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Member for Balmain, to the Early Bird Caf® on 

Thursday 12th March. Jamie was most interested in 

the way the Early Bird Caf® was responding to the 

needs of the homeless of Sydney, providing guests 

with a full breakfast at the start of the day.  

 

As many of you are aware, Alan and Lauris Harper 

do a ministry placement in Narromine at this time of 

year. This year was also a return visit to Narromine 

by St Stephenôs members. Twenty-two decided to 

visit, especially to help the town economy by staying 

in local accommodation and visiting a number of  

attractions in the area. Sadly as I write, the visit was 

cancelled, and Alan and Lauris are awaiting final 

confirmation not to go for their six week ministry. But 

Lauris has written about what has been happening 

in Narromine lately, highlighting some of the won-

derful work that is being done to support the local 

community in the continuing drought, (there has 

been some rain but more is needed) and those who 

have suffered from the recent bushfires.  

Sadly, this issue contains two obituaries, as since 

we last went to press, we have lost two valued 

members of our Sunday congregation, namely  

Marion Welch and Jenny Davis. We pay special  

tributes to them as we celebrate their lives and offer 

words of solace to their close family members and 

friends. 

 

As the due date for this issue approaches, we are all 

facing some stringent measures as our Federal 

Government endeavours to halt the spread of 

COVID-19. We ask ourselves how we will manage 

without our regular church services, the Friday mid-

day concerts and the Jazz Nights. We should listen 

to the words of Jesus: ñDo not be anxious about 

your life ... Do not fear those who kill the body but 

cannot kill the soulò (Matthew 6:25, 10:28); we need 

also to ask ourselves, ñHow can we as a church and 

I as an individual best come to the aid of those in 

need during these difficult days?ò 

Janice Dawson  

When I sought advice from Alan Harper regarding 

a suitable theme for this issue of ñVisionò, he sug-

gested Faith in the Face of Disaster. At the time, 

we had in mind the dreadful bushfires which had 

ravaged certain parts of Australia, and also the 

long drought which had impacted so strongly on 

our farmers and country people. We could not  

forsee what was to unfold over recent weeks, 

namely that the coronavirus (Covid-19) would strike 

first in China, and then in other countries, in partic-

ular Italy. We were not to know it, but the theme for 

this issue is sad to say singularly appropriate.  

 

As I look back over the weeks since we brought out 

the Summer issue, there is so much which is posi-

tive in our church to write about. On the 16th  

February, we had the pleasure of welcoming Nick 

Farr-Jones as our guest preacher; as well on that 

Sunday, we enjoyed the music of the pipes and 

drums presented by the Pipe Band of Knox  

Grammar School. On the following Sunday the 

23rd, the guest speaker at our service was Lindy 

Lee, the well-known artist who designed ñVault of 

Heavenò, the amazing artwork to be found in the 

foyer of 60 Martin Place. In this issue, I have  

chosen to write up the Ecumenical Service which 

was held on Ash Wednesday the 26th February at 

6.30pm in St Paulôs Lutheran Church. This service 

was noteworthy, as some members of our congre-

gation joined with fellow believers from St Paulôs to 

mark the start of Lent.  

 

This issue contains a variety of articles involving 

different members of the St Stephenôs family. In the 

Q&A interview with Jennet Cunnington, readers will 

discover what motivated Jennet to become  

involved in our Tuesday congregation; Jennet also 

speaks of the fellowship she enjoys through attend-

ing Jazz Nights. We have a very interesting article 

written by one of our Choral Scholars, Courtney 

Cousins, in which we learn about her involvement 

in music from a young age. Finally there is an  

article on the visit of Jamie Parker MP, my local 
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Faith in the Face of Disaster 

Erica was in our discipleship group and congre-

gation when I was a student minister. In the 

days Sue and I first met and then at our wed-

ding and after, Erica influenced our faith. It was 

in the Granville train disaster that the world of 

ballet in which Erica had lived was abruptly and 

painfully torn open. Jesusô Holy Spirit filled and 

upheld Erica in the days ahead, some days 

which were to be dark and seemingly so so 

long. That disaster was in 

January 1977 when 83 

people were killed.  

 

As well as the recent  

disasters, you will recall 

others that have occurred 

in your life. 

 

Donôt forget there has 

always been another dis-

aster, every day, every 

year. Every person read-

ing this, and every  

person who will not see 

these words, face this 

disaster. It is a split in the 

cosmos that will suck us 

all in. The ancient  

Hebrew people described 

this rift as two people 

who wanted to be equal 

with God, and were  

deceived by a third party 

to go into a scheme that promised their choices 

in future would be faultless and their days full of 

delight. Since this would be their fruitful life, 

there would be no need of God. The two 

bought the trick, their eyes were opened, and 

they arrived in a land that looked nothing like 

the holiday brochure described. That decision, 

which all humans often make, is a disaster. 

You and I live in the midst of the ruins of this 

disaster. To make decisions about others, our-

selves, and the world, and not include God in 

the decision making, drives us out of Edenville, 

and to a crowded realm of eternal isolation and 

conflict. 

 

This is where faith comes in, faith that realizes that the trig-

gers of this arrogance toward God lie in each of us, and that 

there is a different realm in which we can live. It is not a 

glossy realm, and we wonôt be independent. We definitely 

will not be our own ómasterô.  Faith is in a saving God who 

will hear our confession, and forgive us our sins. A God who 

will open our eyes, not to our own glory and power, but to 

the liberating and peace-bearing Christ of God, who gives 

the Holy Spirit, the comforter to the victims of the disaster of 

sin, and an alternative to the selfishness of our society.  

A prayer  to God: 
 

My faith looks up to thee, 

thou Lamb of Calvary, 

Savior divine: 

now hear me while I pray, 

take all my guilt away, 

O let me from this day 

be wholly thine. 

