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The Thornton Blair Research Fellow interviewed 55 ordained leaders. 5 themes emerged

FAITH COMMUNITY WITNESS LEADERSHIP INNOVATION

After 6 workshops with 230 lay and ordained across the country, 2 new initiatives were 
imagined to resource leaders empowering leaders to grow the church.

COMING SOON…

BeWise

BeWise: A resource to help grow local leaders in context. 
Short interactive sessions, guided workshops, options for 

going further.
A website linking you to a rich range of archival and 
current resources, short courses, the latest online 

materials, and local learners via a living library.
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In 2017 KCML published our first Snapshots in Mission, available at knoxcentre.ac.nz. It gathered articles 
from seven different writers across the Presbyterian Church of Aotearoa New Zealand around the 
theme of ‘Reimagining Home.’ 

For Lent 2018 the writers gathered online to reflect upon their articles, offering songs and musings 
for discussion with others. It was wonderful to have further voices join us, spreading the scope of our 
reflections. 

In coming to Snapshots in 2018 it was hard to step past ‘Reimagining Home’ as a theme. There is still so 
much to explore. Many of our knowns are being challenged as local, regional and national church. 
Just like any formational journey we need to open ourselves to wisdom from our past, as well as to 
new perspectives and possibilities, if we are going to navigate into our future with integrity, grace, and 
courage. 

In this edition you will discover content that will challenge you to imagine ‘home’ differently (perhaps 
by returning to heritage). You will also discover a reminder that how we speak is just as important as 
what we speak. 

Enjoy the journey! And watch out for Lentinars with these writers in 2019. 

Mā te Atua tātou e ārahi, e manaaki. 

Rosemary Dewerse, editor. 

HOME REIMAGINED



Hone Te Rire (Amorangi, NOM Intern, Chaplain for 
Nawton Primary School)
Steve Taylor (Principal, KCML)

“Your identity shapes who you are, carving out your 
walk in your ministry”1

Rev Tame Hawea.

As Christians, we find our identity in baptism.  Christ 
becomes our home. 

It is tempting to understand this only in spiritual terms. 
But what if it includes the physical? Can creation 
and redemption be united because Jesus, God’s 
beloved son (Matthew 3:17), enters the waters of 
the Jordan?  

From an indigenous theological perspective, the 
answer is “yes.”

An indigenous theological perspective is holistic. 
Creation and redemption are woven together. 
Present place is located in relation to the past, 
as part of being drawn into God’s future. From a 
Māori perspective, Christian ministry begins in the 
acknowledgement that we are part of the cosmic 
realm of Ranginui and Papatūānuku.  Humans are 
neither above creation, nor in charge of creation. 
Rather, humans are among creation, in relationship 
with all creatures and flora. The video “Stories of New 
Zealand’s Extraordinary Landscape – Kaitiakitanga” 
encapsulates the creation story as told in Genesis.2 

You notice birds, trees, rivers, the wind, and clouds, as 
well as Tangaroa, the sea. Water takes prominence 
throughout the clip. Meanwhile Maisey Rika’s song 

and video “Tangaroa whakamautai” intensifies the 
focus on creation and creatures of the sea, and 
water.3

From an indigenous theological perspective, we are 
all children of the waters. 

Tangaroa whakamautai, nga tamariki o te Moana 
nui a Kiwa.

Water takes prominence in the creation story in 
Genesis 1. The Spirit hovers over the waters (1:2), 
the waters are separated (1:6), gathered (1:9), 
teem with life (1:20) and are filled with diversity of 
life (1:21). This life is blessed to increase and fill the 
waters (1:22).  

Water permeates many other Bible stories. As a 
baby Moses was found in the river Nile hidden 
amongst the reeds. Moses’ name means “To pull 
or draw out of the water” (Ex 2:10) because he was 
rescued from the water by Pharaoh’s daughter.  In 
time, Moses would pull the people of Israel out of the 
Sea of Reeds and leave them poised to push across 
the River Jordan into a promised land.

John, the baptiser of Jesus, is shaped by the 
wilderness. He knew from his desert experience 
that humans need water to survive; it is of major 
importance to all living things. 

Up to 60% of the human adult body is water. The 
brain and heart are 73% water, the lungs 83%.4 

The vast expanse, the heart of the ocean is where 
our life as ‘kaitiaki’ begins. The biggest ocean in the 
world is the Pacific Ocean covering an expanse of 
161.8 million km.

CHILDREN OF THE WATERS
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In indigenous cultures, water is a central point of life 
from birth to death. Māori were once a people of 
the Pacific Ocean, born of it. Now, though they are 
a land people of Te Whenua, for all Māori, the awa, 
the river, is essential to identity, a watermark of their 
mihi.  From the forest to the river, from the ocean to 
the mountain, all life comes from Papatūānuku and 
Ranginui. In the Māori world water is very prominent 
– in baptism or tohi rites, performing karakia and 
blessings over people, taonga and waahi tapu or 
sacred sites.  This is most clearly seen in tribes who live 
near a river. For the Atihaunui hapu, the Whanganui 
River is their “aortic artery.”5 The river becomes 
a tupuna awa, an ancestor, as an expression of 
connection with creation and of bringing people 
together.6 

Voices from the creation stories, the gospels of 
Matthew, Mark, Luke and John, weave together 
the ministry of Jesus and indigenous cultures through 
placement theology. This is a networked approach 
to relationships, more important than boundaries. 
My mountain and river are me, and I am them. I 
immediately think of the scripture from Psalm 137: 
‘By the rivers of Babylon we sat and wept when 
we remembered Zion…’ I am thinking of the home 
that nurtured me and fed me both physically and 
spiritually.
The earth is covered by water more than land. We 
talk of conquering outer space, but not much about 
the inner space or the oceans’ depths. As indigenous 
people who were born of the ocean, we are close 
to Tangaroa (Atua of the Sea). All the creatures in 
the sea are our brothers and sisters. We are all one 
and the same in the world. 

