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THE SCHOOL AND CHRISTIAN

RESPONSIBILITY FOR COMMUNITY

Professor Rollo Arnold

My subject is potentially an immense one;

for the topic 'School and Community' leads naturally into broad fields of history and sociology, and when it is related to 'Christian Responsibility' many

wide issues of theology are raised as well. I propose, therefore, to narrow my subject, by approaching it primarily as a social historian with a special interest in the history of education, and by concentrating on some aspects of the origin and development of New Zealand traditions of school and community.

IN SEARCH OF COMMUNITY

Both as a historian and as a Christian I have a high regard for the value of the past to the present and the future. I consider that any man who is genuinely historically-minded should be able to view the present with a heightened sensitivity conditioned by perspective, and to move towards the future with some comprehension of the forces which are shaping it. For the Christian there is added a further enrichment; the hope, born of faith, that God who is the God of the living of all ages, will bring to fruition the fullness of His Kingdom, which includes the communion of saints, the rich fellowship of His servants of all ages. In the meantime, memory and history can both provide us with a lesser, but still rich, resurrection of the past, and it is to them that I will now turn.

On the last weekend in January this year I made, with my family, something of a personal pilgrimage into the past. Returning from a holiday in Christchurch, we traveled over the Lewis Pass, to spend the night in Murchison, among the rugged earthquake-tumbled mountains of inland Nelson. Next

morning, as we motored north, following upstream along the rocky course of the upper reaches of the Buller, enjoying the light and shade of the surviving remnants of the great black beech forest that once completely filled the valley floor, I reminisced about several happy months which I had spent as a young school teacher in sole charge of the Owen River School. The school had had a roll of nine pupils, some from the backblock farms, some from the little coal mine settlement. I talked about the happy family atmosphere of the school; and described the skilful diplomacy with which the children had enlisted me for the bush cricket which they played over the school fence in a farmer's field - with teacher playing they had two reasonably balanced teams of 5-a-side. I also explained how the school served as something of a community centre, with the adults dropping in to change their Country Library Service books, and to invite the new teacher to the simple, warm hospitality of their homes. On my departure from the school, it was consolidated with Murchison District High School, but I expected the building still to be there for community use. So, with my family aroused by my tales to share something of my eager anticipations, we turned up the side road, towards the site of the school.

There was nothing there - both the school, and the little plantation of sheltering trees had been completely razed. As we resumed our journey I could not but reflect that the loss of the school must have meant an impoverishment to the spirit of community at Owen River.

An hour's travelling brought us to the place of my boyhood, Korere Valley. Here, too, the school has been consolidated, but the building still stands, ill--cared-for and forlorn, its grounds overgrown - but still providing the small farmer community with a meeting place, and a reminder of a richer community past. I dare not begin to share the memories stirred by this visit to Korere, for the valley and its school Speak to me of the hopes and disappointments, tragedies and triumphs, of three generations of my family.

We drove on to the township of Richmond, the place of my birth; but here I must turn to a different kind of pilgrimage, based not on memory, but on a facet of our country's social history which

it has been my privilege to research. As a family team, we began a search of Richmond cemetery, and soon found the grave of John Hobson White, who was born in Ludborough, North Lincolnshire, in 1843, and died in Nelson in 1928. White is one of God's servants whose steps I have been privileged to follow across the wolds of North Lincolnshire and through the primary source materials of social history:

Methodist Lay Preacher and Classleader

Village Grocer and Draper

Friend of the poor and oppressed

New Zealand Emigration Agent, and eventually, New Zealand immigrant, and greatly loved pioneer Methodist Home Missionary of the

New Zealand farming frontier

Father of H. Temple White, well-known for his life-time of leadership to music in New Zealand

I look forward with particular anticipation to the fellowship of John H. White in the coming communion of the saints, but we must leave him briefly, in order to address ourselves more directly to our subject.

Can we find anywhere in the past which I have been briefly sketching, an ideal model of the expression of the Christian concern for community,

and its outworking in the school? In rural New Zealand of the past, perhaps? Or perhaps not, since New Zealand opted for the secular principle in setting up its primary school system?

