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Foreword

I first met Shirley-Joy when she and her husband (Rev Tony Bell) came to see me in my Electorate Office at Mt Albert. Shirley-Joy wanted to raise concerns over the lack of adequate mental health services for people she worked with. An ordained minister, Shirley-Joy was working in the community supporting people towards a future free from harming themselves and others.

I learned that Shirley-Joy’s early life had not been easy and that she had set about working for those who were disadvantaged. Her experiences made her an ideal person to be doing the work she was doing. Shirley-Joy had a big heart and a concern for people whom society would often rather not know about.

As Prime Minister and attending the Rātana annual celebrations, I met Shirley-Joy again and we chatted over a cup of tea. She was now the City Missioner in Wanganui. I was impressed with her tenacity and her sense of hope for the city and its people.  As City Missioner, Shirley-Joy hoped to bring to people in need of the basics of life: shelter, food, hope, and love.

As the book reveals, with a team of caring people Shirley-Joy sought to establish safe accommodation, and to continue to provide food for those who needed it through the foodbank, including through Friendship meals and the Christmas Lunch. She spent time with homeless people in the bamboo by the Whanganui river and in the sand dunes, listening to the dreams and concerns of those who lived in those rough conditions. Shirley-Joy worked with those seeking freedom from crippling debt, helped sort out access issues with the courts, and assisted with many other complex issues facing people who were ill equipped to deal with them – the stories of the people she worked with in Whanganui, some shared in this book, make her dedication to them and meeting their needs abundantly clear.

I warmly recommend this book. It opens a window on what life is like for New Zealand’s most vulnerable people. From the safety of our warm, secure, and well stocked homes, it can be hard to imagine the lives some of our fellow citizens are living. In Whanganui itself, there is significant distance between the wealthy and the middle-income earners and the truly homeless.

Mission in the City writes about times when the City Mission was helping unprecedented numbers of people by providing emergency and permanent housing, by feeding individuals and whole whānau, by providing drop-in centres for those in need of a friendly and safe space, and by offering budgeting services – all under Shirley-Joy’s protective and fostering eye.

The book tells of how under a corporate model, the Mission’s focus began to shift. The humanitarian model which had been established began to erode. It ultimately disintegrated, culminating in Shirley-Joy’s dismissal at Christmas 2011. This is the story of that journey.

Rt Hon Helen Clark,
Former Prime Minister of New Zealand, 1999–2008


Prologue —The Author

My life journey has always been filled with miracles. Some miracles appear in this book and some are for other books.

I am also familiar with times of struggle. Looking back, I never did very well at school and much preferred the company of animals to people. I loved the outdoors and music. My teachers said I was bright, strong willed and creative.

I faced the challenges of physical, emotional and sexual abuse. I enjoyed my imaginary and pretend lives in the forests, jungles, and the plains of the Wild West, all faraway places.

As a teenager I was alone and pregnant, and I was pressed to give up my first born son for adoption. This was something I would always regret. He was gone and a part of me went with him, I searched for him, but couldn’t find him. I never forgot him.

I recklessly ran away onto the streets indulging in alcohol, drugs and unsafe relationships. I was always trying to out-run the pain of abuse and violence. I found out about my second pregnancy while on the streets of Auckland.

I was helped by some church people who ran a Christian Centre, and later was encouraged to go out and spread the Gospel. I married one of the residents there and we headed out with the fervour of new missionaries.

My second son was born, and I experienced a connectedness brought about by my deep desire to hold and raise him and not lose him. This marriage led me through a maze of heartbreak, and there were good times and tough times.

In Hamilton we founded the Anchorage rehabilitation hostel for young people, many from the criminal courts, those with mental health issues, and people struggling with addictions. My tasks were to cook, transport, and I was in a social work role for up to thirty young people.

It was here I gave birth to my beautiful daughter. Life was not easy being a young couple running a hostel, with two children under five. We then welcomed to our family our first foster child. A 15 year old girl who desperately needed a family. I was only 21 years old.

I would continue to foster children on and off until 2010, mostly teenagers who could not continue to live with their families or needed some time away.

The years at Anchorage living in the public limelight, speaking at churches all over New Zealand, and running the two hostels were difficult. This took a toll on our relationship and the marriage ended with my husband leaving the country.

I moved back to Te Puke with my children and it was them that made life worth living. I had to fight to keep them with me when my husband tried to abduct them and take them to Australia. This was the catalyst for me to advocate for legal constraints on children being taken out of the country without any discussion or consent by both parents.

