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espite restrictions on
our lives because of
Covid-19, the arrival
of spring and the sight of
the blossoms on trees and
plants have lifted our spirits. As we look back on all
that has happened since
we brought out the Winter
Issue, we feel a sense of
thankfulness that as a congregation, we have managed to stay strong in the
face of anxiety and difficulties. After a short break,
the Sunday services
resumed for the second time on the 23rd August, albeit with some stricter provisions in
place. It was good to see different members
of our church family again, even though we
could not gather in the foyer to chat. Wearing
a mask seemed a small price to pay for the
joy of once again being able to worship in the
sanctuary.
There have undoubtedly been quite a number
of uplifting stories which have come out of this
challenging period. The dedication of our
frontline health workers has proved to be
inspirational for us all. The strength and commitment of a significant number of our political
and religious leaders have also given us a
sense of hope when the future seemed very
uncertain. Amongst these religious leaders, we could quote the
Rev Ken Day and our lay preacher Alan Harper, who have been
assiduous about providing us with devotional resource materials
each week, and have done their very best to keep us in touch with
one another.
Having considered all of the above, Lauris and I decided on the
following theme for this Spring Edition: Who inspires you? What
brings you hope for the future? The Uniting Church refers to
believers as "a pilgrim people". As we journey towards the New
Jerusalem, what sustains us and gives us fresh optimism along the
way? Readers are sure to draw inspiration from the articles written
on this theme and contained in this issue!
For the greater part of this year, regrettably, the members of the
Tuesday congregation have not been able to meet for worship at
St Stephen’s. Services on Zoom have enabled the different mem-

bers of this congregation to come together
and have provided a much needed opportunity for contact with one another. Alan
Harper has written a great article for us
about these special Zoom get togethers.
During the period of lockdown when St
Stephen’s doors were closed, some outdoor gatherings took place and these enabled some members to meet for worship
and take communion in the fresh air. The
first Sunday back at St Stephen’s after
lockdown was indeed a memorable one;
everyone present would remember the joy
we felt as we were able to gather once
more inside our beautiful church building.
These happenings within the life of our
church which have taken place during
such challenging months are indeed a
source of inspiration!
Ron Mallyon has written a very interesting
article for this issue, reminding us of the
rich past of St Stephen’s. In his
article, Ron traces the close links which St
Stephen’s has maintained over many
years with the NSW Scottish Regimental
Association. We have all enjoyed those
Sundays each November when the members of this Association, dressed in their
kilts and accompanied by bagpipes and
drums, have reminded many of us of our
Scottish heritage. We are grateful to Ron
for this informative and well
researched article.
Finally, Lauris and I are very pleased to
present the Profiles of two valued members of St Stephen’s, confident as we are
that these articles provide us with a pleasurable and interesting way of getting to
know one another better. In this issue,
Mark Quarmby and Judith Cousins offer
us the opportunity to learn more about
their life journeys thus far, and about what
has shaped their respective destinies and
led them to St Stephen’s.

Janice Dawson
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f I was preaching at the evening worship at Rous Mill church, and it was
winter, on the way there I would stop
on the side of the road which went
between paddocks, void of streetlights
and suburban brightness. Often a friend
visiting from the city would be with us.
With all the car lights off, we’d step out
of the car, into the pitch dark, and look
into the starry heavens which declare
the glory of God. So enormous.
The poet Alfred Tennyson was looking
through a Greenwich telescope when
asked by the astronomer, “And what do
you think of it, My Lord?” His answer
was, “I was thinking of what little consequence are some of our noble families.”
Who inspires you? My answer does not
take away from those who have tertiary
qualifications, or sporting trophies, or
have ethically acquired wealth, but it is
not these things that transfer into being
a person who inspires me to an
increased trust and confidence, to an
energy to rise higher. It might be admirable, but that does not mean inspiring.
Aunty Dorrie inspired me. Dorothy
Harris-Gordon didn’t ever tell me she
was the first Aboriginal woman ordained
in the Uniting Church, or what she and
her husband Charles did to open further
the opportunities for wholeness for First
Nations people with the later comers.
Dorrie was a Bundjalung woman but her
inspiration was broad and far, and I
thank her Lord Jesus that he brought us
into a place of ministry together. So
clearly I can see the day we were sitting
in her lounge room and she held out her
hands to me saying, “We are the bearers of the vision, the passers of the
flame.”

In the Byron Shire churches, the
Anglicans and Uniting had commenced worshipping together on a
regular basis. Once a year, all the
churches in the shire would close
their services and worship together
in the large Bangalow hall. At the
first year, our Moderator the Rev
Dr Brian Brown preached and the
Anglican diocese bishop Dr Sarah
Macneil celebrated the Lord’s
Supper. The following year, we
would swap the roles, with Sarah
preaching and the Moderator celebrating the sacrament. Due to
distance and commitments, the
Uniting Moderator of that year
could not attend. I knew the perfect person
take
us Rabbit
to the Lord’s
Tree intothe
Peter
area
table and break the bread: the Rev Dorothy Gordon.
At the outdoor morning tea that followed that time of worship, I
overheard an Anglican sister say to another: “I think Auntie Dorrie
trumps Moderator and Bishop together.” I dare not tell that to
Dorrie. Why? Because she inspires me. And a person who inspires
me daily tends to the fruits of the Holy Spirit of Jesus: love, joy,
peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and
self-control. They don’t tell me they do this. It is the fire of such
people that warms me and inspires me.

