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FROM THE MANSE

| love Christmas. It has special memories for me and | just adore the wonder and
the mystery of God’s Incarnation, the timeless Lord of all the universe entering our
world as a tiny, vulnerable baby. It says so much about our God, the One who is
prepared to be vulnerable to what He has created and take risks so that some at
least might turn again and be saved.

It was on Christmas Eve, nine years ago, as | assisted my placement minister (I was
in the middle of my college training) with midnight communion, that | experienced
something wonderful. The Church was lit by candles, the choir were singing ‘O
come all ye faithful’ and as they began the verse “Sing choirs of angels, sing in
exultation” | had an almost overwhelming experience of God’s peace and love.
And did | need it!

Earlier that year, after 9 months in training, my faith had almost disappeared, my
marriage was in tatters and my calling and vocation as a minister seemed hollow.
But with prayer, guidance and determination to build something new from the
ashes, and above all a huge amount of God’s grace and love, things were coming
together. But by Christmas, nearly six months on, | carried not only the
responsibility (which was quite right) but also a great sense of guilt (which was
holding me back).

| had generally been quick to forgive others, but now | couldn’t forgive myself for
failing my God, my family and my church. But then, on Christmas eve, as the choir
sang and as | helped to prepare the table for us all to gather and take bread and
wine, | knew deep in my soul that | was indeed forgiven. The Christ child had once
again been born in my heart. Christmas has been even more special for me since
that night.

When the angels proclaimed to the shepherds that Jesus’ birth meant “Peace on
Earth” they did not mean the peace which is the suspension of all problems. The
Christmas story is not a sentimental escape from our own problems or the problems
of the world. The first Christians preserved these accounts of the birth precisely
because they spoke to their lives and their world, a world of suffering and
persecution as well as joy and new life.

As | write this article the Queen’s Speech has just taken place in Parliament with
yet another anti terrorism and security Bill. My television has shown me images of
the bodies of British soldiers being returned home from Iraq. The Iraqgi people are
dying in huge numbers, the war in Afghanistan rumbles on. There is violence and
terror in Sudan, Somalia, Palestine, Israel, threats from a nuclear weapon
equipped North Korea, and this is just the tip of the iceberg.

“Peace on earth” seems a strange claim to make in the midst of all this violence.
And yet it is true. Final and absolute peace will not happen until the
consummation of God’s rule and reign, when Jesus comes again. But right here
and now there is peace in Christ. He is like the eye of the storm, a place of calm
even though all around us the tempest rages.

His peace is the peace which goes beyond the purely present.

His peace means knowing we are held in the hands of our heavenly Father.

His peace means that whatever we are going through He is there with us.

His peace is a gift, received from God’s Spirit when we put our faith in Jesus.

May you know true peace this Christmas. A gift so precious, a gift so free.

With every blessing,
Iawv
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BIRTHS

On Thursday ,October 12" to Marjorie and Andrew Dick's son
Neville and his wife Jacquie Andrew James - a brother for Sophie.

On Friday, October 27" to Judith (Dalton) and Clovis Younger
Dougal Jacob - a brother for Joe.

Yvonne Kennedy is in Ward 18, Woodend Hospital.
We send her our love and prayers during her stay there.

ANDREW WALLS

On January 5th 2007 in Atlanta, Georgia, The American Society
of Church History is presenting Andrew with its
Distinguished Career Award.

The award is given to scholars whose work has made a lasting
difference in understanding the history of Christianity.

Enter now in your new diaries the date of
Sunday, 11tk February 2007, 6.30 p.m.
That is when, together with The Acclamations, we shall be
holding a "Sing Wesley!" evening to celebrate the 300th
anniversary of Charles's birth.



TREASURER’S REPORT

The accounting year for the Methodist Church is the 31 August and the figures for the year
ended 31 August 2006 have been finalised and, in due course, after they have been examined
by Dr. Graham Dalton, a copy of the accounts will be pinned up in the Church entrance
vestibule. The accounts this year will be presented in a revised format to comply with new
charity regulations, including analysing funds between ‘Restricted’ and ‘Unrestricted’” funds
and setting out the Church’s Reserves Policy. I set out below a few comments on the figures.

Results

In the year ended 31 August 2006 the Church’s ordinary expenditure exceeded its ordinary
income by £11,475. This deficit arose principally for two reasons:-a) No Gift Aid tax refund
was received in the year, as the claim was not made in sufficient time for the payment to be
made before 31 August 2006. In the previous year £9,617 and £7,863 was received with
respect to the tax years ended 5 April 2004 and 5 April 2005. b) Essential repairs and
decoration in the Manse costing £10,708 were carried out. There had been no significant
expenditure on the Manse in any of the previous four years.

Giving by the congregation

Average weekly donations, before Gift Aid tax refund, for the year to 31 August 2006, were
£853 per week compared with £828 for the year to 31 August 2005, an increase of 3%, and
also an increase from the year to 31 August 2004 when weekly giving was £824 per week. It
is however a little disappointing to note that after the encouraging increase last year,
donations in the first quarter this year have fallen back to an average £821 per week.

Use of premises

The Dance school has been using the Church Hall for a year and as a result income from use
of the premises rose from £2,070 to £4,782. There was however an increase in utility costs
from £1,920 to £3,120, due both to the increased use of the premises and increased charges.