It took me several more relationships to realise how little value I had for myself, and how much I was drawn into manipulative and abusive relationships with men thinking that I could fix them.

I was always a good worker and often had several part time jobs, even when raising a family. I volunteered in agencies that served the community, enjoyed seven years as a volunteer ambulance driver / attendant with St John, worked in rest homes, and in the kiwifruit industry.

I began some formal training, a Certificate in Community Social Work and some short courses including self-development, holistic health, and massage. I tried my hand at some university papers but found my lack of schooling and dyslexia made this difficult. I did anything I could to get myself off the Domestic Purposes Benefit and into the work force.

I had a horse and cart and would take people to do their grocery shopping, mostly older people who remembered those days. We decorated it for kiwi fruit festivals and Christmas parades. My children and I would go out to groups in fancy dress and give rides, many enjoyed the experience.

I drove school buses and ambulances, worked in orchards during the kiwi fruit season, looked after other people’s children, cleaned houses, and worked in aged care where I ran activity programmes.

I saw a need and wondered why someone didn’t do something, and then I realised I was that someone. I often saw how something could be, and then set about enthusing others and forged ahead to make it happen.

With some supportive people we set up Sela Trust, a halfway house for abused women, men and their families and the Te Puke District Youth Trust, a place for young people to drop in and get help and support.

As an adoptee I always felt that I didn’t fit in and had a yearning to find out who I really was. I was involved in pushing for changes to the Adoption Act to allow adopted children and birth parents to get information, when both parties wished to do this. Once the Adoption Act was changed and with the help of Rev Keith Griffiths, I met my birth mother and her family. What I had experienced as rejection for 35 years was in fact deep agonising love.

Seeing my adoptive and birth mother together in tears and hearing their stories, helped me understand how one reluctantly gave me up and the other feared she would lose me without the signed court papers. I began to feel somewhat complete, like a jigsaw where the pieces begin to make a picture. I trained as an Adoption Counsellor helping other people make similar connections with missing family.

From the Methodist Church in Te Puke I felt a call to Ministry and trained as a Deacon – a community facing ministry of service, graduating in 1988 and was Ordained at Palmerston North in 1989.

That same year my son left school to start an apprenticeship and my daughter planned to go to Wesley College as a sponsored boarder in 1990.

I moved to Matamata to help the Union Parish, who along with the community to set up a Community Trust.

With many people struggling to manage their finances and feed their families they were further impacted by the “Mother of all Budgets” (1991), which saw benefits cut and some people struggle to make ends meet, and foodbanks became necessities in most towns and cities around New Zealand.

After a time of working together and a night listening to jazz, the Minister at the church and I fell in love. Tony and I got engaged and began our married life together in 1992, at church on a day set aside to celebrate the founder of Methodism, John Wesley (quite appropriate we thought, for two Methodist Ministers).

The son I had given up for adoption attained the age at which he could search for me. I had left information for him to contact me and we met. No words can describe that meeting. I met his wife and in later years welcomed two wonderful granddaughters into our family.

In Matamata I worked part-time for the Churches Education Commission, training chaplains for schools and travelling around the North Island visiting schools and placing chaplains.

I completed Child Protection Training, attended a number of courses run by Doctors for Sexual Abuse Care. During this time, I worked with the Probation Service and Child Youth and Family (CYF).

Our Presbyter and Deacon Team ministry brought many challenges for us and for the church. Presbyters were stationed by the Methodist church and moved churches every 6–10 years. When they decided to move Tony to Auckland, they thought I would simply go where he went. However, there was still work to be done in training and equipping others to take over the work at the Community Trust, so I stayed in Matamata. Tony and I spent 18 months commuting between Auckland and Matamata.

Needing something else to do, I went speedway racing, which I found exhilarating. Racing with a class of men, building, racing and repairing my own cars, finding the limits of steel and my own courage; having my husband and children crew for me was amazing, as is a small shelf of trophies in the lounge.

In 1996 I moved to Auckland but did not spend much time in the church. I still felt frustrated by the church ‘lifting’ Tony and stationing him in Auckland when I still had ministry commitments in Matamata.

In Auckland I obtained work with the Safe Program, the Waitakere Probation Service, and the Paremoremo Maximum Security Prison; I also continued training in counselling, family therapy, professional supervision and transitional ministry.

I continued to race speedway from Auckland most weekends during the season, traveling to Hamilton, Rotorua, Huntly, Kihikihi, and Matamata; I even travelled to the South Island to compete in the National title. I retired from speedway in 2001, sold “No 5 Alive” (as I called the re-built car) and I used the money from the sale to travel overseas to do research for the Diaconate of the Methodist Church.

