KAIROS OUTSIDE no. 7

Kairos Outside is a weekend of support for women who have, or have had, a
loved one in jail. It is run by an ecumenical group of Christian women, some
of whom have had similar experiences. The seventh weekend started in the
rain at Greenhills on Friday 25 August. Muddy feet everywhere! This year the
theme chosen was "Love one another as | have loved you".

- Families of prisoners have little trust in
those they don't know and for many it
takes enormous courage to attend a
weekend like this. The team spends many
hours with the prospective guests, building
rapport, chatting over the phone, taking
them for coffee, to build a sense of trust
before they feel secure to take a step of
faith. Even with this preparation and
build up, there were five guests who did
not arrive at Greenhills. But the 18 who
did turn up were showered in God's love.

Friday night icebreaker games began
breaking down barriers and created an
atmosphere of fun. The team presented a
series of talks over the weekend which
encouraged them to take a fresh look at
their lives: talks about choices, home
environment, communication, forgiveness.
Small groups were formed where pain, hurts, tears and fears were shared and
shed. Saturday concluded with a magnificent worship service supported by
the wider community. Kairos Outside is an emotional weekend where the

guests are invited to reach into their pain and then allow God to heal it.

Prisoners do not often send flowers or presents to their families at home, but
the guests were showered with gifts and flowers over the weekend. By Sunday
afternoon they had experienced the unconditional love of the Father. It is still
their choice as to what happens next but some of the testimonies from past
years prove this ministry can change lives. Sue Gregory

See also page 4
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Pats- Chat

I have a beautiful new grandson, Lachlan
John Robert Riley (what a mouthful!)
born on 30 August. Proud parents Louise
and John, with big sisters Georgia and
Sophie, are thrilled and delighted.

Here is some more trivia for you which |
hope will bring back memories and put a
smile on your face.

Growing up in Australia

I'm talking about hide and seek in the
park. The corner milk bar, hopscotch,
billy carts, cricket in front of the garbage
bin and inviting everyone on your street
to join in, skipping, handball, footy on the
best lawn in the street, hula hoops,
stepping in puddles, mud pies and
building dams in the gutter. The smell of
fresh cut grass!!!!

"Big bubbles-no troubles' with Hubba
Bubba bubble gum. A Mr Whippy choctop
cone on a warm summer night after
you've chased him round the block.

When "around the corner” seemed a
long way. Where running away meant you
did laps of the block because you weren't
allowed to cross the road.

Walking to school no matter what the
weather. When writing "l love xx xx?" on
your pencil case really did mean it was
true love. Laughing so hard that your
stomach hurt. Pitching the tent in the
back/front yard. Jumping on the bed.
Ghost stories with the next door
neighbours. Pillow fights, spinning round,
getting dizzy and falling down was the
cause for giggles.

The worst embarrassment was being
picked last for a team. Water balloons
were the ultimate weapon. Cricket cards
in the spokes transformed any bike into a
motorcycle.

Remember when there were only two
types of sneakers - girls' and boys'. when
being sent to the Principal's office was
nothing compared to the fate that
awaited a misbehaving student at home.

If you can remember these, you're a
true Aussie legend!!!!

A few weeks ago Ockert preached on "The
Song of Solomon" 2:8-13. This was the
first time | had ever really thought about
this collection of love poems and listened
to a sermon about it. Ockert's message
made me think about what had happened
in my life many years ago. People can tell
you that they love you and then all of a
sudden your whole world falls apart and
you start to wonder if they ever really
loved you at all. | can remember falling in
and out of love many times when | was
growing up and never really thought
about how different God's love was. |
recovered from these broken romances
quickly and moved on but it took me a
little longer to recover from my divorce. |
always knew and felt God's love then and
still do now and what an amazing love it is
and how lucky we all are to have His love
for the rest of our lives.