Rev Ken Day  

Photo Ken Day: Sri Lanka memorial marking the tsunami which 

washed away a commuter train with the loss of over 1200 livesð

the worldôs worst ever train disaster 
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A few weeks ago, in the midst of the horrendous 

bushfires which were immediately followed by 

floods, all on top of the ongoing drought, at one of 

the congregations Lauris and I visit, a woman said 

to me words to this effect: ñThe reason we are  

having such terrible events this summer is because 

of same-sex marriage and abortion. God is pun-

ishing us.ò 

Itôs not unusual for people to make assertions of 

this type. In 2004, when a devastating tsunami 

swept across much of East and South-east Asia, 

I know of one prominent Sydney cleric who  

pronounced that the disaster was Godôs punish-

ment, meted out on the ñfleshpots of Asiaò. 

While such pronouncements might be intended 

to honour a just God, what they actually do is 

blame God for terrible events and the dreadful 

suffering of many innocent people. Yet it needs 

to be acknowledged that they do have strong 

roots in the Old Testament. Time after time, 

when Israel or Judah suffered military defeat, 

drought, plague or some other affliction, the 

prophets were quick to proclaim that the disaster 

was the punishment of God, visited upon his sin-

ful people for their apostasy and disobedience. 

If we go back further again, weôre confronted by 

the biblical tales of the Great Flood, in which 

God is said, more or less, to have given up on 

his creation, and started all over again with No-

ah and his family, and the pairs of animals Noah 

so prudently saved from drowning; and of Sodom 

and Gomorrah, the cities said to have been de-

stroyed by God because their sin was so grievous. 

If you regard the Bible in its entirety as the inerrant 

word of God, literally dictated by God to amanu-

enses whose records of those revelations have 

been faithfully preserved through the ages by the 

divine hand, then itôs easy to see why you would 

think it appropriate to credit God with destructive 

events when you think that ñGodôs Lawò has been 

egregiously broken. 

Such a picture of a God, who would quite indiscrim-
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inately mete out punishment on a vast scale,  

apparently unconcerned, not only that the innocent 

suffer along with the guilty, but also that many of 

the guilty escape judgement because they happen 

to be elsewhere at the time, is, however, very hard 

to square with the revelation of Godôs character 

seen in the person of Jesus Christ. The Christ who, 

from the cross, looked down on those who had  

accused him, humiliated him, beaten him and sen-

tenced him to an undeserved and agonising death, 

and prayed, ñForgive them Father, for they know 

not what they do,ò is surely not one with the alleg-

edly ñjustò and angry God so often depicted in rela-

tion to disasters in the Old Testament. 

Indeed, Jesus himself called out such thinking. In 

Luke 13, he refers to two recent cases of suffering 

which were, apparently, being blamed on the sinful-

ness of those who died. One was a group of Galile-

ans who, it would seem, had been murdered by 

Pilateôs troops in the Temple; the other was the vic-

tims of a tower which had collapsed in Jerusalem, 

killing eighteen people. ñDo you think that these 

Galileans were worse sinners than all the other 

Galileans because they suffered this way? é. Do 

you think [those killed by the collapsing tower] were 

more guilty than all the others living in Jerusalem? I 

tell you, no!ò Nothing equivocal about that. Jesus 

clearly didnôt see things that way at all. 

So if we remove the easy option of blaming God for 

peopleôs suffering in times of disaster, and by impli-

cation, blaming those who suffer (the victims them-

selves), because they must be such terrible  

sinners, where are we left with the question of Faith 

in the Face of Disaster? 

Thatôs a question faced regularly by those who 

work in chaplaincy (among others of course). Re-

cently, the excellent ABC Radio National program 

God Forbid devoted an episode to the Disaster  

Recovery Chaplaincy Network (DRCN), run by the 

Uniting Church and managed by Rev Dr Stephen 

Robinson, but involving many volunteer chaplains 

from a variety of Christian denominations and non-

Christian faiths. Stephen himself was one of the 

panel of three who featured in the program, and 

was joined by two of his chaplains. All agreed that 

times of disaster, when people were broken, trau-

matised and vulnerable, were not the occasion for 

evangelising or proselytising. But all agreed, too, 

that a question that came up not infrequently in 

their work was, Why would God allow this to hap-

pen? The suffering of innocent people in natural 

and other disasters is a dilemma that has faced 

people of faith for as long as we know. The book of 

Job certainly affords it a respectable antiquity. Itôs a 

very natural question to ask. 

There is a trite theological answer, which unfortu-

nately is too often trotted out. We live, itôs asserted, 

in a sinful world, made so by our rejection of, and 

disobedience to, God. Our sin has damaged the 

creation itself, turning a benign world into a danger-

ous place. That argument holds water in some cir-

cumstances. There is little doubt that human greed, 

rapaciousness and hubris have caused dangerous 

changes in the earthôs climate to begin to emerge. 

If we suffer disastrous situations as a result of the 

damaged climate, then we can scarcely blame 

God, and must look to ourselves as their progeni-

tors. 

However, that explanation has nothing to say when 

the disaster is a natural occurrence that is charac-

teristic of the dynamic planet on which we live. It 

would be a long bow to draw to try to sheet home 

to human sinfulness such events as an earthquake, 

a tsunami or a volcanic eruption. Surely here, we 

are dealing with natural phenomena, part of life on 

earth for as long as the geological record allows us 

to go back, which are completely indiscriminate in 

the victims who succumb to their fury. 

So again, the question: where do we find Faith in 

the Face of Disaster? 

Iôm sure that someone, somewhere, runs a  

Masterôs degree course on the various explana-

tions that have been offered over the centuries for 

the question of human suffering. I have no simple 

answer to offer, and frankly have never heard or 

read one which I have found in any way satisfying. 

Suffering is part of the human condition which we 

have to accept but do not understand. I do, howev-

er, want to make just three observations. 
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First, I find it puzzling and hypocritical when people 

who, for most of their lives, give scarcely a thought 

to matters of faith, turn upon the God whom they 

habitually ignore or deny when misfortune strikes. 

