
Aussies Need All The Help They Can Get 

1 

It’s Stanne’s first day here.   She’s been told to wander around the grounds to familiarise 
herself with her new surroundings.  She’s been warned that the greatest difference and 
challenge she’ll experience will be the large number of people.  And the smallest challenge is 
probably getting used to the slightly changed name she’s been given. 

The number of people is certainly impressive, and she hasn’t even ventured out very far.   
Despite her accustomed fear of crowds, she doesn’t feel oppressed or overwhelmed in any way.  
Nor is the noise produced by all these people disturbing.  In fact the sounds she hears give her 
a surprising sense of joy and peace and contentment and togetherness.  Stanne thinks she’s 
going to enjoy her time here.  Though something makes her realise that’s it’s rather queer and 
even inappropriate for the word time to come into her mind.  It feels the same about the word 
inappropriate. 

However her attention is captured by the delighted and sparkling comments she hears 
coming from behind what she can only call a hedge — though that does a grave injustice to the . 
. . and she can’t even find the words that describe it . . . the . . . the . . . greenery (that’s all she has) 
that flourishes beside the path on which she’s walking. 

Can anyone see an ear?  A right ear? 
Hey, I think this is a palm tree! 
No, that’s not quite the right blue . . . it needs to be slightly yellower. 
I think I’m at a dead end here.  Would you like to take over this bit? 
Well done.  Look, everyone, the fisherman’s finished. 
The sense of fun and joyous involvement makes Stanne want to be part of whatever it is that’s 

going on.  She hurries along the hedge and an opening almost swallows her up. 
And there they all are!  They’re seething around an immense table, working eagerly, blissfully, 

without a care in the world,  on the biggest jigsaw puzzle she has ever seen. 
She stands there to take it all in.  She IS going to enjoy being here.  And this is just the first 

thing she’s come across.  I wonder what else . . . 
Her thoughts are interrupted by one of the jigsaw puzzlers who wanders up to her for a chat.  

From his first word it feels to her as if they’ve known each other all their lives.  And always will. 
Gidday, good to meet ya, Stanne.  So this is ya birthday? 
And I’m happy to meet you, too, Stpaul.  And you’ve been here for . . .  She can find no 

appropriate words to finish the sentence. 
But how on earth (and that doesn’t sound right somehow) do they know so much about each 

other?  Stanne is amazed.  And yet unamazed. 

Stpaul proves to be a real gasbag.  In no time at all (that expression sounds perfectly right to 
her) Stanne finds out that he spends a lot of time at Jigsaw Park.  He likes the challenge of 
putting things together.  No, more than that — putting things together in the way they’re meant 
to be.  So that something right and beautiful and coherent is created.  It’s a challenge and joy, 
he says, that suits him right down to the ground. 
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And it isn’t long before Stanne knows a whole lot more about Stpaul. 
Particularly the one thing that Stanne thinks is causing him some inner concern.  Though 

that’s not how HE puts it.  He refers to it as the thing that could bring him even more joy and 
pleasure and fulfilment.  Tickle him pink, is what he says. 

As he talks Stanne finds out that he’s one of those on the roster to welcome newcomers.  Ah, 
Stanne thinks, maybe that’s how he came to know my name.  But there’s more they seem to 
know instinctively about each other that that doesn’t explain. 

Anyway, he says he’s been getting an unusually high number of Australian admissions to 
welcome.  AND an unusually high proportion of these admissions are expressing (in passing of 
course) that the church in that country is having difficulties understanding the letters he’d 
written and have been included in the Bible.  That’s causing arguments in their church — people 
are coming to different conclusions about what they think he means. 

You mean you’re THE Saint Paul?  The apostle?  That comes as a real surprise to Stanne.  He 
doesn’t look at all like the Saint Paul of her imagination. 

