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We acknowledge the Ngunnawal, the traditional custodians of these lands and waters, and pay 
respect to Elders – past, present and future. We celebrate the rich contributions of Indigenous 

Australians to our community and commit ourselves to reconciling action.

 
Have you missed a previous edition of the E-pistle? 

They are available on our website. 

Contributions are welcome: please email them to
ben@stpaulsmanuka.org.au

Our next edition will be at Epiphanytide. 

To watch our livestreaming services visit our YouTube Channel by 
clicking here

Unless indicated otherwise, all material is copyright and remains the intellectual property of the contributors or the 
Parish of Manuka and is not to be reproduced, stored or published in any other format without permission. Opinions 
expressed are those of the authors and not of the Parish of Manuka or its officers. 

Published by the Anglican Parish of Manuka, Diocese of Canberra & Goulburn. PO Box 3417 Manuka ACT 2603. 
Photographic Credits: Unless otherwise indicated images and photographs are © the Rector of St Paul’s Manuka. 
© 2020 The Anglican Parish of Manuka, South Canberra, Diocese of Canberra & Goulburn. 

Cover: St Paul’s Manuka  

http://stpaulsmanuka.org.au/e-pistle/
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCD3NPwNPYQpX7IiNoJiaPxw/
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From the rector

Perhaps like me, you are experiencing one of 
the paradoxical effects of the August-October 

lockdown, which is while it had a stultifying effect and 
the days sort of dissolved into one another through 
interminable sameness, at the same time it was a bit 
like the ‘stopwatch of life’ was stopped back then and 
it certainly doesn’t feel like we should be getting ready 
for Christmas yet. That long stretch of ordinary time 
didn’t get a chance to do its thing properly and so I 
find myself struggling to accept the simple fact that it 
is now December and things need to be done!

This time last year we were excited about the prospects of vaccination. Amazing to think 
that now 98% of eligible Canberrans have being double-vaccinated! However, just when 
things were starting to feel a little brighter, we are hearing of a new strain of COVID-19 
which threatens to throw us all back into uncertainty and muddle. I know this will be 
vexing for those among us who are hoping to catch up with relatives from abroad this 
Christmas. 

One of the great lessons forced upon us all during the pandemic is to be flexible with our 
plannings and to go with the flow. With that disclaimer in mind, you will find details 
about our planned Christmas liturgies and summer schedule in this E-pistle. Due to 
the prevailing venue capacity restrictions it will again be necessary to book to attend 
Christmas liturgies this year. Bookings will open Sunday 12 December. If you are unable 
to use a computer to make a booking please contact the Parish Office for assistance. 
 
I am grateful to all our contributors who have made this such a substantial edition. As 
we approach Christmas we are mindful that this is a period where family, work and 
relationship tensions can run high and be put under strain. It is also a time when grief 
seems to sting even more sharply and we can feel particularly vulnerable for all sorts of 
reasons. Don’t feel you must make that journey alone. Reach out for support if you need it. 
Whether it is the pastoral care of the clergy, the understanding of friends or professional 
services, don’t be ashamed to seek help. 

Pax, 
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Worship With Us

Sundays at St Paul’s
7.30am Said Eucharist

9.30am Choral Eucharist
5pm Choral Evensong

Weekdays at St Paul’s 
9am Morning Prayer
12pm Midday Prayer

Wednesdays 10.30am Holy Communion 

At St David’s Red Hill
Sunday 9am Holy Communion

Thursday 10am Holy Communion 

Parish Finances
We are extremeley grateful to those parishioners who are using the 

direct giving system through bank transfer.

Parishioners are urged to take up the option of direct transfer for 
giving puposes. Our account details for direct giving are below 

(the receiving institution appears as Indue Ltd): 
BSB 702389 Account 005200454

Alternatively, cheques can be sent to PO Box 3417 Manuka ACT 2603. 
Thank you for your support. 
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From the PulPit: advent Waiting 
the reverend canon Ben edWards

When i Was studying French as an undergraduate, one of the units I took included 
studying seminal works of French theatre. I really enjoyed the theatre of the absurd 

unit we did, in particular Ionescu’s ridiculous play The Bald Prima Donna? which basically 
just consists of banal, yet increasingly nonsensical conversation between two couples, the 
Smiths and the Martins, and ultimately collapses into complete linguistic nonsense. Not 
dissimilar to some parish council meetings I have experienced in the past … in other 
parishes, of course. 

While there’s not a lot that actually happens in the play, it is a bit more entertaining 
than another absurdist classic we studied, Samuel Beckett’s renowned work Waiting for 
Godot, which many of us will have also seen performed in English translation, and which 
intentionally bores its audience.

Waiting for Godot is famously, or infamously, a play about nothing. Two men, Vladmir 
and Estragon, meet up by a bare tree, and they engage in inane chatter, and it emerges 
that they are waiting for a certain Godot. Who he is and why they are waiting remains 
undisclosed. What we do learn is that they themselves aren’t sure if they have even met 
him nor if he will actually turn up. Towards the end of Act I two other characters, Pozzo 
and Lucky, enter and provide a brief diversion with their own particular nonsense, and 
then a messenger boy shows up to tell Vladmir and Estragon that Godot won’t be arriving 
that night but the next day. End Act I. Act II begins with both men by the tree, which has 
now started to sprout some leaves, and  the men are still waiting for the mysterious Godot. 
Lucky and Pozzo make another cameo. The messenger boy returns to say Godot’s not 
coming, and not much else really happens. Vladimr and Estragon contemplate leaving 
and ending their lives, but nothing changes, even when they decide to go they just stay 
put where they are. The stultifying effcts of waiting, futility, nihilism and the effluxion of 
time are themes being explored here, along with existential questions about what it is to 
be human. There are all kinds of interpretations of the play: psychological, philosophical, 
theological and ideological. I don’t intend to go down that rabbit hole now other than 
to say that perhaps the most telling response to the play of all is that made on Sesame 
Street’s “Monsterpiece Theatre”, called "Waiting for Elmo". Introducing the play Cookie 
Monster notes that ‘it is so modern and brilliant that it makes no sense to anyone.’ The 
Sesame Street production features Telly and Grover waiting by a bare tree for Elmo to 
appear. They discuss their situation: and it is established that they would be happy if 
Elmo arrives and angry if he doesn’t. Elmo never appears, and the tree declares its sick 
of the play which doesn’t make sense and walks off stage saying “Why couldn’t they do 
Oklahoma!”

Beckett rejected claims that Godot was meant to be God, despite inferences drawn from 
the text by some interpreters and somethings implied by the text, and flag that that is not 
an interpretation of the play I am going to pursue. What I do want to latch onto from this 
play is the sense of waiting that Vladmir and Estragon experience, because here at the 
beginning of Advent, waiting is an important theme for us. 
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Their waiting is passive. It is confused. It is without hope. It is meaningless and it is 
ultimately disappointed, pointless, for the waiting has become an end in itself which has 
entrapped them, with the inevitable result that Vladmir’s efforts to escape idle talk result 
in nothing more than idle talk: 

Let us not waste our time in idle discourse! Let us do something, while we have 
the chance! It is not every day that we are needed. Not indeed that we personally 
are needed. Others would meet the case equally well, if not better. To all mankind 
they were addressed, those cries for help still ringing in our ears! But at this 
place, at this moment of time, all mankind is us, whether we like it or not. Let 
us make the most of it, before it is too late! Let us represent worthily for one the 
foul brood to which a cruel fate consigned us! What do you say? It is true that 
when with folded arms we weigh the pros and cons we are no less a credit to our 
species. The tiger bounds to the help of his congeners without the least reflexion, 
or else he slinks away into the depths of the thickets. But that is not the question. 
What are we doing here, that is the question. And we are blessed in this, that we 
happen to know the answer. Yes, in the immense confusion one thing alone is 
clear. We are waiting for Godot to come …

The theatre of the absurd confronts the audience with questions about the ways in which 
we humans seem to allow ourselves to be trapped in forms of lifeless living, constrained 
by futility and the vagaries of communication and meaning, and so humanity is left in the 
condition of absurdity, unable to make sense of existence and lacking in intrinsic purpose. 
It is to a humanity experiencing this kind of malaise that Advent  echoes to us the call 
of our Lord, “Be vigilant.” “Wake up, Keep Watch, Stay Alert” … “snap out of it” – this 
is the message of Advent – don’t fall asleep at the wheel of life. Start taking notice and 
start participating in God’s project of this world. This is a call to a different way of being, 
away from the lifelessness of pointless and meaningless waiting, from dissipation and 
drunkenness, calling us to live in expectant anticipation that ‘the day is surely coming’, so 
get ready. 

We  Christians find ourselves living between the bookends of salvation – this blurry, 
muddled space between Incarnation and Parousia. The kingdom is at hand, it is inaugurated, 
yet it is still to come, not yet fulfilled. This is something that many Christians – since New 
Testament times – have struggled to come to terms with: what does it mean to live between 
Pentecost and Parousia? Or in Augustinian terms, what is it to live in that space between 
the demise of one city and the completion of another?

Over the centuries some have thought that the answer to that question was to sit back and 
do nothing, just like Vladmir and Estragon. Waiting was an end in itself. Others thought 
the opposite – impatient, they gave up waiting upon God and  in their haste found it more 
expedient to trample, torture and kill those who seemed to get in the way of their vision of 
God’s kingdom on earth. 

