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Introduction 
 

 

 
 

 

We were in lockdown,  a level 4 response to the Covid-19 virus and its deadly 
spread.  New Zealand was reeling.  There were many ominous predictions 
including loss of life, businesses going under, job loses, and increasing domestic 
violence to name a few. A lot of pressure and stress on New Zealand, families 
and individuals.  When would it all end? 
 
Despite this, from the very early days, positive things began to happen. Bears went 
up in windows for adults and children to find on their walks. People smiled and 
said hello to each other while out exercising and even stopped to talk – observing 
social distancing rules of course. Neighbours got to know each other. Families 
got together to create skits for TV. Suddenly, gardens had so much more 
potential. Weeds became endangered. New learning opportunities were explored. 
Friends and family connected more frequently through technology. People 
thought of and did things for others.  And there was time. This list was endless. 
So much creativity in its many forms. And generosity.  We were in this together. 
 
On my walks the beauty of nature just blew me away: the shining, warm sun, 
autumn colour,  bird song and birds, light and shadow. It seemed to me that 
despite the crisis and the difficult and challenging times, there was something 
-  even a tiniest thing, that everyone, from the smallest child to the oldest adult, 
could find to be grateful for. Even if that was just the only thing, that despite 
everything else, somehow helped them survive this. 
 
These personal achievements, reflections and responses in their wide diversity 
are all worth sharing and celebrating - and so the idea of a display was born. 
 
Shona Somerville 
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Gisela’s Mohair Pullover 
 
Gisela knitted herself a mohair pullover during lockdown. It has a pocket on 
the upper, outer, left sleeve for a hanky.  
 
The mohair wool cost $50 at the Op Shop. Gisela loves mohair and you can 
see her caressing the pullover in the photo below. 

 

 
 

          
 
Gisela Andrew  
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COVID 19 Diary  
 
Maurice has been keeping a dairy for over 60 years, so it was only natural for him to do so 
during the lockdown. Every day he reads Gisela the entries from that particular day 10, 20, 
30, 40 and 50 years earlier. 
 
 

 
 
Maurice Andrew   
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Mark Bevin’s Lockdown Building Projects 
 

 
 
 
Having time at last to tidy my study, I 
found two presents I had forgotten 
about:  

- a set of building bricks for a 
nanopiano that  Kirsten once gave 
me, and  

- a “Temple of Heaven” construction 
set Helen gave me after one of her 
orchestra tours to China.  

 
Now I had time to build them.  
 
Regular updates were sent to 
grandchildren and I showed them off at 
2+ metre distancing to them when they 
loitered by our gate when out for a walk.  
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Mark Bevin 
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Tui’s (Very Messy) Covid Diary 
 

I decided in early March to keep my own diary of COVID numbers in New Zealand 
and worldwide and  when we went into and out of various levels, so I could relate 
them to what was happening in my life.  
 
As the pandemic has gone on, it has been very interesting to look back on, to see 
how the numbers increased and decreased, when we went into and out of the 
various COVID levels, and what things I found noteworthy. 

 

  
 

Tui Bevin 
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A Grandmother’s Lockdown Lament 
 
James’s 4th birthday on 15 April 2020 was day 21 of Level 4 lockdown for the COVID-
19 pandemic. I watched him  open his presents through their gate, and went home 
and wrote the poem below. After I sent it to Kirsten (James’s mother) she thought I 
needed cheering up so later the whole family came and I watched them from across 
the street as they blew thousands of beautiful bubbles for me. 
 

Living Over 
 
I was there and hugged the mother-to-be  
when only I could tell she was pregnant… 
 
I was there and hugged the mother-to-be 
when her boy child whooshed into the world… 
 
I was there and hugged the boy child 
when he cried and needed settling in his grandmother’s arms… 
 
I was there and hugged the boy child 
when he was baptised James Henrik… 
 
I was there and hugged James Henrik 
when we celebrated his first birthday, and his second… 
 
I was there and hugged James Henrik 
when he went to ED with croup at midnight… 
 
I was there and hugged James Henrik 
when we celebrated his third birthday… 
 
I was there but couldn’t hug James Henrik 
when he opened his fourth birthday presents 
sitting over two metres away,  on the driveway,  
in the cold, behind the locked gate. 
 
I will be there when lockdown is over 
I will open the gate, and 
I will hug James Henrik again, and again. 

 
 
Tui Bevin 

 
This poem was in the Otago Daily Times’ The Mix on a page of COVID 
poems on 2 May 2020. 
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James’s birthday behind the gate & the Beyers blowing bubbles to cheer Tui up. 
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Kirsten’s Mothers’ Day Card 

 
Kirsten painted this Mothers’ Day card for Tui 

during lockdown.  
 

Mor is Danish for Mum. 
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Lockdown Driveway Painting 
 

The supermarket ran out of chalk 
so we made paint out of cornflour, water and food colouring!! 

This painting we did for Easter was done  
during a break in biking up and down the drive. 

 

      
 

 
 

Rosalie,  James & Kirsten 
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Loaves of Love in Lockdown 
 
I have been making bread for my family for a long time, I love baking, (and I have a 
German husband who loves good bread so I have a lot of motivation to make good 
bread). I probably used to cook about 30% of our bread.  Since lockdown I now cook 
a loaf a day most days, often getting up at 6 am to have it baked fresh for breakfast.  
 
I had less than half a jar of yeast at the beginning of lockdown and we couldn’t get 
any more, so  I revived my sourdough starter and tried some new recipes until I found 
‘Country Loaf’ which uses a tiny amount of yeast as well as a sourdough starter, a 
perfect way to make my small amount of yeast last. Our whole family loved this bread 
so this became our everyday bread, and it still is.  
 
Once I sorted the yeast problem we started to get low on flour and by this time the 
supermarket never had flour in stock because everyone had started baking bread. 
One day Florian came home from our weekly grocery shop with a pitiful 1 kg bag of 
flour. 1 kg of white flour will produce 2 loaves of bread and my family ate one loaf a 
day, so I started rationing what flour I had left and baked nothing but bread to make 
the flour last longer.  
 
During a chat with a neighbour I found out he had ordered himself a 20 kg bag of flour 
from Kaan’s catering so I placed an order and the next day I had 20 kg of flour and a 
500 gram bag of yeast (which is a lot of yeast) delivered to my house!!! I could leave 
all the flour and yeast at the supermarket for other stressed bakers and I could bake 
as much as I wanted. 
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I can’t see myself ever getting bored of making bread!! There are many new recipes 
and techniques to try and there’s always someone happy to take a loaf if I make too 
much. I’ve made bread to share today because I enjoy baking for people and I missed 
sharing my baking during lockdown. Please take some bread if you would like some.  
 