Unfortunately, we have not been very good kaitiaki 
of our water-born cousins. 

Maisey’s song “Tangaroa Whakamautai” 
encapsulates an holistic approach to being kaitiaki 
of God’s creation. This provides a theological ethic 
with rich insights into Christology. The river is doctor, 
priest, larder, highway, protector and shelter.7 When 
Jesus steps into the water, creation is being united 
with redemption, for the sake of all creation.  This 
is a faith in which all of life is connected. The result 
is hospitality, offered to all. Hence in baptism, as 
we are immersed in water, as children, we are 
invited into kaitiakitanga: guardianship, protection, 
preservation or sheltering.

This becomes prayer. We understand baptism by 
immersing ourselves in the stories of God and water 
from the Christian Scripture.

Leader: We are children birthed from the waters of 
creation
All: Spirit hovered to order the chaos
Our very existence coming from God
Leader: We are children from Noah
All: Spirit in a dove offering new life
Our wellbeing and purpose deeply connected to 
relationship with God
Leader: We are children of the Red Sea Exodus
All: Waters opened in liberation
Past washed away 
Leader: We are children of the Jordan River
All: Waters opened in promise of plenty
Walking into resurrection life in Christ

Leader: We are children of the Jordan of Jesus’ 
baptism
All: Hearing we are children beloved
in whom God is well pleased
Leader: We are children of the stormy seas
All: Calmed by God’s presence
Sealed by God’s Spirit 
Leader: We are children of the Rivers of Revelation
All: Ever deepening waters of abundant life
Immersed into God’s healing family
Leader: Tangaroa whakamautai,
nga tamariki o te Moana nui a Kiwa
All: We are children of the waters

1. Personal communication, Iwi & Hapu Research 
interview with the late Rev Tame Hawea, Te Teko, 
2007.

2. “Stories of New Zealand’s extraordinary landscape 
– Kaitiakitanga,” (2009). https://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=1BpVQcNjb_E  (cited 27 August 2018).

3. Maisey Rika, “Tangaroa whakamautai” (2012) 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yblB87dpJGc  
(cited 27 August 2018).

4. According to H.H. Mitchell, cited in “The Water 
in You,” (July 2018) https://water.usgs.gov/edu/
propertyyou.html  (cited 27 August 2018).

5. “The Whanganui River Report,” Waitangi Tribunal 
Report 167 (Wellington: GP Publications, 1999), xiii.

6. “The Whanganui River Report,” 31.

7. “The Whanganui River Report,” 38.



DESERTS
Clare Lind (Minister, Tawa Union Church)

Some people’s deserts are filled with sandy dunes 
and thorn bushes, 

And light that blinds and heat that burns 

Mercilessly. 

But I can show you a beach by the harbour heads 

Where the taupata is stunted, 

Where all that grows, grows slowly, 

Hugging the ground, creeping up the rock faces. 

The seaweed from a storm or two ago 

Lies mouldering in a rock pool above the tide line, 

And the driftwood is log sized, bare of bark. 

The empty shells lie broken on the grey pebbles, 

Like everything else there, knocked about by the 
violent sea. 

That is my desert, 

My empty place, truth space, 

My home.

HAVE MY “YES”
Clare Lind

Have my “Yes,” Lord, 

And put it to whatever use you will. 

For I believe… 

I believe there is no surer track to joy.

And if that “yes” should take me far from here 

I believe that it will also lead me home.
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I AM CALLING
Clare Lind

“The first language,” they say,

“is the language of the heart.”

I am calling –

Calling to you in your mother tongue,

Calling to you dwellers elsewhere,

Relocated,

Dislocated,

Immersed in alien cultures, foreign tongues….

Calling in a language out of mind, deeply 
remembered –

With words that hint of story books,

Tree huts, scraped knees, ice blocks,

The road to the beach.

Bring your bumps and bruises,

Your heartache and your treasure

To the arms that can hold it all, along with you,

And you will be strong again in who you are.

STILL LIFE
Clare Lind

I give thanks for the mercy of a gentle afternoon,

For soft sunlight entering through the windows

Stroking the cat,

And touching the fruit in the bowl

And the line of treasures on the bookcase

Lightly,

And warming my heart.

I give thanks for the late warmth

Of a winter’s day

Sweeter for the long night that follows.

I give thanks for the “home” of home,

For the comfortable chair,

For the cat warmed lap,

The open book

And peace.
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Roxy Gahegan (Minister)

Have you ever felt like you don’t quite fit in, don’t 
quite belong? 
Or have you ever felt like you needed to change, 
modify or hide some parts of yourself in order to 
belong?
I have. 
For a long time I thought I was the only one who 
felt this way, but in fact almost everyone, if they are 
being honest, knows what that feels like too.
We humans have a deep and natural need for 
belonging, a need which our first home and family 
fulfill and set us up for how we understand and 
expect to experience belonging in the broader 
community.
But from the conversations I have had, from 
podcasts1, books2 and online communities3 it seems 
to me that there are many of us who feel adrift. 
There are many who are hungry for a place to 
belong where we can truly be ourselves, where we 
develop deep connections into a spacious and 
gracious community and we’re not finding it.
I know it’s not just me. 
People are looking for the sense of belonging that 
touches us at the level of our heart – our very being. 
This isn’t the kind of hunger that is satisfied by joining 
a club of like-minded people, or folk with similar 
interest. 