Shall we then turn to Christian England, where the community school grew directly out of the concern of the Christian church? Has not England a long literary and popular tradition that sees in the old rural ethos the ideal of a human community, and laments its passing? Thus F. R. Leavis and Denys Thompson, looking back to the rural past, could write in 1933: 'The old England was the England of the organic community... the organic community has gone... Its destruction (in the West) is the most important fact of recent history.'1 Surely somewhere in this rural past we will find Christianity, community and school functioning in rich creative harmony. Perhaps our search will be rewarded if we go to John Hobson White's home district, the wolds of North Lincoln​shire in the 1870s, the closing years of the 'Golden Age' of English agriculture.

THE NORTH LINCOLNSHIRE WOLDS IN THE 1870s

The wolds of Lincolnshire are a belt of rolling chalk uplands, some five to eight miles wide, running south for about fortyfive miles from the Humber estuary. They run parallel to the coast, and between them and the North Sea is a strip of fertile marshlands, several miles wide. Unlike much of the rest of England, this is not a country of hedges and woods, of small fields and frequent villages, but rather, of emptiness and openness to the sky, of great fields sweeping across the slopes, with seldom a copse, hamlet or village to break their flow. When Tennyson, who grew up in the southern wold village of Somersby, wrote of

...long fields of barley and of rye That clothe the wold and meet the sky

he captured this feeling of uncluttered space. Our concern is with the northern half of the

wolds, a region which saw one of the triumphs of the eighteenth century Agrarian Revolution. These northern wolds had been largely a waste of gorse, bracken and rabbit warrens. In a few decades beginning about 1770, they were cleared, and by means of new management techniques, transformed into fertile arable land.

The large amount of labour needed for this transformation was drawn from age-old villages that nestled against the edge of the wolds, built around the springs that well up there. The grandparents of many nineteenth century New Zealand settlers took part in the great work of land clearing, and they

and their children served the new farmlands., tramping long miles each day to the task. For the farmers who rented these large new farms and lived like Squires, as hunting companions for their" landlord, the wealthy Earl of Yarborough, refused to build cottages beyond the needs of their household staff and stable hands. By this means they kept their Poor rates to a minimum.

Let us begin our search for the ideal rural community, with one of the little villages, right up on the wolds, where one or two farmers lived,

with their favoured retainers around them. We will choose Hatcliffe, a little village in a park-like setting, nestling in the folds of the wolds. In the 1870s it had a population of about 180. This included a couple of prosperous farmers, living in ample mansions, their stables stocked with fine hunting horses, their wives attended by a household of servants, their children cared for by nursemaids and governesses. Their key farm hands lived in nearby cottages, chosen men, better paid than the average for their class, so that their women folk did not need to go out to fieldwork. The children of these working folk attended a good Wesleyan day school, built in 1856 through the generosity of philanthropist Francis Sowerby, a wealthy Methodist farmer, a fellow member with John H. White in the Wesleyan Chapel at Laceby, four miles away. Even little Hatcliffe was divided between Church and

Chapel, but good relations between the two are indicated by the fact that the rector of Hatcliffe, and the rector of neighbouring Beelsby, commonly served on the school's board of managers. As a close parish, Hatcliffe was

spared from carrying a burden of paupers and social misfits. All the circumstances would suggest that it was a reasonably prosperous and harmonious village. Have we here, then, a model of our happy, Christian, rural community?

We will let John H. White answer our question. On 13 February 1875, he wrote the following letter on his work as a New Zealand emigration agent:

I was at Hatcliffe on Tuesday last, and booked about 20 [for New Zealand], and sure enough they have reason there, as in many places in this land of the free, to go to a land that is freer. We talk of British freedom, but it cannot be had in the old Country, to get it we must go to the Colonies. Why, Sir, at this village there was scarcely a cottage dare open his door to admit me, and even a cart shed could not be had, for the consequences lending it might bring to its owner. So with a wash​tub wrong end upward for a platform, and a half-penny dip for light, your correspondent addressed the labourers and their wives in the damp and dirty street with a black sky overhead.

It seems to me a strange disgrace to England, nay, more a sin and shame, that so large a class of her people are denied the use of every public room when they wish to meet, consider, and discuss their interests. When I think of it, language is not strong enough to express the indignation I feel within me...