It is a tough space to inhabit. It requires faith, trust and hope because it is a space where 
we continue to rub up against life’s mess, pain and troubes. In pain, sorrow, sadness, guilt, 
grief, worry, powerlessness and injustice our waiting hearts cry out ‘How long O God?’,  
like the Psalmists and prophets, ‘How long O God must I suffer this, see this, feel this, 
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will things be this way? How long will you forget us? How long Lord before you answer 
our prayers? How far gone is the night – when will the day be near? The prayer of Isaiah, 
yearning for the coming of Christ, is echoed by the cries of our hearts yearning for his 
coming again and bringing all things to their true end: O that you would tear open the 
heavens and come down, so that the mountains would quake at your presence…”
Indeed. 
O that you would tear open the heavens and come down … and stop tyrants brutalising their people; 
O that you would tear open the heavens and come down … and stop the exploitation of children, 
the weak and vulnerable; 
O that you would tear open the heavens and come down so we need not feel the stinging and 
constant pain of grief; 
O that you would come down and stop the degradation of human dignity and the earth by greed, 
indifference and exploitation; 
O that you would tear open the heavens and come down and sort out all that is stinking, rotten, 
sordid, corrupt, wicked, unjust and wrong… 

In the midst of these feelings, Advent urges us to look and listen to be attentive as to 
how Christ has come and is come … and to grasp that we live on the edges of eternity 
in this liminal, in between space on the edges of history and eternity, a space changed 
by the Resurrection. Christmas, Easter and Pentecost each celebrate the tearing open 
of the heavens and the era of eternity breaking into human history. The coming of the 
kingdom – the glimpses on earth ‘as in heaven’, and God’s fulfilment of all things have 
been inaugurated in Christ: the days are surely come… the world is changed because of 
this, and we are called to be part of that change, to participate in tearing open the heavens. 

This is the nature of Advent waiting, and indeed the Christian pilgrimage. Expectant 
waiting waiting, which is the opposite of the passive, hopeless waiting of Vladmir and 
Estragon. It is active and engaged, it is about preparedness. Advent calls us to lives of 
meaning in the midst of waiting for the fulfilment of God’s kingdom on earth in heaven, 
lives charged with meaning, energy and purpose by the love of Christ in which we find 
hope, peace, joy and love. As we encounter this love, expressed to us most clearly in word 
and sacrament, we find our intrinsic purpose is the increase and abounding of love for 
one another and for all, and the strengthening of our hearts with holiness, as St Paul 
writes to the Thessalonians in today’s epistle.   

Our expectant waiting, the waiting of Advent, is to wait upon the world with love and 
it is this that gives us meaning and purpose in life. We listen and watch. The light of 
eternity is piercing through. We wait in hope because we see the dawning of the light 
and the tearing open of the heavens. The one who brings the love, healing  and mercy of 
God that our broken world needs has come, is come and is coming. And while we wait for 
the fulfilment of his kingdom, we pray with the Psalmist that God will show us his ways 
and teach us his paths so that we can wait upon the world with love, joy, peace, patience, 
kindness, generosity, faithfulness, gentleness, self-control, bringing that intrinsic purpose 
within each of us to life to bless the world. 
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steam trains and advent  
The Venerable John Gibson 

One of The striking things during the season of Advent is that each Sunday  the Collect  
includes as a key word either “coming”, “come” or “came.”

These key words took me back in time to my days at boarding school at Canberra 
Grammar in the 1950’s. Come holiday time with my school mate the late Peter Martensz 
we would travel to and from Sydney by steam train. The end of the school year was special 
with the prospect of a long holiday and the excitement and expectations with Christmas 
approaching. At Goulburn Station there was the rush to the tearoom by one and all as we 
grabbed our meat pie and piled back onto the train with great banter and laughter.

Trains nowadays are fast and passengers waiting at the station very often have little 
warning of their arrival. How different in the days of steam. The train could be heard and 
the smoke or steam from the funnel could be seen in the distance, for a long time before 
the train entered the station. Passengers and station staff had plenty of warning to be 
prepared, and the passengers gathered up their luggage, and began saying their goodbyes 
before the train came in. 

In some ways the season of Advent is like the distant sounds of an old-fashioned train 
steaming into the station. Advent gives us notice that Christ is coming, not only of his 
first coming as a baby in a manger, but of the message he brings to humankind, and of 
his future coming as our Divine Judge. In addition to its emphasis upon Christ and his 
coming , there are other things about Advent that this illustration of the train suggests to 
us.

At the approach of the train everybody waiting had their own particular things  to see 
to; luggage to collect, good-byes to say, and in the case of the railway employees various 
duties to perform. Advent gives each of us notice of Christ’s coming, and we all have 
our own special response to make, depending on the circumstances of our own lives. 
It may speak to us of faults to sweep away, of duties neglected, of tasks to perform and 
opportunities to take.   

When some of the people on the platform heard the train they knew that in a few moments 
they would be on board it and moving out of the station, perhaps to return to it in a few 
hours or days, perhaps never to come back. Advent reminds us that even if we live in some 
quiet spot all our days our lives   are continually on the move.

There are constantly fresh things to do, different temptations to fight, fresh circumstances 
that makes calls on our courage, our wisdom, or our kindness.

The journey of life is not the only one we take. For us all, there is also the journey of death. 
Our life in this world will not go on for ever. Some time, perhaps in the distant future, 
perhaps far sooner than we think, we must pass from this world to a new life and we 
should be prepared for the journey.
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Not all the people the train carried on the station were still on it when it steamed out. 
Some passengers got off because they had reached their destination. For some of those 
who did friends were waiting, who had come to welcome them, perhaps after a long 
absence. Welcome too, were the newspapers, personal parcels, and the mail which the 
train brought. So a train often brought happiness to a station. 

Our thoughts of Christ’s coming to the world, and to ourselves has a serious side to it, 
but we must not let this blind us to the joyful side of Advent. In Advent we are getting 
ready to welcome to our hearts somebody who loves us, and to whom we are invited 
to love in return. This is a happy task. We should be glad of the time given to us as we 
prepare ourselves for Jesus, and should make good use of it. 

St Francis’s ‘Prayer for the day’  gives us a good lead. “Help us to live this day quietly, 
easily; to lean upon your great strength trustfully, restfully; to wait for the unfolding 
of your will patiently, serenely; to meet others peacefully, joyously; to face tomorrow 
confidently, courageously.” 

Photo by Waldemar Brandt on Unsplash
  

https://unsplash.com/@waldemarbrandt67w
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a mediation on advent &
 its trouBling Question:  Where is the King?

The reVerend elaine farmer 

Once We Clad the Church in Green 1 

Advent Sunday arrives in the church calendar after a long twenty plus weeks of so-
called Ordinary Time. On Sundays the church was decked in green, a pleasing colour 

suggesting well-being and new life, particularly in Australia where terrible droughts can 
strangle the life of communities. Only the odd feast day allowed red or white to vary the 
mix. Then at last came the swan song of the liturgical year, the Feast of Christ the King, 
when the church, to honour its king, could deck itself in golden glory instead of white, if 
it so wished. 

And We Asked Questions of Glory and Judgement
In Christ the King, whose feast day used to be called Stir Up Sunday (that’s about puddings, 
not an artist’s palette of colours!), we encountered the Holy One on a throne of glory. 
The Holy One not just of splendour and majesty but as the speaking god of judgement. 
This Christ confronts us with our failures to respond to that call of The Divine all those 
months ago, through Lent and Easter, to discipleship, to caring relationship with each 
other. Christ as King and Judge stirs us to consider that side of our lives we’d rather not 
experience and certainly rather not think about: the painfulness of suffering. The dark 
side. And, most challengingly, we are called to consider our part in inflicting suffering, on 
the environment, and on humankind. It is Christ’s call to repent. The pressing question 
on Christ the King’s feast day was: ‘Who is the king?’ 

Advent’s New Question and New Darkness Now we face a different question: ‘Where 
is the king?’ Advent is about the king who is hidden in the dark. In dressing the church, 
we switch to purple,the ancient and traditional colour for penitence. Advent reminds 2 us 
that Ordinary Time is not so ordinary after all and this new question ‘Where is the king?’ 
stirs up other questions we find difficult or impossible to answer. It’s hard to focus on 
the serious side of Advent with Christmas excitement blotting out Advent dark stillness. 
And, let’s face it, we’re all caught up in it. Just as, in Holy Week, we are reminded that 
we’d rather throw the glorious robe of Christ the King 2 over the wounds of the suffering 
Crucified Christ, so we’d rather bring in Christmas trees, hang baubles, sing Christmas 
carols, and enjoy carefree Christmas parties than ponder Advent’s dark stillness. T.S. 
Eliot said, “humankind cannot bear too much reality” and it’s easier to throw Christmas 
glitter over the world and our lives 3 to hide the murky corners into which we have swept 
problems and woes rather than to consider those woes. Advent’s new question is not what 
we want right now. It thrusts old woes in our faces and there is no glitter on them at all. 

The Christmas Rush Kicks the Dust in Advent’s Face In the Christian calendar, Advent 
may be applying the brakes to Christmas enthusiasm but the world is rushing ahead of us 
anyway. Christmas is in its sights and it’s dusting off its festive decorations. Choirs are busy 
remembering and rehearsing their Christmas songs. Parents are worrying about how not 
to disappoint children’s dreams of presents. Shopkeepers are cramming shelves with extra 
temptations or, in this year of pandemic difficulties, worrying about their supply lines. 
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After lean times, they are hoping their cash registers will make the Christmas music 
they really want to hear. Lockdowns over, everyone is filling diaries with commitments 
to celebrate Christmas with as many people as possible. The atmosphere is redolent, not 
with the scent of candles or sweet incense to waft prayers to God, but with the scents of 
Christmas baking, of pleasure, of anticipation and of indulgence. 