I attended conferences in Australia and England, visited Scotland and Wales, Germany, and America – visiting New York and Nashville, then up into Canada to Toronto and over to Calgary.

In Calgary, we experienced the fallout from 9/11. I was so relieved to get back to New Zealand, I could have jumped out of the plane and kissed the tarmac!

Those three months overseas began a 10-year involvement with servant ministry as a member of the Diakonia World Federation. This brought together servant ministers, deacons, deaconesses and diaconal ministers from Europe and Africa, the Americas and the Caribbean, and the Asia Pacific Region, where I served on the Executive until 2012. I met so many dedicated people who selflessly served others, all around the world.

In 2002, we moved to Gisborne for a two year appointment as Presidential Commissioners. We undertook a Transitional Ministry – helping the parish to consider what future it wanted to have, and how that would work with the different cultures involved.

From Gisborne my daughter and I travelled to England to meet my birth father’s family – three half-brothers, a half-sister and an aunty. My family puzzle was now complete, and I had a deep sense of belonging and knowing who I was.

I have always felt drawn to support people that came into my life and had a strong heart for those less fortunate than me.

Wherever Tony and I went, we were always aware of needs within our community, and connected with people struggling with their lives. We often had extra people living with our family and we would never turn anyone away who expressed a genuine desire to change their lives.

I believe life is about finding out who we are, what we want to do, and how we might do it. For me, it is less about why things happen the way they do, and more about how we handle ourselves when things happen. It is about how we treat other people.

I have interviewed a number people since 2012 who shared the hopes and dreams from their involvement in the Wanganui Mission (the Mission). It is with their permission I include their stories; some will be named and others not.

Many times in my life I have been blessed with people who encouraged and supported me through difficult times, and celebrated with me in successful times. Family, friends, colleagues, clients, staff members, volunteers, board members, those in other community groups and government agencies – all helped me improve my life. It is through their encouragement and support that I have found the courage to write this book.

As the Buddhist wisdom says, “When the pupil is ready, the teacher arrives.” I have had many wonderful teachers and guides throughout my life, and they still arrive when I need support or have new lessons to learn.

This is my story.

• • •


Chapter 1 — A new journey begins

With our time in Gisborne coming to an end and expecting to return to the Waikato or Auckland where we had family, the church asked us to consider Wanganui. Although somewhat disappointed, we agreed to meet with the Trinity Methodist Church congregation in Wanganui.

While back in Gisborne we went online, looked for overnight accommodation in Wanganui and found a 5 star motel/camping ground. We booked in.

We arrived after a long drive and found our motel. When we checked in, the proprietor offered us the honeymoon suite. We asked, “How is it different from the other units and what was it like?” We were told that it was just like other units, unless we wanted some extras, battery things. “No thank you, no ‘extras’,” was our slightly embarrassed answer.

The tiny unit we were shown had a red heart shaped pillow on the bed, and this was what seemed to make it the honeymoon unit, without the extras. The unit was far from 5 star and unlike any honeymoon suite we had heard of, however it was too late to change the arrangements made.

We stayed one night. Bignell Street Motor Camp and Caravan Park and its then proprietor were to become a well-known place to us as we got to know Wanganui.

We met next day with the church people who told us they wanted to reach out into the community and bring in new younger families.

We agreed to accept the church’s stationing to Wanganui and spent our Christmas saying goodbyes, packing up in Gisborne and then crossing from the East coast of the North Island, with our belongings, to the West Coast.

I kept busy between January and July of 2004 doing some contracting with the Probation Service and my commitments to the Diaconate as the National Co-Ordinator, and my involvement with the Asia Pacific executive committee of the Diakonia World Federation.

In a local free newspaper – the River City Press a write up was done by Trevor Mackay titled “Methodist pair an unusual duo.”
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A previous minister who had been at Trinity Parish in Wanganui suggested I apply for the position of City Missioner. He said that this would be just right for me.

Wanganui (as it was spelt then) was a town-like city, or city-like town, with all the insider networks alive and well. As a new person to Wanganui I knew that it would take some time to be accepted, some say around ten years.

Looking around the city of Wanganui, I became excited about applying for the City Missioner position. It felt like the right job for me, a place to use the skills I had acquired along the way.

With historically high numbers of beneficiaries and unemployed in the city, I looked forward to finding an opportunity to work with the people I had a great passion for, people who struggled to make ends meet. I looked forward to working with volunteers and colleagues who also had a passion for struggling people.