Nor is it gratified by the comfort of familiarity, of 
everything safe and predicatble and orderly.
And it’s definitely not fulfilled in the kind of 
community that judges me or asks me to hide away 
the awkward, unfinished parts of myself. 
It’s a longing for a community that is beautifully 
diverse, that will take me out of my comfort zone, 
but also assure me of my worth. A community where 
it is safe to risk, and where joy and celebration run as 
deep as respect and gratitude.
This is the spiritual home I’ve been longing for, the 
home that the gospel has led me to hope for, and 
I’m going to say it again: I am not on my own here.
There are very real obstacles to creating and 
nurturing communties where we can all feel we 
truly belong – and it could be that some of those 
obstacles are things we learned in our first home.
Almost nothing about that description of the 
community of belonging fits with the home I grew 
up in.
My family was nuclear-sized and the culture I grew 
up in was very mono. 
My formational experiences of diversity and 
difference are limited and not positive, so choosing 
to see these as enriching requires an intentional shift 
of persepective.  
Which is hard.
I literally have to forge new thought patterns and 
associations in my brain. It’s like pushing water uphill.
It’s more natural to seek out the familiar, and it’s so 

BELONGING AND HOME
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easy for us as humans to be with people who are 
“like me,” however we perceive that to be. 
It’s so easy to assume that shared background, 
values, ideology or theology makes for the best 
connection and the safest community. But it’s not 
the kingdom of God community in all its varied and 
lovely incarnational fullness.
It requires courage to risk reaching out to anyone 
who seems “different.” 
We also need humility, curiosity and a willingness to 
be vulnerable, to admit ignorance and prejudice.
You may have a very different story, but for many of 
us, those aren’t actually values or skills we learned at 
home – not in the family home growing up, nor in the 
spiritual home of church.
At its best, the idea of home fills us with the security of 
belonging to people who love and accept us, affirm 
our gifts and forgive our failings, keep us honest 
and remind us of the deepest truth of our identity: 
Beloved.
But our homes can also insist on the preservation 
of what is safe, what is familiar and habitual. Home 
can be one of the last places where change is 
permitted, because if one person no longer fills their 
accustomed role or responds with their expected 
reply, or if a new person is to be accommodated 
and included, then everyone must adjust. Everything 
must change, or the change itself must be repulsed 
or squashed.
At its worst, home can reinforce prejudice. 
So what feels like home isn’t necessarily good. 

It could be that your habits of home are not ones 
that serve true belonging.
True belonging asks that you become your whole 
self, your deepest truest self. True belonging happens 
when we risk this wholeness together. 
We need to make it our conscious intention to 
partner with the Holy Spirit in forming new habits in us 
and among us. We need to give our conscientious 
attention to doing whatever it is we are doing with 
humilty.
The gospel tells us that the habits of God’s home and 
household call us to expand beyond our familiar 
and customary boundaries. 
When Jesus’ family grew concerned for him and 
tried to remind him of his place in the family, he 
responded by looking at those gathered around 
him listening to his teaching and declared that they 
were his brothers and sisters (Mark 3:34-35). 
Since we are members of God’s family, I wonder if 
our church homes are places of true belonging?
Are they communities where we learn to appreciate 
the connections established by the Love of Christ 
beneath our differences of opinion or culture or 
experience? How is that practiced? Do you come 
together wanting to understand as much as – or 
more – than you want to be understood?
Are they characterised by Paul’s sweeping 
egalitarian inclusiveness of all being “one in Christ?” 
(Gal 3:28). How would the minorities among you, or 
the ‘quiet ones’ respond if you asked them if they 
felt valued, heard and empowered?

Or are they places where we are reassured (or 
possibly frustrated) by the familiarity of everything as 
it always is? 
Jesus redefined family.
Paul redefined community and belonging.
As members of the Body of Chirst, witnesses to and 
citizens of the kingdom of God, we are not called 
to re-create the habits of home for our church 
communities. 
We are invited and challenged to re-imagine home, 
so that those who are hungry for true belonging 
might find food for the journey and a place of 
inclusive welcome and deep connection. 

1. Try listening to: 
•	 nomadpodcast.co.uk
•	 theliturgists.com
•	 onbeing.org

2. Try reading:
•	 Brene Brown - Braving the Wilderness : The 

quest for true belonging and the courage to 
stand alone

•	 Hugh Mackay - The Art of Belonging
•	 James Bryan Smith - The Good and Beautiful 

Community : Following the Spirit, Extending 
Grace, Demonstrating Love

3. Look at these:
•	 spiritualityandpractice.com
•	 h t t p s : / / r e s o u r c e s . g l o b o f o r c e . c o m /

globoforce-blog/report-employees-crave-a-
sense-of-belonging-at-work



Malcolm Gordon (Worship, Music and Arts Enabler, 
KCML)
You are sitting in the cosy, safe den of your 
grandparents’ house, every inch and ornament 
familiar and comforting. 

But all is not well. 

