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A MESSAGE FOR CHRISTMAS 
 

Dear Friends, 
 
It is strange that the one time of year which should guarantee that a happy 
time was had by all is for some the time for the most tears and no, I’m not 
thinking of all the children who are so tired at the end of Christmas Day 
that there are floods of tears. 
 
Anyone who has been bereaved, at Christmas will know a deeper sense of 
loss than at any other time perhaps.  Depressed people choose Christmas as 
the time to end their lives.  Family problems which have built up over many 
years come to a climax and relationships are destroyed.  People who are far 
from home (asylum seekers and our students for example) will feel the loss 
of friends and culture terribly. 
 
It is a great comfort that the first Christmas on earth for the Son of God was 
full of grief and troubles, the last minute journey (and not in an ambulance 
from Brighton to Manchester), the lack of an available bed, the political 
upheavals and the death of so many boys, the seeking of asylum in Egypt 
and the possibility of robbery on the way there.  God’s entry into humanity 
was as hard as it could possibly be.  The Word became flesh and lived 
among us.  So, for those of us who are facing the first Christmas on our 
own let us try and remember that the God of the first Christmas is with us 
and especially so in the darkest of times. 
 
For the rest of us, let us remember those going through dark times, pray for 
them and be sensitive to their needs in practical ways. 
 
May the God of Christmas be with you and may the peace of the Christmas 
angels be yours. 
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CHURCH FAMILY NEWS  

SEONAID PRIMROSE 
 

The number of people who filled Deeside Christian Fellowship Church to  
overflowing on 10th October for the service of thanksgiving for the life of Seonaid 
Primrose was an indication of the love and high esteem in which she was held by a 
remarkably wide circle of family and friends here in Aberdeen and further afield.  
Seonaid was an unusually gifted person, trained as a nurse and serving as a ward  
sister, taking a further degree in nursing and becoming a senior lecturer and course 
leader in the Robert Gordon University BSc Nursing degree. When she and Willie 
came to Aberdeen with their four children in 1986, they joined up with us and  
entered fully into the life of the congregation.  Seonaid was the inspiration behind 
the weekends-away that we had at Bonskeid and then at Glenshee, and she was in-
volved in planning the most recent one although she knew by then that it was uncer-
tain whether she would be able to be there.  She was responsible for follow-up of the 
Stewardship Campaign that has led to so much fresh talent being revealed and of-
fered for use in the congregation.  She ran the Traidcraft stall for many years, and 
her musical talents with the viola were appreciated whenever an instrumental group 
led our worship.  Above all, she was a person of prayer, of vision and of enthusiasm, 
able to see ahead what the congregation should be doing and to encourage others to 
come along with her in turning ideas into action.  And all this took place over the 
last few years despite the increasing problems with her health.  She lived a full life 
that contributed greatly to our fellowship here in Crown Terrace but also embraced 
the Deeside Fellowship and the Iona Community.  Seonaid has been a loving friend 
and an inspiration to so many of us, and as we give thanks to God for all that He did 
through her, so we pray for Willie, John, Kenny, Eilidh and Colin in their loss and 
we shall continue to be inspired by the memory of her life to serve her Lord and 
ours as faithfully as she did.        IHM 
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To Neil and Nathalie Marshall 
Callum Ian McDonell  

on 10th September 

To Roger & Penny Hopwood  
Christopher David 

on 31st October  



CHURCH FAMILY NEWS continued 

ELAINE GALLOWAY 
 

Elaine E. Galloway was born into wealth, the daughter of William Bell, who 
owned an antique shop in Bridge Street and counted royalty amongst his customers.  A 
long standing Methodist family in Aberdeen, Elaine was baptised at Crown Terrace in 
1925.  Age fourteen, during the Second World War, she was evacuated to friends of her 
fathers in Massachusetts, returning at the age of eighteen to join the Wrens.  The  
Memorial Plaque at the front of the church is in part dedicated to her brother Russell.  
After the war, she went to Edinburgh University and gained a diploma in Social Work.  
On returning to Aberdeen, she worked as a Probation Officer and became the  
Guardian of the 28th Company of the Girls’ Guildry attached to our church. 

 

 Never a large company, and for various reasons, never well supported by the 
congregation, Elaine by grit and determination kept the Girls’ Guildry and later the 
Girls’ Brigade alive at Crown Terrace.  In the early years numbers were increased when 
girls in Elaine’s care were encouraged to join.  Elaine also encouraged  
participation in all activities of the Guildry entering her girls into competitions and  
taking part in the annual display in the Music Hall.  Her grit and determination showed 
through, when, during a difficult pregnancy and ordered by doctors to rest for the greater 
part of nine months, she ran the company from her ‘sick’ bed. 

 

 Elaine was also a well known worker for the WRVS.  She set up the canteen in 
the court house in Aberdeen and in several of the prisons.  She was also a prison visitor. 
At her funeral Colin reminded us of a remarkable woman but also of her human side.  
Many of us were the recipients of that human side but we thank God for her life and 
mourn her passing.          GM 

GIVING BY THE CONGREGATION 

 
Average weekly donations, before Gift Aid tax refund, for the period to  
31st August 2003 were £831 per week compared with £828 for the  
previous year - an increase of 0.4%.  A tax refund of £8,715 was  
received in December 2002 re tax year ended 05.04.02 compared with a 
total refund for the previous year of £5,441.  £11,293 was received in 
October 2003 re tax year ended 05.04.03 which included £3,489 for the 
Sanctuary Fund. 

Barbara Cresswell - Treasurer 



SOME MEMBERS OF THE CHURCH FAMILY AT 

COMPASS 2003 

COMPASS WEEKEND 
 

The sun shone and Deeside was at its best as we made our way to the Compass 
Centre at Glenshee. 
 

 There was something for everyone. The opening icebreakers were challenging 
and produced much laughter. The ceilidh too, was most entertaining with its 
stories, songs from other lands and fancy dress pantomime. On the Saturday 
energetic folk had the opportunity to try new skills, raft making, tree climbing 
and the like. Less adventuresome ones had the choice of a walk or of trying a 
new craft. The evening was rounded off with a barbeque but with the excellent 
meals we hardly needed more food. 
 

 The core of the weekend’s programme was a series of sessions based on the 
Pilgrim’s Progress, each with a bearing on our journey through life. Here too, 
was variety as each leader tackled their section in their own individual way. 
 

 Under Daphne’s leadership we learned some new hymns and there was a  
session in which we considered how we might witness more effectively. Some 
of these ideas may be developed. 
 

 The weekend was rounded off with a service, partly based on the things we 
had been doing. We were treated to a duet by overseas friends, some of the 
hymns we had learned, readings and a very effective dramatic presentation on 
our treasure. The service included a very moving tribute to Seonaid who had 
done so much to promote such weekends. 
 

 We then made our way home remembering all the fun and fellowship,  
thinking of how we had come to know each other better and looking forward 
to the next Weekend.        ECY. 
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How long have you been a Methodist?  What do you recall of your boyhood? 

I was born in 1918 into a family who were dedicated to the Methodist Church 
in Findochty.  Sunday School was always a very important part of our educa-

tion and taking part in reciting and singing at the "soirées" which on all  
occasions drew a full and crowded congregation. 

Public school also played its vital role where the headmaster, Mr Olsen, was a 
brilliant musician and choirmaster. 
 

 During your working life as a fisherman, did you ever experience shipwreck 

and real danger? 

I left school to pursue the family tradition of fishing, "herring drift net", where 
seasons ranged from the Shetlands to the West Coast and south to Great  
Yarmouth and Lowestoft. I experienced shipwreck by stranding on Scroby 
Bank in dense fog off Great Yarmouth in1935 and was rescued eight hours 
later by the Gorleston lifeboat. 
At 16 years old I fully realised the true meaning of "the moon by night" as we 
drifted in a 12ft lifeboat with no navigational aids to help. I remember looking 
into the faces of my uncle and cousins as their prayers were heard and an-
swered – thank God. 
 