The breads I made for today are our family favourites:  

1. Baguettes - Alison Holst recipe 
2. Country Loaf -  Larousse Book of Bread by Eric Kayser 
3. Boller (sweet Danish buns) – family recipe  
4. Leinsamenbrot (Linseed bread) – Living Bread by Daniel Leader  

 
 

 

 
Kirsten Beyer 
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Happy Easter from the Opoho Kids 
 
The children and families of Opoho Church put together a video of themselves 
wishing the congregation happy Easter. The link to this was in the email sent to 
parishioners on Easter Sunday.  
 

     
 

    
 

   
 

   
 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#search/opoho+church+news+easter+s/KtbxLvHgRDtlFgs
wwLXjwbWstrNqWzRXHg?compose=DmwnWsCcMvncwTzwjBVStSgcjBwJvDGCHnJRZ
MTfsThGVRvLQMjTCGMrvBwQcngKjwzScKVznHvB&projector=1 
 

Florian Beyer 
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Gregor Macaulay has been editor of The New Zealand Armorist, 
the quarterly journal of the Heraldry Society of New Zealand, since 
2000. 
 
During the Covid-19 lockdown, he occupied himself by writing 
more than 50 articles for the Armorist.  Most (but not all) of the 
articles are about New Zealanders who have been granted arms, and 
consist of a brief biographical summary, an illustration of the arms 
with the blazon (i.e. the description of the arms in the technical 
language of heraldry), and an explanation of the symbolism of the 
arms. 
 
Gregor believes heraldry to be the ideal interest to pursue during a 
lockdown: a few heraldic reference books, back issues of heraldic 
journals, and internet access to the innumerable heraldic resources 
online can provide both entertainment and education – enjoyment 
for the eye and mind.   
 
On a Scottish website on the internet, he found a creative design for 
arms for a fictitious Mr Greedy of Much Hoarding, referring to the 
selfish buying-up of toilet rolls, although it would appear that the 
heraldic shopping trolley differs from those actually found in 
supermarkets. 
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The Arms of Sir Keith Park 
 

Gregor Macaulay 
 

Air Chief Marshal Sir Keith Rodney Park GCB 
KBE MC and bar DFC (left) was born in Thames, 
New Zealand, on 15 June 1892, the third son and 
ninth of the ten children of Scottish-born James 
Park (1857-1946), later Professor of Mining at the 
University of Otago, and his first wife Frances 
(née Rogers, 1860-1916).   
 

Keith boarded at King’s College, Auckland, from 
1901 to 1906, then transferred to the now-defunct 
Selwyn Collegiate School in Dunedin, before 
spending 1909 and 1910 at Otago Boys’ High 
School.  From June 1911 to December 1914 he 
worked as a purser for the Union Steam Ship Co. 
 

In the First World War, Park was initially a soldier at Gallipoli and the Somme, but 
joined the Royal Flying Corps in 1916.  He remained in the RAF after the Great War 
and in the Second World War commanded air cover for the Dunkirk evacuation and 
fighter defence in the Battle of Britain (1940) and the Battle of Malta (1942).  In 
January 1944 he was made Air Officer Commanding-in-Chief Middle East Command 
and in February 1945 was appointed Allied Air Commander, South-East Asia, where 
he served until the end of the war.   
 

Having retired from the RAF at the end of 1946, Sir Keith (together with Lady Park 
and their elder son and his wife and daughter) returned to live permanently in New 
Zealand in early 1948.  He was employed by the Hawker Siddeley Aircraft Co. as its 
Pacific representative from 1948 to 1960 and also took part in public life, including 
serving three terms on the Auckland City Council (1962-1971).  He died in Auckland 
on 6 February 1975.  At a memorial service in September 1975 in St Clement Danes 
Church, the RAF church in London, Sir Douglas Bader said that the Battle of Britain 
“was controlled, directed, and brought to a successful conclusion by the man whose 
memory we honour today”.   
 

In London, on 25 November 1918, Keith Park married Dorothy (Dol) Margarita Parish 
(1893-1971, a nurse during the war, daughter of Lieutenant-Colonel Woodbine Parish 
CMG CBE, 1862-1938, and great-granddaughter of Sir Woodbine Parish KCH, 1796-
1882).  Keith and Dorothy Park had two sons, Ian Keith Woodbine Park (1919-1991, 
an NCO in the RAF in the Second World War, taxi proprietor, twice married, died 
Auckland, one daughter Keithia) and Colin Rodney Park (1925-1951, an officer in the 
Black Watch in the war, murdered while serving with the Perak Constabulary in 
Malaya). 



 19 

 
The arms of Sir Keith Park 

Arms Quarterly Argent and Gules, in the first quarter a lion passant guardant Gules 
crowned with an astral crown Or, and in the fourth quarter a Maltese cross 
also Gules.  

Crest  Issuant from an astral crown Or a boar’s head and neck Proper. 
Motto  Look skywards   

English grant 14 November 1947 (Grants Register 110/59) 
illustration by Roger Barnes 

 
Although of Scottish descent, Sir Keith was granted English arms in 1947 that do not 
resemble any Scottish Park arms.  The red lion with its astral crown refers to his 
achievements in the Battle of Britain, and the Maltese cross to the Battle of Malta; red 
and white are the colours of the arms and flag of Malta.  The rationale for the boar’s 
head is unclear, although one possibility is that it is canting (French porc/Park).  The 
insignia of a GCB encircle the shield in the illustration.  
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An Unexpected Armiger: Bear Grylls 
 

Gregor Macaulay 
 

  Edward Michael Grylls (born 1974, left), better known as 
Bear Grylls (the nickname was bestowed by his elder sister, his 
only sibling, when he was a week old), is famous for television 
programmes about surviving in wilderness areas. 
 The son of Conservative MP Sir Michael Grylls (1934-2001) 
and his wife Sarah (Sally) Ford, Bear Grylls was educated at 
Eton College, the University of West England, and Birkbeck 
College, University of London (from which he graduated with 
a BA degree in Hispanic studies).  He served in the SAS from 
1994 to 1997, becoming a survival instructor, but his military 

career ended after a parachuting accident.  He has since taken part in various Boy’s 
Own adventures and expeditions, including climbing Mount Everest, circumnavigating 
the British Isles on jet skis, and crossing the Atlantic in an open boat. 

