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A Christmas message from the Minister

I wonder what you enjoy about Christmas time. Is it the toys
and the tinsel, the domestic festivities, the family reunions, the
giving of presents, the glittering lights, the gaily decorated
Christmas tree, the holly and the ivy, the carols by candlelight,
the traditional Christmas crib?
Personally I enjoy all of these things. For me they evoke
childhood memories, especially the gaily decorated Christmas
tree which sat in the front hall of the home I was brought up in,
around which were placed our presents. But though they bring
back warm and happy memories, [ know that they are not at the
heart of what Christmas is all about.
At the heart of Christmas is a call to worship, for therein lies an
inconceivable mystery, a mighty wonder, a well-nigh
unbelievable miracle — “God was revealed in flesh” (1 Timothy
3:16).

Veiled in flesh the Godhead see!

Hail the incarnate Deity! (Charles Wesley)

In his de Incarnatione which C.S. Lewis once described as “a
masterpiece... for only a master mind could have written so
deeply on a subject with such classical simplicity”, St
Athanasius of Alexandria made an incredible claim, “God
assumed humanity that we might become god” (On the
Incarnation §54). The divine mystery that lies at the heart of
Christmas was that Jesus Christ was born of the Virgin Mary
after the flesh in order that we might be born of God after the
Spirit, that Jesus Christ put on our human nature in order that
we might be “partakers of the divine nature” (2 Peter 1:4).

The birth of Jesus Christ is not therefore merely a beautiful
human story but has vast spiritual implications which have the



potential to impact our lives for our greatest good and for
God’s glory which are one and the same. As we read and
reflect on the narratives of the birth of Jesus in a spirit of faith
and devotion this Christmas time, they can lead us to our
knees, “lost in wonder, love and praise”.
On the first Christmas night the angelic host burst forth in
songs of praise singing, “Glory to God in the highest, and on
earth peace among those whom he favours” (Luke 2:14). The
shepherds after they saw the child in the manger glorified and
praised God for all that they had heard and seen. Later on the
magi knelt down and paid the child homage, then opening their
treasure chests, offered him gifts of gold, frankincense, and
myrrh.
While angels and shepherds and magi worshipped the Lord
Jesus, will our lips be silent and our hearts unmoved this
Christmas time?
By the power of God’s grace and Spirit demonstrated in
Christ’s humbling himself to be born in a cattle trough which
led ultimately to his ignominious death on the cross, a divine
miracle can also take place in our hearts which can move us
like those angels and shepherds and magi long ago to kneel
down and worship God our Maker and Redeemer and
Sustainer. This Christmas time we too can join the whole
triumphant host in earth and in heaven as they sing,

O come let us adore him,

O come let us adore him,

O come let us adore him,

Christ the Lord!

May we all with family and friends have a blessed Festive

Season.
John



Gratitude from Ye Ed

So here we are again, the Advent edition of the Crown Terrace
Magazine. | have to say that I am greatly encouraged by the
fact that an awful of the input is the work of others. All I had to
do was sit back and let the contributions roll in. The magazine
practically wrote itself, whilst I had the privilege of watching it
happen.

In the media world, editors are not noted for their generous
thanks and encouragement to others; however | have decided to
be a little different in that respect. To demonstrate how easy it
has been, I have done all this whilst nursing a broken arm,
dictating to a Dragon, and generally taking things easy. (The
Dragon to which I allude is not actually of the scales and talons
variety; I would never dream of trying to dictate to one of
those. The dragon under advisement is my voice recognition
system, which is a much better typist than [ am.) I am sorry to
say that I missed the deadline that I had set, but fortunately for
me | have received a certain amount of sympathy and
understanding, and I am grateful for your patience.

So the first tranche of thank yous has to go to all the those who
contributed. On this occasion, I have tried to make sure that
every contribution has been accredited, and if I have failed in
this simple task, I hope that in the spirit of Christian charity
you will forgive this oversight.

I have all the technological finesse of a hurricane with a
headache, and I am therefore indebted to Jackie, who did all
the technologically fiddly stuff.



I am also grateful to those of you who contributed photographs,
and gave me permission to use them in this magazine. I believe
this will brighten up this edition, making it more attractive and
entertaining. Who knows, perhaps in the next edition we will
have videos, though I'm not sure how that will work in the hard
copy edition......................

Last, but by no means least, my thanks go to those of you who
made useful suggestions and comments on the last edition. I
was hoping to have a “Letters to ye Ye Ed”, page , but perhaps
next time. You will have plenty of time to think about what
you want to say, as the next edition is planned for the week
before Holy Week. Meanwhile, let us remind ourselves of what
this season is about.........

Behold I Stand

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 and 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 the nation has finished celebrating
Christmas without Christ

a birthday

without a birth

the coming of the kingdom
without a king

and when [ am

Forgotten

Despised

Rejected

Crucified —

Behold, I stand at the door and knock.

From “Rebel Without Applause”, by Gerard Kelly.



We don't always know what other members of the church get
up to in their spare time, they disappear for a week of two,
sometimes longer, and we assume that they are on holiday. So,
what have Willie and Dot Primrose been up to recently? Come
on, Willie, spill the beans.

