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Campfire in the Heart:
 A Day in the Life of  - by David Woods (Day 10)
Morning Prayer

It’s 7.30am.  A small group gathers in 
the Prayer Room, listens to selected 
music and brief words of inspiration; 
thanksgiving … gratefulness for 
sleep, for the colourful dawn, for 
opportunities the new day brings.  
We listen to the Word, attend to what 
speaks to us, silence, sharing.  

These last weeks the OT has been from 
Samuel and David, youthful shepherd, 
king of Israel, warrior, untethered by 
the beauty of Bathsheba; her husband 
sleeps at his door, is killed in the heat 
of battle.  David’s orders.  What a 
massacring bastard he was, yet he 
wrote the Psalms, won God’s favour in 
battle, Jesus quoted his actions, linked 
through country, ancestry, kingship.  
Jesus, bravely evokes the story of the 
King and brings it to life in his day.

What a challenge, the daily readings of 
this amazing book.  We share how it 
speaks to us … questions of character 
and lifestyle.  What are the words that 
we take with us into the day?

We pray … for the Church, for 
healing of the sick, for guidance in 
our life with Aboriginal people, for 
our relationships, for world leaders …

Glory be to God whose power working 
in us can do infinitely more than we 
could ask or imagine…

Gardening

During the day I dig a trench to put 
in a new water line.  I come across 
a clutch of tiny eggs in the earth. 
One breaks on impact.  Cautiously 
I part the broken egg from the tiny 
body within … begin to unravel the 
minute, fully developed life inside. A 
tail . . . is it a snake? I proceed with 
caution, disentangle bit by bit, one 
leg, then another, a body … a lizard.  
A tiny form unwrapped.  Beautiful … 
but dead.

The other eggs I put in soil, in a 
pot, bring them inside, keep the soil 
moist, the temperature stable.  5 days 
later, a tiny long nosed dragon runs 
across our lounge room floor.  An 
inquisitive, unafraid, tiny, fragile baby 
in search of food. I place it in a cool 

David and Sue Woods
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place in our garden. Two days later, 
another … this time it’s fearful, on 
the move, eyes on escape. Two tiny 
lives engaged with us for a moment, 
then gone.

Evenings

Arrernte families often come to 
Campfire on a hot summer afternoon 
for a swim, to cook kangaroo tail on 
the fire, and tell stories as the evening 
gets dark.  One young mother said to 
me recently after one visit, ‘Woodsy, 
when our kids go home to bed from 
your place, they say they are so happy.  
Troubles are forgotten. They go 
straight to sleep.’

Incomprehensible punishment

A phone call reveals that an 18 year 
old Arrernte young woman was run 
over last night. Hit and run.  Young 
friends walking with her went to her 
aid.  She died in hospital. The driver, 
‘a bloke in a white ute’, was found 
the next day, arrested and charged.  
They were punished by her family.  
Culturally that’s the way it is.  They 
were there … ‘responsible’? They too, 
were admitted to hospital.  Those 
who helped often come for a swim.  
Other family members live in fear of 
retribution, go into hiding.  Trouble 
abounds.

Night

Sue and I like to walk our road at 
night.  Just the two of us.  Time to 
catchup.  There’s rarely a car.  The 
night is dark … the sky brilliant with 
stars.  We notice movements of the 
Milky Way, the Emu camouflaged in 
darkness, negative space.  We share 
our day, hold hands with each other 
and with the journey we’re blessed to 
embrace.

Lament

What stirs within me at this time is 
Lament.  The sadness I carry for the 
Church, the on-going revelations 
of abuse, the hiding of secrets at 
the highest levels.  The lack of real 

relationship with Arrernte people.  
Pain, anger, disenchantment, grief.  
It highlights my sin and the sin of 
each one of us, the way we share in 
‘the body’, the Church.  Thoughts, 
words, actions, crossing the line. Who 
gives permission to cross the line?  
Where are my boundaries?  Where is 
remorse?  Where is forgiveness?  

The wonders of life

The stars of the infinitesimal Universe, 
those little lizards all curled up in an 
egg, and the pain and trouble we 
experience in our world.  Each an 
integral part of the whole of Creation, 
the Dreaming, the smallness and 
bigness of things.   The challenge for 
us, to know ourselves as a part of it 
too, co-creators and reconcilers with 
God.  What a gift!  

At the End of the Day

I look back, savouring, tasting deeply 
the day that’s been.  

Where were Jesus’ particular 
invitations for me today?  

When did I hear his invitation and 
step up to that which beckoned?  

Pause and enjoy what happened.

When did I notice the invitation and 
go on my way? 
Perhaps I ignored someone who was 
truly in need.  I am sorry.  
Finally I pray, ‘Help me dear God to 
attend more deeply to the invitations 
tomorrow brings.’

Sabbatical
15 years ago there was a Wellspring 
Pilgrimage to the Centre at the exact 
time we purchased Campfire in the 
Heart.  Wellspring Community prayed 
us into this ministry.  We are so 
thankful.  We have felt very blessed by 
that initial prayer and for the kindness 
of so many people who supported us in 
the acquisition of this property.  We 
are blessed too, by the many people who 
come each year to share in our life. 