Through the French doors that open into the rest of 
the house men in dusty overalls and helmets with 
sledge hammers and pinch bars in hand are at work, 
removing the furniture, pulling up the carpet, forcing 
skirting boards from walls.  The protests of settled 
timber and long fastened nails reach your ears. 

You glance at Gran and Pop. She doesn’t seem to 
notice; he does not stir. 

You stand just in time to see the window overlooking 
the south lawn coming loose and being lowered to 
waiting hands below. A gaping hole opens in this 
place of refuge. Then the hammers swing, and the 
gap widens. Once sturdy red bricks now crumble 
and fill the air with a crimson haze. 

You turn to Gran, eyes wide with grief and disbelief. 
Running to her, you call out, touch her arm. She 
glances up, smiles and returns to her knitting.

Suddenly, a workman strides in. He half smiles as he 
reaches over you, taking down the old painting of 
the harvest being brought in.  As he walks out, he 
grabs Gran’s lamp. In the gloom she pulls her knitting 
a little closer to her nose. The TV is removed, the 
remote taken from beneath Pop’s resting hand. He 
does not wake. 

A changing home
Over generations the Presbyterian Church in 
Aotearoa has been a settled, familiar and safe 
space for many, a sanctuary rich with meaning 
and memory. But society has secularised. In the 
2013 census affiliation to Christianity sat below 50%, 
and Presbyterians “report the weakest levels of 
religious identity.”1 Once, membership was a mark 
of respectable citizenship. In recent research the 
church continues to slide downwards in perceived 
trustworthiness.2 Once-settled communities are now 
experiencing significant change as immigration 
transforms society’s complexion. Meanwhile, 
the breakdown of rural communities, family life, 
denominational identity, and relational connection 
add hammer blows to what was once our home. 
“Church” as we knew it is diminishing and being 
dismantled around us.

Sometimes we notice what is happening and 
protest. Or more aptly we complain. We complain 
when the prayer in parliament has its references to 
Christ removed. We complain when Bible-in-Schools 
is threatened, and people act as if this is not a 
Christian country. We complain when people leave 
church and choose not to come back.

Rather than complain, however, we need to 
remember how to lament, because lament refuses 
to accept that our reality is ordained. It is a Holy 
act that moves us beyond lethargy, blindness, and 
grumbling. It owns our own failings, names loss, 
demands justice, and calls upon God. In lament 
we wrestle with God and, like Jacob, discover who 

RE-FINDING LAMENT 
TO RE-BUILD OUR CHURCH

10



11

we are, and who God is. What is at stake is our 
very identity, and our understanding of how God 
is present and active with us in the landscapes in 
which we find ourselves.

Home in exile
When the Israelites found themselves exiled to 
Babylon, lament was part of their salvation. The 
loss of the temple, God’s dwelling place among 
His people, was an unprecedented catastrophe 
threatening the fabric of their belief in God. 

Rather than be browbeaten into silence, they sang 
their unbelief into a hymn. 

The iconic question of Psalm 137 translates as both 
“How can we sing the Lord’s song in a strange 
land?” and “How shall we sing the Lord’s song in a 
strange land?” The former voices the bewilderment 
of God’s people; this tragedy is so great that relating 
to God may now be impossible. The latter suggests 
that once we have named the impossibility we will 
set about working out how to push through. 

The great irony is that in asking this question in which 
faith itself seems to unravel, faith is paradoxically 
rewoven and restored. The very act of naming 
doubt sings God’s people into a new act of faith. 
In bewilderment and despair God’s people cried 
out, “How can we sing, how shall we sing?” and the 
singing itself provided the answer, “just like that.”

During exile, various prophets were competing for 
the people’s attention and favour. Hananiah told 
the people they only had to wait two years before 
they could go home again. Jeremiah refused to 

compound the tragedy of exile with such sugary 
lies, steeling the people for the long haul: build 
houses, grow gardens, get married, have families, 
seek the peace and prosperity of Babylon (Jer 
29:5-7). Jeremiah’s vision moves their identity past 
the desecrated Holy of Holies, beyond the ruined 
temple, outside the square-acreage of Israel, giving 
meaning and purpose to life as it is. Jeremiah works 
with the soil that Psalm 137 tills and plants a brand-
new idea in it: God is here in exile with us.  

And us?
As home changes, we do not need to pretend that 
the things being lost are insignificant, or choose to 
sleep, like Gran and Pop. Nor should we fast-forward 
through the grieving process, “looking on the bright 
side” or “putting a brave face on it.” 

Lament invites us to tell and own the truth as we 
see it, as it is, in this moment, without pretence to 
more wisdom or insight than we actually possess.  
Poet Kathleen Norris, writing of the psalms of lament, 
states that they “defeat our tendency to try to be 
holy without being human first.”3 

Having told our truth, space is created for God’s 
truth in response. 

Are we ready to hear it?

1. See http://archive.stats.govt.nz/Census/2013-
census/profile-and-summary-reports/quickstats-
culture-identity/religion.aspx , cited 18 June 2018. 
See also, Geoffrey Troughton, Joseph Bulbulia and 
Chris G. Sibley, “Strength of Religion and the Future 
of the Churches,” Stimulus: The New Zealand Journal 
of Christian Thought and Practice 21.2 (August 2014): 
32.

2. Institute for Governance and Policy Studies, 
Victoria University, in association with Colmar 
Brunton, “Public Trust Survey, (March 2018), 
https://www.victoria.ac.nz/__data/assets/pdf_
file/0007/1616380/IGPS-Trust-Presentation-June2018.
pdf#download%20the%20Public%20Trust%20PDF , 
Cited 18 June 2018.

