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With it came a reminder of Jesus on the cross and that gaping hole in his side from the soldier’s
spear.   The two images came together in my mind and so a painting idea was born. 

At the same time came thoughts of the great Spanish artist Goya and his powerful etchings ‘The
Disasters of War’ in protest over the French invasion and occupation 1810-1820. How would he
have responded to Ukraine if he were alive today?

For so many people in our world, there is no obvious hope or answer to such atrocities. Some resort
to revenge. Some think doing good things is the way.  

But the Christian teaching is that Jesus died on the cross for our sin. None of us is blameless, not
least the soldier with the spear or the Russians with the missile. But the poignant promise through
the pain - even the pain of Ukraine – is that the message of the cross is more powerful than any
tyrant. 

Through the blood of Jesus given on that cross comes the offer of forgiveness and being wiped
clean of all wrong-doing. When embraced wholeheartedly it is the way of real peace for
individuals, communities and countries. 
                                                                                                                                 William Mather 

The Pain of Ukraine 
Ideas for paintings come in all
sorts of ways. This one came
during church at the end of
February. The awfulness of
the Soviet Aggression in
Ukraine had just started and
was in all our thoughts and
prayers.
 
There have been so many
terrible images and stories
since then. What struck me
was that early image of the
block of flats hit by a missile
causing death, destruction and
a gaping hole.



Music from the Taizé Community
In recent weeks at our Holy Week and Easter services we have
been using songs like “Per Crucem” (By your Cross)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oTn32__k1q and 
“Surrexit Dominus Vere” (Jesus the Lord has Risen)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JY9S-i2ESHY.  These
songs come from the Taizé community and examples of their
songs are found in both the church’s current hymnbooks -
Church Hymnary (4th edition) and Combined Mission Praise  - 

though the songs of Taizé can also be found on the community’s own website
https://www.taize.fr/en_article338.html#main.
 
The Taizé Community was founded at Taizé, a village near Mâcon (Burgundy) in France, during
World War II by Roger Louis Schutz-Marsauche (a Swiss Christian) known as “Brother Roger.”
His parents, a Swiss pastor, and a French mother of Huguenot descent, were active Christians and
his grandmother had helped refugees during World War I. It was these examples of service that
encouraged Brother Roger to want to help refugees escape from France to Switzerland and
brought him to the village of Taizé in 1940. Forced to flee by the threat of discovery by
occupying forces, he returned in 1944 to found an ecumenical community of “brothers.”
Nowadays, Christians from many denominations all over Europe and beyond visit Taizé. 

One of the features of Taizé that many find inspiring is its worship in which the distinctive music
plays a significant part. The collection of Songs from Taizé include a range of music but the core
consists of Ostinatos and Responses - a group of songs which have a short simple structure of two
to four phrases – often introduced by a single singer and guitar or organ. “Surrexit Christus” (The
Lord has Risen) is a good example https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wmo_wjVE3Xw. As the
song is repeated, by the congregation, there are verses that can be sung by a “cantor” and there are
instrumental parts as well. The latter include simple melodies and bass lines (for cello or bassoon
or trombone) that can be played throughout but also more elaborate settings for recorder, oboe and
clarinet, as well as violin, trumpet and French horn – some of which can be played as duos, trios,
or quartets.  Those with musical experience find it relatively straightforward to play but they need
to have an idea of how the different elements fit together and engage in some forward planning as 



 

to who does what when! Latin words were used originally as it was a “common language” across
Europe and this has led to a tradition of naming each song by the title in its original language. 

The musical style has an accessible character as it builds up from a simple structure but there is
variety and an improvisatory feel since each experience of worship is different depending on the
setting, the range of instrumentalists and the choice of verses to be sung. In the context of the
Taizé community itself, the repetitions become steadily richer and more complex and then simpler
towards the end when the leader signals for the sequence of music to cease. In a typical local
church setting it is often helpful to introduce the songs with a shorter sequence of repetitions till
congregations become more familiar with this style of singing. In addition to the core repertoire,
Taizé: Songs for Prayer - Vocal Edition lists other musical forms like Canons – where each voice
can come in from the beginning on top of other voices at the start of each new phrase while the
music continues – as well as Psalms, music for different parts of the service like Alleluias
(Acclamations) and Litanies (see for example “Kyrie 1” https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=cm4AiBjlu9c and music for the Eucharist. 