Last month Dot and I took the exciting opportunity to join a
small group of Scottish Tearfund supporters headed for
Ethiopia. We were 6 supporters and two members of staff
from the Glasgow office, and we were joined by two staff from
the Ethiopian office [who helped translate.] The focus of the
week was to find out more about their Self-help projects, which
have been running there for around 10 years. Over the past year
they have been aiming for the target of 500 new Self Help
groups, and to their surprise and delight, they reached this goal
a few months back.

We set off in two oldish Toyotas, one of which broke down
within an hour of leaving Addis Ababa. But no matter, there
was a café nearby and we spent an enjoyable hour or two
watching the world and his donkey go by while alternative
transport was acquired. Welcome to Africa! Whilst we wait for
transport, let me tell you a little about this ancient land-locked
country, now with a population of close to a 100 million and a
land mass 4 times that of the UK. The country has experienced
bleak and dreadful times over the past 40 years, but presently
the government is making good progress in delivering food
security and creating an infrastructure for the future. Though
delivering much useful development, this has been at the
expense of some aspects of democracy and the right to speak
out against the government is somewhat compromised. The



election next year is likely to be peaceful, though it will
probably deliver a further one party mandate.

In terms of faith, the majority of Christians are of the Ethiopian
Orthodox /Coptic tradition, though there are very active and
growing Protestant Churches; much of Tearfund's work is
alongside these denominations. They have adopted a very
innovative community welfare programme which, alongside
effective spiritual leadership, provides a vibrant focus for
development .[In all the areas we visited there was also a
Muslim minority; nationwide, between 30% and 40% of the
population is Muslim.] These Self Help groups were quite
mixed in terms of background and in most of those we met, the
majority were Coptic, though some were Protestant and a few
Muslim-but in all, relationships seemed harmonious.Though
leadership was often through the Protestant churches there was
no evidence of discrimination.

So what of these Self Help groups; what is Tearfund's role in
relation to their function in what is still a very poor nation?
Many people are still living with very meagre resources — less
than 70% of the population have access to electricity and 25%
are living on less than $1.50 a day, so the adage of give your
brother a loaf and you feed him for a day, teach him how to
make and bake his own bread, and you feed him for a lifetime
is very relevant here. The self-help group methodology
probably started in India some 30 years back, but within Africa
the Ethiopian model seems to be delivering wonderful results.
The approach has been to bring together a small number from a
local community- predominantly women - and initiate a mutual



saving and lending service. The resources from Tearfund are
used to train and supply facilitators, who in turn help to
coordinate these small groups which tend to number15-20
members. Each group chooses a name which tells of its identity
and they aim to meet weekly. Some of the groups we met
called themselves, for example, “The opportunity is in my
hands” or “God is my banner” or “One for Another”- names
and aims obviously related! Where literacy is a problem, the
facilitator would help in proper book-keeping and groups were
very proud of showing us their saving and lending tallies.
Often these groups would start with tiny amounts of regular
deposits —maybe 1 or 2 birr [about 3-5p] a week, but little by
little these funds would grow. After a few months there would
be sufficient to lend say 300 birr [about £10] to one of the
group for a particular Income Generating purpose, and this sum
would be repaid, with interest over say the subsequent 6
months. Although most of the funds were recycled through
loans and repayments, a small sum was kept separate as a
“social fund”. This would be given to members of the group for
special contingencies which would incur cost, such as the
arrival of a new baby or an illness or bereavement.

A key aspect of how these Self Help groups works is that there
is no financial “hand-out”, to kick-start projects; all the money
comes from the people within the group, and reflects and
reinforces the ownership and entrepreneurial abilities of
individuals, who often start with almost no resources. Starting
a small café, making food for the market, fattening sheep, goats
or cattle or even running a pool table are examples of the
initiatives for which small loans were given. Groups would
also bulk buy cooking oil, and also bulk sell coffee (a key



ingredient to Ethiopian life), making small profits and savings
to the group.

The groups we visited varied from being in their early years,
with very small weekly contributions to those who had become
quite mature and were contributing to the coordinating of
"cluster" groups within a locality. Such cluster groups, still
involving facilitators might support 15-20 individual Self Help
groups and assist in keeping the groups “on track™ and trouble-
shooting or giving guidance when necessary. There was
wonderful evidence of empowerment of many poor families,
with improvements in education and health becoming evident.
We saw gains in welfare, both physical and spiritual, of the
poorest of the poor in both urban and rural settings. Although
the Tearfund project is now touching many tens of thousands,
the need remains massive and further support and development
of this scheme is needed. The local Churches are quite integral
to this project and we would encourage others to look at the
Tearfund website which provides more objective reports of
both progress to date and the challenges which remain. This is
an excellent charity to support!

Of course, the other reason for visiting Ethiopia at this time is
that John and Ali and two of our grandchildren are living there,
and seeing Taya and Thomas, and their parents was a real
delight. John is likely to be working in Ethiopia for a few
years, with DFID providing significant support, though in a
quite different manner to that of NGOs such as Tearfund. [For
further information www.Tearfund.org .]