Assessment

The Quarterly assessment is the amount paid by the Church to the Circuit to cover Ministers’
salaries and other Circuit costs. In the year to 31 August 2006, £35,014 was paid compared
with £33,236 in the previous year. The assessment for the year commencing 1 September
2006 has increased significantly to £39,269 per annum. This is because, last year, 2005/2006,
the Circuit used the balance built up in the Circuit General Account over previous years to
subsidise the running costs of the Circuit to the tune of £9,000. It limited the amount
recovered from the Circuit Churches to £142,000, for a third year in succession, compared to
a budgeted cost of £151,000. The balance in the Circuit General Account has now been used
up. The budgeted running costs for the Circuit for 2006/ 2007 are £160,500, an increase of
£9,500 on the last year or 6.29%.

Fund for Major Repairs

There was no major expenditure on the Church building in the year to 31 August 2006. Final
bills of £1,891 were paid to the Architect with regard to the Sanctuary renovations and a final
grant of £2,039 was received from Biffa. A fund of £9,579 is being carried forward towards
any future major repairs or renovations in the Church.

Barbara Cresswell
Church Treasurer



TABLE TENNIS

DIVISION2 P|{W|D|[L|F|A]|B]Ps
CS Gssers 6| 3|1 ]2 |3[27] 5|3
Hall & Tawse 3201|2832
CIM'A’ 3]/ 3(0|l0]| 2832
Westhill 3210209 3|24
McQymort B 5203|1931 5|24
Triangle Hawks 3201 |20[10] 3|2
CS Mauriners 410049312
Pecten Penguiins 30|03 4[2]3]7
DIVISION3 P W|D|L|F|A]|B]Ps
Triangle Trio 6| 4| 1|1 ]|46]|14]5]a
University Falcors 5/5]0]0 ]3] 14]5]|a
Seaton PO 50410135 15] 54
CIMB 6| 3]0|3]|30][3]5]3®
McQymont C 503025255
Banchory Pips 502103 |B[27] 4|2
University Hariers 31 1] 1|15]15]3]18
CS Four slolo |4l o[1]12
MeQymont D 500056 M| 410
Westhill Acadermy 0| 2317|215

For the first time in its short history, Crown Terrace
Methodists enter two teams into this year’s Table Tennis
league programme. In an outstanding start, the CTM “A”
players in Division 2 are undefeated, with star player
Dennis Oon having a 100% record. With a win over C.S.
Gassers already under their belt, the “A” team look
destined for a title spot.

Meanwhile the CTM “B” players have made a solid
start in Division 3 with Mahdi Ghandi and Maggie
Yang, our two new players, gaining confidence in
competitive play. Underpinning B team performance this
season are the well known regulars and journeymen
| Nigel Herbert and Erhu Gao.

Dennis Oon- 100% record



On first hearing the Christmas Story.

We infants sat transfixed as Miss Davies told us the story of the first
Christmas. In my mind’s eye I saw it all. Outside it was cold and dark but in
our cowshed the air was warm, with a distinctive smell of well digested grass
and meadow flowers and lit by the light from the storm lantern hanging on
the wall. In the stall that had been Blackie’s, between the stall where Wendy
and Seren were quietly chewing the cud and the pen with calves, were Mary,
Joseph and baby Jesus. Mary was sitting on the milking stool and Joseph was
standing alongside her with his back to the partition next to Wendy. He’d
know not to stand by the calf pen or they’d nibble his coat. Baby Jesus was
all wrapped up; ‘“swaddled”, Miss Davies said lying on his back in the
manger on a bed of hay. It was definitely hay, not straw. We didn’t have
straw, our cows slept on bracken. Then the big door opened and in came the
shepherds. The arrival of the shepherds presented me with a problem because,
according to the carol we sang, they had brought a lamb. This was December
and, in our part of the world, sheep did not have lambs in December.
Everyone, at least everyone who had marks on their legs from the tops of
their wellingtons, i.e. from outside the village, knew that lambs were born in
March in time for us to feed the pet lambs in the Easter holidays. Then what
would Mary and Joseph do with the lamb? It could probably sleep on the
bracken, but it would want to run around and the cows wouldn’t like that and
did they have a bottle to feed it because the shepherds had not brought the
ewe? Perhaps things were different in Bethlehem. Miss Davies had said it
happened in Bethlehem and I knew Bethlehem was a long way away. It was
across the Lougher estuary in Carmarthenshire on the road between Llandeilo

and Llangammarch at least 30 miles from us.
M.D.C.




Turkey Time!

Back in 1968 | was sent by my employers to Indonesia. We had a
rented house in the southern suburbs of Semarang in Central Java.
There were probably about 15 of us expats, from several countries,
Swiss, Dutch, Canadian, American, as well as the British contingent.
This was the first time | spent Christmas away from home. Plans were
made to celebrate it, with everyone going to sit down for dinner.

About 3 weeks before Christmas visitors arrived in the yard at the back
of the house in the form of a turkey cock and his entourage of four
turkey hens. What a fateful mistake it was on his part, to arrive in a
(nominally) Christian household just before Christmas! The djongos
(houseboy) was sent to find out where these five birds came from and
negotiations were put in step to purchase them! Two hens provided
the centre point to the Christmas feast. The cock and the other two
hens had a happier time. They were sent to West Java to another
group from the same project, arriving post-Christmas and | heard they
scratched around there for some time. | still remember those birds
every time Christmas comes round.

Alec Jones

For those of you who do not know Inverurie, it's hospital is made up of a group
of flat roofed buildings which are not very high. My father was the local G.P.
from 1929 to ‘66,and for a number of years at Christmas Eve around 9pm,
having donned a Father Christmas outfit and with large sacks of presents, he
"landed" on these flat roofs. After being lowered down to ground level, he did a
tour of the wards distributing Santa gifts to each patient. As a very young
child, over sixty years ago, | didn’t realise that it was my father dressed up! |
seem to remember that it snowed every year, which made the experience of
seeing Santa on that flat roof even more magical!