As for composers - Songs from Taizé - Instrumental Parts lists three names: 1) Jacques Berthier
(who wrote over 70 songs in the latest edition of Songs from Taizé); 2) Joseph Gelineau (a
distinguished French musicologist) and 3) “Taizé” – this latter word refers to songs by various
“brothers” from within the community. The composers have been able to create a palette of
musical moods ranging from joy to reflection, including more bittersweet elements for Lent and
Holy Week – see, for example, “Jesus le Christ” (Lord Jesus Christ)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AqoYsauFa2I. In terms of the impact on worshippers, the fact
that services of the Taizé Community over a typical summer regularly attract thousands of
worshippers, including many young people, suggests that this style of music and spirituality
continues to connect with younger generations. Given that it leans towards more traditional forms
of music, at a time when many church traditions find it difficult to engage with the under 40s, it's a
reminder that maintaining a diversity of music and worship styles can be an asset for churches as
they seek to engage with a wider spectrum of the generations. 
                                                                                                                              Warren              

Brother Roger is a man often quoted.  Here he is on forgiveness, a
theme on the front cover and picked up later in the newsletter:

Forgiveness can change both our heart and our life: severe and
harsh judgements recede and leave room in our heart for goodness
and kindness.  And we become capable of seeking to understand
rather than to be understood.  All who root their lives in forgiveness
are able to pass through rock-hard situations like the water of a
stream which, in early springtime, makes its way through the still-
frozen ground........When we seek tirelessly to forgive and be
reconciled, a future opens up beyond all our expectations.        CM
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Jenny Paterson  1926 - 2022
A very special life - well lived and well loved by all
those whose lives she touched.

Jenny was born on 8th August 1926 to Jane (known as
Jeannie) and Kenneth Evan Jack of Rosemarkie.  Her
father was a Blacksmith and, remarkably, he served in
both World Wars.  She had one older sibling, a brother,
Kenneth, who served in the Merchant Navy during
WW2.     People describe her variously as a delightful
Christian lady- always cheery, loving, faithful, caring and
capable. The family are grateful for your attendance today to help them celebrate a very special
life - well lived and well loved by all those whose lives she touched.

Jenny attended Rosemarkie School until the age of 14 when she left to work in her Uncle Daniel’s
shop on the High Street. She would often be sent up to Inverness for stock for the shop - in short
supply due to rationing – her Uncle surmising that her sunny nature and bonny smile would get
them that extra box of biscuits!

Jenny married Daniel George St Clair Paterson in 1951 and they had over 45 wonderful years
together. Fairy Glen House in Rosemarkie belonged to Dan’s father and the two young people met
through Jenny’s friendship with Dan’s sisters.  

Her best pal throughout school days was Rhoda Anderson and they remained best friends for life –
teaming up as two couples when Rhoda married Dodo and Jenny married Dan. As a couple, Jenny
and Dan had a great many friends – and managed to make all of them feel special and valued. 
 Some were friends and some were family too: Edith and Markie from Rosemarkie were always
close; Joan Angel in London; Sheila and Dave from Devon, Dot and family in Canada, Irene the
Post who delivered her pension every week and so many wonderful neighbours including Sorella
and latterly Joan and Maureen next door.

Dan’s family were salmon fishers from Balintore.   John Reddigan in June 2013 wrote for The
Fortrose and Rosemarkie Archive website noting that  “ For years the Patersons were the salmon
fishers of their time, the best in fact.  They set out a dyke of nets – a very skilled way of fishing
that not many fish would get past.  Local girl Jenny Jack married Dan Paterson and  Jenny fished
the nets as good as any man."

The two would be at the fishing all week, staying at Balmuchie and returning to Rosemarkie on
Saturday nights.   Jenny could drive the tractor, clean, mend and set nets and could also handle a
gun to “scare the seals” – but she never learned to drive a car!  Dan reckoned her love of shopping
was a factor in that she’d be too tired to drive after a day at the shops!  The shopping trips
continued to be enjoyed, Andy taking over the bag carrying in later years!

Although not blessed with children of their own, they played a big part in the upbringing of
Jenny’s three nephews – Ken, Will and Graham – returning every single weekend, whatever the
weather, from the salmon fishing at The Morrich to help Granny with the boys.  Lots of happy  



weekends were spent with Jenny and Dan - enjoying many activities at Fairy Glen including
searching for garnets in a wee stream in The Glen (which Dan would stash in a match box) and
also learning to shoot!

