderful Hamilton Gardens.
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And then – the Waikato lockdown happened. Hamilton was
completely off the agenda, the road through the Awakino Gorge was
closed, and the only way to New Plymouth was a very circuitous route
via Whanganui. This, and the health concerns involved, meant a
cancellation of our plans. We won’t give up - maybe this year, God
willing, we may get to the Taranaki Festival….
I don’t regret the many hours I spent planning, researching, and
booking our cancelled northern hemisphere trip. In my mind’s eye I
can clearly see us driving in a leisurely fashion through softly-green
southern English countryside. I can almost hear the bees buzzing in the
spring gardens at Sissinghurst.
And at Giverny, the water lilies are always in full bloom.

Chinese Garden
by Judith Davies
We had a huge garden. We lived at the bottom of Mount Hobson in
Auckland. The house was an enormous two storey old villa. The
outside of the house was on three levels. On the first level there was a
shed and a games room and a bricked barbeque area. This was outside
the kitchen and informal eating area. Down some steps was the
inground swimming pool and a huge lawn fringed by hydrangeas. Our
lawns were pristine. Down a slope was the third area of the garden
which was basically another lawn and a vegetable garden with a few
fruit trees. The back of this lawn was shielded by trees and eventually
became our neighbour’s property. There were no fences.
I used the swimming pool in summer, and played table tennis in the
games room, but I don’t remember ever playing outside. The
exception was my twenty-first birthday when we used the area to
square-dance. Lots of fun!
However, there would be occasional times when all three of us were
told to go outside to play. I was ten, nearly eleven and my sister was
fourteen months younger and my brother was five years old. I don’t
recall the first time we did it but the expedition was repeated many
times afterwards.
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In the corner at the very bottom of the garden was a stand of thick
bamboo. We would push our way through the sturdy trunks, ignoring
the bugs that were probably there. We left the bright sunshine behind.
On the other side we came out into a forest. It was like an English
forest, with space between the trees and shrubs. The shade provided
by the canopy, although dappled by light, felt nurturing and protective.
We would skip and run through the trees until we found our
destination. All at once, we would be there. A grove would open up
and a Chinese garden would appear before our eager eyes. There
were statues, pergolas, pagodas and a rippling stream going through.
Interesting rock formations were placed in different places which we
could climb over. There were small Chinese houses with their cute
roofs. It was overgrown with weeds, but this added to its charm. It
was a playhouse or village just for us. We never found out who all this
belonged to, or why it was there. In fact, we felt like intruders,
shattering the peace and quiet of the place. But, trespassers or not, it
was a fantastic place to play. The hours would slip by till we made our
way back home to the real world. We never said anything about what
we’d been doing, or where we had been.
Asked, ‘What have you all been doing?’
We said, ‘Oh, just playing.’

Our Cottage garden
by Sue Beverly
For a few years, John and I owned a
17th century, timber-framed cottage
in Malvern, Worcestershire in the
UK. It is Grade II listed which means
that alterations are strictly controlled
by the relevant Council and Heritage
bodies. Having said that, clearly renovations have been necessary over
the years as well as developments to bring it closer to modern
standards. We were responsible for some renovations ourselves,
notably a complete re-roofing which was a complicated and expensive
job involving specialist contractors.
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The cottage itself was very attractive although
rather small. The garden however was a good
size. When we bought the property, the garden
was in a reasonably good state but many of the
shrubs which had been planted some years
earlier were simply too ambitious for the plot
and had grown too large, not having been cared
for very well. So, a process of redevelopment
began, including the preparation of vegetable
beds some of which were raised.
In the years we were there, I was able
to keep us self-sufficient for at least six
months of the year with some crops –
onions, potatoes, carrots, beetroot –
stored for the winter. In addition to
that we had good stocks of soup in
the freezer which John made from
surplus summer crops.
I also enjoyed planting and tending
flowering plants and shrubs in beds and
containers. When we had time, the
garden was a peaceful place to sit.
From several vantage points it is
possible to look up at the Malvern Hills.
I hope you enjoy these photographs of this
treasure and some of the produce of the
garden. It was not an easy property to own
and it occupied time and money to maintain.
However, we regarded ourselves as custodians
of a small part of Malvern’s heritage for a few
years. Happily, the couple who bought it from
us also liked gardening, so it is in good hands.
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‘The Prof’ in his garden
by Fiona Shoult
Does anyone remember this television gardening series many years
ago? ‘The Prof’, a small, round, jolly, elderly gentleman cultivated a
large, sloping garden somewhere in the South Island I think. Unseen,
Mrs Prof battled away indoors bottling and freezing and just as much
of the crop was given to familiy and friends. A most enjoyable
programme. (I recall my first attempt with a ‘school garden’ at home in
the 1950s. The day before the teacher came to judge I thought I’d
better do some weeding – and all the dwarf beans fell over!)