 Music plays a great part in your life. How have you expressed this? 

Life had to go on.  Joining the Fishermen's Choir was a vital part of my life 
as, at home or in distant ports, Scottish fishermen "remember the Sabbath to 
keep it holy".  Several BBC "Sunday Half Hour" programmes were broadcast, 
the most memorable being the one from the Congregational Church in Great 
Yarmouth. 
 

 What duties did you undertake in the life of the church at Findochty? 

Later I was asked and accepted the responsibility of society steward at  
Findochty.  As Helen and I were baptised there we accepted further responsi-
bilities.  Helen organised hospitality for visiting preachers and shared in the 
cleaning and upkeep of the church, while I gave of my talents to music –  
singing, and as organist – and for general repairs.  On occasions  I opened the 
service when the appointed preacher had not yet arrived  and once lent my 
jacket to one who had left his in Aberdeen! 
 

 I recovered from health problems and early surgery, but my voice was giving 
me concern in the early sixties.  Thanks to a brilliant ENT surgeon who knew 
of my love of singing, the vocal cords were saved. 



 At troubled periods in your life, what upheld you? 

After these experiences, who would argue against the power of prayer?  
The words of Charles Wesley's hymns are always in my mind.  As families 
grow up changes take place, and in moving to Aberdeen in 1988 we were 
blessed to see our grandchildren grow up.  Finally, where else to "Take my 
voice and let me sing Always, only, for my King" than in the Methodist 
Church which was "born in song"?  
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I was born and brought up in Peterhead, the youngest of four children. 
 
I sat the national Civil Service exam and took up a post at the Ministry of Labour and 
National Service in Peterhead. My job was to deal with claims for unemployment 
benefit and submit people to appropriate employment vacancies in the area. I also did 
similar work in Banff, Fraserburgh and Brechin.  I also did a spell of duty in Bradford 
when there was a spell of heavy unemployment there. 
 
On promotion, I was transferred to Aberdeen where I became a Careers Officer.  This 
involved going round schools to interview and advise school leavers about employ 
ment.  When this work was transferred to the local authorities I took charge of an un-
employment benefit section.  This involved making sure that the section was  
adequately staffed to ensure the smooth running of the section.  During this time I was 
responsible for staff reporting.  I also had a spell of being in charge of the fraud  
section which involved interviewing employers and the claimants. 
 
Selective Employment Tax was introduced by the government in 1966.  All employers 
had to pay this tax for each employee.  Manufacturing employers could claim this tax 
back and they also received a premium as an encouragement to employ more staff.  
Certain types of industry only received a refund e.g. road haulage.  In the 1970’s 
headquarters decided that all employers claiming a refund should be visited by the 
Selective Employment Payments Officer if they had not had a visit in previous years.  I 
applied for this post and after a little training got on with the job covering an area 
which included south of Inverbervie, Aberdeenshire, Banffshire, Morayshire to Forres, 
Orkney and Shetland. 
 
For several years before retirement I was an Adjudication Officer.  Doubtful claims for 
unemployment benefit (i.e. cases where the claimants had left their employment  
voluntarily, or had received wages in lieu of working their notice etc.) were referred to 
the adjudication section and it was my job to gather information from the claimant, 
employers or any other body concerned with the case and then apply the Social  
Security Law.  If the law applied then a period of disqualification would be imposed.  
There was an appeals procedure which involved me writing the appeal and submitting 
it to an independent tribunal where in due course an oral hearing would take place. 
 
I came to Crown Terrace when I finally settled in Aberdeen.  I have helped the Monday 
Babies and Toddlers at their juice time and I also help May Barbour deliver the flowers 
to those who are sick. 



CHRISTMAS REMEMBERED 
 

The Aberdeen Christmas Lights are being switched on as I write. I am aware that there were 
no such things in my childhood and Christmas certainly did not start as early. Yet  
Union Street was bright and had, for me, a certain magic as I was taken on a last minute shop-
ping expedition. The street was crowded and the shops all had bright colourful displays as 
they vied with one another to attract customers. Elaborate crackers, flat boxes of chocolates 
with a variety of pictures on their lids, and boxes of handkerchiefs and stationery all tempted 
us to buy. Papier-mâché cats and dogs filled with sweets or biscuits were the rage and I  
vividly remember a very ugly dog to which I became very attached much to a friend’s  
disgust.  
 

Commercialism was creeping in even then although not to the extent that it is today. At that 
time Christmas was not really celebrated in Aberdeen. Many people had to work and to wait 
till Hogmanay for a holiday. I don’t remember special Christmas services although somehow 
or other I had learned about the coming of Jesus, the shepherds, the angels and the wise men. 
My Mother spoke of Christmas Eve services in the English village where she grew up and it 
is perhaps because she was English that my recollections are different from that of many  
Aberdonians. I was aware that many of my friends did not hang up their stockings until the 
end of the year and a neighbour was busily putting up her decorations as we took ours down. 
With us, they had all to be removed by the last day of the year not by Twelfth Night. 
 

Christmas was, I think, largely regarded as a children’s time. There were Santas in all the big 
shops and there were parties. The Sunday School one was more like a concert with tea and a 
bag of buns. 
 

The house was decorated with holly and a sprig of mistletoe. There was a real Christmas tree 
but the baubles were made of very thin glass and  had to be handled with great care. It was 
usually topped with an angel or fairy. I was always intrigued by the colourful paper garlands, 
which would fold into a tiny flat square.  
 

There were Christmas cards but not any Charity ones. As I remember they tended to have 
secular scenes, lots of glitter and very long verses. They were bought singly and each verse 
was read to see if it was suitable for the recipient. Choosing them seemed to take a long time 
but perhaps that reflects something of the care that went into the choice of gifts. They were 
not as expensive as the computer games and the like which are given today but I am sure they 
gave as much pleasure. I still recall my excitement as I woke early on Christmas morning and 
felt those strange bulges in my sock. Did it contain an orange, a white sugar pig, a card game 
like “Bobs your Uncle”, some nuts or sweets or even a coin? I was lucky and usually found a 
few parcels which were too big to go into a sock.  
 

It was an exciting time, but a busy one as well especially for the adults. Gifts had to be 
bought or made, parcels wrapped and posted, cards and letters written. A card cost only a 
halfpenny (old money) to send if the envelop was left open.  I reckon that means that forty 
eight could be sent for ten pence. Of course people earned less and the pension was only ten 
shillings (50p). A cake had to be made and iced and Christmas pies baked - one did not go to 
the Supermarket for them. A chicken was our usual treat and the wishbone was hung up to 
dry. The person who got the larger part when it was pulled later was supposed to get their 
wish. There was also the Christmas Pudding, which my Grandmother made and sent us. I’m 
afraid it was no treat for me although my Mother and others enjoyed it. 
 

 Finally, thank you letters had to be written and posted before the end of the year. Christmas 
was over for another year, a lifetime away for a small child.            Evelyn Young 



Light the candles, bring your presents, let us celebrate good days, 
With rejoicing and thanksgiving, for great actions give God praise 
Now’s the time for jubilation, lift your voice in joyful song; 
Thanks for justice, Christ-like anger, friendships made through righting wrong 
 
In the shining of the candles, dust shows up - as in the sun- 
Thus revealing all our failings, power misused and work not done. 
In our praying: “God forgive us”, let’s remember those reviled: 
Folk exploited, women wordless, children who have never smiled. 
 
Light a candle in the darkness, flames will penetrate the night; 
Pass the brightness to your neighbours, ‘til the world is full of light. 
Act with justice, use your anger, be on God’s side - choose the least; 
God, in weakness, will receive us, calling us to share the feast. 
 
