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W hen our Autumn 2020 issue of ñVisionò was published, we could not 

have foreseen the significant changes in our 

lives which Covid-19 was about to impose 

on us all. Everyone who is part of the St 

Stephenôs community has had to find differ-

ent ways of worshipping, and we have all 

had to meet the challenges of enforced iso-

lation. The pandemic has given rise to great 

suffering and anxiety in societies throughout 

the world. As we go to press, restrictions 

are being eased, and there are hopes that 

before too long, we can return to normality. 

But what will this new normality look like? 

In this issue, we have asked members to 

present their own reflections on this period 

of ñlockdownò, and to talk about their partic-

ular experiences of living through this 

strange and troubling period. We look at 

how the Church in general, and St Ste-

phenôs in particular, have adapted to the 

constraints of this time of isolation ï a time 

which has brought great pain to many peo-

ple throughout the world. A significant sacri-

fice for Christians 

was not being able to 

attend church on the 

two holiest days in 

the Christian calen-

dar, Good Friday and 

Easter Sunday. In-

deed it is now three 

months since we, the 

people of St Ste-

phenôs, have been 

able to gather togeth-

er to worship in the 

sanctuary. 

However, the good news is that our Minis-

ter, as well as our Lay Preacher and Elders 

within our church, have discovered innova-

tive ways to keep us worshipping and con-

nected with one another throughout these 

long weeks. Members and friends have 

been uplifted by the Sunday videos which 

the Rev Ken has put together ï and which 

would represent hours of preparation and 

work. Alan Harper has been sending out 

valuable worship resource materials faithfully each 

week to members of the Tuesday Congregation  - and 

worshipping with some of them via Zoom - as well as to 

other people within and beyond the St Stephenôs family 

who have requested them; again, a significant commitment of 

time and effort on Alanôs part. Judith Barton, the Chairperson of 

our Church Council, has been assiduous in keeping in touch 

with as any members as possible through telephone calls and 

emails. Other people from St Stephenôs have helped Judith by 

ringing different members of the church, to try to make sure that 

no one has felt isolated. 

As restrictions are gradually being lifted, it is timely to ask our-

selves whether or not ñnormalò life will be the same once all the 

constraints of the period of lockdown have been lifted. Some of 

the contributors to this issue consider what positive lessons 

might have been learned ï and whether the Church too may 

well benefit significantly through learning to worship and experi-

ence fellowship in different ways. 

One issue which Lauris and I faced when considering how we 

would order this current issue of our church magazine was the 

following: How do we cope with putting together the next issue 

when we cannot ñwrite upò special services and events within 

the life of our church? We therefore came up with the idea of 

ñtaking a trip down memory laneò ï and so we include some 

articles which offer memories of special groups and events in 

the past at St Stephenôs. In particular, Lauris has written a com-

prehensive history of the Handcraft Group, which has been a 

valuable part of the life of our church since 1995. 

Some members were supposed to visit our Narromine twin con-

gregation while Alan and Lauris were 

in placement for 6 weeks in March/

April, which of course was cancelled 

due to Covid-19. As part of the week-

end activities, a trip to Viv Halbischôs 

saltbush nursery just out of town was 

included. Fortuitously, an article 

about her nursery appeared in Rumi-

nations, the magazine of Saltbush 

which serves the scattered communi-

ties of the country. It and another 

article are reproduced here. 

Finally, we include tributes to the long life of Arthur Lockley, and 

we celebrate all that he has meant to so many people through 

his acts of generosity and kindness. It is fitting that it is Arthurôs 

wife, Ruth, who has written about Arthur ós accomplishments 

and how his Christian faith and his acts of kindness towards 

others touched so many lives. At St Stephenôs we have many 

happy memories of Arthur, and we acknowledge all that he con-

tributed to the life of our church. We extend our sincere condo-

lences to Ruth, to Arthurôs children and grand-children ï and to 

all who were a part of his large circle of friends.  

Janice Dawson  
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iving on a road that borders Centennial Park, author Patrick White deeply  

appreciated the park. On a Monday morning early, I walk through the park with 

our son Eden and also breath in its  

spaciousness. Near the Federation Pavilion, 

surrounded by larger trees, there is an open 

grassed area, popular for letting dogs off 

their leads. In the last four years, I have 

seen the landscape change. And change 

again, and then again.  

The village set for Beatrix Potterôs ñPeter 

Rabbitò movie would be built, the film shot, 

and then dismantled. The Cumbria-inspired 

scene was then rebuilt in the parklands for 

the movie ñ#2ò. Again it is dismantled.  

Embracing thought-through change, which 

respects the creation of God, ofttimes is 

manageable for me. Things, people, places change. Forcibly though, COVID-19 has 

mandated widespread change. It has had fallout that is harsh and unfair. This has 

been the sad experience for some of our church family, friends, and community.   

We have moved into ósecond halves of yearsô as many years as we have lived. 