Rev Ken Day

The Peter Rabbit set
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n II Samuel (12:7-14), we read the story of the prophet
Nathan who confronted David with his guilt for the murder
of Uriah the Hittite, so as to conceal his own adultery with
Uriah’s wife, Bathsheba. Reading the account of that crime
in II Samuel 11, we have been shocked by the selfishness
and ruthlessness displayed by David, who first abused his
kingly power to take advantage of Bathsheba, then, when
Bathsheba fell pregnant, to try to cause Uriah to think the
child was his own, and when that failed, to arrange for Uriah
to perish on the field of battle. David was not only the King of
Israel; he had been appointed to that position by God himself
(I Samuel 16). His behaviour in relation to Bathsheba and
Uriah was shameful and a complete betrayal of the trust that
had been shown in him.
It must have taken great courage on the part of Nathan to
confront David about this. As things turned out, David was
contrite and repented of his sin. However it might not have
turned out that way. Another equally ruthless man could
easily have turned on Nathan in an attempt to continue the
concealment of his crime. Speaking truth to power is never
an easy thing to do, and can be fraught with danger.
When Janice suggested “Who inspires you? What brings you
hope for the future?” as the theme for this Vision, my
thoughts turned to the people in our own world who have the
courage to speak truth to power. On the day I sat down to
write this piece, I heard on the morning news of the attempts
by the Trump administration to white-ant its chief medical
advisor, Dr Anthony Fauci. Over the duration of the pandemic, while President Trump had first contemptuously denied
that there was a dangerous disease, then embraced a strategy of bluster, bullying, deceit, self-aggrandisement and
denial of reality, Dr Fauci had offered the American people
honest, scientific facts, often, even usually, in contradiction
of what his political master was saying. It cannot have been
easy for him, as he drew fire not only from the President but
many Senators, Congressmen and ordinary citizens whose
ideological obsessions caused them to find the truth unwelcome. But Dr Fauci spoke the truth to power, without regard
for the potential consequences.
It is hard not to be inspired by someone of such courage.
At that same time, we were only a week or so after the imposition of new security laws in Hong Kong. I confess that, had
I been a resident of Hong Kong, my first thought would have
been to accept one of the various offers by friendly nations to
make a new home in a safer place. So it was hard not to be
inspired by the many people of Hong Kong, both leaders and

ordinary people in the street, who risked – and
incurred – the wrath of the Chinese authorities
by going into the streets to demonstrate, turning
up to vote in democratic primaries, and publicly
declaring their willingness to face gaol or even
death in the cause of the freedoms of Hong
Kong. Confronting power can be extraordinarily
dangerous.
Sunday 12 July was Malala Day – named for
Malala Yousafzai, the courageous young
Pakistani girl, now woman, shot by the Taliban
when she was only 15 years old. Malala had
been an activist for women and girls since she
was 11 years old, during the time of the Taliban
occupation of Swat. The Taliban had forbidden
girls to get an education, but Malala’s family ran

a system of schools and championed girls’ education, and Malala herself strongly advocated for
this. On a bus, on her way to an examination in
2012, Malala, along with two other girls, was
shot by a Taliban gunman. She recovered sufficiently from her near fatal head wound to be
transported to a hospital in Britain, where she
was eventually nursed back to health. Undaunted by her ordeal, or by an undertaking by the
Taliban to try a second time to kill her as a matter of “religious duty”, she continued (in Britain)
with her activism for girls’ education. She is now
33 years old, the recipient of many awards
including being the youngest person to be
awarded the Nobel Peace Prize, all recognising
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her courageous activism. Having come so close to
death, and still the subject of a Taliban kill order,
many people would have retreated quietly into the
shadows, but Malala continued to tell her truth,
and to inspire countless people across the globe.
Another inspiring young woman who dares to
speak truth to power is, of course, Greta Thunberg, the courageous Swedish campaigner for environmental change. Although she has made, and
continues to make, challenging contributions intended to impress upon governments and decision
-makers the absolute urgency of dramatic action to
address global warming and the other challenges
facing our planet, perhaps the most memorable
example (to date) of her fearlessness in facing
down the powerful was her 2018 speech to the
United Nations Climate Change Conference. “How
dare you?” she demanded of the assembled delegates from most of the world’s nations. “You have
stolen my dreams and my childhood with your
empty words.” The dismissive anger of President
Trump, who had chosen not to attend, only served

to underscore the bulls-eye which this extraordinary young woman had landed on these senior
occupants of the corridors of power. Such is
courage.
Since that time, Belarus has erupted into huge
demonstrations as the people challenge the result
of the recent presidential election. Despite the
contempt of the President and the terror tactics of
his henchmen, the crowds surging in the streets
have, if anything, grown larger. The people will not
be put off from demanding fair elections and a
genuine democratic say in the affairs of their
nation.
These are but a handful of examples from differ-

ent places of people whose embrace of danger and confrontation with power can only inspire and give hope. We
are extremely blessed in Australia to live in a robust
democracy, with an independent court system that can be
trusted, generally, to safeguard our freedoms.
(“Generally”, because I rather think Witness J and
Witness K could have a different view.) Of course there
are times in our own nation when it is important to speak
truth to power, but the consequences of doing so are unlikely to be as fraught with peril as they are in many other
parts of the world. But when one surveys the growing
trend towards authoritarianism in so many nations – preeminently in China and Russia, but mimicked in a growing
number of smaller nations, and indeed even in some
political quarters in the USA – our privilege in this nation
stands in stark relief. It has been several generations
since the world needed the courage and perseverance of
those prepared to stand up to power, and to speak the
truth to those who would deny it, as much as it does now.
That there are so many people who have risen to the
occasion, who have found that courage and swallowed
their fear, who have seen the danger that confronts them
and stared it down, is nothing less than inspirational, and

surely a hope for the future.
We cannot know where the future will lead, but we can
hope that it is shaped and characterised by those fearless
enough to be the modern Nathans in confronting the
modern Davids. As Christians, we also are called to
speak truth to power, and fearlessly to champion the
interests of the poor, disenfranchised and victimised. May
we too not fail in our calling, that the future might be a
better place for all. How wonderful would it be were the
followers of Jesus Christ among those whom people
everywhere named as their inspiration and their hope for
the future!

Alan Harper

OAM
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Who inspires me? Three people
spring immediately to mind - Bryan
Simon (botanist), Lucy Hone
(resilience researcher) and
Pollyanna.
Some years ago, I read the autobiography
of a Christian friend, Bryan Simon. He starts
with his 10 rules for life, and number one is
to “avoid negative people”. It surprised me
at the time, but then I realised that this is
something I have always done. It was nice
to hear someone else put it into words. By
focussing on the positive and joy in the
world, we are better able to nurture the
hope that God has promised us.