By being part of the three Wanganui Methodist congregations in this city, I got to know some of the people in churches.

Sometimes, like the Whanganui River, this city flows lazily along, and sometimes it rages and breaks the banks. Like other small cities, Wanganui faced the struggles of poverty and wealth living side by side. Like the name change, some accepted it and some did not.

Some in this city were committed to helping others and therefore making Whanganui a better place. Some weren’t, choosing to live in their comfortable places with their eyes closed to the needs of the less fortunate within this beautiful river city.

As the new City Missioner I was to build on the dreams of others who started Christian Social Services Wanganui (CSSW) and ran the City Mission (the Mission) in the 1990s. To dream possible dreams for the future of this small ecumenical Mission and the people who needed it most.


Chapter 2 — The prophetic predicts the future and dreams dreams

It is impossible to write about the Mission for the period July 2004 to December 2011, without being aware of the history and the amazingly dedicated people who brought the concept to birth.

So one of the first things I did when I started as City Missioner was read everything I could find about the setting up of CSSW. I talked to as many people as I could about how this amazing ecumenical venture had begun.

One of the things I know about religions and certainly about different Christian churches is this: although they have much in common, each is incomplete without the other. The quaint thing about denominations within Christianity, and interestingly in most religions, is that they struggle to see this. They endeavour to convince ‘the others’ that they, and only they, have all the ‘truth.’

The Interim Trust’s journey

In December 1990, the Christian Social Services Interim Trust came into being.

The final report of the chairperson of the CSSW, covering the formation time of CSSW was written by the late Betty Bourke CBE, QSM, JP, Papal Dame of St Gregory the Great and was titled “Go not to those who need you – but to those who need you most.” John Wesley – Founder of the Methodist Church

The report gave her the opportunity, as chairperson of the Interim Trust, to look back and take stock of both achievements and failures. It provided the basis on which the organisation was built and the direction from which the growth of the trust came.

The vision was conceived by Maurice Woods, Andrew Doubleday, George Bowers and Kevin Morgan in 1990.

Mrs Bourke (who became a sort of midwife to this venture) spoke of,

“Conception being the easiest part, with problems arising in bringing it through the gestation period to full term and a natural birth. Then carefully nurturing it until independence was attained.”

The Interim Trust carefully researched the urgent needs of the community and the degree of support that would be expected; then promoted their ideas to their respective church groups and received “positive, active encouragement” and agreement to set up an ecumenical body, with three representatives from Wesley Social Services Board (Inc), Anglican Social Services (Wanganui) Trust and the Society of St Vincent de Paul (National Council of New Zealand). Each affiliated member was required to pay an annual levy of $12,000 in 1992, a total from the churches of $36,000. Those who served on the Interim Trust were recorded as:


	Anglican Social Services: George Bowers (1990–93), 
Miles Bockett (1990–93) and Heather Russell (1991–93).



	Methodist Social Services: Rev Andrew Doubleday (1990–93), Joycelyn Pratt (1991–93), Rev Gary Clover (1992–93) and 
Dr Alan Mangan (1991–92).



	Catholic St Vincent de Paul: Maurice Woods (1990–93), 
Michael Coleman (1991–93), Ray Osborne (1993), 
Betty Bourke 1990–93).



	They were joined by the Presbyterian Group of Churches in 1993 which saw Brian George, Joan Worthington and Ray Laird come onto the Board.





With the addition of the Presbyterian Church this increased the churches’ giving to $48,000. At that time Kevin Morgan was the co-ordinator from July 1991–June 1993.

The Interim Trust’s objectives were to set the policies needed to reach their goals. These goals were: to put in place procedures to become a registered charitable trust, to appoint a co-ordinator, to take over the Anglican Social Services soup kitchen and day services, to identify and provide services which addressed the urgent needs of the disadvantaged in our community.

The Interim Trust recognised the work upon which they had embarked, as an ongoing process and needed a flexible approach to succeed.

The members were all very busy people, and it was said they met the challenge with, “excellent and unflagging attendance at meetings,” and there was “determination to establish the Trust on a sound footing and attract other Christian agencies into the collective body.”

The focus was on the foodbank and soup kitchen. It was a time when government legislation seemed to be punishing those on benefits throughout the country.

In July 1991 National’s Finance Minister Ruth Richardson delivered what became known as “The Mother of all Budgets,” which contained major cuts to welfare benefits, changes to employment law and new user-pays requirements in hospitals and schools.

