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TURNING POINT    Claudia Barduhn     
 
It was a big risk. Her body tensed up, visibly. What was going to happen now, how would she 
cope? The end-of-year procedures had been changed: she did not ask or question anything that 
she registered. “The pressure of years past,” people said and noticed an immensely tired face, 
which some interpreted as a lack of interest – but could also be plain disengagement. 
She started packing her bags, following her routine of the last six months or more. It looked 
remotely controlled: more wintery colours now but not back to black. She felt the warmth of 
the sun reaching her through the window and curled up against it. She would admit that its rays 
became more promising each day.  
The phone rang. A formal voice at the other end, "Yes, that’s my name… Hmm, that won't 
work for me, unfortunately. My flight leaves at 2 o’clock.” A long silence followed, and a look 
of great unease appeared on her face; but then, "Thank you so much; that's great. See you next 
week." She returned the phone to its stand and skipped back to her open wardrobe. Matching 
outfits were quickly assembled with a glance at her shoeboxes. ‘All these decisions to be made’, 
she suddenly hesitated unsure if she had appropriate footwear to choose from. Her mental 
lightness of a few moments ago had disappeared. ‘These guys seem to be dreaming,' she 
thought. ' How can I confirm an appointment just 90 minutes before Judith would pick me up 
for the airport run?' She made a mental list of all the things that could go wrong; she threw 
everything on her bed for further inspection later.  
A rather new sensation flooded her body, quite unexpectedly, 'I'm still alive, I can move freely, 
there are people who understand me.' She paused for a minute or two, with an anxious face - 
as if listening to the viscerally-felt fear taking hold of her body again. 
‘An orphan at fifty, - do parents still matter then?’ Nobody had ever put voice to these words; 
she had hoped somebody would. People rather continued to stare at her at with embarrassment. 
She was so frightened to express her grief - she was comfortable with anger but being 
vulnerable, God forbid.  
Her mother had died on Mother's Day that year, unbelievable! Yes, it still was, and will be 
forever. Her daughter would do for her what family members do - Antigone completed a similar 
ritual: she buried somebody close to her; there was nobody else.  
Then an accident, three months later: a fractured leg, not so easy to deal with in a singleperson 
household. Judith chipped in again. She knew the latest agonizing news as well, - her friend’s 
full-time contract was being re-assessed. How frightening: decades of independent 
womanhood through steady employment at risk! 
She got prepared for what had to be done next: CV update, job interviews.  She travelled to 
suburbs far away, with the prospect of spending a lot of time stuck in peak traffic.  She realized 
she was out of practice with employment procedures. Things did not look promising. Then a 
happy phone-call from a fellow teacher: she got the job which they both had applied for. “There 
is a vacancy for a part-time position. Maybe this could be something to explore.”  
That’s what she did, and she felt grateful and hopeful after her initial contact was established 
but was left in limbo then - people would get in touch with her. ‘How/ When? It won't work...’ 
She arrived for her interview scheduled during morning recess. It was an hour before her 
journey to Tullamarine, and she started to feel rather nervous with three people hastily 
assembled as an interview committee going through the formalities.  
Suddenly she noticed that one of them really expressed an interest in her academic records, 
“What's this degree actually about? Tell us more..."  This made her feel better but she still 
thought,' I bet, they wait for somebody who's more suitable, better qualified.' She rushed out 
to be whisked to the airport by Judith, her trusty friend.  
A week before her return date, she received an email, " Your application has been 
successful." She flew home.  
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Late in 1986, a Silent Vigil for Peace was called in Victoria Square, Adelaide, South Australia; 
I took part in this Vigil, after I had experienced the Chernobyl Disaster (25-28 April 1986) in 
Germany. I was on exchange as a Science/Language teacher at Reynalla East High School, and 
Barrie Halcrow, a Quaker, was a music teacher at the same school. I have felt connected to 
Friends ever since but only got more involved in the Quakerly Way of Life since my retirement, 
a couple of years ago.  
In the Meeting for Learning Retreat Resource Book 2016-2017, I came across the following 
quote by Gerry Hughes (p. 26):  
“In the Bible it says, 365 times – ‘Do not be afraid,’ and the next most is, ‘I am with you.’” 
Most certainly, we can all relate to this – my story tries to encapsulate my own spiritual 
experience.  
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TURNING POINT   Sabine Erika 
 
So many turning points in my life.   Choosing just one is difficult but I will choose the day I 
realized that I was a lesbian. I was married for 16 years but in a marriage that became 
increasingly difficult to sustain. I stayed for the children, two boys who were delightful and 
ultimately very understanding. 
One day, after breakfast, I left the marriage. That night I slept in the car. I had told the boys I 
had to go and when I had a place they were welcome to join me. The older one did eventually 
while the younger one stayed to be with his father. 
I had been at the university studying for seven years and had always been attracted to the 
women with whom I mixed. I had joined the women’s movement and a delightful group called 
the Churches Commission on the Status of Women. We had organized a                                
conference, Women’s Liberation and the Church and I had edited an enquiry into the status of 
women in the church, so I had had lots of exposure to women which I enjoyed. 
Then one day I went to Adelaide for a Women and Labour Conference. I met and fell head 
over heels in passion with an older woman who had much experience with relationships with 
women. I loved it and we agreed to meet in Melbourne, in Rome and in London. I was going 
overseas for my sabbatical. After a whirlwind time together she announced that she was off to 
the USA to meet with a woman. I was devastated and sat on the concourse at Heathrow 
weeping. No one took any notice of me. 
On the way back to my digs I saw an ad for Sicily. I knew there was a women’s protest there 
outside a military base so I flew to Comiso and joined a group of women who sustained me. I 
had a delightful, if scary experience there one day. I was sitting on the toilet, enclosed on three 
sides but exposed at the front towards the bushes, when I looked up and there not far away was 
a man pointing a rifle at me. I called out and within minutes a  group of women had encircled 
the man, singing and slowly moving him back to the edge of the camp and out onto the road. 
That’s what I call transforming conflict. 
On my return to Australia I knew I could no longer pretend, loving women was my path in life 
from then on. I was lucky to eventually meet my partner, Myra, with whom I have journeyed 
for 33, sometimes stormy years. 
It was a turning point in my life of huge importance. I had discovered myself, my real self and 
it was a tremendous relief. At work as people realized, I found that I lost a bit of credibility as 
a member of the School committee, but most people were truly accepting. 
I have found that Friends have been  supportive with very few exceptions. I worked on a Quaker 
committee   which was campaigning                                                for   the repeal of the anti-
homosexual laws in NSW many years before this and most   Quakers supported us. It took 
some years to encourage Friends to support same sex relationships officially but it happened 
and it was a joyous day. 
I have travelled widely, mostly with Myra. She is not a Member but enjoys the Yearly Meetings 
we have attended together and the occasional Meeting for Worship at Woodford in the Blue 
Mountains. 
Quakers have been my other family apart from family and friends. My family have been mostly 
really accepting of my relationship and my woman loving status.  ‘Do you hate men?’ people 
have sometimes asked me. ‘No’ I reply, ‘I love women’.  I have  two beautiful sons, three 
grandsons as well as five granddaughters.  
One day I visited my mother who remarked that she believed there was something different 
about me. At first I protested that this was not the case but finally I told her I was a lesbian and 
had a friend. She said: ‘you are lucky. It will make you much more understanding in life.’ 
Years before when I was a teenager Mum had written in my birthday book ‘This above all, to 
thine own self be true.’ 
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At last I had found the way to fulfil this. 
 