How could an allegedly loving God allow this to 

happen? they want to know. Of course theyôre enti-

tled to ask the question, but it amounts to using 

God as a convenience, someone to blame and  

upon whom to vent anger when things go wrong. 

Iôm reminded of the rural residents who call on the 

local churches to pray for rain in a time of drought, 

but when the rain does come, arenôt to be found 

anywhere near those same churches to give 

thanks. We do need to treat God with far more re-

spect than that! 

Second, we ought not to try to corner God, or put 

God to the test, when we are faced with disaster. I 

vividly recall the episode in the outstanding World 

at War documentary series, called ñGenocideò. A 

Jewish survivor of Auschwitz, who had been used 

by the Nazis to help herd victims into the gas 

chambers, and later to untangle and remove the 

bodies, spoke of one occasion when he called out 

to the God of his faith, ñGod, this is about you. Why 

donôt you do something?ò In the ensuing silence, 

he proclaimed, ñThere is no God.ò In the horren-

dous circumstances he faced, one can sympathise; 

after all, Jesus himself died with the first verse of 

Psalm 2 on his lips, ñMy God, my God, why have 

you forsaken me?ò But Jesus also reminded us of 

the dictum of Deuteronomy 6:16, ñYou will not put 

the L  your God to the test.ò (Mt 4:7) We cannot 

and should not try to control God, no matter what, 

or how dire, our circumstances. 

My third observation is that, while we do not under-

stand why suffering and disasters occur, we are 

assured that God is with us in those times, and that 

God does not desert or abandon us. ñYea though I 

walk through the valley of the shadow of death,ò 

said the psalmist in Psalm 23, ñI will fear no evil: for 

thou art with me.ò The people of Judah learned this 

lesson during their exile in Babylon. The existential 

disaster of the destruction of Jerusalem, and most 

particularly, of the Temple of Solomon, understood 

as Godôs home, led many to conclude that God had 

completely abandoned his people. Their despair is 

well captured in Psalm 137 (and many other plac-

es). But God had never abandoned his people, was 

always with them; and promised to free them in his 

time. The brilliant image of the resurrection of the 

dry bones in Ezekiel 37 is perhaps the most mov-

ing expression of those promises, which were ful-

filled when the captives were freed and returned to 

their land. 

The early Christian community connected Jesus 

with Isaiahôs prophecy of the coming of Immanuel, 

ñGod with usò. In the concluding words of Mat-

thewôs gospel, the resurrected Jesus promises, ñé 

surely I am with you always, to the very end of the 

age.ò Jesus promised no immunity from suffering 

for his followers, indeed quite the reverse. Jesus 

himself suffered appallingly at the hands of his ene-

mies. Whatever the purpose of disaster and suffer-

ing may be, these phenomena are in no way a sign 

of the withdrawal of Godôs love, of Godôs angry jus-

tice, or of the absence of God from his creation. 

And as we, in our vulnerability, confusion and  

anger, seek desperately to find faith in the face of 

disaster, there is that quiet assurance of Immanuel, 

ñI am with you alwaysò, a lifeline in a sea of trouble. 

Alan Harper OAM  
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Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǊŜƭŀǝƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ DƻŘΦ 
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bƻǘǿƛǘƘǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ  ǘƘƛǎΣ ǿŜ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ DƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ 
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ŀƴŘ ƛƳƳŜƴǎŜ ōǳǎƘŬǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƅƻƻŘǎ ǎŜŜƳ ƛƴŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

DƻŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘƻƳ WŜǎǳǎ ǘŀǳƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ 

ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ όŀǎ {ǘ tŀǳƭ ǎŀǿ ƛǘ ƛƴ wƻƳŀƴǎ уΥнн-ноύ 

άƎǊƻŀƴƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘōƛǊǘƘέΣ  ŀǿŀƛǝƴƎ Ŧǳƭƭ ǊŜπ

ŘŜƳǇǝƻƴ ς άCƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǇŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀǾŜŘέ όуΥнпύΦ 

 

¢ƘƻǳƎƘǜǳƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ Ǉŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ - ƛǘ 
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ƪŜƴ ǿƻǊƭŘ - ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǿŜ ǘƻƻ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎ ƛǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ 

 

Alex Norquay  
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Disaster is an interesting word. English draws upon so many 

linguistic influences but here it borrows from the old Italian 

ñdisastroò meaning ñill-starredò. Beyond that, you can trace it 

back to Ancient Greek roots which mean, more literally, ñbad 

starò. 

 

This etymology, of course, speaks to a time of heightened  

superstition in which the movements of the planets and the 

alignment of the stars were given great significance and mean-

ing here on earth. A disaster, then, was something caused from 

above, outside of the control of human hands and unable to be 

averted. 

 

In Shakespeareôs Hamlet, Horatio describes the astrological 

conditions said to accompany the assassination of Caesar in 

this way: 

ñAs stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 

Disasters in the sun, and the moist star 

Upon whose influence Neptuneôs empire stands 

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse.ò 

 

Today, we are less inclined to see the disasters that  

befall us as the result of misplaced galaxies (particularly 

where political assassins are involved!). But we can still 

be tempted to attribute to disasters a misplaced heavenly 

significance. When disaster strikes, it is not unusual to hear 

things like ñGod is punishing usò or ñThis was a warning from 

God to our nation to repent.ò 

 

While there are some stories in the Bible which record God 

sending disasters as a punishment or as a way to get a  

message through (for example, the flood, or the plagues of 

Egypt), it would be a mistake to assume that all, or even many, 

disasters have such a purpose behind them. 

 

Although it shouldnôt be the case, sometimes it takes a catastro-

phe (or in the Ancient Greek, a ñsuddenly overturningò) to trigger 

repentance (ñmetanoiaò or a ñchange of mindò). But it would be 

unwise to conclude that God only desired our  

repentance at these times. 