In March this year, Sue and I are taking 
some Sabbatical time and are heading 
off on a pilgrimage to Western Australia, 
taking in each day as it comes, journeying 
through this amazing land, attentive to 
the fullness or emptiness each day brings.  
We ask your prayers.  Celia will be here.  
A number of friends have offered their 
time to keep the campfires burning and 
to welcome those who come. 

Five Day Retreat at 
Campfire in the Heart 

2018
22nd to 28th July 

Into the Desert Retreat
Led by Celia Kemp 

with Sue and David Woods   
26th August to 1st September 

It’s a beautiful way to begin each day.

MacDonnell 
Ranges, NT.
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Gratitude
In this edition of Pipeline we offer 
gratitude for the small and large 
things of life and our world.  Bread 
that rises beyond the limits of the pans 
and Iona worship; appreciating the 
beauty of the imperfect, impermanent 
and incomplete (Wabi Sabi); the 
grace of listening is a gift made in 
gratitude for having been listened to 
and taken seriously; another thin place 
experience in the Abbey and surrounds 
of Iona; Loving who we are and who 
we share the world with – trans 

Spirit Flourishing; the beauty and 
diversity of ecumenical conversations 
– opening us to broader spirituality 
and faith; a day in the life… - grateful 
reflection on a day with God; Prayers 
of grateful, compassionate hearts; the 
grateful reflection on a life of faithful 
service and Christian love.  

These are some of what we explore 
together in a journey through 
Gratitude in this edition of Pipeline.  

Geoff Stevenson, Editorial Group.

“Gratitude takes nothing for granted, 
is never unresponsive, is constantly 
awakening to new wonder . . . For 
the grateful person knows that God 
is good, not by hearsay, but by 
experience” (Thomas Morton).

Gratitude is something that is 
commended throughout the Jewish 
and Christian Scriptures.  In response 
to the grace and love of God we 
feel gratitude well up within us and 
overflow through all we do.  

Leader’s Letter 
I am writing this from the annual 
Sacred Edge Festival in Queenscliff 
– Spirituality in Diversity – and 
listening to stories in song and art 
and poetry from those on the edge.  
Queenscliff itself is on the edge, with 
the sea on three sides and the place 
from which ships entering Port Phillip 
Bay are piloted to a place of safety.   
Queenscliff is a liminal place where 
the sea and land meet.

This afternoon a group of us went to 
the bluff overlooking the Bay and the 
hills of the Mornington Peninsula 
and, under the guidance of a small 
booklet by Jan Morgan and Graeme 
Garrett, “A Practice of Attention in 
Nature” we each chose a place on the 
bluff.

Find a place where you feel a sense of 
being in the presence of nature.  This 
may be by the ocean, on a cliff top, in the 
mountains, in the bush or ... somewhere 
you can go to regularly, somewhere that 
calls you, however faintly.

Once you have chosen a place you 
walk to it, in silence – on arrival you 
stand, take time to notice what you 
are hearing, seeing, feeling, smelling, 
touching, tasting.  Turn to honour 
each of the four directions, E N W S.  

Stand with your feet comfortably on 
the ground and keep your eyes open.  
Keep this up for as long as you can.  
Then at the end take your leave and, 
turning to the four directions once 
again, send a blessing out to the 
world.  I spent about 20 minutes and 
could have spent longer. 

I watched cloud formations over 
Mount Eliza changing over a few 
minutes, the blue of the water, the 
progress of what turned out to be a 
very large container vessel moving 
towards me and out the Port Philip 
Heads just out of sight, I watched a 
bird in the bush nearby me on the 
bluff and the seagulls circling below 
me over the Bay.

As I gazed across to the beach on 
the far side of the bay directly ahead 
of me, I was filled with gratitude for 

the lifelong connection I have with 
the sea which began on that beach in 
1852.  As a boy of 15, my great great 
grandfather Patrick landed on that 
beach and along with his parents and 
two sisters cared for the ill and dying  
– the result of a typhus epidemic 
on the double-decked semi-clipper 
Ticonderoga.  It had sailed from 
Liverpool that year on 4 August with 
795 hopeful migrants and 57 crew.  
When she finally arrived in Hobson’s 
Bay after 90 days at sea and 48 days 
at the Heads and in quarantine, 168 
passengers and a number of crew 
were dead.  The magnitude of this 
tragedy finally stung the authorities 
into action – the building of a proper 
quarantine station at Port Nepean 
on that very beach which now bears 
the ship’s name, and reviews into the 
transport of migrants in overcrowded 
ships with inadequate facilities.  That 
is part of my story, and echoes of it 
sounded as I heard stories at Sacred 
Edge of others who had come more 
recently.  Patrick and his family made 
their life here. 
May you too find a sense of gratitude 
for the place where God has – at this 
time – called you to be.  
Alex Scutt
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Wabi Sabi - Ingerid Meagher (Day 16)

“Wabi Sabi is about the beauty of 
things imperfect, impermanent & 
incomplete.”  says Leonard Koren,  
American artist and aesthetics 
expert and writer. “There is beauty 
in transience, the perishable, the 
impermanent’’. 

