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K
atrina Tulip’s art w

ork, W
e are invited to join in the D

ivine D
ance, w

as inspired by 
Rublev’s icon. She pictures herself as the fourth person at the table.

At the heart of Christian revelation, G
od is not seen as

a distant, static m
onarch but – as w

e w
ill explore together –

a divine circle dance, as the early Fathers of the church dared to call it
(in G

reek perichoresis, the origin of our w
ord choreography).

G
od is the H

oly O
ne presenced in the dynam

ic and loving action of Three.
But even this Three-Fullness does not like to eat alone.
This invitation to share at the divine table is probably

the first biblical hint of w
hat w

e w
ould eventually call “salvation”.

Richard Rohr, The D
ivine D

ance – talking about Rublev’s icon. 

This tim
e…

O
ne of the delights of m

y role, as editor of Refresh, is ‘m
eeting’ new

 people w
ho em

ail 
their oơ

erings to m
e. �

am
es, previously com

pletely unknow
n, becom

e real people, our 
conversations together can begin and m

y life is enriched. 

But I often w
ish I could sit face to face w

ith them
, for then the relationships could 

deepen further. This isn’t usually possible, but it helps to know
 w

hat a person looks like, 
so w

ith this in m
ind, I’ve asked each contributor to send a photo of them

selves.

M
y sincere thanks to those w

hose faces are here, for their w
illingness to be know

n 
further and for their sharing how

 they experience the dance of life in w
ords and art. 

�
ew

 placings are the Resources on the last page and, on the inside back cover, Thanks to 
O

ther Contributors w
ho have helped m

ake this Refresh w
hat it is.

The Lord plays and diverts H
im

self in the garden of H
is creation,

and if w
e could let go of our ow

n obsession w
ith w

hat w
e think

is the m
eaning of it all, w

e m
ight be able to hear H

is call and
follow

 H
im

 in H
is m

ysterious, cosm
ic dance.

For the w
orld and tim

e are the dance of the Lord in em
ptiness.

The silence of the spheres is the m
usic of a w

edding feast. . .
Indeed w

e are in the m
idst of it, and it is in the m

idst of us,
for it beats in our very blood, w

hether w
e w

ant it to or not.
Yet the fact rem

ains that w
e are invited to forget ourselves on purpose,

cast our aw
ful solem

nity to the w
inds and join in the general dance.

Thom
as M

erton

I hope that in these pages, w
hich com

e from
 open hearts, there are blessings w

hich  
inspire you to enter m

ore fully the m
usic and dance of G

od in our w
orld.

A
n
n
a

A
nna Johnstone, living on A

uckland’s N
orth Shore w

ith her lovely 
m

an, Kerry, can hardly believe that life keeps getting better and 
better as the Trinity encourages us out of the corners and into the 

dance. (Bio from
 Refresh Seize Life! 2018)
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The Circle D
ance 

H
ilary O

xford Sm
ith ©

“Everything in the universe has a rhythm
, everything dances” 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

M
aya A

ngelou

There w
as a dandelion clock in our garden on Sunday. O

nly one. A
 delicate tim

epiece.

W
hen I w

as a child, I rem
em

ber m
y grandm

other saying to m
e, “You can tell the tim

e by 
the num

ber of puơ
s it takes you to blow

 the seed heads into the air.ǳ �ery diơ
erent from

 
hearing the sound of a ticking clock on the m

antelpiece or w
all, m

arking the seconds, 
the m

inutes, the hours, the days, the m
onths, and the years. W

atching these fragile, 
gossam

er seeds dancing in the turning patterns of the southerly w
ind, I im

agined them
 

journeying to diơ
erent shores w

here the circle of life w
ould continue to unfold. 

The circle is an ancient sym
bol w

ith no beginning or end. It is never broken, even in 
death. It sym

bolises the continuity of life and love and w
here fullness is found. John 

O
’D

onohue w
rites:The Celtic w

orld w
as alw

ays fascinated w
ith circles;  

they are prevalent in so m
uch of its artw

ork; 
the Celts even transfigured the Cross by surrounding it w

ith a circle. 
 The Celtic Cross is a beautiful sym

bol.  
The circle around the beam

s of the Cross rescues  
the loneliness w

here the tw
o lines of pain intersect;  

it seem
s to calm

 and console their forsaken linearity. i

I have a sm
all Celtic cross w

hich I bought on the island of Iona w
hen I w

orked there, 
m

any m
oons ago. �t is a replica of one of the finest standing crosses on the island. 

Carved in the late 7
th century and dedicated to St. John the Evangelist, it is thought to 

be the progenitor of circled Celtic crosses. W
eathered by m

any storm
s, it now

 survives 
as fragm

ents that have been put back together and can be seen in the Iona A
bbey 

m
useum

. 

In the Celtic Christian w
orld, John the Beloved is revered by m

any. H
e is thought of as 

the disciple w
ho leaned against Jesus at the Last Supper and heard the heartbeat of 

G
od. M

y friend and colleague, John Philip �
ew

ell, a theologian and w
andering Celtic 

teacher, has w
ritten extensively about this disciple w

hom
 Jesus especially loved.  

There w
ere m

any testim
onies to Jesus, and also w

ritings pointing to the w
isdom

 of 
Jesus, w

hich w
ere not included in the tightly defined canon of scripture of the 4

th century 
im

perial Church. Som
e w

ere destroyed, others w
ere lost or becam

e fragm
ented. Som

e 
w

ent underground. Yet one of the exciting aspects of this m
om

ent in tim
e, John Philip 

says, is that the earth is throw
ing back at us som

e of these lost docum
ents. 

A
n early 2

nd century Christian collection of 
narratives and traditions, long know

n in 
fragm

entary form
, The A

cts of John did not m
ake it 

into the canon. In the collection, there is a beautiful 
description of the Last Supper. A

fter eating 
together, Jesus invites the disciples to form

 a 
a 

circle. W
ith Jesus standing in the centre, they start 

a sim
ple H

ebrew
 circle dance as he sings to them

 
and they oơ

er antiphonal responses. H
e says to 

them
, “I w

ill pipe…
dance all of you…

I w
ill m

ourn, lam
ent all of you. The w

hole universe 
takes part in the dance.ǳ  

Jesus’ w
ords point to the dance of life and…

 
also to the brokenness of the dance and  

to the suơ
erings that disharm

ony brings.  
Jesus is speaking of a harm

ony at the heart of life.  
A

nd he is pointing to a w
ay of m

oving in relation to all things,  
even though he know

s also the price of living in relation to such unity.  
Christ is view

ed as leading us not into a separation  
from

 the w
orld and the rest of hum

anity,  
but into a renew

ed relationship w
ith the ground of life,  

the O
ne from

 w
hom

 all things com
e. ii 

In these present tim
es, is this ancient and sacred circle dance encouraging you and m

e, 
to ask w

hat new
 truth, w

hat new
 w

ays of being, thinking, believing, seeing, doing, and 
living are trying to com

e into greater clarity for us?  

D
ance to the M

usic of Tim
e is a w

ork of art sculpted by Terry Stringer O
�

�M
 ȋO

ƥ
cer of 

the �
ew

 �ealand O
rder of M

eritȌ. Positioned at the gatew
ay into and out of the City 

of �
elson at the top of the South �sland, the bronze sculpture looks out over the tidal 

estuary of �
elson H

aven and the sheltering long barrier spit of T e Tahuna a Tam
a ȋThe 

Boulder BankȌ. The presence of tangata w
henua in this area spans som

e 1000 years. �t 
has alw

ays been reverenced and respected as a rich food basket and a gathering place.  

Four figures on the sculpture represent the seasons of the year. Sum
m

er picks early fruit; 
A

utum
n m

akes w
ine; W

inter’s w
ahine carries a kete of fish; Spring is a sm

all child’s face. 
There is also the suggestion of a giant sea bird in the overall shape of the sculpture - a 
w

atchful guardian over the people and the city.

Christ is view
ed as leading us not 

into a separation from
 the w

orld 
and the rest of hum

anity, but 
into a renew

ed relationship w
ith 

the ground of life, the O
ne from

 
w

hom
 all things com

e.

i John O
’Donohue, Anam

 Cara, p.202 (Transw
orld Ireland 1997) 

ii J. Philip N
ew

ell, Christ of the Celts: The Healing of Creation, (Jossey-Boss 2008) 
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D
ance to the M

usic of Tim
e – Terry Stringer. The title is taken from

 the novel series by 
A

nthony Pow
ell, w

ho took it from
 the painting by �

icolas Poussin.  Photo - Tim
 Cuơ.

The softness, circularity and ƪuidity of m
ovem

ent tells the story of the interconnected-
ness and interrelationship of all living and non-living things. �t oơ

ers the m
ost pow

erful 
and tender m

usic and invites us to dance.  
Join m

e.
W

e clasp the hands of those that go before us,
A

nd the hands of those w
ho com

e after us.
W

e enter the little circle of each other’s arm
s

A
nd the larger circle of lovers,

W
hose hands are joined in a dance

A
nd the larger circle of all creatures

Passing in and out of life
W

ho m
ove also in a dance

To a m
usic so subtle and vast that no ear hears it

Except in fragm
ents.  iii

iii  W
endell Berry, The Larger Circle

H
ilary O

xford Sm
ith is a Church of Scotland m

inister, an A
ssociate 

M
em

ber of the Iona Com
m

unity and a published author. H
ilary offers 

retreats in contem
plative spirituality, Celtic Christianity and bereavem

ent 
care and is also a Spiritual Com

panion.
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B
eing ‘P

layed’, B
eing ‘P

rayed’ 
P

am
ela G

ordon

I tune m
y harp strings and choose  

w
hat to play.

Both the harp and I, are intrinsic  
to the m

usic.
The harp plays m

e as I play the harp. 
It’s integral, reciprocal.  
I am

 played.

The m
usic inƪuences how

 � am
 playing. 

I’m
 changed by the sound that I hear. 