As well as taking part in and presenting television programmes, he is an author 
and motivational speaker, an active supporter of several charities, and a committed 
Anglican.  He has been Chief Scout of the United Kingdom and Overseas Territories 
since 2009.  In 2004, he was awarded the honorary rank of lieutenant commander in 
the Royal Naval Reserve and in 2013 he was awarded 
the honorary rank of lieutenant colonel in the Royal 
Marines Reserve.  Grylls was appointed an Officer of 
the Order of the British Empire (OBE) in the 2019 
Queen’s Birthday Honours for services to young 
people, the media, and charity.  He married Shara 
Knight in 2000 and they have three sons. 
 Bear Grylls’s grandfather, Brigadier William 
Edward John Grylls OBE (1902-1994), was the son 
of William Edward John Grylls (1868-1931), named 
as an armiger in Fox-Davies’s Armorial Families 
with the following arms: Gules, three bendlets Or, 
over all a chevron Ermine charged with five bezants, 
with crest on a wreath of the colours (Gules and Or), 
upon a mount Vert, a porcupine Argent, resting the 
dexter paw on a bezant (no motto given).  The 
genealogical link to the family of Grylls of St Neot, 
Cornwall, also listed in Armorial Families, is 
uncertain, but their arms (Or, three bendlets 
enhanced Gules, with crest a porcupine passant 
Argent, recorded at the College of Arms in 1557) are 
clearly the basis of those for Bear Grylls’s family. 
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Graeme’s “I must get around to it”  List 
 
 
I had a list of ”I must get around to it”  tasks which have accumulated over many 
years, and COVID-19 provided the golden opportunity while  confined to my home 
to “get around to it”. They included: 
  
· Shredding sermons and complete Orders of Service from 2000 to 2013. I was left 
with fourteen empty file boxes which now reside in the Archives Dept. Of the 
Research Centre. 
 
· Using my Tablet to keep in touch visually with my sisters, brother, daughters and 
grandchildren - and occasionally I got a word in! 
 
· Venturing more deeply into the old Testament readings in the Lectionary (mainly 
Genesis) in the hope that one day I may preach from them. 
 
· I delighted in receiving telephone calls from kindly friends offering to do my 
shopping (but not my cooking) 
 
When the lock down was over I thoroughly treasured being able to get among 
people without the required social distancing. It was great to have a cuppa with 
another human being. 
 
Graeme Munro 
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From Allison Mulder 
 
 “I was very grateful for the warm weather 
and good health over lockdown. 
 
A favourite cup was broken so I made some 
tiles then transformed a scruffy dry garden 
into a succulent garden” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“This area was all weedy and I was putting off doing anything as all the 
garden shops were closed- then I discovered what I already had!!!! And I 
have lots of succulents in pots to pass on.” 
 
 

“Will got into 
making pita bread 
for lunch and then 
we would walk 5-
6 kilometres.” “I 
got to know more 
people in our 
neighbourhood” 
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Advent Calendar 
 
I made my first Advent Calendar (the one underneath) about 35 years ago while we 
were living in Kuala Lumpur.  
 
This year, during the Covid-19 lock down, I have been making the pieces for what 
will be my fifth Calendar – this one destined for my son, daughter in law, and 
granddaughter living in Auckland. 
 
The original Calendar that this was copied from had been bought in Texas by an 
American friend in our church in Malaysia. She had shown it to friends in the 
American Women’s association who decided to improve the design and make a 
whole collection for their Christmas sale. I got the background fabric and pattern 
from them and made a few more tweaks of my own. I have photocopies if anyone is 
interested. 
 

 
 
Jenny Roxborogh 
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Deliveries and Paper Bags 
 
Back in March we began ordering our groceries online. A neighbour and several from 
Opoho had offered to do our shopping, and we were glad of their help, but we decided 
to use Countdown’s online service even though we missed the normality of Gardens 
New World where we run into friends and sometimes block the aisles in conversation. 
 
It worked unexpectedly well. Warning texts told us that deliveries were on their way 
and a knock on the door that they had arrived. We did not think we were hoarding, 
though we have only just used all the toilet paper. Baked beans and bacon became 
more frequent in our diet, even if despite early gaps, the wide choice was astounding. 
 
Everything arrives at the door in standard size paper bags with nifty string handles. 
The groceries squeeze into cupboard corners in case there is a slippage in Covid 
control. But what should we do with the bags? 
 
There are some immediate uses, but they do accumulate. Of course, they can go in 
the recycle bin, but they seem, so, useful. And my squirrelling instincts around these 
bags remind me of my grandmother and the brown paper and string she collected 
during the Depression and then continued for the rest of her life.  
 
But you may be able to help us here – so please, please, help yourself. 
 
John and Jenny Roxborogh 
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Easter Sunday 2020 
 
Last Thursday Simon Rae noted how plans 
for remembering Jesus changed this 
Easter. “Then came the lockdown – and the 
anxiety of an unknown future. At least we 
share that with Jesus’ first disciples, on the 
eve of Passover.”   
 
Then, after Jesus was disowned, 
humiliated, abandoned, and killed, 
everything stopped, or so it seemed — 
some remember signs and portents, 
including an earthquake. Jesus was given a 
burial, but then there is silence. The 
disciples go into hiding, not sure what to do, 
not sure if their lives will be next.  
 

 

We too, remain in lockdown. As we do, we read of sickness and death and remember 
that there that there have been plagues before in human history. We notice the 
silence in our streets. We remember our own times and places when our personal 
world became smaller, darkness seemed close and strong, and our future unknown. 
We wonder where things are going and what will be next. We fear premature hopes 
and unnecessary despair. 
 
Yet in the silence we also hear things we don’t always notice, signs of life in fantails 
chasing insects and each other, and sea gulls dancing in the Valley up draughts. 
There is something about hearing sounds clearly, even the rhythms of hammer and 
chainsaw far away enough not be annoying, close enough to be nostalgic; reminders 
of life going on and somebody at least building for the future. 
 
Silence, once a calamity has passed, can also reveal how much has been lost and 
what needs to be faced. In Vanuatu and Fiji, a tropical cyclone has been devastating. 
Roofs and buildings and gardens, fishing boats and livelihoods have been blown 
away. And afterwards there is silence, waiting, a wondering where to start, what to 
do next, and who will come to help. 
 
A time of silence is often a test of faith.  
 
That first Easter Sunday, few ventured out. Some decided to get up and at least 
check on Jesus’ body; to do what could still be done, even if they were scared, and 
even if everything about following Jesus had gone wrong. Then it seemed as if things 
had just gone more wrong still: the body of Jesus wasn’t there.  
 
Later on there were untidy memories recalling people running, confusion, disbelief, 
strange, and yet strangely reassuring, experiences. Jesus, recognisable, — if not 
always at first — appearing in the midst of food and conversation and walks on a 
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beach. Yet it also seemed transient and inexplicable. It meant different things to 
different people then, and it still does. Yet sharing those very differences may take 
us to new places in our sense of what these things might still mean.  
 
After 2000 years we are enriched by many layers of history, of art, of story-telling and 
reflection, and we still discover new images, new stories of faith and resurrection. We 
discover new reflections of what God was doing and why we too might want to call 
Jesus Lord and Saviour, and speak because of him and despite everything, as if God 
was a friend and not a foe. Surprising stirrings of the Spirit link us to things too big to 
grasp, yet too real to ignore. Our experiences carry elements of being elusive, yet 
real; ambiguous, yet undeniable; different, yet similar—a gift often confusing, yet part 
of faith shared in community as life goes on.  
 