Jenny had a number of hobbies – she was an accomplished cook and baker and knitted a mean
Aran sweater too.  To complement Dan’s artistic skills, Jenny was a keen lapidarist – the two of
them would collect pretty stones and these would be polished and fashioned into collectible items.  

 
When Jenny and Dan retired they
continued to enjoy their hobbies – as
well as visiting friends and family far
and wide across the UK.  Dan had
served with the Royal Navy as a cook
and was determined that his
worldwide travels during that time
were quite sufficient and he had no
desire to venture abroad ever again! 
 Jenny however hankered to visit
some far-flung shores but it seemed
this was not to be.  It was not until
quite some time after Dan's death that
Jenny enjoyed her first foreign trip
with family members Jane and Joan 

on a wonderful cruise around the  Mediterranean. She also enjoyed wee holidays with her cousin
Mo – particularly a visit to Rosslyn Chapel which she declared to be the most beautiful building
she had ever set eyes on – she even bought the book to show everyone! Christmas holidays were
spent with Mo and Andy at North Kessock - fun and laughter were guaranteed.  All the young folk
loved Jenny and enjoyed her company.    The very last big day trip they did involved taking Jenny
(and her wee neighbour Margaret) for her first ever trip on the Nigg Ferry and finished off with
afternoon tea at Kincraig House Hotel, greatly enjoyed by all.  

As time went by and her health and mobility became more of a problem, Jenny never complained.  
She remained cheerful and a delight to visit – insisting that visitors stay to enjoy a pot of tea
served in the “good” china cups along with her world class home bakes.  Oh, and I should mention
that her shortbread was legendary!

Thanks are due especially to her nephew Will Jack, who became her full-time live-in carer just
before Lockdown.    Jenny was so happy to be able to remain at home in Rosemarkie where she
continued to live a fulfilling life despite some limitations, until the evening of 29th March when
she slipped away peacefully to be with Her Maker with Will, Mo and Andy at her side.
   
The Church played a HUGE part in Jenny’s life and continued to do so even after she could no
longer attend services in person.  Bridget and Sheila delivered the discs for Jen to listen to the
service and the Church Supplement, enabling her to keep up-to-date with all the Church news. 
 Along with visits from the Minister and Elders including retired minister Graham Bell and his
wife Sandra, Jenny was so appreciative of all this and would want us to let you know that.
                                                                                                                                        Mo Bates 



George was born on 2nd October, 1929, second son to George and Maggie Ann, who then went on
to have another four children – the family consisted of Sandy, George, Jeannie, Marjorie, James and
Margaret.

The whole family attended Church here twice on a Sunday and at Sunday School. Firstly, Sandy,
then George and followed by James, all worked the bellows for the organ – pre-electric.  They sat
behind the curtain to the left of the organ.  All went well, with the exception of one evening service
when Sandy fell asleep and there was no organ playing for the last hymn!

Eulogy - George Patience 1929 - 2022

George first worked as a Porter at Avoch Railway Station, where he
stayed until he was called up for National Service in 1948.  He
joined the Scots Guards and after training, was a guard at
Buckingham Palace.  He was in training for the “Trooping of the
Colour” complete with bearskin hat, but unfortunately was deployed
to Malaya shortly after, where he saw active service in the jungle. 
 He also celebrated his twenty-first birthday there.

A few years later George met Margaret who worked with his sister
Jeannie at the Central Hotel and they courted for three years, before
marrying on 19th September, 1958.  All but two of those attending
the wedding had the surname “Patience.”  Anne was born in 1959
followed by Alick in 1962.

George was a crane driver and along with
his brother Sandy who was a JCB digger
driver, worked on many hydro schemes in
the North and then down South to
Newcastle for other work.  George then
came home and worked at Nigg in its
heyday in the 70/80’s, where he stayed for
twenty-three years.  After Nigg, George
went to work for the Ross and Cromarty
Council where he spent many happy years
grass cutting and acting as a second man on
the snowplough.

After retiring, George and Margaret enjoyed doing working in their garden. In 1996, they were
delighted when their grandson Jordan was born and they both doted on him and continued to have
a great relationship.  George and Margaret also took up bowls both outdoor and indoor and went
on to win many cups and trophies across the North area. In 2018, Margaret & George celebrated
their Diamond Wedding Anniversary and had a card from the Queen. In total they had sixty-three
happy years together.



