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We come from a range of backgrounds and experiences. 

Our spiritual roots are varied but we share a common sense of a bigger reality. We write about a lot of things, but underneath it somewhere is a strong, or faint, sense of mystery.
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Twenty years ago two people sent out an invitation to a one-day writing workshop. It was for those who loved writing and at the same time had a broad interest in spirituality. They sent the invitation to 25 people, many of whom they didn’t know – names had come to them in various ways.  They said they would take the first ten who accepted. In two days the workshop was full. They had struck a chord.

Another workshop followed. 

Then they waited. Nothing further had been planned. They were just pushing a boat out and seeing where it drifted. But where it headed was the formation of a writing group.

This group has been meeting ever since. Some people have come and gone, others have stayed. We write together. We talk about writing a little, occasionally we critique the work, but mostly we just write together. We’ve met every month or two, and we’ve had some weekends at the Foxton house of Peter and Dianne Beatson. 

We come from a range of backgrounds and experiences. Our spiritual roots are varied – Christian, Buddhist, Jewish, no category. Some have a more formal spiritual practice, others have none. But we share a common sense of a bigger reality. We rarely ever write directly about this. We write about lots of things, but underneath it somewhere is that strong, or faint, sense of mystery.
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‘Here I am, wound round in a welter of words, with a mystery on my hands, 
and very uncertain what to say about it.’
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–  Keri Hulme
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Navigation
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Polynesian navigators ‘followed the faint gleam cast on the horizon 
by tiny islets still out of sight below the rim of the world.’

A black sky. No stars. No birds.

No marker of direction. 

A dark hull of an outrigger 

ploughs steadily through heavy seas

towards a gleaming speck of island 

still below the horizon.

It is no more than a smudge,

the eye can’t hold it.

But those men, paddling deep,

have an instinct, a heartbeat

for solid ground. 

They are people of risk, 

driving across oceans of risk

with a wild wind flapping

in a ripped square of sail.

* * *
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I balance, my sail-arms

spread wide in the wind.

I strain my eyes, and there

on the far horizon

beyond the jostling current

and the clattering waves 

is the pale gleam, the tiny rock

that, if I keep my eye on it,

will call me to myself.
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Adrienne Jansen
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From a different place
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Once upon a time

we went to a theology meet.

People put up signs

like Who really ruined Jericho?

Or How many fish make a miracle?

Or What was the appeal of the apple?

We walked and talked 

until the seventh day when

we met some people

from a different place who told us

they threw away the apple

and ate the snake.
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Anne Powell 
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The evangelist & the surgeon
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The evangelist

knows the time

of healing.

He is practised

in the coordinates

of change,

chapter and verse.

The surgeon

is less precise.

He puts his scalpel away

looks at the x-ray

weighs air

in his hands

and says, ‘Let’s

wait and see

shall we?

We’ll know

when it has

I think.’
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The point


[image: ]


Every time the Abbot opens his mouth

emerald birds fly out

and sit on my shoulder.

The speech of birds is the sound of wisdom.

I long to tame such a bird

take it home to Wellington. 

“The point,” said the Abbot,

“is to leave the bird untamed.”
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Anne Powell
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Orthodoxy 
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A cacophony of sounds

out on the street.

They are celebrating

a saint’s day –

the saint for protection

from sickness and snow.

They shout and ring the bells, 

old women chant solemnly,

old men with rotten teeth

pull at their hair.

A dog sniffs around, 

cocks his leg

against a basket.

They carry the saint

along the street

to the church, where they pray 

to survive the harsh winter.

In the spring, they give thanks

for those still alive,

and curse the bad luck

of the asthmatic man

and the cow

who didn’t make it.
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Adrienne Jansen
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