A
s I listen, it drives m

y interpretation,
It changes m

y m
ood. 

I am
 played.

The pauses, the silences,  
all part of the rhythm

. 
I accept m

y m
istakes, and  

there’re alw
ays m

istakes.
In m

usic it’s easy  
to often resolve them

...
�

ot �uite so easy in life.  
I am

 played.

There is no m
usic  

w
ithout a real listener.

There are w
aves, but if there’re no ears,

Then it doesn’t exist, there’s no sound,  
there’s no song,
But by listening to m

usic,  
I’m

 played.

So too w
ith prayer…

…
I tune m

y thoughts like I tune  
strings of m

y harp. 
I choose w

hat I have on m
y m

ind  
and m

y heart.
In choosing, I change,  
I am

 prayed.

� cannot inƪuence or sw
ay, 

‘G
od’s m

ind’.
But w

hen I don’t get w
hat I w

ant, 
I get an experience, at tim

es  
a hard learning one.
A

 chance to refram
e,  

being prayed.

I try to accept things  
a fulsom

e life brings.
A

 bit like in Rum
i’s ‘G

uest H
ouse’.

I endeavour to w
elcom

e all in, 
as m

y guides,
In accepting, I’m

 changed,  
l am

 prayed.

‘Listening’,…
 prayer’s  

essential com
ponent.

Contem
plation, Thich �

hat H
anh’s,  

‘In the m
om

ent’.
D

adirri, ‘D
eep listening,  

�uiet stillness, and w
aiting.

The sound of deep calling deep’, 
being prayed.

Being played, being prayed  
from

 the spirit w
ithin,

They inspire, bring beauty and love,
A

nd kindle the joy  
of connection and hope,
Engender thanksgiving.  
Being prayed.

Pam
ela G

ordon lives on a com
m

unity organic farm
, loves the seasonal 

cycles, her m
usic, and enabling precious connections. Poetry is her w

ay 
of savouring the m

om
ents.

Sarah’s Circle 
H

eather K
elly

The subject of ‘dance’ has rem
inded m

e of an act of w
orship w

ith accom
panying w

ords 
w

hich � practised in the 1980s. � oơ
er this contribution as the w

ords and actions w
ere 

‘born’ during a tim
e of contem

plation.

It w
as a sim

ple circle dance of one step round, one step in and one step out – repeated in 
the tem

po of the singing. It began w
ith tw

o people; the second placed their hand on the 
shoulder of the first singing...

v1. ǲW
e are dancing Sarah’s circleǳ x3

ǲcelebrating G
odǨǳ

v2 ǲ�f you love G
od com

e and join usǳ x3
ǲcelebrating G

odǨǳ

v3 ǲEvery round grow
s w

ider, w
iderǳ x3

ǲcelebrating G
odǨǳ

v4 ǲD
ance, sing, give G

od gloryǨ’ǳx3
ǲcelebrating G

odǨǳ

A
fter the invitation of v2 and w

hen they saw
 the sim

ple m
ovem

ents, other people joined 
…

 and continued to join.

The leader decided w
hen to repeat or change to the next verse.

To end the dance the leader repeated v4, slow
ing the tem

po to end and then led a 
com

m
unal ‘A

m
en’ spoken by the dancers, som

e of w
hom

 raised their hands in the air.

The dance w
as a contem

plative action for all but the leader.

A
fter the w

ords and the actions ‘cam
e to m

e’, I enlisted co-operation from
 other 

Ǯliberals’ until it w
as oơ

ered as an act of w
orship as part of a M

ethodist Sunday evening 
service.

H
eather Kelly, resident in a retirem

ent village in Invercargill, 
is energised by the glory of the Creator’s handiw

ork and by the 
surprising G

od w
ho continues to call her in the late A

utum
n of her life.
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Let’s D
ance 

P
aul From

ont

In N
ew

 Seeds of Contem
plation, Thom

as M
erton, w

riting under the essay title, The 
G

eneral D
ance, reƪects on the cosm

ic dance of incarnation and creationǣ 

...If w
e could let go of our ow

n obsession w
ith w

hat w
e think 

is the m
eaning of ... the garden of [G

od’s] creation... w
e 

m
ight be able to hear his call and follow

 him
 in his m

ysterious 
cosm

ic dance... W
e do not have to go very far to catch ... 

that dancing. W
hen w

e are alone on a starlit night; w
hen by 

chance w
e see the m

igrating birds in autum
n descending on 

a grove of junipers to rest and eat; w
hen w

e see children in a 
m

om
ent w

hen they are really children; w
hen w

e know
 love in 

our hearts; or w
hen, like the old Japanese poet BashÛ w

e hear 
an old frog land in a �uiet pond w

ith a solitary splash - at such 
tim

es the aw
akening, the turning inside out of all values, the 

new
ness, the em

ptiness and the purity of vision, [that’s w
hat] 

provide[s] a vision of the cosm
ic dance... i

M
erton evokes in m

e a feeling of invitation, the sense that creation and incarnation are 
arm

s and hands, reaching for m
e, pulling m

e into the holy dance of life itself. 

Euan M
acleod and the D

ance

�t’s ȏtheȐ dialogue betw
een the figure and the landscape that seem

s to 
be w

hat’s im
portantǣ the vulnerability of that figure ... There certainly 

is a lot of psychological dram
a in them

, ... and often the figure takes a 
w

hile to find its place. �t’s like the figure w
anders around a little bit in 

the landscape before it feels settled. ii

�n 2010 � bought m
yself the new

ly published book, Euan M
acleod: The Painter in the 

Painting. � don’t recall w
here �’d first seen im

ages of M
acleod’s paintings, but G

regory 
O

’Brien’s book provided a deeper introduction to M
acleod and his art. 

Born in Christchurch in 1956, M
acleod’s w

ork, for m
e at least, is concerned w

ith the 
natural landscape and em

bodied hum
an presences w

ithin it. W
hen eventually I stood in 

front of an exhibition of his paintings, at the W
aikato M

useum
 in 2015, � w

as captivated 
and transported. W

ow
! 

Few
 artists, John M

cD
onald reƪects in his forew

ord to O
’Brien’s book, ǲdelve so 

consistently and deeply into the ‘inner life’, w
hile rarely deviating from

 the genre of 
landscape, or figure-in-a-landscape.ǳ

i Thom
as M

erton, N
ew

 Seeds of Contem
plation, p.292, 296 Ƭ

 297. 
ii Euan M

acleod in conversation w
ith G

regory O
’Brien at G

allery O
ne, Te M

anaw
a, Palm

erston �
orth 05/09/2017 

The D
ance 

A
drienne M

alcom
son

I am
 standing outside a church and people are w

alking up the path to the entrance. M
en, 

w
om

en and children are greeting each other “H
ello, it is good to see you. H

ow
 has your 

w
eek beenǫǳ

I m
ove a little closer and inside I see m

ore people talking, laughing and yet som
e are 

sitting �uietly not engaging w
ith others yet still part of w

hat is happening. There is 
m

usic playing and the sound m
akes m

e feel like dancing!

D
o I enter, or do I stay outside? I feel draw

n to these strangers w
ho are w

elcom
ing m

e 
w

ith their sm
iles and inviting w

ords, ǲCom
e in and join us in the danceǨǳ

The dance of people, together w
ith one voice, all here to praise and sing the dance of 

w
orship to the O

ne w
ho created each one of them

 uni�uely and w
onderfully m

ade.

Yes, I w
ill accept their invitation to m

e, a stranger in their m
idst. They draw

 m
e in w

ith 
their w

elcom
e, their joy, inviting m

e to their Sunday w
orship of praise. They say, “Com

e, 
dance w

ith us, pray w
ith us, sing w

ith us.ǳ 

The dance of w
orship has begun.

A
drienne M

alcom
son, an A

nglican priest, enjoys living in a 
retirem

ent village in Tauranga w
ith her husband, John and a very 

indulged cat. She has alw
ays enjoyed w

riting and has self-published 
four books for young people.
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Each, I suspect, attends in their ow
n w

ays to the num
inous. They listen, they notice, they 

m
ake connections, and in Brian’s case, w

ith one of his ‘com
m

onplace’ notebooks in front 
of him

, � w
atch him

 record a thought, a �uote, a w
ord, som

ething he’s heard or seen, 
som

ething im
portant to him

. 

Each of these fellow
 explorers is know

n for their clearsighted and evocative engagem
ent 

w
ith the natural w

orld, w
ith w

hat it m
eans to be hum

an, singularly and relationally. They 
tell it slant. They help m

e find m
y w

ay into the dance of creation, into the m
ovem

ents 
and rhythm

s of Spirit, into change, healing, and grow
th. A

nd, w
ithout know

ing it, they 
invite m

e into the living of everything I know
 about G

od: life, life, and m
ore life. 

The shrew
dest observations, 

the m
ost m

usical  
of phrasings, rank as holy, 
are like children 
w

ho take your hand 
and hold on tight 
because they need  
your love as m

uch 
as you need theirs. iv

In reading them
, or talking to them

 w
hen that’s possible, I’m

 draw
n to their honesty of 

vision, their �uiet depth, their w
isdom

, their spare clarity, their hum
ble im

m
ersion in, 

and their gratitude for the ǲone w
ild and precious lifeǳ

v w
e’ve each been gifted. 

They see w
hat I so often m

iss in m
y inattentiveness and haste, but, encouraged by 

them
, I’m

 learning to look, to see, to experience the dance. I’m
 slow

ly w
orking to strip 

aw
ay w

hat isn’t truly im
portant. 