It is interesting to note the then Prime Minister, Jim Bolger, rejected Ruth Richardson’s Budget proposals. Ruth Richardson then appeared to undermine Bolger’s leadership at every turn. This was followed by the famous Avalon Address by Prime Minster Bolger, which included these words, 

“I utterly reject having my Government driven by ideologues who know the value of nothing other than the purity of their imported theories. I completely reject these obsessed purists who put the balancing of the country’s books ahead of balancing the nation’s needs.”

In May 1992 there was a major restructuring of the Department of Social Welfare into five business units including the New Zealand Community Funding Agency, Social Policy Agency, Corporate Office; along with the New Zealand Income Support Service, branded as Work and Income New Zealand (WINZ); New Zealand Young Persons and their Families Agency (CYPFA), which by 1999 became the Child, Youth and Families Services (CYFS).

Cuts to welfare benefits created huge problems for those on benefits. They were at the front line in the Income Support Services and there was a struggle to get answers to the growing poverty in many towns and cities around New Zealand.

Many people struggled to manage their lives and feed their families. In almost every centre in New Zealand a foodbank of some description became necessary. Churches were aware that some of these people would go around other churches getting help from each of them.

Interestingly, at the same time as this was happening in Wanganui, I was heading to Matamata to set up a Community Trust with very similar aims as the Mission. The foodbank there still remains active in serving the community.

The Wanganui District Council generously supported the work of CSSW, and this reinforced the outreach and mission of those churches by involving a wider cross section of agencies.

With the mission statement, “A Christian response to the social needs of today,” the vision and long term goal of CSSW was to involve all churches in the region, in the provision of practical and supportive services. The aim was to encourage and stimulate self-responsibility and independence. This was expressed by the board in the saying, if you give a person a fish, you feed them for a day (foodbank); teach them how to fish and you feed them for a lifetime (life skills programs).

Food bins were put into churches and supermarkets, and service clubs were approached for assistance and grants were applied for.

In 1992 a ‘Think Tank’ brought civic leaders together to look at the needs of Wanganui. This was also the time when the churches’ levy was reduced to $8,000 per church ($32,000 per annum).

As the Trust’s work grew it moved premises several times. A decision was made to reimburse volunteers for travelling expenses, and a part-time volunteer foodbank manager and receptionist/officer worker were appointed.

Betty Bourke was very clear about the responsibility of the Trust, to encompass a “strong political responsibility to social change.” This while the government of the time was withdrawing from its responsibilities towards people in need, it was the voluntary organisations who fulfilled an important social role in communities.

Her report was powerful and provocative.

“Anyone of goodwill – any Christian or humanitarian has a responsibility to play a role in the formation of social and economic policy. The concept of compassion, justice, aroha and reaching out to others in the spirit of being part of the same human family must be given greater emphasis in national policy making today. The problems associated with unemployment and so many young people facing a jobless future are not going to be solved overnight, so we must accept in this country the reality that services currently provided will be needed for a long time.”

Betty Bourke’s wish list included the establishment of a drop-in centre, the employment of a City Missioner to bring practicality to the city’s care-giving, harnessing activities for jobless and aimless youth, and endorsing basic human values which must be given their rightful place in our Wanganui society. She wrote, “Caring, concern and justice are essential if we are to put Christ back in our society.”

With twelve board members, each working within the five committees (finance, administration, public relations, social needs and property) which involved them in management tasks, the board set about work.

Fundraising was the responsibility of the board, later evidenced in 2012 a letter to the editor in the Wanganui Chronicle, from Life Member the (now late) Mr George Bowers, “As a Member of the Board when the Mission was established, care was taken to build up the monetary reserves to meet any emergency.”

The 1992 strategic plan saw a project for ‘aimless youth’ put on hold.

The Christmas lunch was to go ahead but with diminished involvement of the then co-ordinator. The friendship centre at 243 Wicksteed Street closed immediately, and the foodbank was charged with establishing a structure for food parcel follow-up. The constitutional and bi-cultural commitment was to be discussed at board level. The decision on the night shelter/transit housing saw no action. A vegetable co-op would commence when a volunteer manager was recruited.

By 1994 the foodbank had moved to the Methodist Church and the Whare Manaaki drop in was opened. The City Missioner would provide social support, social information reports to the Community Development Committee, and a Chaplaincy Supervision service for the Mayor and Councillors and council staff. This was done through a community service contract which was reviewable annually.

