| have been discussing with Wim and the Session what goals we have for the Church.

What we want to accomplish, what we want the Church to be like in the next year or two.

There are plenty of resources to help us think through this. | like these Eight Indicators

of Effective Churches used by the PCANZ.

1) An outward focus among leaders and members expressed in both a concern for
evangelism and for wider social engagement in the community.

2) High levels of participation, as shown by worship attendance, small group
commitment and involvement in leadership and ministry.

3) A strong sense of belonging as shown by high levels of satisfaction among
members, a growing sense of commitment, healthy relationships and low levels of
conflict.

4) A clear sense of direction. Members regard their congregation as having a sense of
direction and purpose. Leadership has a strong sense of vision for the growth of the
congregation, both numerically and in other dimensions, to which the members are
committed and willing to change to accomplish.

5) Effective leadership which is inspiring and directive, but listens to members and
empowers them to use their gifts and skills.

6) A lively faith with individuals growing in faith, experiencing moments of conversion
or commitment, and high levels of devotional activity.

7) Inspiring and engaging worship services, that provide a sense of transcendence for
those who attend and that are expressed in appropriate cultural forms that enable
them to engage with it.

8) A younger age profile as a result of successful retention of young adults and
attraction of newcomers.

These are forming the basis of some specific targets | am developing and are discussing

with the church leaders.

BUT I am writing this in the week before Holy Week and | am wondering to what degree

does the way of Christ influence our desires for success, and growth, or the ongoing

survival of the Church. Maybe if we adopted the way of the cross - what would that
mean?
Courageously speaking the truth no matter the consequences.
Loving those rejected, abandoned by the mainstream.
Loving others without regard to the cost to ourselves - even to death on the cross.
Faithfully leaving the results to God - Jesus had no watertight guarantee of the
resurrection.

Would adopting the way of the cross change the way we did church? Would the way of

the cross change the way we lived as individuals? | hope so - but when we had a

homeless man at church a few weeks ago - | realised how easy it was to give him $20

but how hard it is to invite him to come and stay for a while.

This Easter may we be captured by what Christ has done - so that we to may take up the

way of the cross and it transform everything we are and do.

Brett
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The tomb, the tomb, that was her core

and care, her one sore.

The light had hardly scarleted the dark

or the first bird sung when Mary came in

sight with eager feet. Grief, like last night’s frost,
whitened her face and tightened all her tears.
It was there, then, there at the blinding turn of
the bare future that she met her past.

She only heard his angel tell her how

the holding stone broke open and gave birth to
her dear Lord, and how his shadow ran to meet
him like a dog.

And as the sun burns through the shimmering
muslins of the mist

slowly his darkened voice, that seemed like
doubt, morninged into noon; the summering
bees mounted and boiled over in the bell-
flowers.

‘Come out of your jail, Mary,” he said,

‘the doors are open and joy has its ear cocked
for your coming.

Earth now is no place to mope in.

So throw away your doubt,

cast every clout of care,

hang all your hallelujahs out

this airy day.”

W R Rodgers

From April 09 Gleanings
This meditation, and others, can be found in ‘Let there be God’ an anthology of Religious Poetry printed by
Religious Education Press Ltd., Oxford, 1968.
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from The Word for Today via Rhema Broadcasting Group, The Vine, and Bob Gass Ministries.



Toolbox for Parenting Teenagers

Wim is facilitating a course for the parents of teenagers
and we asked him to enlarge upon it.

Yes, our first course is underway! As | am writing this, four of the six weeks are already
“over and done” and as you read this we have probably just about finished it.

Toolbox is a programme that helps parents to become good coaches of their kids. We
emphasize easy to implement parenting strategies, delivered in a fun and inspirational
manner. Toolbox courses are designed to help you with that job no one receives
adequate training for - parenting.

12 of us meet on six Wednesday evenings for two hours and learn strategies that work.
Creating a positive atmosphere at home, boundaries, discipline and respect are some of
the topics. What is your bottom line? Have a sense of humour and learn to analyse
different styles of parenting. What about respect and should the telly be on during
mealtimes?

This guinea-pig group is truly fantastic. As the group members are getting to know and
trust each other better, we become more comfortable discussing what goes on inside our
homes. There is often quite a bit of banter to stop things becoming too serious!

| have really enjoyed doing “my first group” here at St Columba’s and plan do run another
one later in the year. Toolbox NZ makes a positive impact on families.

Teenagers need effective parents, not ‘wishy-washy’ softies or tyrannical hard heads. We
are bringing up the next generation, we are teaching the values and morals that will effect
how society runs. | am so pleased that St Columba’s plays its part in this.

Wim Slooten
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Hans accepted duty as an elder last year and Hanlie is one of three organists taking turns
to play the organ at St Columba.

The couple were born in South Africa and met in Pretoria where they were studying after
school. After marrying, the capital city Pretoria was home until 1986 when Hans was
offered an opportunity he could not decline — to study in the UK, all paid for by his
employer. The couple stayed in Bristol for a year, and found a new love for travelling and
used the opportunity to explore a bit of nearby Europe. Later, back in South Africa, the
family was extended with the arrival of their two girls, Annel (1991) and Anize (1992).

In 1995, the family emigrated to New Zealand. For the first two years, they lived in Te
Aroha where Hans started work for a division of the Ministry of Agriculture, which later
became the NZ Food Safety Authority (NZFSA).

After two years in the Waikato, the Marnewicks decided that a move to Napier might
better match the climate that they were used to in Sout Africa. The Marnewicks were not
disappointed; with plenty of sunshine, the Hawke’'s Bay felt more like ‘home’ to them.
Hans, who grew up on the Eastern High Veld in South Africa maintains that the New
Zealand winters are milder than the freezing temperatures he had experienced at the high
altitudes in South Africa. Living so close to the sea in New Zealand, no matter which town
you are in, still is an experience for these South Africans who lived more than 500 kms
from the closest South African coastline.