 

 
 
Sabine’s parents were refugees from Nazi Germany and  came to Australia in March 1939. 
Soon afterwards they started attending Devonshire Street Meeting House for the orientation 
nights they ran for  newcomers. They joined Friends and Sabine and her sisters attended Sunday 
School in Devonshire Street. Sabine became a member of Friends in 1958. Sabine grew up in 
Beecroft NSW and eventually married and had two sons. Her university studies were in East 
Asian and Women’s Studies. Sabine was deeply involved in the anti Vietnam war movement, 
the women’s movement and drama. She has written, together with her writing group, two 
books, Mira’s Kitchen and Decent Exposure being life stories and life as fiction. She published 
The Silk Road after a journey along it with friends. Her Backhouse lecture was   A Journey into 
Feminism with Friends. 
Her book Travelling: my family and me will be released by Mountain Wildfire Press shortly. 
Together with her partner she founded the Blackheath Theatre Company. Both have written 
plays for the theatre. 
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EXITING A ROUNDABOUT  Anne Udy    
 

 ‘I’m glad’ slipped into my mind. Even as it did so, it felt wrong—blasphemous. Here, 
in this moment, was the greatest loss I could experience. How could I conceive such a concept? 

 I was beside the body my husband had just left. I was in no way joyful; but I was glad—
truly glad—that he had died at home. 

I had put my energy into the hope that I would not have to let him go to a nursing home. 
It was now ten years since his six-by-pass heart operation which brought on a stroke. The care 
had become too much for me and I had managed to find a carer to live with us five days a 
week. The day after she arrived and two days before he died she had told me that his health 
was so much worse than when she had previously seen him, she would not be able to help us 
after this first week. 

 Now he had died peacefully in the bedroom we had shared for the last twenty years of 
our fifty-three year marriage. 

 My husband, Jim, had given my life the chance to flow through greener pastures than I 
could have imagined. Certainly, we had not always agreed; we came from dissimilar 
backgrounds. However, we bumped our way through the differences to smoother trails which 
lead to destinations neither of us could have discovered  on our own. 

 During our married life I had been involved—on the one hand—with children (we had 
six) and housekeeping. At the same time I was—as it were—the unpaid curate in a Methodist 
and, later, a Uniting Church.  

 Both participations were privileges I valued. Although the two together could prove 
almost too much, Jim was always supportive and it certainly gave variety to life.  

 I found it particularly rewarding to work with my husband. While my mother had 
nothing to do with my father’s job, I was enriched by being part of the pursuits which 
challenged and energised Jim. 

When he needed my care, it was not only my job, but my deepest desire to look after 
the person who had given so much to me. 

 But when he died, I was in limbo. What was my purpose now? What was I meant to 
do? 

I was a mother and a grandmother; that was a bonus. I could receive and give support. 
What a blessing the family was for me! But I felt the need of something more. 

 Like the driver of a car who reaches a roundabout but does not know which exit to take 
and keeps on circling, I spent three years trying to work out a purpose for my days. 

 I continued my practise of attending silent retreats. I visited various groups. I tried 
things quite foreign to my known skills. 

 I—basically a non-sewer—took up quilting and made an amazing (to me) quilt for my 
bed. I called it a crazy hexagon quilt. It has about sixty different materials—with no two 
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hexagons having exactly the same combination. This took me the three years to complete and 
was great grief therapy. However, it was not something which could fill my future. 

 Eventually I remembered that I was a poet, a writer, at least an apprentice wordsmith. 
In 1978 I had been one of the founding members of a poetry group which, I discovered, was 
still in existence. I set myself to go back to writing—joined the NSW Writers and rejoined the 
poetry group.  

 
HOLDING  UP  THE  SKY 

 

The house stands in the midst  

of a small garden, totally enclosed by bush. 

It’s like a dream to sit here on this porch, to gaze 

at trees that stand like pillars—holding up the sky— 

not bulldozed for a road to carry tanks or chopped  

up hungrily for precious fuel. 

If we stay here, the sky will not fall in; 

those still alive will find a way to smile— 

may even find a way to dance again. 

 

A bird trills to his friends and they 

reply with the same lilting line 

which he began. There is no other sound.  

Except for birdsong, all is still— 

no guns, no angry shouting and no screams. 

If it’s a dream, oh, do not let it end. 