God who made the 

stars themselves and 

placed them one by 

one into the heavens, 

loves us more than we 

can fathom. 
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In Luke 13, Jesus speaks to a crowd about disas-

ters: ñNow there were some present at that time who 

told Jesus about the Galileans whose blood Pilate 

had mixed with their sacrifices. óDo you think that 

these Galileans were worse sinners than all the oth-

er Galileans because they suffered this way? I tell 

you, no! But unless you repent, you too will all per-

ish. Or those eighteen who died when the tower in 

Siloam fell on them - do you think they were more 

guilty than all the others living in Jerusalem? I tell 

you, no! But unless you repent, you too will all per-

ish.ô ò 

 

Here Jesus takes two examples, one clearly a ñman-

madeò disaster (the slaughter of worshipers by Pi-

late) and one less clearly so (the collapse of a tower 

- perhaps due to poor workmanship, perhaps due to 

a ñnatural disasterò like an earthquake). The conclu-

sion is simple. These disasters are not punishment 

from God. But they are a good reminder of the need 

to turn to God before we turn to dust. 

 

There is a line of theological thought that all disas-

ters are, in a sense, ñman-madeò because of the fall 

of humanity in the Garden of Eden. That is,  

because of our original sin, the earth also inherited 

an imperfect nature. Romans 8:20-21 says ñFor the 

creation was subjected to frustration, not by its own 

choice, but by the will of the one who subjected it, in 

hope that the creation itself will be liberated from its 

bondage to decay and brought into the freedom and 

glory of the children of God.ò 

 

But maybe there is a more useful observation to be 

made in flipping that notion around - that no disas-

ters are ñnaturalò. That is, when God created the 

heavens and the earth and separated the land from 

the sea ñhe saw that it was good.ò We werenôt meant 

to suffer any disasters at all. We were created to be 

in perfect relationship with our Creator in His un-

blemished Creation. The promise of Revelation is 

that, one day, we will return to that state of complete 

goodness: ñHe will wipe every tear from their eyes. 

There will be no more death or mourning or crying or 

pain, for the old order of things has passed away.ò 

So perhaps, putting a theological slant on the  

etymology of the word, ñdisasterò is not so much  

ñill-starredò as ñill-fittingò. Beyond the physical and 

psychological pain they cause, disasters also carry 

with them a level of spiritual discomfort. As if some-

thing deep within our souls is brought to the sur-

face, something we have always really known to be 

true: that something isnôt right. That this wasnôt the 

way things were created to be. That this wasnôt the 

way that we were created to be. 

 

What, then, do we say of ñFaith in the Face of  

Disasterò? I think the answer is to look at the Face 

of Disaster and there find Faith. 

 

And who is the Face of Disaster? The Jesus we 

find described in Isaiah 53 hundreds of years be-

fore his birth: ñHe was despised and rejected by 

mankind, a man of suffering, and familiar with pain. 

Like one from whom people hide their faces, he 

was despised, and we held him in low esteem. 

Surely he took up our pain and bore our suffering, 

yet we considered him punished by God, stricken 

by him, and afflicted. But he was pierced for our 

transgressions, he was crushed for our iniquities; 

the punishment that brought us peace was on him, 

and by his wounds we are healed.ò 

 

Our God knows what it is to suffer. He knows what 

it is to grieve. He knows what it is to cry out to the 

heavens, ñEli, Eli, lema sabachthaniò (ñMy God, my 

God, why have you forsaken me?ò). 

 

But it is this same Jesus who speaks words of 

hope and light into the darkest corners of our deep-

est despair: ñYou will grieve, but your grief will turn 

to joy. A woman giving birth to a child has pain  

because her time has come; but when her baby is 

born she forgets the anguish because of her joy 

that a child is born into the world. So with you: Now 

is your time of grief, but I will see you again and 

you will rejoice, and no one will take away your 

joy.ò 

 

We do not know why disasters happen. But we do 

that the God who made the stars themselves and 

placed them one by one into the heavens, loves us 

more than we can fathom and will one day bring us 

home. 

Katherine Buchan  



 мл 

tainly kept very busy, most of them ei-

ther cooking or serving hot meals to the 

guests ï but all went about their work 

efficiently and calmly. That morning, 

Anna Baltins and James Wilson were 

manning the big table where the guests 

could help themselves to cereal and 

juice, and then be served later with a 

hot cup of coffee or tea.  One of the 

members of our Tuesday congregation, 

Katherine Buchan, was busy moving 

between the kitchen and the Ferguson 

Hall to help serve the hot meals. 

 

Jamie had a good chat with the volun-

teers and then became involved in a 

conversation with one of the guests, 

At seven fifteen on the morning of Thursday 12th March, I met 

Jamie Parker MP, my local member who represents The 

Greens in the electorate of Balmain, at the Philip Street en-

trance to St Stephenôs. The purpose of our visit was to allow  

Jamie to see for himself how the Early Bird Caf® was working 

in the Ferguson Hall, providing breakfast including a cooked 

meal for members of the homeless communities of Sydney. 

 

We were given a warm welcome at the Philip Street entrance 

to St Stephenôs by Rob Hunter, accompanied by his faithful 

dog Jessie (who is thirteen years of age). Rob told Jamie and 

myself that Jessie was quite a hit with the guests at the Early 

Bird caf® and that most would stop to pat her. 