A word about confined places - a wife said to me (one whose husband had been confined for years) "it is constant work and constant poverty, and that seems to me about the truth, and how many feel how galling it is, not only to be a slave in West Africa, but also to be a slave by yearly agreement here...

...There seems to me a voice, "get thee from thy country, and from thy father's

house, to go to a land that I will shew thee." It seems to me the way of providence, and my advice is mind and tread it.2
It would seem from this that little Hatcliffe of the 1870s had not achieved community, for clearly many of her inhabitants felt like serfs, and were prepared to cross the wide oceans to a strange and distant land, in the hope of achieving a more genuine sense of belonging.

In the 1870s John H. White recruited some 2,000 immigrants from these North Lincolnshire villages for New Zealand. Behind this emigration lies.a story of shattered community. I have delved into the social history of these villages, one by one, and found

ample evidence of deep social rifts that made impossible a true Christian brotherhood, or a school that gave real expression to community. As a contrast to Hatcliffe, let us glance briefly at Caistor, a large market village on the western edge of the wolds, with a Population of over 2,000 in the 1870s. Since early in the nineteenth century Caistor's children had benefited from Sunday Schools, founded and maintained through the generosity of a local landowner. In the 1860s this good work was followed up by the founding of two day schools. But one of these was sponsored by the Anglicans, the other by the Methodists, and little love was lost between them. Yet they had a

worse rival than each other in the gangs of child labour, that for much of the year spent the daylight hours out on the wolds, weeding and singling turnips, gathering couch grass, picking stones, under the charge of rough, sometimes brutal, gang masters. Charles Winter, one of the Caistor school​masters, told the 1867 Royal Commission on the Employment of Children and Women in Agriculture:

The children from 8 to 12 years old all leave school here in March and don't come back till November, except for an odd day or two somtimes [i.e. schooling only in four winter months]... But there are lots of families here who never send their children at all...3
Three miles north of Caistor lies Grasby,

a village with about 400 inhabitants in the 1870s, Its vicar was Charles Tennyson-Turner, brother of

the poet, Alfred Tennyson. Charles wrote a good deal of verse on the rural life around him. From this verse one can see how little he understood the life and problems of his parish. In one poem he pillories the ranting of the local Primitive Methodist preachers; but he shows no glimmering of an awareness of the social causes for the decline of his congregation and the rise of the chapel. Yet he was a generous man, maintaining the Grasby School solely at his own expense for many years. But the school log​book shows a sad story of the undermining of the work of the school.

2 October 1867: 4 present - Children potato picking and gleaning.

4 January 1869: Several returned to school who had been out at work since the beginning of summer.4
Sadly, then, one must report that the controllers of these wold villages were more concerned with preserving foxes, than with protecting their labourers' children; and that they gave vast care to the stamina of their hunting horses, while neglecting both the bodies and minds of the majority of the village children. On such terms, true comm​unity is simply not possible. No wonder these villagers flocked to New Zealand from whence came

letters such as the following from John Traves, one of John H. White's recruits:

The "boss" is with us working, and sits down and smokes his pipe and chats like yourself. There is no bowing and scraping here to Mr Woolley as you do, and then you are worn out from old age, sent to the slaughter-house, as my poor old father was at that cursed union, where he pined to death. I would rather die in a ditch... I have been bid 8 shillings a week for Charles [a boy of 131, with meat and lodgings, but I have not let me go at present. There's no fear of letting them out when you like...5

In our search for community in these wold villages of the 1870s, let us go finally to John H. White's village of Laceby, set on the eastern edge of the wolds, 4½ miles inland from the fishing port of Grimsby. Methodists were strong among its population of about one thousand, and their chapel, erected in 1853 to seat 478, is still one of the most imposing buildings in the village. Let us accept the rift between the Established Church and Nonconformity, and enquire whether this large Wesleyan congregation had succeeded in creating a genuine community among themselves. There is good evidence that in the mid-nineteenth century they had indeed achieved something Of Community across the social classes. In the Lincolnshire County Records Office I have examined the circuit records of this period. I found that the leadership of the class meetings and: the Sunday School was shared among the farmers and their labourers, and among the village artisans and shop​keepers. But the 1870s brought the 'Revolt of the Field' of the English rural labourer, of which the local expression in Lincolnshire was the Lincolnshire Labour League, founded in 1872. How did. community among the members of the Laceby Methodist circuit

are in these years of social upheaval? We must learn a little more concerning various members of the congregation, in order to answer this question.

