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Héppy 30th Birthday, Uniting Church in Australia!

The darkened orb represents the world in need.

The cross represents God’s offer of peace to forgive and renew the
world through the life and sacrifice of Jesus Christ.

The dove symbolises the Holy Spirit applying God’s grace to
those who look to him in faith; the red wings being the sign of the
flame that has the sign of authority and power given to the
Apostles at Pentecost.

The white semi-circle is an unfinished letter ~-U- reminding us
that the task of uniting people to God and to one another, and the
achievement of inner unity, is the ongoing responsibility of the
Uniting Church.
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WHO DOES WHAT?

A man and his wife were having an
argument about who should brew the
coffee each morning. The wife said, “You
should do it, because you get up first, and
then we won’t have to wait so long to get
our coffee.”

The husband said, “You are in charge of
cooking around here and you should do it,
because that is your job, and I can wait
for my coffee.”

Wife replies, “No, you should do it, and
besides, it is in the Bible that the man
should do the coffee.”

Husband replies, “I can'’t believe that,
show me.”

So she fetched the Bible, opened it and
showed him that at the top of several
pages, it indeed says... “Hebrews”.

TO INCREASE OUR FAITH

The Upper Room Devotional Guide writes:
“What God asks of us may be difficult or
uncomfortable. Given this, feeling fearful
is understandable. But scripture says
that without faith it is impossible to please
God.”

Hebrews 11: 6 reads: “No one can
please God without faith, for whoever
comes to God must have faith that God
exists and rewards those who seek him.”

Faith must replace fear. 1 truly believe
that if the Lord is urging me to do
something, I have to overcome my fear of
the unknown and make the decision to
follow him in faith, absolutely sure that he
will be with me all the way.

Read Hebrews 11:32 - 12:3

Iwill bewith al .
o

A LESSON LEARNT

[ have a 17-year-old cat which in human
years would be about 85 years old.
Recently he has been sick and making a
mess on my newly cleaned carpets. [
yelled at him and even gave him a light
smack, and really lost my patience with
him. He ran and hid and would not come
near me for quite a while so a guilty
feeling came over me and I was ashamed
of my actions. He has had a few trips to
the Vet and I realise that [ may have to
make the decision soon to have him “put
down.”

I started to think about how I would react
if I was sick and old and someone lost
patience with me and treated me as I had
treated my cat, one of God’s creatures.

God does not yell, shout or hit us for the
wrongs that we do. He lovingly forgives
us.

I hope my cat “Zac” forgives me for the
way [ treated him.

dididt St eiet

My thoughts and prayers are with
members of our congregation, who are on
the sick list, in hospital, facing surgery or
grieving for a loved one. May you all feel
God’s love and presence in your lives and
know that others care and will remember
you in their prayers.

Pat Thom

Pastoral Care

for me at 4 o’clock?”

As a university student hurried to her two-hour final exam she encountered one of the
campus chaplains in the hallway. She immediately stopped him and asked, “Will you pray

“Of course,” said the chaplain. “But why do you want me to wait until then?”

“My exam begins at 3 o’clock, and I'd like an hour to see if I can do it on my own.”
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To clap or not to clap

It’s an old dilemma: to clap or not to clap.
In the 18th century, when the work of JS
Bach was first performed in the theatre,
rather than its original setting, the
church, the problem arose: How can you
applaud a crucifixion?

Since those days, the atmosphere in both
churches and theatres has changed
considerably. In most churches, even the
more traditional ones (whatever that might
means), the atmosphere has become more
relaxed and informal. This has allowed
people to give expression to their
emotions, feelings and appreciation.

In our own congregation, this has
certainly been the case. However, at times
(especially when we have guest soloists)
there seems to be a wavering which
results in a half-hearted applause (which
is worse than both silence and loud
applause).

This leads us to the question: to clap or
not to clap? Even if this is the question,
the issues are somewhat different. In my
opinion, there are two issues which
should direct our response.

The first issue which underlies our
response is the way we show our
appreciation. As we all know, different
contexts ask for different responses. We
don’t show our appreciation in the same
way after Ricky Ponting has scored a
century on the SCG as when we are
moved by a beautiful work of art.

Someone who saw “As it is in heaven” told
me the other day that after the movie had
finished there was an incredible silence in
the theatre. Everyone sat spellbound, in
utter silence for minutes. In this sense,
silence is a much louder applause than
clapping can ever be. Why? Simply
because clapping ends the moment
abruptly. Silence prolongs it, allows it to
goon and on ...

After some particularly moving music in
church, there’s nothing I wish for more
than for the moment to simply linger for
as long as possible. There’s no greater
appreciation we can offer to the artist.

There’s a second issue at stake here. This
relates to the place of music in the liturgy.
A worship service is not like a variety
concert with different items which often
have nothing which links them. The
hymns relate to the sermon, the sermon
relates to the music, the music relates to
the prayers, etc. Together, everything
forms an integrated unity.