The Pull of Old Woes 
We have good company in being pulled to and fro between our conflicting realities: the 
challenge of our good intentions and the lure of our lesser beings. Hearts and souls are 
rent, poets might say and, indeed, Paul, wringing his hands and drawing on his more 
attractive and poetic side, regretted sadly, “I do not do the good I want, but the evil I do not 
want is what I do”.4  John Donne went to thesame place, bemoaning in one of his Holy 
Sonnets that, despite God’s intentions for him, he got in God’s way and in his own: 
Batter my heart, three-person’d God; for you As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek 
to mend; That I may rise and stand, o’erthrow me, and bend Your force to break, blow, 
burn, and make me new. I, like an usurped town, to another due, Labour to admit you, 
but O, to no end; Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend, But is captiv’d, and 
proves weak or untrue. Yet dearly I love you, and would be loved fain, But am betrothed 
unto your enemy. Divorce me, untie or break that knot again; Take me to you, imprison 
me, for I, Except you enthral me, never shall be free, Nor even chaste, except you ravish 
me. 5 

Enter Advent … 
Advent insists we remember that, beneath the green of Ordinary Time and the glorious 
white and gold of the feast day of Christ the King, this seam of pain and suffering that 
will not go away. The fragmented world waits for salvation as much as we do. It has 
waited a long time. Think of Isaiah’s call to God: You meet those who gladly do right, and 
those who remember you in your ways. But … We have all become like one who is unclean, and 
all our righteous deeds are like a filthy cloth … for you have hidden your face from us. Do not be 
exceedingly angry, O Lord, and do not remember iniquity forever’. 6 Or of the Psalmist who 
cried, ‘O Lord of hosts, how long will you be angry with your people’s prayers? You have fed 
them with the bread of tears and given them tears to drink in full measure.’ 7 

… With Many Questions 
Questions thrown up without expectation or reason. I remember after the 2002 bombing 
of the Sari nightclub and Paddy’s Bar in Kuta in Bali, an anguished father lamenting at 
his dead son’s funeral, “How do you explain what a wonderful son he was?” That is an 
Advent question. I remember the young mother who rejected the priest’s kind words at 
the funeral of her child crying, “Don’t comfort me! I want to feel the pain! How could 
God allow my baby to die?” That is an Advent question. During terrible Australian 
droughts or floods, when farmers watched their crops withered or drowned, and their 
stock starve, we’ve all seen them on our television screens, faces set in stone, trying to 
hide fear and frustration at weather’s cruel arbitrariness, and lamenting, “how can we 
survive?” I remember one farmer bursting out, a touch of bitterness in his voice, “is God 
a capricious God?’ These are Advent questions flung by all the grieving, the fearful and 
the angry to seeming silence of the heavens. “Why, God?” “How could you do this to 
me, let this happen, allow this pain?” All these are Advent questions. Anguish, fear, 
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hate, anger — these voices belong to Advent, and, as we have already seen, they have 
wrung suffering laments and incomprehension from human beings from the times of 
our ancient patriarchs and matriarchs to our own day. “See, O Lord, how distressed I am!” 
cried the poet in the Old Testament book of Lamentations. “[M]y stomach churns, my heart 
is wrung within me … In the street the sword bereaves; in the house it is like death… Is it nothing 
to 8 you, all you who pass by? Look and see if there is any sorrow like my sorrow, which was 
brought upon me, which the Lord inflicted on the day of his fierce anger. 9 

One Question Rules All … Where is the king? Whatever the words, behind all these 
laments is this anguished Advent cry. Where is the king? Where is God? It is as if the 
light of God is eclipsed, blotted out, just as the brilliance of the sun is at times eclipsed 
by the moon. It is as if, with God’s light eclipsed, God’s voice falls silent and we are left 
alone in the dark of the shadow of the cross stretched across Ordinary Time and over 
our lives. Alone crying out for the hidden god. 

But, Then, God has a Question! We are not alone, of course, for Christ is with us. The 
one Eliot called “the wounded surgeon … Whose constant care is not to please / But 
to remind of our, and Adam’s curse”. The Advent challenge comes from another poet, 
C.L. Drawbridge, in his poem ‘Lord, Take Away the Pain’. 10 This is his idea of God’s 
reply to human lament: The cry of a man’s anguish went up unto God, “Lord, take away 
pain! The shadow that darkens the world Thou hast made; The close-coiling chain that 
strangles the heart; the burden that weighs on the wings that would soar — Lord, take 
away pain from the world Thou hast made, That it love Thee the more!” Then answered 
the Lord to the cry of His world: “Shall I take away pain; And the power of the soul to 
endure, Made strong by the strain? Shall I take away pity, that knits heart to heart, And 
sacrifice high? Will you lose all your heroes that lift from the flame White brows to the 
sky? Shall I take away love that redeems with a price? And smiles through the loss? Can 
ye spare from the lives that would climb unto mine The Christ on his Cross?” 11 

Enter Heroes! No, we cannot! We cannot do without our heroes who have jousted with 
evil and given us our legends. Most particularly, we cannot do without the hero Christ 
who hung on a cross. But let’s be very clear here; this isn’t a “grin and bear message”! 
Nor is it about an unfeeling God! Rather, it reflects what that young mother seemed to 
understand instinctively when she demanded fiercely that she be allowed to live the 
pain of her child’s death. Life forces us to grapple with paradox, and paradox is often 
uncomfortable. A world without pain would be a world without pity or courage. From 
overwhelming pain is wrenched overwhelming pity, a blend of anguish and anger that 
bursts forth in love to transcend the evil that has called it forth, and drives people to 
courageous lives of compassion in service of others. To “cast away the works of darkness 
and put on the armour of light” as that lovely Advent Collect puts it. 12 Such was the life 
of the Christ, the one for whom we wait, and the one with whom we wait, and watch, in 
the Advent darkness. 

Experiencing God Back to Front 6 But the Christian story doesn’t end here, in the dark 
with a hidden God. ‘Keep alert – for you do not know when the time will come,’ Jesus said, 
‘I say to you … all: keep awake’. In one sense, during Advent we experience God back 
to front. On 13 the one hand, here we stand, the fragments of our lives in our hands, 
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trying not to let them slip through our fingers, asking the Advent questions, pondering 
darkness and the ‘hiddenness’ of God but, on the other hand, on the far horizon of our 
lives, is a pale white light, like the light of early dawn. We know that pale light will 
become the brilliant light of Christmas when God will no longer be hidden, when, in 
the birth of a child, we will be reassured that hope lives and we are not alone with our 
Advent questions. For ours is not an unfeeling God, but a God who comes to meet us in 
the shadows, lamenting our pain. Emmanuel, who is always with us. 

The Light of Christ 
But we also know that that light has already come into the world, though human beings 
have always done their best to extinguish it. To blow it up with bombs, or snuff it out 
with the breath of hatred. All of us, young or old, suffer and at times feel caught between 
despair and hope so Advent becomes a time when, as Christians called to serve others in 
love and compassion, we are bidden to offer very special prayers for all who suffer. For 
drought-stricken farmers who see their land crumbled into dry barrenness by droughts, 
or churned into mire and mud by floods. For parents who see their children die too 
soon. For the unemployed who cannot see the horizon through a fog of hopelessness 
and penury. For refugees whose lives have been destroyed by human sin and greed. For 
those whose minds are befuddled by drugs, empty of hope, or full of the dark shadows 
of fear or depression. For all who wait in darkness longing for a changed order in the 
world, for the glow of hope on the horizons of their lives, to hear again, in the Christmas 
story, the whisper of an angel saying, “do not be afraid”, and the voice of the hero Christ, 
whispering, “even in the darkness, look to the light …” 

ENDNOTES

1 A shameless borrowing from the first line of Robert Burns’ poem ‘Now Spring Has Clad the Grove in 
Green’ 
2 or Sarum Blue of ancient tradition associated with Salisbury Cathedral. 
3 T.S. Eliot, Murder in the Cathedral, Part II. 
4 The Letter of Paul to the Romans 7:19 
5 John Donne, Holy Sonnet XIV 
6 Isaiah 64: 5-9. 
7 Psalm 80:4-5. 
8 Lamentations 1:20 
9 Lamentations 1:12 
10 T.S. Eliot, East Coker. 
11 C.L. Drawbridge. Also found on 15 November 2021 at https://meaning.ca with an annotation 
“Found on the wall of a Denver hospital”. This latter statement carries a copyright note: ©1998-2007, International 
Network on Personal Meaning, Unless otherwise noted Visit http://www.meaning.ca for more information. 
12 APBA, Advent Collect for Year A, p. 464. 
13  Mark 13:33 & 37 
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national anglican Family violence Project

dr inGrid moses ao

We are all familiar with the term ‘domestic abuse’ and aware that it includes physical, 
sexual, psychological and financial abuse – use of control and power. ‘Intimate 

Partner Violence’ (IVP) is part of this and the prevalence of IVP among Anglicans was 
part of the National Anglican Family Violence Project.

A 2019 online survey of over 2,000 males and females ascertained how prevalent is intimate 
partner violence among Australians who identify as Anglican, comparing results for a 
sample  of the general public with self-identified Anglicans. Another sample was used to 
compare those who attended church regularly with those who did not.

You can access the report on https://anglican.org.au/our-work/family-violence/

The survey results are a wake-up call for us all. If we thought that this would not happen 
am ong the church going Anglicans, we were wrong. IVP happens among church goers 
and non-church goers, young, middle aged and older couples, well educated and not so 
educated, clergy and laity.

Indeed, IVP was committed among Anglicans at the same or higher rate than in the wider 
Australian community, and there was no difference between those attending church and 
those who didn’t.  

The Clergy and Lay Reader Study report noted the very different views on gender roles 
within marriage and the family. We at St Paul’s uphold equality of marriage partners in 
the partner relationship and family dynamics as we are equal in Christ in church, family 
and society. 