We have already met Francis Sowerby, the Philanthropic farmer whose generosity had provided the school at Hatcliffe. At Laceby both the Wesleyan Chapel and the Wesleyan School had enjoyed

his benefaction. Born in Yorkshire in 1803, he

had migrated to Lincolnshire as a youth, and in the 1870s was nearing the end of a sixty year tenancy of Pywipe Farm, on the marsh, about a mile east of Laceby. He was a venerable patriarch of local Methodism, an impressive, robust, tall man with an 'habitual expression of unconscious meedness, serenity and benevolence.'6 Repeatedly circuit steward at Laceby, leader of a class in which he met his own labourers, a regular attendant at a weeknight prayer meeting in one of the labourers' cottages on his farm, he would seem to have been a model. Christian employer.

Among those employed by Sowerby when the 'Revolt of the Field' swept the district, was old John Tomlinson, an agricultural labourer in his mid-sixties. He had worked for Sowerby for forty years. His son, Henry Tomlinson, became the first secretary of the Laceby branch of the Lincolnshire Labour League. Henry was an active Methodist, a teacher in the Laceby Wesleyan Sunday School. Sacked by his employer, and 'spotted' by all other employers in the district, he escaped by emigrating to New Zealand. He was succeeded as union branch secretary by his half-brother, George Cartwright, a class-leader in the Laceby circuit. How did old John Tomlinson fare in all this? He joined his son's union branch, and for daring to do so he was promptly dismissed by Sowerby, in accordance with a lock-out resolution which Sowerby had signed along with all the district's farmers. When the union was eventually forced to capitulate and accept the employers' terms, on the understanding that the men would be re-employed, Sowerby refused to have old John Tomlinson back. Clearly the sense of community among Laceby's Methodists must have been shattered by this social upheaval. This is the kind of social tragedy which lay behind the anger in John H. White's letter describing his visit to Hatcliffe.

White was a young man of about thirty, married with a young family, when he took up emigration work for the New Zealand government, working in close association with the Lincolnshire Labour League. Both his work as a shopkeeper serving the village poor, and his leadership of the young men's class of the Laceby circuit, will have helped to stir the deep Christian social concern, which found expression in various activities, including his emigration work.

He paid a heavy price for his involvement in this work.
A gifted lay preacher, he found all the leading Wesleyan Chapels of the district suddenly closed against him. He rented his shop from a fellow-Methodist in Grimsby. Suddenly, and without reason given, his lease was cancelled. Somehow he managed to afford a new shop of his own. He was sustained in these trials by a deep conviction that in his emigration work he was working with God, who was creating a better, more just social order in the distant colony of New Zealand.

THE NEW ZEALAND RURAL COMMUNITY

Clearly the Golden Age of English agriculture had not given rise to an ideal rural community in this prosperous district of the Old World. Let us turn, therefore, to the rural world of our own New Zealand. In the 1950s, as a secondary school teacher in Taranaki, I became acquainted with many of the descendants of John H. White's emigrants from Lincolnshire, for a good proportion of them went to Taranaki. I found them very similar to folk of my boyhood community in Korere, Nelson, of whose origins I know very little. I have no doubt that my boyhood community had its Old World origins in circumstances similar to those I have been describing.

Had the settlers of Korere succeeded in creating a true Christian community in their new world? Sadly, I must report that Christianity provided the deepest rift in our little world. A minority, to which our family belonged, followed the tenets of a narrow, sectarian creed. They felt that they were obliged to avoid any close association with those outside the group, and so had almost no part in local affairs. Nor did they join in such vital and constructive movements as the Farmers' Union and its Women's Division, or the Patriotic Society that raised funds for good causes during World War II, and worked to keep folks' spirits up with a little harmless good fun.