 
Words: © 1995 Janet Nightingale 
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ATTRACTING NEW PILGRIMS 
 At the Compass Weekend we travelled together with Christian and his companions 
from the City of Destruction on the long haul to the Heavenly City.  Although The  

Pilgrim’s Progress concentrates on one individual traveller, John Wesley reminds us 
that the Bible knows nothing of solitary Christians and we must find or make fellow-
believers.  So we devoted a session to  ‘Travelling Together’.  The opportunities  
presented by our renovated building were very much in our minds, and we were asked 
to imagine that instead of a building we had been presented with a bus (a word derived 
from Latin ‘omnibus’, meaning ‘for all’) to take us on our pilgrimage, and that our task 
was to fill the bus with new passengers and encourage them to stay with us on the  
journey till we reach out final destination.  How might we do this? 
 

 One of our discussion groups concentrated on asking what had originally led each of us 
to get on the Crown Terrace bus.  Among the factors mentioned were: 
 Personal RECOMMENDATIONS from friends;  ADVERTISING  – Seeing 
the street sign;  MARRIAGE – brought to church by husband/wife;  FAMILY  
connections –  PARENTS bringing children, but also in some cases CHILDREN  
bringing parents;  our central, accessible LOCATION;  REFERRAL from previous 
church (although people sometimes drop out when they leave one town for another);  
and HOSPITALITY and friendship experienced.  We should take note of these factors 
and continue to use them. 
 

 Other groups listed various forms of action that need to be taken.  Not all at once, and 
some are easier or more effective than others, but here is a selection of things to be  
considered, sorry, put into effect. 
 

 ADVERTISE!  Use such means as:  Website;  Publicity leaflets;  Street sign;  Press 
and other media;  Adverts on buses. 
 

 EASY ACCESS TO BUILDING  Ease of entry for disabled;  Provision of transport 
for those who can’t use own car or public transport. 
 

 ATTRACTIVE EVENTS  Open days – well advertised;  Open doors;  Coffee shop;  
Concerts and films, including live sport;  Church fair.  Inter-church activities;  
 

 TARGETTING  Times – Saturdays and Thursday evenings;  Mums and toddlers;  
Parenting Class; Good facilities for children;  After-school club;  Saturday shopping 
crèche and refreshments; Drama group;  Table tennis.... 
 

 ATTRACT YOUTH  Contemporary music, film, etc;  Music from different cultures;  
Music before services (e.g. introduction of new songs); Work through overseas group;   
 

 KEEP GOD ON BOARD!  Gear activities to evangelism and spiritual growth (non-
threatening);  Brief prayers where appropriate at activities;  Behind the scenes:  
PRAYER  – the essential backing to all activities. 
 

 BE FLEXIBLE!! 
 

 Well, there’s a brainstorm and a half.  We need to match our efforts in creating our 
renovated building with efforts to use it to the full.  Our trouble is that we are rather 
better at talking than doing.  I simply love work:  I could talk about it for hours.   Let us 
be up and doing!                              Howard Marshall 

THOUGHTS ON THE NEW SANCTUARY 



My first thought is that it's a little like getting to know a new piece of 
equipment. The manual for our mobile phone was 56 pages long; I 
guess we've used about eight of them in the first year. It will take time 
before we discover all we can do with the new sanctuary. 
But then it's not really like a mobile phone. It's more like a new home: 
a bit bare; a bit strange at first. We have to get to feel at home in it. 
But then it doesn't just belong to us. With a new home comes a house-
warming party, which is what we plan on November 29th. And after 
that, we have promised to go out and invite others in; not for our own 
sakes, and certainly not just to fill this larger sanctuary, but for their 
sakes. 
And then, of course, in the end, it's God's house. The organ removers 
and the chair deliverers and the builders and the painters and the  
electricians and the carpet layers and the organ installers have all done 
their jobs well, and we are thankful. Now we need to fill it with prayer. 

Paul Ellingworth 
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Since we made the banner to take to Ghana several people have 
asked if we are going to do any for our own church. 
 
The redevelopment of the sanctuary gives us a great opportunity for 
doing a number of projects - ones which are designed as permanent 
enhancements to the sanctuary and others which would celebrate  
special events/festivals etc. 
 
The joy of such projects is that all members who wish to be involved 
can contribute; but the contributions don’t start when the design is  
transferred to the fabric - they have to start now with the thinking  
process!  So, if you have any ideas about subject matter, images or 
symbols we should be include, please pass them on to anyone in the 
Women’s Fellowship. 
 
At present there is a suggestion for having two long banners, one 
either side of the visual display area and several other general ideas 
have been mentioned. 

Joan Ørskov  

PICTURES FROM THE GOOD NEWS BIBLE 
 

Our thanks are due to Judith Herbert  
for this beautiful and unique decoration. 
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An extract from the beginning of  
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by Ernest Wilkinson* 
 

According to the “History of Aber-
deen” by Walter Thom, published in 1811, 
the population in 1755, including that of Old 
Aberdeen, numbered 15,750 – about one-
twelfth of the present population.  The 
houses of New Aberdeen, as it is described 
in the maps of the period, were all within a 
radius of little more than a quarter of a mile 
of Marischal College.  Westwards the houses 
reached to Belmont Street, whilst a line 
drawn through Hadden Street past the foot of 
Shore Brae would roughly mark the limits in 
a southerly direction.  Gordon’s College 
stood outside the town.  In the rolling coun-
tryside, near the spot where Crown Street 
and Crown Terrace now meet, a windmill 
boldly spread its sails, no doubt a prominent 
landmark for many miles around.  Away 
from the town, from the lip of Windmill 
Brae, the Hardgate ribboned lazily across to 
the brown waters of the Dee.  Thom tells us 
that in 1756 there was only a single farm-
house in Gilcomston.  Twenty years later, 
Gilcomston had grown to a tiny village, a 
small handful of houses clustering cosily 
near the Den Burn about the spot where the 
Grammar School now stands.  Forester Hill 
was still described as being “near Aberdeen”.  
Mile End was then no more than the first 
milestone on the road from town: King 
Street, George Street and Union Street had 
not been opened up.  Barely a quarter of a 
mile on the sea-ward side of the Gallowgate 
could still be seen the gallows, gaunt and 
grim on the Gallows Hill.  This, then, was 
the Aberdeen from which Methodism dates 
its ancestry. 

 

 The initiative in forming the Meth-
odist Society in Aberdeen is commonly as-
cribed to a Dr. Memyss who, after coming 
into contact with Methodists in Wales, had 
settled in Aberdeen about 1747.  It is related 
that when on a visit to London between 1756  

 
 
and 1759, Memyss called on John Wesley, 
requesting that a Methodist preacher should 
be sent to Aberdeen.  In response Wesley 
sent Christopher Hopper to the city in 1759, 
and it was probably in that year – the year of 
Burns’ birth and only thirteen years after the 
battle of Culloden – that the Methodist Soci-
ety of Aberdeen was formed.  Support for 
taking the year 1759 is found in the fact that 
the Steward’s book shows a special collec-
tion to have been taken on 31st October 1809 
which is described as a jubilee collection.  
(Incidentally, it may be mentioned that this 
collection was handed over to the Magis-
trates, for what purpose we are not told.) 

 

 However, whether the Society was, 
or was not, formed in 1759, it was certainly 
in existence two years later, for on the occa-
sion of his first visit to Aberdeen in 1761 
Wesley records that he “added about twenty 
to the little Society”. And that on the follow-
ing day “twenty more came to be, desiring to 
cast in their lot with us and appearing to be 
cut to the heart”.  Three days later Wesley 
went on his way, “leaving near ninety mem-
bers in the Society”. 