Hans spends his free time working in the garden and trying to stay fit by running. Both
girls, Annel and Anize, were members of the Greendale swimming club and ended up
representing Hawke’s Bay at national level. Now-a-days school comes first; both girls are
at Napier Girls’ High School.

Hans still works for NZFSA, while Hanlie, trained as a teacher, works for Tremains as a
Real Estate agent.

Both Hans and Hanlie grew up in a Christian environment and were confirmed in the
Dutch Reformed Church. The Presbyterian Church services they attended in the UK were
similar to what they experienced in South Africa, which in turn helped them in deciding to
join St Columba'’s.
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by Victor Hoagland, CP

Reading: “Let us give thanks to the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ!
Because of his great mercy he gave us new life by raising Jesus Christ from
death. This fills us with a living hope” 1 Peter 1:3

Prayer:  Lord Jesus, at this Easter time | give thanks to you that | belong to the most
positive faith. Thank you for your resurrection, power and living hope. Amen
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A wealthy man and his son loved to collect rare works of art. They had everything in their
collection, from Picasso to Raphael. They would often sit together and admire the great
works of art.

When the Vietnam conflict broke out, the son went to war. He was very courageous and
died in battle while rescuing another soldier. The father was notified, and grieved deeply
for his only son.

About a month later, just before Christmas there was a knock at the door. A young man
stood at the door with a large package in his hands.

He said, 'Sir, you don't know me, but | am the soldier for whom your son gave his life. He
saved many lives that day, and he was carrying me to safety when a bullet struck him in
the heart and he died instantly. He often talked about you, and your love for art." The
young man held out this package. 'l know this isn't much. I'm not really a great artist, but |
think your son would have wanted you to have this.

The father opened the package. It was a portrait of his son, painted by the young man. He
stared in awe at the way the soldier had captured the personality of his son in the painting.
The father was so drawn to the eyes that his own eyes welled up with tears. He thanked
the young man and offered to pay him for the picture. '‘Oh, no sir, | could never repay what
your son did for me. It's a gift.'

The father hung the portrait over his mantle. Every time visitors came to his home he took
them to see the portrait of his son before he showed them any of the other great works he
had collected.

The man died a few months later. There was to be a great auction of his paintings. Many
influential people gathered, excited over seeing the great paintings and having an
opportunity to purchase one for their collection.

On the platform sat the painting of the son. The auctioneer pounded his gavel. 'We will
start the bidding with this picture of the son. Who will bid for this picture?’

There was silence. Then a voice in the back of the room shouted, 'We want to see the
famous paintings. Skip this one.'

However, the auctioneer persisted. 'Will somebody bid for this painting? Who will start the
bidding? $100, $2007?'

Another voice angrily. 'We didn't come to see this painting. We came to see the Van
Goghs, the Rembrandts. Get on with the real bids!

However, the auctioneer continued. 'The son! The son! Who'll take the son?'

Finally, a voice came from the very back of the room. It was the longtime gardener of the
man and his son. 'I'll give $10 for the painting." Being a poor man, it was all he could
afford.

'‘We have $10, who will bid $20?'

'Give it to him for $10. Let's see the masters.’

The crowd was becoming angry. They didn't want the picture of the son. They wanted the
more worthy investments for their collections.

The auctioneer pounded the gavel. 'Going once, twice, SOLD for $10!"

A man sitting on the second row shouted, 'Now let's get on with the collection!

The auctioneer laid down his gavel. 'I'm sorry, the auction is over.'

'What about the paintings?'

'l am sorry. When | was called to conduct this auction, | was told of a secret stipulation in
the will. I was not allowed to reveal that stipulation until this time. Only the painting of the
son would be auctioned. Whoever bought that painting would inherit the entire estate,
including the paintings.

The man who took the son gets everything!

God gave His son 2,000 years ago to die on the cross. Much like the auctioneer, His
message today is 'The son, the son, who'll take the son?'

Because, you see, whoever takes the Son gets everything.
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From the Editor:

It is my great regret that this will be the last issue of Halo | edit. It is a task that | have
greatly enjoyed. It has not been a chore. On the contrary, when | sit down at my
computer, and bring together all the various items | have received from you, the Halo
readers, | very much feel our Lord’s presence.

In my time with Halo, | have been greatly encouraged and assisted by the
Communications Committee of Dot McLeod (Convenor), Sue Read, Frances McLay, Alys
Alexancder and Caroline Smithers. They have encouraged, guided, prayed for, and
corrected me. Thank you for your love.

Rhonda requires special mention. She undertakes a huge workload with cheerfulness.
Nothing appears to be too much for her. She has made my task very easy. Thank you.
Halo would be nothing if it were not for the team involved in the assembly, sorting, and
delivering of it. To you all: thank you.

If anyone feels the call to try out the roll of editor, please contact Dot, or anyone on the
communications committee.

Jim Payton
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| knelt to pray but not for long, | had too much to do.

| had to hurry and get to work for bills would soon be due.
So | knelt and said a hurried prayer, and jumped up off my knees.
My Christian duty was now done, my soul could rest at ease...

All day long | had no time to spread a word of cheer

No time to speak of Christ to friends, they'd laugh at me I'd fear.
No time, no time, too much to do, that was my constant cry,
No time to give to souls in need but at last the time, the time to die.
| went before the Lord, | came, | stood with downcast eyes.
For in his hands God! held a book; it was the book of life.
God looked into his book and said 'Your name | cannot find
| once was going to write it down... but never found the time'
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