When we venture into the spring of 2020, 

the change for each of us will be different, 

and some people will be more damaged 

than others.  

Family of Christ, step forward, not as con-

querors, but following Christ in compassion, 

to show mercy, to heal, to feed - to nurture 

and protect the flame in each personôs soul, 

and not to blow it out. 

 

 

 

Rev Ken Day  

¢ëĖĆĥçë Àúú ġëÙ ÎëÀĀçíĀç ĚÎÙĀÙĚ

Ćæ úíæÙˋ 

íĀ ġĖĆĥÌúÙ ÀĀÓ íĀ öĆĴˋ 

ġëÙ ēĖÀíĚÙĚ Ćæ ÿĴ GĆÓ ĚëÀúú Ěġíúú 

ÿĴ ëÙÀĖġ ÀĀÓ ġĆĀçĥÙ ÙÿēúĆĴː 

Tree in the Peter Rabbit area 

The Peter Rabbit set 
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T he Australian society which encountered the Covid-19 pandemic in February-March this year 

was pretty typical of most Western societies. Perhaps 

we have always been profoundly materialistic in our 

outlook; it is far too easy to imagine a past golden age 

that was free of the ills that beset us today. But what-

ever may have been the case in the past, there is no 

doubt that, as Australian society entered 2020, money 

and material wealth were one of the values which lay 

at the very core of who we were. 

Of course, gross generalisations like that always have 

their exceptions, and those exceptions are probably 

disproportionately to be found within the Christian 

community. I do not wish to offend anyone by observ-

ing something which I believe to be generally true of 

the society in which we live. 

And let me be clear at the outset: In what follows, I am 

not subscribing to the Australian malady we call ñthe 

tall poppy syndromeò. None of us should begrudge 

successful and hard-working innovators or entrepre-

neurs a generous reward for their work. Many of them 

are the employers of a great many Australians, and 

contributors to our nation through the taxes they and 

their businesses pay. We should celebrate and  

encourage that, certainly not take aim at them as ñtall 

poppiesò. 

However, as a nation, we have largely followed a tem-

plate wrought in America, which has delivered enor-

mous wealth to a small segment of the community, 

who are often distinguished more by the profession 

they have chosen and the places they work, than by 

any particularly meritorious distinction. 

For example (just one of many), it always amused me 

that one of Australiaôs leading investment banks was 

referred to as ñthe millionairesô factoryò. Why was that 

funny? Because those whom the bank propelled to 

millionaire status were not the investors who entrust-

LEST WE FORGET 

ed their money to the bank, but those who worked for 

the bank, manipulating other peopleôs money! It  

reminds me of the experience that led me to establish 

my own self-managed superannuation fund ï that 

every time my money crossed a superannuation man-

agerôs desk, he/she grabbed some of it on the way 

past, irrespective of how the fund they were managing 

had been performing. I could win or lose, but they  

always won. The ñfinancial industryò ï the creation of 

which was a proud boast of Paul Keating ï has, in 

fact, arguably become a licence to print money for 

some of those who choose it as a profession. 

I do not mean to single out a particular industry, but 

simply to use it as an example. Across a number of 

industries, we have become inured to hearing of the 

seven and eight figure salaries commanded by CEOs 

in some high profile firms. And we are all aware of 

people across a range of endeavours who earn a 

great deal of money, not because of any exceptional 

quality they bring to their role, but because of choices 

they have made and where they find themselves. 

At the same time, as a nation, we continue to face 

something of a brain drain. For instance, Australia has 

produced some of the worldôs finest scientists, but 

they struggle to achieve positions here which reward 

them financially for their research and achievements. 

A great many Australian scientists work overseas, 

where the rewards are greater. The same is true of 

other professions, whose members are as intelligent, 

hard-working and innovative as those in the richly  

rewarded areas, but whose career choice does not 

command the same rewards. 

All that is about disparity of income and reward, but 

sadly, our society attaches a great deal of status to 

income. People are so often valued because of what 

they earn and what they have. We sit up and pay  

attention when a hugely remunerated CEO, or a min-

ing magnate, or a media mogul, chooses to pontificate 

about an issue facing us; while we pay far less atten-

tion to others who may be far more qualified than they 

to advise us. Any climate scientist would attest to that; 

their expert voices are ever being drowned out by 

those of others of higher profile, with no expertise in 
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climate, but often with significant financial interests in 

the status quo. 

When I was teaching, many students talked to me 

about their career aspirations. Sadly, a great many 

were driven by the potential income and status which 

their choice may attract. I loved those who, instead, 

sought to follow their heart ï into professions such as 

nursing, social work or teaching. They knew full well 

that they would never be rich, but instead chose to 

embrace a career from which they would derive satis-

faction and fulfilment. One could only give thanks for 

them. 