Dot and Willie Primrose.



The next item on the agenda is a thoughtful piece from Paul
Ellingworth. In view of the foregoing article, it seemed
appropriate to me that we could learn something from the
people who Dot and Willie met in Ethiopia. As Willie made
clear, the spirit of both enterprise and improvement is being
fostered and encouraged with astonishingly good results. It is
good for us to applaud this sort of thing, and do what we can to
encourage and emulate it. But it is not only our brothers and
sisters in the far-flung parts of the world; we should be aware
that it is our duty to practise what we preach, so with Paul, we

Quench Not the Spirit

Thessalonians 5.19
“Do not quench the Spirit”. (NIV)
“Do not restrain the Holy Spirit”. (GNB)

1 Corinthians 14.40

“But everything should be done in a fitting and orderly
way.” (NIV)

“Everything must be done in a proper and orderly way.”
(GNB)

Is Methodism a “free” church? Is its worship “free”?

By comparison with some churches, it certainly is. Roman
Catholics maintain that the effectiveness of the mass depends
on its being celebrated in exactly the right way. This view, in a
modified form, still influences the Anglican tradition. Common
Worship (2000), the Church of England’s equivalent of the



Methodist Worship Book, contains a set of “Rules” concerning
the celebration of festivals. (Common Worship does not
determine what is done in the Episcopal Church of Scotland.)
These rules provide for complications which make the average
Methodist’s eyes glaze over, for example (p. 529):

When St George’s Day or St Mark’s Day falls between
Palm Sunday and the Second Sunday of Easter inclusive, it
is transferred to the Monday after the Second Sunday of
Easter. If both fall in this period, St George’s Day is
transferred to the Monday and St Mark’s Day to the
Tuesday. When the Festivals of George and Mark both
occur in the week following Easter and are transferred in
accordance with these Rules in a place where the calendar
of The Book of Common Prayer is followed, the Festival of
Mark shall be observed on the second available day so that
it will be observed on the same day as in places following
alternative authorized Calendars, where George will have
been transferred to the first available free day.

At the other end of the scale, there are Christian communities,
such as the Society of Friends (Quakers), which strongly reject
any set form of words in worship.

Where does Methodism come within this spectrum?

The present structure of British Methodism came about through
the union in 1932 of the Wesleyan Methodist, Primitive
Methodist, and United Methodist churches. The Wesleyans
were generally closer to the Anglican tradition (from which
John Wesley, and still less Charles Wesley, had never



separated), whereas the other branches of Methodism were
happier with free worship.

The result, as [ remember it from my early days, was one that
puzzled me even at that time. The main service normally used
free prayer, but every few weeks it would be followed by a
Communion service which followed the 1936 Book of Offices.
When this book was revised in 1975, it reaffirmed the 1936
statement that

... free prayer ... has always been one of the glories of
Methodism.

going on to explain that

there is no real conflict between free prayer and liturgical
prayer...

In some ways, the 1975 Methodist Service Book marked an
important step forward, notably in the general replacement of
“thou” by “you”; but it included, with only slight changes, the
1936 Communion service, alongside a (then) contemporary
version (but not yet using inclusive language).

So we come to our current Methodist Worship Book, published
in 1999. It’s much bigger than the 1975 edition: 614 pages by
comparison with 253. One of several reasons for this is that we
are offered no less than nine orders for Holy Communion,
including one “for the Day of Pentecost and Times of Renewal
in the Life of the Church”, and three options for “Holy
Communion for Ordinary Seasons”. In addition, we have brief
general “Guidance for Ordering a Service of Holy



Communion” for those who prefer not to follow any of the set
orders; “Holy Communion in a Home or Hospital”, and
“Extended Communion”, that is, “an act of worship during
which the participants receive elements previously set apart at
a service of Holy Communion™.

The 1999 Preface repeats what was said in 1975:

‘These forms are not intended to curb creative freedom, but
rather to provide norms for its guidance.’

and continues:

Within our heritage, both fixed forms and freer expressions
of worship have been, and should continue to be, valued.

We all have our “natural inclinations” (as the Covenant Service
puts it in a different context), our tastes and preferences. But I
am proud to be part of a tradition which creatively unites old
and new, freedom and guidance, bearing in mind that, as the
1999 Preface reminds us:

Worship is not a matter of words alone. It involves not only
what we say but also what we do and who we are.

Paul Ellingworth.



Early in this article, I was struck by the fact that sometimes the
written word can be so badly juxtaposed as to make
comprehension almost impossible. “When St George’s Day or
St Mark’s Day falls between Palm Sunday and the Second
Sunday of Easter inclusive, it is transferred to the Monday
after the Second Sunday of Easter. If both fall in this period, St
George’s Day is transferred to the Monday and St Mark’s Day
to the Tuesday.” I am sure that at one time or another most of
us have been victims of this kind of gobbledygook. Anyone who
has had to read through claim forms, be it for insurance,
welfare benefits, or any of the more important necessities of
life will be familiar with this kind of linguistic malapropism. To
add insult to injury, these things are quite often accompanied
by the Crystal Mark, which is supposed to be the sign of good
English.