In 2019 Lucy Hone gave a TED talk about
developing resilience. It can be found with a
simple web search. She highlighted three
actions for developing resilience before it
even became the buzzword it is now. But
before we can move forward we must
acknowledge that traumatic things
happen. She was actually much more
explicit. When awful things happen, it is usually not our fault and often we can't do anything to stop it happening. Hone goes on to
describe such happenings as including the
death of a loved one, illness, cancer, an
accident, “failure” at some major step in a
career, divorce, ageing or even (as in my
present circumstances) surgery. These days
we could even add Covid-19 lockdowns,
although she didn’t know about that in 2019.

From her research and personal experience,
she has developed steps to follow to allow
adversity to drive positive change, to give
hope.
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1. Focus your attention on things that you

What brings me hope?

can change and ignore things you can't.
This will move your focus from the threats or
stresses and enable you to tune into the good
and move on. I like to remember the words
from songs many of us know:

a. Look for the silver lining

Of course only God can bring hope for the future
but others can help us to work out how to find this
hope and can remind us of his promises to us. We
are reminded about the hope that comes from God
in many Bible passages and hymns we sing on
Sundays. Just two that come quickly to mind are:

b. Always look on the bright side of life

1. My hope is built on nothing less than Jesus’

C. It's all right, it's OK, doesn't really matter if
you're old and grey.

2. All my hope on God is founded

Question whether your actions are helping
or harming you. Hone narrates that after the
death of her young daughter, she would look
through photo albums and feel extremely sad
and quite depressed. On questioning this action, she decided it was actually doing her
harm so she put the albums away.

blood and righteousness

So three people and numerous readings and
hymns have led me to develop a framework for
keeping myself a “glass half full” kind of person
and for my own prayer diary. I use a grid of 2

Be kind to yourself as you would have others
be kind to you. This is a bit of a twist on “do
unto others as you would have others do unto
you”, giving us permission to think about ourselves as well as others.

Pollyanna is another hero of mine. Ever since
seeing the movie at the age of 12 (the same
age as Pollyanna at the time), whenever anything seemed hopeless I practised making a
statement like, “But at least…” For example,
just last week I lost the use of my right hand
temporarily following surgery. But at least it's
forced me to learn how to dictate to my computer and use an on-screen keyboard with my
left hand to continue with projects that are
important to me, like writing this article. Of
course I cannot do my patchwork and gardening but at least I don't have to do the washing
up! Some time after my husband died (over 10
years ago now) I remember saying excitedly
“now I get to make all the decisions by myself”
but then realised that this same statement
could be made with great sadness “now I get
to make all the decisions by myself”. I prefer
to focus on the first version.

across and 4 down. The 4 down are the categories
“world”, “friends”, “family” and “self” in that order
down the page. The 2 across are “thank you” then
“please” also in that order across the page. As I
add my scribbles and thoughts about reasons for
rejoicing or concern to the boxes in the grid, it becomes my prayer. I am reminded to thank God
first and think of others and even our earth before
myself, keeping me thinking
positively about how things can change and to
continue in hope.
Inspiration and hope are the theme of one of my
favourite hymns - “May the mind of Christ”. Verse
5 reminds us to continue in the hope that Christ
gives us:

May I run the race before me
strong and brave to face the foe,
looking only unto Jesus
as I onward go.
Betty Jacobs
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uring my life, I have taken many
turns. Some of these turns have
led me toward adventure and
some toward misadventure. One of
these turns brought me to Australia 16
years ago. And another turn, a few
years ago, brought me back to my
faith in God and Jesus Christ. The
turn that brought me back to my faith
also brought me to the St. Stephen’s
family. Since that time, everincreasingly, I have come to rely on
my relationship with Jesus for inspiration. And my relationship with Jesus gives me
hope for the future. Hope for while we are here
on Earth, but also hope for when we join God
and Jesus in Heaven.
But how did I get there? What was the inspiration for
this turn? Well, I have my mother, another person who
inspires me, to thank. Most mornings, I speak with my
mother in the US. This is a special time we have
shared for the past 12 years. We share how we are
going and what is happening in our lives. Her kind,
supportive words have provided me with love,
strength, inspiration and hope for the future. My
mother has always had an unwavering faith in God
and Jesus. Growing up she taught us the Bible and
shared her faith with us.
During our conversations a few years ago, I shared
with her my interest in exploring my faith again. Talking with her about my need to turn toward God and
Jesus, she listened, so supportively. Not in a pushy
way, but empathetically. She shared more about her
spirituality and how she has always found strength
and inspiration from it. Even during her darkest days.
She also shared with me some spiritual resources that
she has found useful to bring her hope for the future
on a daily basis. One of these is a book written by

Sarah Young. It is titled Jesus Always. It is one of
those books that has a page for every day of the
year. As noted in the introduction of the book, Jesus
Always is designed to increase your Joy and
strengthen your relationship with Jesus. And for me,
it has, so amazingly. Daily, when I read a page, I am
reminded how much Jesus loves me. No matter
where my mind is when I wake each day, reading a
page redirects my focus toward Jesus which give me
the inspiration to face the day ahead. Jesus’ unwavering love and forgiveness provide me with strength,
inspiration and hope for the future. As I started
spending more time reading and praying, I found myself letting go of so many things that caused me
stress and worry. By acknowledging I was not really
in charge or control, and allowing Jesus to guide me,
I started to experience a new type of happiness and
sense of peace.
We are all blessed and have so much to be thankful
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for, even during dark times. My relationship with my mother
and my relationship with Jesus, bring me hope and inspire
me every day. And for this, I am so blessed and thankful.
To end, I will share one daily reading from Jesus Always.
My hope is for us all to find inspiration and hope for the
future from our Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ.
“Jesus Always” by Sarah Young: 12 September
YOUR TIMES ARE IN MY HANDS. So trust in Me,
beloved. I am training you to feel secure in the midst of
change and uncertainty. It can actually be a relief to realize
you are not in control of your life. When you accept this
human condition while resting in my sovereignty, you
become increasingly free.
I am not telling you to be passive or fatalistic. It’s important
to use your energy and abilities, but I want you to do so
prayerfully. Pray about everything, and search for Me in
your moments. I am the God of surprises, so look for Me in
unexpected places.
I invite you to rejoice in this day that I have made, asking
me to orchestrate its details and events. Since I am in control of your times, you don’t have to be anxious about making things happen faster. Rushing and anxiety go hand in
hand, and I have instructed you not to be anxious. If you let
Me set the pace, I will bless you with Peace that transcends all understanding.