The reporting involved,

“…occasional meetings with the Mayor to discuss social initiatives, attendance at monthly Council Community Development Meetings, working with the Officer of that department and providing three written reports during each year, reflecting aspects of the social climate of Wanganui, social initiatives and developments and commenting on social trends with research on social concerns.”

Church representation came and went over the years, however the late Betty Bourke commented, “There being no theological problems, all involved found the relationships very rewarding and they focussed on the positive outreach achieved and friendship with each other.”

The 1997 strategic plan re-affirmed in 1998, with the late Brian George as Chairperson, was comprehensive. Mr George spoke of the pending termination of the first City Missioner’s appointment at the end of July and the need for a replacement.

The emphasis of this plan was on maintenance of the present work, and ongoing training of staff so that the programs and services were strengthened. As a result, CSSW would be better able to meet real personal and community needs. Board members had one or more portfolios across the areas of CSSW’s work, i.e. Whare Manaaki, foodbank, midday meals, Ezee meals, furniture, visiting team, Russell House, publicity and finance.

A training day, followed by a strategic planning process suggested, “To be successful strategic planners – Plan, Implement THEN Monitor and Review REGULARLY.”

The next strategic plan I was able to locate was 2001. This plan hoped to achieve the following:


	The employment of three full-time paid staff – City Missioner, Office Manager, Foodbank Manager and a part-time van driver/handyman.



	Seeking where appropriate a financial commitment and support from the District Council.



	Seeking the support of volunteer staff in several aspects of the work, volunteers to receive appropriate training under the supervision of the City Missioner.



	Seek support of businesses and individuals with the ability to provide goods, services and financial assistance.



	The continuation of a variety of established services available to those in the community requiring support and assistance. These now included foodbank, furniture bank, drop in centre, advocacy services, weekday midday meals (including Christmas day lunch), garden project, visiting team, van transport, Ezee meals, midday city snack venue, craft courses, male night shelter and monthly coach trips.





A plan in 2002 saw a move from a male night shelter to a wider focus, acknowledging the need for emergency accommodation for men and women, some with children. However, this was not included into strategic planning until 2006.

The two previous City Missioners – Rev David Pratt and Rev David Day are both now retired. In July 2004 I became the third City Missioner to work for CSSW and the first woman to be appointed City Missioner in Wanganui.

This part of the story begins with a change of guard with me as the new City Missioner. I had just one week with the outgoing City Missioner, Rev David Day before his retirement.

The board had also employed a new administrator (who also covered the reception area) as the previous one had left. With these two pivotal roles changing, the Mission risked losing institutional memory which I considered essential.

Rev David Day (City Missioner 1998–2004)

David spoke of when he took up the position, knowing the board wanted more than just a lay person to open doors to other churches. He said, 

“I did try to open doors, but the churches didn’t seem interested, especially when it might cost them money. There were differences in theology that made it somewhat difficult. I did get to know the other clergy and that was very satisfying. It was one of my aims to bring the other churches together in the Mission, but I didn’t manage it.”

Some of his most memorable times were the midday meals and getting to know some of the people he would not have normally met, and they got to know him. He enjoyed Christmas lunches and finding a new location for Anne’s Place (Whare Manaaki) and there were great memories of times with the Mission Travel Club (MTC).

Rev Day said, “It was all about the people who you knew to a degree were using the system, but not rejecting them because of that.” He explained,

“That some of the people around the Mission were difficult to work with and sometimes there were clashes, but mostly they got on. No-one got turned away, we found them a job as long as they were willing to do a job.” 

He spoke of the volunteers working lots of hours and their job satisfaction. The Mission gave some volunteers a opportunity when no-one else would give them a chance. He acknowledged he was not good at administration. He knew he got up some people’s noses. With a smile he said, “I didn’t ruin their lives and they didn’t ruin mine.”
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In reflecting on his tenure as City Missioner, Rev Day felt he was more involved with people than his predecessor. He acknowledged that each City Missioner had gifts that were different to his. He moved around a lot and sat down with people. He was often out on the street, out and about.

In replying to a question about his contribution to the community as City Missioner, Rev Day said, “The relationship with Mayor Chas Poynter was a good one, he had a genuine interest in what we were doing. He turned up at the opening of Anne’s Place.”

Rev Day’s experience of mayoral support and the links with the Council was a very important way of feeding back information about the social needs of the less fortunate of the Wanganui community.

Rev Day spoke of the strong emphasis on working with the Council. Providing reports to the Community Board identified certain council members who were very interested; Sue Westwood and Barbara Bullock, both of whom supported the Mission’s direction.