       Anne B. Udy 

 
Anne B. Udy was born in OHIO and came to Australia with her husband and first child in 1953 
She cannot remember when she was not writing poetry. She often bumps into a poem when 
she is out walking – which is one of her favourite activities. 
As well as poetry, she has written short stories, self published a novel, and is working on a 
memoir. She especially likes writing verses for her great-granddaughters. 
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TURNING POINT              Myra Hutton    
 
Turning points are opportunities, that occur in our lives, how we manage these opportunities 
and the impact they have on our lives, and the lives of others around us.  
All our lives are filled with turning points, from the moment we wake in the morning until we 
go to sleep at night. But the thing that affects our life is which way we turn. 
December 1972, I had come over from New Zealand for six weeks to visit friends in Sydney, 
and then we were going to go on a four weeks road trip to, Alice Springs Ayers Rock, The 
Olgas and Kings Canyon in January. My friends had to work a couple more weeks before their 
annual leave, so I amused myself exploring Sydney and the surrounds, I went to the Eastern 
Beaches, the Northern Beaches the almost completed Opera House, and many other wonderful 
sites that this Great City had to offer. * 
My friends lived at North Bondi, so one day I decided to catch the bus into the city and walk 
from George St to North Bondi. The route I would take would be up Liverpool Street, Oxford 
Street and down Bondi Road to the Beach. 
It was a beautiful warm day as one would expect in Sydney at that time of the year. As I crossed 
over Flinders street at Taylors Square, I could see there was a group of people around long 
tables set up between Darlinghurst Road and Victoria Street, there were Nuns at the tables and 
on the street talking with people. As I got closer one of the Nuns came up to me and said they 
were recruiting people to train as nurses at St. Vincent’s Hospital, she said they belong to the 
Sacred Heart Order, and although they had been expecting a group of nurses from South 
America they had not arrived as yet, and the hospital was critically understaffed. I replied in 
my most flippant voice, “Well you wont want me, because I’m already a registered nurse in 
New Zealand.” She grabbed my arm turned towards the table and yelled, “I’ve got one!” I tried 
to break free because I thought she had lost her mind, but she held me in a vice like grip until 
one of the other Nuns from behind the table came over and introduced herself as Sister Mary. 
She said to me. “Do you have a job?” I told her I was on holiday from New Zealand, and was 
due to return to work mid-February, and that I was not registered to work in Australia. She 
asked me if I had my registration book with me, when I said yes, she said she could have me 
registered in NSW by the end of the day.  
I was still trying to shake myself free from my captor when Sister Mary said “I can make you 
an offer that I know you will find difficult to refuse.” And she was right. 
The offer was over $200 a fortnight full board and lodgings including laundry, uniforms and 
my choice of shifts for the first six months. 
I said I would have to think about it, as I had a holiday organised, she said that was fine, she 
knew I was hooked. By four o’clock I was registered to work in NSW as an RN I had a room 
in the Nurses home, and been fitted for uniforms  
That was a turning point in my life, I worked there for eight years, and although I go back to 
NZ often I have never gone back to live. 
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Myra Hutton  was born in New Zealand growing up in Waihi and Auckland. She trained as a 
nurse in both new Zealand and Australia and holds a number of certificates in areas of nursing 
including the general, psychiatric, developmentally disabled, drug and alcohol certificates. In 
her later years of nursing she worked in the area of geriatric care where she was 
much  appreciated and loved by the elderly. Myra has travelled widely, sings in a local choir, 
plays the saxophone and together with her partner Sabine started the local theatre in 
Blackheath. She is currently working on a collection of poems written by her grandfather. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 12 

ARRIVAL IN AUSTRALIA 1968    Carol Holden 
 
“Mum! Dad! Today I did it! I handed in my notice! No more teaching at Manakau Intermediate! 
Thank   god! Sandra and Wilf   have said I can stay with them in Sydney if I want to come 
too!”  
This was the starting point.  A time when I threw caution and expectations to the four winds 
and followed my dream of seeing the big, wide world. 
Beginning with a flight to Sydney where I was totally seduced by the gorgeous sundrenched 
beaches and the heat. I arrived at the end of August and we seemed to be in perpetual summer 
mode. Sydney Opera house unfinished but amazing, jutting out into the harbour, double decker 
trains and buses! I’d never seen anything like it. 
 
My first job was a real trap. Glamour Homes - my introduction to the dark side of a big city. 
Fast talking, fast selling, confidence men, nightlife and clubs.  Evenings out with Yvette from 
the office, Tom the manager 32 years of age and  married 3 times already.  Nightclubs; “Twenty 
Six”  “Feathers”, “The Carlton Rex” all exciting, crowded, hectic and popular. Tom and Yvette 
smoked marijuana and took frequent trips to the toilets for cocaine and heroin doses. Yvette 
loved drugs; she had just turned 17 and left home when she was 15. She told me I hadn’t lived 
until I tried out a high. 
Here it was. Another life to lead. Sex, Drugs and Rock & Roll. 
 
No wages! After a month I came to my senses but I had experienced some wild night life in 
clubs and pubs, tried out fabulous cocktails, Kings Cross night clubs, eaten in Italian and Greek 
restaurants, met up with Americans on R&R from Vietnam, Aussie mercenaries from other 
war zones,  devotees of free love and flower power  and drug dens. 
 Now   back to the tried and true teaching jobs.  At  Randwick Primary school I was interviewed 
by two detectives on the trail of a pedophile who had been spotted chatting up two little girls 
from my classroom. I worked in Balmain where the former teacher had had a mental 
breakdown but I didn’t find this out for a while.  
 
In Balmain the children were tough. Swearing was common. At me and in front of me.  If  we 
got on the wrong side of some of these twelve year old boys and girls  the car tyres might be 
slashed,; there were hints of big brothers  or fathers in jail for murder  waiting  to beat you up 
and worse. 
My refuge was the Teachers’ Staff room, an isolated brick building in the middle of the asphalt 
wasteland. Here I would swallow a couple of valium and wait for the caretaker to trail me up 
the 3 flights of stairs to the classroom where   windows   were barred, otherwise  the kids would 
have climbed out. After checking that chairs were up on desks so he could sweep up I’d unlock 
the door,  
 
Always the beaches beckoned.  I lived in a share house in Bondi. We lived for our weekends 
sun baking and swimming. I’d dive into the huge breakers and time it to escape being rolled 
into the sandy bottom. 
 
In Sydney I was free. I could go anywhere, do anything. Coming from a country of three million 
to one of twelve million. From the city of  Auckland with three hundred thousand to the city 
of Sydney  with three million; the entire population of New Zealand. And Australia was so 
vast!  
Wanderlust was in my blood and from New South Wales  I took the first opportunity to head 
North to Surfers Paradise and the Gold Coast. Spectacular lightning storms split the black night 
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skies as we drove the thirteen hour trip taking turns when we grew tired. Fran & I had packed 
our bikinis,  shifts, a towel  each and a two man tent.  
 