The fact is that nurses, social workers and teachers ï 

and countless other occupations ï carry neither a 

great income nor any particular social standing. As a 

former teacher, I can certainly attest to the frustration 

teachers feel, that many politicians, many parents, 

many media ñpersonalitiesò, indeed, any number of 

other people, are quite certain that they know far more 

about education than teachers. I am sure that nurses, 

social workers and all the rest have their commensu-

rate frustrations. Itôs all about status. Your value is 

largely dictated by how much you earn, and what  

profile your profession carries in the community. The 

people who matter are those with the big incomes, the 

big houses and the big profile. 

Well, at least that was how we began the year. Then 

Covid-19 came along. And suddenly our perceptions 

were turned on their head! 

When we reflect on the last few months, who have 

proven to be the essential workers, the ones upon 

whom the whole community has depended? Who 

have been those who, with great courage, fronted up 

to their workplace, placing themselves at risk, for the 

sake of the community? It was not the usual titans of 

our society. 

During the height of the lockdown, the one place we 

were permitted to go was our local supermarket. It 

was only open because of the workers there, who 

stacked shelves, staffed counters and checkouts, 

supervised social distancing and provided assis-

tance. They could only provide us with the essentials 

we needed because of the truck drivers who kept 

the deliveries rolling, indeed in one period, working 

twenty-four hours a day to meet the demand. Our 
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farmers and vegetable growers, abattoir staff, bakers 

and others ensured that there was food to be deliv-

ered. Train, bus and tram drivers made it possible for 

many of these people to get to work. Teachers kept 

schools open for the children of essential workers. 

And I am certainly not overlooking the health care 

workers ï the nurses, doctors, orderlies, cooks, phar-

macists and any number of others who fronted up, at 

great risk to themselves, even facing protective equip-

ment shortages, to provide the care that saw most 

cases of the disease in Australia recover. Figures of 

the impact on health care workers in other, worse  

affected, nations than Australia reveal just what a 

huge risk these people took. They did not have to do 

it. 

Close to the bottom of the societal pecking order are 

cleaners. But the pandemic showed us just how  

essential they are. Every premise which remained 

open employed additional cleaning staff to sanitise 

surfaces and ensure the safety of those who used the 

location. Cleaners too proved to be absolutely essen-

tial to our societyôs well-being. 

When our Editor invited us to reflect on what good 

things might have come out of the pandemic, I wanted 

to say that I hope we do not quickly forget who proved 

essential to our health and security during the danger. 

I hope that, as a society, we might emerge with a  

different attitude about who really matters. I hope that, 

when we divide up the national ñcakeò, we reward 

those who currently earn comparatively ï sometimes 

very ï little with incomes that reflect their true worth; 

and that we afford a tad less esteem to those who 

might currently be very well-remunerated, but whose 

worth in a time of crisis did not prove to be commen-

surate with their income and status. 

At such times, I find myself recalling the wisdom of the 

apostle Paul. In I Corinthians 12, he reminds his hear-

ers that there are many gifts of the Spirit, and every 

one of them is given for the common good. He com-

pares the Church to the human body, made up of feet 

and hands, eyes and ears, and so forth. ñThere are 

many parts, but one body.ò 

 