But IPV is complex. There are religious and cultural differences in the acceptance of IPV 
and we need to be aware of this, not judge but help.

Members of our Diocesan Synod were recently briefed in a Zoom meeting on the project 
and its findings, and the October Anglican News details the preliminary response by the 
General Synod of the Anglican Church in Australia. Our own Diocese is also preparing 
a framework for action.

Members of the Clergy Team and Parish Council as well as others will have read the report, 
be aware of resources available, and of options. The Government recently announced that 
it would make a $5000 payment to women who flee from a domestic violence situation. 
But not everyone wants to leave a relationship, relationships are very complex. There 
are other options – counselling by clergy or professional counsellors, therapies, anger 
management courses for the perpetrators.

During the COVID 19 pandemic, the resultant lockdowns and restrictions and in the 
coming Christmas season incidents of IPV are likely to increase. There is no shame, no 
stigma if you are a victim of IPV. Talk to someone you trust and make use of the assistance 
available.



https://anglican.org.au/our-work/family-violence/


critical choices: Family or christ
The reVerend elaine farmer 

Preachers all haVe their methods for preparing sermons. Mine’s pretty mundane. I begin 
at the beginning and work to the end. I read the Old Testament lesson for the day and 

move on through psalm, epistle and finally the gospel. It’s a search for ideas, concepts, 
things that leap out, intrigue, inspire or demand to be addressed. When I reached today’s 
gospel I dashed right on back to Jeremiah hoping I’d missed some nice, safe idea. Because 
today’s gospel is one of those difficult, difficult texts that make me wish Matthew had 
worked with a decent editor. Or suffered a convenient bout of amnesia about Our Lord’s 
activities. Unfortunately, there it is, and it’s one of those confronting texts that demand to 
be addressed. 

I have come to set a man against his father, and a daughter against her mother, and a daughter-in-
law against her mother-in-law; and one’s foes will be members of one’s own household. (vss 35-36) 
What on earth do we do with words like this that sound so uncomfortably fanatical? ‘I have 
not come to bring peace, but a sword,’ Jesus says (vs 10:34). And a couple of chapters earlier 
in Matthew’s Gospel he was on top of a mountain saying to a crowd of people Blessed are 
the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God (5:9). Surely peace is the hallmark of 
God’s kingdom, and of the Christian gospel? Surely peace is what we want more of and 
not dissension. Particularly at the heart of our lives, in our families, where we are meant 
to feel loved and nurtured. 

Have you noticed a new catchcry has emerged in recent years: ‘family values’. Politicians 
love ‘family values’. They’ve become useful tools in the games they play against their 
political opponents. Churches love ‘family values’. They’ve become useful symbols of the 
wholesome Christian life. Everyone, it seems, is on about ‘family values’ and we all know 
what we mean by them. Loving, caring relationships between couples. Safe, nurturing 
environments for children. Happy homes teaching children respect for others, service to 
the community, and honour and duty and a sense of right and wrong. All of which is fine 
and a good thing and just the way it should be. So what have Jesus’ confrontational words 
of to do with all these good things?

Let’s look at families first. How many do you know that meet the ideal of which so many 
fine words are spoken? I don’t know many. I’m not so sure I know any.

Families fight over money, religion, jobs, life styles and just about anything that can cause 
argument between human beings. There are family members who refuse to recognise 
the existence of relatives. Who drive wedges through fragile family unity by threatening 
excommunication to anyone who speaks to the rejected ones. There are brothers and 
sisters whose sibling rivalry haunts them long after adulthood has replaced childhood 
neediness. There are parents who reject children because they don’t measure up to their 
hopes and dreams. And there are children who abuse or abandon aged parents, in revenge, 
perhaps, for past wrongs, or because they just don’t care any more. Belonging to a family 
is no protection against the sort of hatred that fuels poisonous feuds and vendettas for 
generations. My own family was wounded by righteous anger that was nursed for eighty 
years.



And there are even darker shadows cast over families by secret abuse that tears lives 
apart while a careful façade of respectability is displayed to the world. We hear terrible 
stories of child abuse exposing sin and crime within churches but the fact is that the 
majority—the vast majority—of child abuse occurs within families. Then there is 
domestic violence that sets up repeating patterns of dysfunctional and abusive behaviour 
among the children of abused mothers. But this criminal violence against women is too 
often still screened from public view by the drawn curtains of family homes.

In these sorts of families things don’t work well at all; in others, it seems, they work too 
well. But danger lurks. The soul can die from lack of love but it can also be smothered 
to death by too much love. There are families where closeness and affection certainly 
exist. Where love and security are unstintingly given, but where love cloaks a degree of 
tight control by parents over children. And those children are stunted as human beings 
and unable to cope with the pressures of adult life. Unable to do without the familiar 
love and security of their childhood home, they sometimes never leave for fear of failure 
in a world for which they have not been prepared. In these families, bonds of love 
are twisted into chains of control and children have no power to resist the unspoken 
demands hidden by a parent’s smile.

These are not images of happy family unity. They are familiar, but they are images 
we’d rather screen out with talk about love and unity in families. Too often churches 
have played their part by holding the curtains tightly closed over windows into family 
dysfunction and looking studiously in another direction. In the Church, we so readily 
call ourselves a ‘family’, but how many ‘parish families’ are war zones of personal 
agendas and determined power games? You see, we think too easily in terms of ideals. 
And we forget—because it’s so painful to remember—that, for people who belong to 
families where pain is more common than love, idealistic talk about ‘loving families’ is 
impossible to listen to.

Into this confusion of idealism, good intentions, contradiction, violence, guilt and, 
admittedly, a fair bit of plain ordinary uncluttered love, strides Jesus, brandishing a 
sword and not talking of peace. Like the Christ figure in Revelation (1:16) from [whose] 
mouth came a sharp two-edged sword. Given how much we need peace in our lives, it 
seems so contradictory and counter-productive. Luke’s version of the story is helpful 
in understanding here. Matthew uses the Greek word for sword (μαχαιραν 12:51) but 
Luke speaks of division or disunity (διαμερσιμον). This division or disunity, Jesus says 
uncompromisingly, is ‘for his sake’. I think Jesus was well aware of the importance 
of relationships, and of the influence for good or ill that families have upon people. 
I think Jesus understood power very clearly, and understood that power is misused 
within family relationships as much as in any area of human activity. And I believe 
he understood how some people can be so consumed by negotiating relationships that 
they never find out who they really are. Or they allow themselves to be so destroyed 
by the powerful grip of family that they never discover how to stand alone and know 
themselves in the deepest places in their souls.

‘I have not come to bring peace, but a sword.’  These words of Jesus challenge us to discover 
who we are apart from all relationships. When he talked about the Prodigal Son he 



spoke about a young man who came to himself (Lk 15:17) and, metaphorically speaking, 
returned to God. This is to be our primary goal: to come to ourselves and return to God. 
Jesus said whoever does the will of my Father in heaven is my brother and sister and mother (Mt 
12:46-50). Doing the will of God is seeking to be the person God created us to be. In that 
journey is the possibility of peace; relationships that prevent us from making that journey 
do not lead to life but are death to our souls.

I know of a woman, a devout Anglican, whose husband beat her unmercifully every day. 
Faithfully, she came to church, her bruises unseen by those with whom she sat Sunday 
after Sunday—her husband was careful with his blows—to hide his crime from the world. 
And every Sunday she would join in those words after communion: ‘we offer ourselves to 
you as a living sacrifice’. Sadly she misunderstood, believing the church was telling her 
it was her cross to stay with this violent abusive man. When I preside at the Eucharist we 
don’t say those words. I might understand a little more about Christian sacrifice than she 
but, even so, I can no longer say those words. For her sake and for all the abused, I cannot 
say them.

That unfortunate battered woman had forgotten who she was, if she’d ever had a chance 
to know. All she knew was her role as wife to a man who beat her. She endured that role 
because she thought God loved her for doing so. She thought God loved her because 
she suffered as Jesus suffered on his cross. She thought her endurance of a poisonous 
marriage was her cross. She failed to hear, Sunday after Sunday she failed to hear, that the 
cross is about life, not death. That genuine self-sacrifice depends on first knowing one’s 
self as an accepted and loved child of God. Genuine self-sacrifice has nothing to do with 
coercion, manipulation, domination, control, or the force of the powerful. She needed to 
discover who she was apart from all roles and relationships that traded in those death-
dealing things. Only then would she find the courage to walk towards God and away 
from a role that was destroying her.

So—do you know who you are? It’s a difficult challenge and it can take all of life to 
answer that question. We live in networks of roles and relationships and negotiating our 
way through them is not easy. We are all children, husbands or wives, mothers or fathers, 
sisters or brothers, aunts or uncles, grandmothers or grandfathers and so on. But none 
of those things says who we are. We know that when we can say, ‘I am …or … or … or 
… or … or … Child of God.1 That’s it. No role. Just your true identity. Whatever roles or 
positions you have in your life beyond that are not you—they flow from you, they even 
help shape you, but they are not who you truly are in the eyes of God. You are first before 
all things a child of God. When we know and accept that, then we can loosen the bonds 
of whatever death-dealing relationships close cold fingers around us, and move on to find 
life and new family among all those people we meet on our journey to God. 

None of this is about hatred. It is about discernment. We all need relationships and some 
of us find affirming relationships within families, and some of us do not. Some of us 
find them in the church, and some of us do not. In search of them, we must walk ‘the 
paradoxical path of gain through loss’2 and learn how to stand apart in our own place 
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as ‘a child of God’. Holding at arm’s length that which would control or consume us. 
No matter where we find our life-giving relationships, Jesus’ demand does not change: 
before all else we are to value most our identity as children of God. 