Rev Day admitted that he never had much interest in funding. He felt that it was the board’s job, but they left it to him and the administrator. He didn’t recall them ever getting involved with the finances when he was there. He said, 

“Apart from the churches’ levy, nothing else was raised and even the churches’ levy was reduced over the years. Funding was a pain in the neck, but a necessary evil. Special people, like Betty Bourke, who didn’t kowtow to Bishops, were strong and helpful, and people like Anne Murray – a caring Aunty.”

David Day enjoyed the gentle nature of Brian George, and Dick Mansfield was a good strong hard worker. He spoke highly of a woman called Ngareta, and he was glad she was still on staff, saying, “I knew she had skills, but had never had them appreciated.”

He noted that there were a number of sad people that came to the Mission seeking help, but they were all characters with their own stories.

Towards the end of the interview with David he told me that just because people are Christian doesn’t mean you will get on with each other. He said, “People were having ‘barnies’ with each other, in the Mission and in the church, when it should be about peace, love and compassion.” Rev Day was constantly amazed how people could eke out a living, trying to keep warm and clean.

While he was at the Mission the demand for social services was always there and was increasing with the economic downturn.

I recalled well his words, especially that he felt the Mission should be more visible and that there are good people at both ends of the spectrum, but we don’t pay enough attention to the people at the bottom.

His parting words to me were: “Any society should be judged on how it treats it’s less fortunate, especially children.”

I remember writing in my first column in the Wanganui Midweek (a local free newspaper — 21 July 2004) Titled “Genesis – a new beginning.”

My experience had shown me that following on from the work others have started, means getting to know the past and moving forward, and also valuing the work done by passionate and able people. This worked when those involved in the past were willing to trust the process, let go of what had worked prior, and allowing new directions to appear.
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• • •


Chapter 3 — Knowing the history

It was into this environment that I began the year of the ‘honeymoon.’ I envisioned how to take the next steps with this wonderfully diverse ecumenical Mission, continuing to help people find hope in a struggling world. This Mission may have been the only ecumenical Mission in New Zealand at the time.

None of what happens next was exactly planned, nor was it random. Being a Methodist the term “prevenient grace” was well known to me – a sense of God having gone before us, to prepare the way. I began to work at the Mission believing that I would not be asked to do any more than I could manage. I believed I would see the Mission continue to be a truly missional activity. For me this meant bringing to life the teachings of Jesus and living them under the noses of some who have yet to embrace them.

To do this I needed to side with the poor, speak up for those wronged, and to be a part of a kind and loving community. I would find myself in the all too familiar place of challenging and enthusing those people who had always been able to have and afford what they wanted, to give to those who struggled.

I wanted to continue the tradition at the Mission that saw those who ventured in offered a special kind of relationship. This is best described by the theologian Jurgen Moltmann, who calls this, “a new kind of





Rick’s Story















A young man’s story










OPS/image4.jpg
Genesis - a hew
beginning

MISSIONER'S
COLUMN

Kia ora - greet-
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messy desk of
the new City
Missioner as [
take up my new
role from the
capable hands
of the Rev David
Day.

Genesis, a
Greek word

with
Shirley-Joy Barrow

meaning “begin-

ning” - my genesis is tiny compared
with the beginning of the universe,
the beginning of the human race and
the people known in the Bible as the
Israelites,

My beginning is more like a fresh
piece of paper on which I can join
with a team of people, both paid and
voluntary, who are part of Christian
Social Services at the City Mission.

In my meanderings I thought a lot
about Jesus as he prepared for his
ministry. He went back to Nazareth
to the meeting place on the Sabbath,
stood up, and read from the scrip-
tures:

“The Lord’s spirit has come to
‘me, because he has chosen to tell
the good news to the poor. The Lord
sent me to announce freedom for

prisoners, to give sight to the blind,
to free everyone who suffers and to
say, ‘This is the year the Lord has
chosen’.”

I come to this new position with
some fear and trepidation. There
are things I can do without a lot of
worry and there are things that I will
need to work hard at.

Change doesn’t come easy, and yet
one of the few things we can count
on these days is change.