On a slightly lighter note, here are some little gems which have
bedevilled that other vital piece of church literature, the
Notices. One or two of them are conjured from my memory,
others have been submitted from various sources. The first one
was an oral notice, which caused a few suppressed chortles in
a Yorkshire church. In the interests of keeping my skin intact, 1
don't intend to name the church; their spies can get anywhere!

“A valuable looking gold watch was found last Sunday after
the evening service by Mrs Helen Hunt. If you think that you
might have lost your gold watch, go to Helen Hunt for it.”

The preacher for next Sunday will be found hanging on the
noticeboard in the porch.



An anonymous donor has bequeathed a barely used electronic
organ. This will be the heart of our musical worship.

For sale: Pianoforte by Lady with elegant curved legs and
overstrung.

The vicar wrote in his parish magazine, “We have been most
fortunate in our choirmaster and organist. Both have been
given appointments that will take them from us.”

The text on the church noticed read, “What is the hell like?”
Underneath were the words, “Come and hear our choir.”

In a Yorkshire church during the 80s, “Jesus saves. Don't let
the devil score on the rebound.”

A notice outside a church in a North Lanarkshire mining
village proclaimed, “The man is the head of the house.”
Underneath someone had written, “True. He is often legless,
and usually armless too.”

The Minister would like you to know that he has reached his
sixty-fifth birthday today. There will be a retiring collection
after the service.

We apologise for the misprint in last week's notices. It should
have read that we are indebted for the use of Mrs Robinson's
lights on the Christmas tree, not her tights as specified last
week.



As many people will be aware, much of the news consists of
leaked documents and confidential papers. This pernicious
kind of journalism has even percolated into this magazine and
although I hesitate to copy commercial competitors I feel you
have the right to know that the search for a local preacher has
come up with this shortlist.

We do not have a happy report to give. We have been unable to
find a suitable candidate for this church, although we do have
one promising prospect. Please note that we have checked three
references on each one. The following is a confidential report
on the present candidates.

Adam: good man, but problems with his wife. Gives in to her
whims too much.

Noah: former pastorate of one 120 years with no converts.
Prone to unrealistic building projects.

Joseph: a big thinker, but a braggart, believes in dream
interpreting and has a prison record.

Moses: poor communicator, even stuttering at times. Some
say he left an earlier church over a murder charge.

David: the most promising leader of all until we discovered
the affair he had with his neighbour's wife.

Solomon:  great preacher but is a bigamist and has too many
outside marriage affairs.



Elijah: prone to depression — collapses under pressure.

Elisha: reported to have lived with a single widow while at
his former Church.

Hosea: tender and loving pastor but hurt people could never
handle his wife's occupation.

Jeremiah: emotionally unstable, alarmist, negative, always
lamenting things and reported to  have taken a long trip

to bury his underwear on the bank of a foreign river.

Isaiah: on the fringe. Claims to have seen angels and church.
Has trouble with his language.

Jonah: his references said he was swallowed up by a great
fish and was spat out on a shore nearby. We just hung up.

Amos: unpolished. Has hangups about wealthy people. We
would do better in a poor congregation.

John: has a weird diet and provokes denominational leaders.

Peter: has a bad temper, even has been known to curse.
Aggressive, and a loose cannon.

Paul: preaches all night, short on tact and harsh. Has been
thrown out of most towns he visits.

Timothy: too young.



Jesus: has had popular times, but once when his church grew
to over 5000 he managed to offend them all and this
church dwindled down to 12 people. Seldom stays in one
place very long, and he is single.

Judas: his references are solid. A steady plodder.
Conservative. Good connections. Knows how to handle
money. We are inviting him to preach this Sunday. Great
possibilities with this one.

One of the reasons your editor became a Methodist was the
fact that Methodists seem to be less afraid of confronting
controversial issues than some other denominations. More to
the point, there is a willingness to accept the fact that God's
love is universal, and He didn't wait till we all became
respectable non-sinners before he showed us this love. In view
of the way he showed his love, waiting until we were perfect
would have defeated the object of the exercise. We think of the
cross as an iconic symbol of God's love.

Interesting word, iconic. It's an adjective based on the noun
icon, and that doesn't just mean those little symbols you see on
your computer screen, as Bob Kelley explains....



THE ICON

I have taken an interest in icons for a number of years now,
although I am not especially knowledgable about them, since
they have many facets and there are many kinds. On my first
visit to Russia, around 1995, I travelled to St. Sophia Cathedral
in Tsarskoe Selo, about 25km. outside St. Petersburg. A lady
came out of the Cathedral with a small icon in her hand
depicting the Virgin Mary holding the Christ child. She
proceeded to tell me the story of the icon in Russian, and in the
most animated way, of which I understood not a word, but
grasped everything she meant by the actions and attitudes she
adopted in her description and in her Gospel message. It was
obvious that she venerated this icon, which she presented to me
with some ceremony. The icon in question, which I still have,
was a simple piece of wood upon which had been fixed a copy
of an original. The thing was worth around 10p but was "the
real thing" as far as orthodox Christians were concerned, since
it had been sanctified or dedicated. Icons such these are for the
general market, but are nevertheless "the real thing" in the eyes
of the Orthodox worshipper.