 
 
About Me. I’m a member of Melbourne City Meeting and also Mornington  Recognised 
Meeting. I live in Mornington where we moved eight years ago from St Kilda in Melbourne. I 
loved living in Melbourne. It was Marvellous Melbourne for both of us; our second choice of 
country when Canada would not accept us as immigrants  though we were eligible in all ways 
but  one, failing to have $250,000.00 in our bank accounts at that time. 
Australia was a return for both of us as we had lived and worked here, off and on since 1968. 
Many adventures since that time have signalled “Turning Points” of many kinds and led us into 
lives of discovery, growing up and growing old. 
I describe one memorable “Turning Point” which we talked about in our Winter School. 
Coming to Australia was a “Turning Point“ for many of us. 
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TURNING POINT   David Evans 
 
1973: a phone call from my boss in Canberra. Would I like to apply for a WHO Fellowship for 
a month long training program in Singapore?   
Would I?  Why wouldn’t I? 
I993.  
Appointed first medical director of the Sexual Health Unit in Tasmania in Hobart. 
1996.  
We left Tasmania and I spent my preretirement back in Diagnostic Medical Pathology in Cairns 
before returning to hometown Adelaide after 40 years away. 
The tail had wagged the dog.  
The Commonwealth Pathology Laboratory in Hobart was a general medical laboratory serving 
the Repatriation Hospital, country and general practitioners, and the Red Cross. 
The Singapore adventure was being taught diagnostic tests for the standard venereal diseases 
with representative Pathologists for countries around the Pacific Rim.  I learnt that second 
language Hong Kong English was different from that of Singapore and Malaysia, etc. There 
was someone there from Cambodia, just before Pol Pot. The course was led by two ferocious 
women from Atlanta Georgia. 
On returning to Hobart I discovered there was no-one interested in Venereology so I 
volunteered clinical services twice a week.  Tests for the diseases proliferated.  Culturing and 
identifying different types of Herpes viruses; testing for Hepatitis B (and C later); and then 
came along HIV/AIDS.    
During a locum in Saudi Arabia doing Histopathology my lecture contribution was on venereal 
herpes in a place where proof of diagnosis might have serious social consequences. A lecture 
in Hobart on testing for Hepatitis B attracted much attention as it was a newly identified 
disease.  Then the AIDS/HIV era began. Our laboratory started the testing program, and I 
became chairman of the HIV/AIDS advisory committee.  
Then began a demanding and exciting period at the beginning of the world wide spread of 
HIV/AIDS. 
A Commonwealth Scholarship gave me a five week tour of AIDS Centres in Europe, meeting,  
WHO authorities in Geneva;  Luc Montagnier (who first grew the virus) in Paris; various 
centres in England including Newcastle where the Hematologist who treated Hemophilia 
patients was letting parents know that his chosen therapy of pooled plasma for Hemophilia will 
have passed on much more HIV transfusion infections than the alternative single donor 
treatments. Then attendance at the first African AIDS Conference in Belgium (where African 
AIDS was discovered), and where I was the only Australian present. 
Back in Hobart informing all and sundry about the impending epidemic became a prime 
responsibility. The first cases in Tasmania were amongst the Red Cross donors in Launceston 
where close siblings in a large Dutch family had received their infection by vertical (mother to 
baby) transmission. 
My wife Topsy was involved too in educational aspects and went to Myanmar to give a lecture 
on Women with AIDS at their first HIV Conference. 
Some compliments have come my way. Just before departing Tasmania there was a GP 
Seminar and I spoke about sexually transmitted diseases. A female general practitioner said,  I 
could listen to you talking about STD’s all day. 
At the farewell party they gave me a silver wine mug inscribed, Father of Sexual Health. 
Topsy got her AM for work in multiple avenues before leaving Tasmania.  
My OAM followed 20 years later.  
Someone remembered. 
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David Evans and his wife Topsy discovered Quakers in 1969 when they moved to Tasmania 
and enrolled their children Susan aged 9, Rowena aged 7, and John aged 5, at the Friends school 
in Hobart. Retiring from his career as a Medical Pathologist and Sexual Health Physician in 
2004 he began studies with the Humanities Department (Peace Studies) of the University of 
New England in New South Wales. After completing his Ph D on Romance Tragedy of Romeo 
and Juliet Style in India and Nepal 1993-2013, he published a small book entitled Honour and 
Love? Marriage for Peace which is available on the net free to download at 
(www.ddeevans.org). He presented his thesis material at the APPRA (Asia Pacific Peace 
Research Association) Conference in Kathmandu in 2015. 
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TURNING POINT    Jim Palmer     
 