Whatever we lose as we walk that ‘paradoxical path of gain through loss’ we are not to 
fear. Because, though the path wanders through thickets of difficulty and pain, it never 
strays away from a vast pool. It is the pool of God’s grace and it is never empty. It is a 
peaceful place to rest as we journey to God. It is there for us to drink from when we grow 
weary on the search for ourselves. And it is there for us to gaze in when we forget who 
we are. To see our faces mirrored in its surface and know ourselves—as ‘children of God’.

ENDNOTES

1 This idea based on similar theme in Barbara Brown Taylor’s God in Pain, sermon ‘Feeding the Enemy’, p.30.
2  Meier The vision of Matthew  

Photo courtesy of DNK.PHOTO on Unsplash

https://unsplash.com/@dnkphoto
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Putting grandPa out oF his misery
dr Tim macnauGhT

An enGlish philosopher, with whom I once worked on religious education issues, has 
two precocious daughters, 8 and 12, who keep asking him difficult questions. Over 

the last couple of years he has made a record of 80 of them and is now asking colleagues 
around the world to write 500 words in response to one of the questions with a view to 
collecting them in a book titled “The Philosopher’s Daughters”. His challenge is to keep 
the writing “accessible to a bright twelve-year-old”. The draft below is my response to the 
daughters’ question: “If the aim of life is to be happy, should we not put our grandparents 
out of their misery when they are old and in pain?”

The happiest grandparents I know don’t really aim to be happy: they’re happy because they 
live well, give generously of their time and money, and have loving relationships. “OK,” 
you might say, “but when their health fails and they find themselves in terrible pain night 
and day, wouldn’t it be kinder to put them out of their misery or at least help them take 
their own life (‘assisted suicide’)? We put down our beloved pets and horses when they are 
“past it”, why not humans?”

The arguments for euthanasia are fast winning over lawmakers around the world. Many 
are no longer convinced by the traditional view that the life-force is sacred, a share in God’s 
own life; they see life as a part of the body which we own and can treat like any other bit 
of property. “We have a right to die”, they say, and that some lives are just not worth living.
The first euthanasia laws were introduced by Hitler in October 1939 when he had doctors kill 
people the Nazis saw as “unworthy of living” or “parasites” on state welfare: the incurably 
ill, the disabled, the insane, and frail elderly. The Nazis set up efficient killing centres with 
poison gas chambers to murder 200,000 people before and during the war. They expanded 
these into the Holocaust program to exterminate millions of Jews.  

Supporters of euthanasia hate any mention of the Nazis, but they do share the basic idea 
that some lives are not worth living and that we have a right to end them or at least allow 
doctors to assist sufferers to kill themselves.  Religious traditions protest that the life force, 
like personal dignity or the environment, is “sacred” or “sacrosanct” meaning not ours to 
do with as we wish. The wisdom of the ages has taught us not to treat created life as our 
personal possession.

Human decisions like the introduction of euthanasia often have unintended consequences, 
unpleasant results no one expected. To legalise dying is to make life itself disposable, and to 
put pressure on the seriously ill not to be a burden to their carers. Generally, to get euthanasia 
laws through parliament, there are strict conditions to limit their use. But inevitably, as we 
have seen in the Netherlands and Belgium, pressure soon mounts to extend euthanasia to, 
say, younger people in no danger of dying but whose lives are miserable and not seen by 
them or their families as worth living. 

Doctors have excellent drugs to manage pain and discomfort as part of “palliative care” 
programs that surround the dying (and their families) with emotional and spiritual support 
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and accompany the person to their last breath. These medications can cause a gradual 
loss of consciousness (and maybe shorten life) but still allow a more natural and often 
quite peaceful death. Even with pain, families report that those final days and hours can 
be a very significant and precious time for all.

Photo by Aaron Burden on Unsplash

https://unsplash.com/@aaronburden?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://unsplash.com/s/photos/staring-at-cross?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
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the Quest For unity in diversity
The reVerend dr John a. moses

When i Was at university we used to sing a drinking song called “Lloyd George knew 
my Father” which went to the tune of “Onward Christian Soldiers.” Later in my more 

sober academic life I came personally to meet the famous Professor Manning Clark who 
was also very well known for his collegial bibulos proclivities. He lived in Melbourne as 
an academic and my father, a publican, lived in Atherton, far North Queensland. They had 
no chance of knowing each other. So as student Charles Manning Hope Clark was simply 
the name of a author whose works we had to consult. But as fate would have it the course 
of Australian history would change that, and so on 6th August 1979, the great man had 
been invited to Brisbane by a committee of students from St, Leo’s RC university college to 
give the inaugural “James Duhig Memorial Lecture” entitled, “The Quest for an Australian 
Identity.” -- Sir James Duhig, RC Archbishop of Brisbane from 1917-1965 certainly merited a 
memorial lecture since he had served in the one see for 48 years. Manning’s exalted position 
as Australia’s leading story teller certainly recommended him for the task of honouring him. 
And like many of us Manning was always on a quest. In 1990 he published an autobiography 
called The Quest for Grace 

In a spirit of gracious magnanimity Clark got up close and personal about himself, his family 
and colleagues, including enemies. It was clear that from early in his career he perceived 
himself to have a prophetic calling to mould the nation’s self perception or image, in short to 
impart to Australians a sense of their unique identity and destiny. His earnest recommendation 
was that we should see ourselves no longer as an outpost of a decadent and effete empire 
but as a developing, energetic, independent Volk in the southern seas striving to un-bind 
the ties with which the pompous British had harnessed us. As he vitriolically remarked 
in his lecture, the pretentious ceremony declaring the inauguration of the Commonwealth 
held at Centennial Park in Sydney on 1st January 1901, “stank in the nostrils” because it 
was presided over by the Queen’s representative Lord Hopetoun and where the Anglican 
hierarchy had been given an exalted position among the dignitaries on the stage.

I must say that I as a very young “wog-bred,” German-trained Australian historian there 
were two things that worried me about Manning’s vision: First, he appeared to have little or 
no concern for the ethnic composition of Australian society. For example, the fact that Sydney 
had a Lebanese Lord Mayor in the years 1973-75, the most famous Rugby Union champion 
of all time, namely Sir Nicholas Shehadie, followed by a Polish-Jewish Lord Mayor, Leo Port 
(or Rapaport), 1975-78 had never been registered by Clark. But then having being raised in 
Melbourne in those days was like being acculturated in a foreign country. The regional-
cultural divisions within Australian society were marked by the mutually exclusive codes 
of football in which Sydney then championed the two forms of Rugby while in Melbourne 
pulsed the national heart of Aussie Rules. Brisbane at that time was considered, if at all, to lie 
in the deep, sweaty, unwashed north where it was mostly uncomfortably warm and people 
seemed to be on permanent holiday, getting around lightly clothed as the men then did, in 
shorts and long socks. It counted for nothing.

The second thing was that although Clark’s father had been an ordained and active Anglican 
priest Manning had never understood Anglicanism. For him it contained nothing that 
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could satisfy his quest for grace or his intellectual curiousity. No doubt his world vision 
had become a trifle confused because he came later to flirt with Marxist-Leninism and 
Romanism. -- Could they possible be of help in his quest for grace? Like some notable 
Anglicans before him he longed for a more aggressively  authoritative religion which 
may, of course, help explain why Clark arranged for his Jesuit colleague at ANU, the 
Reverend Dr John Eddy, to organise his funeral at St Christopher’s RC Cathedral here 
in Canberra. John Eddy whom I knew as a very friendly, hospitable and ecumenically 
sensitive priest was gracious enough to allow Manning’s brother, an Anglican priest and 
Canon to assist.  

All that indicates that Manning Clark actually did cultivate a “sense of the numinous”, 
but it remained elusively amorphous. Having a sense of the numinous means having a 
conviction that there was an irreducible spiritual element in being human and while he 
also retained in his prose elements of the language derived from the Bible and the Book 
of Common Prayer, he clearly had come to the conclusion that Anglicanism was far too 
theologically woolly and liturgically chaotic. It was not a form of religion in which led 
anywhere. But like many others before him Clark seemed never to have grasped that 
Anglicanism was meant to be a religion of intellectual freedom. Indeed, I have anecdotal 
evidence that he could be quite contemptuous of it in the presence of members of the 
Anglican hierarchy. And that dimension came out in his James Duhig Memorial lecture at 
the University of Queensland which, of course, drew the warm approbation of the large 
Irish-Roman Catholic section of the audience who thronged to St Lucia to hear him. My 
Queensland colleagues and I were, of course, there and I as both historian and Anglican 
priest of Syrian Orthodox descent – a very ethnic person -  felt somewhat isolated and 
vulnerable among the overwhelmingly self-conscious Irish-Australian horde to which 
Clark pandered on that memorable night.

The Germans have a very concise expression to describe personalities like Clark. They 
say that their significance is “umstritten” which means “contested” or “controversial. 
“Umstritten,” however, has a more energetic or vigorous connotation than the English 
translations might convey because it is derived from the word Streit which means “conflict.” 
At any rate Clark’s duplicity is emphasised by his latest biographer, Mark Mckenna. And 
well before that our German-born Russian-Jew, Professor Eugene Kamenka who occupied 
the now abolished chair of History of Ideas at ANU thought so when criticising Clark’s 
vision for Australia in his farewell address, the “John Curtin Memorial Lecture” (16th July 
1993): 

…Manning Clark was trying to make Australia into something it was not: The 
site of a great and universal moral drama, of morally and religiously tortured 
leaders and Wagnerian heroes on the football field. [He meant AFL of course.] 
Our need is not to build an Australian culture but to promote culture, including 
art, music, drama and serious literature, rationality, democracy and criticism 
in Australia. [emphasis added] Here we have in recent years made remarkable 
progress in contributing to the creation and appreciation of a culture of universal 
significance. We always did so by sending our best abroad; we now do so at home 
as well. At the lower, more nationalist level, our alleged ‘Australian culture’ is 
a copy, mostly of America, partly of Ireland, partly of a much more simplified 
working-class Britain.