Spot on.  And he grins all over, picking up on her amazement.  But meeting all these Aussies 
in a heap is creating in me a real fondness for the buggers.  I feel I simply must do something to 
help the church in Astralya.  After all, when I wrote my letters I hadn’t given any thought at all to 
the problems Aussies might be having now, especially within the society in which they are 
finding themselves.  I mean how could I? 

But what can you do? 
Well, it had me beat for quite a while.  But then I thought: maybe I could find a way to write 

them a new letter, dealing more with the issues they’re facing.  At least the ones these new 
admissions are mentioning to me. 

So I submitted the appropriate request — I even had to design the request form myself, as 
there were none that dealt even remotely with the request I wanted to make.  But my request was 
refused. 

Refused?  Why? 
Well, they (that is, the refusal document) explained that the Australian church has the Holy 

Spirit, just like every other church on the earth.  They have the promise that the Spirit will give 
them clarity, and guide them, and lead them into all the truth.  What more do they need?  The 
refusal of their members to let go of their personal opinions, their traditions, their much loved 
and to-die-for biases, and to open their ears to hear the consensus of the Spirit is not a valid 
reason for them to have some sort of expanded Bible.  All of that struck me at first reading as a 
rather complicated reply, hard to understand, and somewhat harsh (rather like, as I thought more 
about it, rather like some of my letters).  But, still, I realized, it’s the truth.  I had no comeback to 
the scripture quoted at the bottom of the refusal form — ’they have Moses and the prophets; let 
them hear them.’ 

But, you know, I couldn’t leave it there.  The Aussies have gotten under my skin.  Some people 
here say that sometimes I even sound like an Aussie — but I hope that isn’t true.  I really can 
imagine them having trouble with some of my letters in the Bible — maybe even all of them.  I 
knew I had to try again. 

Then it struck me, right out of the blue.  I realized what it was that was causing the trouble and 
confusion for the Aussie church.  In my letters I was dealing with issues confronting the church in 
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the mid first century.  Some of these issues have no bearing at all on life in the twenty-first 
century.  The Aussie readers have the initial task of researching the first century church and the 
society in which it lived.  Then work out what I was saying to them.  Then re-apply all that to a 
church and society over 20 centuries later.  What an unenviable task.  Not just for them, but even 
for the Holy Spirit.  So my solution was to find someone who could rewrite my letters, getting rid 
of all the references and connections to the mid first century.  That would make it a lot easier for 
the Aussies, especially the ordinary church members, to understand my letters.  It would even 
make it a whole lot easier for the Holy Spirit.  I reckon a rewrite like that would do the trick. 

So what exactly do you have in mind for this rewrite? 
Well, I’m still thinking it through.  But I reckon it would have to get rid of all references to Jews 

and Gentiles.  Twenty-first century Aussies don’t need to know about that to understand the 
Gospel.  Nor would they HAVE to know about all the details of Jewish history and Jewish customs 
to understand the Gospel.  (Scholars may find that knowledge helpful, and they have my original 
letters for that.)  The rewrite would direct my instructions about living the Gospel to their society, 
instead of to the one in which I happened to live. 

Surely something like that would be of benefit to Aussies generally.  Why put them at a 
disadvantage for living at a certain time and place in human history.  I’m just helping them to 
understand in their time what the original recipients of my letters did in theirs.  And from what I 
have gathered about Aussies, I reckon they need all the help they can get. 

Who would you get to do this job for you? 
Oh, I haven’t got a clue about that.  But I’m sure that somehow, somewhere, there’ll be 

someone with some Aussie connections whom I could motivate, or sweet-talk, or — who knows? — 
bribe into having a go at it.  If I don’t like what he does, I’ll find someone else.  And even if I’m not 
completely happy with the final rewrite at least there’ll be no skin off my nose. 