¢ëÙ ÙĴÙ ÎÀĀĀĆġ ĚÀĴ ġĆ ġëÙ ëÀĀÓˋM˨

ÓĆĀ˫ġ ĀÙÙÓ ĴĆĥˍ˩ ĀÓ ġëÙ ëÙÀÓ ÎÀĀˡ

ĀĆġ ĚÀĴ ġĆ ġëÙ æÙÙġˋM˨ ÓĆĀġ˫ ĀÙÙÓ

ĴĆĥˍf˩Ā ġëÙ ÎĆĀġĖÀĖĴˋ ġëĆĚÙ ēÀĖġĚ

Ćæ ġëÙ ÌĆÓĴ ġëÀġ ĚÙÙÿ ġĆ ÌÙ ĲÙÀ÷ÙĖ

ÀĖÙ íĀÓíĚēÙĀĚÀÌúÙˋ ÀĀÓ ġëÙ ēÀĖġĚ

ġëÀġ ĲÙ ġëíĀ÷ ÀĖÙ úÙĚĚ ëĆĀĆĥĖÀÌúÙ

ĲÙ ġĖÙÀġ Ĳíġë ĚēÙÎíÀú ëĆĀĆĥĖː ĀÓ

ġëÙ ēÀĖġĚ ġëÀġ ÀĖÙ ĥĀēĖÙĚÙĀġÀÌúÙ

ÀĖÙ ġĖÙÀġÙÓ Ĳíġë ĚēÙÎíÀú ÿĆÓÙĚġĴˋ

ĲëíúÙ ĆĥĖ ēĖÙĚÙĀġÀÌúÙ ēÀĖġĚ ĀÙÙÓ

ĀĆ ĚēÙÎíÀú ġĖÙÀġÿÙĀġː +ĥġ GĆÓ ëÀĚ

ēĥġ ġëÙ ÌĆÓĴ ġĆçÙġëÙĖˋ çíıíĀç çĖÙÀġˡ

ÙĖ ëĆĀĆĥĖ ġĆ ġëÙ ēÀĖġĚ ġëÀġ úÀÎ÷ÙÓ

íġˋ ĚĆ ġëÀġ ġëÙĖÙ ĚëĆĥúÓ ÌÙ ĀĆ 

ÓíıíĚíĆĀ íĀ ġëÙ ÌĆÓĴˋ Ìĥġ ġëÀġ íġĚ

ēÀĖġĚ ĚëĆĥúÓ ëÀıÙ ÙĕĥÀú ÎĆĀÎÙĖĀ

æĆĖ ÙÀÎë ĆġëÙĖː Mæ ĆĀÙ ēÀĖġ ĚĥææÙĖĚˋ

ÙıÙĖĴ ēÀĖġ ĚĥææÙĖĚ Ĳíġë íġ˕ íæ ĆĀÙ

ēÀĖġ íĚ ëĆĀĆĥĖÙÓˋ ÙıÙĖĴ ēÀĖġ 

ĖÙöĆíÎÙĚ Ĳíġë íġː 

 

Itôs a wonderful analogy for the Church, reminding us 

that everybody is important, irrespective of what their 

role is. And the Church is a microcosm of society. The 

same lesson is true. If the pandemic has taught us 

anything, I hope and pray that it is that the values that 

have driven wealth and status in Australian society 

are frankly perverse, unfair and demeaning of far too 

many people; and that only when we acknowledge the 

worth of every member of our community and the role 

they play can we lay claim to being a truly civil  

society. 

Alan Harper OAM  
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STAYING IN TOUCH 

 
Services via Youtube 

Social catch-ups 

Virtual Bible study 

Group get-togethers 

Bible readings for services 

Janice read in a caf®! 

Vision (autumn and winter  

editions) 

Prayer time 

Phone calls 

Visitingðwhere possible 

Letters 
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RESPONDING IN FAITH 

If  you had asked me at the start of the pandemic what I would miss about not gathering physically 

for church each week, I would have listed quite a few 

things.  Primarily among them would have been sing-

ing praises together, sharing in communion and join-

ing in fellowship following the service.   

There is one thing I am close to certain that I would 

not have included on that list: responsive Psalms.  I 

have nothing against a responsive Psalm, but it is not 

an element of the liturgy with which I have ever felt a 

particular resonance.  Depending in some part upon 

how practised the congregation is, I have found that it 

can either sound syncopated and awkward, or take 

on an almost robotic hum.  

And yet, here we are in June, almost 3 months since 

we gathered in person, and I am thinking about how 

encouraging it will be to one day join in again with the 

voices of the faithful in speaking the words of the 

Psalms together. However in or out of time they are!    

There is power in this simple act.  We are not just 

reading words from a screen but we are witnessing to 

the promises of God that have not changed in the 

thousands of years since they were recorded.  We 

are speaking ancient words of praise to our King and 

we are declaring again that we will put our trust in the 

Lord ï when we feel Him near and when He seems 

far away; when the sun is shining and when the 

storms rise; when we are surrounded by blessing and 

when we are suffocated by sorrow.  

In times of difficulty and uncertainty and sadness and 

pain, God calls us to bring our fears before Him, to 

lean on Him and to pray in faith to Him.  There are a 

lot of things I am worried about.  And just as many 

things that I should lay at the feet of Jesus.   

What follows is partly a personal reflection, partly a 

responsive psalm (based on Psalm 31) and partly a 

'prayer of the people'.  Maybe we can say it together 

sometime.  
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Leader:  Lord, I am worried.   

I am worried for our world and its people.   

I am worried for my friends, my family, my col-

leagues and my neighbours.     

Congregation: But I trust in you, Lord.  I say, "You are my God." 

Together: We pray in faith that You will hold the earth in 

Your hands and wrap Your arms more tightly 

around us at this time.   

We pray that where there is darkness Your love 

and grace will shine more brightly.   

We pray that where there is pain and sickness, 

You will bring comfort and wholeness.     

Leader: Lord, I am worried.   

I am worried that your church will not rise to the 

challenge of a "new normal".   

I am worried that for some it will be too hard to 

come back, too easy to stay away.  

Congregation: But I trust in you, Lord.  I say, "You are my God." 

Together: We pray in faith that You will renew Your church, 

that You will raise up leaders for a new genera-

tion, that You would pour out our Your Spirit upon 

Your people again.   

We pray that we would be faithful followers and 

would hear Your call afresh.  

We pray that Your Kingdom come and Your will 

be done.  

Leader:     Lord, I am worried.  

I am worried that I have not used this time as well 

as I could have.   

I am worried that when this season has passed, I 

will not have changed, not have grown, that I will 

not have become more like You.  

Congregation: But I trust in you, Lord.  I say, "You are my God." 