 

 Altogether Wesley visited Aber-
deen in fourteen different years, on the first 
occasion in 1761, as just mentioned, and on 
the last in 1790 when he was eighty-six years 
of age.  The vigorous growth of the Society 
in these early years no doubt owes much to 
Wesley’s personal inspiration and by 1770 
the membership in Aberdeen was the highest 
in Scotland. 

 

The growth, however, was not only 
in numbers, for Wesley reports that “many of 
the people were much alive to God”, and that 
it was “a Society truly alive, knit together in 
peace and love”.  They were “a people that 
can feel as well as hear”, “many of whom 
were athirst for full salvation”. 
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John Wesley’s journal is a vital source for telling us of his travels over the length and breadth 
of the British Isles, and any Methodist society which claims uninterrupted continuity since 
Wesley’s time is likely to cite its full descriptions of the occasions when the great leader 
visited it.  This was done for our Aberdeen Society by C. Diack in his Sketch of Methodism 

in Aberdeen; he quotes at length Wesley’s account of his favourable reception in the city, his 
welcome by the Principal of Marischal College and his entertainment by one of the local 
ministers, Mr Ogilvy “a more open-hearted friendly man I know not that I have ever met - 
indeed I have scarce seen such a set of ministers in any town of Great Britain or Ireland”. 
 
But, we are unusual in having a view from the other side as well; as Andrew Walls pointed 
out in his Some Personalities of Aberdeen Methodism 1700 - 1970 Wesley’s first visit was 
recorded by a member of the young society, William Smith, a lawyer in the town, whose 
diary is preserved as manuscript 2057 in King’s College Special Collections.  This includes 
at first some details of Smith’s professional life, but later seems to become a commonplace 
book for the society containing new hymns, prayers, notes of sermons, articles from religious 
journals and, at least twice, copies of letters to Wesley asking for advice and approval of 
actions taken.  But Wesley’s first visit was obviously a major event and merited full  
treatment.  Wesley himself tells us that he had been given permission to preach in the 
[Marischal] College close, but because of rain he was “desired to go in to the hall , full a 
hundred feet long” and the congregation was “large - and full as large at 5 in the morning”.  
This is all that Wesley says, but Smith elaborates for us.  It was a “well mannered  
audience” (not all Wesley’s were, even in Aberdeen later!) and he gives us a full account of 
the sermon with its text, II Corinthians viii 9, “For ye know the grace of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, that tho he was rich, yet for your sakes he became poor, and that ye through his  
poverty might be made rich”.  “He went through the words as they lye in order without any  
artificial Division observing that the Natural Order was the plainest and plain speech always 
best provided it be true.”  Then he outlines what Wesley said about ‘grace’ ‘our Lord Jesus 
Christ,’ (‘to the conviction of all present’), ‘riches’ - ‘The Lord and Maker of all - all the 
Beasts of the Forest and Cattle upon a thousand Hills are His’, and finally ‘made rich’: ‘he 
told what true riches were - illustrated with a relation of an incident that happened many 
years ago - the oldest thing he remembers in this world - a Minister his house was on fire and 
all onsumed - his eighth child was left behind and was in great danger when he was brought 
out alive, which, said he, by the providence of God was myself.  The father cryed “Blessed 
be God; I am rich enough; I have all my eight children.  Let the house and all that’s in it be 
going - I have my God and my Children”. 
 
As the climax of the sermon this story, which all Methodists must have heard of ‘the brand 
plucked from the burning’, made a great impression.  We know how strongly Wesley felt 
that he was the subject of a special salvation; here, in the first sermon preached by him to a 
new society and its adherents, he stressed it again, and its effect upon Smith was profound.  
None of the other sermons Wesley preached on this first visit was so extensively reported, 
though the text and a brief summary are given for the morning sermon - delivered at 5 a.m. - 
and the evening sermon Wesley preached daily till Thursday May 7th, the day of his  
departure to meet Sir Archibald Grant of Monymusk, leaving, as he says ‘near ninety  
members in the society’ - the beginnings of our society. 

JOHN WESLEY’S FIRST SERMON IN ABERDEEN 
 

Reprinted from an anonymous article in an undated CTM newsletter 
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CHRISTMAS IN SOUTH KOREA  

FROM PAUL KIM 
 
 Christmas was unknown to Korean people until the beginning of the 19th  
century, the time when Christianity was first introduced into Korea (over 200 
years ago Catholic priests introduced Christianity to Korea for the first time). It 
took quite a long period of time until Christmas became popular among Korean 
people. Nowadays it is being celebrated as a most popular holiday.  
 
 A general outlook of  Christmas in South Korea is not much different from that 
in western countries: Christmas decorations in the streets and buildings,  
commercialism, sending Christmas cards to friends, sharing Christmas gifts, 
etc. People start to hear Christmas music (or carols) in the street around one 
month before Christmas. Many Koreans, like westerners, consider Christmas as 
an occasion for fun and pleasure, i.e. drinking, dancing, having parties, etc.  
 
 Korean churches herald the coming of the Christ by decorating the church 
premises. It appears that Christmas in Korean churches is not a day for the  
family. Compared with Christmas in western countries, Christmas celebration 
in Korean churches is very much church-centred. Korean churches become  
hectic during November and December in preparing Christmas celebrations. 
Almost all Korean churches hold a special gathering on Christmas Eve for the 
celebration of the birth of Jesus, which comprises  a short Christmas message 
followed by a Christmas cantata prepared by the choir and a Christmas pageant 
prepared by the Sunday school children and the youth, etc. This means that 
most of the congregation participate in the preparation for Christmas  
 The youth of the churches, even adults in some churches, have their own 
Christmas party after the Christmas Eve celebration, which includes playing 
games, sharing Christmas presents with each other, and the party lasts until 
dawn, around three or four in the morning. Then from that time on until 5 am 
on Christmas morning, they break into small groups and go carolling following 
a prescribed list of church members. It became a tradition that when one hears 
carollers outside his home or apartment, he opens the door to listen and then 
invites the group into his home for hot drinks and snacks. After taking a few 
hours’ sleep, the sleepy teenagers and their leaders find themselves in church at 
11 am on Christmas Day for the traditional Christmas worship service. Usually 
the worship is followed by baptism and the Holy Communion. A traditional 
dinner is usually served at the church in a time of fellowship after the service. 
Of course, the meal is not mince pies or turkey, but a bowl of rice (or rice soup) 
served with Kimchi (Kimchi is a typical Korean dish made of a variety of spicy 
pickled vegetables), fruits and perhaps a cookie or two.     



From a missionary point of view, the Christmas celebrations have been a 
good occasion for evangelism in Korean church history. It has been  
regarded as a joyful event not only by the church congregation but also by 
the neighbours, particularly non-Christian parents who were invited to 
watch their children dancing and performing nativity plays (in Korean 
churches there are many Sunday school children whose parents are not 
Christians). For the neighbouring poor children, Christmas has been a day 
of expectation because of Christmas presents offered to them (it was  
particularly so when Korea was a poor country). No wonder many Korean 
adults have a memory that in their childhood they went to a neighbouring 
church on Christmas day in the hope of receiving a Christmas present. It 
seems that Korean churches have made use of the Christmas  
celebration as a good contact point with the neighbouring people.  
 
 
Paul adds in his covering e-mail:- How are you and the CTM members? I hope all 

are well. 

We are fine as well. We've been quite busy in serving our home church and taking 

missionary training. We are still hoping to go to Africa for  

missionary work, God willing. 



On 1st November, I was fortunate enough to be able to ‘drop in’ and visit the Tsutada 
family, Ruth and Sam with (sic) Manami Irene in Kofu City, Japan. 
 