M
ore room

 in your heart for love, 
for the trees! For the birds w

ho ow
n 

nothing - the reason they can ƪy. vi

They invite m
e to live m

ore sim
ply, ǲto jettison all the stuơ

 that clutters m
y m

aterial, 
intellectual, and spiritual w

orlds.ǳ
vii

The loveliest places of all 
are those that look as if  
there’s nothing there 
to those still learning to look. viii

iv Brian Turner, Poets and Poetry in his collection N
ight Fishing, p.55. 

v  M
ary O

liver, The Sum
m

er D
ay published in her 1990 collection H

ouse of Light.
vi M

ary O
liver, Storage, published in her 2016 collection Felicity, p.31.

vii  Parker Palm
er. 

viii  Brian Turner, his poem
, D

eserts, for Instance in Brian Turner: Selected Poem
s ȋW

ellingtonǣ �
ictoria �

niversity
Press, 2019Ȍ, p.148.   

For M
acleod, ǲǥ

the canvas is not only a m
irror in w

hich he finds him
self, it is also a 

doorw
ay into a w

orld that lies beyond ... [H
is] paintings have, at their core, a sense of 

the m
ystery of hum

an life and of a vast perplexing universe w
hich lies beyond hum

an 
com

prehension ...ǳ M
eister Eckhart, long, long ago, 

said som
ething sim

ilar: “W
hen the soul w

ants to 
experience som

ething she throw
s out an im

age in 
front of her and then steps into it.ǳ 

A
s I look at M

acleod’s paintings they ask 
of 

m
e personal �uestions, ones such asǣ am

 
I 

settling for being less than fully, fearlessly and 
freely hum

an, less than w
ho I’m

 called to be in Christ Jesus? H
ow

 does G
od see m

e? H
ow

 
m

ight I be disconnected from
 m

y deepest essence? M
isaligned, for exam

ple, by traum
a? 

H
ow

 am
 I being invited to take m

y inner life m
ore seriously, m

ore creatively? In w
hat 

w
ays am

 I being invited, or encouraged, to live m
ore consistently out of w

hat Parker 
Palm

er calls ǲa hidden w
holenessǳǫ   

M
acleod’s paintings invite m

e into the dance of incarnation, invite m
e to take m

y bodily 
existence seriously. They invite m

e to live m
ore deeply into m

y identity, m
y history, 

and the history of this land w
ith all its stories and contem

porary invitations to live m
ore 

justly, and in w
ays that hum

anise rather than dehum
anise, both m

yself and others.  

Poets and the D
ance

I began to realise that m
y identity 

depended not upon any beliefs I had, 
inherited beliefs or m

anufactured beliefs, 
but m

y identity actually depended on how
 

m
uch attention I w

as paying to things 
that w

ere other than m
yself —

 and that 
as you deepen this intentionality and 
this attention, you [start] to broaden and 
deepen your ow

n sense of presence. iii

M
ary O

liver, D
avid W

hyte, Belden Lane, W
endell Berry, and O

turehua residents Brian 
Turner, Jillian Sullivan, and Bridget A

uchm
uty are exam

ples of people w
ho help m

e 
broaden and deepen m

y ow
n sense of being and of presence. They help m

e pay 
attention to life and m

y relationship to it. They are poets and essayists of �uiet w
atchful 

presence, curiosity, heart, love, hum
ility, w

eather, and place. They see the dance, the 
interdependence, the interplay betw

een w
hat the �

icene Creed calls the Ǯseen and ȏtheȐ 
unseen’.

iii D
avid W

hyte, interview
ed, O

n Being A
pril 7, 2016.  

 …
am

 I settling for being less 
than fully, fearlessly and freely 
hum

an, less than w
ho I’m

 called 
to be in Christ Jesus? 
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Beyond m
idlife now

, I’m
 still learning to trust the benevolence of life. I know

 that I have 
but one finite life and �’m

 very thankful for it. Life is both precious and fragile, truths �’m
 

rem
inded of every day. Being here, being at hom

e in this land, in this body, choosing 
every day to be as fully alive as I’m

 able, being for life, for love, and for all that sustains 
and enriches them

, these are now
 am

ongst m
y m

ost im
portant life tasks. 

There are lots of w
ays to dance and 

to spin, som
etim

es it just starts m
y 

feet first then m
y entire body, � am

 
spinning no one can see it but it is 
happening. I am

 so glad to be alive, 
I am

 so glad to be loving and loved ... xv

Loving and loved. Skin to skin, this is the slow
 dance I choose to give m

yself to, every 
day anew

. Incarnation and Creation. Creating, being, becom
ing - the dance.

xv  M
ary O

liver, the opening section of, �f � W
ere, published in her 2012 collection A

 Thousand M
ornings, p.11. 

...[M
ay] your 

spirit grow
 in curiosity, that your 

life be richer than it is, that you 
bow

 to the earth as you feel how
 it 

actually is, that w
e - so clever, and 

am
bitious, and selfish, and unrestrained - 

are only one design of the m
oving, the 

vivacious m
any. ix

They lead the w
ay into w

hat D
avid W

hyte calls ǲthe conversational nature of realityǳ,  
ǲthe old unaccountable unfolding...ǳ

x They beckon m
e into a “w

ish to feel part of 
som

ething w
holly explicable and irreplaceable, som

ething enduring and w
holesom

e ... a 
nor’w

ester’s gusting in the pines like operatic laughter, and the roadside grasses ... laced 
w

ith blue and orange and pink of bugloss, poppies and yarrow
, all of them

 sw
ishing, 

dancing, bending, as they do, as w
e do."

xi

D
o you bow

 your head w
hen you pray or do you look  

up into that blue space? 
Take your choice, prayers ƪy in all directions. 
A

nd don’t w
orry about w

hat language you use, 
G

od no doubt understands them
 all. 

Even w
hen sw

ans are ƪying north and m
aking 

such a ruckus of noise, G
od is surely listening 

and understanding. xii 

� w
alk the coastal W

hale Bay/M
atapouri Beach loop track in �

orthland. Tw
o gulls are 

overhead. I think appreciatively of m
y w

ife. I think of each creative that I’ve m
entioned 

above: Tom
, Euan, Parker, D

avid, M
ary, Belden, W

endell, Brian, Jillian, and Bridget. I 
w

alk. � feel their ongoing invitation into w
hat Richard Rohr calls ǲthe divine ƪow

ǳ. Jillian 
rem

inds m
e that w

hen � w
rite, �’m

 the one ǲw
ho travels to the deeper place...ǳ xiii  Bridget 

rem
inds m

e of the im
portance of ǲthe strings of the heart that knit.ǳ

xiv  

I’m
 grateful to each for the gifts they give, m

ostly unbeknow
nst to them

, invariably 
unexpected by m

e, but arriving nonetheless, at just the right tim
e. 

ix  M
ary O

liver, adapted excerpt from
 her poem

, The M
oth, The M

ountains, The River in A
 Thousand M

ornings
ȋ2012Ȍ
x  W

endell Berry, The Thought of Som
ething Else in his collection The Peace of W

ild Things, p.13. 
xi  Brian Turner, Just This in his collection Just This, p.26. 
xii M

ary O
liver, from

 W
histling Sw

ans, collected in Felicity, p.29.
xiii  Jillian Sullivan, Fishing from

 the Boat Ram
p ȋW

ellingtonǣ Steele Roberts, 2009Ȍ, p.139.  
xiv  Bridget A

uchm
uty, in her poem

, The H
itch, collected in U

nm
ooring ȋChristchurchǣ �

uentin W
ilson

Publishing, 2020Ȍ, p.26. 

Paul From
ont lives in Cam

bridge. H
e w

anders far and w
ide, w

ith m
uch 

gratitude, throughout our am
azing country, w

ith his w
ife, G

ita. They 
both feel the lure of the sea and dream

 one day of m
oving from

 Inland 
to coastal N

ew
 Zealand.
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Com
e D

ance for M
e 

Jo A
nastadiasis

I danced because G
od asked m

e
A

nd for no other reason.
� danced in ac�uiescence, nothing m

ore. 

A
nd now

, som
e years later?

I dance to w
orship,

Because just singing, just raising  
m

y hands is not enough som
etim

es.
Som

etim
es I need to m

ove m
y  

w
hole body to really w

orship;
To give all of w

ho I am
 to G

od;
To truly honour the Lord.

H
ave I never argued about dancing again?

�
ot on your lifeǨ

I still argue, still at tim
es say no.

O
r at tim

es am
 slow

 to respond to 
the Spirit’s stirrings w

ithin m
e.

W
hen I stay still I feel disappointed,

I did not give m
y all in w

orship.
I allow

ed m
y fears of w

hat others  
m

ight think to dictate to m
e.

A
m

 I back w
here I started?

�
o, � don’t think so.

W
ith the Lord’s help I have stepped  

through the barrier of fear.
The m

ore often I step through
The easier it is to take the step next tim

e,
A

nd the next tim
e.

To face m
y fear

I’ve had to act, and act, and act.
I’ve had to rely on G

od.
A

gain and again and again.
G

od asked and G
od has also enabled.

W
ithout the Lord I w

ould still be  
bound by fear.
A

s I rely on G
od,

A
s � fix m

y eyes on G
od,

I am
 free!

I sat in a room
 full of others

A
nd as w

e w
orshipped, I sensed G

od’s  
call ... “Com

e dance for M
e.ǳ

�
oǨ W

hat w
ould the others thinkǫ

“... Com
e dance for M

e.ǳ
I can’t dance.
I’m

 overw
eight and uncoordinated.

“... Com
e dance for M

e.ǳ
I can’t. You ask too m

uch.
They’ll laugh, think I’m

 odd.
They’ll reject m

e.
“... Com

e dance for M
e.ǳ

I’ll lift m
y hands and sing.

I’ll kneel, I’ll even prostrate m
yself,

But please don’t ask m
e to dance!

I’ll dance in heaven,
I’ll be free then, nothing w

ill m
atter  

then except You
Can’t it w

ait till then ...
Please!
“... Com

e dance for M
e.ǳ

I feel w
retched beyond belief.

I cannot sing, cannot w
orship at all.

I sit and know
 I am

 refusing.
I cannot even pray anym

ore.
I don’t w

ant to dance!
But I do w

ant to follow
.

O
h G

od help m
e!

You m
ust help m

e ... please!
... O

K
, I’ll dance for You.