Many of the artists who bring their gifts to
our congregation have a profound
understanding of this. (Probably no one
more so than Louise Page.) In addition to
this, they also realise that the emphasis is
not on their performance as such, but on
the content of their contribution.

In this sense, the music often comments
on the sermon or introduces a prayer.
And as you can very well imagine, at this
point clapping only causes an inter-
ruption, rather than aiding the integration
of the various elements of the liturgy.
Clapping can never be as effective and
meaningful as silence in introducing a
prayer.

In conclusion: clapping is good to
congratulate someone on an anniversary
or a birthday. Clapping is good to express
appreciation when we have been thrilled
by something. But nothing matches
silence as a way of showing appreciation
after a moving experience.

So use the following dictum as your
motto: When you have been moved by the
music, don’t move!

Ockert Meyer

danger.”

“It’s not the ship in the water but the water in the ship that sinks it. So it’s not
the Christian in the world, but the world in the Christian that constitutes the




4 YarraYarns Aug - Sept 2007]

The Amazing Amazon

In May I toured part of South America with my son Cameron. Four weeks was not enough
to see a continent this size but it was enough to experience incredible sights, embrace a
new and strange culture and encounter situations not in the tour brochures. I want to
share this slice of my adventure. . .

We arrived in a remote village in the Amazon basin called Rurrenabaque. We had not
booked any accommodation or tours — no worries, it is all very laid back and would work
out fine. Yes, if we had cash, but unfortunately we only had credit cards. This village was
so small there was riot even a bank. We now found ourselves stranded in the deep
Amazon jungle with enough cash for only one person to travel out again. With no
alternative, Cameron headed back to civilisation and left me there with the mosquitoes for
company. He would return in 12 hours with some cash. As he left it began to rain. I had
no way of contacting Cameron and no-one spoke English. After 24 hours he had not
returned and I had no idea why. [ was somewhat stressed by this.

It is incredible where your thoughts take you when things do not go to plan! I prayed that
God would protect and provide, but I was not sure of the outcome. It is hard to find peace
in a whirlwind of scary possibilities, but just when I reached great despair, I met some
Americans. I began to laugh when they told me they were missionaries. God did provide,
he sent me not just English-speaking people, but ones who could pray with me. It was
these people who told me that rain turned the dirt to mud and Rurrenabaque had become
cut off from the rest of Bolivia. They also told me it could last for 10 days! How fortunate
that God had placed these people in my path. Now I could relax and rejoice. Because of
this experience of despair and provision, I rejoiced that “my cup runneth over” with
thanksgiving, praise and worship to our awesome God, as [ witnessed the absolute
harmony of his creation.

When Cameron returned we spent a week on the Amazon, carving our way through
masses of water lilies in a canoe. We saw abundant wildlife and trekked through thick
virgin jungle. We fished, swam, walked the pampas grass plains, and sat silent and still.
We witnessed the most beautiful sunsets I have ever seen. The river at night was so
peaceful, dotted with fireflies, and the reflections both day and night were stunning. To
enjoy all this without the belief in a creator would lose some of its awe. PRAISE THE
LORD, ALL THE EARTH !!

Sue Gregory

Smiles
What is the longest word in the English language?

Smiles. There’s a mile between the first and last letters!

One smile can really go a long way. Scientists have proved that smiling and
laughing are actually beneficial to our health. Why, then, in our health-conscious
society do so many of us wear frowns so much of the time? Why don’t we laugh
more often?

Life’s problems are no laughing matter, yet laughter puts sanity back into our
living. Laughter eases our tension and helps us break rigid patterns of apathy and
pessimism.

Go ahead, turn up those corners of your mouth! Smile! Laugh! Remember, “This
is the day that the Lord has made; let us rejoice and be glad in it” (Ps 118:24).
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Who is my neighbour?

It was that question that prompted the
‘good Samaritan’ story. While it may not
be the theme that will dominate the
coming election period it may be the
‘biggie’ of the next decade. “Who is my
neighbour?” in the World War 2 period
was a relatively un’cprmplicated question
with 98% of Australia’s population being of
Anglo-Celtic background.

Today’s Australia, now home to a people
who have come from some 160 nations, is
both more challenging and more relevant.
Could we be a nation that is a hope-giving
demonstration of how people from
different religions, cultures and colours
can enjoy living together?

This is more likely to happen if we are real
about the need to change. First is a more
fundamental facing of how badly we got it
wrong in our neighbouring with those who
had long been in Australia when we first
arrived. And second, how our neighbours
in the Pacific and to our North regard us.
The links, be they of aid or minerals, are
mainly material.

Perhaps this is a time for each of us to go
a bit deeper with our own neighbours. My
wife and I live in one of the so-called leafy
suburbs’ of Melbourne. Sam, who sells us
our fruit and vegies, does not. When he

decided to visit Lebanon, the homeland of
his parents, for the first time, he had
certain fears. He was taking his wife,
Melinda, their children and his mother at
a time when the headlines were alarming.
When I told him we would pray for them,
he took me by both arms and with an
intense look in his dark brown eyes said:
“Do you actually mean that?”