Already as a child we are taught that a 
colouring-in picture is only beautiful 
if it is coloured within the lines and 
with the correct colours so that it 
will compare with reality.  We also 
value the undamaged things more 
than the worn-out.  Remember that 
new exercise book at the beginning of 
the school year or term?  Or the new 
shoes with the undamaged toes that 
you were intent on keeping shiny and 
unscratched? 

This Western thought emerges 
from the ancient Greek times 
when the ideals about beauty, as we 
now know them, came into being: 
perfectionism, the new, symmetry 
and proportionality; not accepting 
what is, but always searching for what 
could be. 

In Japan it is different.  The Japanese 
have a wonderful word for the beauty 
of imperfection: Wabi Sabi. This 
principal may change your outlook on 
life. 

Where, in the Western world, the 
focus is especially on ‘what could 
be’, Wabi Sabi finds focus in what 
is. A kind of mindfulness therefore, 
an acceptance and living in the now.   
There is not a real definition of Wabi 
Sabi, but the Japanese words Wabi 
Sabi, broadly translated, is seeing of 
beauty in imperfection and acceptance 
of the process of change. 

Concretely it means three things: 

• Nothing is perfect
• Nothing is permanent 
• Nothing is complete 

Wabi Sabi emerged in the 15th 
century as an antidote to Chinese 
Culture, in which there was a constant 
striving for perfection.  

This striving is something persists in 
present Western culture.  Misshapen 
tomatoes, carrots or other vegetables 
are thrown out to satisfy the grocery 
shopper’s need for aesthetically 
acceptable vegetables.  At least that’s 
the desire the retailer projects onto the 
public.  Thankfully the trend might 
be turning around.  In countries like 
France retailers are now made to 
donate these misshapen veggies to the 
poor. 

Blemishes are removed from our 
bodies, at times out of life saving 
necessity.  Body parts are enhanced or 
de-enhanced (I made up that word), 
machine knits are favoured over home 
knits, and as Joan Mooney observed, 
three D printing is the next perfect 
creation.   

I have a vivid memory of being 
endowed with knitted cotton 
underpants and singlets created 
by my aunt!  They did not mould 
perfectly to the body and they were 
damned uncomfortable.  I think my 
mother took pity on me, for they 
disappeared eventually, probably due 
to the fact too that the shops in post-
war Holland began to stock regular 
underwear again. 

So what remains is a boring lifeless 
world in which everything is “perfect”.  

The perfect skin, the perfect teeth, 
genetically modified fruit, vegetables, 
grains etc.  A brand spanking new car 
or pristine snow white crockery.  

It already exists.  Millions of people 
have the same.  Cheap production 
techniques in factories make sure that 
every ideal is achievable and affordable 
for everyone.  How lifeless and boring. 

As soon as our use of an item leaves 
a visible impression on that item – a 
fingerprint, a stain, a tear – we regard 
the article as ‘worn’.  It is no longer 
in its original state.  Away with it!  
Mind you, my comments are an over 
simplification.  But it no longer pays, 
financially or time-wise to darn socks, 
taking pride in creating a beautiful 
grid-like patch. 

With Wabi Sabi the attraction is the 
influence the use of the article has.  
It creates a value that no factory can 
produce. 

Wabi Sabi is a movement that 
appears time and again in art and 
architecture but it is especially about 
a way of life.  Take time to discover 
Wabi Sabi in your environment.  You 
don’t have to travel far to find beauty 
in the simplicity of imperfection.  
Try it out on yourself.  How often 
you are confronted in daily life with 
imperfection and your reaction to it.  
How easily do you throw out a worn 
object without thought?   

How do you interact with imperfect 
people?  There is no need to become 
a woolly thinking person but it might 
help for us to accept the uncertainties 
in life such as relationship schisms or 
a change of circumstance. 

By not striving for perfection, but just 
seeing beauty in imperfection, we gain 
happiness and contentment. 

I conclude with a Wabi Sabi poem by 
poet/author Jamie Dedes: 

Kintsugi
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If only I knew

What the artist knows about the 
great perfection

in imperfection I would sip grace 
slowly

at the ragged edges of the creek kiss 
the pitted

face of the moon befriend the sea

though it can be a danger embrace 
the thunder of a waterfall

as if its strains were a symphony 

prostrate myself atop the rank dregs 
on the forest floor

worshiping them as compost for 
fertile seeds

and the breeding ground for a 
million small lives 

if I knew what the artist knows,

then I wouldn’t be afraid to die,

to leave everyone 

I would be sure that some part of me

would remain present

and that one day you would join me

as the wind howling on its journey

or the bright moment of a flowering 
desert 

if I knew what the artist knows,

I would surely respond soul and body

to the echo of the Ineffable in rough 
earthy things 

I would not fear decay or work left 
undone

I would travel like the river through 
its rugged, irregular channels

comfortable with this life;  imperfect, 
impermanent, and incomplete.

Reflection on 
Receptive Ecumenism

The Fourth International Conference in 
Canberra  - Alex Scutt (Day 22)

heart inspired by the Holy Spirit.”  
“It challenges us,” she said, “to enter 
more deeply into conversion in Christ 
through the Spirit, by learning from 
our ecumenical partners.  This is 
certainly no easy task, but one which is 
necessary for the life of our churches.”   

These, and the other major 
presentations, were followed by table 
conversations rich in variety and energy 
and thoughtful learning.  Smaller 
papers in the afternoon covered more 
specific instances of where receptive 
ecumenism is being practiced – where 
local and international experience 
could be made known and shared. 