The next day at around mid-day he returned to the hospital to carve the
Christmas turkey for the patients. My three older brothers and | accompanied
him and helped to hand out the plates to each patient and to chat to them.

Then it was home to have our own Christmas turkey. watch the Queen's
speech around a log fire, eat Christmas cake, exchange family gifts and then
enjoy family games such as "Acting Adverbs" together.

Marjorie Dick



WHAT TO GIVE DAD FOR CHRISTMAS

My father was a small dairy farmer milking cows twice a day every day of
the year. He wasn’t unique in this way of earning a living as milk
production was the most profitable activity for most grassland farms on the
Western side of Britain.

The neighbouring village to ours had (probably still has) a tradition of carol
singing ‘all through the night’ so that every house in the village and all
surrounding farms received the good news in choral form. ‘Christians
Awake’ at just past midnight on the village green was sung with the
intention of waking as many as possible! As a teenager, at about 10.00p.m.
on Christmas Eve, Dad would drive my bike and | to the gathering point for
the singers, which included many of my school friends, past and present,
and off we would go. During the night we would, of course, be invited in to
warm rooms for tea and mince pies (nothing stronger!) to maintain stamina
as we walked, on often wild nights, between the Derbyshire farms. At
dawn we would disperse, hoarse, but still energetic, from the fellowship.
Then | would cycle the five miles home and give my Christmas present to
my father - | would do the milking in our 27 cow byre so that, for at least
one morning of the year, he was not ‘ tied to a cows tail’.

Graham Dalton

*

ray

o g

"

When | was a child, my grandparents would always visit us for Christmas.
On Christmas morning | would often go for a walk with my father and then
after the traditional Christmas dinner of turkey and Christmas pudding,
the five of us would usually play board games. As an adult, our gathering
gradually became smaller as first my grandfather, then my grandmother
and then my father passed away. For several Christmases there were
only two of us, my mother and myself, and we both missed the company
of enjoying Christmas with the rest of our family. At times one could get
the feeling that everyone else was having large family gatherings with lots
going on, while our Christmas seemed to be very quiet. For some people,
particularly those recently bereaved, Christmas can be a lonely time.

JP



A Christmas Memory — An episode of “Casualty”

Christmas 1990 - My Nan and Granddad were staying with my parents at their house
over Christmas. We were enjoying Christmas Day lunch, when suddenly my
Granddad started to make some strange noises and appeared to start having a
seizure. He was sitting on a tall wooden stool similar to the type that you find in
pubs. He seemed to fall backwards and then started to slide off of the stool
disappearing under the table. As he appeared to be in a bad way an ambulance was
called.

I remember standing at the top of Wessex Walk where my parents lived waiting for
the ambulance. There is no vehicle access down to the house as it is situated next to
a pedestrian path. Waiting at the top of the Walk everything was quiet with nobody
about. I hoped that the ambulance would not come racing up the hill, siren blazing,
disturbing the peaceful day. After I had been waiting a few minutes I saw the
ambulance emerge over the brow of the hill. Relief, no siren sounding, just the
flashing blue lights. However, simultaneously two boys suddenly appeared from
nowhere and crossed the road on their bicycles. Of cause, the ambulance siren then
sounded shattering the peace of a Christmas Day afternoon in this corner of West
Sussex. The noise literally woke the neighbourhood residents and their guests from
the traditional after Christmas Day lunch slumbering. Now there appeared to be
excitement and intrigue as net curtains parted and people were looking out of their
windows wondering what all of the commotion was about.

The ambulance crew attended to my Granddad, but he needed to be taken to
hospital. I think my Nan felt embarrassed following the ambulance crew wheeling
my Granddad up the Walk to the ambulance in a wheelchair. She made the comment
that she suspected that the neighbours were thinking that this was another person
who had too much festive food and drink and was now paying the price for their
over indulgence! Little did they know (if they were having those thoughts or
conversations) that the poor fellow had hardly been able to get half way through his
meal before he had his turn.

While in the hospital waiting room my Nan just kept referring to a similar incident
that had occurred some years previously when my Granddad had got a sugared
almond stuck in his throat and needed to get hospital treatment.

Despite some extensive examinations, the doctor could not find anything specifically
wrong with my Granddad so he was allowed home. We did not appear to have spent
much time in the hospital.

Back home the Christmas Day festivities resumed after the impromptu extended
interlude. My Granddad was able to join in some of the traditional Christmas Day
games and was able to have something to eat and drink. It did not matter to any of us
that we had not been able to complete our Christmas lunch, it was just good that
Granddad was well and the day had a happy ending.

Since that day my Mother has not allowed anyone to sit on the tall stool at meal
times. She thinks it had something to do with my Granddad’s (her Father’s)
problems at the lunch table.