It is important, in considering icons, to understand the
difference between veneration and worship. In Orthodox
traditions, icons are venerated, definitely not worshipped. As a
simple analogy, we in the Protestant tradition worship God, but
even though we might not use the word, we "venerate" or show
respect for and give respect to the Bible, and we see glimpses
of God through it.



Since receiving that first icon, I have collected more, none
worth very much more than that first one given to me in
Sofirski Sobor. In the Tretyakov Gallery in Moscow, I have
contemplated two of the most famous icons that exist - the
Virgin of Vladimir (the Vladimirski, painted, or "written" in

11th century Constantinople) and Andrei Rublev's Trinity. As
any work of art, icons should be contemplated, rather than just
looked at. That way, you can move through them and look into
their meaning and into where they may lead your thoughts and
your spirit.

Of course, the most incredible way to contemplate an icon
would be to paint or "write" one, (as the experts have it). It
took very little thought in deciding to do this when I saw that
there was to be a retreat on the Holy Island of Lindisfarne in
the summer, during which the spiritual exercise would be to
paint (write) an icon. Lindisfarne, or Holy Island is peculiar in



that it isn't and Island all the time. When the tide goes out, a
causeway is uncovered for a period of time, and tide tables are
an essential part of planning a visit to the place. The retreat,
taking place in a house called "The Open Gate", was run on
behalf of an order known as "The Community of Aidan and
Hilda". Our instructor and guide in the painting of the icon was
a Roman Catholic lady from Tyneside, who had a long
experience of icon painting. Six of us took part in this artistic
retreat, which was to become a week of prayer, reflection and
learning.

The icon itself is traditionally painted on a wooden board
covered with a gesso base. For our exercise, we were provided
with this already prepared, and with the outline of the figure to
be painted traced on to the gesso surface. This was so that an
icon could be produced in the five days available for the work.
Gesso can take a while to dry out. We first set about incising
the lines of the figure with a modelling knife. This needed a
steady hand, and it was at this early stage that | became aware
in a special way, that I was working on a representation of
Christ Pantocrator - the Ruler of All. The incised lines were
then outlined in black. The medium used in icon painting is egg
tempera base. The yolk of an egg is mixed with vinegar and
water to form the bases of the colours. The egg tempera base
can keep for up to 7 days in a refrigerator. The colours
themselves are mixed with the tempera from pigments in small
quantities. The first colour applied to my icon was a  dark
olive covering the entire outline of the figure. The lines
highlighted in black showed through. From now on lighter
colours were applied to the robes first, shadows and highlights
on the folds providing some satisfaction when they began to
take on a colourful reality. (Bear in mind I'm no artist!).



Curiously, the hands I found most difficult to get to look real.
In the Pantocrator icon, Christ gives a blessing with his right
hand and holds the bible close to him with is left. The
arrangement of the fingers in the blessing is a stylised symbol,
having been used in icons since the fourth century.

With a lot of help and encouragement from our very patient
guide, the lighter tones of the face and the highlights of the hair
were tackled. Our model for this, which I increasingly referred
to, was an icon painted from them same pattern by our guide.
The work was painstaking, and the face formed slowly, from
the dark olive wash to the lighter tones. Darkness to light is
symbolic in the liturgy of creating an icon. And so, the face of
Christ emerged from a wordless contemplation which had
turned into a silent, week-long prayer. Being on Lindisfarne,
with its seascapes and peaceful pathways was a perfect place to
perform this act of worship, for that's what it became for me.
One curious thing; six of us went through the exercise of
painting an icon of Christ Pantocrator from the same outline
and with the same finished article as a pattern - the face of each
of the six was subtly different in expression. You might say
that we had put our own view of Christ into the painting, or
that, in contemplation, Christ had put something different into
each individual and met their different needs. I think it was a
bit of both. To round off the process, our icons were blessed
and dedicated in a simple ceremony conducted by the Anglican
priest in charge of the Community. The entire act of
contemplation and wordless prayer was a beautiful experience
to cherish.

Bob Kelley



It seems very odd to me that we have a large number of very
talented people within our congregation who simply hide their
lights under bushels, thus contravening Jesus' commands and
depriving the rest of us of the joy which sharing their gifts
would bring to the church. Fortunately for us, this odd
affliction is not universal, as witness this poem by one of our
most recently attached members.

Tola Dancing

Praise Him name with the...dance...(Psalms 150: 4a).

Have you ever seen Tola dancing?

What do you see?

Me? I see missions in movement.

When I see Tola dancing, I see Jesus.

I hear Him whispering through the beauty of her bones,
“The stones will cry out, if you don’t praise me.”

When I watch Tola dancing, I see Jesus conveyed in all His
light-filled array.