I leave it to readers to decide for themselves whether they think that is fair criticism of 
Clark’s once regarded monumental endeavours to promote a unique anti-British Australia. 
As one whose speciality is how German historians (with few exceptions) prepared the way 
for and not only justified but applauded the advent of the Nazi party under the charismatic 
Führer, Adolf Hitler, I am more than a little sceptical. I mention that simply to indicate 
the potential dangers of teaching students of any age that they are a racially special and 
favoured species of human being. Like everyone else in the world, we are just a mob who 
happens to have subjugated this vast continent now called Australia. And because of my 
personal multi-cultural derivation I am pre-programmed to emphasise those things which 
promote the unity of the multi-faceted human race over those things that divide peoples. 
Indeed, I have been educated both within the family unit and in the Church of England to 
be at once ecumenically oriented and to affirm multi-culturalism. Both these perspectives 
promote above all decency among ‘all sorts and conditions of men’ and women. 

So I find myself opposing advocates of anything that would break down our friendly 
relations with other countries, especially those successor states of the British Empire that now 
form the Commonwealth of Nations. The reason is that the evolution of constitutionalism, 
the rule of law and basic human rights that evolved in the long and tortuous history of 
the United Kingdom have been bequeathed freely to us and have made our civilisation 
possible. And above all else the world needs civilising on the one hand and rescuing from 
the consequences of totalitarianism in both politics and religion on the other. To accomplish 
this I would like to recommend an energetic revival of an Anglicanism that is not consumed 
with internecine disputes as it now is. 

Accounting for “All Sorts and Conditions of Men”
Here I come to the essential core of my topic: We have to be strong-minded and rigorously 
investigate the origins and rationality of our civilisation. That means taking an empirical 
look at the Universe and our place in it. Reflecting on the mystery of the world that is a 
planet revolving around the sun being the only such planet on which as far as science can 
presently tell us has allowed life to flourish. Pioneering thinkers such as Albert Einstein 
down to Stephen Hawking, John Polkinghorne and Paul Davies, to name but a select few of 
great scientific minds, have advanced human knowledge about how the universe operates. 
They all admit, though, that they cannot as yet explain how it came into being and why. 
That explanation remains elusive, so we are left with the proposition, “What force willed 
the universe or universes into being?”

At that point, if we are intellectually honest, human beings are involved in an endless 
guessing game. As Paul Davies has pointed out in his book, The Mind of God: Science and 
the Search for Ultimate Meaning (1992):

Put simply, if the universe really has an explanation and it can’t explain itself, 
then it must be explained by something outside itself – e.g. God. But what, then, 
explains God? This age-old “who made God” conundrum is in danger of pitching 
us into an infinite regress. 

So we are immediately forced into a guessing game. Atheists assert there is no God at all 
and it is pointless to waste energy looking. Agnostics suggest their might be a Creator God, 
but that s/he is beyond human comprehension so there is no point in trying. I remember 
the great Australian nuclear physicist Sir Mark Oliphant saying on TV, most likely having 



read Paul Davies’ work, that it was pointless arguing about the existence of God because it 
was a proposition that could never be proved or disproved; in short  the problem of infinite 
regress cannot be spirited away. 

But the interesting thing is that all human societies from time immemorial have postulated 
that there must be a God or gods, the source of life and so they have fashioned deities out 
of the matrix of their own culture. Unsurprisingly many cultures have focussed on the sun 
as their God since it is after all the source of all life. But the idea of God is still a human 
artefact as philosophers such as most notably the German Dr Ludwig Feuerbach (1804-1872) 
have shown. Religious people, then, have to make a “leap of faith” and try with whatever 
cultural equipment they have inherited try to make some sense of the world and the solar 
system in which life originated and is sustained. 

Christian theologians and historians have made such a leap by drawing on the Hebrew 
tradition of monotheism. Out of that thinkers like St Paul have fashioned a Trinitarian 
theology from the tribal memory of the Jewish carpenter/rabbi, Jesus of Nazareth. And 
due predominantly to the missionary work of Paul the tradition that historians came to 
call Christendom emerged. That happened over time beginning when the Roman Emperor 
Constantine in the year 312 AD granted legitimacy to the Christians within his vast empire 
and hence the sporadic persecutions finally ended. 

We should note that subsequently, the Christian religion penetrated to the outer reaches 
of northern and western Europe as well as to the East. In short Christendom became 
synonymous with the concept especially of the West. As the great German RC historian 
Franz Schnabel observed, Christendom was an amalgam of three elements: Judaism from 
the Middle East, the Greco-Roman civilisation of the Mediterranean and northern European 
tribalism. It was the foundational building block of European culture both religious and 
political because all rulers were monarchs by divine right. Every ruler claimed legitimacy 
from the New Testament.

All of that emerged out of collective experiences and is still emerging. Christianity through 
becoming the official religion of the Roman Empire upheld the objective of peace, but 
immediately a seemingly insoluble difficulty arose. While the princes of each realm of 
Christendom subscribed to the doctrine of the divine right of kings and pledged themselves 
to peace under the over-arching spiritual authority of the Pope, military disputes arose 
among them. Some rulers were more expansionist than others and wanted to control ever 
widening territory. In short, there arose the problem of Machiavellism or raison d’êtat. 
And this had always been the central problem of humanity. We all live in separate political 
entities, each one claiming sovereignty and the right to embark on any policy deemed 
necessary for the protection of its subjects. Some will claim the right to annex neighbouring 
territory before another Power decides to extend its sovereignty over that region. 

This process has characterised international relations from time immemorial resulting in 
“wars and rumours of wars” permanently throughout history. It has become so common 
that “peace” has been defined as simply that hiatus between wars, meaning that warfare 
was the natural condition of human existence in separate sovereign states. So nothing has 
changed despite the fact that many of the nations claim to be Christian or to exist under 
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the sovereignty of almighty God or the “one true God” to whom all pray as the God 
of Peace. So there is permanent enmity among both Christian powers on the one hand 
and other monotheistic powers on the other. For example, the three manifestations of 
so-called Abrahamic religion, namely Judaism, Islam and Christianity all religions of 
the same book, are permanently at each other’s throats. So somewhere along the line the 
nations have lost the plot. Utopian solutions have been proposed namely Communism 
(or Marxism-Leninism) and it arch enemy, Fascism. Both systems have been called 
murderous Utopias and both have brought the most horrendous genocidal consequences 
upon the entire world. 

That problem is not going away any time soon as the aggression of the present Chinese 
government illustrates. The historic “Middle Kingdom” now committed to Marxism-
Leninism-Maoism wants to expand into the Pacific and has challenged the super Power 
of the USA with Australian and British support. The hegemonial ambitions of Beijing 
are deemed to be an existential threat to the survival of democracy in the world and 
have forced Christian nations to declare on which ground they stand. If we believe in 
justice, peace and the preservation of the environment then we have no choice but to 
oppose current Chinese aggression. On the other had, if one does not care under what 
kind of regime we live, we will stand by with equanimity and allow ourselves to be 
intimidated by and absorbed into a Maoist hegemony. So far there is a choice. We live in 
interesting times. The issue at stake is whether we prefer the “Jesus solution” to Xi Jin 
Ping’s.
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revieW
The Venerable John Gibson 

the BiBle in australia; a cultural history By meredith laKe.  New South  
Publishing University of New South Wales Press Ltd 2018, new edition 2020. 

This book by Lake examines in a most interesting and arresting way the broad 
cultural, political, and historical context that Christianity and the Bible have played 
in Australia since 1788. It opens up a conversation and throughout the book Lake 
poses questions for the reader to ponder. 
One of the first things I look for in any publication is to seek out what is the aim of 
the author. Lake spells this out in the preface where she writes –“ This book is not a 
history of Christianity, nor of the church, but of how all kinds of people in Australia 
have encountered and reacted to the Bible – from tattooed convicts to middle -class 
sceptics, Indigenous evangelists to contemporary writers, It is not primarily about 
politics per se, either; but it does keep a keen eye on who is using the Bible, why and 
how.” (pages xi and xii of the Preface.)

I appreciated Meredith telling us as part of the Preface, about her life and journey 
from childhood to the present and touching on what was happening in society 
during the four years she was writing the script. Some of you may be familiar with 
her through her hosting of ’Soul Search’ on ABC Radio National, a program about the 
lived experience of religion and spirituality. Meredith is also an Honorary Associate 
of the Department of History, Sydney University.

 While the book covers some 432 pages don’t let this put you off as it is nicely divided 
up into four parts namely (1) Colonial Foundations. (2) The Great Age Of The Bible. (3) 
Bible And Nation. (4) A Secular Australia. Each part is further divided into headings 
which makes it easy to read a section, put the book down and then come back to it. 
Clarity is given as Lake explains that the Bible has encountered folk in three main 
guises. -the globalising Bible, the cultural Bible and the theological Bible. What I have 
appreciated is the way that Lake has weaved these into the conversations and stories. 
There is a very comprehensive select bibliography and notes to every page. Lake has 
been very thorough in her research and acknowledgement of her sources. 

This book has been widely acclaimed. Winner on four separate occasions - Australian 
Christian Book of the Year 2018.  Prime Minister’s Australian History Prize 2019. NSW 
Premier’s History Award 2019.  Nonfiction Award 2020 Adelaide Festival Awards for 
Literature. These awards have drawn attention to the book and shown how the Bible 
can surprise, challenge and engage. 