The one institution that consistently cut across the sectarian barrier, and gave some expression to what I am sure were God's purposes in community, was that secular common school. And I must acknowledge my own deep debt to its broad humanity and its expression of community wholeness.

My own researches into the origins of nine​teenth century New Zealand society have convinced me that the way in which the common school flourished, owed much to the vision of community that many of our forebears gained from their Christian faith and from a widespread and deliberate repudiation of the rifts made by class and creed in the society which they had left behind them in the Old World. More deeply even than they realised, they were influenced by Biblical models as they shaped their new society. We too have much to learn from the same source.

In the Old Testament we find how God's

Chosen People, Israel, were guided into the creation of an organic social order in which provision was made for the poor, the widow, the fatherless, the stranger, so that all could feel that they were members, with a proper part and place in community. Like us, they were put into a land of broken terrain, suited to the small local community, and here, as long as they remained true to the vision they had been given, they lived with that deep sense of belonging and togetherness of true community. The close bonds between man and local community finds expression in the very names by which we know them:

David of Bethlehem, Amos of Tekoa,

Jeremiah of Anathoth.

This bond between person and place and community becomes even more obvious as we enter the New Testament:

Jesus of Nazareth, Nathanael of Cana, Philip of Bethsaida,

Mary, Martha and Lazarus of Bethany, Joseph of Arimathea.

rural, world broken by deep social rifts:

Jew/Samaritan

Zealot/Tax-gatherer

Pharisee/Sinner, and even Man/Woman

And we find Jesus of Nazareth heralding the age to come, preaching the Gospel of the Kingdom of Heaven, and scandalising many of his contemporaries as he gave a foretaste of this Kingdom by ignoring all the social barriers, and including all who would respond in the fellowship of his new community. Has there even been a more vital campaign for the restoration of shattered community, than the earthly ministry of Jesus Christ? I believe that any follower of Christ, who truly understands the spirit of his master, will resolutely foster community in the secular world, as well as in the Church.

New Zealand society today offers few more promising areas for the expression of this concern than that of public education. The Educational Development Conference of 1973-1974 made this strikingly clear. From both the expert working parties, and the nationwide regional seminars, came the same plea for a deepening of community life through the schools, and for greater involvement of school with community and of community with school. As a Christian with a deep interest in education,

I will devote the rest of this paper to considering three persistent impediments to community in our New Zealand society, and making some suggestions concerning possible Christian responses..

SOME PERSISTENT ISSUES

First I would mention the sectarian spirit which Spoilt the rural community of my youth, and which has been a persistent negative force in our society. It involves a grave misunderstanding of the Jesus Whom it claims as Lord and Master. In place of the good Samaritan outlook that Jesus taught and exemplified, it fosters the 'ghetto' mind, which strives to set the closest Possible limits on involvement with those outside one's own particular religious club. Not

surprisingly, the sectarian spirit has no great love for the common school and from time to time it finds expression in schemes to set up separate, sectarian schools. In our own time advocacy for such schools by sectarian movements in the United States is being felt in New Zealand, and getting some results. In all ages the sectarian spirit has flourished on an appeal to spiritual pride, as exemplified in the Pharisee. Theologically, Christian sectarianism commonly involves misunderstandings concerning the relationship between this present age, and the age to come. The sectarian commonly believes that he is called to live in the age to come, without having any responsibility for the preservation of the communities of this age. But the message of the New Testament is that the age to come has broken in upon the present age, so that the old creation and the new overlap, and the Christian is called and empowered to live in both worlds simultaneously.7
I believe that the Christian response to the sectarian spirit must be a firm insistence that Christ is Lord of all, and that even where He is not acknowledged, the claims of His lordship must never be abandoned. Christ's followers, called to be the salt of the earth, the light of the world, should have a positive, enriching influence on our public school system, whether as pupils, teachers, parents or lay administrators. When the call is heard for moral and spiritual leadership, as I believe it can be clearly heard from our schools today, the Christian community should surely have something positive to offer to a society 'fallen among thieves'. I do not believe that Christ gives us the option of escaping the tensions of belonging at once to the old creation and to the new.

