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and the reason why!
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A vicar is expected … to resist evil, support the weak, defend the poor, and intercede for all in need. … Guided by the spirit they are to discern and foster the gifts of all God's people, that the whole Church may be built up in unity and faith. 
Bishops are sent to lead by their example in the total ministry and mission of the church. … They are to heal and reconcile, uphold justice and strive for peace. … Bishops are to exercise godly leadership … The Church looks to them promote peace and unity….

I have written this memoir to fulfil a promise I made to the fondly nicknamed Old Ladies of  St Luke’s Anglican church in Oamaru. Their horror story, and this exposing of the disintegrating state of New Zealand's Anglican church as demonstrated in Dilworth School and churches like St Luke's, is written first for Ailsa with thanks for her life long support, and for Mary and Maureen and the Joans, who suffered, and for those still alive who wish to stay safe and be anonymous. I keep my word!  
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Mary and Maureen with their handiwork in Nasby church
My grateful thanks to my editor: Fiona Brown: Freelance copyeditor and proof reader for HarperCollins, Watkins, Profile, Quercus, Penguin and Reedsy amongst others. 
100 Covers for the cover.
And to the support team: Mediators 4 and 5, and Mark, Ailsa, Gail,  the Joans and Jocelin, as well as Lorna and Ewan
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How it all began: 

 An explanation 
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How did it all begin, this tilting at windmills, a belief that it was worth trying, even at the decaying windmills of the New Zealand Anglican church? It began because at thirteen, I chose to be confirmed in the Anglican church, reaching out for a spiritual life. It began with my first vicar, a busy family man who showed me God's goodness and grace at work. It began with my bishop, whose ability to care for his people, and what he did for them, took years for me to completely understand or appreciate. But when I'd seen how those men believed, how they struggled to work full of spirit and grace despite problems, then I knew what a Christian could be. I knew of their loving kindness and care, the Christian way of life Jesus taught us. In all the countries, all the villages, towns and cities where I've lived and worked, there have been vicars, bishops and an archbishop; of varying shades of ability as spiritual leaders, but they all tried. When one knows, has seen and worked with the best, then tolerance for the genuinely bad, for people on the make, people out for themselves, without any sense of vocation, is non-existent. Tolerance for the truly evil cannot be allowed. The Don Quixote in me stirred when our Bishop Kelvin foisted Andrea McDougall on us as our new vicar. The Old Ladies knew, called her evil from the start. 
Call it what you will, devil's work – if you believe in devils –  lousy, rotten, lazy, no good humanity, if you don't — evil does exist.  Real evil, true evil is not only a wicked little imp with horns, forked tail, and trident, or some nightmare of a created zombie-like Frankenstein's monster trying to tear you apart. No, real evil is the destruction of trust and love in something vitally important to one person or a group of people, a destruction done deliberately by a person or institution, who often know what they are doing, do it on purpose, and even with pleasure. Trust, once destroyed like that, is never regained, and can even destroy the ability to trust anything. One does not expect the institution of the Anglican church and an Anglican vicar to be that evil.    
There is nothing more important to a person or group of people, who consider themselves spiritual in some way, and who hold some form of spiritual belief, than the understanding that their spiritual leaders are just that, leaders, and examples of how to try to follow the precepts of their god, gods or gurus. I never expected perfection but I did expect that my New Zealand Anglican archbishop, bishops and priests would at least try to follow the simple rules which Jesus gave us as embodied within the tenets and beliefs of the Anglican faith.
Alas, no. 
It was 2016 when Bishop Kelvin, the bishop who once told us he did not believe in the miracle of the feeding of the five thousand with the five loaves and seven fishes, suggested to us the woman who became our new vicar. How naive we were. We could surely trust a bishop's advice. Parishioners wondered at her lack of experience but we believed we would be working with her for the good of the parish and so could help her when she needed it. It was, we understood her first parish. We should have listened to David, one of our lay ministers, who suggested that it was all very well that Andrea McDougall had worked with children and was a younger, more modern vicar qualified, we were told, as a Doctor of Divinity, but was she an Anglican who knew and valued the Anglican faith and its traditions? I do not think many of the parishioners knew what he meant. Some of us did. The Old Ladies did. St Luke's church was a  heritage building, and a more traditional Anglican church with a history of good music and singing, so how would Andrea McDougall fit in? 
In February 2016 Andrea McDougall was installed as our vicar and now she could not easily be removed and that dog collar a vicar wears carries a real power. I mean, who would easily believe that a vicar could tell a lie? Unless we parishioners could prove theft, or major misconduct, she was secure as the vicar of St Luke's forever and she knew it. Once she had dug herself in, then we knew it too. Did we receive any help from our new bishop, Bishop Steven, or Archbishop Philip, or the diocese clergy when the uproar at St Luke's began? I — we — all expected a strong response as the protests came, not from one or two grumpy old parishioners upset by change. No, a majority of parishioners and the lay ministers raised their voices in horrified protest at a vicar who was so ill-prepared  that she couldn't find her way through the Anglican prayer book to conduct a service, jangled on her awful, badly played guitar. (were we back in the 1960s?), never mind her total lack of people and communication skills. Our pleas to her were ignored or rebuked. If she sneered at us vocal protestors, if she bothered to speak to us it would be to lean into our faces and bellow, 'It's my church. My church. My way.' But her way was to destroy an active parish, empty the church on Sundays and close groups and sub-committees down, driving out with deliberate cruelty anyone she thought she could not control or manage, especially people who tentatively tried to disagree with her. 
The parish could have forgiven Andrea McDougall her appalling lack of social graces, her visible contempt and disrespect of us, her parishioners, her inability to look washed, clean, tidy and professional when on duty in the church, as she fumbled around trying to conduct a service … we could have forgiven even her apparent fear of ageing and thus her cruel rudeness to older parishioners, particularly the Old Ladies, topped off by her inability to organise, be on time, or listen and communicate honestly. We could have forgiven all that, if only we could see that under that hapless exterior she hid a genuine calling to be a good Christian minister for our needy souls. We would then believe and hope to help her find and reveal her gift, to show that under her awkward bumbling was a good hearted Christian who would learn to care about all her parishioners, not just the children. But she had not and did not. The Bag Lady, her name amongst the town community, dug herself into a wealthy, comfortable parish and so we parishioners had to watch as she closed down parish activities, took over the finances, drove away any parishioners she feared, some particular ones with real cruelty and a serious abuse of power, and emptied our church, all to create her own little exclusive zone with her carefully manipulated, carefully rewarded, carefully chosen tiny group of 'friends'. I am no psychiatrist, but having been forced by her to prove that I was not mentally unstable and therefore a danger to parishioners, I have been through a battery of tests and had fun talking to the experts. Their suggestion, from what I described, was that she might be, in light of her childhood and adolescence, one whose inferiority complex had become malign and perhaps grown into a paranoid personality disorder with a touch of malignant narcissism and, from the way she attacked those people with gifts and skills she felt she lacked, pathological envy. Whatever the truth is, the woman was dangerous to our parish, but Bishop Steven wouldn't hear the pleas from St Luke's. How dare we, the unordained, criticise one of them, the ordained and therefore good and godly. He was a gullible fool, who preferred the role of the pen-pushing manager of the bureaucracy his diocese had become, to that of a concerned, caring bishop. What was it Jesus said about hypocrites and Scribes and Pharisees?
One could feel sorry for Andrea, but she did have a choice. We always do. Being what is kindly called the English pear shape, she was hip heavy and large around the bottom. In her case, it must have been painful to be gawky, clumsy and flat footed in a family who were not. Her mother once told us of comments from neighbours and strangers wondering if Andrea was adopted. That must have been hurtful. At school, according to people who attended the same one, she was never one of the pretty or popular girls. It seems this is where she developed a defensive attitude and protective slouch. Failure to be one of the popular and well-liked girls at school, and then apparently failure to achieve what  she hoped at work, failure in love and marriage and so failure to have much-wanted children — this kind of life — (or in truth, her belief that this was her life) — seems to have made her a bitter and unhappy person. It appears that by middle age she wanted out, looked for ways out. The Anglican church is such a bolt hole for these hurt, damaged and sometimes dangerous people, and that can be the making of them if they are trying to be good Christians. But if they are, as they so often are, seriously psychologically impaired by their personal reactions to what their lives have been, then the devil may creep in. A vicar has considerable power, power which is easy to abuse, and for someone who is angry at what the world has offered them, it is a quick and cruel way of getting their own back against everyone who has had (in their eyes) an easier, better and more successful life. The fractured inferiority complex leading to 'I've been destroyed by life, everyone's had an easier life than me. It's not fair so I'll destroy you too.' syndrome. 
And not yet one year into her position we parishioners began to hear the clicking of those cloven hooves on the church aisle tiles, smelt the sulphur of evil as Andrea and her cohorts, like the devil's proteges, began their destruction of what had been a busy and active, proudly Christian parish.
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Of Black Currants and Green Gooseberries