The year after George’s 80th Birthday he suffered a bad stroke and spent the next, almost twelve
years, unable to speak other than a “Yes” or a “No” and the occasional word, but George knew
everything that was being said and always gave a thumbs up to signal he understood. Since the
stroke Margaret, Anne and Alick had tried to give him as good a life as was possible and had
succeeded right up until George went into hospital, when his health deteriorated.

Unfortunately, for the last three weeks of his life, he was in hospital, but he had great care from
the staff in Ward 2C. Luckily Anne and Alick were able to take it in turns to go in each day to see
him.  Margaret, Anne and Alick are very aware that they have had their family intact for so many
years, a luxury some families never have – and they feel very blessed to have experienced this in
their own lives.                                                                                                        Anne Patience 

Alexander  Fraser 1878 - 1934
A family celebration was held last October at the church in
Rosemarkie where Warren led the prayers.  The celebration was for
two  reasons. Firstly, the engraving of my grandfather Alexander's
name on the family plinth in the graveyard.  Alexander (right) was
buried in an unmarked grave in Whitton in Middlesex but, as he had
been born in Fortrose, we thought it only fitting he should be
remembered alongside his siblings and relatives. The second reason
was it would have been the 100th birthday of my father John
Kenneth Fraser and his twin brother Robert Bruce (below). They
both died within a year of each other aged 89 and 90.

Alexander was born in Rosemarkie in 1878 and  died in
1934 and was buried in Whitton, Middlesex. He was the
eldest boy of eight children to Alexander Fraser and
Caroline Bell. His father was a master shoemaker from
Rosemarkie and his mother Caroline the daughter of
William and Isabella Bell from Portmahomack.  William
was Principal Customs & Excise officer at Portmahomack.

Alexander died in 1886 and Caroline with some of her
children (it is  believed relatives looked after some of the 

of the older ones) returned to her parents in Plymouth. Alexander was enrolled aged 11 in the
local school in Plymouth.  Alexander married Florence Berneye in 1905 in London and they had
seven children. My father and his twin brother were the youngest born in 1921 in Wandsworth.
Alexander was a musician and had a number of menial jobs. He suffered from ill health and
died in 1934 from TB. Two of his sisters returned to Fortrose after inheriting 'Woodside' in
Fortrose High Street.

I live in Cromarty and as a family we have retained connections to the Black Isle and the Fearn
peninsula.                                                                                                                Ann Fraser



Gleanings of a Shepherd's Wife by Ibby
MacIver is a book you can read cover to
cover or dip into at any point. It’s a book
you’d be happy to pass on to others for a read
but only if they promised to return it as it’s
certainly a book you’d want to read again!

Gleanings of a Shepherd's Wife

Most of us will know Ashley Farm, next to Munro’s Nurseries, a place we
will have passed by many times.  Ibby (right),  wife to Donald who farms
there, weaves, beautifully, her observations of the shepherd’s year with
scriptural quotes and references to Jesus, “the Great Shepherd of the
sheep.”(Hebrews 13 v20 (NLT).  Here’s a flavour:

Another day we were sitting at breakfast when there was the sound of
bleating from a sheep in the field beyond the garden. “I’d know that voice  

It’s that small brown Suffolk. She always was a talkie sheep.” 
  
He does know his sheep, I thought, not just when he sees them but
when he hears them. I realised, that’s the same with my Good
Shepherd.  Amazingly, Jesus hears my voice. He recognises my
individual voice when I pray to him because, today, Jesus is alive and
all my prayers and cries for help are passed through him to God in a
way that God will accept. He’s waiting and longing to hear to hear
from me – and to answer.

And then further on:
For some days, Donald had spent time giving special
attention to a lamb that was struggling for life.
Arriving home from church one Sunday morning, he
ran in quickly to change his clothes and then went off
outside. Some time later, wondering where he’d gone,
this is what I saw when I went out to look for him. He
was oblivious to my presence or the camera as I took
this shot! 

Even when a sheep or a lamb may be dying, as this lamb was, and the shepherd has done all he
can for the sheep, still he cares and is close by.     God has said, “Never will I leave you; never
will I forsake you.”  Hebrews 13 v5 (NLT).      The Good Shepherd really does care for his sheep.