3. Kathleen Norris, The Cloister Walk (New York, 
Riverhead Books, 1996), 96.



PSALM 22
My God, my God

Why have You forsaken me?
Why are You far away 
From redeeming me?

By day I cry
But you still don’t seem to hear

In the night
My rest brings no rescue

Yet still You reign
Still You are praised
As the faithful one

In ages past
Saints have held fast

They have trusted You
And you have not put them to shame

Is it too much to ask 
That You would do the same?

I feel their eyes
Every one, it mocks and jeers

Making fools out of me
And my faith in You

The tyrants taunt
And the jackals prowl around

And my heart
It fails as they’re closing in.

Yet still You reign…
For I’ve been Yours

Since before I first drew breath
And Your life, it flowed

Like a mother’s milk

But dark surrounds
And my mouth is dry with fear

For You laid me down
In the dust of death.

Yet still You reign… Music sheets can be found at

Lyrics by Malcolm Gordon
Music by Malcolm Gordon, Jono Ryan, Hannah Thompson-

Holloway, Andrew Harray and Jordan Redding.

WHEN WILL YOU 
COME?
Will the stars ever align?

Will the planets hang just right?
I’ve been grasping for the faith

It’s like trying to hold a flame

Must the pieces fall apart?
Who will hold this broken heart?

Like a widow begs for love
Yet just finds a wicked judge 

When will You come? 
When will You come? 
When will You come?

Oh my God
For my life now lingers on

And my soul waits for a song
And my strength is paper thin
From this burden of nothing

Must the waters always rise?
Hope comes with the turning tide

For my soul still longs for life
Free from weeping, free from strife

When will You come? 
When will You come? 
When will You come?

Oh my God 
Darkness does not overcome
Darkness does not overcome

Darkness does not overcome my God

When will You come? 
When will You come? 
When will You come?

Oh my God

Lyrics by Kindra Carson Green
Music by Malcolm Gordon
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WE WILL 
NOT SUFFER 
IN SILENCE

When our words fail us
And this world, it bewilders

When our compass points no longer hold true

When this silence falls
Weighted down by life’s burdens

Face with evil times our courage it fades

Yet we will not suffer in silence
We will not surrender so quietly

We cry out for heaven to hear us
We cry to the One who can heal and save us all

Then we will praise our Lord.
When the nightmare stays

And the dark clouds the morning
When our faith wears thin, O God are you there?

When what’s right is lost
And what’s true is forgotten

When the beautiful is trampled beneath

Lyrics by Malcolm Gordon
Music by Malcolm Gordon, Jono Ryan, 

Hannah Thompson-Holloway, Andrew Harray 
and Jordan Redding

WHEN 
SOMETHING 
BEAUTIFUL 

COMES 
TO AN END

Something beautiful comes to an end
A closing chapter, a loss we can’t mend.

We wonder will the sun rise again
We wait in this darkness for You.

We wait, we wait, we wait for you

Lyrics by Malcolm Gordon
Music by Malcolm Gordon, Jono Ryan, 

Hannah Thompson-Holloway, Andrew Harray 
and Jordan Redding

 www.onevoice.org.nz
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AMERICA TO ME
Rebecca Dudley (Minister, Working in international 
law)
“On Easter Sunday there were no free passports to 
the kingdom of heaven but new insights into the 
darkness of this world...”

I recently found in my father’s papers the notes for 
some sermons he preached fifty years ago, still numb 
with shock after the assassination of Martin Luther 
King.  As the pastor of Berea Presbyterian Church, 
in St. Louis, my father had the privilege of working 
with Dr King – along with other extraordinary people 
– over many years.  An historically African American 
church, by the late 1960s,  the church also included 
some white members.

On Palm Sunday 1968, 3 days after the killing, 
“Reverend Dudley” talked about how alive the 
racist institutions and attitudes of Jim Crow were 
despite some limited progress. He recalled Langston 
Hughes’ words that voiced the betrayal of all the 
people for whom America had never delivered:

“America never was America to me…

And yet: this I say

America will be....!”

The scion of 13 generations of white Anglo-
Americans, my father was raised on stories of 
Yankee grit and integrity. An ancestor took a bullet 
to the neck at Gettysburg but did not die of it until 28 
painful years later. Another ancestor defended the 
abolitionist John Brown in court. 

My father was raised in comfort and rising wealth, 
yacht clubs and Ivy league education. From there 
he ended up at the back of a community centre 
in Harlem, New York, as a young social work trainee 
where he heard the pitch of the newly minted, 
just-making-the-scene, Doctor King, raising money 
in northern African American communities for the 
Montgomery bus strike in the South. Marching in 1963. Reverend Dudley is on the right in the third row.
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As the years went on, my father followed his 
grandfather’ footsteps through Union Seminary in the 
City of New York. He studied with Niebuhr and Tillich 
and started lifelong friendships with many pastors 
who shaped urban ministry as it was emerging in 
that period.1

Not long after seminary my father was called to the 
church in St. Louis.  The call might have had origins 
in a realpolitik of racism in city institutions: evidently 
in 1961 the African American elders of Berea Church 
discerned that a white pastor might help them argue 
they were a “Presbyterian church” rather than a 
“Negro” church, and thus escape the wrecking ball 
of urban renewal.