Despite the hardships we face in 2020,
so many people have gone out of their
way to support the creative arts. There
was a massive and ultimately successful
campaign to save Carriage Works, a
music and arts centre in Sydney of great
importance to local artists, from
bankruptcy. Going forward, I hope and
trust that the creative arts will continue to
play a role in the restoration of the soul of
culture, as well as pave the way for
expression and positive change when our
society most needs it.

Churches everywhere have created
online spaces for people to participate in
worship from all over the world, and
many churches have seen the return of
members who were otherwise geographically distant from their home communities. It has been a joy for me to tune into
services at the Presbyterian church
where I grew up in Texas, and to check
in with people and places I haven’t seen
in years. I am optimistic about the newfound “globality” of churches, and look
forward to seeing how this will transform
the world-wide Christian community in
the years to come.

Psalm 31: 14-15; Psalm 118:24 NKJV; Philippians 4:6-7

Scott Brunelle

Nico Tjoelker
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inding strength in troubled times - while I
previously worked successfully through
the GFC in only my second year of recruitment, working through this pandemic in an
industry heavily affected by same has had its
challenges. More so because of working and
living in my home for nearly six months (like
many others). During this time (which can be
quite isolating), I have been strengthened and
sustained by my Church family. And it isn't
just any old Church family - it is St. Stephen's
in the City, with a wonderful music Ministry
which I have been lucky to be a part of for over
ten years. It is also a Church family that has
humour at its heart. Our technologically
savvy Minister has only been a text away and I
have sought his support, guidance and prayer
numerous times. This was a recent response
from Ken: "And may you enjoy Jesus with you
this week", which lifted my spirits. Thank you
Ken and all those at St Stephen’s for sustaining me and bringing me hope and optimism
during a once in a 100 year pandemic
(PS: looking forward to another service in the
Rose Garden Rotunda soon)…

Belinda Fisher

find inspiration is everywhere! From going for
a walk around the Bay spotting the bright
flowers and green plants and smiling at
strangers, and gaining a warm response - to my
travels around the world, including South Africa’s
wildlife. Sometimes it is as simple as opening my
eyes and breathing it in.
I find inspiration in everyday experiences. As a
Lifeline Counsellor, I am constantly inspired by
the power of the human spirit – of courage in
adversities, resilience and emotional strength
moving forward after experiencing trauma or a
painful life event. As a Lifeline Counsellor, it is
also a privilege to listen to the Caller’s story,
offering a sense of hope, compassion and connection. In a sense it is an inspirational learning
experience for both the caller and myself.
It’s hard to be inspired and negative at the same
time. There is somehow something intrinsically
positive about it. Getting a dose of inspiration can
lift me out of a place of negativity and into a place
where HOPE resides.
God is my greatest inspiration and the Good
News Story of Jesus Our Lord! I re-claim the
promises in Hebrews 13:8 that ‘Jesus Christ is
the same yesterday, today and forever’. Jesus’
sameness is the sameness of God. His love,
mercy and grace to me and you remains constant, and gives me and you eternal hope…….
for He calls me and you from long
ago……………even by our very name………. to
be His own.

Judith Barton
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lbert Camus wrote: “In the midst of hate, I
found that there was within me an invincible
love.
In the midst of tears, I found there was within me an
invincible smile.
In the midst of chaos, I found there was within me
an invincible calm.
I realised through it all, that in the midst of Winter, I
found there was within me an invincible Summer.
And that makes me happy...”
These words resonated with me recently, whilst I
was reading the life story of Eddie Jaku, the 100
year old Auschwitz survivor and author of The Happiest Man on Earth.
Eddie lived through the worst horrors of the Nazi
death camps, surviving cholera and typhoid and the
loss of loved members of his family and still drew
from within to not be consumed by hate and revenge.

He remained optimistic and life embracing at 100
years of age, and wrote: “Through all my years I
have learnt that life can be beautiful if you make it
beautiful....Happiness is something we can choose.
It is up to you.”
While not everyone has Eddie Jaku's indomitable
spirit when life's challenges and sorrows assail, his
story provides inspiration in current times.
As Christians, we have the hope to draw from within the invincible calm and the invincible love that
our faith provides.

ave we used this word too lightly in the past by
saying that we feel “inspired” to exercise more,
drink less or clear out our cupboards, especially
on January 1 each year? In many cases we have not
found the enthusiasm to carry out such decisions!
Now that we are faced with a very different life situation, we must become inspired to a greater degree
and act (as the dictionary definition notes) with passion, or spirit or steadfast hope to survive the current
pandemic and maintain the physical and mental wellbeing of others and ourselves.
The current restrictions on our lives may last for a lot
longer than we had anticipated. In this regard, I am
inspired by stories from my parents and relatives of
how they coped in the UK during the six years of
World War 2.
During that time food, clothes and other essential
items were strictly rationed, all buildings were in
“blackout “after dark with vehicles having to be kept
off the streets, and women learned new skills in maleoriented work while their menfolk were serving in the
forces.
In addition to their day jobs my mother and her sisters
volunteered with the Civil Defence for shifts of bomb
and fire watching duty overnight in their small town in
central Scotland. On occasions they had to raise the
alarm but fortunately escaped injury themselves.
Compared to the hardships faced by others in the
past and in many countries over prolonged periods,
we are very fortunate in these times in Australia.
In 2020 I am inspired by (and so grateful for) the dedication of medical staff, vaccine researchers, health
administrators and contact tracers.
They are certainly providing hope for the future in a
practical sense as much as our faith in God provides
for our spiritual health on our journey through life.