The lockdown of the disciples and our lockdown experiences connect us. We expect 
our restrictions being lifted or at least reduced. But we too do not yet know what that 
might mean. Faith, plans, and prayers are needed. The hope of resurrection is not 
that everything will be as it was, but that we have another opportunity to work out 
what life means and what our place within it will be. 
 
Part of the ongoing restrictions after lockdown will be – for some time – quarantine 
for those travelling to New Zealand.  
 
Quarantine has been part of the life of this country before. My great great 
grandparents were on Soames Island in Wellington Harbour after they arrived from 
Scotland and here in Dunedin, “Quarantine Island”, Kamau Taurua, is part of Otago’s 
history.  
 
“Quarantine Island” has also been through several resurrections, including as St 
Martin’s Isle modelled on the Iona Community in Scotland. Several members of 
Opoho Church were heavily involved in St Martin’s and those memories are 
surprisingly fresh. Today the life of the island continues to develop around ecology, 
community, and heritage. There is something about the stories and associations of 
the Island, its small cemetery, the partially restored accommodation block, and the 
distinctive earthen-floor chapel and its altar window looking down the harbour, which 
speak powerfully of death and resurrection, of lockdown, and of new opportunities. 
 
Lockdowns and restrictions will continue to be part of the story of New Zealand from 
time to time. The church in history has also known times when tragic events have 
taken their toll, and yet new life and possibilities have opened up. The mysterious 
example and presence of the Resurrected Jesus is part of a renewing ability to face 
the present, to look forward, and to trust in God. 
 
John Roxborogh 
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After 60 years, it was time to let it go . . . 
 
Except for when we were in Malaysia in the 1980s, I have worn this “Eskay of 
Wellington” dressing gown regularly ever since I was in boarding school — and 
especially since we moved back to Dunedin in 2000. 
 
Following the Covid 19 Lockdown, I have been persuaded that the time really has 
finally come and I need to let it go. Jenny located a suitable replacement, a ‘Klipper’ 
in Shop on Carroll.   
 
Looking through Papers Past I see it is similar in design to ones sold by Hallenstein 
Brothers in the 1940s.  I was surprised to discover that they were also sold as 
smoking jackets to be worn over men’s suits. As far as I know they were not used for 
that purpose at St Kentigerns.  
 
 

   
 
 
 
John Roxborogh 
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Psalm Writing 
 
 

The Psalm Writing group at Opoho Church didn’t meet during lockdown.  
When we came together afterwards,  

we realized how much we had written during that time 
 and decided to collect it together. 

 
This booklet is the result.  

 
 

 
 

Opoho Psalms  
& Other Writings 

 
from around the COVID-19 pandemic lockdown  

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Psalm Writing Group 
 

Opoho Presbyterian Church 
 

July 2020 
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As it says in the Introduction to Opoho Psalms and Other Writings… 
 

2020 is a year we will not forget.  We, along with the whole world, encountered 
covid-19 and life would never be the same.  Things we never could have 
imagined have happened, and things we thought were always there for us 
became inaccessible.  We were told to stay home in our bubble, we could not 
go to church, we could not be in community, even for funerals.  And we did it 
– because most of us recognised the alternative was unacceptable.   
 
Much of our safe and planned life has been turned on its head and even now 
as I write in late July, our relatively pleasant bubble that is NZ is only a breath 
away from more lockdown.  Life will never be the same again.   
 
Yet it was hard – to not meet, to not hug, to not celebrate and console in 
person.  And it had a profound impact on many people.  Those of us who have 
a faith might call it a time of revelation – about the ways of the world and our 
response.  The shallowness of our world and some people in it has been 
exposed in graphic detail and we weep at the pain and loss for so many people.  
The love and compassion of our world and some people in it has been 
highlighted in so many ways that we feel we have rediscovered humanity.  Our 
planet has been able to breathe again and we have had time to reflect. 
 
These writings from the Opoho Psalm Writing Group tell some of our story in 
the midst of the pandemic – our hopes and fears, our delights and our prayers, 
the ways in which our faith was both challenged and revealed, the presence of 
God in our lives in a different way. Some are a cry to God from the heart, some 
are comments on society, others are very personal revelations and yet others 
are reflections on our vulnerabilities and the way that God spoke into our hearts 
in this time. 
 
We pray they will speak to you in some way and encourage you to reflect on 
the new revelations of the presence of God in a time of lockdown. 

 
Opoho Psalm Writing Group 

 
 
https://www.opohochurch.org 

 
https://e0439ee4-ee11-4baf-88cc-
414ed62620b4.filesusr.com/ugd/f97a46_30131dd8fd5748f3bd944c5470b17170.pdf 
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The new ‘normal’… 
 

By now many of us are getting somewhat adjusted to the lock-down regime.  We feel a kind 
of anguished solidarity with the alone, the lonely, those who have to work and manage 
school-age families, those who have lost their work or income and are not clear about the 
future.  And the almost forgotten destitute, left behind by economies that favour the favoured, 
who have been hustled out of sight into motels and the like. 
 
That we have been so socially unprepared for this crisis is an issue politicians are going to 
have to look at honestly post Covid-19.  We cannot lapse back into the same-old-same-old 
patterns in a world that will face increasing crises of health and nature as population growth, 
mobility and degradation of the environment reinforce each other. 
 
More relevant to most of us just now, in this particular network, is the question of how this 
temporary new ‘normal’ impacts our church life.  I have been interested in following overseas 
responses by people who are facing the same challenges.  Fr Myron Pereira, a Jesuit media 
consultant based in Mumbai, has a perceptive reflection on the impact on our faith of this 
upside-down life we have been forced into.  He notes the creativity of t.v. and radio 
presentations of ‘virtual’ services of worship and suggests that shut-down and social 
distancing has given us an opportunity to ‘rethink the way we believe’, and, oddly as it must 
seem, ‘to make our faith more personal’. 
 
Worship ‘as it was’, he says, comforts but does not challenge. Now he asks us to move 
away from what he calls fideism to discerning belief. Fideism, in our Protestant context, 
might mean going along with ‘what the church teaches’, following established patterns of 
worship, deferring to established opinions – instead of thinking things through for ourselves, 
and really listening to each other as we work through change.   
 
Now we have been forced to find new ways of praying together while apart, new ways of 
sustaining fellowship and friendship, new avenues to share concerns. 
 
Years ago when I was travelling in India people told me how bishop Gorai, moderator of the 
Church of North India, had told them to ‘take their worship out into the porch’ (large sheltered 
areas in front of the old churches where in the days of the Raj coaches could pull up and let 
people out, sheltered from the hot sun).  There, he argued, people passing by could see 
what they were doing, in worship and proclamation.  Worship would not be enclosed in a 
building many would be reluctant to enter, but out in the world.   
 