AM



FIRST CHRISTMAS IN DENMARK

December 1966, two days before Christmas, I met up with Bob in
Copenhagen airport. He was returning from 13 months post—doc research in the USA
and had continued travelling West to see the world before settling into a post in
Aberdeen.
We travelled together across Denmark to the family farm.
On arrival at the house there was no sign of the approaching festivities — no shelves
with Christmas cards tucked between the ornaments and plants — no
Christmas tree or other decorations. Very different from the home I'd left behind
which had been decorated for a fortnight and the High street lights which had
twinkled their message of come buy, buy, buy since the middle of November.. (I have
to admit to never having been fond of lights such as we have in
Union Street) In contrast, when we visited the Town of Herning the next day we
found the streets lined with small Christmas trees- real ones — all decorated with
white lights — it was enchanting! So simple and so beautiful.
Back at the farm, Christmas eve morning, the activity began — the men
disappeared and I joined the women in the kitchen preparing gallons of chicken soup,
making piles of tiny pork meatballs and rich dumplings made from a choux paste
recipe but boiled rather than baked. This was to be the traditional main course of the
meal and still is in our family. It was to be followed by a cold rice pudding made with
lots of chopped almonds and whipped cream and served with a cherry puree. There
was one whole almond, the equivalent of our sixpences (or 5p pieces) in the
Christmas pudding, and the lucky finder gets the gift which is sitting in the centre of
the table.
Decorated logs began to appear around the house with paper decorations, mainly
heart shaped baskets in red and white and strings of little Danish flags.
On his travels Bob had bought many gifts (his first and last experience of Christmas
shopping!) and we spent the afternoon deciding which would suit each member of the
family — with 12 brothers and sisters it was quite a task!
By 6pm all the family had arrived for dinner. The children were too excited to eat
much, waiting for the moment when the lounge doors, which had been locked all day,
would be opened to reveal a magnificent decorated tree lit with real white candles,
and surrounded with piles of parcels. Everyone joined hands around the tree and
walked round singing carols - changing direction with each new song. I sang along
with words I could only guess at but began to feel at home with Silent Night. Some of
the little ones thought one carol would have been enough but eventually we got to
open the parcels. The evening ended with coffee (which in Denmark means buttered
buns, biscuits and usually something with cream) and a huge pile of washing up!
With no visits from Santa, Christmas morning was quiet time with most of us going
to Church. and friends dropping in after.
Although everyone was very kind, not having much Danish I was very much an
observer and what I saw I liked — the limited commercialism made it all so
enjoyable.

Joan @rskov



A CUP OF TEA MIGHT HELP - by Evelyn Young

I met a friend the other day

She’d just been Christmas shopping
She started in the month of May
Now isn’t that just shocking.

She’d bought a pipe for Uncle Joe
And sweets for Mary, Jane and Flo,

A scarf, as well, in colours bright.,
With Jean’s new coat, would look just right.

She rambled on, and on and on
And told of bargains she had found.

At shopping she seemed quite a don,
No rush for her, | will be bound.

| thought of all | had to do,
| tell you friends, | felt quite blue
| hadn’t bought a single thing——

Except some soap for Mrs King.

My thoughts went back across the years,
How often I'd been near to tears,

Baking sponges that did not rise,
Burning all the Christmas pies.

My quests for gifts and Christmas cheer,
To give to friends and loved ones dear,
Left me quite weary and footsore,

For shops were crowded to the door.

The house was littered with paper and string,

With so much about | couldn’t find a thing,

But the twins found the toys I'd hidden so well

O dear me oh! that’s the door bell.

Don’t say it's Jean across the way

| have no time to chat today.

(She’s on her own with no one to share
| hope someone else has time to spare.)
T'was just the post with some more mail,.
Oh no! a card from Sue and Gail,

I'll have to go and get them one,
And | need more shorty and black bun.

I met my friend again today,

Her ashen face filled with dismay,

For when she thought her shopping done
She found herself back in square one.

All her plans had come to naught,

When the family saw what she had bought.
“A pipe for Joe, you must be joking,
Didn’t you know he’s given up smoking.

And Mary and Flo wouldn’t touch a sweet.
Their diet allows no such treat.”

She’d lost the scarf so pretty and bright,

and none of her shopping was quite right.
| told her | was very sad

To see her looking so distraught

But inwardly | felt quite glad

That someone else was overwrought.

But then, my conscience troubled me,
“Come in, | said for a cup of tea”

We both sat down and had a moan,
Sharing her load, | halved my own.

We saw ourselves as Martha’s two
With much to plan and much to do,

Too busy to hear the Child in the Manger
Calling to us in lonesome stranger.

Too busy by far with tree and string
To pause awhile when Church bells ring
And see what matters is the love,

Which came to us from Heaven above.
Sharing it with loving kindness.

Yet we all rush on none the less,
Though we must own it makes no sense
To fuss around so tired and tense.

For piles of food will spoil unneeded
And bright new toys lie there unheeded,
While little Jill plays with the wrappings
And we lose Christmas in the trappings.

On that sad note | end this rhyme,
Rememb’ring that each Christmas time
By Boxing Day, mid all the clutter,

All we want is plain bread and butter.



CHRISTMAS ON BISHOP ROCK

2/ "8 The Christmas period which stands out in my mind was way
back in 1959 although I don’t actually remember much about
The Day itself.

When 1 first worked as a Lighthouse Keeper with Trinity
House, I was a Supernumerary Assistant Keeper (S.A.K) and
B was sent from Light to Light as required, in August 1959, I
== & was appointed as an Assistant Keeper (A. K.) at the famous
" Bishop Rock, a tower rock, in the Atlantic thirty odd miles
from Land’s End. Monthly Reliefs were carried out by motor
~ boat from St. Mary’s, on the Isles of Scilly.

Each Lighthouse had a complement of one Principal Keeper
(P. K.) and three A.K.s. In theory each Keeper was at the
Light for eight continuous weeks, and then a four week period
ashore. There would be three men on a Light at any one time,
%" . each Relief due four weeks and one day after the previous
= one, but at the Bishop Rock they were often late.