The book contains 40+ photographs, capturing all aspects of a shepherd’s life while appropriately
illustrating a faith journey that many will recognise and affirm. 

Copies (£6) are available from Ibby at: ibby.maciver@mailsaq.net or on 07789343567
                                                                                                                                                       CM



 

We Will Walk 9000 miles.......
When local teacher Linda Nelson died in 2006 her
husband Alastair ensured that her memory lived on.
Linda, a much-loved Geography teacher and
congregational member, had helped to establish a
school link between her school (Fortrose Academy)
and the 700 pupil Mulanje Mission secondary school
in Malawi. 

Alastair (left) set up the charity Linda’s Fund to support young
Malawians and improve school facilities  and since 2006 it has provided
bursaries allowing 31 school leavers to gain vocational qualifications
from hairdressing to electronics. Each bursary covers fees and
accommodation (approx £700 a year) for students for the 2-3 year
courses. Additionally, Alastair and the other Trustees helped raise
£35,000 from local individual and business supporters to build a much
needed school hall (called Fortrose Hall) for use by the school and the
local community. Linda’s Fund has also supported the construction of
much needed teachers’ houses at the school.

Alastair and a merry band of hikers, including
yours truly, are currently on a virtual walk to
Malawi, accumulating our daily steps to travel the
8,900 miles Fortrose to Mulanje. Starting at the
beginning of February, as I write this at the end of
April, we have just reached Sudan - 11,840,060
steps! Just past half way and we have raised almost
£1500.  In all, Linda’s Fund has raised a total of
£74,000 to date, greatly enhancing the life
opportunities for a generation of young
Malawians. A large crowd in Fortrose Hall

Fortrose Academy teachers have organised several trips
to the Mulanje School over the years which both Alastair
and I have joined. Covid has currently postponed current
plans but they hope to go again in a few years’ time.
These trips were a chance to meet bursary recipients and
see school developments as well as for everyone to have
the opportunity to understand Malawi life and culture.
To find out more about Linda’s Fund, or to make a
donation, go to lindasfund.org.uk.   Douglas  Simpson

Classrooms at Mulanje Mission School



Alpine meadow

consider true song, like the monotonous crek crek calling of a corncrake in the west of Ireland
and the curious, fishing reel sound of a grasshopper warbler. In any ‘orchestra’ of bird song,
these two would probably be relegated to the ‘special effects’ section.
 
For generations, bird song has impacted positively on people’s lives, providing comfort and
inspiration to those who take time to appreciate it. In the First World War, special trains
carrying horribly mutilated men from the trenches to hospital treatment away from the war
zone even had cages of sweetly singing canaries suspended inside the carriages to lend some
sort of soothing to the injured. From the battlefields themselves, war poets and other writers
recalled the singing of soaring skylarks over war-torn farmlands and the uplift which that gave.
And who can fail to be uplifted by that exquisite piece of music that is Vaughan Williams’ The
Lark Ascending. I play it often. It’s a great start to an otherwise dreich morning! 

The Gift of Bird Song
As spring moves on into summer each year in the great natural cycle,
the power of bird song builds until a full dawn chorus develops. An
annual radio programme which has been running for some years now
takes listeners to different parts of the British Isles on one early
morning to experience the dawn chorus. The most recent one had all
the usual songbirds in its background cast of dozens and dozens of
performers. Admittedly, some of the sounds were not what you might

When the full horror of the impact on birds of chemical
pesticides in agriculture in the 1950s and 60s became realised,
it was already too late in some places. The birds had already
gone, poisoned by the steady accumulation of toxic products
in their systems. In America, Rachel Carson was at work on
her book creating a horror picture of the destruction being
wrought. Chillingly, she entitled it Silent Spring, a book whose
message reverberates still.

A silent spring? Who could possibly imagine that? Here in our parish, we can consider ourselves
fortunate in the riches we have. At home, I can listen to an early morning chorus of bird song
from my garden, featuring blackbird, song thrush, robin, wren, dunnock, woodpecker, wood
pigeon, collared dove, willow warbler, chiffchaff, greenfinch, chaffinch, goldfinch, blue tit, great
tit, coal tit, house sparrow, yellowhammer, jackdaw, tawny owl (and many more......).