As I follow the vibrant offerings of communities like Knox Church, which in very short order 
have created whole new ways of offering worship, prayer and reflection for anyone who 
wants to join , I can see a way we can get worship out of the building and accessible to 
‘those passing by’.  While we all look forward to the return of our friendly, sometimes noisy 
and always positive Opoho services perhaps the virtual alternative could be maintained 
post-Covid 19, with contributions (like Tui in the recent Knox Church Easter celebration) 
from parishes that do not have the resources (or the need) to ‘go it alone’. 
 
Finally, Fr Pereira suggested, as we learn to pray together while separated we can foster 
‘discerning belief’ and learn ‘to worship God in spirit and in truth (Jn 4:24)’. 
 
Simon Rae  
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Prayer in a time of anxiety 
 
Like many of us, I was taught to pray by my mother – simple prayers, and later a litany of 
intercession for a quite large group of relatives – all of them, except my sister, now 
departed. Looking back now, I realise that none of that was ‘about me’, about what I 
wanted or thought I needed… . 
 
Somehow, growing up, church left me with the impression that prayer was about asking, 
but at school I faced a question. Could I ask for success? - I did a bit of distance running at 
high school. But I came to realise that I was never going to be anywhere near the best, 
and that it would be wrong to ask for that – the best one on the day deserved to win. 
 
The same issue arose about exams. I was always anxious, and prone to loosing focus. By 
now I was beginning to see some kind of ‘context’.  Prayer needed to fit the context – it 
was not a magic way of manipulating it. I could ask for calm and clear recollection of what I 
had studied but the result was up to me. 
 
As a university student I discovered Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, a French priest-scientist 
who made a big effort to understand evolution in Christian (and somewhat mystical) terms.  
His Phenomenon of Man was much discussed at that time, but for prayer his Le Milieu 
Divin (the translator was stuck for an English equivalent) was more helpful.  This ‘Living in 
the context of God’ made sense for me, alongside Paul’s assertion, ‘in him we live, and 
move, and have our being’. 
 
Now, in this time of shared anxiety about what lies ahead, we are being called to think and 
act with those around us in mind.  That is, to show solidarity – instead of entitlement.  To 
live with the realisation that we are all in this together. To do first of all what is required, not 
what best suits us. 
 
In a real sense prayer and solidarity are the inside and the outside of the same thing.  If 
we do what we can, within the restrictions in place, to express kindness, to keep in contact 
by phone or other means, to help people to know we are mindful of their situations, then 
our prayer will focus also on the reality of God, and of the assurance we are not alone 
now, or at any time. 
 
And what about prayer itself?  Jesus spoke of a parent/child relationship. Many of us have 
learned how to listen to the concerns of our children, and recall sharing our own anxieties, 
even as adults. When I asked a group of village people in North Sumatra how they 
understood prayer I got a response I have never forgotten: ‘to present everything for God 
to look at’; but the man used a word for ‘present’ that is used in only one context – to 
present oneself or some situation, humbly and with a deep sense of awe and respect, for 
the Sultan to consider.  Traditionally the sultans did not respond in any way.  The 
petitioner had to leave his or her concern in trust…   
 
One of the first names for the early followers of Jesus was people of ‘The Way’ – so prayer 
is part of our ‘Living in the Way of God’.  And so is our solidarity with everyone around us.  
Prayer is how we can share our anxious concerns about what is ahead, and solidarity is 
our acting in the knowledge that ‘living in the Way of God’ gives shape and warmth to what 
we try to do together and for each other.  We are all in this strange new reality together, 
but we are not alone.  Prayer and solidarity are the shape of our response. 
 
Simon Rae 
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Tabah dan bertahan… 
 
I have been spending a lot of my inside time during Lock-down with the Indonesian priest 
whose work I have been reading and translating for a decade and more.  It is what I would 
have been doing anyway, so I feel a bit guilty about not being too inconvenienced, but 
considering my age and the state of the world I decided to round off what I was writing and 
send it off. 
 
Romo (Father) Dr Gabriel Sindhunata SJ is a journalist, poet, novelist, academic and cultural 
activist.  I have been interested in the way he uses story to communicate across the divisions 
of ethnicity and religion that remain tense in Indonesia, and the sharpness of his observation 
of the society he lives in and the difficulty of creating and maintaining a humane social order. 
 
But in the last month I was able to get an Indonesian translation of a book of reflections, 
published in Javanese, from his first parish ministry – in Pakem, on the flanks of Merapi, the 
fearsome but revered volcano that broods over Yogyakarta.   Here he set himself to learn 
from his rural parishioners while at the same time exploring links between their folk beliefs 
and strands of Christian spirituality, often centred around ‘water of life’ themes.  It was a 
brief but creative time, and these reflections are still, decades later, part of the activity of the 
pilgrimage site centered on the Pakem parish church, S. Maria Assumpta. 
Mata Air Bulan (Tears of the Moon) contains real stories from his encounters with people at 
the springs and other significant sites around Merapi, and his reflections on what he heard.  
 
Perhaps a couple of quotes might give us some flavour of these simply told reflections, 
offered first to rural people whose life was always hard and challenging: 
 Resolute determination and holding on in a situation which in human judgment 
 is incomprehensible,1 that is faith. 
 
 God is not only in big things, but also in little things. 
 
And a poem from the same source: 
 There are watery valleys,2 
 tears of night, 
 the source of your actual tears. 
 These tears will clear away the dark clouds in your heart 
 and your eyes will become clear, 
 then you will be able to see the bright light that is coming. 
 
Tabah dan bertahan –‘resolute determination and holding on’ – are the shape of faith for 
many of us, and for many of our contemporaries just now; and part of the faith-sharing we 
call solidarity.  
 
Simon Rae 
 
  

 
1 A much simpler concept in Indonesian:  ‘tidak masuk akal’ –won’t fit in your mind. 
2 ‘valleys’ are often a poetic reference to the difficulties of life. 
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Thursday in Holy Week, called Maundy Thursday, 2020 
 
They were a small, intimate group,   John 13: 33-35 
Jesus and his close band of disciples. 
 
It was growing dark, and a mood of  
anxiety was taking hold of them. 
 
Jesus had said strange things, hard  
to fathom. He had taken the role  
of a servant to wash their feet.   
They had shared bread and wine 
in preparation for the Passover, 
Judas had left. 
 ‘…and it was night’. 
 
In this atmosphere of deep and 
troubling anxiety Jesus spoke again: 
 
‘A new commandment I give you….’ 
 
We had planned to meet together on this evening, not to ‘re-enact’ a ritual but to pause on 
our own journeys and reaffirm our shared discipleship as 21st century followers of Jesus. 

 
This intention I might have summed up in the words of Fr Edward Schillebeeckx, who wrote 
massive studies of Jesus but could bring it all to a clear focus: 

 We pray to God, our merciful Father, 
 that we may break our bread with others 
 and share life with one another; 
 That we may do this in order to remember him 
 who asked us to do what he had done before. 

 
A simple meal, shared with friends we know, and maybe a guest or two we had not yet met. 
But it was not to be. At first, sharing food no longer seemed a good idea and then came the 
lockdown – and the anxiety of an unknown future.  At least we share that with Jesus’  first 
disciples, on the eve of Passover. 