W
ith a face ƪushed red from

  
em

barrassm
ent

A
rm

s feeling like stiơ
 rods;

Legs feeling uncoordinated and w
ooden;

I danced.

Jo A
nastasiadis, a spiritual director in W

ellington, loves G
od’s creation 

and seeing others grow
 in their relationship w

ith G
od. She has recently 

rediscovered the delight of play w
ith her young grandchildren and the 

joy of sim
ple m

om
ents.

A
nna Johnstone
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R
esponding to the D

ance of D
ivine Love through N

ature 
K

atrina Tulip

The invitation to dance w
ith the D

ivine is often extended to us through nature. Certainly, 
this has been m

y experience. �n A
pril 2021, for the first tim

e in years, � found m
yself 

back at the St. Francis Friary in A
uckland on a retreat. I w

andered around the grounds 
refam

iliarising m
yself w

ith the beckoning paths and leafy nooks. I w
alked tow

ards a 
particular law

n and stood in the m
iddle of it. Turning around slow

ly, I relived a m
em

ory 
of a night on retreat w

hen I had danced w
ith joyful abandon on this grassy stage 

surrounded by darkly silhouetted trees before the silent audience of the m
oon and stars. 

I sm
iled as I recalled feelings of exhilaration and vitality, unseen by hum

an eyes, draw
n 

by D
ivine M

ystery. 

That w
as not the first tim

e � had received a nocturnal invitation to dance. � rem
em

ber 
as a child w

aking in the night to see the full m
oon shining through the curtains, urging 

m
e to sneakily clim

b out of the w
indow

 and cavort around the garden, feeling naughty, 
joyous and carefree! G

od w
as distant and unknow

n in those juvenile days, but M
other 

�
ature � perceived as inviting and w

elcom
ingǣ a veritable treasure trove of discovery 

and delight, and a w
elcom

e haven from
 the troublesom

e aspects of childhood. Thanks 
to her, I w

as participating in the divine dance even though I didn’t understand this at the 
tim

e!

Lines from
 a poem

 by M
ary O

liver com
e to m

ind: 

O
h, m

other earth                                                                                                                                                                     
Your com

fort is great                                                                                                                                                               
Your arm

s never w
ithhold. 

It has saved m
y life to know

 this 
Your rivers flow

ing                                                                                                                                                               
Your roses opening in the m

orning.                                                                                                                           
O

h, m
otions of tenderness! i

These w
ords resonate w

ith m
y life journey, especially the past tw

o years. D
uring this 

period of dem
anding interior w

ork, I have been graced w
ith openness and receptivity 

to ǲm
otions of tendernessǳ w

ithin the natural realm
. These insightful experiences have 

been a rich source of consolation to m
e in these Covid-restricted tim

es w
hen face-to-

face access to friends and soul com
panions hasn’t been so readily available, and hugs 

harder to com
e by. Lyrics from

 St Francis of A
ssisi’s Canticle of the Creatures sung w

ith 
gentle, joyful feeling by Sim

on de �oil, sum
 up m

y experience beautifullyǣ

M
ost high, all-pow

erful, precious G
od                                                                                                                                             

Through M
other Earth w

e see your face 
You w

ho govern all of life                                                                                                                                             
Sustain and nurture all that is…

ii

H
ere are five recent m

em
orable m

om
ents selected from

 the plethora filling m
y inner 

kete
iii w

hen I’ve felt invited to notice and respond to the dance of D
ivine Love w

ithin 
creation.

O
ne m

orning, I felt prom
pted to bike along a trail on the other side of tow

n. It w
as sunny 

and hot w
ith a gusty w

esterly. Flow
ers everyw

here w
ere in full bloom

. �
ear the start 

of the trail, I cam
e across a w

ell-eaten sw
an plant 

beside a bush festooned w
ith clusters of sm

all pink 
ƪow

ers. Several m
onarch butterƪies w

ere ƪuttering 
about, and others w

ere sheltering on and feeding 
from

 the adjacent bush. � stopped, transfixed by 
the sight of so m

any butterƪies in one place.  

M
y eyes focused on one particular m

onarch and I 
follow

ed its zig-zagging ƪight. D
espite being buơ

eted by the w
ind, it m

anaged to alight 
adroitly on a sw

aying frond of lilac ƪow
ers and began sipping on the life-giving nectar. 

� gasped w
ith surprise. �

ow
 that the butterƪy w

as still, � could see that it w
as m

issing 
nearly half a w

ing – and yet it w
as able to ƪy in challenging conditions and zero in to its 

food source. I m
arvelled at how

 w
ell this dam

aged creature functioned, how
 it could do 

all it w
as designed to do, despite a broken w

ing! 

I m
ade the connection: I can function as designed, despite m

y ow
n brokenness, and I 

know
 how

 to draw
 on the �

ltim
ate Source of Life. The butterƪy paused long enough to 

be caught on cam
era, giving m

e a perm
anent visual rem

inder of this unexpected gift 
from

 a nurturing G
od: an invitation to enablem

ent, for m
y encouragem

ent, and so I can 
sim

ilarly encourage others.

A
nother day I sat having lunch in the shade of a tree at a local park. I noticed a m

other 
duck w

ith three ducklings sw
im

m
ing in the pond nearby. The ducklings saw

 m
e, and 

tw
o of them

, hoping to be fed, clim
bed out and toddled eagerly tow

ards m
e. The third 

duckling took its tim
e to em

erge from
 the w

ater. � �uickly saw
 w

hy. �t w
as m

issing a legǨ 
It hopped over to m

other duck, sitting by the pond edge, and nestled in beside her, w
hile 

she calm
ly kept a w

atchful gaze upon her m
ore daring oơ

spring - and on m
e. O

nce the 
venturesom

e pair realised that tidbits w
ere not forthcom

ing, they w
andered back and 

settled dow
n w

ith the others. A
gain, I w

as taken by this encounter and pondered its 
m

essage. 

M
aintaining the m

aternal m
etaphor, � reƪected that w

hen w
e step out and take the risk 

of follow
ing an invitation to try som

ething new
, challenging or scary, w

e can be sure of 
M

other G
od’s protective and continuous gaze. �f needed, she w

ill com
e and rescue us. 

H
ow

ever, she gives us room
 to explore and try out our developing w

ings. If at any tim
e 

our courage falters and w
e feel vulnerable and exposed, w

e can scurry back to burrow
 

into her soft feathers, w
arm

ed and com
forted by her sheltering presence. Then w

ith 
renew

ed confidence, once m
ore secure in the know

ledge of her love, w
e can venture out 

again tow
ards new

 horizons.
i Excerpt from

 Loneliness from
 D

evotions: The Selected Poem
s of M

ary O
liver. ȋPenguin Books, 2020Ȍ p.23. 

i  Sim
on de �oil’s version can be found on �ou Tube and Spotify.

iii M
¢ori w

ord for a w
oven ƪax bag.

I can function as designed,  
despite m

y ow
n brokenness, 

and I know
 how

 to draw
 on the 

U
ltim

ate Source of Life.
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The beach is a rich source of divine invitation and I’m
 blessed to have spent m

y 
form

ative years w
ithin w

alking distance of one. O
ne m

orning I w
as w

andering along this 
sam

e surf beach on a particularly w
indy day. A

m
ong the dune grasses, I noticed spinifex 

seed heads, m
ore com

m
only know

n as tum
blew

eeds. M
y thoughts ƪashed back to 

childhood: of running along in the w
et sand at low

 tide, chasing after a tum
blew

eed as 
it rolled and bounced along. Just as I w

ould lean dow
n to grab it, a gust w

ould pick it up, 
and w

ith a burst of energy it w
ould evade m

y grasp. I laughed m
errily at such trickery! 

Back to the present m
om

ent. M
y inner child had aw

akened to the invitation of 
spontaneous playfulness, so I chose a tum

blew
eed and tossed it in front of m

e. The 
breeze caught it and it began to roll tow

ards the sea. � jogged along behind until the 
spiky ball cam

e to rest at the w
ater’s edge w

here I picked it up and resum
ed m

y w
alk. 

The tum
blew

eed now
 sits am

ongst m
y nature collection, a rem

inder that: W
e don’t stop 

playing because w
e grow

 old; w
e grow

 old because w
e stop playing. iv  It points m

e to Jesus’ 
invitation: “Keep com

pany w
ith m

e and you’ll learn to live ȋdanceȌ freely and lightly.” v

The rocky coastline oơ
ers invitations too. O

ne m
orning on a recent epic road trip, � 

stopped at the Shag Point Lookout to view
 the seals. It w

as a stunningly gorgeous day 
and no-one else w

as there – perfectǨ G
azing around, m

y attention w
as soon arrested 

by a sm
all em

erald-green pool am
ong the rocks, w

here a fur seal w
as basking. H

e lay 
there partly subm

erged, every so often rolling over in a leisurely fashion so his underside 
received the w

arm
th of the sun. Then he w

ould slow
ly turn back the other w

ay. O
nce 

he popped his snout out of the w
ater and gave a huge yaw

n, as though overcom
e w

ith 
the eơ

ort of sheer relaxationǨ H
is lengthy spa session ended w

hen he clam
bered out to 

sunbathe on a ƪat, solar-heated rock.

I w
as struck by the seal’s com

plete abandonm
ent to savouring the present m

om
ent. H

e 
w

as enjoying it for all it w
as w

orth w
ith no interest in other w

ould-be distractions – least 
of all m

e! G
od’s invitation to m

e through this interlude w
as obvious!