 Immanuel Kofu is the Methodist Church of which Sam is minister; in some ways, it is 
similar to Crown Terrace. It’s in a back street near the city centre, and has even less 
parking space than our own church! Inside, the decor is something we would all  
recognise – ‘traditional’ Methodist dark stained wood. I particularly liked the fact that 
each seat has a table in front of it; Sam tells me that it is traditional, so that the  
congregation can take notes of the words of wisdom from the pulpit.  Me? I found my 
table good to lean on! 
 
 We at Crown Terrace will all empathise with the fact that the building is in urgent 
need of major refurbishment or replacement. Here’s the difficult part – including 
Ruth, Sam and me, there were twelve adults in the congregation on the Sunday 
morning of 2nd November. 
 
 Sam and Ruth have set up a series of after-service activities, which take place on 
various Sundays. The first Sunday in the month is a men’s meeting. As I was visiting, 
the gentlemen took the opportunity to invite the ladies along because Sam had  
invited me to give a flavour of what goes on at Crown Terrace. 
 
 Sunday afternoon and Monday saw us at Mt Fuji. It was a public holiday, and all of 
the villages were at their autumn best, spectacular colours and busy markets. We 
also found time to continue our pastime of gaming – I’m delighted to report that I 
thrashed both Ruth and Sam at Othello! Manami is still too young to play, but next 
time …… 
 
 Space doesn’t permit a full account of my time with Ruth and Sam, but there is one 
important thing to squeeze in. Please remember that they ask for only one thing from 
us – our prayers for their work. 
 
 If you wish, you can write to the family by emailing sam@crownterrace.com. There 
is a photographic record of the visit at www.crownterrace.com If you would like a 
video record of the visit (plenty of shots of Manami – she’s growing up fast!) then 
drop me a line at barry@crownterrace.com; let me know whether you need tape or 
DVD. 
 
Finally, I also visited the Ogura family; Naomi and Shin with (sic) Sachio and Sotoro 
in Furukawa City. They are well, and send their best wishes to all at Crown Terrace. 
Shin wants to know if Nigel still needs decent table tennis players – I assured him 
‘yes’! The Oguras can be contacted via shin@crownterrace.com 
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CHRISTMAS MEMORIES 
 

We were a happy family of five girls plus Mum and Dad.  Our 
Christmas stocking was a little “lacking” in toys, by today’s  
standards, but we got a book and often new underclothes and were 
quite pleased with small mercies. 
 

We went to nice parties at the homes of various relations where a 
leg of ham had been boiled for the occasion - looking back, I imag-
ine they must have been quite cheap as everyone seemed to have 
one!  Tinned salmon was the treat for tea on a Sunday with, of 
course, lots of home baking. 
 

When I was a child, there was post delivered on Christmas Day 
and I remember one particular one when the postman made his 
delivery as usual but he arrived late not coming to the house until 
after we had finished lunch.  He seemed a little too merry, pre-
sumably from all the offerings he had received at the homes he had 
visited.  My Mother gave him some Christmas pudding and my 
sister and I skipped out with his bag of mail and completed his 
round for him! 

Jessie Petrie 



MY FIRST CARIBBEAN CHRISTMAS 
 
 

It was early in 1967.  I had just been ordained as a member of the Wesley Deaconess  
Order.  For three months I had been preparing in Birmingham to serve overseas and was 
waiting to be told where my destination would be.  Then the word came - it was to be in the 
‘Western Area’ (Caribbean and Americas) and probably Guyana. 
 
Guyana?  Where was it exactly and what would it be like?  I found it to be the old British 
Guiana - newly independent - lying on the north-east shoulder of South America with  
Venezuela to the north, Surinam to the south and Brazil to the west.  It was a tropical  
country with great rivers, forests and grasslands.  It was proud to be a land of six peoples - 
Amerindians, Africans, East Indians, Chinese, Europeans and those of mixed race.   
Christianity, Islam and Hinduism were all accepted as official religions. 
 
Most of the people lived on the banks of the three main rivers or in the coastal area which 
had been drained by the Dutch settlers in the seventeenth century.  Here homes were  
protected from the Atlantic ocean by a great sea wall which was punctuated by kokers 
(sluices) which were raised at low tide and lowered against the high tide.  The capital city, 
Georgetown, lay where the sea wall met the Demerara River, and I was to live and work 
there shaing a flat on the top floor of a three-storey, wooden, colonial-style Manse with  
another English deaconess, Sister Eileen Gaunt. 
 
It was against this background that I spent my first Christmas overseas.  I was working in 
the Georgetown Circuit which covered churches in the city centre and its suburbs.  My work 
included caring for the young people of Trinity Church in down-town Georgetown.  The  
minister with whom I worked suggested that the young people provide hot-dogs and cool 
drinks for the congregation after the Christmas morning service. 
 
In the Caribbean, Christmas morning services are traditionally held at 5 a.m. - a throw back 
to slavery when the slaves had to worship early because work began as soon as the day 
dawned.  So it was that Eileen and I prepared for a very early start  that Christmas Day.  
She was to take the service in a church about twenty miles away.  I was to cycle down to 
Trinity’s schoolroom to prepare the rolls and sausages and organise the young people. 
 
At 3.30 a.m. on that Christmas morning it was as quiet as it can ever be in the tropics - only 
the cicadas and frogs made any sound.  I began my cycle ride into the silent city - waking 
every sleeping watchdog behind every gate and probably waking every sleeping resident 
behind their guarded houses.  Fortunately I was well out of sight before they sought the 
source of the disturbance! 
 
Once at church I set to work in the dimly lit schoolroom using school desks and a portable 
two ring gas stove.  The dozen young folk joined me little by little and we cooked the  
sausages and prepared the hot dogs, wrapped them in serviettes and stacked them in  
containers (In a hot climate food stays hot.)  Cool drinks were ready in large jugs.  When all 
was ready - by then the service had begun - we took the food to a table in the church porch 
and crept into the back of the church. 
 



As the service proceeded the open window and doors revealed day dawning and the 
church service we had entered in darkness was left in sunny daylight and culminated in 
shared Christmas greetings, hotdogs and cool drinks. 
 
Later in the morning, after breakfast at home, Eileen and I drove east along the coast to 
visit an East-Indian home on the mud flats between the road and the sea wall.  The 
parents, who were Hindus, had asked Eileen to start a Sunday School in the space 
underneath their tiny wooden house on stilts so that their children could learn about 
Jesus.  She had been doing this for some time and the family and their neighbours 
knew we would be calling on them on Christmas Day.  We parked  at the roadside and 
immediately a stream of children ran across the mud flats towards us and escorted us 
to their home.  Once we were packed into the small area below the house and  
sheltered from the intensity of the sun Eileen told the Christmas story with the aid of her 
flannelgraph and we sang simple carols.   
The high pitched Indian voices were very different from the African voices in  
Georgetown.  Then we opened our carrier bags and gave each child a small wrapped 
Christmas gift - toothbrushes, combs, pencils, notebooks.  The children in their very 
basic living conditions thought they were great!  The mother of the house then invited 
us to follow her up the steps to the single room above where we ate phoularie and  
mittai (savoury and sweet finger food) and ‘lady’s drink’.  (I’m still unsure as to what it 
was!)  We were escorted back to the car and continued along the road to a village 
called Friendship where an Irish Methodist minister, his wife and small daughter lived. 
 
Once at the Friendship Manse we were joined by two English Methodist ministers their 
wives and children.  There we had as traditional Christmas lunch as was possible in the 
circumstances.  Two of us were instructed to entertain the children whilst the others had 
their siestas.  (The siestas were far from peaceful!) I cannot say that the games which 
followed were over lively - the early start, the heat and the humidity saw to that - but we 
had a happy and hilarious time and then ended the day together with carols and 
prayers, very much aware of the peace and joy of Christmas. 
 