Romany White
Sheena Wiard
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ovid has certainly put a spanner in the
works of the Church! Every denomination
and every congregation has been affected in one way or another, and many remain closed six months or so since the
first lockdown came upon us.
That is true of the St Stephen’s Tuesday congregation. In our case, it is not simply caution about the virus which has lengthened our closure, although that is
certainly a factor. In “normal time”, that is, pre-Covid
times – a number of people came especially to the
City on Tuesdays for the service, and used public
transport – about which they now understandably
remain very hesitant. Government has made it very
clear that trains, buses and other public transport
vehicles are areas of comparative risk.
In addition to that, many of our worshipers are city
workers, the majority of whom continue to work from
home, either full-time or some of the time. Most are
simply not in the City to attend worship at St
Stephen’s, although it is also true that several are
hankering for a recommencement of face-to-face
gatherings. Even there, though, one commented that,
much as he loves coming to church to meet the other
members, attending as just one of two or three who
could be present held no great attraction.
So since Easter, we have been meeting by Zoom.
Each week, somewhere around ten or twelve people
log in to the service from locations widely spread
across suburbia – the Eastern suburbs, the SouthWest, the Hills District, the Northern Beaches, the
Inner West, as well as the CBD. Other Tuesday
people have chosen not to do Zoom, though of course
all have been invited and would be most welcome.
For some, Zoom just doesn’t do it, and some are not
confident with digital technologies. Nevertheless,
every week, personal devotional material is emailed
out to all Tuesday worshipers. This contains prayers
and a reflection on one of the Lectionary readings
which people can use in their own time, either by
themselves or with family or friends. While I do not
know how many people find this helpful, I know some
certainly do, because they tell me so from time to
time. Such feedback is very encouraging. Thanks be
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to God that even a worldwide pandemic cannot defeat
the power of the Gospel.
I have sought to know what is happening in the lives
of Tuesday members. Only about a quarter of our
people have responded, but I guess that the following
summation could probably be extended to the whole
congregation. To my knowledge, only one member’s
family has been directly touched by Covid. Fortunately the parent involved recovered quite early in the
piece. However, inevitably others have had different
health issues, with one of our number having a battle
with cancer – though thankfully the last report was
cautiously optimistic. And so far as I am aware, none
of our folk has lost their employment through the
severe economic downturn, at least to date, though
several are working hard to keep businesses going in
these challenging times.

Predictably, the most noticeable effects have related
to the restrictions which we all face, either because of
actual regulation or simply because we are all being
very prudent in our own interests and for the public
good. Intended overseas trips have of course been
cancelled, but so too have interstate holidays, and
even – during the lockdown time – some road trips to
rural NSW locations – you recall, the ones we all
planned to take to give the economy a boost after the
bushfires! One of our members had taken annual
leave, only to find himself stuck at home, but found
inventive ways to use the time. Another member is
currently on long service leave, and we were delighted a few weeks ago when, after the Zoom service one
Tuesday, she took us on a virtual tour of her beautiful
garden where her leave will be lovingly invested. And
another member bought her very first home, and similarly took us on a virtual tour of her lovely new apartment. Which goes to make a point that those who do
gather via Zoom each week have actually grown
closer than was ever possible when we were restricted to a short lunch break in the City! Not everything is
a negative! That said, a number of people who
responded to me wrote of their missing the warmth of
personal contact, not just with Tuesday worshipers,
but with friends and distant family members in general. We are all “hug-deprived”!

It is impossible to know when physical services at St
Stephen’s will once again be viable on a Tuesday,
and it is not at all unlikely that there will be a transition
period, when some meet personally in the City, while
others gather virtually on a different day of the week.
But even that would appear to be some way off.
The most significant downside of not meeting every
Tuesday at St Stephen’s is that the doors of the
church are closed – if not physically, certainly metaphorically. In pre-Covid times, almost every Tuesday,
people would just drop in for the service, because
they happened to be passing and saw the sign. Some
only came once; others became regulars; while some
were tourists or other visitors exploring Sydney. Every
such visit was a new opportunity for the gospel of
Jesus Christ to touch the life of someone else. Such
lost opportunities during this time are to be regretted,
although the very quiet streets of the CBD suggest
that not too many candidates would be passing by St
Stephen’s at the present time anyway. We must pray
for the time to return when that outreach can happen
again. Our mission is not just for those “registered
with the club”!
Praise God that the news of Tuesday worshipers is
overall so positive. We all long for the day when we
return to “normal” – and begin to discover, no doubt,
that the new “normal” will be somewhat different from
the past. Pandemics never depart leaving a world
untouched by substantial change.

Alan Harper

OAM
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n the first half of the year, two outdoor gatherings were held when members of the St Stephen’s
family met to worship and have fellowship together.
The first gathering was held on 21st June at Tambourine Bay, Lane Cove. Christine organised the use
of the Sea Scout hall, located on the edge of this beautiful bay where we were able to sit outside on a
deck overlooking the water which lapped quietly around the shore. It was a peaceful and calming setting that allowed time for reflection on God as the creator of the natural world around us.
Ken led us though Psalm 86 which calls on God for mercy, offers praise to Him and says “But you O
Lord are a compassionate and Gracious God, slow to anger and abounding in love and faithfulness”.
The Communion elements were laid out beforehand as individual servings of bread on a paper plate
with a small cup of wine (grape juice). During the Communion celebration we went forward to collect
them. The weather was kind and the rain held off until close to the end of the worship time, when a few
drops began to fall. At the end of the service we moved into the hall for morning tea.
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he second gathering was held on 28th June in the pavilion at the Rose Gardens within the Royal
Botanic Gardens. It was a lovely sunny day but cool, with the wind coming off the water. This was a
more public place and the time of worship was also one of witness in the city, as people strolling
past looked on.
Through Psalm 13, we reflected that life can be difficult and it sometimes seems that God is hidden from
us, but through trust we have His unfailing love and can rejoice: “I will sing to the Lord for He has been
good to me.”
Again as part of our worship time, communion was celebrated. It was delightful that a young couple with
two children who were visiting from Italy asked if they could join us and afterwards stayed on, as we
talked and shared morning tea together. How wonderful to think that when this small family are able to
return home to Italy, they will be taking with them the memory of spending a Sunday morning in Sydney
with a group of friendly and welcoming fellow Christians.
We look forward to attending future outdoor gatherings that are being planned for later in the year,
where we can enjoy a time of informal worship and fellowship.