A highlight was a visit to the Australian 
Centre for Christianity and Culture, 
to walk around the grounds with its 
dramatic cross that can be seen from 
all over Canberra, its labyrinth, the 
meeting place of the heart, the native 
grasses, engaging in conversation as 
we went.  A meeting in the chapel 
included a display of historical Bibles 
in honour of the 500th anniversary of 
the Reformation and a lecture from 
Dr Michael Velker from Heidelberg 
on the European Reformation.

For me personally, it was a time of 
flexing some theological muscle, being 
stimulated by the many conversations 
with people from all over the 
world, and I came away much more 
determined to engage with the deep 
things of the Spirit and the heart 
in my life and work.   A conference 
like this is a valuable one for a leader 
of a community like Wellspring 
Community because of the refreshing 
and renewing of the individual that 
it engenders, which informs the 
manner and practice of leadership; it 

Receptive Ecumenism is the next 
step on the continuum of ecumenical 
endeavor.  It invites us to more 
specifically attend to the gifts of the 
Spirit in another tradition and what 
it means, reasonably and responsibly, 
to assess whether and how these might 
be received with integrity by our own 
tradition, and in ways that can resolve 
difficulties in our own tradition.

Under the theme of Leaning into 
the Spirit – Discernment, Decision 
Making and Reception, the Fourth 
International Conference was an 
enriching time during which we heard 
a great variety of perspectives and 
experiences from across traditions 
and nationalities about how receptive 
ecumenism is working and happening.  
A group of people from Sweden 
shared some of their own experiences 
of ecumenical discernment in 
their own context which includes 
Orthodox, Protestant, Lutheran 
and Catholic traditions.  We heard 
keynote addresses from Paul Murray 
from Durham and Antonia Pizzey 
from Brisbane – both of whom spoke 
of receptive ecumenism as a practice 
of the whole church into which we 
still need to grow and of attentiveness 
to what can variously be received from 
the other traditions about how to go 
about good ecclesial conversations 
and how to discern its fruits.

Antonia spoke of the affective and 
spiritual dimensions of ecumenical 
engagement as one of the most 
distinctive features of receptive 
ecumenism.  She spoke of the virtues 
of humility, hope and love as well 
as hospitality.  She sees receptive 
ecumenism as “a movement of the 
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is valuable because people outside 
get to know about Wellspring; and 
because, from such a conference, 

understanding of what is happening 
in the national and international 
landscape of Christianity provides a 

A Therapy of Love & Belonging
Col Jennings (Day 3)

By choosing the simple principle of 
listening, by adopting a collaborative 
conversational model, and by 
responding immediately to the crisis 
at hand, a small team of family 
therapists and nurses in Northern 
Finland have revolutionised the way 
they work with serious episodes of 
psychosis and other emotional issues. 
The process avoids hospitalisation 
and the overuse of anti-psychotic 
medications.

The innovative, highly tested, healing 
approach operating in Finland’s 
north-west is known as Open Dialogue 
Family Therapy.

The principles adopted by Jaakko 
Seikkula and Markku Sutela in the 
development of the Open Dialogue 
Family Therapy model reflect some 
of those principles known well to 
the Christian experience. To be able 
to listen to the Other (or God) in 
respectful silence is a first step. To 
show respect, have a deep concern, 
or find one’s inner compassion, and 
love for other person or yourself in 
distress is next. To be surrounded by 
friends and family so that you feel 
needed, loved, and can come to feel 
you belong or are connected to others, 
is so important too.

Open Dialogue has been operating 
in North-Western Finland for over 
two decades and is now widely 
recognised abroad as the world’s best 
practise in dealing with psychosis 
and other emotional health issues. 
Almost everyone recovers and only 
about 30% of those engaged will 
use any medication. Of those taking 

source of knowledge, resources and 
Spirit-led energy which can enrich 
us all.

medication, half will cease using them 
within a short period of time.

The Open Dialogue process has 
been extensively researched and 
documented for twenty years. The 
recovery rate of people affected by 
serious emotional issues in an area 
centred on Tornio, north-western 
Finland, is at least 90%. Their 
studies show 85% of those who 
recover were able to find gainful 
employment and would move on to 
build new relationships or re-build 
their disrupted relationships. Most 
would find suitable housing and 
start to live more meaningful and 
happier lives. 

Open Dialogue uses from two to four 
professional people to work together 
with the client, family and friends 
during the initial meetings. This 
process may appear to be costly, but 
in the long run it has been proven to 
be far less expensive by up to 40% on 

existing models. This initial saving 
here does not take into account the 
long-term financial benefit from 
people gaining work or coming off 
welfare payments.

In speaking to some of the therapists 
and nurses in Tornio, we (Pat and 
I) heard that by working closely 
together, even socialising together and 
by seeing clients improve in a very 
short time, made their work more 
satisfying and enjoyable. When seeing 
clients move on to live meaningful 
and more productive lives it brought 
meaning and an added value to their 
personal and career lives.

On returning to Australia after 
nearly five months abroad we wanted 
to see if we could find a way our 
own Blue Mountains health service 
could replicate this new approach to 
emotional ill-health. Initially we felt 
it had little chance of being adopted. 
We now think it can and will be! 