But, enough of that.  Can I invite you to join me in working on our jigsaw puzzle?  What pieces 
will we look for? 
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Stanne’s finding she’s getting used to her new life.  Not because it’s hard going, but because 
there’s so much to take in.  She still finds it all so amazing, such a joy — the inhabitants, the things 
you can do, that atmosphere, the grounds.  Everybody everywhere seems to be the best of 
friends, even with her.  She never imagined life could ever be like this. 

She’s come to realize that if there’s one word that describes her life now, it’s the word IN.  Of 
course, that doesn’t really surprise her.  She knows this life has been described as life in-Jesus, 
life in-God, life in a really close family.  But it’s been incredible to experience this in-ness so 
intensely and so inclusively.  If she wants to meet up with one of the innumerable people who 
live here she only needs to think of that person, and somehow instinctively that person knows.  
Even more inconceivably, each of them knows where to go to instigate this social intercourse. 

Which is why, as she wanders past Jigsaw Park recalling her meeting with Stpaul there he is, 
incarnate, with his infectious smile, right infront of her.  

Ah, glad to see you, she says.  And they chatter away.  Finally she introduces the topic she 
wants to talk about.  I’m wondering how your plans for having your letters rewritten for Aussies is 
going. 

It’s interesting you should ask that.  I’ve just been speaking with a new arrival, an Aussie who 
mentioned that he’d only recently come across a couple of these rewrites.  As far as I could 
understand him, it was stuck in some net, or some netting, where it somehow caught his 
attention.  Maybe he was a tennis player or a hunter, but I didn’t get to ask him that.  Of even 
more interest, he told me that the book of Hebrews has also been ‘attacked’ (I think that was the 
word he used).  So I thought of Stanon, the writer of Hebrews.  I’m expecting an informative and 
inspirational conversation with him.  That’s why I brought along this bottle of Henschke Hill of 
Grace.  Stanon should be here like a shot — I’m afraid he saw the bottle in my thoughts.  And YOU 
are going to join us.  Let’s head for the table over there in our Baptismal Fountains Memorial 
Garden — it’s a spectacular place, isn’t it? 

The bottle is hardly broached before Stanon turns up, looking quite distinguished for 
someone so unknown. 

Stanne is totally intrigued by what she hears.  She sits back letting the conversation flow 
around and over her as the wine flows around and down inside her. 

She notes the interest both of them have in the concerns Stoscar, the Aussie newcomer, has 
with the rewrites.  Stpaul tries to inject Stoscar’s emotions as he reports his complaints.  The 
rewrite leaves out slabs of your letters, he told me, chapters of the Word of God.  And the 
justification for doing this?  Oh, those sections don’t apply any more.  References to Jewish 
history and Old Testament traditions are blithely skipped over because Aussies are supposedly 
not really interested in the Old Testament any more.  So, Melchizedek, sacrifices, and priests are 
written out of God’s Word.  Nowhere, as far as I can remember, is there even a mention of sin, 
punishment, hell, and the devil.  How can the Word of God, be treated like that? 

Stanne wonders if both of them are enjoying the distress that was expressed by this 
newcomer. 

Ah, smiles Stanon looking at Stanne, what a great example of the usual outbursts at the 
Admission Centre.  The death and resurrection of the human body means that it can undergo a 
complete and instantaneous change into a new spiritual body.  But the human mind has to go 
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through a process of renewal.  The in-ness of life here only works slowly on the mind to get rid of 
the out-ness.  The outbursts, the outrage, the outspokenness, the outcries, the outsmarting, the 
outdoing will slowly go.  Everything that suggests competition and getting my views known will 
give way to an all-inclusive in-ness that’s open to and takes in the views of others.  Of course, 
Stoscar’s way of expressing his concerns doesn’t detract in any way from the concerns 
themselves.  So, Stpaul, my friend, are you worried about the rewrites of our letters? 