Saint Theresa's Prayer

May today there be peace within. May you
trust God that you are exactly where you
are meant to be. May you not forget the
infinite possibilities that are born of faith.
May you use those gifts that you have
received, and pass on the love that has
been given to you. May you be content
knowing you are a child of God. Let this
presence settle into your bones, and allow
your soul the freedom to sing, dance,
praise and love. It is there for each and
every one of us. Amen

As always my thoughts and prayers are
especially with Grant, Ros and Rory
Mackenzie, and Kelly Smith, all in Africa.
also with members of our congregation
who are on the sick list, grieving for a
loved one, feeling sad and lonely, or about
to face surgery. May you all feel God's love
and presence in your lives and may you
know that others do care and will
remember you and your families in their
prayers.

MATTHEW 5:3-12 True Happiness

Pat Thom
Pastoral Care
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Springtime

In his epic poem, "The Seasons", James
Thomson, a popular Scottish poet of the
18" century, asks:
But who can paint like Nature?
Can imagination boast,
amid its gay creation,
hues like hers

We are beginning to see nature's canvas
coming to life. In Canberra, where the
difference in seasons is particularly
pronounced, we are being treated to an
array of colours, an annual magical
wonderland lighting up and transforming
every dull street and every grey garden
corner.

It is as if through the generosity of colour
and the spread of lavish beauty, nature
extends an invitation to all of us to come
and join in making a new start.

This is exactly how poets and artists have
often viewed the change of seasons. What
happens in nature corresponds to a cycle
in life and personal development. All of us
know the winter times of life: The
times we are being stripped bare like the
winter trees and exposed to the harshness
of the merciless cold.

And as we all know, what feels like an
endless winter is never endless. Even in
the most desperate moments of winter,
nature is already preparing for spring.
Somewhere, hidden from the eye, is the
power of nature at work; preparing,
changing and growing.

Pontius Puddle

This is how Thomson saw it as well. But
for him, both hidden and glaringly
obvious, was the benevolent power of
God. It was there, ready for anyone to
see, in the landscape covered under a
blanket of snow and in the landscape
covered by a quilt of colour.

We have a tendency to turn to God in
times of want and barrenness, and to
forget to acknowledge God in times of
happiness and joy. Dietrich Bonhoeffer
reminded us that we should seek God in
the fullness of life, during the times of
happiness and plenty and peace.

For only when we get to know God durin_%
these times will we know to trust God with
the times of pain and loneliness as well.

Spring is the time of plenty, nature's
Invitation to joy. At the same time It Is
God's invitation to more intimate
fellowship. For Spring prepares us, not
only for summer, but for winter as well.

Ockert Meyer

LIFE?

WOE IS ME HOW CAN ONE HAVE You

IN AWORLD POSSIBLY KNOW TRIED READING SOME PEOPLE
STEEPED HOw GOD's wiLL | THE BIBLE"

DOUBT AND AND PRAVING ¢ wORP KNOW HOW TO
CONFUSION-- IS FOR ONE*S :

TAKE ALL THE
FUN OUT

% WHINING
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A weekend that changed a broken life

Some years ago my eldest brother spent
time in prison. Even if there was support
for the family we chose to hide our heads
in shame and silently worried about the
judgment our neighbourhood would put
on us. The article in The Canberra Times
read "men in prison for rape at a buck'’s
party" may have gone unnoticed by many,
but for me, they may as well have posted it
on a billboard in the city for all to see. It's
like it was yesterday.

The 15 years that followed my brother's
time in prison were turbulent. He was
unable to fit into normal suburban
society, as his marriage had broken down
and my mother and | wanted him to get on
with it and get a new life. Well he did get a
new life. My brother found acceptance in a
bikie gang, so he found a new confidence
and courage in his new bikie family. In
this gang he found alternative ways of
dealing with his life issues and was helped
along by drugs and alcohol. But his
mental health did not recover, and he
chose to end his agony by committing
suicide. This horrendous act added layers
of guilt onto my shoulders, already
burdened by severe childhood abuse that
we four siblings had endured.

A parable on the Bread of Life

I came to the Kairos Outside weekend last
year quite by accident. | had seen an
article similar to this one, and | had the
courage to ring the contact number.

At the weekend, | was able to soften my
toughened exterior shell, and look inside
at the real me. As | heard other women
share the truths and struggles of their
lives, | realised that | had nothing to be
ashamed of. | learnt how to forgive and
how unforgiveness warps our lives.
Finally |1 was able to tell the truth of my
life, in confidence, and open myself to the
acceptance that all of us look for - simple
unconditional acceptance.