I completed my first turn in mid October, and was home during Hallowe’en. I was
due back 13™ November and anticipated that my ‘mid-relief” would be about 12"
December, and I would be ashore about 10™ January. As, I was still living with my
parents in Lurgan, about 20 miles S.E. of Belfast there was no point in taking
presents, as I would only have to lug them home again.

The November Relief was three days late, on 16", so the Christmas Relief was now
due on 15™ December. The P.K. and A.K. who had just gone ashore were due back
then, and expected to spend Christmas and the New Year with me. Meantime, the
other two with me (the other A.K. now on his second month, and the S.A.K. who
had arrived with me) were both looking forward to getting ashore in time for
Christmas.

However, during December, the wind got up and the bottom fell out of the
barometer. There were continuous gales all round the British Isles and on the Bishop
Rock, it was becoming obvious that the other two lads would not be home for
Christmas. The wind screamed, huge seas ran half way up the 165ft. tower and if we
opened a window on the lee side, and threw an empty tin out, it shot straight UP,
such was the air pressure, or lack of it. By Christmas we were almost a fortnight
overdue. The food we had brought six weeks ago was running low. We had already
opened some of the “emergency” tins supplied by Trinity House which had to be
paid for by the keepers and replaced asap ready for the next time!

On Christmas Day, it was my turn to be cook, using the solid fuel range. As far as I
can recall, I made a pie using some powdered potato mixed with water, on a base of



the contents of a tin of Bully Beef, topped with short crust pastry, to make it go
further. I had a jar of mincemeat, so we did have some mince pies. But no
celebrations or presents, just a normal working day for the three of us. A few
days later, the wind dropped to a mere gale, and then stopped altogether, but on
the Atlantic coast, where the next landfall to the S.W. was several thousand
miles, the after-effects can last for days and days with another gale springing up
before the seas are calm enough to effect a Relief. I remember the seas would
often climb up as far as the gallery, where the flare of the building was designed
to curtail their ascent. On two occasions, a sea went right over the top of the
Lighthouse, - official height, 167ft. - An exhilarating experience, watching
through the kitchen halfway up the tower with 80ft. of Cornish granite below
me!

1959 became 1960. Then on 2"" January, suddenly the Relief was on! A motor
boat and the St Mary’s Life Boat, which stood by during the relief, appeared and
my two mates realised they had about half an hour to get ready. They were
ready!! We had to rig up a winch and pass a rope to the boat. With one foot in a
bight of the rope, and clinging on with both hands, each Keeper was winched
from the boat to the set off (the ledge round the foot of the tower) Next came the
gear. Then the gear of the men going ashore was passed to the boat. Finally the
men themselves boarded the boat. Skilfully accomplished as there was still quite
a swell.

My second month was just starting but I now had Christmas mail! There was
also a parcel addressed to “The Bishop Rock Lightkeepers” The P.K. gave it to
me to open. “It’s from Kew Gardens Parish Church”, he said, “They always send
us a box for Christmas”. Inside were three pairs of woollen gloves, three pairs of
woollen socks and three woollen scarves, all hand knitted. There was also a
container of mince pies and a plum pudding and probably other odds and ends,
as well as Christmas cards. 1 was delegated to write a heartfelt thank-you letter
to them, which would be posted when I went ashore and they would not receive
until well into February.

Although I was due ashore on 31%" January it was not until 6™ February that I
actually set foot on St. Mary’s, just twelve weeks after I left it. It took me several
days to get my shore legs, as for the past three months I had not been able to
walk more than four paces in a straight line. All rooms in a Tower are circular
and the weight tube, containing the weights which control the mechanism for
revolving the lens of the Navigation Light, runs through the tower from top to
bottom. This works like a Grandfather Clock, and during the night, has to be
wound every hour.

To get to the mainland I took the ferry, ‘Scillonian’, which only crossed to
Penzance alternate days during the winter, and NEVER on a Sunday. Then it
was a train to Liverpool, followed by a night crossing to Belfast, and on to my



folks in Lurgan. So there was I, nearly half way through February opening my
Christmas Cards and presents. Not forgetting my Birthday at the end of
December. I had difficulty that year in getting into the mood for writing
acknowledgements for my gifts!

My extended Christmas has remained with me over the intervening years but it
also reflects how Christmas 1959 affected five Lighthouse Keepers in different
ways.

The P.K. expected to be offshore on duty, but was at home with his wife and
amongst his neighbours and friends.

The A.K. expected to be off shore on duty, but was away from his wife and
family, in digs, in a small holiday town which is dead in winter. But at least he
could keep in touch with his family by telephone.

The S.A.K., who was posted to the Bishop for a month, and had hoped to spend
Christmas with his wife (no family), was not home until January.

The A.K., who had hoped to be with his girlfriend over Christmas, wasn’t.

The junior A.K. (me) expected to spend Christmas on the Rock but didn’t expect
the tour of duty to be so long.

As a postscript, the next Relief was six days overdue. I was able to spend my time
exploring a number of the islands, some of them uninhabited. The tourist season
was just getting under way and the daffodil season was just ending.

When I came ashore again in May, I was transferred to the Eddystone, another
Tower Rock off Plymouth. But that’s another story!

David Hopwood

In context - around Britain the 1959 storm that kept David on Bishop Rock also
caused tragedies and havoc elsewhere.