But to get back to the decline in birds and the impact on the chorus of bird song… You don’t
know what you’ve missed till it’s gone, as the saying goes. In the matter of the Biblical account
of creation, that unfortunate word ‘dominion’ has a lot to answer for. As creatures with God-
given intelligence to make sound decisions, we’ve not done too well over the years with our
stewardship of the environment, and especially in these present times. When we talk about
‘environment’, we in the church should perhaps remember that it is ‘God’s gift’ that we’re
talking about. And bird song should surely be rated as one of God’s great gifts.   Douglas Willis



Remote Repentance  - Christianity on Pitcairn Island
The story of the mutiny on the Bounty in 1789 is well known, but what is less well know is the
fate of a group of the mutineers who sought a place of refuge and found it on a remote Pacific
island, for them ideally situated some 180 miles east of the spot where it had been incorrectly
noted on charts, and in the middle of an ocean, 3,300 miles from New Zealand, 3,500 miles from
Chile and 4,100 miles from Panama. Although there were signs of earlier habitation in the form
of idols and stone gods, Pitcairn Island was not discovered by modern man until 1767 when it
was named after Robert Pitcairn, a midshipman on HMS Swallow, who first spotted the island. 

After the mutiny HMAV Bounty returned to Tahiti where it had spent several months loading its
cargo of breadfruit but as there was a possibility that they might be detected there, a small group
of nine mutineers, accompanied by nineteen Polynesians (six men, twelve women and an infant
girl) left there to find a new home. This took nearly four months and a voyage of 1,350 miles.
Pitcairn was ideal. Measuring only 2 miles by 1 mile, and rising to a highest point of 1,100 ft, it
had no natural harbour, being almost totally surrounded by cliffs. Within a few days of landing,
having salvaged all they could from her, the mutineers set fire to the Bounty. There was no
going back.

It was not long before the inevitable difficulties of such an
unusual and small group living together in isolation surfaced, and
in a terrible way. Strife originated following the death of the
‘wife’ of one of the mutineers when four of them were murdered
by the Polynesian men. Eventually all the men met unnatural and
often violent ends except one, John Adams (right). The women
also were dying, some through falling from the cliffs while trying
to catch birds. It seemed an unlikely place and environment for
Christianity to flourish, yet when the island was next discovered, 
in 1808, Captain Mayhew Folger on the American sealer Topaz found a devout group of full or
half blooded Polynesians plus one Englishman worshipping in accordance with the forms of the
Church of England.

John Adams, brought up as an orphan in London workhouses and nicknamed ‘Reckless Jack’ on
the Bounty, had apparently undergone a tremendous experience of conversion and repentance,
described as ‘the handiwork of the Almighty, whereby a sailor seasoned to crime came to
himself in a far country and learnt and taught others to follow Christ.’ The Scriptures
overwhelmed him in a conviction of sin and a revelation of the way of salvation. Essential to
this were two items salvaged from the library of the Bounty, a Bible and the Book of Common
Prayer. This resulted in the children being taught the Collects, the Catechism and other portions
of the Prayer Book as well as, of course, portions of the Scriptures themselves. On one occasion
when two boys were due a present for extra work they had undertaken they asked that Adams
teach them extra lessons from the Bible, a request with which he joyfully complied!



Despite the inevitable difficulties of life on the island (there were no springs or streams and the
islanders were dependent on rainwater) it became an idyllic community, where Christian precepts
prevailed and harmony reigned. This was living flourishing proof of the efficacy of the Christian
ethic and the salvation which lay in the Gospel and in Christian attitudes and observances. When a
ship visited in 1830 the islanders wanted its chaplain to remain with them, rather than receive the
gifts of clothes and other practical articles. ‘We want food for our souls’ was the reason given!

Adams died in 1829, having lived on Pitcairn for
nearly forty years. He was followed by a succession
of religious leaders who combined the task with that
of teacher, pastor and even doctor. In 1837 the Bible
and Prayer Book were given away as souvenirs to a
passing ship, but the Bible has since been returned
to its rightful home. Until around 1850 only one
tune, introduced by Adams, was in use to
accompany the singing of hymns, but another 
song, possibly well known to some us from Sunday School days, was used while the adults’
offering was collected: ‘Hear the pennies dropping, listen as they fall, every one for Jesus, He shall
have them all’!   The piety of the islanders became known to the outside world and several gifts of
religious books and tracts were sent by the Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge, but the
major change in denomination came in 1884 when a series of tracts produced by the Seventh Day
Adventists were received. The islanders were attracted by their teachings and the church on the
island today is a remote outpost of the Adventists. Emphasis is placed on tithing and the Sabbath is
celebrated on the seventh day, Saturday. Ironically from the time when the Sabbath was celebrated
on Pitcairn it had been celebrated on Saturdays, although the islanders called the day ‘Sunday’.
The Bounty was originally to have reached Tahiti via Cape Horn, but after six weeks of battling
the storms, it had to head east rather than west. Unknown to the crew they had crossed what is now
known as the international date line and were a day out in their reckoning of the calendar!  This
was rectified in 1814 when a passing ship put them right!