Darkness fell quickly around 5.30 p.m. and with darkness the sounds of the cicadas 
and the frogs returned accompanied this time by the whine and nip of the mosquitoes, 
Eileen and I made our way back to Georgetown which looked very beautiful with the 
light of its white wooden buildings reflected in the many canals.  Once home we 
climbed the thirty nine steps to our flat, lit the paraffin stove, boiled the kettle and had a 

cup of tea and went to our beds thankful for a very happy Christmas Day! 
 

Joyce Wilson 



PIONEERS OF FAIR TRADE THE STORY OF THE THIRD WORLD CENTRE 
 
 St. Mary's Chapel, in the Kirk of St. Nicholas, was founded around 1430 by Lady Elizabeth Gordon, as a 
place where mass might be said for the repose of her soul and those of her family.   Naturally, with the 
coming of the reformation, such purposes were no longer in favour and St. Mary's Chapel, shorn of its 
religious function, embarked on a very chequered career, being used at various times as a witches' prison, 
a storehouse for "instruments of correction", a plumber's workshop and a soup kitchen.   
 
 In 1898 the chapel was restored and during the first half of the twentieth century it was used mainly for 
baptisms and marriages. Just as one woman had been responsible for its beginnings, it was another 
woman who was to bring about a change in its use, thrusting the church in Aberdeen firmly into the world 
of today.  Ann Wigglesworth, the wife of a Church of Scotland agricultural missionary, spent 12 years in 
India, where she became involved with an organisation that helped the women of low income group  
families to establish the production of handicrafts for sale.  Having seen the immense difference that  
regular sales could make to the women's lives, she determined to continue helping when she returned 
home. 
 

 She persuaded the Kirk session to let her use St. Mary's chapel as a base for a fair trade shop and as a 
result, in 1983, the Third World Centre was born.   The enterprise was backed by the Aberdeen District 
Council of Churches, representing the different Christian traditions in the city.  Five years earlier, the 
alternative trading organisation, Traidcraft, had started to import goods from developing countries for 

sale.   They worked on the principle that all their producers were paid a fair price for their goods and the 
profit-swallowing middleman was eliminated.   They were also prepared to pay for orders in advance and 

give financial and design advice freely in many cases.    With food, crafts and recycled paper products 
from Traidcraft and similar organisations, together with items imported directly, the Third World Centre 
was soon able to mount a very attractive display of goods for sale.  Posters and information about issues 
of justice, peace and development were also available.    Of course, not everyone was convinced that this 

was a good idea.    One particular American tourist wrote a vitriolic letter to the newspapers deploring 
"the offences committed against St. Mary's chapel" with the "arrogant, vulgar display of garish,  

politically-propagandistic posters and cheap merchandise".   Happily, he (or she) was in the minority. 

 
 There had been much discussion about what to call the business, since people were beginning to think 

that the term “third world” was pejorative.  The obvious choice 
was “One World Centre”, but locally this was seen as having con-
nections with the Moonies, an extreme religious sect.  So “Third 
World Centre” was the name registered at Companies House when 
the business eventually became a limited company in 1988 and, 
despite several attempts to acquire a more “politically correct” 
title, that’s the one that remains. 
 
  Right from the start, the Centre depended on a team of committed 
volunteers to keep the enterprise running and a fruitful source of 
these has always been the student population.   Student volunteers 
have joined enthusiastically in extra-mural activities such as leaf-
leting, tastings of fair trade food in public places and especially as 
models at fashion shows of fair trade clothes.   As interest grew, 
church, school and community groups began to take regular sale-
or-return consignments of goods.   All sorts of people can be  

persuaded to work for fair trade - even Aberdeen's ecumenical choir, The Acclamations, who held a 



memorable night in the Kirk of St. Nicholas.   The audience heard about mother of pearl jewellery 
and delicate glassware from Palestine, chocolate and exotic jam from Ghana, honey from Tanza-
nia, soapstone carvings from Kenya, mirrorwork embroidered clothes from India and basketware 
from the Philippines, just to name a few.    And for each country mentioned, the choir provided an 
item, taking their listeners “Around the World in Song”. 
 
 Alerting people to injustice in the world and illustrating possibilities for change are part of what 
development education is all about, so the Third World Centre had always been involved in this.   
Aid agencies were increasingly producing teaching resources for development education and when 
stocks of these outgrew the available space in St. Mary's vestry, the education section of the  
business acquired separate premises.  It was set up in the Kirk House, Belmont Street and offered a 
free resource loan and advice service to schools and community groups, including workshop and 
activity sessions tailored to suit individual needs.   The collection was renamed Montgomery  
Development Education Centre in tribute to one of the early education workers and is now housed 
in Rosemount Church.   Despite its separate name, it remains very much a part of the Third World 
Centre. 
 
 Others have set up fair trade enterprises in Aberdeen.   In 1993 Zanzibar was opened in Little  
Belmont Street, specialising in larger fair trade items such as furniture and textiles, but the shop 
ceased trading early in 1998.    Oxfam have also had that coveted asset, a shop window on Union 
Street.  Their attractive fair trade shop is currently awaiting closure as Oxfam are in process of 
changing their trading initiatives.   At present, the Third World Centre remains the only retail outlet 
in Aberdeen that is    dedicated exclusively to fair trade. 
 
 The future of fair trade must inevitably lie with the supermarkets, where the majority of people do 
their shopping.   Over the past six years there has been an explosion of goods bearing the Fairtrade 
Mark, an independent guarantee that the product has been fairly traded.   Campaigning to promote 
sales of these goods is now an important part of the Centre's work.   In 2002, the Centre joined with 
Aberdeen City Council to host a fair trade breakfast, attended by local businessmen, councillors, 
MSP's, voluntary organizations and school children.    Following on from this, a proposal was 
made to the Council that Aberdeen should declare itself a Fairtrade city, with a fair trade policy 
and encouragement for firms to use fairly traded products in canteens and restaurants.   Aberdeen 
would be the first city in Scotland to do this, although Dundee may not be far behind, and the  
opportunities for publicity that would be created should be numerous.  As a result of the proposal, a 

working group was set up to achieve the necessary goals, a 
resolution passed by the Council in support of fair trade, and 
an application for Fairtrade city status made to the Fairtrade 
F o u n d a t i o n  a t  t h e  e n d  o f  
September 2003.    Hopefully it won’t just be the Centre’s 
twentieth birthday we will be celebrating at the end of  
October, but a whole new era of fair trade in Aberdeen. 
 
 When supermarkets stock so many fair trade goods that they 
are no longer more expensive than the ordinary brands and 
when individual craft workers automatically receive a fair 
price for the amount of skill involved in their products, that 
will be the day that the Third World Centre can close.    Until 
then, the Centre that was the pioneer of fair trade in Aberdeen 
will continue to make the difference between living and 
merely existing for thousands of producers, all over the world.   
In fact, instead of inviting you to "shop till you drop", we 
would rather that you "shop till no-one drops" by making the 

Third World Centre a regular place to do your shopping. 



TWENTY YEARS OF FAIR TRADE 

In October the Third World Centre in St Mary’s Chapel celebrated its twentieth anni-
versary of fair trade in Aberdeen.  During that time many more people have heard of 
fair trade and sales have increased, both in the Centre and in supermarkets which are 
gradually yielding in the face of consumer pressure to stock more fair trade goods. 
 
The Churches in Aberdeen have always been supportive, but there is still a lot to be 
done.  As we celebrate our twenty year milestone and as Aberdeen applies for Fairtrade 
City status, here are some of the ways in which you can help. 
 