We will walk this way together
with Jesus in our midst. Our hands
are open to receive. Our hearts
are open to give. Our minds long
to learn. And our souls reach out
to each other. This time is eternal
time for us. And God will be our
blessing. Amen.
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Jessie and Jade.

involved in social work,
counselling and family
therapy. She had worked
with victims of abuse for
20 years and more re-
cently worked with sex
offenders. She had been
a street kid and a drug
addict herself and “came
that way to being part of
the church.” She has also
been a speedway driver.
She said she raced in
Waikato a mini sprint
openwheeler for eight
years.Tony used to help
her when he could, she

said. “We worked to-
gether on the car.”
Discussing Easter, Tony
said it was the high point
of the Christian year.
“One of the essential
things we may need re-
minding of is we are an

Easter people. We are the
people of the good news.
“The stone is rolled away.
The tomb is empty.’ 1
hope we (Wanganui
Methodists) can live up
to our calling as Easter
people here.”
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By ANDREW KOUBARIDIS

been many highlights
of David Day reer and he will
remember his time as Wanganui City
Missioner fondly.

David retired from his role as City
Missioner last week and shared some
memories with Midweek

“Seeing the services develop has £
been wonderful - we've seen the drop
in centre and learning courses expand, | |
the furniture bank, and the midd: -

5 | M od [

meals which have become a place of
friendship rather than survi
says.

While the foodbank has seen a
decline in the number of food parcel requests,
there is always a strong demand for furniture.

“The biggest regret I have is being ui
at drawing other churches to the City Mi
like them to be part of it, rather than be outside it.

David would also like to see all the City Mission
departments to be under one roof so they are
easier to manage. “I'd also like the mission to be
more visible.”

After six and a-half years at the City Mission,
five as a minister in Waverley, and seven and a-
half years as Anglican vicar in Gonville, David
has learnt a few lessons about human nature and
Wanganui

“There are good people at both ends of the spec-
trum, but we don’t pay enough attention to people
at the bottom.”

PHOTO ANDREVY KOUBARIDIS AK046027

" he Goodbye ... David Day stood down last week as City

Missioner.

He adds any society should be judged on how it
treats its less fortunate, especially kid

“I think Wanganui does well but many of the pro-
fessionals in local caring agencies struggle to help
those who're in need,” he says.

“More jobs will help, there is definitely a correla-
tion between unemployment, crime, and domestic
violence.”

After 50 years of getting up to go to work, David
thinks it will be a challenge to find something to
ill the day.

“I'll miss the contact because I love having
people around but I'm learning pottery, and am the
vice-president of the Jazz Club.”

He feels extremely positive about Wanganui's
future. “I feel Wanganui is the best place (o live...
culturally, scenically, with improved facilities. 'm
staggered people aren't queuing to get here.”
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Tony Bell and Shirley-Joy Barrow are an unu-
sual husband and wife team inWanganui. Both
have been ordained by the Methodist Church.

Tony is Trinity
Church’s latest Minister
and Shirley-Joy is a Dea-
con. Rev Tony, in coming
toWanganui, has almost
travelled full circle. He left
his home town, Hawera,
40 years ago. He has had
30 years in the Ministry
and, in the course of it,
met and married Shirley-
Joy.

He and his wife were
presidential commission-
ers in the course of spend-
ing two years with
Gisborne Methodists.
They were there to take
the parish through signifi-
cant change, Tony said.
Gisborne now had a
Tongan as the main Min-
ister, who looked after
Tongans and the English
speaking, and a Samoan

Minister who looked af-
ter Samoans. “It was not
easy for English speaking
people,” Tony said. “It
was a letting go and
handing over process. 1
understand the Gisborne
people are very happy.”
Tony did his training for
the Ministry at Trinity St
John’s in Auckland, be-
ing in the first group of
Methodist students to
train with the Anglicans,
in 1972. He has since
served Methodist, Union
or Co-Operating Parishes
in both the North and
South Islands, first at
Cambridge and then at
Ashburton,  Kaiapoi,
Matamata, Avondale,
Gisborne and Wanganui.
He had found his time
at Avondale stimulating

because he had been a
multicultural Minister for
English speaking congre-
gations. “There were
probably nine-11 differ-
ent ethnic groupings in
the congregation. -I en-
joyed the diversity and
richness each group
brought.”

Meanwhile, Shirley-Joy
awaits another opportu-
nity to Minister. It was
ideal when they worked
together, Tony said. “It’s
just a matter of waiting.
She’s a qualified social
worker, counsellor and
family therapist. I think
she is probably enjoying
having a wee break.”

Shirley-Joy, who has
been looking after grand-
children, said she met
Tony in Matamata when
she was in community
facing work. They had
worked together and
found they had a lot of
things in common. They
had decided to marry af-
ter attending a jazz con-
cert. Shirley-Joy was or-
dained in Palmerston
North in 1989. Now in the
Community Facing Min-
istry, which she had never
really left, she had started
as a detached youth
worker before becoming