The population, many still carrying the surnames of the mutineers, peaked at 233 in 1937, but has
now reduced to under 50. Children leave the island around age 13 to continue their education in
New Zealand and many do not return permanently. It is possible for intrepid travellers who are
good sailors to visit the island on the 1998 Gibraltar registered supply ship MV Silver Supporter.
A typical voyage from Tauranga in New Zealand takes around 12 to 14 days and allows visitors a
week on the island, advertised as ‘the World’s least populated territory’. Cruise ships occasionally
pass, but are unable to land their passengers. For the really adventurous seeking a new life,
immigration to Pitcairn is possible!

The author of a recent book suggests that, left in ‘neutral’, all of us tend to slide away from the
wonder of the Gospel.  The Bounty mutineers on an isolated island in the middle of the Pacific
Ocean would certainly come within the definition on being ‘left in neutral’, but the Lord had other
plans.                                                                                                                       Jack Kernahan



Ten years ago this month Frank Cottrell-Boyce was helping to put the finishing touches to the 2012
Summer Olympics Opening Ceremony.  In addition to being a successful screenwriter, he is an
author of many popular children's books, the latest being, Noah's Gold.  In 2020, he also published
Forgiveness - A Bible Study for individuals or groups.

Given his background, it's no surprise that he begins his book by referencing a short story. The
Capital of the World by Ernest Hemingway, involves a young man - Paco - who runs away to
Madrid to become a bullfighter. It doesn't work out and, to survive, he picks up a job as a waiter in
a cafe, all the time feeling miserable and lonely.  One day he spots an advert in El Libro: Paco,
meet me in the Hotel Montana at noon on Tuesday. All is forgiven. Elated, he turned up as
requested, only to find the hotel jammed with 800 other young men - all called Paco - waiting to be
re-united with their fathers............................................

The need to forgive as we have been forgiven, acknowledged each time
we repeat the Lord's Prayer, sits at the centre of this short book. But
Cottrell- Boyce makes it clear that he does not find it easy!

He begins with The Man Who Ran, the father in the parable of the
Prodigal Son and  the faithful, loyal elder son's dismay at what he sees
as an extravagant welcome home by his father to his disloyal, greedy
younger son.  The Woman in the Dust is next up as the author takes the
story of the adulterous woman to explore justice and forgiveness.

The Man with Three Thousand Camels takes us back to Job and
considers whether forgiveness achieves anything if it does not take 

account of our anger and pain.  The Boy in the Well takes us further back to Joseph and whether
forgiveness is possible when great harm has been done.    The Merchant Who Threw the Figstone
links a tale from The Arabian Nights to Peter's denial of Christ before a final chapter reflecting on
Jesus' supreme act of forgiveness on the cross and what it means for us.

Lots to consider there but, so too, in the thoughts shared over the next three pages.........

Bearing a grudge is like letting someone live rent free in your head..... Nicky Gumbel 

Living with unforgiveness = being locked in a cell with the key in your pocket-Mpho Tutu



The Sky at Night Forgiveness Changes the Way We Remember 
This morning I would like to share an incident from Keith Miller’s book, Habitation of Dragons.
The setting is a small group seeking to live out their faith. To get to know each other better, they
are sharing some childhood experiences. 

This is what Alice said : ‘When I was a tiny little girl I was put in an orphanage. I was not pretty
and no one wanted me. But I can recall longing to be adopted and loved by a family for as far
back as I can remember. I thought about it day and night. But everything I did seemed to go
wrong. I tried too hard to please everybody who came to look me over. So all I did was drive
people away.

Then one day, the head of the orphanage told me that a family was coming to take me home with
them. I was so excited that I jumped up and  down and cried. The matron reminded me that I was
on trial and it might not be a permanent arrangement. But I just knew that it would be.