On 7™ Dec., the Aberdeen trawler, “George Robb” was driven ashore at Duncansby
Head, and lost with all hands. The crew of a Finnish freighter "Anna” were rescued
after she ran aground near St. Combs. The following day, the North Carr Lightvessel
broke away from her moorings in the Tay estuary. The Broughty Ferry Lifeboat
“Mona” was sent to assist. Unfortunately the entire crew of the “Mona” were lost.
Most of them were found still aboard when the lifeboat was washed up, apparently
undamaged, on the beach at Buddon Ness where the Tay meets the sea. The seven
man crew of the North Carr L.V. were eventually taken off successfully in atrocious
conditions by two helicopters from R.A.F Leuchars. A number of other ships right

round the coast also got into trouble.

Pray for those who risk their lives to keep us fed and warm in the comfort of our
homes. “Oh hear us when we cry to Thee for those in peril on the sea”.



CHRISTMAS MEMORIES

Like most people, I have many Christmas memories — the first Christmas
morning in my own home (though still went to mum’s for dinner!); Christmas in
1991 when we wondered whether Santa or the stork would arrive first; helping
the children with their first letters to Santa. The memory I want to share with you
here, though, is somewhat more poignant.

My dad is the youngest of 11 children — seven girls and four boys. As I was
growing up, three sisters were still at home with their mother and, after we
moved back to Peterhead in 1975, they came to my parents’ house every
Christmas day. Over time, we sadly lost both my grandmothers, and one of my
aunts, Madge. Then, in 2001 we discovered that another aunt, Joey, was
terminally ill. We had experienced bereavements before, as I said, but under
different, more sudden, circumstances, and I found this new set of circumstances
challenging. What should you say? How should you act? Did you pretend
nothing was wrong? How do you prepare the children? What did dad need?
What has this got to do with Christmas, I hear you ask?

Well, Christmas was one of several focal points for me during Joey’s illness. As
she was not up to travelling to Aberdeen to spend Christmas at our house, my
immediate family gathered at mum and dad’s in Peterhead — 14 of us in all.
When we arrived, mum said that Joey may not come, as she had not been well in
the last couple of days. I felt so sad — every opportunity to spend time with Joey
was precious. But Joey did come, and looked wonderful — smiling and laughing,
playing a full part in the hustle and bustle of the day until she was exhausted.
Even then, there was no fuss.

There was no remarkable event that day, but perhaps that is what makes the
memory special. No remarkable event, perhaps, but a remarkable display of
grace, wisdom, and courage which I believe radiated from her lifelong faith.
Because of her lead, we all have happy memories of our last Christmas together,
unfettered by the many questions with which I had wrestled when her illness was
diagnosed. Looking back conjures up a picture of peace and dignity — just as I
imagine filled the stable on the first Christmas. Even choosing her gift had been
special — but her gift to me was living confirmation of the power of faith.

Only a few days later, Joey became confined to bed, yet continued to greet her
stream of visitors with a smile and encouragement. Always eager to keep up
with family news (and there was a lot of it to keep up with!), she never turned
anyone away, and the living room became a meeting place for us all to catch up
as we waited our turn to go through (after the mandatory tea and homebakes). In
early February, Joey was called home to Jesus.

Alix Thom



The Ghost of Christmas Past

Christmas in our house had as much to do with Charles Dickens as St. Luke.
Every Christmas Eve Dad took himself off to read A Christmas Carol, whose
sentiments seemed to permeate our festivities. Though we only once had goose,
(Scrooge’s gift to the Cratchet’s), which rendered a considerable amount of fat,
we celebrated in a generous manner that Puritans might have considered
excessive. Of course, it wasn’t essentially the grub that made Dickens’
Christmases, but the company. In our case the additions were my diminutive
distaff grandmother, Auntie Amy, a jolly person, summed up by her favourite
quip: ‘We may not be rich, but we sure see life’, and Uncle Cyril, a miner she
married in middle age, who liked cigarettes, westerns, and wearing his cap in
the house. We were, you see, a somewhat Dickensian lot.

Christmas Eve things got going with a supper built around a large pork pie
brought by my aunt. Salad, pickles, and brisket added to the scene. December
25" had to start early so my sister and I could get at the presents. I guess it must
have been around 7.30 a.m. that the adults dragged themselves downstairs in
their dressing gowns, which in those days needed to be heavily quilted before
the fire got going, and tea was distributed. ‘Has he been?’ asked Auntie Amy on
making her appearance. ‘Yes!” replied my sister, Catherine, and I. Bolsters of
gifts were then ripped open and someone pronounced the blessing: ‘Haven’t we
done well!”. ‘Yes, we’ve all done well!” was the ritual response. I never
reflected on why my mother always seemed to get consumer durables. Uncle
Cyril got Woodbines, which didn’t prevent him living to a ripe old age.

The really boring bit was morning service: a huge downer after the manic start,
getting in the way of (a) enjoying presents and (b) Christmas dinner. I suppose
it was an extension of ‘the famine before the feast’” to which my mother
frequently alluded in the run-up. It was the one service in the year my mother
missed in order to oversee the cooking and preparation of those sauces which
were not a normal part of our diet. We sang carols, including ‘Christians
Awake!”, which was curious as parents in the congregation had been up for
hours and were thinking of going back to sleep, but its numerous verses just
about covered everything, and the tune, Stockport, was local. (Last line sung
twice).