We don’t know these things at the time, but it was a turning point for me when I encountered 
the Silver Wattle Quaker Centre near Bungendore, N.S.W. I know the date. It was Wednesday 
the 18th of the 11th month 2009.  
At that time I was living alone, being widowed and retired. I had the independence and freedom 
to choose how and where I spent my time; I was my own boss. I drove to Silver Wattle to take 
part in a “Quaker Tapestry Experience”. I am not a stitcher, but the blurb said: “We invite 
stitchers, researchers, artists, historians, futurists, designers and other talented Friends to join us at the 
Australian Quaker Centre for a week of creative thinking and some practical doing.”  
Just two months previously I had attended a tapestry workshop in Kendal, UK along with some 
dedicated Australian Quaker stitchers and I was keen to follow up on this.   
I enjoyed my time with the tapestry group, but it was the experience of being at Silver Wattle 
that left a lasting impression on me. I warmed to the remoteness, to the beauty, to the land, and 
to being, albeit briefly, in a Quaker community. I knew I wanted to return.  
I love my home in Melbourne. I love my community in Melbourne. However Silver Wattle 
provides me with a contrast, a place of retreat and refreshment.  
When I am at Silver Wattle I can more easily connect with my spiritual side. How is being at 
Silver Wattle different for me from being at home in Melbourne?  
There is the land. The land around Silver Wattle feels so old that it is almost timeless. There 
is the lake bed, a flat area, (when the water recedes), which covers more than a hundred square 
Kilometres. It wasn’t always flat. It was once a ‘normal’ valley which filled up as silt washed 
down from the hillsides. Weereewa (Lake George) is an endorheic lake, i.e. it has no outflow 
into rivers or oceans. Drilling studies have shown that the sediment is up to 250 meters thick. 
The scarp is old too. Certainly it slowly erodes, but in a different timescale to the one of my 
existence.  
The climate, the weather and the seasons. When I am at Silver Wattle, I am aware of the 
weather. Was the sky clear at sunrise? Were there clouds? Was there mist or fog and how long 
did it take to clear? Is it windy? What direction does the wind come from. Is it a good day for 
the washing to dry. Maybe it’s too windy to hang sheets on the clothes lines. The seasons 
influence how one plans one’s day. In the winter, the best time to be outside is the middle of 
the day. In the summer, the middle of the day is siesta time.  
The rhythm of the day. The day at Silver Wattle follows a defined rhythm. There is a Meeting 
for Worship after breakfast from 8:45 to 9:30. The exception is on Sunday when M f W is held 
for an hour from 11am. I like Sunday to be differentiated from the other days. Each day ends 
with an epilogue, often led by an elder, which lasts for about 30 minutes.  
The community. Silver Wattle has resident directors who live on-site. There may be others 
who are there for some weeks or months. Others come for a course, an event, or just for a day 
or two. But those who are there form a community. The community takes meals together and 
shares the chores. If there is an event on, then a cook is employed, but even then, tables need 
to be set and cleared, and dishes need to be washed.  
The simplicity. These days, some Friends see the testimony to simplicity as requiring them to 
declutter their homes. They should restrict and reduce the quantity of their possessions. Friends 
in the past saw simplicity as requiring them to declutter their minds and their lifestyle. While I 
am at Silver Wattle it seems much easier to declutter my ways and to follow the advice given 
by early Friends.  
“It is our tender and Christian advice that Friends take care to keep to truth and plainness, in language, 
habit, deportment, and behaviour; that the simplicity of truth in these things may not wear out or be lost 
in our days, nor in those of posterity; and to avoid pride and immodesty in apparel, and all vain superfluous 
fashions of the world.” – Printed Epistle London YM 1691.  
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Feeling useful. When I am at Silver Wattle I try to make myself useful. There is always plenty 
to do. The jobs rather depend on the season and the community. In the summer, there may be 
watering to do. In the winter there may be firewood to collect or split and fires to attend to. 
Sometimes I get up early and cook porridge for breakfast. At other times I get the bread maker 
going. Or I might help with the dishes or hang out the washing, feed the chickens or take the 
kitchen scraps to the compost or worm farm. The vegetable tunnels and the fruit trees may need 
attention. Perhaps I’ll be needed to drive to the airport or railway station and collect or drop 
off guests.  
My home is still in Melbourne, but frequent stays at Silver Wattle enable me to lead what I 
regard as a more ‘balanced’ lifestyle and consequently a fuller life. .  
  

 

Jim can trace his Quaker ancestry on his mother’s side back to the seventeenth century. He 
grew up in Sydney, and when he was young his mother occasionally took her two sons to 
Meeting at Devonshire Street. It was only when Wahroonga Meeting started up, when Jim was 
about 12, that the family began attending Meeting regularly. Jim was an active JYF when the 
first Australia Yearly Meeting was held in Sydney in 1964.  

After completing a university degree, Jim taught mathematics in a state high school, but he 
wasn’t suited to teaching and went travelling in India, Africa, England and USA. On return he 
trained in information technology and worked in IT for more than twenty years. In 1983 Jim 
moved to Melbourne having been offered a job with a large retailer. He connected with the 
Meeting in Melbourne and took on a number of roles, serving as RM Clerk, Treasurer and on 
many committees. In 1985 Jim married Angela, who had grown up children. Angela passed 
away in January 2005.   

Jim is now in a partnership with Helen Bayes. Helen &  Jim ‘found each other’ at Silver Wattle.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cartoon for a Silver Wattle tapestry panel designed by Robin Sinclair. 
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TURNING POINT     Richard Griffiths 
 
"Not how the world is, is the mystical, but that it is." 
Ludwig Wittgenstein, Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus 6.44. 
 
The first time I encountered what Buddhist writer Stephen Batchelor terms ‘the everyday 
sublime’ was while walking down a narrow lane at the age of eighteen, returning very late to 
my college room from a student party. It was winter, the night air crisp and cold. In that 
darkness, with high college walls looming on both sides and the sky above dense with stars, I 
felt a vertiginous sense of the vastness of the universe and the smallness of my place in it. But 
despite the immensity of the darkness above, it wasn't a lonely feeling to be looking up at the 
infinite. I had a reassuring sense that if there was no comforting fatherly divinity up there or 
out there in the great cold universe, nevertheless, here I was, tiny but alive, sentient, 
experiencing this moment of infinity. An ordinary miracle. 
Many people have similar experiences. A moment such as this might arrive and then pass 
unremarked upon, never to be thought of again. Or it might be a turning point in a person's life. 
It might come to be understood as a moment of enlightenment or revelation, or as philosopher 
William James put it, a religious experience. But the Western tradition perhaps puts too much 
emphasis on the specialness of these particular categories, 'religious' and 'experience'. These 
moments are in a sense quite ordinary. What do they reveal, really? They don't in themselves 
cause transformation, for as the title of Jack Kornfield's book on the spiritual life reminds the 
reader: After the Ecstasy, the Laundry. 
 
