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THE CHURCH IN THE HILLS

Rose Chapel of St. Helena

By EILEEN FORTESCUE

In a summer day we went to the church in the hills at St Helena. It is only about an hour’s drive from Melbourne. The quaint old village of Greensborough has a street that runs over a hill, and at the foot of the long hill, we left the main road. Turning to the right we found ourselves on a quiet bush road. It wound itself about the hills as we drove anxiously looking for our goal. We expected a church which one could see from afar, so 1 think our hearts missed a beat when we came suddenly upon a closed gate with the sign thereon- “St. Helena.” And then we saw a tiny church surmounted by an iron cross. Among the tombstones and graves tall cypress trees grow.
As we women looked along the straight rows of old and sunken headstones - so like our own soldiers’ graves in France – we could not help feeling that there was something very wonderful about the oft repeated names of “Anthony” and “Catherine Rose.”
And then those double tombstones so quaintly joined together! They gave the impression without reading the legend that some husband and wife were resting there side by side in love and peace, after the working and striving of the pioneer days.
Reluctantly we left the sunny churchyard, and entered the dim and shady little church, through heavy double doors wide open to visitors, and clamped with wrought iron hinges. There are five pews on one side and four on the other, leaving room for the little organ, the reading desk, and tiny pulpit. The entrance porch is probably just as it was 74 years ago when the church was founded; and I pictured the families arriving in the rain and mud, and leaving the children’s coats md wraps on the narrow forms - and perhaps a baby or two rolled up asleep. There were many babies, for they grew up and had children of their own, and died there - as one can read for one’s self. Some of them died on active service. The roll of honour over the pulpit is small, but if was erected by the mothers only - a fact that surely touches the heart of all who read it. Above the little organ is a tablet which tells of the death of Catherine Rose's son. The little house of memories in the hills has the intimate and personal touch of the old families that built it. Another tablet tells of the origin of the church. It was founded and called the Rose chapel in 1858. As time passed it became St. Katherine's and the little settlement became St. Helena, no doubt in memory of the place Anthony and Catherine Rose came from.
Anthony and Catherine Rose have their own old-fashioned windows (side by side and joined like their headstones) in the chapel. There are also windows of a later period, beautiful in their detai.

Near by, between the church and the gate is the original homestead. It is a tiny Australian cottage, with a wide back verandah and a huge Chimney. Creepers cover it, and a cedar tree hides the house from inquisitive eyes. We women pictured the family there, growing up around Anthony and Catherine Rose, among the hardships and privations of 75 years ago. It is now a house of ghosts fast falling into decay.
The shadows were lengthening when we tore ourselves away from it all. As we put ours coins in the trusting little box in the open porch for the upkeep of the church, we hoped that everyone who visited there would do what they could to help the vicar and the people of that tiny settlement to preserve the beauty, peace, and tradition of that enchanting place in the hills - the Rose Chapel of St Helena.