Once inside the Ferguson Hall, Jamie and I were struck by the 

pleasant, relatively tranquil atmosphere there. We both met the 

Co-Ordinator of the Early Bird Caf®, Marilyn Smith, who was 

busy in the kitchen with a number of volunteers, including  

Judith Barton, chef for that particular morning. Marilyn told us 

that on average, the Early Bird Cafe was welcoming about  

sixty to seventy people each day. All the volunteers were cer-
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Morrie, a 74 year old man who had quite a long and very 

interesting story to tell. Whilst Jamie and he were chat-

ting, I took the opportunity to talk with some of the other 

guests. They spoke with appreciation of the quiet atmos-

phere of the Ferguson Hall and of how they appreciated 

the efforts of the volunteers to provide them with a good 

breakfast each day through the week. It was clear that 

each guest was treated with respect, and they felt that 

they were in a safe space 

where they were free to stay 

silent or to chat if they wished. 

The guests I spoke to also 

mentioned how much they 

liked being given proper cut-

lery and being served their hot 

breakfast whilst seated at a 

table. 

 

Jamie is clearly a very good 

communicator and he was 

very pleased to interact with 

both the volunteers and the 

guests. I feel sure that he will talk to his fellow members 

of the NSW Parliament about this visit, and the efforts of 

our church and all the volunteers to play their part in  

assisting the homeless in 

Sydney. This visit certainly 

changed some of my precon-

ceived ideas about homeless 

people! At the same time, I 

felt uplifted by the whole  

experience ï warmed by the 

knowledge that so many vol-

unteers were coming to the 

Ferguson Hall to do some-

thing practical for their fellow 

human beings who were go-

ing through difficult times. 

 

Janice Dawson  

Editorôs note: Sad to say as we go to press, it has been 

decided to suspend the work of the Early Bird Caf® for 

the time being, due to the outbreak of the coronavirus. 
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On the evening of Wednesday 26th February at 6.30pm, 

a group of members from St Stephenôs Uniting gathered 

together with members of St Paulôs Lutheran Church, 

Darlinghurst for an ecumenical service to mark the  

beginning of Lent. It was indeed good to gather with our 

fellow believers from St Paulôs in the beautiful worship 

space at 3 Stanley Street, Darlinghurst. 

 

We were all welcomed by Pastor Richard Schwedes 

who led the service. Two members from the St  

Stephenôs congregation read selected passages from 

the Old Testament and the Gospels, and the Rev Ken 

Day preached. Both Richard and Ken presided over the 

Communion Table; following the partaking of the bread 

and the wine, all present were invited to come to the 

front of the worship space for the solemn placing of the 

ashes on each personôs forehead in the sign of the 

Cross. 

 

Pastor Richard reminded us of verse 19 in Genesis 3: 

ñBy the sweat of your face you shall eat bread until you 

return to the ground, for out of it you were taken: you 

are dust, and to dust you shall returnò. The placing of 

the ashes on our forehead in the shape of the Cross  

reminds us of our mortality. However, at the same time 

this rite reassures us that through the Cross of Christ, 

we can be reconciled with God and enter into the full-

ness of life. 

 

After the service, we all enjoyed a hot drink and the light 

refreshments thoughtfully provided for us by the congre-

gation of St Paulôs. It was an opportunity to get to know 

one another and enjoy fellowship at such a special time 

of the year. 

Janice Dawson  
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FROM THE ORGAN BENCH 

The choir returned in February after the summer break and has been work-

ing on a lot of new repertoire.  On 23 February, the choir premi¯red Dr Huw 

Belling's work, the 'Vault of Heaven' and on 1 March the choir sang Allegri's 

immortal 'Miserere' (Psalm 51) for the commencement of Lent.  We are cur-

rently busy working on learning Faur®'s 'Requiem' to be performed on Good 

Friday afternoon.  The choir will be joined by Robb Dennis' (tenor scholar) 

choral group, 'Aurora Choralis' who will be performing Schubert's 'Mass in G' 

as well. In addition to this, we will be joined by a number of other choristers 

from various Sydney choirs and it looks like the massed choir may number 

100 voices. It is many decades since the Faur® was performed at St  

Stephen's but it has been proving to be a very popular choice this year, with 

the amount of interest generated with so many people wanting to join 

us.  Easter Day's service will have the brass and timpani as usual and be a 

great time of celebration of the resurrection. 

 

Friday Music has resumed with the year fully booked out several months ago 

and artists being confirmed for 2021 and 2022. We have several internation-

al musicians performing for us this year. After losing so many of our regular 

audience members due to all the construction noise drowning out the music, 

we are now working hard to build up our audiences again.  We have started 

a monthly newsletter which provides details of all the performers and lists the 

works they will be performing.  If you wish to subscribe to the Friday Music 

newsletter, please send your name and email address to  

fridaymusic@ssms.org.au or pass on your details to me on Fridays or  

Sundays and I will add you to the mailing list. 

Mark Quarmby, Director of Music  

 

Editorõs note: Sadly since Mark wrote this article, there have been  

changes to Music at St Stephenôs, due to problems caused by the corona-

virus and subsequent measures put in place by the Federal Government. For 

the time being, Friday Music has been cancelled. The presentation of  

Faur®ôs óRequiemô, planned for Good Friday afternoon, has been postponed 

until a date to be decided in the future.  

mailto:fridaymusic@ssms.org.au
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¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ WŀȊȊ bƛƎƘǘǎ 
 

In this edition of ñVisionò, Janice interviews Jennet Cunning-

ton, a ñregularò at Tuesday services. Jennet and her husband 

Don also enjoy coming to the Jazz Nights at St Stephenôs on 

the second Wednesday evening of each month. 

 

Janice: Jennet, I would be interested to know just what drew you 

initially to the mid-week service at St Stephenôs. 

 

Jennet: Having spent 7 years as Treasurer and active member of 

the Moss Vale UC, I stepped down in order to spend more time in 

our business here in Sydney. After such involvement at Moss Vale, 

I felt a bit ólostô but I knew that it was also time for me to gain some 

óspaceô.  I was drawn to the lunch time service at St Stephenôs as it 

suited where I worked and the time frame. I found it a wonderfully 

peaceful sanctuary from the busy life and it satisfied my spiritual 

need. But, in any case, my steps to St Stephenôs were guided ï I 

have no doubt of that. 