Towards the Light
(Transformation of a daffodil bulb)
by Chris Robertson-Parkes
Below the ground
It is dark and cold.
I feel alone.
Yet I know why I am here.
The reason is deep within my being.
To grow towards the Light.
At first the growth is downwards
Rooting me securely in the earth
As outer skin is shed.
I feel the changes which I know must come
To enable me to journey
Towards the Light.
I am content to let go – and be
Nurturing this tender new growth.
Moving ever upwards …….
Upwards towards the Light.
Now I feel welcome warmth
As slowly the darkness dims.
I feel journey’s end is near …….
Until, at last! I AM HERE……
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And I feel the sun bless
My slender greenness.
Higher still I stretch.
For within my greenness
Something precious is yet to be.
Not yet complete
Until my golden beauty –
My true self – is born.
I rejoice in this birthing
And the Springness which surrounds.
I turn my face in gratitude
Towards the Sun.
My purpose in journey is done.
I am where I am meant to be.
I am who I am.
I am in the Light.
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Ōtūmoetai Toy Library Wins an Award
by Merina Foster
On the 31st of July I was asked to attend a Zoom meeting for the New
Zealand Toy Library Federation’s AGM. This year they were
presenting a special ‘Outstanding Service Award’ to a library that had
been nominated by members of their library community. This award
was given to one library in New Zealand that has gone the extra mile,
achieved growth and positive change, provides good quality toys to all
children, creates an atmosphere
and space where children and
Our Library
caregivers feel accepted and
valued, while promoting the
foundational ethos of the New
Zealand Toy Library Federation.
To my surprise and delight, the
entire board stood and clapped
for none other than…
Us! St John’s Ōtūmoetai Toy
Library had won the award. I
was completely shocked and
humbled that we had been
nominated by three different families who made the effort to write
such glowing reviews about our service.
One member wrote: “Merina has revitalised our Toy Library since she
took over as Librarian. She has refreshed the library’s physical space, making
it brighter and more inviting, as well as easier to navigate and browse the
toys. Merina has also reviewed and updated the toys available, providing a
thoughtful range of items for a broad age range of diverse interests. She is a
passionate advocate for our Toy Library and is a valuable member of our
community. Merina’s involvement in our library has rekindled my family’s
engagement in the library and I am very grateful for that.”
Another said: “Incredibly welcoming, clearly invests care, time, and
attention in the space to ensure everyone feels welcome. Has reconfigured
layout, sources missing toys, instituted a themed area. Provides great ageappropriate recommendations.”
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The third quoted: “Merina has taken our Toy Library to another level.
Always has a smile on her face and happy to help, even amidst adversity
(our Toy Library was broken into). Well ordered, toys relevant to child’s age
and using grants to attract new members and toys for older kids. A real
pillar of strength in our community.”
I really didn’t think we were doing anything different compared to
other libraries in New Zealand. I run and manage the library just the
same as how I view life - good things in, good things out (see my other
article in this magazine ‘Sowing & Reaping’). I know I’ve been placed in
this role for a purpose, and I will fulfill my role with the best of my
ability. God has placed me here to serve others and to show love,
kindness, and acceptance to all who enter the library’s door and
beyond. I am incredibly grateful for this award, but I could not have
done it alone. As a church we are a team. A team of believers for a
bigger purpose to serve others. So team, smile, pat yourselves on the
back and say, “well done.” We have all been awarded this prize. St
John’s Ōtūmoetai Anglican Church is now holder of an ‘Outstanding
Service Award.’ Well done.
I wish to say a few words of thanks
to Rev Sue and Lynda who have
been a huge support to me since the
first day I started. They have listened
to some of my crazy ideas and
helped make them flourish. They
continually put up with me breezing
into the office with enthusiasm and excitement for all things toy
related. Without you both we wouldn’t be where we are today.
To Jan, who pops in nearly every day the library is open, just to have a
chat and see how I am. These little things mean so much. They show
me I am supported in what I do.
To our lovely, dedicated members who use our library and find joy in
hiring the toys for their children and grandchildren. You have all
embraced me as a long-lost friend, and may it continue for years to
come.
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Lastly to my very supportive family who constantly see me surrounded
in toys, paperwork, my head stuck in the computer, endlessly repairing
toys, and taking up our living areas. Thank you for the continued help
with all things computer related, and your patience and listening ears
when I’m getting excited about a new toy discovery or how I helped
someone. Thank you James, Leah and Taylor for believing in me and
encouraging me to follow my heart to serve others.
The Toy Library certificate will be placed on the wall in the library, so
please feel free to have a look when we are open.
Editor’s Note: Merina’s suggestion in this article is that it was the Toy Library
that won the outstanding service award. I hope it is clear to readers that,
despite her modesty, it was Merina who won the award. It was very well
deserved as she has put a huge amount of energy, enthusiasm and
imagination into the Toy Library since she joined us in December 2021.