• Shop with us, but also keep asking for goods with the Fairtrade Mark in your local 

supermarkets 
• Check that your church, your workplace or school and your favourite local café are 

using Fairtrade tea and coffee 
• Spread the word about fair trade to all your friends 
• Become a member of the Third World Centre and help to continue its vital work 
• Visits can be arranged to the Centre or perhaps you could organise an event tied in 

to fair trade goods 
 

WHATEVER YOU DO , HERE’S TO THE NEXT TWENTY YEARS 



Organisation of Aberdeen Kirks  

OAK NEWS 

At the OAK AGM held on Sunday, October 12th the following members were elected 
to the new committee – Chairman - Colin Wilson; Vice-Chairman - Douglas Rankin;  
Secretary - Jean Black; Treasurer - Malcolm Steel; Social Secretary - Betty Steel.   
In addition each congregation will elect 4 representatives. 
 
There was an OAK CAFÉ MILESTONE on Thursday, October 16th, when, for the 
first time that any one could remember, takings exceeded £100.00.  Congratulations to 
those who work so tirelessly and hard to ensure that each week-day soup, sandwiches, 
toasties and bacon rolls, to name but a small selection of the menu, are available to 
both regular diners and those that find St Mark’s church hall by chance.  Extra helpers 
are always welcome and Daphne Cowking is the champion soup-stirrer from CTM 
who would be delighted to introduce you to the kitchen. 
 
Some people start their Christmas preparations early and that has certainly applied to 
OAK’s staff and customers.  Knitting needles have been clicking since springtime to 
provide woollies and toys to go in the Christmas shoeboxes.  There is a photograph 
displayed in the CTM porch which shows the first load of boxes setting off for the 
New Hope Trust at Peterhead who will transport them to Eastern Europe with the 
message of Hope, Love and Peace to the recipients.  We have been able to send 146 
boxes and several bags of toys.  Our grateful thanks go to all who have donated all the 
lovely toiletries etc. and to our friends who helped pack and wrap all the boxes. 
 
We are now looking forward to our own celebrations with Christmas Lunches being 
served on Wednesday and Thursday December 17th & 18th in St Mark’s Church Hall.  
As usual tickets will be on sale for those who wish to join us. 
 
We wish you all a very Happy Christmas and look forward to seeing you in the  
New Year. 



Carmel Sunday School Christmas Party December 1950 
 
SEE, HEAR, TOUCH, SMELL AND, BEST OF ALL, TASTE. 
 
It was quite easy to find the way to the door, even though it was dark and there were 
no street lights, because on the porch window sill stood a Tilley lamp sending out a 
bright, white light and smelling of paraffin and methylated spirit. Before going  
inside, we scuffed our Wellingtons backwards and forwards in the grass to remove 
the mud. To take muddy Wellingtons over boards that had been scrubbed by our 
Mothers on their hands and knees ranked as a serious misdemeanour. In the porch 
were two milk churns, not of milk, but full of ice cold water from the well to make 
the tea. The milk, still warm from the cow, was in a can carried by David Bevan, 
Bryn Hafod, the strongest and most surefooted of the boys.   
 
We opened the door to the social highpoint of our year- the Sunday School Party. 
The combined warmth of the coal stove, the paraffin stove boiling the kettles and 
the lamps, by which our schoolroom was lit, made our faces and eyes smart after 
the cold outside. We changed into our shoes and added our coats, pixies, balaclavas 
and gloves to the pile on the back pew. There were no party dresses or bow ties but 
adults and children were all in their Sunday best. The one concession was that the 
ladies abandoned their hats, except for a very old spinster of 45, who stated firmly, 
that she was in chapel. 
 
On a box on the pulpit was the Christmas tree. Our Christmas tree was a small holly 
bush topped by a fairy in a crepe paper dress and decorated with tinsel and, the  
pinnacle of sophistication- lights powered by a battery, which were not connected 
until the tea was ready in case the battery ran out. Two trestle tables ran the length 
of the room. The cups, saucers and plates from the kitchen dressers of our  
community were now set out on white starched tablecloths; a guard of honour for 
the plates of sandwiches and cake down the middle. I had smelt the yeast cake as it 
cooked in my aunt’s oven and we had lived with the smell of boiling tongue as it 
simmered away on the hob at our fire side . The Christmas tree was illuminated. 
Two mothers stood with teapots at the ready. “Right, come and have tea, little ones 
at the top, boys class that side, girls class this side and don’t shake the table as you 
climb over the bench - Charles will you start us off?” A retired farmer with a lovely 
tenor voice started singing “Praise God from whom all blessings flow” and we all 
joined in. Our party had begun. 

M.D.C.  
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When the night is deep 
With the sense of Christmas 
And expectancy hangs heavy 
On every breath, 
Behold, I stand at the door and knock. 
 
When the floor is knee deep 
In discarded wrapping paper 
And the new books are open at page one 
And the new toys are already broken 
Behold, I stand at the door and knock. 
 
When the family is squashed 
Elbow to elbow 
Around the table 
And the furious rush for food is over 
And the only word that can describe the feeling 
Is full, 
Behold, I stand at the door and knock. 
 
And when Christmas is over 
And the television is silent  
For the first time in in two days 
And who sent which card to whom 
Is forgotten until next year 
Behold, I stand at the door and knock. 
 
And when the nation has finished celebrating 
Christmas without Christ 
A birthday  
Without a birth 
The coming of a kingdom 
Without a king 
And when I am 
Forgotten 
Despised 
Rejected 
Crucified- 
 
Behold, I stand at the door and knock. 
 
 

Gerard Kelly 

© Gerard Kelly: from REBEL WITHOUT APPLAUSE (Monarch)  

reprinted with permission in The Young Oxford Book of Christmas Poems 



CHRISTMAS MEMORIES FROM NORTHERN IRELAND 
 

My childhood Christmases were by no means typical.  In fact, it was not until I was 
much older and was raising a family of my own, that I became aware that Christmas was 
celebrated in different ways in different parts of the world… or even Europe.  For a start, 
we NEVER had a white Christmas.  Rain (often) and plenty of snow later on, yes, but 
the earliest I can remember snow falling was one New year’s Day! 
 

Until I was 14 I lived I a detached house on a country road just outside Belfast in  
Northern Ireland.  There were a string of similar houses on the northern side, but  
opposite we had unobstructed views of cultivated fields and green hills.  The only  
children nearby were a boy, two months older than me, and a girls nine months younger.  
Plus Fred and Barbara, my younger brother and sister.  This will explain why we didn’t 
go to lots of parties at Christmas, or any other time.  Another way in which our family 
was different, was that both my fathert and mother were the youngest in their families 
and they were 38 & 36 years old when their firstborn (that’s me folks!) arrived between 
Christmas and New Year.  Consequently, they were well into their forties by the time I 
can first remember them, and all my aunts and uncles were 50+, which in those days was  
considered “well past it” as far as playing active games with children was concerned.  
Most of our fun with grown ups was with cards or board games.  I think I have passed 
this on to my own children - and my granddaughter aged 31/2. 
 

Although as a family we regularly attended Sunday morning services at Knock  
Methodist Church, because it meant a walk of over two miles, we never attended  
Christmas Services.  No cars, no petrol in those war time years.  We always had a 
Christmas Tree with “pre-war” lights and “pre-war” decorations.  If any were damaged, 
they couldn’t be replaced except by those we made ourselves.  The decorations only 
came down on the Twelfth Day of Christmas - 6th January. 
 

On Christmas Eve we would each be given one of our father’s socks to hang up at the 
end of our beds.  These would hold more than our own ones!  At six o’clock the  
following morning (not before on pain of death!) Fred and Barbara came o my bed for 
the grand sock opening.  I can’t really remember what was in them, but they were al-
ways full.  Probably an apple (oranges and bananas didn’t exist then) pencils, something 
from our sweetie ration and other odds and ends.  Later, we were allowed to visit our 
parent’s room, and proudly display the contents of our stockings. 
 