Together: We pray in faith that You will be speaking into our 

hearts, even now, transforming us and drawing us 

closer to You.  

 We pray that we will not make excuses, but will 

make disciples.  

 We pray that in each second of each minute of 

each hour of each day we would seek Your ways 

and not our own.  

Leader:  Praise be to the Lord, for He showed me the 

wonders of His love when I was in a city under 

siege.   

Congregation: In my alarm I said, "I am cut off from your sight!"  

Yet you heard my cry for mercy when I called to 

you for help.  

Together: Be strong and take heart, all you who hope in the 

Lord.  

 

Katherine Buchan  
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we share.  Andé we still have our chocolates to col-

lect when we are able to worship in St Stephenôs 

church building again.  

Connecting with our church family in  

different ways 

While not being able to physically meet with others, it 

is marvellous that we have the opportunity to get to 

know people a lot more through the weekly Zoom 

social gatherings. We always look forward to chat-

ting, sharing stories, having lots of laughs and never 

quite knowing where the conversations will go.  

Along with others, we greatly appreciate Judithôs 

phone calls as she checks on the welfare of many in 

the congregation - a true expression of Godôs love. 

We also really enjoy receiving the ñsnail mailò news-

letters with Kenôs thoughtful messages (often show-

ing his quirky sense of humour), news of our church 

family, puzzles and fun activities. 

Weôve found that with the enforced slower pace of life 

that we now have more time for: 

 

Reflecting more deeply on Godôs Word 

Each week we look forward to receiving the ñSunday 

Online Home Worship Resourcesò, the ñSt Stephenôs 

Weekly News Sheetò and the ñGuided Prayer  

Resourcesò that are prepared by Ken and have  

become an essential part of our regular devotions. 

We are encouraged by Kenôs messages that are al-

ways delivered with such passion and conviction. It is 

lovely to see members of the congregation participat-

ing in the Bible readings and prayers which helps us 

to still feel connected to our church family. 

An unexpected positive is that we are able to use the 

ñyoutubeò videos on Sunday mornings as part of  

family devotions. We find great joy worshipping  

together with Carolineôs very elderly father who lives 

with us. He looks forward to this time as he has been 

unable to attend church for a number of years. 

It is also in the current quieter times that we have 

more time to pray and meditate on Godôs love. We 

really treasure the peace and reassurance of Godôs 

presence in our lives. 

Appreciating the many blessings  

that God gives us 

God continues to bless us in so many ways: 

We are in good health and Caroline remains safe 

while working in the local hospital. 

Through the use of technology we are able to keep in 

easy contact with family and friends.  

We have a warm, comfortable home where we live 

together as a loving family. 

In May this year we celebrated our 40th Wedding  

Anniversary. We especially give thanks to God for 

our very happy marriage and the love in Christ that 

LIVING IN GODôS LOVE  

˨ ĀÓ ĚĆ ĲÙ ÷ĀĆĲ ÀĀÓ ĖÙúĴ ĆĀ ġëÙ úĆıÙ GĆÓ ëÀĚ æĆĖ ĥĚː GĆÓ íĚ úĆıÙː 

µëĆÙıÙĖ úíıÙĚ íĀ úĆıÙ úíıÙĚ íĀ GĆÓˋ ÀĀÓ GĆÓ íĀ ġëÙÿː˩ (I John 4:16) 

W hen thinking about how this period of ñlockdownò has personally affected us, weôve identified ways in 

which Godôs love sustains us and continues to enrich our lives.  
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Finding ways to have fun and  

enjoying the world around us 

As having fun is an essential component of our well-

being, we are enjoying simple pleasures at home in-

cluding; cooking and baking, playing and listening to 

music, and watching old favourite sitcoms and  

movies. 

We are finding more time to appreciate the beauty of 

Godôs world around. We are taking long walks and 

are noticing the increase in wildlife, especially in the 

bushland along the river. The cleaner air is fantastic! 

During this ñlockdownò period, we have been inspired 

to take up the challenge of creating displays and 

making craft items often suggested in the newslet-

ters. Some of these can be seen in the accompany-

ing photo collage. 

Focusing on Godôs Love for His World 

Even though our day to day lives have been affected 

by ñlockdownò, we know that God is in control of the 

world and that He is a God of love, compassion and 

peace. It is through His love that we are sustained 

and our prayer for a world in distress is expressed in 

the words of the following hymn. 