Whatever their pitch, it worked. Slums were razed 
around them, and a new community built. The 
church became community centre to Laclede 
Town, a public housing experiment built in the early 
1960s as an all too rare attempt at the embodiment 
of Dr King’s dream. Laclede Town was intended 
to be mixed by ethnicity, background, class, the 
devout of all religions and passionately anti-religious, 
people just arrived from many countries of origin, 
creative artists and activists...It was a neighbourhood 
built by crazy, great souls, a real community and an 
unbelievable place to be a kid...but that is another 
story. 

Recently, going through the old bulletins of the 
church, I discovered Berea Church joined as 
partners in mission with a US Presbyterian who had 
just gone to Brazil to serve with the Presbyterian 
church there, Jamie Wright.  Jamie’s brother was 
a community worker in Chile, and would later be 
tortured and killed during the Allende regime. Jamie 
himself moved through the Brazilian churches until 
in the 1980s he assisted Archbishop Cardinal Arndt’s 
office in the magisterial denunciations of the Brazilian 

juntas’ human rights abuses, Nunca Mais, published 
in 1985.  Again, another story. But as I “reimagine” 
home I notice the relationships bonded across the 
world in mission, from that African American church 
to the parishes where Jamie Wright and others were 
forging Latin American liberation theologies in the 
1960s. 

And so back to 1968 and the tumult and grief 
of those days, as cities burned and police sirens 
split the streets in the widespread riots following Dr 
King’s murder.  On Easter Day the following week, 
my father continued preaching, in his usual way of 
taking no prisoners.  

Rev Dudley said people were already “stepping 
over Dr King’s body” to claim various distortions 
and reductions of the difficult messages Dr King 
addressed, racism AND poverty and the war in 
Vietnam and how they were linked, for example. 

Coming out of the sobering events of Holy Week, my 
father continued with an image of Dr King’s funeral: 
“ambassadors and heads of state watching a slow 
and quiet journey, a team of prison mules pulling a 
farm wagon, carrying a black box.” 

Then he holds up easy platitudes about grief and 
being heartbroken, one by one, and destroys them. 

“I could tell you there is a bright new day in the 
world hereafter…. 
I could tell you…I could tell you….’ 
‘It may all be true. 
But--on the darkness of this day, such a 
meditation is dishonest to the facts with which 
we live, to the mood which grips our land, and 
to the Gospel record.”

Out of the wreckage of the clichés, then, Rev Dudley 
starts rebuilding: 

“It was not in the brightness of hope, but in 

the darkness of despair that the stone was 
discovered rolled away from the tomb. 
Jesus did not distract the disciples from the 
world, 
but directed them back into the common life, 
for that is where he himself appeared:
digging in the garden. 
walking on the road. 
breaking bread at home. 
fishing in the sea.  
sending them out from the upper room. 
sending them down from the mountaintop.

On Easter Sunday, there were no free passports 
to the kingdom of heaven...but new insight to 
the darkness of this world. The disciples were 
not saved from the world but sent back into the 
darkness, with the new light of God to guide 
them and the new strength to keep them.”

That was my father’s belief in a nutshell, no lies, 
no easy cop outs, and going straight through the 
middle to the hardest places because he heard 
God was already there.  

Rest in peace, rest in power, Dr King and Rev Duds. 

Reimaging home? Thinking of Dr King and the 
movement he led. Thinking of so many feisty, 
amazing people who are not dead yet, thank God. 

Keep on keeping on, people. 

1. In 2007 I found among my father’s papers an essay 
marked up in red pen by Reinhold Neibuhr basically 
saying “must try harder.”



Ed Masters (Minister, Postgraduate student at Otago 
University)
Home often symbolises a place of safety and 
belonging where we can shelter and be nurtured. 

As we face a rapidly changing cultural context, our 
church communities can often seek to be a home 
where we are safe from a confusing and uncertain 
world. But this lies counter to the call to mission – a 
movement outward at the heart of the church’s 
identity and vocation.  

Our actions are shaped by the future that we 
imagine. Jurgen Moltmann writes that “hope is 
anticipated joy; anxiety is anticipated terror.”1 It 
is my contention that our church life is often lived 
out of an anxiety anticipating terror that leads us to 
shelter in safe homes. If we want to embrace and 
participate in God’s work we need to leave these 
homes and, anticipating joy, step out in hope. 

Anxiety and seeking home
Anxiety is one response to uncertainty. If we look at 
trends of church attendance, challenges around 
buildings and the realities of our aging congregations 
it is easy to be anxious as we anticipate our 
last member dying and our church community 
ending. When faced with change, uncertainty and 
impending loss, we long for something solid and 
dependable that we can stand on. We create 
church homes where we can have this security 
– places of peace continuing rhythms of church 
practise that have been constant for hundreds of 
years. Our processes, our worship and our structures 
offer us a sense of safety, but they simultaneously 

block innovation and transformation. 

In John 20:19-21 the disciples have witnessed the 
crucifixion of Jesus and are anticipating what is 
going to happen to them. They are not just anxious; 
they are terrified. Their response to the fear is to go 
inside and lock the door. They bunker down, making 
a space for themselves that is safe from the terror 
that might wait outside. 

Might it be that in our desire for a safe church home 
in a changing world we are not dissimilar from the 
terror-stricken disciples who barricaded themselves 
behind locked doors? 