H
ere’s one last coastal encounter. Early one m

orning I sat on the sand at Pink Beach, 
hidden aw

ay in Shakespear Regional Park. The cove w
as deserted, except for a nesting 

gull, a pair of oyster-catchers and a lone dotterel w
andering along the w

ater’s edge. 
I had been listening to the soft, haunting voice of Enya on Spotify, and w

as feeling 
overw

helm
ed w

ith gratitude for G
od’s care and provision:

H
ow

 long your love had sheltered m
e 

You held m
e high, You held m

e high 
A

 harbour holding back the sea                                                                                                                                              
So I could find m

y w
ay…

vi

The sun w
as shining, the m

ood m
ellow

, and the surface of the m
ilky sea sparkled like 

diam
onds, dazzling m

y eyes. Sm
all w

aves w
ere gliding in and breaking gently on the 

iv G
eorge Bernard Shaw

.
v M

atthew
 11ǣ28-30. TM

. M
odified by m

eǨ
vi Song title: So I Could Find M

y W
ay.

K
atrina Tulip
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shore w
ith soothing regularity. A

s the w
aves slid tow

ards m
e, one after the other, 

I glim
psed the vastness of D

ivine Love - w
ider, longer, higher and deeper than the 

ocean, vii continuously ƪow
ing tow

ards m
e and all of creation. viii  A

nd the invitation? 
Sim

ply to relax and be still, w
ith m

y heart open to receive.

The ripple eơ
ects of dancing w

ith ǲthe eternal m
ystery that enables, enfolds and enlivens 

all thingsǳ
ix includeǣ sharing m

y ǲnature noticingsǳ on social m
edia; facilitating others to 

get out into the cathedral of the great outdoors; beautifying M
other Earth by picking up 

rubbish on m
y w

alks and supporting various conservation groups. 

Thom
as Berry provides a fitting sum

m
ationǣ

The natural w
orld tells us: I w

ill feed you. I w
ill clothe you. I 

w
ill shelter you. I w

ill heal you. O
nly do not so devour m

e or 
use m

e that you destroy m
y capacity to m

ediate the divine and 
the hum

an. For I offer you a com
m

union w
ith the divine. I offer 

you gifts that you can exchange w
ith each other. I offer you 

flow
ers w

hereby you m
ay express your reverence for the divine 

and your love for each other. In the vastness of the sea, in the 
snow

-covered m
ountains, in the rivers flow

ing through the 
valleys, in the serenity of the landscape, and in the foreboding 
of the great storm

s that sw
eep over the land, in all these 

experiences I offer you inspiration for your m
usic, for your art, 

your dance. x 

Truly, the triune Lord of The D
ance com

es to us - in and through the natural w
orld that 

w
e are so abundantly blessed to enjoy in A

otearoa �
ew

 �ealandǨ

vii See Ephesians 3ǣ17-19.
viii   See Psalm

 145ǣ9.
ix Richard Rohr, The D

ivine D
ance. ȋ�

ew
 Kensingtonǣ W

hitaker H
ouse, 2016Ȍ p.117.

x Thom
as Berry, Evening Thoughts: Reflecting on Earth as Sacred Com

m
unity. Edited by M

ary Evelyn Tucker ȋSan 
Franciscoǣ Sierra Club Books, 2006Ȍ p.139.

Spinifex - K
atrina Tulip

Katrina Tulip has recently com
pleted her training as a Spiritual D

irector and is 
passionate about spiritual form

ation. She is a prim
ary school relief teacher and 

a trained m
asseuse. She lives in Tauranga w

ith husband Phillip, w
ho shares her 

love of adventure and exploration w
ithin the Cathedral of the G

reat O
utdoors. 
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Illustration reprinted w
ith perm

ission. From
 W

atercress Tuna and the Children of Cham
pion Street,  

by Patricia G
race and illustrated by Robyn K

ahukiw
a, Puƥ

n �
�, 2005.
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G
od, You are the D

ance
The D

ance of Love 
The D

ance of Life

In the beginning, as Creative Energy 
You danced in the atom

s  
A

s they joined together
Becam

e stars and planets and m
oons

You dance in sw
irling galaxies 

You danced in cells as they learned 
To be alive in slim

e
A

nd as they learned to feed
Reproduce and change 

You dance Love still
In the atom

s and cells
O

f all that is
Including ours

To us You give choice
The choice 
To go our ow

n w
ay

O
r dance in Love in You 

The D
ance of Love

Trish M
cB

ride

M
ay w

e choose to join
The D

ance of Love
The D

ance that brings peace
Com

passion, respect 
 For You present
In all your other D

ancings
 For ourselves as You dance 
O

ur hearts, veins, bones and spirits
 For Papatuanuku and all her peoples
That all w

ill learn deeper understanding
 For M

other Earth as she w
rithes

W
ith those w

ho w
ill not dance

For us all w
hen w

e m
iss 

The heartbeat step
O

f Your invitation to join
The D

ance of Cosm
ic Love. 

D
ance us to our fullness!

G
od is love, and all w

ho live in love live in  
G

od, and G
od lives in them

. 
1 John 4ǣ16

Trish M
cB

ride is a W
ellington w

riter, a retired counsellor and spiritual 
director. H

er three books trace her G
od-journey over the last 70+ years. 

She is poised for a m
ajor life transition to a retirem

ent village, a spiritual 
journey in itself.  A

 seniors’ dram
a class provides fun.

To do B
attle, or to D

ance a life fantastic w
ith D

eath?
                                                                 

R
oss Scott

� w
as confronted w

ith prostate cancer for the second tim
e in m

y late 50s. � w
as also 

confronted w
ith the encouraging language of fight, battle, and staging w

ar w
ith the 

cancer. It seem
ed like to do anything less w

as to give in to the cancer. A
s cancers go, 

prostate is a slow
 one and this leads to a lack of 

urgency w
ithin the health profession. I had six 

m
onths before treatm

ent started. In this tim
e I 

reƪected on the language w
e use around cancer,  

and m
any illnesses. This language of fighting, and 

the victory is w
hen a ‘life is saved’. O

therw
ise, it is 

said that they ‘lost the battle’. 

I have w
orked as a chaplain in the health system

 long enough to know
 it is incapable 

of saving life. Yes, it can extend life, it can change the ‘cause of death’ on a death 
certificate, replacing cancer w

ith heart disease or diabetes or stroke. But to m
y 

know
ledge, there has been a 100ά

 death rate in every generation up to the present.

Som
ehow

 D
eath has lost its place as part of the rhythm

 of life and becom
e an enem

y 
to be con�uered. � see people fighting for the Ǯsanctity of life’ but the Ǯsanctity of death’ 
lies neglected in the scram

ble for eternity on earth. In m
y childhood there w

as a song, 
‘Everybody w

ants to go to heaven but nobody w
ants to die’. M

y observation is that for 
m

uch of society the song has been reduced to Ǯ�
obody w

ants to die’.  A
nd yes, in m

y 
late 50s, � w

as not keen on dying either. But doing battle w
ith D

eath seem
ed at odds 

w
ith m

y faith, the w
ay m

y spirituality w
as developing.

A
s � reƪected on this, the w

ords Ǯrhythm
 of life’ led m

e to a new
 m

etaphor. D
ance. � have 

been doing a ‘D
ance w

ith D
eath’ all m

y life.

It is a beautiful concept. For in dance there is a partner rather than an enem
y. A

nd 
Cancer has been one of the form

s D
eath has taken in dance. In a dance I have respect 

for m
y partner. Respect that m

y partner is an ever-present part of the dance. A
 dance 

partner cannot be taken for granted and I have com
e to see they w

ill lead from
 tim

e to 
tim

e. 

W
ith a regular dance partner a ‘know

ing’ develops. D
eath often sets the style, be it a set 

piece like a ‘line dance’ or im
provisation. O

ne day an exhilarating ‘tango’ to be enjoyed, 
then over a num

ber of years a slow
 and repetitive ‘fox trot’. Then the unexpected and 

challenging ‘break dance’ stretching every m
uscle, to be follow

ed by the sheer beauty 
and m

editative intensity of the ǮD
estiny W

altz’. W
ith the use of m

usic, D
eath holds m

e 
in the dance. It gives the foundation. It crafts the shape, the form

, and gives voice to the 
dance.

Som
ehow

 D
eath has lost its place 

as part of the rhythm
 of life  

and becom
e an enem

y  
to be conquered.



28 A
t tim

es, the tem
po is overw

helm
ing. A

t tim
es, it w

ill be as gentle as the song of a bird 
in the evening, enticing m

e back to the G
arden of Eden. Rem

inding m
e that I am

 form
ed 

from
 the earth and one day w

ill return to it.

A
nd m

y spirituality is w
hat holds m

e in the dance. It inform
s m

e, guiding m
y steps into 

the harm
ony of the natural cycles of life and death, of G

od.

D
ancing w

ith D
eath keeps m

e anchored to m
y hum

anity and m
y place in creation. A

 
fight, a battle com

es from
 the delusion that w

e are at w
ar w

ith creation. �t is one in 
w

hich w
e w

ill use ever-increasing levels of technology to try to w
in. But in the end, w

e 
w

ill alw
ays lose. It is only in the dance that there is no loser. For in dance w

e are draw
n 

into relationship w
ith the w

orld.

I have now
 danced  the Cancer tango and m

y dance goes on. O
ne day m

y dance w
ill 

com
e to an end and D

eath and I w
ill bow

 to each other, em
brace, and depart together as 

the beat of the heart, the dance, w
ill be still.

R
oss Scott originated in the D

eep South. H
e has had 30 plus years in 

ordained m
inistry, m

ost of w
hich has been in health chaplaincy. H

e is looking 
forw

ard to developing a lifestyle block in the W
airarapa in the years to com

e, 
rediscovering the cycle of seasons and the challenge of the unexpected. 

Seasons: Photos - A
nna Johnstone. D

esign - Steve Johnstone
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D
ancing in the D

ow
npour 

P
hillip D

onnell

“Com
e to m

e…
 W

alk w
ith m

e and w
ork w

ith m
e—

w
atch how

 I do it. Learn the unforced 
rhythm

s of grace.”  M
atthew

 11ǣ28 TM

“…
because of the joy that w

as w
aiting for him

, he thought nothing of the disgrace of dying 
on the cross, and he is now

 seated at the right side of G
od’s throne.”  H

ebrew
s 12ǣ2 G

�
T

Jesus, our troupe leader,
is the one w

ho know
s how

to dance in a dow
npour,

and is w
illing to teach us

the rhythm
, tune and steps – 

so w
e don’t trip and fall, 

give it all up as hopeless
or drow

n in our sorrow
s!