ñO God of Loveò 

Words by Randall T. Pittman (1882-1972) 

Sung to the tune ñFinlandiaò (Be Still My Soul) by 

Jean Sibelius (1865-1957) 

 

f GĆÓ Ćæ úĆıÙˋ ĲëĆĚÙ ëÙÀĖġ íĚ ÙıÙĖ ĴÙÀĖĀíĀç 

ġëÀġ æíĳÙÓ ĆĀ ĴĆĥ ĆĥĖ ĲÀĴĲÀĖÓ ġëĆĥçëġĚ ÿÀĴ ÌÙˋ 

ĀĆĲ çĖÀĀġ ĥĚ çĖÀÎÙ ġĆ úíıÙ ÀĚ íĀ ĴĆĥĖ ēĖÙĚÙĀÎÙˋ 

ÀĀÓ ëÙúē ĥĚ Àúú ĆĥĖ ÙĖĖíĀç ĲÀĴĚ ġĆ ĚÙÙː 

_ÀĴ úĆıÙ ĚĥÌÓĥÙ ġëÙ íúú íĀ ÙıÙĖĴ ĀÀġíĆĀˋ 

ÀĀÓ Àúú ġĆ ĴĆĥ ÀĚ ĚĥÌöÙÎġĚ ÌĆĲ ġëÙ ÷ĀÙÙː 

 

f EÀġëÙĖ GĆÓˋ ÿĆıÙÓ ÙıÙĖ ÌĴ ÎĆÿēÀĚĚíĆĀ 

æĆĖ ÎëíúÓĖÙĀ ÎĖĥĚëÙÓ ÌĴ ĚĆĖĖĆĲĚ ëÙÀıĴ úĆÀÓ 

ÌÙ ĚĲíæġ ġĆ ÀíÓ ġëÙ ÓĆĲĀÎÀĚġ ÀĀÓ ġëÙ ÎëÙÙĖúÙĚĚˋ 

úíæġ ĥē ġëÙ æÀúúÙĀ ĆĀ úíæÙ˔Ě ġëĆĖĀĴ ĖĆÀÓː 

GíıÙ ÎÀúÿ ÀĀÓ ĚġĖÙĀçġë ġĆ ĆıÙĖÎĆÿÙ Ĳíġë 

ēÀġíÙĀÎÙˋ 

ÀĀÓ ĚÀæÙúĴ ÌĖíĀç ġëÙÿ ġĆ ĴĆĥĖ ÌúÙĚġ ÀÌĆÓÙː 

 

f GĆÓ Ćæ ēÙÀÎÙˋ ĲëĆĚÙ zĆĀ Ĳíġë ĆĥĖ ĚíĀĚ úÀÓÙĀ 

ÓíÙÓ ġĆ ĚÙÎĥĖÙ æĖĆÿ ÌĆĀÓÀçÙ ĆĥĖ ĖÙúÙÀĚÙˋ 

ëÙúē ĥĚ ġĆ ÌÀĀíĚë ëÀġÙ ÌÙġĲÙÙĀ ġëÙ ĀÀġíĆĀĚˋ 

ġĆ úíıÙ ÀĚ ĀÙíçëÌĆĥĖĚˋ ÀĀÓ ÿÀ÷Ù ĲÀĖĚ ġĆ ÎÙÀĚÙː 

+ĖíĀç íĀ ġëÙ ĖÙíçĀ Ćæ æĖíÙĀÓĚëíē ĥĀíıÙĖĚÀúˋ 

ÀĀÓ íĀ ĴĆĥĖ ÿÙĖÎĴ çĖÀĀġ ġĆ ĥĚ ĴĆĥĖ ēÙÀÎÙː 

Graham and Caroline Penn 

IN LOCKDOWN 

ŎƭŜŀƴǇƴƎΦŎƻƳ 
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My days are so busy, I have a plan 

And a list as long as my arm. 

I regularly change my activity  

And cross off the things I have done. 

But my soul sings out in alarm 

Where are my friends? 

Where is my voice? 

My singing has all but stopped. 

 

Iôm still not dressed!  

 

Iôm supposed to be out in the garden. 

Itôs part of my plan every morning at 8 

And itôs 9 already 

And the chooks should be let out to scratch. 

 

Yesterday I dressed 

In good jeans! 

And visited my daughter (for a cuppa) 

We sat in the garage (it was raining) 

With the door wide open and quilts over knees. 

It was my first outing in 10 weeks 

Such a joy to get in the car,  

To have a reason to dress, and to meet. 

 

Significant times have been celebrated, 

(a birthday, Easter, Anzac Day, Motherôs Day) 

All in isolation! 

Iôm well over 60 you see  

And considered vulnerable at least. 

Family came for picnics out back, 

Or with doors and windows between us. 

No cuddles or kisses from kids or grandkids 

And distances kept as dictated. 

 

My life is so full and busy 

I havenôt got time to be bored. 

How come I feel lonely and empty at times? 

Why should I crave anything at all? 

Why do the tears just flow? 

Why do I cry out to God for a hug? 

 

Nothing more, Iôm content, just a hug! 

He gives them to me! Ahh thank you. 

 

Zoom and Duo, email, blogs, phones 

Are the tools I use to weave 

The threads that tie us together, 

Into a quilt that keeps my community 

From vanishing into thin air. 

 

Iôve made lots of quilts! 

 

Iôve added achievements to blogs 

And watched those of others too. 