Hope and leaving home
Hope is anticipated joy. Where anxiety provokes us 
to retreat to safety, hope invites us to step out and 
discover the impossible. Our present is not enough; 
impatience grows as we look forward and anticipate 
what God is bringing to life. 

Moltmann writes that “Christianity… is hope, forward 
looking and forward moving, and therefore also 
revolutionizing and transforming the present.”2 God 
has called the church into being through the Missio 
Dei and invites us to participate in hope.3 Which 
means leaving home, the known, following Jesus 
who made himself homeless and who endured 
all the terror of the cross and the mystery of the 
resurrection so that  the kingdom of God might 
come on earth as it is in heaven. 

Leaving home is part of life. Parents shelter and feed 
their children, they nurture them, teach them about 
life and when the time is right the encourage them 

LEAVING HOME
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to step out the door into new discoveries of life. 

Leaving home is also part of the story of God’s 
people.  God invites Abraham to leave his home, his 
family and his way of life so he can find his place in 
God’s unfolding purposes. God leads the Israelites 
through the wilderness for forty years based so they 
can participate in God’s story. 

Jesus appears to eleven disciples behind their 
locked doors and tells them to go. 

If we are to join in God’s missional work, we too 
need to leave behind the things that make us feel 
at home.

What makes you feel at home? What gives you a 
sense of safety? What home are you being invited 
to leave?

What will it be?
Anxiety and hope arise as we stand on the threshold 
and look out to the world. 

Anxiety arises when we focus on what frightens us.  

Hope arises when we look beyond what we can see 
and remember that we are part of the story of the 
raising of the crucified Jesus and the unfolding of 
God’s new creation. 

We cultivate hope by allowing our vision to be 
shaped by the biblical narrative of creation and 
redemption. This will help us see the world differently 
– not as a collection of problems but as a place that 
is charged with the presence of God. As we look 
around we will see that the world is not to be feared 
but is a place where we encounter God. As we 

wander we find that the whole earth is haunted by 
the Holy Ghost. As we leave home we will discover 
that there is space for newness as God’s future 
reaches into our present. 

With each home we leave we will find that Jesus 
is ahead of us on the road and inviting us to 
discover who we truly are as a church as we join his 
transforming of the present.  

1. Jürgen Moltmann, “Expectations” (Yale Centre 
for Faith and Culture, 2015), 3, http://faith.yale.edu/
sites/default/files/moltmann_expectation_0.pdf. 
Date of sighting/access?

2. Jürgen Moltmann, Theology of Hope: On 
the Ground and the Implication of a Christian 
Eschatology, trans. Margaret Kohl (Minneapolis, MN: 
Fortress Press, 1993), 15.

3. Jürgen Moltmann, The Church in the Power of the 
Spirit: A Contribution to Messianic Ecclesiology, 1st 
Fortress Press ed. (Minneapolis: Fortress Press, 1993), 
59.



TASI:
Fiaology

where human kind 
assumes God like status

post modernist secular society
self absorbed individualistic evil

with eyes only for self destruction.

LUA:
Fiaology

where Theos has been removed
we do not study we are studied

the student has over thrown the Teacher
the creation has enslaved the Creator

with eyes only for self destruction. 

TOLU:
Fiaology

a Samoan twist
where Atua is human

the spirit world consumed by neo liberalism
knowledge cannot be tested by Poto

with eyes only for self destruction.

FA:
Theology

teaches me Atua
nurtures Fa’atuatua

inspires Agape Alofa Aroha
gifts us renewal to redemption

Fa’avae Tikanga Kaupapa Mahi
Fa’atuatuaga Hope. 

“FIA OLOGY”
Mua Strickson-Pua 

(Minister, non-stipendiary chaplain, 
community development practitioner & poet)

Glossary
Fia – Samoan for wish for, like to, need to
Tasi – one
Lua – two
Tolu – three
Fa – four
Atua	–	Samoan	&	Māori	for	God
Poto – Samoan for wisdom
Fa’atuatua – faith
Alofa – love
Aroha	–	Māori	for	love
Fa’avae – Samoan for principle
Tikanga	–	Māori	for	custom,	rule,	principle
Kaupapa – rule, principle, foundation, idea
Mahi – do, work, to make, deed 
Fa’atuatuaga – Samoan for hope
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I
have been called

the Saint
of the lost causes

yet
on Karangahape road

there exists a world
outside our Church

where Atua
is real
Ola
Ora 
Life

is cheap
yet the blood
on the cross

is not lost
on these streets

where grace
redemption Hope

again shines a light
through the darkness

of evil days
where our Church
has lost its courage

maybe even its Faith
so come out of your Church

to engage with creation
to meet the Creator.

KRD STREET 
PREACHER

Mua Strickson-Pua 
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Kevin Ward (Faculty, KCML)
In western societies like New Zealand the church is 
in various degrees of crisis because of the decline 
in church involvement and Christian believing. None 
have been more thoroughly impacted than mainline 
protestant churches – those which came out of the 
Reformation. Various explanations have been given 
as to the causes of this, the most common being 
secularisation and the socio-cultural changes often 
called postmodernity. It seems to me though, the 
most significant is our post-Christendom context. 

As the church has shrunk there has been a realisation 
by many that we can no longer continue business as 
usual. We have witnessed a parade of movements 
and models to save the church, but they have been 
based on a paradigm developed in Christendom 
that assumes that everyone is already Christian. 