Some time after breakfast, the four relatives would arrive.  A childless aunt and uncle by 
train from Donaghadee on the Co. Down coast, and a spinster aunt and her bachelor  
uncle from another part of Belfast.  The main meal would have been about 1p.m.  The 
annual ritiual that always sticks in my mind was having to wiat for the King’s Christmas 
Message to finish before we were allowed to open our presents which were around the 
tree.  The anticipation was nearly as exciting as actually discovering what we had been 
given. 
 

And finally all the “Thank you” letters.  I always had the excuse of delaying writing 
them for a few days until after my birthday, to hopefully include further gifts. 
 

David Hopwood 



CHRISTIAN’S AWAKE 

John Byrom (1691 - 1763) 

 
John Byrom was the son of a Manchester draper, so tall that it was 
hard to find a horse big enough for him to ride.  He trained in  
literature at Cambridge and medicine in France but his main claim 
to fame was in pioneering his own shorthand, which John and 
Charles Wesley adopted - Charles refused to correspond with his 
brother unless by the Byron method. 
 
When John Byrom asked his daughter, Dorothy, in the late 1740’s 
what she would like for Christmas she replied “Please write me a 
poem”.  The poem, Christian’s Awake, was headed ‘Christmas Day 
for Dolly’ and was waiting for her on the breakfast table on  
Christmas morning 1749 - complete with blots and crossings out. 
 
In 1750 John Wainwright, who was organist at Stockport Parish 
Church composed the familiar tune, Yorkshire (Stockport), and he 
arrived on the Byrom’s doorstep with some of his choir to give a 
first rendition of the carol.  Despite some of the original words  
having been altered over the years, the original “Christmas present” 
has withstood the passage of time and is found in Hymns & Psalms 
at number 96. 
 
 

Christians, awake, salute the happy morn 

Whereon the Saviour of the world was born; 

Rise to adore the mystery of love, 

Which hosts of angels chanted from above; 

With them the joyful tidings first begun 

Of God incarnate and the Virgin’s Son. 

 

Then may we hope, the angelic hosts among, 

To sing, redeemed, a glad triumphal song; 

He that was born upon this joyful day 

Around us all in glory shall display; 

Saved by his love, incessant we shall sing 

Th’ eternal praise of heaven's almighty King 
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My sister and I had a very happy, secure childhood.  All of us  
however can look back and remember the good and not-so-good 
times, the ‘pro’s and con’s’ of growing up, no matter what ‘job’ our 
Dad did. 
 

Looking back, it must have been more difficult to be a ‘mother of a 
child of the manse’ than a ‘child of the manse’. 
 

Thinking especially of ‘Christmas past’, some memories do stick in 
my mind:- 
 Yes, I do remember feeling a bit peeved when Mum had to 
invite the ‘lonely and elderly’ into “our” home for Christmas Day.  
Why couldn’t we just have a family Christmas?  (And why were 
there no good-looking foreign students who needed a Christmas 
lunch in any of Dad’s chapels?!!) 
 Then there was the time when my mother decided to take on, 
almost single handed, the cooking of a Christmas lunch in the 
Church Hall for nearly 30 people on Christmas Day.  You can  
appreciate all the build up of preparation, the cooking and serving of 
the meal itself and all the clearing up afterwards.  We returned home 
to the manse, mum exhausted.  As my parents were unloading the 
pots and pans from the car, my dear dad trapped his hand in the car 
door.  I was left to entertain another guest, whilst Mum and Dad 
spent the rest of the day in Accident and Emergency! 
 

But there were happy family Christmases too!  I remember getting 
excited at the thought of opening ‘Santa’s sack’ on Christmas  
morning.  (Father Christmas, as he was known south of the border!)  
We always went to chapel on Christmas Day morning.  I still prefer 
going to service on Christmas Day itself rather than late on  
Christmas Eve. 
 

When we lived within a decent travelling distance, we would go off 
to Clithero, Lancashire, where my gran, aunties, uncles and cousins 
lived.  We had wonderful family gatherings together. 
 

Now ‘just a family Christmas’ seems a bit tame, almost as if  
something is missing.  I am so grateful to my parents for bringing me 
up to have such an open home.  I have come to realise for myself 
the great joy and privilege that giving hospitality can bring. 
 

Christmas is a busy time for all of us but let us remember the extra 
pressures that our ministers and their families have at this time of 
year. 

Sarah Sim 
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NOAH'S ARK - 2003 
 

The Lord came to Noah, in Britain, in the year 2003.  Earth was wicked and over-
populated. The Lord instructed Noah to build another Ark and save two of every living 
thing along with a few good humans. "Here's the blueprint," said the Lord. "Hurry - in 
six months I start the unending rain for 40 days and 40 nights.” 
 
Six months later the rain started.  The Lord looked down and saw Noah weeping in 
his flooded garden - and no Ark. “Noah", he roared, "where is the Ark? "Forgive me 
Lord," begged Noah. "Things have changed. I needed a building permit. I have been 
arguing with the inspector about the need for a sprinkling system. My neighbours 
claim that I have violated the planning bye-laws by building the Ark in my garden and 
by the height limitation being exceeded. We had to go to the Development Appeal 
Board for a decision. Then the Department of Transport wanted a waiver for the  
future costs of moving power, cables and other overhead obstructions, to clear pas-
sage for the Ark's move to sea. I argued the sea would be coming to us, but they 
wouldn’t listen. Getting the wood was another problem. There's a ban on cutting local 
trees in order to save the spotted owl. I tried to convince the environmentalists that I 
needed the wood to save the owls. No go! I gathered the animals, but then I got sued 
by the animal rights group. They insisted that I was confining wild animals against 
their will. As well, they argued the accommodation was too restrictive and it was cruel 
and inhumane to put so many animals in so confined a space. The Environmental 
Department decided that I could not build the Ark without filing an environmental im-
pact statement on your proposed flood. I'm still trying to resolve a complaint with the 
Human Rights Commission on how many minorities I'm supposed to hire for my 
building crew. The trade unions want me to hire only union trades-people with Ark 
building experience. To make matters worse, Customs and Excise seized all my  
assets, claiming I'm trying to leave the country illegally as well as with endangered 
species. So, forgive me Lord, but it would take at least ten years to finish this Ark.”  
 
Suddenly the skies cleared and the sun began to shine.  A rainbow stretched across 
the sky.  Noah looked up in wonder. "You mean you're not going to destroy the 
world?" he asked. "No", said the Lord. "Your Government beat me to it." 



DATE TIME EVENT 
PLACE 

(if other than CTM) 

Sunday November 30th  
11.00 
18.30 

Advent Services  

Sunday December 7th  11.00 Christmas Family Worship  

Sunday December 14th 19.30 Carol Singing  
Around Neighbour-
hood after service 

Weds./Thurs. December 
17th/18th  

 OAK Christmas Lunches St Mark’s Hall 

Sunday December 21st  11.00 Family Service  

Sunday December 21st  18.30 Carol Service  

Christmas Eve 23.00 
“Candlelight” Service preceded 

by coffee mince pies etc. 
 

Christmas Day 11.00 Family Worship  

Sunday December 28th  18.30 
Joint service with  

Crown Terrace Baptists 
Crown Terrace  

Baptist 

Sunday January 4th  11.00 Covenant Service  

Sunday January 25th 11.00 Annual OAK Service St Mark’s 

Saturday March 20th   Circuit Meeting in Aberdeen  

Friday, December 19th  
To 

start at 
14.00 

Carol Singing at Woodend 
Hospital 

Meet at Voluntary 
Services  

Coordinator’s office,  

TRANSPORT TO/FROM SERVICES 
 

If you require, or know of anyone who would benefit from this service, 
please contact Evelyn Young � 583802 