On their return we had them to our home
for a meal. Not without a slight hiccup.
We vaguely thought that chicken was a
good international dish. But it was only
shortly before they came that we realised it
was not ‘halal’, so a hasty and slightly
more expensive switch to fish was made!

It was a great success and not long
afterwards we were invited to their home
for a delicious meal of many courses.

We learnt that Sam, with his brothers
from the market, ran a youth group to
provide positive alternatives to gangs for
the Lebanese boys of the Western
suburbs. He was also on an interfaith
committee which included a rabbi, a
monsignor and a bishop. His teenage
daughters go to a school which is involved
with interfaith programs with other faith-
based schools. Perhaps it will be all our
‘Sams and Melindas’ who will be our
passport to our international neighbours.

Colleen Smith passed this on from “Australian Newsbriefs — Initiatives of
Change” June 2007 No.229. Reprinted with permission from author Jim Coulter.

For your Diary

The Annual Congregational Meeting is to be held on 12 August following morning
worship. It will be very interesting to hear the Reports from all Groups. Do try and be

there.

You are all invited to a Spring Lunch on Tuesday 4 September at 12 midday. Ken Goard
will speak about his work as a volunteer with TADACT, and his topic is “Designing and
Manufacturing Aids for the Frail Aged and People with Disabilities”. Donation of $6.

The Church Anniversary will be celebrated with a Floral Festival on Saturday and
Sunday 22 and 23 September. The flowers will be on show in the foyer and the church.
Please bring arrangements and flowers to the church before midday on Sat 22 September.
Everyone is encouraged to be part of the celebration, from the youngest to the oldest. For
more information, see Jean Thomson or Peg Latter.
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More Riverina memories, and the Birrego Church

Janet Roberton’s article in a recent
YarraYarns added to memories I had been
recalling during my recent visit to my
childhood area of the Riverina. We lived
on a property 30k-south of Narrandera.
Draught horses, bagged wheat and
picturesque stooks of hay (none of those
unsightly plastic covered bales!!) were the
norm. So too was riding my chestnut
“Sovereign” to round up sheep or collect
the mail, and yes, that wonderful
Blackfriars Correspondence School before
the inevitable departure to boarding
school. My spiritual attachment to this
part of Australia runs deep and I have
asked that my ashes be scattered there.

But what of the Birrego Church? It was a
small wooden Union Church built in 1896
near the tiny township of Boree Creek. In
1912 it was moved 12k north to our
locality of Birrego and was dedicated as a
Methodist Church the following year. The
physical move was achieved by mounting
the building on two log skids (these
remain today), jacking up the rear onto
wheels, and then hauling it by two bullock
teams of 52 animals. Two men walked
ahead to cut down saplings and lop
branches which impeded the route.

My family on the farm attended the
Birrego Methodist Church. When it later
became a Uniting Church, ministers
continued to come from Narrandera to
conduct fortnightly services. The
congregation dwindled and the closing
service was held in March 2003. My sister
and I were present at this occasion of
rejoicing tinged with sadness. The Honour
Roll and the lovely stained glass window
above the pulpit were removed to the
Narrandera Uniting Church and it was
feared the building might be left to the
white ants.

Fortunately a happy ending has seen the
little old church gain a new lease of life.
Back in 1910 the first couple to be
married in it were an Aston uncle and his
bride, and when the building was put up
for tender in 2004 his grandson found
himself the owner of it. His wife was not
impressed at first, saying “It will just be
something else for the rabbits to get
under!” But her husband’s enthusiasm,
her interest in history and the family
connection soon won her over.

So after its second move (this time by low-
loader) the old church now rests at the
edge of a large country garden. My
cousins have over the last two years
faithfully restored the building. Sanding
the floor revealed the original beauty of the
native callitris boards and the outside
walls are now cream and green to match
the homestead. They commissioned a
local artist to design and make a new
stained glass window which is a lovely
combination of acacia, eucalypt and
fringed-lily flowers and foliage. They have
added a kitchenette and bathroom to the
back of the building since it is being used
as additional accommodation for house
guests, and possibly later as a farm-stay
B & B.

On my recent visit I slept in the old
Birrego Church with the moonlight softly
entering through the stained glass window
and the original wooden pulpit with its
bentwood chair on the corner raised
platform. I could visualise some of the
men (no women then) who had preached
there and the social events and afternoon
teas held within its walls. Other faces
from those childhood years floated past
but their names eluded me.

Margaret Aston

“Searching for Jesus.”

1. The Fasting and Prayer Conference includes meals.
2.  The sermon this morning: “Jesus walks on the Water.” The sermon tonight:

3. Ladies, don’t forget the rummage sale. It’s a chance to get rid of those things not
worth keeping around the house. Bring your husbands.

From Pat Thom