 
Long ago English people came to call this celebration ‘Maundy’, picking up in their own way 
the opening word of the regular antiphon (scripture sentences sung or said) that was set for 
this day:  Mandatum novum do vobis… - a new commandment I give you… 

 
Mandatum, a commandment, order or commission, became mandé in  Norman French, the 
language of the social elite (who could follow the  Latin services) and so it entered everyday 
English in a localized form, like beef, pork and mutton –and much else.  

 
This, at the end, was what Jesus left to his friends, facing a looming threat, already disclosing 
itself in the words to and about Judas, who had just left to set the tragic events in motion. 

 
We cannot meet physically to share bread and wine, at present, or to enjoy the warm 
fellowship which is so encouraging.  And the ‘new commandment’ doesn’t seem much in 
the face of a complex world that throws challenges at us from so many different directions. 
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But surely it is enough – and more than a challenge for each of us.  There is an old story 
about St John, whose name is associated with this Gospel. He lived to a very old age, and 
at the end, it is said, he was carried into the Christian assembly (probably a house church) 
in Ephesus and asked to give a last message to those gathered: ‘Little children, love one 
another!’ 

 
John’s writings, the Gospel and three Epistles (and possibly Revelation) are full of 
exhortations to love one another that have inspired people down the ages.  One of the 
discoveries following the collapse of the Soviet Union was the New Testament given to the 
Russian novelist Dostoevsky by the wives of exiled revolutionaries who had followed their 
husbands to exile in Siberia – when he later was sent on the same path. He read it, and 
read from it to other prisoners and kept it close by for the rest of his life – asking his wife to 
read from it hours before he died.  The Norwegian scholar who found it in St Petersburg 
noted the verses Dostoevsky had marked – verses about loving one another from John’s 
writings stand out.  This seemingly simple but deeply profound ‘commission’ had seen him 
through a life of troubles, and enlightened his readers with characters who embody the self-
sacrificing love of Christ in the most bitter of human conditions. 

 
A psychiatric patient said to me on one of my earliest hospital visits, ‘Don’t come here telling 
me God loves me.  I want to know whether you love me! I can make up my own mind about 
God.’  Now, surely, is a time to love one another – and it may help someone to find the love 
of God in these strange times. 
 
Simon Rae 
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Week after Easter 
 
We are living in a strange time, a time of shared uncertainty and anxiety.  So while we are 
separated in our own bubbles we have never been so ‘together’ in our experience of life. 
 
But time itself is strange.  What seems to us in western tradition to be a long line, past, 
present and future, is not like that in many other cultures – and modern physicists tell us 
‘space-time is curved’, and may not be like anything most of us are familiar with. 
 
One of the differences between our understanding of time and time in the biblical world is 
that we measure the length of time in hours, days, years whereas the ancient world 
thought about the nature of time – a time of peace, a time of crisis, a time of festival.  We 
look back in time to remember events and recall heroes, but in the biblical world the 
heroes of our faith were away out in front, leading us forward. 
 
Festivals were important times of focus, when the community gathered in the presence of 
those who had gone before them to remember the great things God had done.  In the 
Wednesday and Thursday of our Holy Week just past, Jewish people around the world 
celebrated Passover – remembering the events around the deliverance from Egypt.  While 
Passover is normally celebrated in extended household gatherings, this year many will 
have been limited, as we were at Easter, to very small gatherings of those they were 
actually locked down with.  In this strange time of quarantine they would have been aware, 
after thousands of years, of those who had gone before, and of the victims of centuries of 
antisemitism. 
 
For a long time Christian Easter was celebrated on the same days as Passover. The 4th 
century bishop, Epiphanius, Palestinian by birth, tells us, ‘So long as at least the first 
fifteen bishops of Jerusalem [that is those who were of Jewish descent] the Passover was 
celebrated everywhere by all [including Palestinian Christians] or by a great majority of 
them according to the lunar computation and methodology of the Jews.’ But in time an 
adversarial attitude emphasized difference over a shared heritage of faith and in 325 CE 
the Council of Nicaea forbade celebration of the Last Supper on the days of Passover – 
although the days remain close. 
 
The same thing happened again, centuries later, when the shared tradition of the People 
of the Book (Jewish, Christian and Muslim people who followed an intersecting scriptural 
tradition) was swept aside for a kind of religious tribalism that continues into our troubled 
world. 
 
Our shared experience of being shut-down in this strange time of anxious uncertainty 
gives us a chance to reflect about what we seek to do in our three Abrahamic traditions – 
to honour God, to seek justice, to search for wisdom and understanding, to bring 
compassionate help to all who suffer, and to walk humbly in the particular path of faith to 
which we have been called. In a time of profound shame and agony following the 
Christchurch mosque murders we showed we can embrace those who suffer – and learn 
from those who in the face of their deep suffering and loss were able to forgive, and to 
encourage those they might have been expected to blame.  
 
As we move on from our own lonely but profoundly shared Easter experience we could 
take with us words from the Passover ritual:  
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This is the night on which light from the pillar of fire led the people of Israel 
from darkness to light, from slavery to freedom, from death to life. 
 
It is of this night that scripture says, ‘and night shall be as bright as day, 
and night shall light up your joy.’ 

 
Christians remember that Jesus was nurtured in this faith, celebrated it, and in what we 
call the Last Supper brought it to a new focus, opening a new path to God, free from the 
shackles of legalism and any kind of exclusivism. 
 
Simon Rae 
  
 
 

Reflection: After the Lockdown 
 

In some ways coming out of the Lockdown has been more challenging than being in it.  
Apart from not meeting people face-to-face I did not experience any significant 
inconvenience in the Lockdown – in fact we encountered neighbours - at an appropriate 
distance - on recreational walks who would normally have been away at work.  And the 
quiet period allowed time for completion of a variety of projects. One thing that was not 
disrupted was the international electronic network. 
 
Looking back, it is now clear that the fundamental, growing experience for me has been 
one of solidarity. We were, and are, all in this together.  As we became a little more 
optimistic about how things might be here, the news kept us aware of the terrible toll covid-
19 is exacting world-wide. And closer to home I am very aware of being in a privileged 
‘demographic’, retired, with modest but regular income, our own home, and good 
companions in our ‘bubble’.  So, unable to claim any merit for surviving, I am daily more 
and more aware of those who have lost their income, been in supervised isolation, 
separated from people beyond our borders and fearful of what will happen if covid-19 slips 
in again among us. 
 
But working with overseas associates facing the same challenges we face does give rise 
to a strengthened sense of solidarity.  And having three items accepted for publication but 
stalled, it seems, while editors and publishers reassess what can be done, and in what 
time-frame, as economies shrink gives another sense of solidarity with those whose work 
is impacted by uncertainties. 
 