For the reformers their concern was not for mission 
of the church, but the reform of the church. Key 
concerns were the place of scripture above 
tradition and the conduct of the Lords’s supper. The 
church existed wherever the “word of God is purely 
preached” and “the sacraments administered 
according to Christ’s institution” with a chaplaincy/
pastoral model added as a third mark. These were 
thus the requirements for a minister: “the triple 
ministry of word, sacrament and pastoral care.” 

As our post-Christendom, and therefore missionary, 
context has become apparent our current 
understanding and model of ministry which shapes 
how we “imagine home” (the church) is creaking 
at the joints and not serving us well. It will never be 

“reimagined” until our ministry is “reimagined.” We 
are trying to squeeze the increasingly wide variety 
of ministries we need into a very narrow box, and for 
many the fit is increasingly uncomfortable. 

Three areas to reimagine
(1) The Reformed tradition, in considering the offices 
of ministry, has tended to follow Calvin and gravitate 
to Ephesians 4: 1-16 but has a problem with apostles, 
prophets and evangelists. “These three functions 
were not established in the churches as permanent 
ones, but only for that time during which churches 
were to be erected where none existed before.”1 

This is, however, an inadequate understanding for 
our post-Christendom context. In a world where the 
church is now marginal, or sometimes absent, we 
need to find ways of equipping and ordaining those 
who have apostolic, prophetic and evangelistic 
ministries to enable the ministry of Christ to reach into 
places and communities where the church is not. 

Our ecclesiology does not allow for those who have 
these ministries, except we place them as “ministers 
of word and sacrament” where both they and the 
church get frustrated – ‘square pegs in a round 
hole’, as one put it to me. Or they can exercise 
those ministries but are not “real ministers” and 
cannot administer the sacraments or sometimes 
even preach. 

Marcus Barth points out that all sharing the common 
task of speech in the service of God’s message are 
ministers of the Word. “We need a range of gifted 
people to provide the Word formation that truly 
equips the saints for their shared calling” of engaging 

REIMAGINING MINISTRY 
AND ORDINATION
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in God’s mission in the world.2 The ecclesial question 
for us in the Reformed tradition, who believe word 
and sacrament belong together, is if people with 
these gifts then are ordained (or commissioned) 
into positions where they can exercise their ministry 
of the word why can they not also be authorised to 
exercise the ministry of sacraments?

(2) Initially the Presbyterian Church only had one 
ordination, of two kinds of elders; teaching and 
ruling. Over time that morphed into two kinds of 
ordination; word and sacrament or eldership. 
Pastoral care (discipline) has historically been one 
of the three core tasks of ministry; traditionally a 
core role of elders, providing spiritual oversight and 
pastoral care. Sadly, over time the role of elders has 
evolved to being managers of an organisation. 

There is widespread agreement that if our churches 
are to again become vital communities where all 
are engaged in life and mission then a renewal of 
eldership is central. And if they are ministers of the 
word in their pastoral care why should they not also 
be ministers of sacrament where appropriate?

(3) For most of the church’s history deacons – those 
who performed humble tasks of service as per 
Acts 6 where the seven were appointed “to serve 
at tables” (v2) – have been one of the recognised 
forms of ministry. In the Presbyterian church though, 
deacons have largely disappeared. 

In recent decades a radically different 
understanding argues that diakonia does not mean 
humble service of the needy. Its connotations are 
rather of commissioned, responsible agency and 

authoritative embassy. For Paul the diakonia with 
which he had been entrusted was a stewardship 
of God’s revelation in Christ of the mystery that had 
been made known (1 Cor 3.5). He and his fellow 
workers were ministers (diakonia) of a new covenant 
of reconciliation (1 Cor 3.6, 5.18), the ministry of the 
word (2 Cor 4.1-5). Thus, diakonos is a close cousin of 
apostolos and Paul uses both of himself. 

For Luke the Seven are never called deacons as such 
and Philip and Stephen are clearly gifted evangelists. 
In Acts 1.8 the apostolic mission is termed diakonia 
and the term is paralleled with the calling of the 
Apostles in 1.25: “this ministry and apostleship.”

If this understanding of the term is revived and 
renewed it opens a way in which, being faithful to 
both scripture and our Reformed tradition, we can 
ordain people into the variety of ministry positions 
needed in our post-Christendom missional context. 
Some of these will indeed be ministries of the Word, 
and where appropriate I would again argue that 
this should also include the authority to administer 
(rightly) the sacraments. All Christian ministry should 
be exercised pastorally, so again the triple ministry 
would be found.

If this “diaconate” was renewed and revitalised 
it would enable those so gifted and called to be 
publicly recognised and ordained into such special 
ministries as:
• children, youth, families or the elderly
• pioneer ministries
• schools, colleges and universities
• ethnic, cultural and migrant communities

• marginalised communities such as social 
housing estates

• community and workplace 

Reforming home
We need to recognise and give people authority 
to do all they feel called to by reimagining the 
ways we understand ministry: gathering apostles, 
prophets and evangelists into ordination; renewing 
the role of elders in word and pastoral care and 
expanding it to sacrament where appropriate; and 
more profoundly understanding the diaconate. If 
we do this, then the church will be enabled to more 
fully engage missionally in our diverse and pluralised 
post-Christendom context.

1. John Calvin Institutes of the Christian Religion, 
John T, McNeil, ed., (Philadelphia: Westminster Press, 
1969) IV. 3.4, 1057.

2. Marcus Barth, Ephesians: Translation and 
Commentary on Chapters 4-6 (New York: 
Doubleday, 1974) 425.
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