We didn’t hang around over dinner- one o’clock start at the latest. I seem to
think we started with soup before going on to the main event. The beast was
presented in all its glory, golden-basted with bits of bacon hanging off its limbs
and surrounded on the expansive dish with sausages. There were the inevitable
roast and boiled spuds and sprouts. What can I say about sprouts? Nothing. Dad
carved the bird with easy skill and the meat was suitably distributed- ladies
preferring the white meat and wings, men, as befitted their gender role,
expressing a desire for the dark meat. Talk took second place to eating, and it
wasn’t long before the pudding, made by nanna, was on the way in. The great
thing about the pudding was its lacing with silver threepenny bits wrapped in



grease-proof paper. In deference to the dignity of the occasion the duff was
accompanied with sweet white sauce rather than custard. Oh, I forgot the
Christmas Crackers and those corny jokes! Normally we were washed-up
and soused with tea, (or was it coffee on such an occasion?), well before The
Queen, who seemed to have a programme very similar to ours. The 3.00p.m.
message from Her Majesty was a suitably uplifting reminiscence of journeys
around the world to visit her dutiful subjects. It really was quite reassuring in
such troubled times. Then it was forty winks for the adults.

Around 4.30 p.m. my father got peckish. Time for turkey and dripping
sandwiches flavoured with stuffing, tea, mince pies and Christmas cake. It
was curious how pangs of hunger stalked the household on this day of days.
Then we played various games, charades and the like, but not blind man’s
buff. At some point there were telephone calls to my grandfather and Auntie
Enid in Leeds, and Auntie Margaret and Uncle Edgar, who also lived in the
heart of God’s own county. We said ‘Thank you for our presents’, but we
still had to write ‘thank you’ letters in the coming days. (The point was that
although Father Christmas had brought the gear various people had given
him the nudge on our behalf). By eight o’clock there were more prandial
stirrings. It was time to get supper organised around ‘a nice bit of ham’ and a
large trifle. After all, it was several hours after lunch and the tea which had
just ‘helped us along’. I don’t seem to remember we had any difficulty doing
justice to what was before us. Thereafter Morpheus gradually took over, and
we gradually sloped off to bed thanking my mother for her prodigiously
successful efforts. It had been our annual realisation of Tiny Tim’s prayer:
‘God bless us, everyone.’

Michael Dyer

When my Mother was a girl in Yorkshire (c 1910), Christmas fare
tended to go in cycles. One year everyone served pork pies, and by
New Year some people were getting rather tired of them.

At one house, the gas light failed and the hostess said: “We’ll have to
have candles”. “Well”, my Mother replied, “it’ll make a change form
pork pies.”

But when candles were brought in, there, in the middle of the table,
there appeared a huge Pork Pie! P.E.
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A CHRISTMAS WORDSEARCH

BETHLEHEM
COUNSELOR
DECREE
EVERLASTING
FATHER
FAVORED
GABRIEL
GREATIOY
HOLYGHOST

JOSEPH

MARY
NAZARETH
PEACE
PRINCEOFPEACE
SAVIOR
SHEPHERDS

SON
SWADDLING
TANED
THEMIGHTYGOD
TIDINGS

VIRGIN
WONDERFUL
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OAK NEWS
Organisation of Aberdeen Kirks

So many people have been knitting beautiful cardigans, jumpers, hats, gloves,
shawls and baby blankets as well as shopping for toiletries and toys that OAK
received enough goods to fill 250 shoeboxes for Eastern Europe. Our grateful
thanks to everyone who contributed or helped to pack and wrap the boxes. There
will be many happy, smiling faces on Christmas morning thanks to your
generosity and Christian Spirit. Our thanks also to the Hope Trust and D.A.R.T.
for organising the transportation.

All the OAK churches will be worshipping together on 21* January 2007 at the
end of the Week of Prayer for Christian Unity. The service this year will be in St
Marks Church at 11.00a.m. and we look forward to welcoming everyone there.

We are holding a coffee morning on Saturday 10™ March in St Marks Church Hall
at 10.00 a.m. and again, we appreciate all your support.

OAK has been very successful financially this year mostly due to the very
dedicated café team behind the counter and in the kitchen, but also to our very
loyal customers. Thankyou for all the encouragement

We wish you all a Blessed Christmas and a Happy New Year.

Malcolm Steel Treasurer

WHAT OAK HAS DONE WITH ITS PROFITS IN 2006

Presbytery of Aberdeen (Malawi Fund) £700
DEC Earthquake Appeal £500
Aberseen Cyrenians £400
Scottish Motor Neuron Disease Association £500
Oxfam East African Food Crisis Appeal £750
Cogwheel Trust £1,120
CLIC Sargent £500
Bluebell Fund (Church of Scotland Social Care) £100
RNLI £450
Earl Haig Appeal Scotland £200
New Hope Trust & DART For transportation of Christmas Boxes) 400

TOTAL £5620



WINDOW ON CHINA
from Moira Campbell, Aberdeen Chinese Christian Church

Traditionally. Missions have been based on the command to go
to all nations. In 1967 I went to Taiwan, knowing this was
God’s purpose for me. He called me to go to the minority
groups, the aboriginal peoples there, rather than the Han Chinese,

who are the majority people in China. (Remember that Taiwan is

an Island province of China.) But God also leads people groups
to ‘come’ to places where they can hear about Jesus, either by choice, or through
some forced migration.