Last year, at the age of 56, | received
genuine nurturing that | did not know
existed - all in the name of our Lord
Jesus Christ. The effect of my weekend
has stayed with me, allowing me to accept
the truths of my life and let go of the
memories and flashbacks that threaten my
ability to lead a rewarding and effective
spiritual life.

(This story has been published with the
blessing of this former guest)

Jesus said, "l am the bread of life." He didn't mean he was made of flour and water and
baked in an oven. As we say in the Lord's Prayer, we need bread, but we need more. Jesus
wanted us to know that we need him more than bread. Without him there is no life.

This bread is not sliced and wrapped:
No need to go in the microwave to be zapped.

BREAD of LIFE

Bread of life - bread of life:
Better than made by your wife. Better than wholemeal, multigrain or rye:
Get it before you die.

Never goes bad or stale:

Good for female and male. You'll never be hungry if you have this bread:

That's what Jesus said.

You need it more than silver or gold:

Good for young and old. Can be obtained from your nearest church.
It's heavenly!
Sold by Jesus at a very low price:

Good for children who are naughty or nice. Kids' Talk with Eugene Holtzapfel
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Presbytery Report, August 2006

Presbytery met recently at Queanbeyan
Uniting Church, which is the first (and
probably the last!) time I've lived within
cooee of a Presbytery meeting! Quean-
beyan congregation is still undergoing the
process to find a new minister, but
manages to maintain an active presence in
the community. They have a very active
youth group, and run morning and
evening services on Sundays.

Rev Colin Bradford, Presbytery Deputy
Chairperson, reported on the recent 11th
Assembly, including the fact that the next
Assembly in 2009 is to be held here in
Canberra.

Presbytery thanked and farewelled two
people - the Presbytery office secretary
Janine Sharwood and lay preacher Geoff
Hill. Janine worked in the Presbytery
office for 23 years, and her knowledge and
caring will be missed by everyone. Geoff
Hill, a Lay Preacher for 32 years, helped
found the Tuggeranong congregation in
1975, and was a founding member of
Presbytery in 1977.

The rebuilding at Greenhills Conference
Centre has just been completed, and
planning is under way for an official
opening in the next couple of months.

City Uniting Church's Tongan congregation
is celebrating its 25th anniversary with a
gathering on 14 and 15 October, to which
all members of other UC churches are
invited.

The ANU chaplaincy is in need of helpers
who can spare three hours a week or a
fortnight. ANU chaplaincy leader Arto
Avakian asked that anyone interested in
this challenging ministry contact him. If
you are unable to help, though, he would
be grateful for your prayers.

Matthew McBurney, the Alpine Pastor and
half-time Chaplain to the ski fields,
reported on his extensive activities. In the
past two years he has attended six critical
incidents, including three fatalities; he
attends staff inductions and visits staff at

their work stations both on and off the
mountain, assists Human Resources with
personnel issues, counselling and
debriefing, conducts Bible studies and
worship services and has conducted five
weddings for staff and six for seasonal
visitors. He describes it as "hard, foot-
slogging work" and feels it is starting to
pay off. Matthew is supported by the
Alpine congregation, but at present just
about everyone on his church executive is
either dealing with cancer or is married to
someone who has cancer. Because of
this, the Alpine congregation will be
foregoing its church service on 28 October
and participating in the "Relay for Life"
fund-raiser for the cancer council. Alpine
is well short of its sponsorship target at
present and would welcome your help.

(Go to www.relay.cancercouncil.com.au,
click on NSW, then select Snowy Mount-

ains Relay. You'll see the Alpine
congregation listed. Or send a donation
to Alpine by mail.)

For many years your used stamps have
been sorted by a member of the St Ninian's
congregation before being sent to Sydney
where they are sold, and the proceeds put
towards church projects. Doreen is now
retiring, however, so if any of you have a
love of stamps and a bit of spare time,
contact Presbytery office about being the
new stamp-sorter.