Last year St Vincent’s Hospital in 
Darlinghurst NSW set in place a 
Training Program for therapists and 
nurses to help develop and adopt this 
proven and highly effective model. 
Professionals in other health areas 
in NSW and in other States have 
been meeting to explore very similar 
programs. I am writing this article 
for Pipeline to further help promote 
and help alert Australians to this new 
approach in emotional ill-health and 
healing. 

[Google ‘Open Dialogue’ for more 
about how this program is working in 
Australia – ED]
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Remembering
Reverend Jean Claire Stirling (1941 – 2018)

Jane Pitman (Day 14)

Jean Stirling’s childhood home with 
her parents and two older sisters was 
in Ipswich, Queensland.  As well as 
running a small business, her father 
sang in the Cambrian Choir; thanks 
to him, Jean had already started to 
learn to sing and play the piano before 
his death in 1952.  She later learned to 
play the organ at the local Methodist 
church where the family worshipped. 

Jean’s Christian commitment began 
at a Billy Graham rally around 1959.   
After attending Ipswich Technical 
College, she worked at Ipswich City 
Council.  Through determination, 
resilience and faith, Jean quietly coped 
with the ongoing arthritic condition, 
ankylosing spondylitis, from her late 
teens onwards. 

When Jean felt called to ministry in 
1963, her only available path in the 
Methodist Church was training as 
a deaconess.  After the initial stages, 
this was put on hold and, instead, 
Jean began 17 years of secretarial 
and administrative service, first at the 
Ipswich Central Methodist Mission 
and then in 1975-79 at the Methodist 
National Memorial Church, 
Canberra.  In 1980-81, Jean was the 
first deaconess student at the Uniting 
Church’s Trinity Theological College, 
Brisbane, and she was ordained as a 
Deaconess on 3 December 1981. 

She next joined the ministry team 
at Aitkenville Uniting Church, 
Townsville, and then in 1986 moved 
to a similar position in Glenelg Parish, 
South Australia.  Following Uniting 
Church decisions in 1992, Jean was 
accredited as a Deacon in February 
1993 and could then conduct Holy 
Communion.  From 1994 to 2001 
she was Co-ordinating Chaplain to 
Helping Hand Aged Care Adelaide, 
with responsibilities across six sites. 

For nearly 30 years Jean played a major 
role in establishing many community 
engagement initiatives.  She had a 
special commitment to pastoral care, 
helping those to whom she ministered 
and others with her warm kindness, 
sensitive listening, prayer and wisdom.  
A strong advocate and fine role model 
for the diaconate, Jean organised 
the gatherings of the small group of 
Deaconesses and, later, Deacons in SA 
for several years. 

After retirement, Jean settled in 
Glengowrie, joined Christ Church 
Uniting, Wayville, and remained 
active in the Uniting Church, 
especially at Christ Church.  She 
led a meditation group there and 
served on the committee of the SA 
Christian Meditation Community.   
She continued her wider interests and 
activities, including music, craft and 
needlework, photography, reading, 
hospitality and friendship, and 
extensive travel.

Jean was a Friend of Wellspring by 
2002 and a Member from 2005 to 
2015; she attended five National 
Gatherings from 2003 onwards.  As 
SA Contact Person 2010-2012, she 
co-ordinated the main gatherings 
of Wellspring SA, mostly at Christ 
Church.  The highlight was the 20th 

Anniversary Service in 2012.  Her 
leadership and pastoral care were 
much appreciated.

Beyond the qualities already 
mentioned, Jean’s friends remember 
her feisty nature and sense of humour, 
her integrity and independence 
of mind, her courage, hope and 
faithfulness and, above all, her deep 
Christian faith.

While sadly missed by many, Jean 
is now in God’s loving care after 
a wonderfully fruitful Christian 
life.  We remember her with great 
thanksgiving.

Acknowledgement:  Many thanks to 
Rev Sue Ellis and Rev Peter Ryan, as 
well as Jean’s friends and family, for 
information and help used here.

Prayer 
Contributed by Peter Millar 
(Day 31)
Christ Jesus, Lord,
I bear your name. 
No eyes can see it.
It is not written on my forehead.
No hand can touch it,
it is not tattooed on my skin.
I bear your name, 
engraved in the depths of my heart,
with letters of love.
I shall not shout it from the 
housetops
but people will be able to tell it
from my eyes, my hands and my lips.
And in their hearts others may say:
“It’s true. We bear that name and 
God is with us.”  
Adapted from a prayer from South 
Africa

Reverend Jean Stirling
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Prayer Beyond ‘Desolation Row’
with Grace Jantzen: why are we so afraid 

of flourishing? - Jo Inkpin (Day 16)

Jesus may have come that we ‘may have 
life and life in all its fullness’ (John 
10.10b) but we Christians frequently 
do a good job of seeking scarcity and 
restriction instead!   Contemplating 
the sorry state of religion in many 
places it is not hard to see some 
common threads of resistance to 
Christ’s gospel of Abundance.  It is 
a major reason for the rejection of 
Christianity among many.  For the 
Church as a whole often clings so 
powerfully to prioritising reflection 
on death and sin above life and 
empowerment.  This is particularly 
disastrous and objectionable for those, 
like LGBTI+ people, who have been 
held captive for so long by deathly 
categories of thought and sinful 
oppression.  Rightly they seek life, and 
life in all its fullness.  Asking for bread 
from churches however all too often 
results only in gifts of stone.  In some 
ways individual Christians, and the 
Church in general, can often therefore 
appear like Ophelia in Bob Dylan’s 
famous ‘Desolation Row’:

Ophelia, she’s ‘neath the window for 
her I feel so afraid

On her twenty-second birthday she 
already is an old maid

To her, death is quite romantic she 
wears an iron vest

Her profession’s her religion, her sin is 
her lifelessness

And though her eyes are fixed upon 
Noah’s great rainbow

She spends her time peeking into 
Desolation Row

The core issue is not specific aspects 
or (in)actions of Christians but a deep 
historically constructed approach to 
life and faith as a whole.   Despite 

the life-centred teaching and actions 
of Jesus and the great prophetic 
and wisdom traditions, many 
Christians have long been in thrall 
to emphasising sin and death.  Much 
has to do with the world pessimism 
of the later Roman civilisation in 
which Christianity first developed.  
This violated healthier Hebraic and 
Christ-like attitudes to the body and 
the world.  Later centuries wrought 
more damage.  In the West, this is 
notably so with the late medieval 
and Reformation period which were 
powerfully concerned with morbid 
themes, in the wake of the Black 
Death and other horrendous ravages 
of the times.   Sadly, whilst that era 
produced important contributions, 
continued over-valuation of such 
death-and-sin laden theology does the 
Church and wider world few favours.  
Sin and death are significant but 
what is their true place?  As the great 
19th century Anglican theologian 
and Christian Socialist F.D.Maurice 
put it, too often theology focuses 
disastrously on the Fall as the centre 
of Christian theology rather than the 
God of all Grace.

Contributed by  
Helen Menzies 

Christ as a light illumine me and 
guide me,

Christ as a shield overshadow me,

Christ under me

Christ over me

Christ beside me

on my left and my right

This day be within and without me

Lowly and meek yet all powerful.

Be in the heart of each to whom 
I speak;

In the mouth of each who speaks 
to me.

This day be within and without me,

Lowly and meek, yet all 
powerful.

Christ as a Shield

Christ as a light

Christ beside me

On my left and on my right. 

Adapted from St Patrick’s 
Breastplate

If we genuinely seek Christ’s 
abundance – ‘life in all its fullness’ 
– we need to develop theologies, 
spiritualities and ethics of flourishing.  
This was the heart of the thinking 
of the wonderful Grace Jantzen, 
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professor of religion, culture and 
gender at Manchester University from 
1996 until her death from cancer at 
the age of 57.  A Canadian, a Quaker, 
a mystic, a feminist and a lesbian, she 
engaged intelligently with the very 
best of contemporary philosophy and 
articulated a way of re-imagining life 
and spirit which continues to offer 
hope and substance for today.  Her 
most famous books included Julian 
of Norwich: Mystic and Theologian 
and Becoming Divine: Towards a 
Feminist Philosophy of Religion.   In 
both can be seen her emphasis on 
‘natality’ and ‘flourishing’, rather 
than the ‘mortality’ and ‘finitude’ 
characteristic of much death-dealing 
tradition. For she saw that our 
inherited emphases on violence and 
death comes at the expense of the 
physical body in the present.  This 
leads inevitably to a denigration of the 
senses, sexuality and sensuality, and 
postpones deep human yearning for 
mystical connection beyond the here 
and now.  To know God’s abundance 
in contrast is to think, feel and live 
abundantly now.

Iona Abbey
Lynona Hawkins (Day 30)

In the McLeod Centre kitchen on 
Iona I was on the early morning 
shift.   Having cooked the porridge 
for breakfast, mixed two large pans 
of bread dough which were now 
formed into loaves and left to rise on 
the cooktop and made several dozen 
scones, I whizzed down the hill to the 
9.00am service in the Abbey.  About 
40 minutes later on my return I found 
the bread had not only risen to the 
top it was overflowing the pans and 
threatening to make a takeover bid of 
the kitchen! As I sorted it out, making 
an extra loaf from the spilt-over dough 
it occurred to me that God’s love is a 
bit like the action of the yeast in the 
bread dough.  As the yeast permeates 

the dough once it is mixed into the 
other ingredients, it enables them to 
rise, giving off a wonderful aroma and 
creating delicious bread.  God’s love is 
like that yeast, bubbling up, not able 
to be contained within boundaries but 
overflowing and contagious.  When 
we open our hearts to that love, we 
will find our thoughts, decisions 
and actions, indeed our whole lives 
influenced and transformed.  More 
and more we will see through God’s 
eyes and be motivated to reach out 
with that love.  Just imagine what a 
difference it would make if this ‘yeasty‘ 
love could cross over denominational, 
faith, cultural, political and national 
boundaries!