Out of all this I have a stronger resolve that, whatever comes, we need to live out this 
solidarity – doing what is required of us rather than what might best suit us. Solidarity must 
ace entitlement. Alongside the strong, calm leadership we have had it has been this 
willingness to do, for the team, what is asked of us that has brought us to a new normal in 
which some community, commercial and social life can be resumed.  But we are not there 
yet, so solidarity will remain important, as we have opportunity to support each other. 
 
Simon Rae, 11 August 2020. 
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Kristine Snell 
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Mary Somerville 
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Shona’s Sampler 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sue Spargo is a South African woman living in Ohio, US.A. She runs a craft 
shop specialising in fabric and threads and has taken classes all over the world. 
 
I have come across her on and off over the last couple of years through the 
internet. 
 
In February I sourced her  “Creative stitch “ book and just before lockdown I 
signed up for her monthly creative newsletter. When I received it I discovered 
she was already on day 14 of a 90 day stitch sampler that she was offering for 
free through Instagram for anyone to follow, as her contribution to help people 
get through the covid crisis. She provided short videos on how to do new 
stitches as well as instructions for each circle, needles and threads. 
 
We were in lockdown so I had to just use what I had. Every morning when I got 
up  (the time difference worked perfectly like that) I looked forward to checking 
Instagram for the circle of the day. Each stitch video would begin with “good 
morning, today we are going to...” in  Sue’s soft, calm, reassuring voice. She 
would add little inspirational quotes to her Instagram posts. She expressed her 
gratitude for those that were able to buy supplies from her, keeping her 
business afloat and the support she felt she had from others. 
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It took me to day 20 to catch up (just as well the weather was bad at that time). 
I finished with her on day 90. 
 
During the course of this our grandson was born. We were not able to be there 
as planned and I marked the circle on his birthday, adding a ladybird for each 
of our 3 grandchildren. The last circle was a bird which was easily turned into 
a kiwi! 
 
There were over a thousand people throughout the world who identified as 
following Sue with this on Instagram and may be hundreds more that just 
clicked in each day like me, I imagine. There were hundreds of expressions of 
gratitude written to her. 
 
Sue’s generosity created an international family and it was definitely something 
you felt. People all facing a similar threat but united by craft and creativity 
through the generous spirit of one person and her team. I was truly blessed 
and privileged to be a part of it. 
 
Shona Somerville 
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My Felt Family 
 
I have had it in mind for some time to make a family for my family. 
 
Covid-19 lockdown  prompted me to get cracking and try to 
get them to Palmerston North so the children could perhaps 
use them as props to create an adventure book during 
lockdown. The baby, as yet unborn in real life, was locked 
away in a matchbox until true arrival. 
 
Unfortunately it was very difficult to send anything to the 
North Island during level 3 and 4, so they had to wait until 
level 2. 
 
The felt family are a good likeness. 
 
Shona Somerville 
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Shona’s Historical Costume 
 
During covid lockdown I continued to 
work on a long term project, a historical 
costume from around 1800. I have a 
particular interest in life in the past and 
how garments were constructed, made 
and worn.  This project has cost very 
little as it is made up of recycled and 
donated material and fleece, acquired 
over the years. The outfit will fit me 
when completed. 
 
During lockdown I completed;   

• the body form  (duck tape applied 
by my husband to my son’s old 
tee shirt while I was wearing it). 
Having this saves me from 
having to try clothes on all the 
time. 

• the apron. 
• spinning the wool for and knitting 

the shawl. 
• the corset (except for the eyelets 

for lacing). 
 
To complete the outfit I need to make 
the jacket. 

 

 
 

 
The more layers I make for the costume the more I appreciate how strong women 
had to be to wear it all! My costume is just cotton/polycotton but traditionally some 
parts of it would have been made with heavier fibres. Mine is heavy enough! 
The photo shows all the layers completed thus far. 
 
Shona Somerville  
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We made our own entertainment during Lockdown: 
we fed the birds 

 
 
 
 
Just before 25 March 2020, Henrik and I cemented 
a post into our backyard.  We positioned it where 
we could easily see the birds feeding from our 
living room. 
 
Our previous feeder attached to a Ti Kouka 
(Cabbage tree – dreadful name for a wonderful 
tree!) had been obscured from the living room by 
shrubbery. 
 
We attached the dispensing bottled and found a 
suitable Sequoia branch as perch and hey presto, 
the show began: feeding, waiting, sharing, 
squabbling, blustering, bickering and definitely 
some bullying!   

 
Endless entertainment as long as we jumped to 
and refilled. 
 

 

 

 
 
Crisp close-up photos credit to Henrik. Fuzzy one – Fiona 
 
Fiona Stirling 



 51 

One  Awareness That Came For Me  During Lockdown 2020 
 
I pulled my curtains back one of the clear sky March mornings and said out loud 
“What a beautiful day, what a beautiful world”. And then I thought no, not a beautiful 
world! It may be beautiful here but the other side of the world in particular is horrific.  
 
It suddenly came to me what it must have been like to have had sons, husbands, 
whoever, away at war, either war, on a beautiful warm sunny day here in NZ to know 
that your family were possibly on the battlefield and could be in rain, snow or sleet. 
They were likely alive but they could even be dead and you wouldn’t know for a long 
time. 
 
This haunted me for those lovely days. What some of our mothers, grandmothers 
and great grandmothers must have gone through. 
 
Bronwen Strang 

 
Upcycling! 

 
A couple of years ago, someone brought a jumper to the Church Garage sale – 
very pretty but very burnt, so quite unusable as a jumper.  
 
I could see the potential in the rest of it and had fun making this hat, mitts and neck 
warmer from it during “Lockdown” in 2020. So please may we get snow…. Not too 
much global warming! 

 

    
 

Cheers 
Bronwen Strang  
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Peggy Square Blankets 
 
 
 
Opoho Church knitters made five 
Peggy square blankets in the last year 
for Operation Coverup who send them 
to orphanages, the elderly and poor in 
Eastern Europe. 
 
Marion Weaver sewed two blankets 
together during lockdown. 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
Marian Weaver 
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The Lockdown 
 
 
Yes, it was a solitary time for many weeks. Very isolating, the telephone was 
an important life line and my only connection to the outside world. 
 
My Opoho church family kept in touch with me regularly and I was able to do 
the same with them. 
 
 My heartfelt thanks to you all. 
 
Val Williams 
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Opoho Parish Emails During Lockdown 
 
Every Saturday evening or Sunday morning during the autumn 2020 levels 4 and 3 lock-
down, Tui, the parish clerk, sent an email to those on the parish email list. Emails included 
people news such as birthdays and births of grandchildren, parish and wider church news 
and notices, prayers, reflections (such as John Roxborogh’s Easter Sunday 2020 in this 
collection) and recordings of music group. When we reached level 3 we printed the emails 
for those whose households did not receive email. Here is a sample of the 
Opoho Church News for Sunday 17 May 2020. 
 