And finally, another need for fund-raising.
Our guest speaker was Sarah White, from
West Epping Uniting Church, who started
the Lent Event two years ago after seeing
harrowing images of Ethiopian children
dying in their mothers' arms. Sarah's idea
was to have people give up some small
luxury for the 40 days of Lent, and donate
the money they saved. In 2005, 23
churches participated and raised $40,000.
This year, 130 churches raised more than
$190,000. This is a well-organised
campaign, offering resources such as a
Bible Study series, a six-part Children's
Ministry program and an eight-part
Liturgy Series to run throughout Lent. A
brochure is available.

Bronwyn Hendy
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The White Rose

Recently | saw a powerful German film
called "Sophie Scholl - the Last Days".

The setting is February 1943 in Munich --
the arrest, trial and execution of Sophie, a
young university student, her brother
Hans and some of their friends.

| first heard the story when | was in
Germany ten years ago. It was midwinter.
| wanted to meet Bruno and Eva, who had
been my special friends for 30 years, ever
since he worked briefly in a medical
practice on the NSW North Coast. To me
they will always be as | used to know
them, two of God's beautiful people.

But | hadn't taken account of the passing
of the years. Bruno was full of enthusiasm
when we spoke several times by telephone.
Yes, he would meet us at Passau railway
station at night. He would have a red
carpet rolled up in his back pocket!

Because of ice and snow on the line, our
train was an hour late. Bruno was
confused. He heard the explanation over
the public address system, but German

trains are supposed to run on time. So
when we didn't arrive on schedule, he
simply disappeared for a couple of hours.
When | finally located him with the help of
the police, his conversation was
incoherent. He alternated between
exuberant affection and frightening rage.
However, a few days later, when Bruno
was calm and lucid, | managed to put
some of the pieces together. He and Eva
both explained what had happened 50
years ago, and in the years since.

Bruno had been part of the famous "White
Rose" conspiracy among a group of
university students. They had been given
the impression during the 30s that the
generals would remove Hitler before he
could plunge the whole nation into an
unwinnable war.

Although the generals had left it too late,
there were still loyal Germans who risked
their necks trying to mobilise public
opinion. So six or seven young people,

including my friend Bruno, were among
the nucleus of those who decided to act.
They spread a series of leaflets far and
wide. Students at the University of
Hamburg began copying and distributing
them. Copies began turning up in
different parts of Germany and Austria.
One even arrived in England. The White
Rose group did not limit themselves to
leaflets. Graffiti began appearing in large
letters on streets and buildings in
Munich: "Down with Hitler!" "Hitler the
Mass Murderer!"

Most of the group were studying in
Munich, but Bruno's medical studies and
military commitments kept him in
Vienna. One day just as the student union
in Munich was becoming packed, two of
the conspirators decided to climb to a
balcony with a bundle of leaflets. One
of them dropped some of the White Rose
leaflets on the crowd gathering below.
Unknown to them the caretaker of the
building was an informer to the Gestapo,
and someone had already betrayed the
conspirators to him. As soon as the
leaflets started to fall the supervisor
locked the doors. Within minutes the
young patriots were caught. They were
interrogated and, within days, tried for
treason. They were executed almost
immediately. That is some of the
background to the film "Sophie Scholl -the
Last Days".

And Bruno? When we visited him ten
years ago it was 50 years after Sophie and
the others died. Bruno, at 75 years old,
was still wounded in mind and spirit. His
friends had stood up to be counted and
were destroyed in the process. Ever
since, he felt guilty that he didn't die with
them. His mood alternated between
gentleness and compassion on the one
hand and guilt and fierce anger on the
other.

I cannot understand all that continued to
wound my two dear friends, all that still
caused them to break down and cry, and
sometimes to hurt each other terribly. |
could only share my tears with theirs, my
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fears with theirs, and my affection with will. But do not remember all the suffering

theirs. And pray that some day, together, they have inflicted upon us. Instead,

they might discover healing for their hurt remember the fruits we have borne

and an easing of their souls' dis-ease. because of this suffering -- our fellowship,
our courage, our generosity, the greatness

What | can do is to take to heart the of heart that has grown from this trouble.

words of a prayer that was found in the When our persecutors come to be judged by

clothing of a dead child in the you, let all these fruits that we have borne

Ravensbruck concentration camp: be their forgiveness. AMEN.