About three years after my retirement in 1996, hundreds of mainland Chinese
graduates came to Aberdeen for post-graduate studies. God gave Lee Sang In, a
Korean PhD student, the vision of reaching them through Bible Study dinner parties.
I met Sang In in a supermarket and so have been involved ever since. His initiative
has now become the Tuesday evening International Bible Study, meeting at the
Mission in Old Aberdeen. Although numbers fluctuate according to the demands of
essays and exams, we have contact with over fifty students, mostly Chinese. I was
puzzled at first that God had originally called me to minority people rather than the
Han Chinese, but when it struck me that the Han Chinese are a minority in
Aberdeen, I was assured that they had been called to come to us here. This summer,
ACCC started Mandarin worship services for them and the oil industry people for
whom there has been a Mandarin Bible Study for more than ten years. When I think
back a few decades, Taiwan and Scotland were like two different worlds between
which I shuttled, but now the Lord has brought these two worlds together, which
gives great purpose to my retirement. I am SO grateful!

Another fairly recent development in missions is the Short-term GO opportunities.
Obviously it is good to get immersed long-term in mission, in order to understand
the language and culture, but MSI Professional Services, founded by Dr. James
Taylor, now has frequent teams going to China for two weeks, to work in hospitals
and schools. Caucasians and Chinese from western countries share the joy of
working in teams to give further training to local doctors and teachers. Early retirees
are welcomed to teach English. How welcome are we? We step into a classroom to
thunderous applause! We use their text-books, and give the teachers and students
the chance to hear English spoken by native speakers. English Corner, held in the
campus at the end of the school day, is hugely popular. The doctors love to join the
teachers for the joy of meeting healthy young people after their hospital work. and
photos and e-mail addresses are eagerly exchanged.

The People’s Hospital in Fengdu reports that staff- patient relationships have
changed as they have observed foreign Christian doctors. The school staff comment
on the kindness of the teachers. They know we are Christians, although we are not
there to evangelise. We learn a lot too. This year it was English vocabulary. The
hospital had a farewell party for us, with a welcome sign for ‘the sodality of MSI
and the People’s Hospital’. All eighteen of us on the team thought it was a
mis-spelling of solidarity, but the dictionary tells me it means an association, guild or
fraternity. Long may it continue. Could you be part of a team?



We moved to Aberdeen in 1976; my sister and her family
had lived in America since 1968. But 1977 saw all of us, my
sister and her husband, with two daughters, ages 7 and 9,
and Graham and |, also with two daughters, ages 5 and 3,
gathering at my parents’ home near Reading to celebrate
Christmas as one large family. The turkey with its
trimmings had been consumed and cleared and Mother
served the Christmas pudding - surreptitiously adding
plastic beetles and ladybirds to the children’s plates as she
did so! Screams as only small girls can emit were, I’m sure,
heard by the neighbours. But after the meal, suddenly
Father Christmas was there - in the garden! A brief glimpse
of a red cloak and white beard disappearing down the path,
no reindeer to be seen, but four little faces pressed against
the windows were certain they’d be there. Grandpa was
nowhere to be seen, but that wasn’t noticed amid the
excitement - at least not until his absence could be
explained away!
A Christmas remembered in the family now, nearly 30 years
later, not only for the fun but because in the following April
my youngest niece died in a tragic accident and the cousins
were never again together as a quartet.

KED

Christmas Eve in Aberdeen in the 1950s.

Formal Nine Carols and Lessons at St Machar's but down in Union
Street: Gilcomston South Church at midnight; every seat taken,
additional seats wherever they could be placed; folks sitting even on
the pulpit steps; Willie Still at the height of his ministry leaving
everybody in no doubt as to the true meaning of Christmas; Gordon
Ross, the finest church organist ever, leading the carols.
Unforgettable!

Howard Marshall



A MEDITATION ON THE SHEPHERDS

Luke had a journalist’s ear for a good story. He alone recorded the
story of the shepherds. Although he was a careful historian, it may
be wrong to accept the story of the shepherds too literally. Luke
indicates that his Gospel is the work of an informed and careful
craftsman, one who feels the need to show the context in which God
reveals Himself, to whom and in what circumstances. The
shepherds were aware of the glory of God in the midst of their
ordinary lives. This truth appears in the New Testament many times.
God is Lord of all life; He is just as surely in the office, in the home
or at the workbench as He is present in the church service. The
shepherds were also alert and watching for any possible danger to
the flock. Jesus counsels us not only to pray but also to watch. Are
we on the tiptoe of expectancy as we watch for the answers to our
prayers?. And it was Night. Is it not in the dark and anxious
moments that we are most aware of the nearness of God? We know
about "the destruction that wasteth at noonday", as the psalmist put
it, when we have forgotten God in our pursuit of our many interests.
But when the wind blows full in our face, it is then we know that our
Heavenly Father is in the shadows. At all times He is there.

Adapted and shortened by Elinor Hughes
from a collection of articles by her grandfather A. Reg. Hubbuck.

Thankyow to- all those who- hawe contiributed
Anne & Katherine



PLACE

DATE TIME EVENT (if other than
CTM)
Sunday, 10" December 11.00 Service
Sunday, 24" December 11.00 Carols & Lessons
Sunday, 24™ December 23.30 Watchnight Service
Christmas Day 11.00 Christmas Worship
Sunday, 7" January 2007 | 11.00 Covenant Service

Sunday, 21* January 11.00 OAK UNITED SERVICE St Marks Church

OAK Service with
Sunday, February 3™ 18.30 | The Acclamations - come and
SING WESLEY

Wednesday 7" March 19.30 Church Council meeting
Saturday 10™ March 10.00 OAK Coffee Morning St MarIlfIaSHC hurch

Friday 1 gth May Family Meal and Annual Church

Meeting
Tuesday 5" June 19.30 Church Council meeting

PLEASE HAVE CONTRIBUTIONS FOR THE
NEXT NEWSLETTER TO ANNE OR
KATHERINE BY SUNDAY
25" MARCH 2007