Don’t you see this too? The way her body choreographs the
Son, “the brightness of his glory, the express image of his
person.”

See the way her arms stretch high and wide through space,
spanning heaven and earth like a ladder standing free in grace.
Look at the way her body sways and swirls like the wind
caressed limbs of a tree,

moulding holy pictures for us to savour and hold.

Can you believe the way her head crowns space like early
morning prayers ascending at dawns’ rays?

Look at the way her shoulders like sea waves roll,

casting release from all burdens and woes.

See the way her arms unfurl and swoop in,

curved round like our Father’s covering, a refuge from sin.
What about the way her hands hover in the air, her palms
framing points of grace: “Christ in us, the hope of glory.”
Look at her legs gliding across the floor like another sea-walk,
floating towards the Door.

Notice the way she flitters her feet, stepping like a tree top bird,
singing its glory to Thee.

Watch her leap and soar powerfully like an eagle whisking its
nest to rest in the breath of God.

Truly, when I see Tola dancing, I see the Holy Spirit darting
like a dove in joyful release to Heaven’s rhythmic beats...ba-
beats...ba-beats...ba-beats...

© February 2006 by Ingrid M. Reneau



More years ago than I care to think about, when I was young
and charming, or at least young, I was compelled to attend a
church which was at least partially responsible for me leaning
towards atheism. I don't suppose I really understood much
about Christianity. I was six. The area in which I grew up in
did not major on Christianity, but was heavily involved in
sectarianism of the worst kind; Lowland Scotland was like that
in the 1950s. Nearly 15 years were to pass before I voluntarily
entered a church once more. The trigger for this change of
heart was an overheard conversation on a Glasgow
Corporation bus. Try to imagine a couple of middle-aged men
in somewhat work- stained clothing, one of whom is smoking a
pipe, the other is gingerly carrying a very large selection of
colourful and freshly cut flowers all ham-fistedly wrapped in
brown paper. The conversation went something like this:

Pipe smoker: Them's bonny flooers ye hae there man. Hae
ye fallen oot with your wife?

Flower carrier: Na, they arena for her, they're for the kirks.
I've just cut them from my allotment.

Pipe smoker: Jings, I didnae ken ye were a kirk-goer, let
alone supplied it with the flooers. Did you say kirks? So,
not just one church?

Flower carrier: Aye, the wife asked me to bring some for oor
kirk, then I heard that the Catholic church down the road
had been let down by their normal supplier. I had mair
flooers than I kent what to do with, and flooers are neither
Catholic, Protestant, Pentecostal or anything else; they'll
look just as bonny in one church as another.

Pipe smoker: Aye, true enough. Jings, I almost feel like
ganging to the kirk myself this weekend....



I knew which churches they were talking about, and I was
curious to see how much better the flowers would look in a
church setting than on a Corporation bus. Sometimes we just
don't give enough attention to the simple things. Flowers aren't
denominational, thank the good Lord, but they are often a
source of worshipful inspiration, as Carol Reeves tells us..........

FLOWERS

Each week flowers are placed in the Church to the Glory of
God and to aid our worship.

We all have different things which help us to focus on God and
for some the flowers placed at the front of the Church are
important. The display in the porch is part of the warm,
welcoming environment which we aim to offer to all who enter
the building.

Colours chosen may reflect the time of year, what is available
in the shops, what has been requested or just what suited my
mood at the time.

Flowers come in many shapes and sizes. Some last weeks,
some only a few days. Lilies are usually closed when
purchased and can take a full week to open. I buy them at the
same time as the previous week's flowers and take them home
so that they have heat and light to encourage them to bloom.
Our Church is cool and dark during the week and so is
wonderful for keeping flowers fresh once they are open.

Where do the flowers come from? Most of the flowers are
bought from a supermarket which stocks a range of Fair Trade,



as well as British flowers. Sometimes I take in flowers or
foliage from home.

Caring for flowers is relatively easy. It is best to add flower
food to the vase and then add water. If there is not any flower
food with your flowers there is usually some under the sink in
the small kitchen. The ends of flowers begin drying as soon as
we purchase them and so it is best to cut at least one inch off
the bottom before they are placed in a vase to allow them to
take up water. (There is an old pair of secateurs in the small
kitchen). Remove all leaves that are likely to be below the
water line as well as any that are not looking healthy.

Cost of flowers varies but you do not need to pay a fortune to
have a wonderful display. If you would like to contribute to our
Church's flower display you could provide flowers for a
Sunday which is special to you or donate money so that I could
place them in Church for you. A new flower rota will be on
display in the porch soon. You are welcome to sign your name
against any of the dates.

I enjoy placing flowers in the Church. I hope that you enjoy
seeing them.

Carol Reeves.



Many of you will remember Kathy Sutherland, who moved to
Inverness earlier this year. She keeps in touch, and recently
sent me a request. She receives the online edition of this
magazine, and reminded me of a story I had told her. This story
is a factual experience, and dates from my time living in York.
She wondered if it might be an inspiration to all of us, and the
only way to find out is to publish it, so here it is for your
delectation and consideration.