The second time I felt an experience of this sort was much later in my life. I had aged fourteen 
years, got married and had young children, then moved to Australia. One afternoon I was 
walking on the sandstone ridge high above our house on the Hawkesbury River, just North of 
Sydney. It was the height of summer, and an intense heat was reverberating from the rocks. 
There was an incredible aliveness to the bush, something I could never have imagined in my 
old life back in the UK. While the cicadas were busy driving the air to a frenzy of sound, the 
ground itself seemed to be humming with its own energy. I reached the flat rocks at the summit. 
They were engraved with mundoes, those footprint-like marks carved into the stone by elders 
whose culture I barely knew and certainly did not understand. As I stood there bathed in the 
heat of the early evening, a wedge-tailed eagle circled effortlessly on the currents of air directly 
above my head, and again I had the sense that the universe somehow held me in its embrace, 
not lovingly, but not fearfully either. Whatever mystery this was all around me, I knew that I 
was a part of it, not separate from the energy of this place but sustained by it. The heat felt not 
oppressive but immersive. Whatever power made all this was also in every moment making 
me. The feeling, though intense as the day's heat, did not last long. When I looked up again, 
the eagle was gone. Everything had changed into itself.  
I have had three such moments of enigmatic insight in my life. Following William James, I 
might indeed be constrained to call them 'religious experiences'. Alternatively, following Zen 
Buddhist tradition they might perhaps be termed 'kenshō': seeing one’s own nature, beyond the 
concepts of experience and experiencer. 
The third moment of epiphany came another dozen and more years later, as recently as last 
September. The event was so mundane that I have forgotten where it happened. There were no 
distant stars above or ancient rocks beneath. The sublime was truly everyday. I might have 
been walking through the city streets of central Sydney or sitting on a bus at the traffic lights. 
What I do remember is that I experienced a clear sense of a world full of mysteries, even amid 
the ordinary and the everyday. I realised that though I have been searching my whole life, I 
would never have answers, never get to the bottom of my own existence, because it is literally 
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beyond me. I realised that – at least for me and my short lifespan – life itself is fundamentally 
without explanation. Or that even if there are explanations to be had, there is something yet 
further, beyond all explanation, and that in any case, this attempting to think it all out was 
exactly what I wasn't going to resolve in my lifetime. I felt very strongly that I needed to pay 
attention to this mystery, not to let it go unremarked upon, not merely to try to categorise it but 
to pay my respects to it somehow. And as I was feeling this I also felt very clearly that the 
silence of Quaker worship, which I had experienced only a couple of times in my life, was a 
place where this might happen. I can’t really explain where this compulsion came from, but it 
reverberated like a drop of water on the surface of a still pond.  
Since then I have been attending the Friends meeting in Sydney whenever I can. When I was 
younger I would have regarded an hour of sitting silently as something of a challenge. Now 
though it is a welcome opportunity to still my racing thoughts, to become receptive to the 
people in the room whom I am gradually coming to know, to the stillness between us and to 
the half-hidden stillness within me. In another sense, it is a challenge: what does this stillness 
invite; what does it require? These questions may not have definitive answers but staying with 
them may help to clarify the course not only of an hour but of a life. 
There is no real moral to this story. Almost nothing has changed, so why do I feel as though 
this constitutes a turning point? Since becoming more involved with the community based at 
Devonshire Street I have seen that there is a great affection for the words of the Quaker 
‘Advices and Queries’, which I too am now appreciating. One phrase is particularly striking: 
“do not be afraid to say what you have found and what you value”. This phrase echoes the 
well-known question put by the early Quaker George Fox when Margaret Fell first encountered 
him in Ulverston: “You will say, ‘Christ saith this, and the apostles say this;’ but what canst 
thou say?” That is what I am learning to do here. It may not be much, but it is really mine. 
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Richard Griffiths grew up in the UK, married an Australian and has lived in the Sydney region 
for the last seventeen years. Having been a Methodist minister in Scotland and Oxford, and 
having practiced Buddhist meditation since the age of eighteen, he has recently found a 
spiritual home among Quakers.  
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Turning point: an Indigenous experience  Brian Harlech-Jones 

 
During mid-2007, Marie and I migrated to Australia. Among the many aspects of our new life 
about which we learned, and to which we had to adjust, was the complicated relationship 
between Indigenous people and other Australians. To learn more, for thirteen months during 
2011-12, we worked as co-CEOs in a remote Indigenous settlement in the Kimberley region of 
Western Australia.  
 
It was a great turning point because, ever since, through reading, writing, discussion, and 
reflection, I have been trying to understand what I experienced.  As you will see from what 
follows, I did not ‘resolve’ the situation—not even in my own mind. However, I did gain deeper 
understandings. 
 
In an early attempt to make sense of our experiences, about four months after we began working 
in the settlement, I wrote the following in my diary: ‘It is difficult to imagine two cultures that 
are more widely opposed than Mainstream Australia and Aboriginal Australia. Mainstream 
Australia has an unemployment rate of about 5%, while here almost everyone is on welfare 
and is happy to be on it in perpetuity. While Mainstream Australia values regular, steady work, 
here it is very difficult to get workers and it is impossible to keep them working steadily for 
more than one or two weeks at a time, if that. Mainstream Australia is highly literate, well 
educated, and values education and skills, while here, truancy is rife, school drop-out is the 
norm, literacy rates are very low, and most people do not value education (or, rather, they don’t 
value ‘formal’, school-based education). Most people in Mainstream Australia plan for the 
future, through careers, savings, superannuation funds, investments, property ownership, re-
skilling, etc., while here, life is lived for the moment, time has little meaning, and planning for 
the future is about as foreign as life on Mars. So what are the ‘positives’ and values of 
Aboriginal Australia, as seen here? Here, people care deeply about families and family ties. 
Generations live together and want to be together. People love to visit and socialize with each 
other and with other Aboriginal communities, which they mainly do at sports carnivals—the 
men love ‘footy’ and the women love basketball—and at funerals, as well as at Law and Culture 
events.’ 
 
When we arrived in the settlement, like most outsiders, the one thing that we knew about 
Indigenous people was that they are 'disadvantaged'.  In fact, in ‘Majority’ Australia, 
‘Indigenous’ connotes closely with ‘disadvantage’. In the settlement, it was easy to understand 
why this is the case: even a casual visitor could see the overt signs of disadvantage (or should 
that be ‘dysfunction’?) everywhere in the settlement. Filth and rubbish lay around everywhere; 
abandoned appliances and vehicles littered the roads and yards while many of the ‘serviceable’ 
vehicles were rickety and decrepit; there were high-security, anti-theft measures in places such 
as the store, the offices, and the workshop; many of the inhabitants were dirty and unkempt; 
packs of dogs, some quite menacing, roamed around freely; there were signs of numerous acts 
of vandalism; children roamed the streets when they should have been at school; and many of 
the houses looked battered and dilapidated.  
 
With time and greater immersion, outsiders become acquainted with the deeper types of 
disadvantage/dysfunction, such as illiteracy, unhealthy lifestyles, chronic diseases, disregard 
of the law, alcohol abuse, violence, welfare dependency, and factionalism.  
 