 

Jan: I believe that you usually 

play the piano at the Tuesday 

services. Do you find this adds 

to the spiritual experience of 

worship for you?  

 

Jen: Yes, I do. Music has always been an integral part 

of my life for as long as a I can remember and sacred 

music in particular. So when I play for the Tuesday Ser-

vice I get much pleasure for myself, in the selection, 

choice and delivery. Plus I think it has enhanced the 

spiritual experience for others in the congregation. The 

monthly taking of communion is very special indeed and 

the quiet music played during the taking of the bread 

and wine gives the experience a very 

special spirituality. 

 

Jan: People take time out in a busy 

working day to come and worship 

God. Do you feel a special bond 

amongst the members of the Tuesday 

congregation at St Stephenôs? 

 

Jen: There are many groups within 

the ministry of St Stephenôs, which I 

am sure have their own special grace 

and feeling. Yes, I think there is a 

special bond between us on Tues-

days. Most members of the Tuesday 

congregation are working in the city, 

or volunteering in the vicinity, and fit 



 мр 

the half hour worship time into their working schedules. Many have their óownô 

church for weekends but find that Tuesdays make for brief mid-week reflec-

tion and recharging time. 

The group is generous and open hearted. Visitors and those using the church 

for personal prayer who remain for the service are always given a special  

welcome. 

 

Jan: Your husband and you come quite regularly also to our Jazz Nights. 

What do you both particularly enjoy about these nights? 

 

Jen: Don and I really do enjoy the Jazz nights for some very selfish reasons! 

It quickly puts aside the dayôs work and is very  

relaxing. 

It takes us back a bit to our younger basement jazz 

days!! We even took to the dance floor one even-

ing. 

It is halfway between office and home and so an 

easy place to ódrop intoô for an hour. 

It is an opportunity for a glass of wine, tasty food 

and to meet and greet familiar faces and make 

friends with new ones. 

Ken draws everyone in with his innovative óchatsô- 

getting across the message of the church and 

how its fits into life today. 

Jazz is very convivial. The players are always so  

relaxed, they obviously get enormous pleasure 

from just playing together, it is quite wonderful. 

Plus each member gets a turn to take óthe floorô 

with his / her own particular instrument.  
 

St Stephenôs is in the heart of a big city, workers and residents create their 

own community and it is so good to see the church reaching out to embrace a 

wider group that is very much part of its geographical congregation. I person-

ally applaud the initiative of St Stephenôs. And of course it gives some of the 

younger artists an opportunity to present their talents in comfortable surround-

ings 

 

Jan: Thanks very much, Jennet, for agreeing to be interviewed! I know that 

your comments will be of great interest to all members and friends of our 

church. 
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Twenty-two of our congregation had committed to visiting Nar-

romine this year as part of our twinning arrangement. The stage 

was set for dinners on Friday night, a visit to the Royal Flying 

Doctor Service Saturday morning, the Western Plains Zoo or 

the Dubbo Gaol Saturday afternoon, dinner together that night 

(possibly at Mannôs farm), Sunday worship together plus some 

time around town. Most people chose to stay at the Stockman 

Motel or The Abbey, both in town, in order to bolster the townôs 

economy. Great weekend planned . . .  BUT enter Coronavirus!! 

 

All the best laid plans of mice and men; but the visit had to be 

cancelled. Indeed at time of writing, Alan and I are still in Syd-

ney, supposedly having left a few days ago, and from Synodôs 

information, congregations are being strongly advised not to 

meet. But in difficult times, when the role of the church is even 

more important in trying to give comfort to people, one looks for 

different ways to meet the need. Alan is sending a service each 

week that people will be able to read at home, and not only to 

Narromine congregants, but also Jindabyne and our Tuesday 

congregations.  The thought is that people will sit down at the 

time of their normal service and, while not worshipping together, 

will be worshipping together in the sight of God.  

 

Despite our inability to bring you firsthand news from Narro-

mine, I can give you details of what they have been doing in the 

past few months. Sunil Baek, a minister-in-training from UTC, 

and his wife Jiwon, spent a month with the Narromine congre-

gation, taking services at the church and at Timbrebongie, the 

local aged care facility. He visited with families, but his most eye

-opening visits were around the local area ï Trangie, Tullamore, 

Tottenham, Albert and Nyngan, and a visit to the beautiful Dan-

daloo church. He could not get over how quiet the towns were 

and the lack of houses along the roads. 

There was no livestock in the paddocks 

except one small mob of sheep, no cattle 

in over 250 km. One Nyngan man talked 

to him about his herd of 4000 sheep, 

normally 12,000 and Sunil couldnôt  

believe it. He only saw one cotton crop. 

There was plenty of dry ground, dying or 

dead trees and one night he witnessed a 

huge dust storm.  

 

The ladies at the church also decided to 

do something to help with the fire relief, 

and in true country style, sat down and 

made quilts. On the first day, in January, 

they had nine ladies ready to sew, two of 

whom had never made a quilt before, but 

with a little help from the ópatchworkersô 

they were soon sewing beautifully.  On a 

second day in February they were com-

pleted. In total 17 quilts were made and 

in March two of the ladies will travel to 

some of the fire affected areas and give 

the quilts out. 

 

The drought still continues to bite, but 

not quite as badly.  Narromine has been 

receiving some drought assistance  

money. A company called the LACK 

group allocated 44 vouchers at $75 each 

to be spent at Shortôs Butchery. This is a 
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donation of $3300 through the Narromine 

church. The company is a traffic control group 

and are based on the Gold Coast and I under-

stand have donated to other churches or  

charities in the area. In addition, the church has 

other vouchers for drought assistance that are 

to be spent in town.  

 

We miss the Narromine congregation who are 

like family to us, but health and welfare come 

first. Please keep the Narromine people in your 

prayers ï that the drought will continue to be 

supplanted by good rainfall, crops will grow and 

that the virus will not spread to their area (or 

indeed any area).  