How little things point the way

[image: ]

How to destroy a parish. 
This church is mine, my domain, I'll take and twist the people here. I'll find my friends, there will be some, then in the shadows we'll conspire, spreading darkness, feeding fire. Our souls corrupted, hearts of stone, I'll rule this place, it's mine alone.
And the 'it's mine, alone' attitude the bishop allowed is where the Anglican church has failed us and others. 
 Those clicking hooves, that hint of evil,  first sounded out when a bewildered and upset parish watched this so-called vicar work on their busy, active, trying-hard-to-be good Christians parishioners and found their community falling apart. How was it happening? 
Oh, she was clever, that Andrea McDougall. Divide and conquer. Use those playground nasties, simple tricks: 'I'm your friend, not hers.' 'We're special, they aren't.' 'I can give you things.' Separating and dividing, picking parishioners off one by one or in small groups of friends.  It took a while but finally we began to see what she was doing. For Andrea had found her friends. Those who felt unfairly disadvantaged, who believed the world had not been fair to them and owed them. The like to like, more disappointed 'unloved uglies', as they saw themselves. None of them liked people, who seemed, in their warped thinking, to have had easier, better lives, who were not hampered by being told– as they had been — by the bullies, the thoughtless, the unkind – 'that no one liked them, that they were ugly and unpopular.' And all the cruel things kids and adults say to each other. Grow up with that, and perhaps in a family which does not help or care and personalities like those of Gillian Lynch and the Brookes are formed. Now our vicar
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