Community Activities
Merina also leads our Community Activities
programme which includes:
Fish n Chips and Games: lunch, an
afternoon of games and chat and a chance to
meet new people and have fun. We organise
the fish and chips and the games. 12 noon to
3.00pm on the 1st and 3rd Tuesday of each
month.
Books and Friends: open to bookworms who would like to make
new friends as well as enjoy a chat over a cup of tea and a shared
plate. On the first Thursday of each month from 1.00pm to 3.00pm
Senior Chef: cooking and nutrition classes for over 60s – an 8-week
cooking class led by Faye Ager-Stone where you can learn, or
improve, your practical food and nutrition skills.
For more details on these please phone the Parish Office.
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The Garden
by Judith Davies
What is a house without a garden?
It looks bare and undressed…a garden reflects those who live inside.
Is it all in order, like soldiers standing to attention?
Is it wandering all around and just a mess?
Is it a place of beauty and somewhere to reflect?
Is it a place to rush past and try to forget?
People can be trees of righteousness*
if their hearts are mended, if they have found comfort and been
restored. Why?
Because trees whose roots go deep* into the river of life,
Become trees of healing and bearers of fruit.
Our gardens show others who we are and how we prosper,
But the Gardener* is the one who works so patiently in our soul.
Pruning and cutting the dead branches away
Patiently and unseen, He works.
One day we will reflect His Grace and His lovely face
In a heavenly place.
What will we be and how will we look?
Only He knows.
If times are tough and it is hurting
Maybe He is pruning.
Soon fruit will be emerging.
What will they be? How will they taste and look?
Gardening is all about the watching and waiting… through the seasons,
Remembering what seeds and where.
* Isaiah 61 v3; Psalm 1; John 15 v4-5; Genesis 2 v9
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Royal Botanic Gardens, Melbourne
By Sue Beverly
I think the first major garden I visited in the southern hemisphere was
the Royal Botanic Gardens Victoria in Melbourne. This was in 1997
when I first visited my late aunt. John and I have been there every time
we have visited Melbourne where I also have two cousins. I am sure
many of you have been there too.
As their website says these gardens ‘…have been a treasured part of
Melbourne’s life for more than 170 years – much loved by generations
of Victorians, as well as by many visitors from interstate and overseas.
It is a picturesque haven for recreation and an important resource for
education, conservation, science and horticulture’.
The Gardens extend over 38 hectares and house a collection of more
than 8,500 species of plants from around the world, including amazing
and diverse plant collections such as camellias, rainforest flora, cacti
and succulents, roses, Californian species, herbs, perennials, cycads,
plants from Southern China and, in the Rare and Threatened Species
Collection, plants from south-eastern Australia.
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Help create a new Recipe Book
Our OASIS Op Shop team has suggested that we create a new recipe
book featuring favourite and well-tested recipes from our parish
members, their family and friends. The new books will be for sale in
the Op Shop. So, we need your help!
The categories for the book will be:
• Starters, Soups and Savouries
• Main dishes
• Desserts
• Baking
• Christmas Treats
If you would like to contribute, please email a copy of one or two of
your favourite recipes to Lynda so that she can put them together as a
booklet. Please add your name if you wish.
The recipes should not be direct copies from any other recipe book as
this would be a breach of copyright. However, if you have a recipe
from a book that you have changed or modified that would be fine.
Please send your contributions to Lynda (contact details on back page)
by 31st October, as we would like to have these recipe books available
for sale by the end of November.

22

Time to Remember
On Sunday 30th October at 5.00pm there will be an All Souls’
Service for the Commemoration of the Departed.
This is an opportunity to give thanks for
the lives of those dear to us who have
died. It is appropriate for people who
have lost a loved one recently or many
years ago. The service, which lasts around
an hour, will be simple, quiet and peaceful.
The names of those to be remembered
will be read out during the service
and those who attend may light a candle
in memory of loved ones. Please feel free to tell other members of
your family, your friends and neighbours about the service and invite
them to come too. We look forward to seeing you.
Please write any names you wish to be read out during the service on
the list at the back of church (available from 9th October). If you are
unable to come to church, please contact Lynda in the Parish Office
(contact details on back page), preferably by 24th October.

Our Last Awakening
John Donne (1572-1631)
Dean of St Paul’s Cathedral
Bring us, O Lord God,
at our last awakening into the house and gate of heaven,
to enter into that gate and dwell in that house,
where there shall be no darkness nor dazzling, but one equal light;
no noise nor silence, but one equal music;
no fears nor hopes, but one equal possession;
no ends nor beginnings, but one equal eternity:
in the habitations of thy majesty and glory, world without end.
Amen.
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About this Magazine
This Magazine is called Word and Light because our parish church is
dedicated to St John the Evangelist. At the beginning of the Gospel of
John there are many powerful images. Two of these are Word and
Light and they are woven together. Jesus as the Word of God echoes
the story of creation. Jesus, the Light of the World, is the one who
shines in the darkness.
Contact Us
Vicar:
Ph:
Email:

The Reverend Sue Beverly
576 9923 or 021 432 365
sue.beverly@waiapu.com

Parish Office:
Ph:
Email:
Website:

Lynda Wallace
576 9923
admin.otumoetai@waiapu.com
www.stjohns-tga.org.nz

Wardens:

Bill Aldridge
Roger Clark

021 982 984
027 683 8466
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