Caroline and Graham Penn
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Lift up your heads, O ye gates; be lifted up you ancient doors,

Matthew 7: 7,8.
Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find;
knock and the door will be opened to you. For everyone who asks receives; he who seeks finds; and to
him who knocks, the door will be opened.

ho would have thought that back in January as
we entered the year of our Lord 2020 that the
doors at No197 Macquarie Street Sydney would
be closed for 15 consecutive Sundays, from March 29,
until July 5 inclusive. Unbelievable but true. All because
of a worldwide pandemic given the name of COVID19.
As Matthew Chapter 7 verses 7 & 8 tell us it must have
been persistent prayer that resulted in the doors opening again on Sunday 12th July 2020.
It was wonderful to be seated again in this beautiful
place of worship, thought and action in the city of
Sydney. However, because of Government COVID 19
regulations, attendance at church was never like this.
On arrival it was necessary to ‘sign in’ with name,

address and phone number, after which one had
one’s temperature taken. No loitering in the
foyer. Use the provided hand sanitiser prior to
entering the church. Watch out for the ‘sit here’
signs on the pews and observe the four square
metre rule (1 person per 4 square metres)
except for family members. You would not be
able to share in the singing of your favourite
hymn but fortunately our talented choir sang
from their new location in the gallery, accompanied by Nico on harpsichord/fortepiano and
Mark was in his usual place at the church organ.
Communion on this day was also a little different
with our Minister serving the elements to his
flock himself. Also a little different was morning
coffee after church. Instead of fellowship in the
Ferguson Hall it was a case of coffee from the
Egg Shell Café and a chat on the footpath in
Macquarie Street.
Ken’s words in his “Call to Worship” on the day
epitomized the occasion, His words were:
“People able to be here often and wonderful visitors, for the first time or for the umpteenth time,
come Holy Spirit. Gathered together where opera
singers worshipped, where Scottish blood and
British Royals shared this space, where pilgrims
and puzzled people have prayed, where God has
listened, Holy Spirit come, gathering together not
knowing what we have in common, not sure perhaps why we are here, aware our world has
changed, when we seek some cure, unable to
read God’s mind, come Holy Spirit. To open
doors, dispel fears, establish friendships, rekindle
what is in us and bring us closer to Christ, come
Holy Spirit lead us”
At this point we must say a big ‘thank you’ to Ken
Day and Alan Harper for their ongoing ‘online’
ministries, Ken on Sunday, Alan on Tuesday during the shut down period and beyond.

Ron and Barbara Mallyon.

17

tha t the King of glo ry may c ome in . Psa lm 24 :7

Left: coffee in Macquarie St after the service
Above: taking temperatures
Top: a different sacramental service —the minister served his flock

18

was really Ron’s membership of the NSW
Scottish Regimental Association that was the
catalyst which brought Ron and Barbara
Mallyon to St. Stephen’s as permanent members of the congregation. We had been attending the Association’s Annual Church Parades
for a number of years and the service we attended on Sunday 19th November 2017 was the
starting point of our regular attendance at St.
Stephen’s. That day was to have been the
Annual Church Parade, but due to a misunderstanding by the Association of the date the
Church Parade was scheduled, that particular
Scottish Service did not take place in 2017. We
were back again the following Sunday, 26th
November, for another of St. Stephen’s
‘Scottish Services’, The Kirkin’ O’ the Tartan.
Coming away from these services after experiencing Ken’s message and conduct of the service, the wonderful Church music and very
warm welcome, we were convinced that we
must make St. Stephen’s our new spiritual
home.
The NSW Scottish Regimental Association consists of former members of the 30th Inf Bn NSW
Scottish Regiment and former and serving
members of Alpha (Scottish) Company, 2/17 Bn
Royal New South Wales Regiment. In bygone
years it also included former members of the
NSW Scottish Rifles (1885 - !914) but of course
there are no surviving members today. I did see
a report where some members who fought in
the Boer War were present at the Lay-Up of
Colours in St. Stephen’s on Sunday, 9th
December 1962.
When we look back in history we see where in
1894 a committee of the NSW Scottish Rifles
decided to produce a monthly newspaper. An
item in April of that year reads: “Church Parade.
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The Corps paraded at Headquarters at 10.30
a.m. and, headed by the Pipe Band, marched
to St. Stephen’s Kirk in Phillip Street, where
they were accommodated with seats in the
front of the centre of the church. The Brass
Bandsmen, under the leadership of Sgt.
Sattler, made their way to the gallery and took
a prominent -- very prominent -- part in the
musical portion of the service – at times seriously threatening to lift the roof… The Rev.
John Ferguson gave an exceedingly stirring
and appropriate address. After the service the
troops marched through the city to the Town
Hall where they were dismissed”.
Then there followed another reference in
December 1894: “The writer has noticed that
two or three of our members attend a city kirk
and invariably sit in the gallery and look at the
organ. This is the only explanation, unless it be
that they are admiring the young ladies in the
choir”. In 1920 the 30th Battalion Scottish
Regiment came into being, but at the time the
Government did not grant permission for the kilt
to be worn. However, in 1934 the affiliation the
NSW Scottish Rifles enjoyed with the Black
Watch Regiment of Scotland was transferred to
the 30th Battalion, and so the full Black Watch
uniform was adopted.
During World War 11, the Battalion saw service
in New Guinea.
In July 1960 the Government decided on a reorganisation of the Citizen Military Forces which
resulted in the winding up of the 30th Battalion
Scottish Regiment. The Scottish tradition remains today with one Scottish Company, Alpha
Company of the 2nd Battalion Royal NSW Regiment, still wearing the Black Watch Kilt.
The final act in disbanding the 30th Battalion
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NSW Scottish Regiment took place on Sunday
9th December,1962. Unit colours embody the
history, traditions and esprit de corps of the
Regiment. They are the most cherished possession of a unit. When a unit is disbanded it is
therefore customary for the Colours to be laidup in a church. St. Stephen’s was the obvious
choice because of the long association between
the Regiment and the Church. The parade
formed up near the Archibald Fountain in Hyde
Park, then marched to St. Stephen’s where the
Pipes and Drums played ‘Loch Rannoch’ as a
final salute to the Colours before they were
paraded into the church for the ‘laying-up’ ceremony. The service was conducted by the St.
Stephen’s Minister, the Rev Gordon Powell,
assisted by Chaplain General (Presbyterian)
Rev Hugh Cunningham, and the Regimental
Padre, Chaplain D. Johnston.
With the Laying Up of the 30th Battalion Colours,
a period of 75 years of service by the NSW
Scottish Rifles and the 30th Battalion, NSW
Scottish Regiment was brought to a close. Back
in the early days of the NSW Scottish Rifles,
someone had given the unit a motto, In Omni
Modo Fidelis (In All Things Faithful). If that same
person had been present at the Laying Up
Ceremony, he would have been more than
satisfied that members of the NSW Scottish had
well and truly lived up to the ideals he had put
before them.
Although the numbers are dwindling, the NSW
Scottish Regimental Association still holds their
Annual Church Parade at St. Stephen’s, usually
on the closest Sunday to Armistice Day.
Perhaps this year, 2020, will be an exception
because of the world pandemic.