My second impediment to community in our New Zealand society is a lack of a sense of the past, of history. A people who live only in the present, and who look only towards the future, are indeed 'lost in space'. Only by drawing on our past, can we define who we are, and move towards a meaningful future. Only if we acknowledge that the earlier generations of our people have continuing personal significance to us, can we make any consistent secular claim for an enduring personal significance for our​selves. In New Zealand we have yet to create an

adequate sense of the past, either at national or at local community level. In the earlier part of this address, I have endeavoured to illustrate the fact that the materials are there, and that they are rich in meaning. But, it may be asked, what has this to do with 'The School and Christian Responsi​bility for Community'? Briefly, this. I believe that Christians should have a natural affinity with history, their faith being grounded in historical events, and their hope looking towards the communion of saints of all ages, through Christ. I believe that for the New Zealand local community, it is not the parish, as in the Old World, but the school, that gives a natural access to the past. It is a simple fact that for many a New Zealand country district, and city suburb, the school, through its jubilees and centenary, has provided the sole attempt at summing up the past, and the sole published history, slight and amateur as it may well be. In a community hungry for meaning and identity, a Christian teacher, or educationally minded lay person, may well serve his neighbours, and find an expression for his faith in the abiding worth of persons, by contributing through the school to a deepened awareness of the local past, including the Christian contribution to it.

My final example of an influence working against community in our society is the trend towards centralization and collectivism, which is a marked feature of all modern states. It is based upon the economy and efficiency that arise from large-scale, standardised operations. Many of the benefits cannot be denied, but they have often been achieved at a serious cost in terms of community. It is rather sad that we had to wait for the hippies, to have the issue of the price being paid for collecti​vism put dramatically before us. The hippies seem now to be in decline, but I hope that neither our high-powered teachers' organisations, nor our state Department of Education, will easily forget the questions they have posed.

Let me end where I began, with a comment on

school consolidation, a typical example of collectivism, Commonly brought about by the intervention of central​ised authority. The latest issue of the New Zealand Educational Institute's journal, National Education, contains a provocative article, 'What Happened to

Rural School Consolidation?' by K. C. Carr, based on his M.A. thesis recently completed for Auckland University. Briefly, Carr shows that the financial benefits of consolidation seem to be becoming marginal with rising transport costs, while careful research is showing that, especially for primary school children, the small school is markedly superior to the large as a social setting. He writes of New Zealand rural school consolidation: 'We may have created a number of schools which are inappropriate environments for learning important social skills. If participation, chances for leadership, and satisfaction within social groups are deemed relevant social attributes for today's world, then research suggests that these qualities are best learned in small groups.’8Yet an important justification of the policy of school consolidation has been the belief that it would inevitably enrich the social life of the pupils. It seems to me extremely likely that many New Zealand consolidation schemes have both impoverished community in the districts that lost their schools, and given the children concerned a poorer all-round education.

The issue of the size and placement of schools, whether in town or country, is therefore not a trivial one. I believe that the most appropriate Christian response in this area is for Christians to take their proper part in educational politics. If their faith has indeed given them a heightened sensitivity to the human values involved, and if they have added works on their faith, in that they have mastered the theoretical and local facts involved, they will surely prove a positive and creative influence.

I do not wish to leave the impression that I

am blindly opposed to any regrouping or consolidation of schools. There is evidence that when wisely planned as part of an overall community educational programme, consolidation can enrich both community and school. One of the best examples of success in such planning is the Village College programme of Cambridgeshire, England, conceived and carried through by a brilliant administrator, Henry Morris, during his long term as Chief Education Officer of the County, 1922-1954.

I wish to conclude with a quotation from Henry Morris, one which seems to summarise his vision. I would suggest that a Christian who has glimpsed something of the divine purpose in the koinonia of the Christian brotherhood, should surely see in a vision such as Morris's a fitting secular expression of the same purpose, and drawing on his experience of Christ, he should be especially fitted to advance it in his own community. Here are Morris's words:

The welfare of communities, and the vigour and prosperity of their social life depend on the extent to which centres of

unfettered initiative can be developed within them. The great task of education is to convert society into a series

of cultural communities... where every local community would become an education society, and education would not merely be a consequence of good government, but good government a consequence of education.9
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Yet how often, and deeply, it all went wrong! 


As we read the Gospels we find a provincial, largely