The Son of a Very Rich Father.

He was one of those people who was always there or
thereabouts. He was never in the thick of things, yet never
quite on the periphery either. Everyone in the church that I
attended at the time knew who he was, but not much more than
that. In a way that we have probably all experienced, he was
one of those people you could put a name to, or a face to if his
name was mentioned, but if you were asked to give a potted
life history of him, you would almost certainly struggle. He
was just always there.

I got to know him through working alongside him after one of
my frequent job changes. I was a little surprised to find him in
that line of work, although quite frankly I was unable to justify
my surprise. I knew so little about him, but like many others,
had made assumptions. To find him working for a driving
agency, doing the same work that I did seemed wrong; he was
my superior intellectually speaking, much quieter and self-
effacing, and had a calmness and unflappability which I could
have envied.



It wasn't until I had been working alongside him for about three
months that I discovered his inspirational side. We had been
walking home together when he made the excuse that he had a
visit to make. Being of a very nosy and inquisitive turn of
mind, I had taken note of the street he turned into, and was a
little surprised to discover that I knew the person who lived at
the house he went to. He was almost furtive as he went up the
drive to the door, but he did not ring the bell, simply shoved an
envelope through the letterbox and came away.

It was about this time that various people in the church began
to mention a change for the better in their various fortunes. Just
the previous week, someone who needed a bicycle to get to
work had found a bicycle securely locked in his back garden.
The key had been in an envelope which had been pushed
through his letterbox, with the inscription, “Blessed are those
who desire good things for good purposes.” Not exactly
biblical, but certainly in the spirit of the Beatitudes. A young
couple whose new baby had turned out to be twins, and who
were wondering how they could cope with the extra expense,
had been surprised and delighted to receive an anonymous
donation of the 101 baby accessories and necessities which go
with starting a family. A man who had recently lost his job
through no fault of his own and was struggling financially told
the church that he had received an anonymous donation which
had taken care of all his bills for the next quarter. I knew who
the donor was.

Significantly about this time I frequently found myself walking
home alone. He always had a little something extra he had to
do on the way home, and it didn't take long for me to discover
what some of these things were. To say I was astonished would



be quite an understatement. He was earning the same amount
as I was, which is to say that he would not starve, but neither
was he likely to become fat. In the old-fashioned phrase, he
couldn't have had two ha'pennies to rub together. There came a
day when I couldn't keep my mouth shut any longer, so I
confronted him with the knowledge I had, and asked him how
in the name of everything holy he thought he could afford to do
all these things?

His answer will stay with me forever. He just looked me in the
face with a big grin and replied, “My Father is a billionaire.”
I'm a bit slow on the uptake as most of you know, but I
eventually worked out that my Father is a billionaire too. So is
yours.



In 1895, Dr Henry Van Dyke published in the United States
The Story of the Other Wise Man. It was about Artaban, one of
the Magi, who failed to arrive in time at this stable in
Bethlehem because he was delayed by the imperative necessity
of carrying out acts of mercy (which also cost him the jewels
he was intending to present to the infant Saviour).

Nearly a century later, Finlay Anderson* discovered that
Artaban started his journey from Inverurie, and that his gift
was North Sea oil, and those things make a lot of difference.
This story was first told as part of a Lunchbreak recital in the
Cowdray Hall at Christmas 1980.

*Finlay Anderson is also known as Andrew Walls.

The following is one of the songs which enhanced that
performance and has a relevance to the Christmas season.
Some of you may also know the tune of this song, “The
Northern Lights.”

Joseph came to old Aberdeen —
Went searching for a flat

He wasn't on the housing list
So he had no hope of that.

He scoured the town for weary days
With Mary at his side

Big, and very near her time;

So tired, she nearly cried.



They tramped the streets from Dee to Don
They trudged from south to north

From Bridge of Don to Hazelhead

From Bucksburn to Kincorth.

And people murmured to themselves
When he asked after digs

“Another Glasgow layabout

That's wanting on the rig.”

He got a certain sympathy—

Some said, “It's such a shame

The Council ought to do something”
And left them in the rain.

And people gave him good advice —
“There's Social Work™, they said,
“The Modeller is not so bad —

Or go to Peterhead.”

So people tramping weary streets
In rain and sleet forlorn

They know the way that Joseph felt
On Christmas Day in the morn.



And now for a little bit of family news......

Since we are talking about births, this might be a good point at
which to celebrate the births, baptisms and dedications which
have occurred in our church over the last few months, so that
we can remember them in our prayers.

Ty

Osinacha & Immaculata Nnabuko celebrated the arrival of
their daughter, Chinenye Olivia on 25 November.

Sean & Jayne van der Post were blessed with the arrival of a
daughter, Ariel Marie on 16 November.

Recently we had the baptism of Josh, Debbie Alexander's
son, and David and Anuli Marshall brought their daughter,
Isabelle to church for dedication.



1 wonder how many of you are aware that there is an active
table tennis club which meets in the hall upstairs, I wasn't
aware of it myself until fairly recently and that was purely by
accident. If you want to know a little more about it, perhaps
you should speak to Nigel Herbert who submitted this report.