 22 

Far from being unique to one settlement, the conditions that I have described above are found 
in many remote Indigenous settlements throughout Australia, according to what I have heard 
and read.  
Observation One: Most of these deleterious conditions, such as vandalism, destruction, and 
unhealthy lifestyles, are not the fault of the ‘government’ or the authorities, as is often portrayed 
in documentaries. External forces or agencies do not compel people to live like this. 
 
Some observers, including media sources, accuse State and Federal government agencies of 
not doing enough to improve the situation. However, so much money and so many resources 
are already being poured into remote settlements that it is likely that the tipping point into 
steadily diminishing returns was reached some time ago. In other words, in my opinion, 
nowadays each additional dollar that is spent achieves less than the previous dollar, and so on. 
Here, let me list the funding and services that were allocated to the settlement, which had a 
population of only about 200 people all told. When I refer to an ‘unknown budget’, I mean that 
the figures are not readily available, or that I could not (or did not find it necessary to) calculate 
them at the time: 
 
• Federal funding of about $240 000 p.a. for 'municipal services' from the Department of 
Families, Housing, Community Services and Indigenous Affairs; 
• About $75 000 p.a. from the Federally-funded National Job Creation Program; 
• About $70 000 p.a. to operate the community telecentre; 
• About $70 000 p.a. for care for the elderly, including the 'Meals on Wheels' program; 
• An unknown budget to provide electricity at a subsidized rate for residents, with no 
charge for sewage and water; 
• An unknown budget for the community clinic, which was permanently staffed by two 
nurses, and was visited by a doctor once a week and by various specialists regularly; 
• Provision and supervision of housing to community members at a rent of $50 per week 
per unit, with an unknown budget for repairs (which were frequently necessary, because of the 
high rate of vandalism and abuse of facilities) and renovations; 
• An unknown budget for various welfare payments, remembering that almost every 
qualifying member of the community was on welfare, which they called 'sit-down pay'; 
• An unknown budget for free elementary-level schooling at the community school, with 
completely subsidized secondary school education in metropolitan areas, including student 
allowances and quarterly flights to and from the school; 
• An unknown budget for the salary, transportation, and housing of the youth worker; 
• Regular upgrading of the community airstrip. 
 
In addition, there were substantial once-off expenditures. For instance, during our first months 
in the job we supervised the completion of a roofed basketball court to which Lottery West had 
donated $150 000, as well as the completion of an upgrade to the community airstrip, which 
was funded by a grant of $40 000 from the Regional Airports Development Scheme. At the 
same time, the youth center was being upgraded with a grant of $200 000 from the department 
of the Attorney-General. Furthermore, during our last months in the job, a construction 
company with a team of more than twenty on-site workers began renovating 36 community 
houses. ‘Renovating’ meant stripping each house down to a shell, and then completely 
reconstructing and refurbishing each dwelling. In addition, a Federal-funded widening and 
resurfacing of the airfield was about to commence at the time of our departure, as was the 
construction of a new rubbish tip. 
 
There would be other budget items and services that I cannot recall.  
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An indication of overall financial allocation is given by Hughes and Hughes (2012), who stated 
that ‘about $100,000 per person per year is now spent by governments on each indigenous 
person living on indigenous lands.’ 
 
Observation Two: There probably isn’t much more that official bodies, such as state and 
federal governments, can do by way of spending and programs, to improve the situation. The 
‘solution’ lies elsewhere. 
 
It is as clear as daylight that many communities are experiencing severe dissonance and stress. 
It appears likely that the state of mind that Maggie White describes in her report on conditions 
in Western Australia’s Fitzroy Valley east of Broome, applies far more widely. She writes: ‘In 
traumatised populations such as those that have experienced war, dispossession and other 
catastrophic events the whole spectrum of attachment styles gets shifted towards the insecure. 
Instead of a majority with secure attachment styles, there develops a majority who do not see 
the world as a fundamentally good place. The levels of suicidal despair and other mental 
distress in the Fitzroy Valley would point to that shift as having already taken place.‘ 
[White’s emphasis] (White, 2011: 15) 
 
The overall picture is one in which many members of a cultural group that operated in self-
sufficient autonomy for scores of thousands of years and who once evinced the ‘fearless 
courage and proud demeanour which a life of independence and freedom always inspires’ 
(Eyre, 1845, Chapter 8), nowadays are in a state of troubled and unproductive dependency from 
which there seems to be no way out. 
 
Observation Three: All the signs are that residents of many remote communities, and perhaps 
many residents of less-remote places, are severely troubled and distressed. 
 
I have read extensively in early journals and reports, from those written by Cook and Banks 
(i.e. pre-First Fleet), through the many produced during the early settlement period, to those 
that were written by explorers and officials up to the mid-19th Century.  My conclusion—which 
is very far from original!—is that the ‘dislocation’ of Indigenous people began with European 
settlement.  
 
To understand why indigenous people have been so severely affected by the contact process, 
it needs to be emphasized that European effect on Indigenous people has been long-lasting and 
relentless, stretching over generations. It is important to say this because few non-indigenous 
Australians have experienced anything that can even remotely be compared with the searing 
experiences of Indigenous people. Even the most sympathetic non-indigenous Australians will 
find it difficult to understand just how harrowing are the effects of injustice, oppression, and 
dispossession—especially when the process is prolonged, affecting generation after generation.  
For instance, as long ago as 1845, less than 60 years after the First Fleet arrived, John Eyre 
expressed his concern at the treatment that the indigenous inhabitants were suffering at the 
hands of Europeans. Eyre made the following points (Chapter 9): the presence of Europeans in 
Indigenous territory was 'altogether an act of intrusion and aggression’; Europeans occupied 
the best land, thus driving the indigenous people into inferior localities; and the settlers had 
grievously injured Indigenous people 'by dispossessing them of their lands, by occupying their 
waters, and by depriving them of their supply of food'. The result, wrote Eyre, was that 'They 
[the Indigenous people] are strangers in their own land, and possess no longer the usual means 
of procuring their daily subsistence.' These words were written about 170 years ago, after which 
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the injustice, oppression, and dispossession continued for at least another one hundred years. 
It was a prolonged, All-encompassing, and relentless process.  
 