 In hearing the stories and wrestling with the questions I have become more aware of 
how the Bible is interwoven with the diversity and complexity of Australian life. This 
is a very timely book and certainly well worth a read. For those of you in reading 
groups it would make for some interesting conversations.
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nineveh delenda est:  the story oF jonah
dr susan mary WiThycombe

Jonah the son of Amittai lived in the Holy Land a long time ago.  He was a prophet.

What's that?  Could he predict the future?

Sometimes.  His job was to tell people what God wanted them to do and how to behave, 
or else God would punish them. 

Like when Mum says "If you go on like that you'll get into trouble"?  

Yes.  Jonah was also a bit of a grouch.  A grumpy old man.  And he had a lot to learn.  

One day God told him to go to Nineveh and speak out against the people there, and say 
that God was well aware of how bad they were.

Jonah didn't want to go.  Nineveh was the capital city of Assyria, the enemy of Jonah's 
people.  The Assyrians wanted to take over the Holy Land.  Punishing Assyria seemed a 
good idea to Jonah.  But if  he went and told the Assyrians that God would punish them if 
they didn't stop their nasty ways, and they said "Sorry" and they did stop, and then God 
forgave them, Jonah would just look silly.

So he sneaked off in the opposite direction hoping that God wouldn't notice.  He went 
to Joppa and booked a passage on a ship about to go to Spain so he could get away from 
God.  He got on board and went down below decks where he could not be seen from the 
shore.

"All aboard!"  shouted the captain.  The crew cast off the moorings, and the ship got 
under way from the harbour to the beautiful blue sea in the afternoon sunshine.  The 
Holy Land faded into the horizon.  Down below decks Jonah relaxed, sighed with relief, 
lay down and fell into a deep sleep.

Then a terrific squall of wind hit the ship.  The sky went black, the rain bucketed down, 
the sea surged up in tremendous waves that tossed the little ship around like a loose bit 
of chop-bone in a dishwasher.  The terrified crew hadn't a hope of controlling it. The sail 
was damaged and useless.  At any minute the ship might be smashed to smithereens and 
sink. They began to chuck the cargo overboard to lighten it.  Water sloshed over the sides.  
The wind blew harder than ever.  The crew screamed out to whatever gods there were, 
"Whose fault is all this?"  

"Where's the passenger?"  The captain found him lying in the ship's hold, sound asleep.  

"What are you doing asleep?"  he shouted to Jonah.  "Wake up and pray to your god for 
help.  Maybe he will feel sorry for us and spare our lives."  The sailors were still trying to 
find out who was to blame for getting them into this danger.  They decided to draw lots 
– goodness knows how they managed to do this in the middle of the storm but they did, 
and the lot fell on Jonah.  "Are you to blame for all this?" they asked him.  "What are you 
doing here?  What country do you come from?  What is your nationality?"

"I am a Hebrew," he answered.  I worship the LORD, the God of heaven, who made the 
land and sea.  And then he confessed that he was running away from the LORD.    

The sailors were even more terrified and the storm was getting worse and worse.  "That 
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was an awful thing to do," they said to Jonah.  "What should we do to you to stop this 
wild weather?"

"Throw me into the sea," Jonah answered,  "Then it will calm down.  I know it's my fault 
you are caught in this violent storm."

"We couldn't do a dreadful thing like that, said the sailors.  "Two wrongs don't make 
a right."  Instead they tried to row the ship back to shore.  They rowed with all their 
might but it was no use.  The storm got more violent than ever.  So they cried out to 
God, "O LORD, please don't punish us with death for taking this man's life.  You are 
responsible for all this!  It is all your doing!"  And then they picked up Jonah and threw 
him overboard.  

The sea began to subside.

But then, "Oh no!  Look!" A huge black shape was rising from the depths, so big you 
could mistake it for an island.  But it wasn't an island, or a new reef exposed by the 
storm.  It was alive.   The sailors watched in horror as a mouth as big as a cave opened 
right next to Jonah and sucked him in and shut tight.  Then the monster sunk back 
down into the depths of the sea.  

The rain stopped.  The wind dropped.  The black clouds lifted like a dirty curtain and 
disappeared.  The sea was as flat and smooth as a sheet of polished glass, shining gold 
in the glorious sunshine.  

Silently the crew shipped the oars and rowed back through the golden light to the Holy 
Land.  Without a word they entered the little harbour of Joppa and moored the ship at 
their usual berth.  Once safely ashore they made for the nearest altar, found a priest and 
offered the best sacrifice they could afford to the LORD God.  And perhaps they even 
prayed for poor Jonah.  From that day on they always and only worshipped Jonah's 
God, the LORD.

Jonah was praying harder than he had ever prayed in his whole life.  The monster dived 
with him.  The water swirled all around them.  They went deeper and deeper beneath 
the mighty rolling waves, below the seaweed forests, right to the very bottom of the 
sea.  Inside the monster it was hot, it was pitch-dark, it stunk.  Jonah didn't like it.  He 
was desperate.  Had the LORD God banished him for ever?  Was he going down into the 
place whose gates locked forever shut?  He felt his life was slipping away.  He sobbed 
and screamed and thrashed around inside the great sea creature.  

The whale-shark was without a doubt the biggest fish in the world.  She wasn't really a 
shark, only looked a bit like one.  Like most whales, she only ever ate krill and plankton 
and tiny seeds and fish eggs that she sucked through the fine sieve at the back of her 
throat.  She was a gentle creature.  She was beautiful – her glossy black skin was spangled 
with glittering spots like stars in a clear midnight sky.  She loved cruising around the 
warm Mediterranean waters in summer.  

Now the LORD God had given her a special job to do.  She was to pick up the man who 
had been thrown into the sea and take care of him until it was time to bring him back 
to land.  It wasn't for very long, only at the most for three days.  Mind you, she was not 
too happy about him kicking and screaming and carrying on inside her.  She was glad 
when God told her to take him to the shore.  Being very careful not to beach herself, 
she swam right up close to the Holy Land and found the mouth of the river near Joppa.  
There she spat him out.  Then with a farewell flick of her enormous tail she happily 
headed out to her favourite depths of the sea.  
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Jonah never forgot this terrible experience and his desperate prayers.  A long time 
afterwards he acknowledged that it was the LORD God who had both thrown him down 
to the depths and brought him back again alive.  "Salvation comes from the LORD," he 
said then.  

But now as he lay gasping on the beach, drawing in deep breaths of beautiful fresh air, 
all he wanted was to wash himself clean, get rid of his stinking clothes, and put as much 
distance as he could between himself and the sea.  He crawled, staggered, then limped 
upstream, following every twist and turn of the meandering river, until he reached 
fresh water and washed and washed.  Then he walked uphill and inland for hours to 
his own village of Gath-hepher in Zebulun and his own house.  Some of the neighbours 
nodded or smiled a greeting as he arrived, as they would have done for anyone, but 
they didn't seem to have noticed that he had been away.  After all, he had gone to Joppa 
without telling anyone.  He lived quietly on his own and kept himself to himself.  

But the village cats noticed.  They had never smelled a more interesting man.  What 
a wonderful fishy scent!  They followed him all the way home.  "Go away!  Get lost!"  
Jonah shouted to them.  He let  himself in and slammed  the door shut.  The cats lurked 
about outside.  Jonah stripped off his dirty clothes and got ready for a hot bath.  He was 
much too tired to deal with his garments – oh dear!  they really smelt bad!  He dumped 
them on a bench in his little back yard and left them to the cats and the flies.  Bath, a bite 
to eat, and then bed.  Safe at home, exhausted by his adventures, Jonah slept for hours 
and hours.  

The next morning, mercifully not too early, God spoke to Jonah again.  "Now, Jonah, go 
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to Nineveh, that great city, and proclaim to the people the message I have given you."  
"Oh all right!  I'll go," said Jonah.
But this time he made no secret about his departure.  "I have a job to do up north," he 
told the villagers.  "I'm going away for a while.  I may be some time."  Nineveh was a 
lot further away than Joppa,  at least ten times as far as the crow flies, and to the north-
east instead of south-west.  But Jonah wasn't flying – aeroplanes and helicopters would 
not be invented for another two thousand years or so.  Neither were cars, trucks, buses, 
or trains.  Like most people those days, Jonah would have to walk.  It could take two 
or three weeks, maybe more.   And being Jewish he would not be allowed to travel on 
Saturdays – Saturday was the holy sabbath day.  And he would have to be careful about 
food –there were a lot of things Jews were not allowed to eat.  Those were the rules.
 "We'll keep an eye on your house, won't we Jake?" said Martha who lived next 
door.  
 "Yair.  No worries, mate," said her husband.  

 So Jonah set out with his walking-staff and a small pack of essentials.  He would 
have to travel fast and light.  He would not go straight across as the crow flies – it was 
rough country,  he might get attacked by bandits or lost in the wilderness.  Although 
further it would certainly be safer and perhaps quicker to follow the ancient trade routes 
that ran past the main cities of the Levant and Mesopotamia – like Haran where the LORD 
God had first called their ancestor Abraham and promised him many descendants and 
the Holy Land.  Nineveh was on the junction of several of these routes that connected 
these places with the wider world.  And he might join a group of travellers and share 
their tent.  Even Jonah the loner realised the value of company on such a journey – 
safety in numbers.  
 And he had no time to lose.  The LORD God's message was, "In forty days Nineveh 
will be destroyed."  Did that mean forty days from when he reached Nineveh or from 
when God had first told him to go there?  If so, he had already wasted more than a week 
going to Joppa and back, and he still had to get to Assyria, let alone its capital city.  
In due time he got there.  Nineveh was so large it took three days to walk through.