David and I have made four trips 
to Iona, once as guests and three 
times as volunteers.  Each has been 
different, with challenges, treasures, 
opportunities and blessings. I have 
‘discovered’ the richness of Celtic 
spirituality where every act of the day 
is a part of worship, along with the gift 
of music and daily liturgy which have 
become like cherished friends.  Then 
there is the weekly pilgrimage, visiting 
sacred sites for prayer and reflection, 
sometimes walking in silence, yet 
in community.  The work in the 
kitchen baking bread and meals for 
up to 80 with the plethora of dietary 

requirements which change weekly, so 
that we can ‘break bread ‘together, is 
demanding but rewarding.  Learning 
to live with people from a mix of 
cultures and denominations along 
with a range of personalities, likes and 
dislikes, and sometimes odd habits, is 
not always easy.  

Although it is a small island there 
is nothing insular about the Iona 
Community.  The wider world comes 
to its doorstep in droves whether 
as guests, staff, tourists or pilgrims, 
bringing their unique gifts and needs.  
Prayers for Justice and Peace reflect 
the issues of the world.  I had the 
privilege of leading a Monday evening 
service in 2015 with a Refugee theme 
during a Multi Faith week which 
included amongst the guests a Moslem 
family from Syria, a Hindu and other 
faiths.  As the rain pelted down and 
the wind howled around the Abbey, 
the warmth of fellowship was tangible 
and the conversations that followed 
during the week were precious.  For 
many, their Iona experience has been 
life changing.

Then there is the island itself: such a 
beautiful place to explore, the ever-
changing colours of Iona Sound, the 
darkness of night without street lights, 
the geese, corncrakes, long haired 
sheep, highland cows, white beaches, 
craggy rocks, wild irises in spring - 
truly a ‘thin place’.  I have left a bit 
of myself behind in Iona and am truly 
grateful for the opportunity to have 
spent so much time there.
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Ann Barnes (Day 6)

Early September 2015 a week at the 
Iona Abbey with a group of 23 people 
from Germany, Sweden, Denmark, 
USA, England, Wales, Scotland and 
Australia.  Why did I go to Iona?

I need to backtrack a bit.  In December 
2014 I spent some time alone in my 
garden and at home, three days in 
contemplation, letting my thoughts 
just float and listening, lots of just 
listening. I think this is the first time 
I had ever taken time out like this.  
‘Where to now? Where is God in 
my plans? Why am I being pulled to 
follow this path?’

My family thought Oh, oh! What’s 
mum up to now? Is she OK? Three 
days with no contact with anyone – 
not like our mum! 

It became clearer to me where I needed 
to now be and I made decisions about 
three things I felt were important for 
me to pursue. 

I applied to go to Iona to the Abbey 
on a week’s retreat titled – ‘Reflection 
for Action’. That week just seemed 
right for me, a time to reflect where 
my energy should be spent now, the 
direction my life journey should now 
take.  This was a visit I had wanted to 
make for many years.

I planned my retirement from nursing 
and also started the process to apply 
to undertake my first unit of CPE at 

Royal Perth Hospital.  Something I 
had been also been thinking about for 
at least 8 -10 years.

Why Iona – My interest in all things 
Celtic and strong pull to things 
spiritual went together.  My Scottish 
heritage, as my father’s forbears came 
from around Oban.  I had been 
using Iona resources in worship for 
many years.  Other’s stories of their 
time spent on Iona strengthened my 
yearning to visit this place.  I strongly 
felt I needed to be at the Abbey.

Was I disappointed – no. From the 
minute I was sitting waiting to board 
the ferry from Oban the colour of 
the water as it changed from deep 
blue at Oban to deep green as we 
neared Iona, the bus ride across Mull, 
meeting others on their journey to 
Iona, arriving and being so warmly 
welcomed by the people from the 
Abbey as we all walked together from 
the ferry.

The nunnery ruins – a place I went 
back to often, was for me a place of 
connection or a thin place, if you like. 

Relationships with so many people 
over that week, a closeness with 
creation appreciating the island, it’s 
wonderful walks, colours, beaches, 
stones, the weekly pilgrimage 
around the island, sunrises and 
sunsets, animals, birds, wild geese, 
highland cattle, history, ruins, 
stories, gentle rain.

My long walks with Leva, one of the 
German girls in our group who shared 
her story, her pain and her hopes.

As we walked along the roads of the 
island meeting Murdoch (then in his 
90’s and an architect who worked with 
George McLeod on the restoration of 
the Abbey) and his granddaughter and 
her partner, both working for NASA 
on the mission to Mars. 

Worship in the Abbey morning and 
evening, were possibly the most 
meaningful I had experienced, just as 
though at last this was how worship 
should really feel – connection again.  
Even the Gospel readings were in some 
way clearer to me.  Read so clearly 
and with a depth I had not previously 
experienced.  Was it that my eyes, ears 
and heart were now really open and 
able to receive these gifts?

The sessions we shared during the 
week’s program opened much to 
reflect on as we shared our thoughts 
and different experiences - A Rule of 
Life, Ignation Spirituality, practicing 
gratitude, Palestine and its issues, 
resources for the journey and more.