Not at all.  And I’m sure you’re not, either. 
But why not?  Stanne blurts out — but not in an out-blurting way. 
Well, everything we wrote was written to specific people, addressing the specific situation in 

which we all found ourselves.  Our letters weren’t written to Christians in general.  Now and then I 
asked a congregation to pass their letter on to another congregation so they could read it.  I’m 
sure those other readers realized that not everything in that letter necessarily applied to them.  In 
the same way, it’s obvious to me that a rewrite for Aussies would mean that some sections could 
be left out. 

Yeah, I agree.  And some of the illustrations we used for our readers may understandably 
mean little or nothing to Aussies.  So they could be left out, too.  Omitting an illustration doesn’t 
change or alter what’s been written.  Sometimes, of course, a more fitting Aussie illustration 
could be used instead. 

Nor do we object to the omission of certain words even if they were vitally important to us 
when we wrote them.   When they’re replaced with words or phrases that enable later readers to 
understand the point we’re making, that’s great. 

So neither of you have any concerns about the rewrites? 
Oh, we didn’t say that.  It’s just that the objections Stoscar raised don’t give us any concerns.  

Who knows what objections other Aussie newcomers may have when they get here? 
Stanne relaxes and allows her Hill of Grace to be topped up. 
Stpaul is looking thoughtful.  You know, I’ve also heard a lot from Aussie arrivals about how 

they use their Bibles.  They often talk about Bible Studies.  I gather that means a close 
examination, usually with some ‘expert’ in charge, of what all the words in a certain passage 
mean and how that compares with what other passages are saying.  Then the participants swap 
ideas about how this can be applied to their lives. 

Yeah, says Stanne, I used to be involved in a group like that. 
And what benefits did you receive from it? 
Oh, I reckon it helped me understand what the Bible was saying. 
Anything else? 
Well, I felt good about spending time with God and with my fellow believers.  And now and 

then I felt encouraged to try harder to live my faith.  Though I don’t think that desire ever lasted 
very long. 

Yeah, that’s what I thought.  Bible study pretty well ends up being an end in itself — a ‘now I 
understand what the writer’s saying’ kind of thing.  But I reckon the rewrites we’re talking about 
may bring an end to that kind of Bible study.  Oh, except for those teachers and pastors who 
devote themselves to ravaging around in past languages trying to discover exactly what you and 
I, Stanon, meant when we wrote those words.  And probably that needs to go on. 

But, says Stanon, you’re wondering what value there really is for most folk in those kind of 
Bible studies? 
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Yes, I get the impression that as long as those people regularly get along to their Bible study, 

they think they’ve done their duty as a believer.  I reckon that some of them realized the danger 
of that.  Because at one stage I seem to remember being told that they changed the name of 
their study time to Bible Mining.  They saw their task as digging around in the word to discover 
the wonderful and valuable truths that were there.  Truths that most readers missed, because it 
takes attention and time and patience for them to be revealed.  But again the emphasis seemed 
to be on little more than finding these truths and storing them up for future use. 

But now, Stpaul continued, I wonder if those studies should become some kind of Bible 
Recharging group.  The emphasis would be on looking for the promises God makes.  No, let me 
put that better.  The emphasis is on plugging into God’s promises to receive the power they give 
to change lives. 

And I wish, Stanon added, (even though it may only be the Hill of Grace talking) that Aussies 
believers could work on giving up many of their traditional terms, and ways of thinking.  So that 
they could express their faith in ways that really relate to their fellow Aussies.  Some are starting 
to do that, I gather.  May the trend continue. 

Stanne by this time, was so relaxed that her mind was wandering.  She was thinking of all the 
new friendships she had made, and of all the people she especially enjoyed spending 
timelessness with. 

It struck her that all these folk were about to turn up — even though they thought-saw the Hill 
of Grace bottle lying on its side, empty.   It’s still going to be a heaven of a party . . . 

[If you’re interested in reading the Stpaul inspired rewrites, there’s something that bears some 
resemblance to them on the Transposed Parables and Readdressed Letters page of my home pages.] 
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