Lauris Harper  
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Iôve always believed that I if hadnôt been born in the 

city, Iôd absolutely despise it. Itôs too busy and loud 

and ugly in parts, and I have always been one to 

appreciate silence. In primary school, I would hide 

myself away from the noise of the playground in 

the library, burying myself in stories and the pres-

ence of the kindly librarian (whose name, I am 

ashamed to admit, I can scarcely recall). 

 

This was at Drummoyne Public School, the origin 

of the very first choir I have ever sung in. I was a 

very proud soprano at eight years old, and very 

happy to tell anyone (regardless whether theyôd 

asked) of my burgeoning singing career. Iôd recent-

ly started not only choir, but singing lessons and 

performance club with the school music teacher, 

the wonderful Ms. Alita. With a foundation so 

strong, I knew I was bound to end up a famous  

celebrity, just like my beloved Hannah Montana 

and Taylor Swift.  

 

Fortunately for the popular music community, I also 

began learning flute privately at ten years old with 

Jane-Marie Talise and playing in the school band. 

Very nervously, I passed my Grade 1 exam with 

flying colours, and had even more accomplish-

ments to boast about. An arrogant but introverted 

child, I had another avenue for escape: not only 

books, but music.  

 

These habits only continued at high school, where I 

received an All-Rounder Scholarship at Santa 

Sabina College at Strathfield. The rather paltry reli-

gious education Iôd received previously erupted, 

and now choir meant skipping class to practise for 

Mass, and band became orchestra, and I was al-

ways running between the two at ceremonies.  

 

Everything changed when I was fourteen however, 

and Mrs Karen Carey arrived at Santa after her 

long dominion at MLC in Burwood. Suddenly I was 

singing Benjamin Brittenôs Ceremony of Carols and 

Mozartôs Requiem. We journeyed to Italy and sang 

in the Vatican, under the tutelage of Fabio Avolio, 

the music director there. We also accompanied 

services in the church of Santa Sabina Basilica in 

Rome, and the churches of Assisi, Sienna and 

Venice. I was fortunate enough to perform flute, in 

Sienna and in St Markôs Basilica in Venice.  

 

Music, despite being an art form of the moment, 

had always felt very distant, due to the distance of 

its community in Sydney. But under Mrs Carey, the 

Santa Chamber Choir was able to collaborate with 

the Sydney Chamber Choir in performances of Brit-

tenôs St Nicholas, and Bachôs St John Passion. In 

Year 11, we sang in the Song Companyôs produc-

tion of Monteverdiôs Vespers at St Maryôs Cathe-

dral. This music was beautiful and sophisticated 

and had a magic about it that called to me. And I 

was seeing its creation in the very heart of Sydney. 

 

I was also exposed to the creation of new works of 

music, courtesy of Mrs Carey again by composers 

Tim Hansen, Paul Jarmen, Luke Byrne and Alice 

Chance, who worked closely with the choirs and 

orchestras at school. We sang and played such 

new Australian music on a tour around the Indige-

nous Church communities of the Northern Territory, 

so different to the Renaissance and Baroque music 

weôd performed in Italy. This exposure to new mu-

sic was only compounded by my flute teacher, 

Lamorna Nightingale. She is the flautist of Ensem-

ble Offspring, which is well known for its champion-

ship of new and experimental Australian art music. 

I had been shown so many musical possibilities, 

both new and old, that I was dizzy from it. In 2018, I 

was studying for my HSC, but all I really wanted to 

do was write music and write stories.  
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Fortunately for me, Mrs Carey and Mr Tim Chung, 

Santaôs new artistic director, opened up doorways I 

never would have found otherwise. Mentored by 

Sydney composer Alice Chance, I wrote a piece for 

unaccompanied SATB choir, Orpheus and Eurydi-

ce, using text from Virgilôs original poetry that I had 

translated myself in 2017. This piece underwent 

workshopping and was performance by Santaôs 

Chamber Choir, and members of the Song  

Company and Sydney Chamber Choir, including 

the talented Soprano, Anna Fraser and renowned 

Tenor, Richard Butler. And after that, there wasnôt 

really any going back. There was no pathway for 

me other than to study music.  

 

These two years later, I feel not much has 

changed, and yet, so much has. I am pursuing 

studies in English and Music Composition at the 

University of Sydney and Conservatorium, and to 

steal McDonaldôs favourite line, I am loving it. Other 

than semester concerts I have been managing with 

other Composition students, I have written for the 

emerging choir Ad Lib, which will be performing 

later this year, joined the Con Chamber Choir  

under Paul Stanhope, and am working towards my 

Associate in Music for Flute with Lamorna. And 

then there is the wonderful, welcoming community 

of St Stephenôs, who it has been a true pleasure to 

sing for.  

 

And finally, not only for reading these words (of 

which, there are too many, I apologise), but for  

being a true model for Christian behaviour, I thank 

all of you. You have been all an inspiration to me, 

as a Catholic, for approaching worship and service 

in this frightening, modern world. And I am so glad I 

was born in the city, so that I could sing here. 

 

Courtney Cousins, Choral Scholar  



 нл 

Marion Jean Welch was born on the 16th August 1940 at Harden in the Hilltops Region of 

NSW. From the age of 10, her parents Keith and Mabel Beveridge sent Marion to PLC 

Goulburn, and she left the school as Dux of her year. Marion studied Social Work in  

Canberra and later did her Masterôs Degree at the University of NSW in 1989. Her thesis 

was on Alzheimerôs and Parkinsonôs Disease. Marionôs first appointment in Sydney was at 

Caritas in St Vincentôs as a Psychiatric Social Worker, and she later worked in London for 

several years.  

 

Marionôs achievements were many and varied. Marionôs husband John never ceased to 

be amazed by her enthusiasm, and by the fact that she achieved top results in everything 

she undertook.  During her long life, Marionôs desire to serve other people in any way she 

could impressed her family, her close friends and all whom she came in contact with.  