Like many who travel to Iona. I was 
in a time of transition and here I 
experienced the companionship of 
others also reflecting on their life 
journey and the serenity the island 
offered.  Gratitude the theme for 
this issue of Pipeline is the best way 
to describe my feeling after my 
experience on Iona. 
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Iona Abbey Capital Appeal  
Marion Gilmour (Day 21)

Many of us Wellspring Community 
members have treasured memories 
of Iona, that very special tiny island 
off the west coast of Scotland.  We 
may have visited for a day, or had 
the privilege of staying for a week 
taking part in an Iona Community 
workshop, or for many weeks as a 
Volunteer.  I volunteered in 2011, 
then again last year, when I became 
Assistant Sacristan in the Abbey.  I 
imagine that, for most of us, the island 
itself and the people we met there are 
unforgettable and have made a deep 
impact on our lives.

While attending the 2017 Gathering 
in Launceston, I received an email 
from the Iona Community regarding 
the Abbey Capital Appeal.  I had been 
aware that the accommodation in the 
Abbey needed refurbishing but had 
no idea of the scale of restoration 
required: not just a question of 
installing a lift for access and re-
configuring dormitories as double 
rooms, but a complete overhaul of 
plumbing and electrical 
wiring, in addition to all 
the other considerations 
mentioned below.  I looked 
on the arrival of this message 
during the Gathering as a 
type of divine intervention, 
calling on me to share 
the need with Wellspring 
Community members who 
were attending.

The following information 
is taken from the leaflet 
‘How You Can Help’:

‘The Iona Community has, 
through its work on Iona, 
been transforming lives since 
1938. It now needs to raise 
2.7 million pounds to ensure 
this continues to be reality 

and not history. We urgently need your 
support to make it happen.

The Abbey accommodation, which 
houses Iona Community’s guests, staff 
and volunteers, is, according to experts, 
becoming unfit for purpose. If no work 
is done to it, it is predicted that the 
accommodation will need to close within 
the next five years. 

This case for support outlines our plans 
for a major building programme in the 
Abbey. Excitingly, the project will not 
only deliver a building that is fully fit 
for purpose, but will also:

•	 make	 the	 guest	 accommodation	
significantly more accessible, thus, for 
the first time ever, making it possible for 
people with physical disabilities to join 
in the Abbey programmes;

•	 enable	 the	 Community	 to	 re-think	
and re-design the Abbey communal 
spaces, thus enhancing the welcome to 
guests and creating new opportunities 
for shared activities;

•	 extend	 the	 programme	 season	 by	
several weeks, thus reaching even more 
people with the Community’s distinctive 
message on right relationships, healing, 
peace and justice;

•	 secure	 the	 Iona	 Community	 jobs	
already held by islanders and create 
new employment opportunities for local 
people;

•	 enable	 the	 Community	 to	 re-design	
and strengthen its volunteer programme, 
which has already touched the lives of 
hundreds of people from across the globe;

•	 provide,	 through	 participation	 in	
the island’s renewable energy project, a 
new platform for active collaboration 
with the local community and Historic 
Environment Scotland around issues 
of common concern, whilst reducing 
the environmental impact of the Abbey 
activities.

Above all, the Abbey project will ensure 
that the Iona Community can continue 
to provide a place of openness and 
acceptance where authentic community 
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– a concept and practice that our 
fragmented world is crying out for – can 
be modelled, whilst actively supporting 
the life and prosperity of the islanders on 
Mull and Iona.’
By January 2018 the half-way mark 
had been reached, with 1.4 million 
pounds raised. Work started on Phase 
1 in December 2017, with installation 
of a new entrance and lift to allow 
access to the first floor for people of all 
abilities. When the remaining money 
has been raised, bedrooms will be re-
designed, getting rid of dormitories in 
favour of twin-bedded rooms, utility 
services upgraded and a renewable-
energy heating system installed (in 
partnership with Iona Renewables 
and Historic Environment Scotland). 

At the Wellspring Community 
Council meeting on Monday 23 
October a motion to contribute 
A$5000.00 was unanimously carried. 
Half this amount was transferred at 
the end of last year, and the remainder 
will be sent this year. 
In January 2018 we received this message 
from the Business Director of the Iona 
Community: ‘We are SO grateful to 
you all for this generous donation to the 
Appeal, and for the promise of another 
donation in 2018. As you probably know, 
the building work on Iona started at the 
end of last year. It is ever so exciting, after 
all those months waiting for it to happen! 
Your donation will therefore be put to 
very good use. Please pass on our grateful 
thanks to all concerned.’ 

If individual members feel 
they wish to support this 
work, they can:

• make a bank transfer 
to the CO-OP BANK, 
specifying ‘Abbey Capital 
Appeal’ in the reference 
section (IBAN: GB56 
CPBK 8391250067378 – 
BIC: CPBK GB22)

• make a card donation vis 
the ‘DONATE’ section of 
Iona Community website 
( w w w . i o n a . o r g . u k ) , 
selecting ‘Abbey Capital 
Appeal’ as the destination.

The thinking behind these plans is 
set out in much greater detail in the 
Abbey Capital Appeal leaflet. If you 
would like me to forward it to you 
electronically, please contact me 
(marion_gilmour@hotmail.com). 
NB: it’s an underscore between my 
names and use the Scottish spelling of 
Gilmour!

I know from experience that many 
people have found in the Iona 
Community acceptance and a sense of 
belonging, perhaps for the first time 
in their lives.  It would be a tragedy 
if this were to end through lack of 
funding. I hope that Wellspring 
members will agree that this is a cause 
worth supporting.