Ron Mallyon

(Photos: T.F. Wade-Ferrell (editor) “In all things faithful: a history of the 30th NSW Scottish Regiment.”)
Top: St Stephen’s Phillip St (left) where the NSW Scottish Rifles held their first Annual Church Parade in 1866. St Stephen’s today (right)
Middle: NSW Scottish Regimental Colours being escorted up St Stephen’s steps, Remembrance Day 1953
Bottom: Laying up of the Queen’s and Regimental Colours of the 30th Battalion Scottish regiment 9 December 1962. the Pipes and Drums
played the Regimental March “Highland Laddie” and the colours were entrusted to St Stephen’s minister Rev Gordon Powell.
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was born in Sydney in the early 1940s, the
eldest of three children. Together with my siblings, I attended Sunday School at the Congregational Church in Earlwood.
I recall memories of the Harvest Thanksgiving
Festival, when home grown vegetables would be
proudly contributed to the display … and the
Sunday School Anniversary. This was not only the
occasion for children to take part in the service, but
the occasion for a new dress and shoes that year.
Of course there would be a Sunday School Picnic
each year, which was a very popular family event.
I also recall a Sunday School “Olympic Event”,
when my young brother carried the Olympic Torch
– to celebrate the 1956 Melbourne Olympic Games!
And now we are remembering another “Olympic
Event” this year - our own 2000 Sydney Olympic
Games.
My father was the local grocer and in those days,
not all products were pre-packaged; flour, sugar,
rice, butter and cheese, for example, were weighed
and individually packaged in store. Ice blocks were
also made on the premises, and served in appropriately sized paper bags. Customers’ weekly orders
were personally collected and delivered by my
father.
Our annual family holiday would be a road trip to
Ulladulla, where our paternal great-grandparents
had settled in 1877 on arriving from Scotland.
Great-Aunt Agnes, although handicapped by a
physical disability and wheel-chair bound, held a
Congregationalist Sunday School in her home with a monthly Church service also held there.
But her story is a story in itself! On her passing in
August 1956, this is what was written in the Milton
Ulladulla Times:
“The finest of her manifold good deeds was her interest in children and her effort, applied so simply,
to let them know the reality of the Living God. Her
shining example of faithfulness silently guided innumerable young people who passed through her
hands in the Sunday School, and in that service
alone, she truly did more than she knew”.

As a teenager, I
joined the Youth
Fellowship Group
at St James Anglican Church, South Canterbury; I
remember in particular our progressive dinners (not
to be encouraged in today’s Covid environment). I
became a choir member, taught Sunday School
and managed the Cradle Roll for newly christened
babies.
I was confirmed by Bishop Hilliard – to this day I
remember his mane of flowing silver hair. He
became a familiar figure in public life and had his
own radio programme on 2UW. He was the first
Headmaster of Trinity Grammar School (initially the
parish school of Holy Trinity, Dulwich Hill); later the
school became part of my life as the sister and
mother of Trinity boys … both belonging to Hilliard
House.
Many years have now passed since my Sunday
School and Fellowship days.…and although I was
familiar with the façade of St Stephen’s and passed
by many times, hurrying between legal counsel
chambers and the historical office of the RegistrarGeneral in earlier times as a legal clerk, never did I
venture inside then.
Forward to Easter 2019 – Good Friday – when I did
venture inside to experience the performance of
John Maunder’s magnificent and moving sacred
cantata, “Olivet to Calvary”.
I am now grateful that I have the opportunity to
attend regular worship led by the Rev Ken Day, and
share the fellowship of the welcoming members of
the congregation, within the walls of this beautiful
heritage listed building – with morning sunlight cascading through the symbolic art form of stained
glass. Who could not feel the presence of God in
the quiet spiritual ambience of St Stephen’s Uniting
Church, Macquarie Street?
I pray for and look forward to continuing to be able
to gather together, to express praise – with music
and song – building up one another in faith.

Judith Cousins
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the Hammond organ for my first church service when I
was 10.
After High School, I moved to Sydney to study music
at the University of Sydney and the Conservatorium.
At first I lived in student accommodation in a Baptist

was born in Wagga Wagga and attended the Mt
Austin Infants School. When I was 6 years old, my
family moved to Newcastle and there I attended
Mayfield West Public School, coming dux of the
school at the end of year 6. When I was in year 3, I
started having piano lessons after my parents found
there was an excellent piano teacher just at the bottom of my street. I studied with Winnifred Stephenson
until the end of High School when I passed the
A.Mus.A in piano just before my HSC. I attended
Newcastle Boys’ High which was the leading selective
High School in the Hunter region. Both at primary
school and high school, I was very involved in the
music and accompanied the school choirs and instrumentalists.
My parents were pillars in our local church. They had
been brought up Methodists, although my father’s
maternal side was Anglican and my mother’s maternal
side was Lutheran and Church of Christ. In Newcastle
there was a Church of Christ close by, so we became
involved there and Dad was on the church council and
Mum led the Sunday School. I have attended and
been involved in churches all my life. Mum tells me
that I was a perfectly behaved baby on my first
Sunday at church, only a few days old, until the organ
started playing and then I started crying!
I started playing piano for Sunday School and the
Youth Fellowship when I was 8 years old and played