 Illustration by K
atrina Tulip

Illustration  by K
atrina Tulip

D
on Your D

ancing Shoes 
P

hillip D
onnell

Jesus told her, “I am
 the resurrection and the life.  A

nyone w
ho believes in m

e w
ill live, even 

after dying. Everyone w
ho lives in m

e and believes in m
e w

ill never ever die. D
o you believe 

this, M
artha?”  John 11ǣ25-26 �

LT

The bodies w
e now

 have are w
eak and can die. But they w

ill be changed into bodies that 
are eternal. Then the Scriptures w

ill com
e true:

“D
eath has lost the battle! W

here is its victory? W
here is its sting?”

Sin is w
hat gives death its sting, and the Law

 is the pow
er behind sin. But thank G

od for 
letting our Lord Jesus Christ give us the victory!  � Corinthians 15ǣ54-57 CE�

If the rock w
as rolled

and the Lord is living,
then fetch forth your fiddle,
don your dancing shoes,
and prepare for a party,
because death is nothing to fear!
H

is rising guarantees ours!
O

r, to put it another w
ay:

D
eath has been defiedǨ 

D
eath has been disabled!

D
eath has been defeated!

D
eath has been dethroned!

D
eath, in fact, has died!

For M
artha and for us,

believing this m
akes all 

the diơ
erence in the w

orldǨ

Phillip D
onnell (m

arried to Katrina Tulip) a retired Baptist pastor living in 
Tauranga, leads Footsteps W

alking Club of A
otearoa N

Z &
 N

ew
 Creation 

N
ew

 Zealand. H
is 3 children and 11 grandchildren are a m

ajor preoccupation. 
H

e enjoys w
riting, running, w

alking, kayaking, genealogy &
 travel.
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D
ancing

 
M

argaret G
w

ynn

W
hen I w

as a child, I learned H
ighland dancing and as a teenager, there w

ere ballroom
 

lessons. I enjoyed both but w
hen I began to take m

y spiritual journey seriously, there w
as 

another dim
ension entirely.

�t began at a w
eekendǣ ǮO

n being w
om

an’, m
y first encounter w

ith Spiritual G
row

th M
in-

istries. G
iven a generous dollop of silence, I found I w

anted to m
ove m

y arm
s to express, 

praise, aw
e, pleading. I m

entioned this in a group session and Sister M
ary Concannon 

encouraged m
e to explore further.

O
n m

y first silent retreat, � crafted a dance to ǮThe Lord of the D
ance’, w

hich � later 
oơ

ered in church w
ith tw

o other w
om

en. � joined Christian D
ance Fellow

ship w
hich gave 

m
e a chance to dance round the S�uare in Palm

erston �
orth and a few

 years later in 
1994, to join a large group of dancers to present ǮCrossings’ in �

ictoria S�uare in Christ-
church. This w

as a very colourful occasion, on w
hich groups of dancers dressed in red, 

yellow
, green or blue, each did an intricate dance and then joined together to lift great 

circles of parachute silk w
hile other dancers ran in and out underneath.

� began a sm
all group to oơ

er liturgical dance at m
y church and w

e perform
ed several, 

am
ong them

 ‘Com
e A

s You A
re’, a song by Paul G

urr, and ‘I, The Lord of Sea and Sky’ 
by D

aniel Schutte in w
hich � spread sw

athes of diơ
erent coloured cloths dow

n the altar 
steps. I also danced in the aisles som

etim
es  but there w

as alw
ays an elem

ent of strain 
because I knew

 som
e m

em
bers of the congregation w

ere uncom
fortable. W

hen I decid-
ed to leave church in 1994, � knew

 that liturgical dance w
ould be one price � w

ould have 
to pay.

The deepest dim
ension of this call to dance w

as alw
ays on silent retreats. M

usic w
ould 

call m
e to m

ove and I alw
ays m

arvelled at how
 the dance cam

e naturally to a close as the 
m

usic concluded. O
n one retreat I w

as given a dance during the night to Brian Boniw
ell’s 

song ‘W
ill You Love M

e?’ and danced it during a service the next day.

The m
im

e/dance w
hich touched m

e m
ost deeply and has stayed w

ith m
e for years cam

e 
at the end of a ten-day retreat. I m

im
ed dancing w

ith m
y G

od in deep delight, but then 
losing contact and searching desperately, stum

bling over rough ground until I cam
e to 

a large rock blocking m
y w

ay. � beat on it w
ith m

y fists, but it w
ould not budge. Eventu-

ally � realised that � m
ust first becom

e very still. Then � could stand up, take oơ
 m

y outer 
clothes and step easily through to dance once again w

ith m
y G

od. 

H
olding, M

oving, H
olding by Trish H

arris

W
hat has this experience of dance given m

e? Essentially it anchored m
y spiritual experi-

ences. Christianity is an incarnational faith, W
ord becom

ing ƪesh. D
ance w

as m
y w

ay of 
grounding m

y discoveries. �
orm

ally �’m
 a very planned person. � like to be in control. �et, 

here I w
as, in a terrifying w

ay, yielding m
yself to a pow

er that w
as not of m

y m
aking. 

A
lso, � had to accept that the dance � oơ

ered w
as never as glorious as the one inside m

e.

�
ow

 that � am
 living w

ith pain and lim
ping around w

ith a w
alking stick, it is good to 

reƪect on these tim
es.

M
argaret G

w
ynn is an 81-year-old w

ife, m
other, G

reen Party m
em

ber. 
She hopes for a hip replacem

ent.

Trish H
arris w

rites, teaches &
 draw

s. H
er Ribbonw

ood im
ages com

e 
from

 her contem
plative practice. She discovers strength and challenge 

in creativity, spirituality &
 disability – individually &

 as a pow
erful m

ix. 
Trish has published tw

o books. 
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The  D
ance 

Frances O
’Leary

O
ne day, m

any years ago now
, 

You, m
y Lord, invited m

e 
to dance w

ith you forever.
�t w

as so easy to say, ǲ�esǳ,
and our lifelong dance began.

W
e have danced, you and I,

through the shifting sands of tim
e,

through m
any ups and dow

ns,
through sadnesses and joys,

through births and deaths
throughout the decades of m

y life.

Som
etim

es the rhythm
 and beat

of the tune you w
ere playing w

ere,
in the noise of life, hard for m

e to hear.
Then it w

ould becom
e easy for m

e
to lose m

y step, and m
y footing…

But then w
onderfully, you lifted m

e
and carried m

e over and above 
the problem

s, the heartaches and the tears,
until once again peace reigned and
I w

ould hear your m
usic in m

y heart
and feel m

y feet grounded in your love.

Today I thank you, Lord,
for our lifelong dance of love.

A
nd now

 I w
ait for you 

to lift m
e once again and carry m

e
into the beat of your heart,

w
here I w

ill truly dance w
ith you forever.

Frances O
’Leary lives in N

elson and is a w
ife, m

other and 
grandm

other. She enjoys playing w
ith w

ords that create an im
age.

I N
ever K

new
…

Stuart H
olm

es Colem
an©

I never knew
 m

y m
other 

w
as a dancer and a lover 

of ballet until suddenly 
last sum

m
er w

hen she told m
e 

during a long phone call how
 she 

once danced upon the stage 
years ago in another age. 
A

t that m
om

ent � realized 
just as stars glim

m
er in the night 

and the m
oon shines like a spotlight 

m
y m

other dances in m
y eyes.

Stuart Colem
an is a w

riter, speaker and poet living in H
onolulu, H

I.  
H

e is the author of three non-fiction books, including the aw
ard-w

inning 
biography Eddie W

ould G
o. w

w
w

.StuartColem
an.com

.



36
 37 

The D
ance 

R
ebecca Thom

pson

H
aving been lucky enough to be part of D

ance into W
orship, a liturgical, ecum

enical 
group, in the 1980s/early 90s, the subject of this Refresh ‘The D

ance’ intrigues m
e.

M
y participation w

ith liturgical dance began, w
hen as a new

 Christian I w
as invited to 

join the group by the choreographer, H
onor A

vis, w
ho w

orshipped at the sam
e church. 

I’ve alw
ays being a keen dancer, having had form

al ballet training as a child and studying 
Laban ȋa pioneer of m

odern danceȌ w
hile teacher training. The 60s/70s encouraged 

expressive free dancing generally and D
ance into W

orship allow
ed choreographed 

them
ed freedom

 of expression, w
ith beautiful m

usic setting the scene, enabling a true 
sense of w

orship to G
od w

ith the w
hole body. 

W
e m

et every M
onday evening to rehearse, participating in diơ

erent church services 
w

hen invited. W
e had w

eekend w
orkshops at regular intervals w

here experienced 
dancers joined us, enabling m

ore am
bitious dances to be created, e.g., Pilgrim

s 
Progress. 

In the context of the visual im
pact of Liturgical D

ance for an audience, w
e alw

ays got 
positive feedback. H

ow
ever, for the participants, being able to express one’s faith 

through dance w
as very healing and m

eaningful. 

M
y personal participation w

ith D
ance into W

orship culm
inated in an evening service 

in W
estm

inster A
bbey on 13

th O
ctober 1996, w

hen w
e perform

ed The Translation of St 
Edw

ard, King and Confessor, 1163 and 1269.

W
e w

ere sent out from
 W

estm
inster A

bbey w
ith the final prayerǥ

M
ay G

od w
ho dances in creation, 

W
ho em

braces us w
ith hum

an love, 
W

ho shakes our lives like thunder,  
bless us and drive us out w

ith pow
er, A

m
en.