 
Hello again Fellow Opoho Parishioners 
 
I hope you have enjoyed the chance to catch up with others more freely these last few day 
- I know I have.  
 
Reflection and Attachments 
Please find attached: 
-  a reflection for today from the Rev Rachel Judge, the convenor of our Ministry 
Settlement Board 
-	A Praise Song for a Pandemic by	Christine Valters Paintner, a poet and Benedictine 
oblate 
- info about Faith Thinking on Zoom, being offered by the Theology Programme at 
the University of Otago from 19 May to the end of June 
- Message from the Moderator of the PCANZ General Assembly 
- a recording of Music Group playing Make Me a Channel of your Peace. The words are at 
the end of this email.  
 
Community  News 
Mary Somerville is in hospital and has asked me to let parishioners know that she is on 
bedrest for the next few days and is too tired to attend to too many messages. It is 
planned that she will have surgery on Monday afternoon and we pray for a safe 
recovery and compassionate care for her. 
 
- Congratulations to David Spencer on graduating with a BSc. We wish him well for his 
future. 
- Happy Birthday to John Stenhouse. His birthday was on 11th May. 
- Congratulations to Kirsten & Florian Beyer for their 8th wedding anniversary on the 12th 
of May. 
- Did you catch hearing Hamish Spencer on Radio New Zealand talking to Jesse Mulligan 
about scientific zombies!? 
 
Opoho Church Morning Tea Fellowship by Zoom  
The next fellowship meeting is scheduled for 11.15 am today, the 17th May. Although 
these are normally fortnightly, because of issues encountered last time, it was decided to 
have another this Sunday. All welcome. The information you need to join 
is: https://us04web.zoom.us/j/78412939998?pwd=aTdJV1IvbGJUSXVqQW9CaVhXR0JDd
z09 
Meeting ID: 784 1293 9998 
Password: opoho 
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Parish Council met by Zoom on Thursday evening to plan our way ahead for the next few 
weeks. A small group of Miriam, Marian and Mark have begun work on the parish's 
COVID-19 policy that we need to have in place before we start meeting. You will hear 
more about this in due course. Please note that in the meantime there are still no keys in 
the lockboxes at church.  
 
During lockdown an ad hoc collaboration has been developing 
between Opoho Church and Knox Church, as they use some of our music group 
recordings, and Opoho parishioners record  prayers and readings, for use in their online 
Sunday services. It is nice to be able to share resources and gain support from a 
neighbouring parish during this time when we aren't able to gather, and to see and hear a 
little bit of Opoho in their online services (see the link below). 
 
Opoho Signal 
Please get all material for the June Opoho Signal to Gregor Macaulay at 
email: gregor.macaulay@outlook.com by Wednesday 20th May. 
 
Prayer Requests 
- for Mary and her family, and others we know who are unwell or are in hospital, and for 
healthcare staff who are working under more trying conditions due to the pandemic 
- for pregnant and new mothers, and families 
- for scientists and decision makers  for diligence and wisdom as our future is in their 
hands 
- for food banks, night shelters and other social support agencies that they can meet the 
needs of their clients with compassion and practical help 
 
PS Otago Foodbank 
During the COVID-19 lockdown the PS Otago foodbank is experiencing demand like never 
before. Support Presbyterian Support Otago’s emergency fund to 'Fill our Foodbank'. To 
donate now click on the link below or go to our donation page 
at www.fillingourfoodbank.org.nz. 
 
Spiritual Reflections on COVID-19 
The Rev Sylvia Purdie of Cashmere Presbyterian Church, has written a study guide for 
spiritual reflection on the COVID-19 situation as well as other related poems and 
resources. See her website: http://www.conversations.net.nz 
 
A reminder of some online links 
Ed Masters' reflections: www.firstchurchotago.org 
Knox Church Sunday service @ 9.50 am for 10.00 am but is accessible any time later 
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCYksSjG0llfO0NeogNlGs7A 
 
And a blessing from Southern Presbytery to finish - 
May you be aware of God with you in the week ahead, 
And may that change the way you see things and what you do.  
May you know God’s love and peace.   Amen 
 
Wishing  you love, grace, peace and health. 
 
Tui 
Tui Bevin 
Parish Clerk 
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Afterword 
 
The COVID-19 lockdown from 26 March 2020 until 9 June 2020 when we reached almost 
normal life again at Level 1, was an unpredictable and unprecedented event in our lifetime 
and in our church’s experience. It occurred during the vacancy following the retirement of 
the Rev Margaret Garland from Opoho Church at the end of January 2020. 
 
Our last Sunday morning worship before 
lockdown was led by the Rev Graeme Munro on 
Sunday 22 March. That afternoon, Helen Bevin 
and Kevin Lee were married at Opoho Church 
by the Rev Margaret Garland with nine of their 
immediate family supporting them. Because of 
the impending COVID pandemic, they brought 
forward their larger wedding that was to have 
been on April 18.  

 

 
 
During the 10 weeks the church buildings may not have been open, but our church wasn’t 
inactive. Our pastoral care network, informal relationships kept people connected by phone, 
email, text, Zoom, and Skype. The monthly church newsletter, the Opoho Signal continued, 
although not in a printed form initially. A private church community Facebook page was 
established along with a fortnightly Morning Tea Fellowship at 11.15 am on Zoom. Various 
Opoho people and recordings of our music group were used in Knox Church’s online Sunday 
morning services that were watched by some Opoho parishioners and I sent an email each 
Sunday  morning (as above).  
 
Parish Council and Bible Book of the Month met by Zoom and we prepared two COVID 
Prevention Risk Management Plans for how we could open for worship under level 2. We 
had just finished the first plan, when the government changed its rules about meeting for 
worship, so we had to turn around and prepare a second! As it turned out we only met once 
before New Zealand moved to level 1 on 9th June and life was able to return to being more 
normal, apart from the border being closed to all but returning Kiwis.  
 
Morning worship recommenced at Opoho Church on Sunday 7th June. Fittingly, the Rev 
Graeme Munro lead this service. We didn’t know what was ahead, but we knew we had 
survived and stamped out the COVID virus sufficiently so that we could meet again and that 
was worth celebrating. Together we worshipped, prayed, sang and rejoiced. 
 
People experienced lockdown differently. Some found it too quiet while others relished in 
the quiet. Some found it a time of lament or heightened anxiety, while others relished in the 
freedom from their usual responsibilities and enjoyed the chance to tackle projects they 
didn’t normally have time for. Some found it a time of loneliness while others had their 
households increase as older children returned home.  
 
This collection of Opoho parishioner’s lockdown stories from the display at church on 26th 
July and the Opoho Psalms and Other Writings from Lockdown, honour and record some of 
this diverse experience. Thanks to those who have shared their stories and photos here. 
 
Thanks be to God. 
 
Tui Bevin 
Outgoing Parish Clerk, Opoho Presbyterian Church. August 2020 