Student Hostel in Lewisham. This was next door to
Petersham Baptist Church so I became involved there
and it wasn’t long before I was playing the organ for
their Sunday morning services, even though I had
never actually had an organ lesson or played a pipe
organ before. I taught myself! Piano was my major at
university but in those days, everyone had to study
two instruments for their degree so I chose organ as
my second instrument. After three semesters, I was
enjoying the organ so much that I auditioned to
change to an organ major and completed my degree
in organ with piano as my second study. I studied the
piano with Marjorie Hesse and organ with the University organist, Norman Johnston.
While at the Conservatorium, we had regular international organists as artists-in-residence and we were
able to have private lessons with some of the leading
teachers in the world, such as Dame Gillian Weir from
the UK and Michael Radulescu from Vienna.

After a couple of years living at Lewisham, I made
friends with other students from the Con and we
shared a unit together in Chatswood. There we attended the Chatswood Church of Christ and I was
involved in the organ being rebuilt in a new church as
part of the Chatswood Chase redevelopment. During
my time in Chatswood, while still studying at the Con, I
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became the Assistant Organist at St Stephen’s (during
Graham Hardy’s time) and played for the Sunday night
services, Wednesday lunchtime services and the
funerals and weddings.

for special services in their chapel and teaching boys
to play the organ. I have also done a lot of music
examining and adjudicating throughout Australian and
New Zealand.

When I completed my degree, I was appointed organist at St Matthew’s Anglican Church, Manly where I
played in the mornings and continued on at St
Stephen’s in the evenings. It was also during this time
that I was appointed the Sub-Organist at St Andrew’s
Cathedral where I played for the non-choral services.
This included the Healing Service on Wednesday evenings and the early communion service on Sunday
mornings, before I dashed over to Manly and then
back to St Stephen’s in the evenings!

While at the Cathedral the choir went on tour to the
UK where we would take over a cathedral for several
days and do all their services while their choir and
organists were on holidays. It was an amazing experience working in such wonderful buildings and being
involved in the planning of the liturgy with such
experts. Some of the most notable Cathedrals I
worked in were St Paul’s Cathedral, London, Westminster Abbey, Christchurch Cathedral, Oxford, Lichfield Cathedral, Winchester Cathedral, Salisbury
Cathedral, St George’s Chapel, Windsor Castle and
Canterbury Cathedral. While at Canterbury, Pope
John Paul II died and I played for the Anglican Communion’s memorial service which was broadcast on
the BBC.

When I was promoted to Assistant Organist at the
Cathedral (the ‘assistant’ plays for everything as the
actual ‘organist’ trains and conducts the choir), I had
to give up Manly and St Stephen’s. Also, during this
period I was the repetiteur for the Sydney University
Graduate Choir and the UNSW Choir.
Over the years I have served on many committees
and was the President of the Organ Music Society of
Sydney for some years. I have been on the NSW

Other tours have taken me to Europe with choirs and I
had the opportunity to accompany a choir in Notre
Dame Cathedral, Paris during their Sunday morning
High Mass. Recitals have taken me to many countries
including every state of Australia, New Zealand, Hong
Kong, Singapore, England, France, Holland, Germany, Austria, Switzerland, Italy and the United States
where I performed the opening recital for the American
Guild of Organists’ Convention in Phoenix.

Royal School of Church Music committee and am
currently a national director of the Organ Historical
Trust of Australia. For the past 20 years or so, I have
been the webmaster for the Organ Music Society of
Sydney and the Organ Historical Trust of Australia and
have compiled an enormous database with web pages
containing the histories and specifications of most of
the pipe organs in Australia along with their photos.
There are about 2,000 instruments in Australia, so it
has been a huge undertaking and continues to be updated as more information and photos come to hand.

Since my Con days I have been teaching piano, organ
and theory/musicianship both privately and in schools.
I first started teaching at Newington College and then
moved to St Andrew’s Cathedral School as part of the
organist position in the cathedral. While I was living in
Strathfield the piano teacher at St Patrick’s College
retired and I was offered her position and I have been
teaching there for 20 years. This also involves playing

I have also attended many organ conventions
throughout the world where I have had the opportunity
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to hear many amazing instruments, hear some of the
greatest musicians perform and attend masterclasses
and lectures. One very interesting “tour’” was to the
south of France where we visited 40 instruments built
over four centuries which we were able to play.
While at the Cathedral, there were many important
services and State occasions to play for. These included the State funerals for governors and two services with her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II. After the
second service, the Prime Minister, John Howard,

invited me to have lunch with the Queen, Duke and
Prince Edward over at Admiralty House.

In 2009, I was offered the position of Director of
Music at St Stephen’s with the job to musically help
put the church back on the Sydney City churches
map. In that time we have done a lot of work restoring
the organ, building up the choir so that we can sing
the standard church choral music well, establishing
the choral scholars program (the organ scholar program had already been started), raising the standard
of the Christmas, Easter and HymnFest music, starting a Good Friday massed choir concert and expanding the Friday Music concert program. Unfortunately,
the construction of the building next door decimated
our Friday Music program and now Covid 19 is affecting both our choir, congregation and Friday Music
concerts. It remains to be seen how quickly we can
pick up the pieces and build on the pre-Covid 19 work
once this period is over.
Finally, I would like to add that the most satisfying
aspect of my job has been seeing how much
progress we have made over the past decade with a
lot of the organ restored, choral scholars starting,
Friday Music concerts attracting much larger audiences, replacing the Ferguson Hall piano with a concert
standard instrument, and most recently acquiring a
digital harpsichord. This, in no small way, has been
made possible by the extremely generous and supportive congregation, who have donated large sums
of money towards these projects. We are all most
grateful.

Mark Quarmby, Director of Music
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