R
ebecca Thom

pson, a Londoner, arrived in A
uckland w

ith her fam
ily 

in 1998. A
 Christian since 1980, her local A

nglican church is St Thom
as, 

Kaw
akaw

a. Retired from
 teaching, Rebecca is now

 studying Philosophy 
and decorating G

od’s W
ord on clay. 

D
ance into W

orship in a service at A
ll Saints Church, K

ingston-upon Tham
es, Surrey.
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Kathryn O
verall is a spiritual director, coach, w

ebsite creator and 
songw

riter, hailing from
 Tauranga M

oana. She deeply loves the 
contem

plative stream
 and finds its flow

 in her garden, journal, nature w
alks 

and playing w
ith her nieces. ȋw

w
w

.kathrynoverall.com
Ȍ

A
 N

ote from
 K

athryn O
verall  

I consider it a privilege to be trusted by the SG
M

 w
orkgroup to create a new

 w
ebsite 

for Spiritual G
row

th M
inistries. W

hen D
avid Craw

ley first began a conversation w
ith 

m
e about this project, I w

as in the prayerful process of redirecting the focus of m
y 

com
m

unications business tow
ards serving individuals and organisations w

ho oơ
er soul 

care of various form
s i.e. spiritual directors, coaches, therapists. W

hat a gift to be given 
the opportunity to use m

y com
m

unications experience to help SG
M

 support the grow
th 

of spiritual direction and contem
plative Christian spirituality in A

otearoa!

A
s spiritual directors, w

e so naturally oơ
er hospitality and m

anaakitanga to individuals 
w

hen w
e m

eet w
ith them

 in person. A
s a com

m
unications designer, I have the sam

e 
conviction about oơ

ering an inviting, w
elcom

ing online presence. A
 w

ebsite is our 
Ǯhom

e’ online, and is often the first touchpoint for som
eone w

ho is being draw
n to the 

contem
plative stream

. O
ur vision for the new

 SG
M

 w
ebsite w

as to create an inviting 
w

ebsite that is visually appealing, grounded in this w
henua, creates clear pathw

ays, uses 
w

arm
, inspiring language and features voices and faces that bring SG

M
’s core oơ

erings 
to life. I hope w

e have achieved that.

�nclusion of Te Reo M
¢ori on the w

ebsite, w
ith im

ages of our w
henua , reƪects the 

cultural aw
areness journey of SG

M
 (and the contem

plative com
m

unity of A
otearoa).  I’m

 
grateful for the w

isdom
 and gentleness of V

icki Roberts from
 the SG

M
 W

orkgroup as m
y 

guide in this process. Thanks too, to the SG
M

-trained spiritual directors w
ho braved the 

O
m

icron outbreak for our w
ebsite photo shoot! 

In the w
ebsite design, I have relished  the opportunity to highlight the treasure trove of 

Special Interest Projects (SIPs) and Refresh Journal archives by m
aking these resources 

m
ore visually appealing. A

dding blog functionality m
akes it possible for individual 

articles and SIPs to be featured on the w
ebsite and m

ore easily shared on social m
edia. I 

encourage you to reacquaint yourself w
ith w

hat is there and share resources that m
ight 

light the w
ay for others.

Contem
plative spirituality is a taonga, som

ething precious to be shared w
ith others. 

M
y prayer is that this new

 w
ebsite w

ill be an encouragem
ent to the contem

plative 
com

m
unity and attract new

 interest as the call of contem
plative spirituality goes out to 

all corners of the church, and of A
otearoa.

V
isit w

w
w

.sgm
.org.nz

SG
M

 Launches N
ew

 W
ebsite!

V
isit w

w
w

.sgm
.org.nz 

I’m
 V

ERY EXCITED
 to introduce our new

 w
ebsite and its designer, K

athryn O
verall, to 

you. 

In recent years, there has been a grow
ing feeling w

ithin w
orkgroup that that it w

as 
tim

e to up our gam
e w

ith the SG
M

 w
ebsite. In D

avid Craw
ley’s w

ords he had, “taken it 
as far as he could as a w

ell-intentioned am
ateur.”  W

e could see the value of  bringing 
som

eone in w
ith fresh energy and specific skills in this area. W

e knew
 K

athryn from
 her 

tim
e in the Spiritual D

irectors Form
ation Program

m
e and w

ere aw
are of her creative 

gifts and w
ork experience. The fact she knew

 the form
ation program

m
e from

 the inside 
w

as ideal!

I w
ant to sincerely thank D

avid for his generous care of the w
ebsite up till now

, and say 
hello, w

elcom
e and thankyou to K

athryn for taking our w
ebsite forw

ard.  

Jan
e W

ilkin
son
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I rem
em

ber back to early 
Living W

ay Learning Centre days 
w

hen a lovely young w
om

an from
  

Papua �
ew

 G
uinea  

cam
e to be part of us  

for six m
onths

She taught us m
ovem

ents  
to a  taped song 
called Carry the Light 
a call to share the love of Jesus 
w

ith those w
ho’ve  

never m
et him

W
e practised daily until w

e 
could do it perfectly 
and w

ere ready to perform
 

for the parents at our 
end-of-term

 presentation

A
s teacher of this sm

all group 
of children aged 5 to 15    
and tallest, I w

as in the back row
 

of dancers and w
as fine  

until � saw
 the eơ

ect 
on our audience

Carry the Light 
A

nna Johnstone

Jesus said, ‘For a brief tim
e still, the light is am

ong you. W
alk by the light you have so 

darkness doesn’t destroy you. If you w
alk in darkness, you don’t know

 w
here you are going. 

A
s you have the light, believe in the light. Then the light w

ill be w
ithin you, and shining 

through your lives. You’ll be children of light.’  John 12ǣ35,36

Tears stream
ed from

 faces 
as the beauty and passion 
of the dance im

pacted them
 

and tears filled m
y ow

n eyes

It’s a beautiful m
em

ory, Jesus 
m

y eyes filling again as  
I think of it w

ith such clarity 
it could have been last night

Your light shone through 
those precious lives

M
ay it continue to shine 

in them
 and in us all so that  

w
e carry your light 

in our w
orld and  

show
 the treasure 

of your heart

See Resources page 48
Photo - K

athy D
reyer of her dancer daughter, Rebecca.
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Peter’s career w
as in �

ational Radio, m
ostly as an announcer w

ith Concert FM
. H

e 
is deeply m

usical and w
hen not doing other things, he is happiest in his room

 letting 
classical m

usic fill him
 and feed his soul. This passion is a w

onderful gift. 

�
ever think that rest hom

es are places to avoid. They are filled w
ith a m

yriad of 
angels all sharing their skills, singing and dancing a song of love as they build a caring 
com

m
unity w

ith each m
em

ber seen as special. 

D
ancing w

ith D
em

entia
 

M
arilyn W

ilkinson

M
y husband, Peter, and I live apart. This is not our choice but w

hat is right for us at this 
tim

e. 

It w
as heart w

renching to realise that I could no longer care for Peter m
yself and 

to realise that w
e w

ould not share the sam
e bed, enjoy the sam

e silence, have the 
sam

e experiences in the sam
e w

ay that w
e had in the past. It felt as though life w

as 
unravelling and 20 years of deep com

panionship w
as ebbing aw

ay.

Reallyǫ �
o. There w

ere surprises in storeǨ   

I don’t visit Peter. I go to be w
ith him

. Tw
o or three tim

es a w
eek w

e continue our dance 
of togetherness. Tw

o or three tim
es a w

eek I join in the rhythm
 of his new

 life. I m
eet the 

angels w
ho show

er him
 w

ith love and w
ho dance w

ith him
 in w

ays I w
as not able to. Tw

o 
or three tim

es a w
eek w

e revel in each other’s com
pany and find new

 w
ays to share our 

lives. 

Peter loves to go out. A
 blessing has been having tim

e to picnic together. O
ơ

 w
e go w

ith 
a bounce in our step to sit w

atching people boating, w
alking, running, joining w

ith them
 

in a deep appreciation of the great outdoors. There is no rush. It’s fun to w
atch the dance 

go on. 

Yes, life is a dance if w
e let it be. Being in a rest hom

e, not being able to do w
hat w

e used 
to do, should not restrict the delight w

e can still have in life. 

I say that Peter and I still dance in each other’s hearts. Som
eone asked m

e if Peter 
rem

em
bers m

y visits. D
uring the Covid lockdow

n, he did go dow
nhill and the staơ

 
w

ere w
orried. A

t that tim
e, w

e knew
 of no w

ay to call him
 and of course w

e w
ere not 

visiting.  W
hen w

e connected once m
ore, Peters spirit lifted. �

ow
 � say that he m

ay not 
rem

em
ber m

y visits in his head but he rem
em

bers them
 in his heart. H

e is happy and at 
peace. 

Recently, I had a health blip and w
as not able to be w

ith Peter. W
e talked on the phone. 

W
hen eventually I could visit, m

y spirits rose and I felt new
. O

nly then I realised that w
e 

each need the other for our dance to be com
plete. Life is both giving and receiving. 

W
orship is im

portant for us both and I like nothing m
ore than to be w

ith Peter w
hen 

the priest com
es to oơ

er the Eucharist. This is our deepest dance. This connects us to 
the �

ltim
ate. This renew

s our spirit and allow
s us to focus on the essentials in life w

hich 
are not physical or m

aterial. Som
etim

es the tears run dow
n Peter’s face. The Spirit has 

touched him
. 

M
arilyn W

ilkinson’s recent health problem
s have been enjoined w

ith 
m

any blessings. M
ore tim

e for deep reflection, for w
riting &

 reading, for 
enjoym

ent of fam
ily &

 the outdoors. “O
lder age is not a tim

e to endure 
but a tim

e for w
hich to give thanks." 

Brian M
illard, �

� W
atercolourist
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SG
M

 N
ew

s 
Jane W

ilkinson - Convenor

K
ia ora friends. W

arm
 greetings to you. M

ay the contem
plative practices prom

oted in 
our SG

M
 spaces, oơ

er you sustaining connection w
ith our G

od in the sw
irl of uncertainty 

that is happening around us at present.   