With Netflix, YouTube and audio books  

I spend my evenings through. 

MY REFLECTIONS 

I  suppose Iôd better get dressed.  

What will I wear today? 

Who cares!  

No-one will see me anyway! 
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But God has plans of his own. 

To use my God-given talents for good 

Is the only way I know.  

 

So forward I go - to get dressed - 

Looking ever onward with joy 

To the days ahead,  

To the day I can sing again, 

To the hugs from my circle 

Of family and friends, 

And to a future wherever Iôm needed 

That is happy and full of joy, 

Looking for the positive outcome 

In the terrors of the unknown. 

 

They call this ñThe New Normalò. 

We plan, look for new paths to take. 

Then make more plans,  

embrace our community,  

Recalibrate our goals. 

Until we come out the other end 

Stay safe, stay sane. 

 

Written on 19 May 2020 after 10 weeks of Covid-

19 Lockdown 

 

Betty Jacobs  

 

 

Zoom live pilates with my instructor, 

Recorded Zoom church on Sunday, 

Zoom church morning tea on Wednesdays, 

Zoom patchwork group get togethers, 

Duo calls with children and grandchildren, 

All keep me together. 

 

Iôve found some inspiring creations online 

Two poems that express 

The feelings I have about lockdown,  

To help me reflect and laugh. 

 

Iôm a glass half full kind of person 

And am happy to be given the time 

To do all those things Iôve needed to do. 

I've sorted the garden, the chooks,  

The files, the photos, the fabric, the rooms. 

And created all sorts of things. 

 

Iôve made lots of quilts! 

 

I am grateful to those who are carers. 

I grieve for those who are sick or have died. 

I pray for those who have traumas to bear 

And are unable to find their peace. 

 

But itôs up to us to be happy or sad, 

To immerse ourselves in joy or grief, 

In the world we find ourselves 

To care, to mourn, then to laugh. 

This is not the way I planned it 
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I ronically, I first learnt about the coronavirus when I was out with friends (the very antithesis of isolation). It was mid  February, and 

the semester hadnôt even started yet. Someone had told a terrible 

joke about beer and Lyme disease. At the time, I knew what Lyme 

disease was, at least. Iôm just glad I didnôt find the joke funny,  

because look where we are now. 

Honestly, I think it was that same day when I came home to find my 

parents horrified at the state of Wuhan. There were terrible stories 

circulating about Chinaôs false statistics, about a little boy who had 

died because his parents were forcibly isolated, videos of authori-

ties violently shoving people into vans and taking them away. I was 

equally horrified. I was also horrified at the protests in Hong Kong, 

American gun laws and global warming. But for the meantime, 

these things werenôt affecting me personally, so it was a mild, luke-

warm horror that didnôt truly touch me.  

University started, and with it, an innumerable amount of commit-

ments. I was studying linguistics and electroacoustic music for the 

first time, philosophising about my musical aesthetics and  

practising for my AMus in flute. I was too busy to think about the 

world and many of the people in it.  

Then suddenly university was cancelled.  

And the Con chamber choir went online. 

I have to say, online choir has been almost more traumatic than the 

entirety of Sydney Uni going online. But the point remains the 

same. Learning in isolation, especially 

something as community-based as 

music, is terribly lonely. And again, I 

watched from the comfort of home as 

South Korea, then Italy, then Europe, 

then the USA, then South America fell 

apart. But my own world was falling 

apart too, and so other than the daily 

checking of statistics, it didnôt affect 

me. It didnôt touch me.  

If anything, the world outside my 

house became something of a reality 

TV show 

(something like 

the American 

presidential 

campaign), 

providing  

escape from 

the stress of 

home educa-

tion. We were 

all in this to-

gether, right? 

Everyone was 

suffering.  

Everyone was 

suffering indi-

vidually and 

alone, and 

technology does nothing to break the 

distance, I found. Most of my classes 

werenôt live and work was to be com-

pleted on my own, the activities prov-

ing to be tedious alone in an empty 

house. And the occasional class that 

was live, via Zoom? They were anxie-

ty-inducing and tense, turning commu-

nication into a performance situation. 

If not for being able to turn my laptop 

microphone and camera off, classes 

would have been torture. And all of us 

LIFE AT THE TIME OF óLOCKDOWNô - AND 
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were experiencing the same thing, and all of us, 

alone.  

And then, schools were closed. And so my par-

ents, both teachers, were now at home with me, 

and my younger sister too. The house was too 

loud now! Cleaning and tidying and cooking  

increased exponentially. We hardly had enough 

rooms for all of us Zooming and teaching and 

learning. I was still trapped in the little bubble that 

was my house, but now my family was in there 

with me. It still didnôt change the fact that I hadnôt 

left the house for over a month.  