Table Tennis at Crown Terrace
This season features two CTM teams in the Aberdeen league,
playing in Divisions 2 and 3. Not the strongest teams we have
fielded in recent seasons, but containing new players in the
second team. We have also welcomed Jenny Liew who is a
regular on our Friday practice nights. Fortunes can be followed
at the new website https://www.tabletennis365.com/Aberdeen.
More information from nigelherbertl@gmail.com.

# Team p w D L SF SA Points
1 Abdn Univ Eagles 6 5 0 1 46 14 46
2 CtmA 6 6 0 0 45 15 45
3  Triangle Trio 6 3 0 3 37 23 37
5  Aircon Westhill 4 4 0 0 33 7 33
5 Nordan 7 3 0 4 33 37 33
6  Triangle Tigers 5 2 0 3 23 27 723
7  Shell Penguins 4 2 21 19 21
8 Westhill Beas 5 1 1 3 16 34 16
9  Abdn Univ Falcons 6 0 1 5 15 45 15
10 Triangle Eagles 7 0 2 5 15 55 15
11 RguTTC 2 0 1 1 6 14 6
It ad A2 Aiass AA



e L]
Tables > Senior League 2014-15 > Division 3

# Team P w D L SF SA Points
1 Triangle Quattro 7 3 0 4 31 39 31
2  Triangle Raptors 6 2 0 4 28 32 28
3  Triangle Blades 5 3 1] 2 26 24 26
4 CtmB 5 1 1 3 24 26 24
5 Hazlehead Hawks 3 3 0 0 22 8 22
6  Waesthill Foxes 4 2 1 1 21 19 21
7  Abdn Grammar School 3 3 0 0 20 10 20
8  Westhill Demons 3 2 0 1 12 13 17
9  Shell Petrels 3 0 2 1 14 16 14
10 Westhill Caesars 3 1 (1} 2 11 19 11
11 CsiAberdeen 2 0 (1] 2 6 14 6

Last Updated: 26 Nov 2014
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Here is a response from Paul Ellingworth to an interesting
query in the previous issue of the church magazine.

Trespasses, debts, and sins

An American professor tells the story of his move to a
university where churchgoing was low (I think in Arizona, but
I forget the details). So for starters he asked one class what
they knew about Christians. “I don’t rightly know”, one student
(seriously) answered, “but I think they are pretty hot against
trespassing.”

“Trespasses” in the Lord’s Prayer goes back to William
Tyndale’s 1526 translation of the New Testament, which in
Matthew reads (in modern spelling): “forgive us our trespasses,
even as we forgive them which trespass us.” But in Luke,
Tyndale has “forgive us our sins, for even we forgive every
man that trespasseth us”.

This reflects a difference between the Greek text of the two
gospels. Matthew 6.12 uses a noun opheilema, found in the
New Testament only here and in Romans 4.4, which literally
means “debt”, but may also be used figuratively to mean
“wrong, sin” or “guilt”. Luke 11.4 uses hamartia, the ordinary
word for “sin”, but in the second part of the verse he uses a
verb related to opheilema.

The Authorized Version of 1611 was heavily influenced by
Tyndale’s translation, but did not follow it here. In Matthew, it
has “forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors”, and in
Luke, “forgive us our sins, for we also forgive every one that is
indebted to us.” The Authorized Version took quite a long time
to be generally and officially accepted, so it is not surprising
that the 1662 Book of Common Prayer remains close to



Tyndale’s Matthew: “forgive us our trespasses, As we forgive
them that trespass against us”.
So what should we do now? Methodists and Anglicans, at least,
have “trespasses” printed in their genes; for any modern
translation, we need to have the text in front of us, in a book or
projected on the wall.
Yet, as the American professor found, “trespass” is open to
misunderstanding. Even in modern, secular English, “no
trespassing” signs are giving way to something like: “please
keep off the grass”.
But “debt” can also be misunderstood as meaning literally
“money owed”, and it is difficult to think of the Lord’s Prayer
asking us to lend without expecting to be repaid. The best
solution seems to be that chosen in The Methodist Worship
Book and the corresponding Anglican Common Worship:
Forgive us our sins
as we forgive those who sin against us.

P.E.



Finally, who are these people that attend Crown Terrace
Methodist Church? Well, see if you can identify them from this
photograph......




S ATES FOR YOUR DIAR)

DATE TIME EVENT PLACE
Wednesday | 16:00 | Children’s Christingle CT™M
December Service
24"
Wednesday | 23:30 Midnight Service and CT™M
December Communion (Coffee and
24™ mince pies from 23:00)
Thursday | 11:00 | Christmas Day All Age CT™M
December Service
25th
Sunday 11:00 Covenant Service CT™M
January 4™
Sunday 11:00 | OAK Morning Service at | St Mark’s
January 18" St Mark’s
Saturday | 19:00 Scottish Evening CT™M
January 24" | (TBC)
Sunday 15:00 Octave of Prayer for Queen’s
January 250 Christian Unity Service at Cross

Queen’s Cross