O
ur new

 w
ebsite is kicking oơ

 and w
e are beyond happy w

ith w
hat K

athryn O
verall has 

produced. �ou’ll see how
 it captures our Christian contem

plative heart and reƪects our 
ƪedging bicultural journey. 

The form
ation program

m
e continues w

ell w
ith steady num

bers and creative adapting 
to distance learning w

hen needed. Fran w
ill also have led an A

uckland retreat and 
organised a training w

eek for Supervisors by the tim
e this is read. W

orkgroup gratefully 
recognises Fran’s talented leadership and D

avid’s capable assistance. 

A
s W

orkgroup engages w
ith holy invitations around culture and e�uity w

e 
enthusiastically w

elcom
e scholarship funding for future program

m
e participants. 

A
drienne, our adm

inistrator, w
ould love to hear from

 you adm
in@

sgm
.org.nz

H
ellos and goodbyes. I acknow

ledge the sad passing of M
ike Riddell and Joy 

M
acCorm

ick w
ho have been long-tim

e friends of SG
M

. M
ike authentically com

bined the 
prophetic and the contem

plative. H
e w

as inspiring. A
s too w

as Joy’s grace and dignity as 
she faced her ageing. Both leave m

eaningful legacies. 

A
nd w

ith considerable sadness, I’m
 saying goodbye from

 W
orkgroup w

here I have been 
involved for a num

ber of years ȋnearly 20ǨȌ. Trish O
’D

onnell is also stepping aw
ay and w

ill 
be greatly m

issed. W
e both feel deeply privileged to have served on this board. Thank 

you W
orkgroup friends past and present, you are m

ore precious than you know
. Bruce 

M
aden w

ill becom
e Convenor and � have every confidence in his abilities to guide things 

forw
ard. 

‘The D
ance’ them

e of Refresh is an inspired topic ȋthanks A
nnaȌ and a great m

etaphor 
for how

 w
e all do life. O

prah W
infrey states ‘Every day brings a chance for you to draw

 
in a breath, kick oơ

 your shoes, and dance’. Breath, freedom
, m

ovem
ent are beautiful 

descriptors of prayer for a tim
e such as this. 

M
¢ te A

tua

Jane W
ilkinson lives in W

ellington. She is the convenor of the SG
M

 
W

orkgroup, Chaplain at W
ellington City M

ission and a spiritual director.

SD
FP

 R
eport

Fran Francis - Coordinator

This year the Spiritual D
irectors Form

ation Program
m

e w
elcom

ed 2022 participants 
w

ith k¢ranga and pÛw
hiri for the first tim

e. �
icki Roberts ȋ�

g¢ Ruahiine/Te A
tiaw

aȌ
w

ith a chorus of birdsong and gently falling rain, called our 2022 participants into the 
relationships and spaces w

here they w
ill do a lot of grow

ing. SG
M

 is about forty years 
deep into a kaupapa of contem

plative Christian spirituality but Te A
o M

¢ori already has 
the language of this contem

plative w
orldview

 so, the form
ation program

m
e and SG

M
, 

w
ith the help of our friends and advisers w

ho are T¢ngata W
henua, are hoping to grow

 in 
our understanding and outw

orking of this richness.

�n this vein, �
ietnam

ese A
m

erican poet, essayist and novelist, O
cean �

uong, has som
e 

w
onderful things to say about language and em

bodim
ent. H

e says, “the future is in our 
m

outhsǳ rather than in our hands. � love that. H
e goes on, ǲSo � think, w

hat happens if 
w

e alter our languageǫ W
here w

ould our future beǫ W
here w

ill w
e grow

 tow
ardsǥ

ǫǳ 
I venture to suggest w

e grow
 tow

ards one another. A
ltering our language and letting 

G
od, through our contem

plative approach, do G
od’s thing through opened hearts and 

m
inds is shaping the future of the SD

FP. W
e are now

 joined by M
¢ori, Chinese, Pasifika, 

and A
frican people w

ith a call to spiritual direction. H
allelujah!  

W
e are delighted to w

elcom
e A

lice W
ood, D

onald Scott, and Rachel K
itchens to our 

team
 of w

orkshop facilitators. I take this opportunity to tautoko  them
. They have 

already brought so m
uch to the training from

 their cultures, diverse language skills and 
experience of life and as directors. In other exciting new

s w
e w

ill also be w
elcom

ing 
overseas students again in 2023 after a Covid-enforced hiatus. 

D
onations and sponsorships m

ake an enorm
ous diơ

erence to participants w
ho have no 

access to funding and help us to oơ
er this uni�ue program

m
e. W

e have som
e m

arvellous 
stories of provision from

 people just like you. If it occurs to you to give, then please do. I 
w

ouldn’t be w
riting this to you now

 if som
eone hadn’t been generous to m

e!

Thanks for all your support and prayers. M
¢ te #

tua koe e m
anaaki. Rem

em
ber the 

future is in your m
outh. 

Fran Francis leads the Spiritual D
irectors Form

ation Program
m

e 
and enjoys curating spaces in w

hich people can encounter G
od. 

She is hugely excited, w
ith her husband Vic, and w

hānau, to be 
w

elcom
ing her first grandchild in N

ovem
ber.
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                                           N
ext tim

e…
The H

ope 
A

 song keeps singing in m
y m

ind: W
hat the w

orld needs now
 is love, sw

eet love. I think 
that at this point in our lives, this point in our history, w

hat the w
orld desperately needs 

now
, is hope, w

hich is another w
ord for love.

Jesus w
alked - as G

od - into the places of 
grief and brokenness and despair in our w

orld and calls us to follow
 him

 there. 
Jesus testified to a G

od w
ho suffers w

ith us and w
ho breathes resurrection hope 

into the m
ost surprising of places. A

nd Jesus sees us – really sees us and loves us 
into life. H

ow
 m

ight w
e be part of that resurrection hope? 

Caleb H
ardie

A
s G

od-lovers, w
e are in a uni�ue position to oơ

er hope, to hold hope for others. The 
M

ystery of life w
aiting to be shared by those w

hose hearts are held in the heart of G
od 

w
ith those w

hose hearts are em
pty of hope.

Possible areas of focus: The hope of our faith. The G
od of hope. Living as a hope-giver. 

O
ơ

ering/holding hope for others/our fractured w
orld.

D
eadline: 30 Septem

ber 2022. Published D
ecem

ber 2022.

W
hat m

ore appropriate tim
e to refl

ect  
on hope than A

dvent?
 

G
uidelines for Contributors

P
lease:  

keep subm
issions to few

er than 1800 w
ords 

send as a W
ord docum

ent 
leave one space betw

een sentences 
use inclusive language w

herever possible 
send im

ages as attachm
ents and at least 2M

B 
send a brief bio (40 w

ords) and head and shoulders photo, also high resolution  (in hope) 
em

ail to annajay@
xtra.co.nz

Photo and design - Steve Johnstone



Thanks to O
ther Contributors: 

Steve Johnstone for designing the cover, page 29 - Seasons and page  47 - 
The Last W

ord, w
ith his usual m

agic. https://oldandnew
.nz

Janine R
oss-Johnstone for her delightful im

age of Penelope on our cover 
https://w

w
w

.jphotographic.co.nz

H
olly, Penelope’s M

um
 for being happy for her favourite photo to be used

Terry Stringer for being happy for us to feature his w
onderful sculpture, 

D
ance to the M

usic of  Tim
e and to photographer Tim

 Cuơ
 for perm

ission to 
use his im

age of it. tim
@

tim
cuơ.com

K
athy D

reyer for the im
age of her lovely daughter, Rebecca - page 40. W

hile 
dancing is still her passion, Rebecca, part of the A

lbany Presbyterian Church 
fam

ily since she w
as born, is now

 at U
niversity.

R
obyn K

ahukiw
a for perm

ission to use, as our centrespread, her engaging 
illustration of children dancing from

 Patricia G
race’s book, W

atercress Tuna 
and the Children of Cham

pion Street, Puƥ
n �

�, 2005

B
rian M

illard for perm
ission to use his  evocative w

atercolour - page 43. 
W

hen I saw
 it I thought how

 beautifully it w
ould go w

ith M
arilyn’s m

oving 
w

ords. I just had to buy it and love seeing it now
 on our w

all.

R
esources

M
oving w

ith M
ystery D

ance P
rayers D

V
D

  
The M

onk M
anifesto is a set of 8 principles for contem

plative, creative, and com
pas-

sionate living. It is the Rule of Life for the H
oly D

isorder of D
ancing M

onks com
m

unity at 
A

bbey of the A
rts. 

John P
hilip N

ew
ell:  

Celtic scholar and w
riter talks about the Circle D

ance of Jesus and his disciples at the 
Last Supper.  The W

ork O
f The People - The Circle D

ance 

Joyce R
upp:  

The Talking Joy Podcast and read The Cosm
ic D

ance. A
lso, Invitation to the D

ance.

John O
’D

onohue:  
Beauty, The Invisible Em

brace, Chapter 5ǣ The Joy of Shapes that D
ance. 

D
aniel O

’Leary:  
D

ancing to m
y death.  This book w

as finished just before he died in January 2019. 

K
athleen R

ushton sm
:  

The Circle D
ance in Jew

ish Thought / Torah M
usings kprushton@

gm
ail.com

R
ichard R

ohr:  
The D

ivine D
ance

Eun Sophia P
ark:  

A
n A

sian W
om

an’s Religious Journey w
ith Thom

as M
erton: A

 Journey to the East 

Carry the Light by Tw
ila P

aris©
 1989 A

riose M
usic httpsǣ//w

w
w

.youtube.com
/

w
atch?v=qnsrjFCkYjw

R
oom

 at the Table - W
ords and M

usic by Carrie �
ew

com
er ̽

2014 Carrie �
ew

com
er 

M
usic httpsǣ//w

w
w

.youtube.com
/w

atchǫvγ92O
M

5bd�
4�

4
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