 

Marion has had a long association with St Stephenôs, dating back to the time when she 

first arrived in Sydney to attend university. She was a member of the Youth Fellowship 

and was involved with Margaret De La Garde and other members in running a childrenôs 

group once a week at Palmer Street Presbyterian Church. After Marion retired, she was a 

regular attendee at the Adult Fellowship Group at St Stephenôs which met on the first 

Tuesday of each month. She supported the Street Stalls which are held twice each year, 

knitting garments for the Handcraft Stall and working on the stalls on both Fridays. Marion 

also liked to host dinner parties in her home to welcome new Ministers starting their period 

of ministry at St Stephen's Uniting.  

 

Marion loved the Choir at St Stephenôs and was a very reliable member over 

many years; she contributed significantly to the development of music during 

morning service. Marion believed wholeheartedly in the importance of music to 

inspire us and lift our souls during times of worship. Marion also brought along 

her son Stephen to Sunday School to pass on to him her faith and her  

profound trust in God.  
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Marion was a caring person who often quietly  

offered support and advice, in particular to her  

husband John, but also to her family and friends. 

She would assist with a unique observation, which 

was the fruit of careful reflection on her part. Mari-

on will be remembered for her willingness to stop 

and listen, and to support different members of our 

congregation through their struggles and adversi-

ties. Throughout her long life, the depth of Marionôs 

faith was displayed in all her interactions with  

others, including the marginalised, the homeless 

and those living with mental health conditions.  

 

Marion was a vibrant, informed and progressive 

thinker. She enjoyed attending the theatre with a 

group of good friends. In particular, Marion was a 

very talented artist who was very modest about her 

wonderful achievements. However for Marion,  

family always came first above her cultural and  

artistic interests.  

 

Marion will be greatly missed by her beloved  

husband John, and her dearly loved son Stephen, 

daughter-in-law Brooklyn and grandson Connor. 

Her warm presence, her kindly words and her love-

ly smile will be very much missed by her close 

friends as well as the congregation of St Stephenôs. 

 

We include a beautiful icon of the Virgin Mary, 

painted by Marion, as a tribute to her wonderful  

talents and to her inspiring faith in our loving God. 

Although Marion suffered from a serious illness  

before she passed away, she recognised the 

Lordôs Prayer, the hymns and the Communion  

Service right up to the final hours of her earthly  

pilgrimage. 

Margaret De La Garde  

and Janice Dawson  
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Jennifer Ann McDonald was born on the 27th  

October 1956 in Lismore, NSW to Dorothy and 

Ronald McDonald, and she was the second of four 

children. Her early years in Lismore were brief, as 

the family moved to Auckland within a couple of 

years of Jennyôs birth. As both parents worked, 

Jenny as a young child was largely looked after by 

her paternal grandparents who lived next door. 

Jenny cherished her childhood time spent in New 

Zealand and loved her many visits to the Auckland 

area throughout her life to see family and friends. 

 

When the family returned to Australia, Jenny  

attended the Kingscliff and Alstonville primary 

schools and her high school years were spent in 

Lismore at the Richmond River High School. She 

was a very good student, and was generally top of 

her class in most subjects, winning many awards 

and prizes. Jenny also spent much time with her 

maternal grandmother, who was very involved in 

many community activities and ultimately received 

an OBE for her community work. Jenny was very 

much influenced by her grandmotherôs attitude that 

it was an obligation as well as a privilege to help 

others who were less fortunate in the community. 

 

Shortly after the end of her high school days, Jenny 

met Daryl Davis who divided his time between  

apprentice plumbing and surfing, and they were 

married in Bangalow on the 16th August 1975.  

Jenny joined the public service, and she was the 

first woman to be employed at the NSW Public 

Works in Lismore. Jennyôs and Darylôs daughter 

Amy Louise was born in October 1976. Jenny con-

tinued her studies part time through the University 

of New England, studying accountancy, and she 

ultimately graduated in 1983.  

 

Later, Jenny outgrew the Lismore branch of the 

NSW Public Works and transferred  to Sydney 

where she rekindled and maintained a close rela-

tionship with members of her extended family. Her 

life as a single mother in Sydney during the 80ôs 

was not always easy, but neighbours and cousins 

were happy to babysit Amy at busy times. A signifi-

cant opportunity then followed for Jenny to go to 

Papua New Guinea for six years as the Chief  

Financial Officer of the Post and Telecommunica-

tions Corporation. This time in Port Moresby was 

marked by robberies, muggings and riots - yet  

Jenny always made the best of this adventure, go-

ing on boating trips to tropical islands and camping 

in the worldôs most beautiful rainforests. This period 

also marked the time when Jenny began her life-

long love of travel, with many escapes from Port 

Moresby to nearby Singapore, Hong Kong and 

Thailand as well as several trips to the US.   

 

Jenny and Amy moved back to Sydney in 1991 and 

Jenny remarried. Her second husband was Evan 

Hannah, a newspaper journalist and editor whom 

she had met in PNG. They moved into Birchgrove, 

starting a substantial renovation of an original tiny 

workerôs cottage. Jennyôs second daughter  

Elizabeth was born in June 1993. There were a 

number of house changes and renovations over 

subsequent years, before finally Jenny settled into 

ñThe Palmsò in Billyard Avenue, Elizabeth Bay, 

which she also recently spectacularly renovated. 

This house will continue to be known as Jennyôs 

home; it has already been enjoyed by different  

family members for some time now, and will be a 

living memory of Jenny for a long time to come. 

 

Amy continued through her schooling achieving 

good results, as did Elizabeth, and both ultimately 

graduated from university.  Amy married Chris 

Malone in Sydney in 2008 and Jenny experienced 

what she would describe as her greatest joy: her 

three grandchildren Laila, Max and Florence.  