In fact, Eyre was so shocked that he proposed the following: ‘Surely if we acknowledge the 
first principle of justice, or if we admit the slightest claims of humanity on behalf of these 
debased, but harshly treated people, we are bound, in honour and in equity, to afford them that 
subsistence which we have deprived them of the power of providing for themselves.’  
 
It also needs to be recognized that Indigenous people have not only been ‘colonized’ but have 
also been ‘occupied’.  Here, I am distinguishing between acts of colonization that last for a 
limited period of time, whether long or short, after which the colonizer withdraws and, on the 
other hand, long-term or permanent settlement by the colonizers. To illustrate: most of the 
colonized regions of the British Empire experienced relatively ‘short-term colonization’: for 
instance, Britain controlled most of its African colonies for 80 years or less before it withdrew, 
leaving behind independent countries, while some parts of the Raj, such as regions of northern 
Pakistan, were colonized for less than 60 years. However, ‘colonization’ becomes ‘occupation’ 
when the colonizers become ‘settlers’. If the colonizers are inferior in numbers, as was the case 
in Southern Africa then, in time and usually after a struggle, the oppressed majority will usually 
be able to liberate itself from the control of the ‘settler’ minority.  However, indigenous 
‘liberation’ is unlikely in countries such as Canada, the USA, and Australia, where the ‘settlers’ 
significantly outnumber the indigenous peoples. In Australia, for instance, Indigenous people 
comprise less than 2.5% of the overall population. In view of these demographics, not to 
mention other political and economic factors, ‘liberation’ for Indigenous people is 
impossible—unless perhaps it is the form of ‘liberation’ that is modeled on the advice that one 
of the characters gives in Joseph Conrad’s novel Lord Jim when he says, ‘The way is, to the 
destructive element submit yourself; and by the exertion of your hands and your feet in the 
water make the deep sea hold you up’.  
 
Observation Four: The ‘dislocation’ and ‘dissonance’ that many Indigenous people 
experience, is a direct result of European settlement. 
 
With my limitations in experience and vision, I don’t have any solutions. However, I do know 
that solutions will only come about through initiatives of Indigenous people. Other Australians 
can prompt, support, uphold, and provide resources—these are important, even vital, to 
success—but they cannot energize and lead. Only Indigenous people can do that. 
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Brian and Marie Harlech-Jones were born, raised, and married in South Africa. They have also 
lived and worked in Namibia (of which they were citizens), Canada, Pakistan, and Vietnam. 
During 2007, they migrated to Australia, and became citizens during 2009. 
Brian, who is now retired, is a former academic who still likes to write. 
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Australian	Journals,	Newsletters	and	Pamphlets	

• The	 Australian	 Friend	is	 our	 quarterly	 journal	 which	 is	
available	online	or	as	a	printed	version.	

• Our	National	Secretary	produces	a	monthly	newsletter,	which	
is	posted	or	emailed	free	to	members	and	regular	attenders.	
To	subscribe,	contact	our	national	office.		

• All	Regional	 Meetings	also	produce	 monthly	 newsletters.	
These	are	usually	displayed	in	the	Meeting	House,	and	some	
are	available	online.	

• Various	Quaker	pamphlets	explain	aspects	of	Quaker	 faith	
and	practice	within	Australia	and	are	available	for	browsing	
or	printing	out.	
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Australian	Publications	

• Advices	 and	 Queries		[Australia	 Yearly	 Meeting,	 2008,	 18	
pages]	 contains	 pieces	 of	 wisdom	 as	 well	 as	 challenging	
questions	on	spiritual	and	temporal	issues	for	us	to	consider.	
You	can	also	access	a	PDF	of	this	document	here:	Australian	
Advices	and	Queries	and	and	you	may	also	purchase	copies	
through	Quaker	publications.	

• Backhouse	 Lectures	are	 public	 lectures	 on	 contemporary	
issues	delivered	annually	at	the	national	gathering	of	Quakers	
in	 Australia.	 Backhouse	 Lectures	 from	 1964	 to	 the	 current	
lecture	 may	 be	 found	here.	 Lectures	 from	 2008-2016	 can	
also	be	purchased	in	print	form	at	Quaker	Publications.	

• Handbook	 of	 Practice	 &	 Procedure	 in	 Australia,	[6th	 ed,	
2011]	describes	the	organisational	framework	of	the	Society	
in	 Australia	 and	 contains	 guidelines	 on	 the	 conduct	 of	 the	
component	 parts	 of	 the	 Society.	 The	Handbook	is	 under	
continual	revision	to	reflect	changes	made	through	decisions	
by	Yearly	Meeting.	It	is	available	online	in	pdf	form.	

• A	 Quaker	 Prayer	 Life	[by	 David	 Johnson	 2013,	 80	 pages]	
draws	 on	 early	 Quaker	 and	 other	 writings,	 considering	
Quaker	prayer	life	which	arises	from	daily	attention	to	that	of	
God	within.	

• Quakerism	–	A	Mature	Religion	for	Today	[David	Hodgkin,	
1988	 24	 pages]	 A	 concise	 outline	 of	 the	 relationship	 of	
Quakers	 to	 mainstream	 Christian	 churches	 as	 well	 as	
inspiration	 from	 other	 faiths,	 the	 Quaker	 Meeting	 for	
Worship,	prayer	and	faith	in	action.	

• This	We	Can	Say		[by	the	AYM	Faith	and	Practice	Committee	
2003,	352	pp.]	 is	a	compilation	of	brief	writings	by	around	
250	Quakers,	chiefly	Australian,	on	 their	 religious	 life,	 faith	
and	 thought.	 Copies	 may	 be	 purchased	 at	Quaker	
Publications.	
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Where to buy Quaker books in Australia  

Pauline Books and Media stock a selection of Quaker books, which can be 
obtained from their bookshop in Adelaide, or ordered online. 28 Twin 
Street, Adelaide SA 5000, Tel. (08) 8223 2735, email 
orders.adelaide@paulinebooks.com.au  

Interactive Publications online bookshop carry Backhouse Lectures since 
2008, Advices and Queries, and this we can say: Australian life, faith and 
thought. Email sales@ipoz.biz to order.  

	

 