So what?  It would take a good three days to walk through Sydney or Melbourne.  

Yes.  But our cities are spread out.  Nineveh was larger than most cities those days, 
and surrounded by a big wall for defence.  The streets were mostly narrow and twisty, 
and full of shops, bazaars and stalls, all crowded with people and animals – donkeys, 
cattle, camels, sheep, chooks, dogs, cats, rats ...  You couldn't walk through it quickly.  
It was noisy and dirty.  Except for the King's palace right in the middle.  That was a 
magnificent building set in an enormous garden surrounded by lawns and trees.  

Jonah started through the city, walked for a whole day, and was dismayed by what 
he saw.  The further he went in the worse it became.  Merchants were ripping off their 
customers;  shopkeepers were selling shonky goods;  thieves, pick-pockets and shop-
lifters were busy everywhere;  thugs were bashing people up;  slaves were cruelly 
mistreated and miserable.  All this, and worse.  Wherever Jonah turned, he saw signs 
of unspeakable depravity.  The behaviour of these Ninevites was despicable.  Their 
religion was disgusting.  

Zeal for the LORD God took hold of him.  He stood up tall and shouted,  "Woe to you 
Ninevites!  The LORD God, the mighty Creator of the Universe, is well aware of your 
evil ways.  He has had enough!  He is furiously angry with you.  He is going to punish 
you.  Nineveh will be destroyed!"  
Jonah went on right through the city and kept on proclaiming God's message:  
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"NINEVEH WILL BE DESTROYED!"

The people of Nineveh were shocked.  Unexpectedly, they really believed God's message 
and were sorry for they had done.  How could they show they were really sorry and would 
change their ways?  

Before long the King of Nineveh heard about it.  His response was melodramatic and 
spectacular.  He got out of his gold and ivory throne and sat on the floor.  He tore off his 
gorgeous silken robes and put on a garment made of rough, scratchy sackcloth.  He rubbed 
his face and beard and hair with ashes and threw dust and more ashes on the floor and 
sat on them.  Then he put the city into total lock-down.  No one was to eat anything;  all 
persons, cattle and sheep were forbidden to eat or drink.  All persons and animals were 
to wear sackcloth.  Everyone had to pray earnestly to the LORD God and give up their bad 
behaviour and evil actions.  "Perhaps God will change His mind," said the King.  "Perhaps 
He will stop being angry, and we will not die."

And the people did so.  They all went without food and drink, and all of them, from the 
greatest to the least, put on sackcloth to show that they really were sorry and would change 
their ways.

The LORD God saw what they did;  He saw that they had given up their nasty behaviour.  
So He changed His mind and did not punish them.

Jonah also saw what they did, and he knew in his heart that God was not going to punish 
them.  But he was not a bit pleased about it.  He was very angry.  "I knew this would 
happen," he grumbled to God.  "That's why I tried to run away to Spain!  I know you are 
loving and merciful, always patient, always kind, always ready to forgive bad people and 
not punish them."  
"What right have you to be angry?" the LORD answered.  

Jonah was sick with anger.  He stormed out of the east gate of the city and camped at a safe 
distance but not too far from it, and waited to see what God would do next.  Was He really 
going to let those people off?  They deserved to be punished!  How would God destroy 
Nineveh?  An earthquake?  What about a tornado?  Or a fire that would race through those 
crowded streets and tenements and burn the whole place down?  He sat there and waited.  
What would happen?
Not a lot.
But over night, like Jack's beanstalk or sticky-weed, the LORD God made a plant spring up 
next to Jonah's little camp and shade it from the hot sun.  Jonah was very pleased with it 
and sat there in the shade waiting for God to zap Nineveh.  God didn't.  But at first light 
the next day God sent a worm to attack the plant and it died.  And at sunrise God sent a 
hot wind from the eastern desert and the blazing sun beat down on Jonah's head till he was 
about to faint from the heat.  He was angry again and he wished he was dead.  

Then God spoke to him again.  "What right have you to be angry about the plant?"  
"I have every right to be angry," Jonah replied crossly.  "Angry enough to die!" 



Then Jonah heard again the still, small voice of the LORD God, calm and reasonable, 
speaking to him.   "This plant grew up in one night and disappeared the next;  you didn't 
do anything for it and you didn't make it grow – yet you feel sorry for it!  How much 
more, then, should I have pity on Nineveh, that great city.  After all, it has more than a 
hundred and twenty thousand innocent children in it, as well as many animals."  

And that is where the Bible leaves Jonah,  sitting outside the forgiven city of Nineveh, 
thinking deeply and ashamed.  What happened next?  Jonah packed up his things and 
in the cool of the evening began his long journey home.  Did he hear sounds of rejoicing 
– bells ringing, drums and trumpets, cheering and laughter, children singing?  Here in 
Nineveh – or in Heaven?  Could he imagine, centuries later in Nazareth, just down the 
road from his home town, Someone saying, "There will be more joy in Heaven over one 
sinner who repents than over ninety-nine respectable people who do not need to repent"?  
Did he hear the glorious joyous laughter of the LORD God as He said, "Oh Jonah, you have 
been a grumpy old grouch, and I do love you so!"

After many days Jonah reached Gath-hepher, his home village.  The villagers waved and 
welcomed him back.  He came at last to his own house.  The cats had gone.  He opened the 
door and went in.  Everything was tidy and neat, and there on a bench in his living room 
where Martha had left them, he found the old clothes he had worn to Joppa, washed 
clean, neatly folded, and smelling of lavender.

Where shall I go from your spirit:  or where shall I flee from your presence?
If I spread my wings towards the morning,  or dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea:  
Even there your hand shall lead me:  and your right hand shall hold me.
Psalm 139:  6-11.

There is the wide immeasurable sea;  there move living things without number, great and small.
There go the ships to and fro:  and there is that Leviathan, whom you formed to sport in the deep.
Psalm 104:  7-8.

The Lord is full of compassion and mercy:  slow to anger and of great goodness.
He will not always be chiding:  nor will he keep his anger for ever.
Psalm 103:8-9.

Picture: Jonah and the Whale (1621) by Pieter Lastman

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pieter_Lastman


Where am I? 

Location:  New world 
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Date:  Consecrated 1897 

Last time (a couple of  
e-pistles ago), our Tardis 
visited St Mary’s Cathedral 
in Sydney 

Denomination:  Roman 
Catholic 
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Financially Supporting Our Parish
Christians are called to contribute generously, proportionately and sacrificially to support the 
ministry of the Church. 

Our Parish’s principal financial support comes from its parishioners. This is supplemented by 
fundraising activities throughout the year. This equips the Parish to provide stipends for its 
clergy, maintain its churches and grounds and all operational costs. Due to the impact of the 
pandemic some fundraising activities and plate collections during services have been suspended. 

It is extremely helpful for the Parish if regular giving is made through the direct transfer system. 

Our account details for direct giving are: 
BSB 702389
Account 05200454
(The receiving institution appears as Indue Ltd) 

Alternatively, cheques payable to the Parish of Manuka may be sent to PO Box 3417 Manuka 
ACT 2603. 

Parish of Manuka Arts Foundation
The Arts Foundation exists to support the creative arts in the Parish. It provides significant 
support to our music programme. If you would like to donate to the Parish of Manuka Arts 
Foundation please speak to the Rector. Donations over $2 are tax-deductible. Please contact 
office@stpaulsmanuka.org.au if you wish to donate to the Arts Foundation so that contact 
details for your tax deductible receipt can be collected. 

Wills and Bequests 
Some parishioners have recently asked for information about making testamentary gifts to the 
Parish. Generosity through wills and bequests can make a significant difference to the viability of 
parishes and their mission. For many of us, making a gift through our will presents an opportunity 
to make an exceptional gift that we could not normally afford. Whether you might consider 
leaving a large legacy or a smaller gift, your generosity and support for the Parish is appreciated. 
Should you wish to leave a gift to the Parish through your will, the Diocese recommends the 
following form: 
“I give and bequeath the sum of $…. (or a percentage or the residue of my estate) to The 
Anglican Diocese of Canberra and Goulburn for the general charitable and religious purposes of 
the Parish of Manuka, South Canberra and the receipt of the Diocesan General Manager shall 

mailto:office@stpaulsmanuka.org.au
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St David’s Red Hill: Carols Service 7pm 12 December, 
Christmas Day 9am Eucharist. Bookings not requireduired. 



PARISH CONTACT DETAILS

Parish Office open Wednesday - Friday 9.30-midday

(02) 6239 6148  office@stpaulsmanuka.org.au 
www.stpaulsmanuka.org.au  PO Box 3417 Manuka ACT 2603         

Rector
The Rev’d Canon Benjamin Edwards              
0499 704 665 ben@stpaulsmanuka.org.au  (day off Monday)

Assisting Clergy
 

The Rev’d Alipate Tuineau 
(St David’s Red Hill & Aged Care Ministry) 
(02) 6239 5635 alipate@stpaulsmanuka.org.au (day off Friday)

The Rev’d Kay Pendlebury
(Pastoral Ministry and Baptism co-ordinator)   
0409 313 153 kay.pendlebury@ozemail.com.au (day off Thursday)

Associate Clergy 
The Rev’d Canon John Campbell, The Rev’d Elaine Farmer, 
The Ven. John Gibson, The Rev’d Sandie Kaine, The Rev’d Gayl Mills, 
The Rev’d Dr John Moses, The Rev’d Emma Street. 

Parish News and Notices are circulated by email and updated on our website. If 
you would like to be added to our email distribution list, 

visit www.stpaulsmanuka.org.au or scan the QR code at left