Fast forward to now, and life in isolation is second 

nature. Oh yes, the lockdown is lifting, and people 

are going to work again, but I wonôt be on my uni-

versity campus until November at least. For me, it 

is still very much real. My cohort finally got its act 

together, and we began partying weekly. I prom-

ise, itôs not as wild as it sounds. Zoom parties, we 

play online Pictionary and chat about being home 

all day. Itôs a little less lonely. Online exams are 

less stressful too, Iôve found, than being trapped 

in a room filled with hundreds of anxious students.  

Ad Lib, a composerôs choir that was performing a 

work of mine, cancelled earlier this year. But two weeks 

ago we started trying out the online choir thing. Projects 

Iôd given up and grieved about are now suddenly possi-

ble, if only Iôd realised sooner the wonders of technology. 

I am getting used to this, and now I worry that I will strug-

gle to deal with real life, when finally I have to face it. Not 

through a screen, but breathing the same air. My family 

have gone back to work again, the laws are lifting, social-

ising is allowed again! And all without having to exercise!  

But Iôm not leaving the house any more often. 

Iôm not thinking about it too much though. The tragic 

death of George Floyd and the protests of BLM have  

taken centre stage: another 

thing to be horrified about, and 

again, watching the outside 

world through the media is my 

way of going outside now. Is 

this humanity? Somehow, lock-

down has turned me into a  

voyeur, watching the world for 

entertainment and thrills without 

experiencing it for myself. Lock-

down has made me something 

inhuman, it seems, but at least 

Iôve grown to realise it. The rush 

and buzz of those daily com-

mutes so many months ago is 

alien to me, but it did mean I 

hardly watched the world at all. I 

was trapped in my own little bubble of  

university life, of philosophizing about musical aesthetics 

and practising for my AMus in flute. I was too busy to 

care about the world.  

Lockdown has caused my world to crash, and somehow, 

it didnôt change anything.  

But I am watching now, and I am waiting. Soon, I will  

rejoin the world, and hopefully, it wonôt just be entertain-

ment anymore. 

Courtney Cousins  

AND THE GRADUAL RETURN TO óNORMALITYô 



 мс 

T oday is Sunday, the last day of May 2020 ï and I 

have been in lockdown, more or less, since Sun-

day the 22nd March. Ten long weeks! And yet I know 

that I have nothing to complain of since I have not 

suffered greatly. The hardest part of this 

lockdown for me has been not being able to 

worship at St Stephenôs on Sunday mornings 

ï and not being able to meet up face to face 

with friends over coffee or a meal together. 

However, the reality is that many people all 

over the world have suffered a great deal, 

and continue to suffer as I write these words 

to-night. The first of my hopes which I want 

to give voice to this evening is that their suf-

fering and that of their loved ones might not 

be forgotten. We should remember in particular the 

doctors and nurses who risked their lives ï and in  

some cases, who lost their lives ï in their selfless ef-

forts to treat those struck down by Covid-19. 

I want to reflect to-night on how the world we will 

awaken to, as we slowly come out of lockdown, may 

be very different from the one we knew at the start of 

this pandemic. Given all the suffering and given all 

the sacrifices which have been made, I hope that this 

ñnewò world will definitely be a better one. 

I am not the first to comment on the fact that having 

extra time on our hands and not being so rushed has 

led many of us to reflect on the superficiality of our 

existence ñbeforeò. We have begun to realise that we 

have been beguiled by consumerism, and also by the 

delights of entertainment and the social media. We 

have also been led astray by the general busyness of 

everyday life, and genuinely believed that we were 

living life to the full. But we failed to notice that within, 

there was an emptiness and a lack of serenity and 

peace. Many people have responded by beginning to 

practise meditation, by doing some in-depth reading ï 

and by asking themselves again the eternal ques-

tions: What is the purpose of life? Why are we put 

here on this earth for only a short period of time, only 

then to face death? 

My second hope, therefore, for a ñnewò world is that 

people in general might no longer put off seeking  

answers. Might Covid-19 and its attendant anxieties 

and sadness lead to peopleôs re-discovery of the  

importance of an ñinner lifeò ï the life of the soul? 

Many people have commented on the fact that the 

period of enforced isolation has led to peopleôs being 

concerned about their neighbours ï and especially 

their elderly neigh-

bours. 

There have been 

inspiring offers of 

assistance from 

younger, healthier 

members of our 

communities to 

come to the aid of 

the elderly, as well 

as those whom 

they know to be suffering from other illnesses. Chari-

table organisations have redoubled their efforts to as-

sist the homeless and the vulnerable in our midst. We 

have all been affected by the sight on television of the 

long queues of the newly unemployed outside Cen-

trelink offices. Our Government has responded by 

giving financial aid to different businesses and people 

in our communities, so that the most seriously affect-

ed have not been neglected. 

My third hope is that this concern for our neighbours 

in need may not disappear with the return to a more 

normal existence. In this different and changed world, 

there will hopefully be greater care and more support 

provided for the marginalised and the vulnerable in 

our midst. 

HOPES FOR A  

DIFFERENT WORLD 