O Lord, remember not only the men and Les Hartshorn

women of good will, but also those of ill

All Those Cracked Pots

A
A water bearer in China had two large pots, each hung on the =t
ends of a pole which he carried across his neck. One pot had ‘
a crack in it, while the other pot was perfect and always ‘%
delivered a full portion of water. At the end of the long walk

from the stream to the house, the cracked pot arrived only half full.

For a full two years this went on daily, with the bearer delivering only one and a half pots
full of water to his house. Of course, the perfect pot was proud of its accomplishments,
perfect for which it was made.

But the poor cracked pot was ashamed of its own imperfection and miserable that it was
able to accomplish only half of what it had been made to do.

After two years of what it perceived to be a bitter failure, it spoke to the water bearer one
day at the stream. "I am ashamed of myself, because this crack in my side causes water

to leak out all the way back to your house."

The bearer said to the pot, "Did you notice that there
were flowers only on your side of the path,

but not on the other pot's side? That's

because | have always known about your

flaw, and | planted flower seeds on your

side of the path. Every day while we walk

back, you've watered them.

For two years | have been able to pick these
beautiful flowers and decorate the table.

Without you being just the way you are, there would
be no beauty to grace this house."

The moral of this story is that each of us has our own unique flaws. We're all cracked
pots, but it is the crack and the flaws we each have that make our lives together so very
interesting and rewarding. You must take each person for what they are and look for the
good in each one.

Source Unknown

And then there was the little girl who said to the minister: *“I like you - you don’t have any morals”
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From our friends overseas

Ros and Grant Mackenzie have written from Nairobi:

Hello everyone...thank you for your prayers for us over the past few months. We have had
kazi nginge (lots of work) but still feel we are where God wants us to be; many challenges
but if the path was only smooth going perhaps we wouldn't be in the right place after all!
In addition to juggling the majority of the clinical work for the program, there has been
a lot of management, training, and program gaps needing to be addressed. Grant
has just officially been appointed clinical director of the program, which now gives
him/us a voice to help with meeting the gaps. The main problem is not enough time to do
things. Because there have been so many urgent needs, we have also developed the bad
habit of bringing work home into our evenings and weekends. We would value your
prayers to help us establish a healthier balance as well as being able to do what is
necessary. We have recently decided on a local Baptist church and have been encouraged
by the preaching. Rory continues to delight us - he's almost one, and is a very happy-
natured little boy. With love from the Mackenzies

And Kelly Smith, also in Nairobi:

Well this month has been much quieter and more relaxed than last month! | want to say
thank you for all your prayers and encouragement. | wouldn't be able to be here without
you guys.

As | said, this month has been quieter. | have been preaching once or twice a week and
have learnt a lot. I'm not a preacher who inspires people and gets them hyped up for God,
but I'm a teacher - someone who explains the Scriptures in the most simple form
possible. At HCC (my church) I'm known to be very simple without in-depth
explanations and confusing sidelines, but instead take the Scriptures to the most simple
and understandable basics. At the moment this is going well. I'm still unsure of topics but
God is faithful and | always come up with something to talk on. So Bwana Asifewe (Praise
God) and please continue to pray that this gift will grow and He will be able to use it more.

I'm back working in the school with the grade 7 girls again, and it's going well. They're still
very quiet and shy but slowly they're coming to life. So please pray that they will feel
comfortable with me and be able to open up so that the work I'm doing with them will be
as productive as possible.

I have a major project that | am doing for my GAP year program while I'm in Kenya. What
I'm trying to get happening is to paint a police station. I'm involving 30 youth from all over
Nairobi to be the hands and feet of Jesus and tangibly show his love. The relationship
between police and the general public here is bad, there is a lot of fighting and corruption.
As part of my project I'm hoping to build minor bridges across this gap. However | need
some serious prayer. | have hit a brick wall where it comes to sponsorship. | am trying to
get people and businesses within Kenya to back the project, however due to certain
circumstances this is proving harder than expected. | have the youth and the cooperation
of the police station so all | need now is sponsorship. Please pray for this project, that the
issues will be resolved and my project will be able to be completed.

Thanks for your prayers and feel free to get in touch and ask for more information or to
simply let me know what you're all going. Your sister in Christ, Kelly