So I went with this family and started school in their town. I was a very happy little girl. And life
began to look a little brighter for me. But one day, a few months later, I skipped home from
school and ran to the front door of the house we lived in. No one was at home. But there in the
middle of the hall was my battered old suitcase with my little coat thrown over it. I stood there
and looked at the suitcase. Then it slowly dawned on me what it meant. The family didn’t want
me. It was a complete surprise and shock.’

Keith Miller comments. Alice stopped speaking for a moment but we didn’t notice. We were each
standing in that front hall looking at the battered suitcase and trying not to cry.

Then Alice added one further comment. ‘This happened to me seven times before I was 13 years
old.’ Some of the group wept and there was a great feeling of love and compassion towards Alice.
Alice looked up, surprised and touched by the group’s reaction to her story. Then she shook her
head slightly and gestured not to feel sorry for her.‘Don’t,’ she said with a genuinely happy smile,
‘I needed my past. You see, it brought me to God.’

In her heavenly Father, Alice found the unconditional love, acceptance and belonging which she
had always sought. The pain of rejection became for her a means of grace as it led her to her
Saviour and Lord.

Sometimes folk equate forgiving with forgetting. I don’t think this is true or helpful. Instead I
much prefer what Henri Nouwen suggests: Forgiveness changes the way we remember. 
                        
Alice was clearly forgiving of those who had rejected her. But Alice had not forgotten what had
happened. Instead she had changed the way she remembered. Through this she converted a curse
into a blessing.

When we forgive we no longer see ourselves as victims of events beyond our control. Through
forgiveness, we move towards the healing only God can bring.  And Alice was mindful of Jesus’
precious words of forgiveness from the cross. And, in her own special way, she was trying to
follow Jesus’ example.                                              Extract from sermon by Rev Graeme Bell



Wednesday 8th June marks the 50th anniversary of one of the most powerful photographs ever
taken. At the centre is 9 year old Kim Phuc who has ripped off her clothes and is screaming in agony
as napalm burns her skin. The photo is credited with hastening the end of the Vietnam War. Now a
long term resident of Canada and still receiving treatment for her injuries, Kim Phuc regularly shares
her testimony of a life fulfilled through her love of Christ.  In summary this is what she says.

As a young person, I continued to bear the crippling weight of anger,
bitterness, and resentment toward those who caused my suffering—
the searing fire that penetrated my body; the ensuing burn baths; the
dry and itchy skin. I craved relief that never would come.  But the
most agonizing pain I suffered  dwelled in my heart. I was as alone as
a person can be. I was toxic, and everyone knew it. To be near me
was to be near hardship. I was alone, atop a mountain of rage. 

In 1982, I found myself crouched inside Saigon’s Central Library and  thumbed through several
books before pulling the New Testament into my lap. An hour later, I had picked my way through
the Gospels, and at least two themes had become abundantly clear. Jesus presented himself as the
way, the truth, and the life (John 14:6) . Second, this Jesus had suffered in defence of his claim. He
had been mocked, tortured, and killed.  I had never been exposed to this side of Jesus—the
wounded one, the one who bore scars. I turned over this new information in my mind as a gem in
my hand, relishing the light that was cast from all sides. My salvation experience happened,
fittingly enough, on Christmas Eve. It was 1982, and I was attending a special worship service at a
small church in Saigon. The pastor spoke about how Christmas is not about the gifts we give to
each other, so much as it is about one gift in particular: the gift of Jesus Christ. As I listened to this
message, I knew that something was shifting inside me. How desperately I needed peace. How
ready I was for love and joy. I wanted this Jesus.  So, there, in a small church in Vietnam, mere
miles from the street where my journey had begun amid the chaos of war—on the night before the
world would celebrate the birth of the Messiah I invited Jesus into my heart. I was finally at peace.

Half a century has passed since I found myself running—frightened, naked, and in pain—down that
road in Vietnam.   But when I think about how far I have come—the freedom and peace that comes
from faith in Jesus—I realise there is nothing greater or more powerful than the love of our blessed
Saviour. My faith in Jesus has enabled me to forgive those who have hurt and scarred me. It has
enabled me to pray for my enemies rather than curse them. And it has enabled me not just to
tolerate them but truly to love them.  I no longer have anger in my heart.  I am free.



The Arithmetic of Forgiveness
Many will remember Professor William Barclay as a great communicator
on television, radio and in print. Here he is on Matthew 18: 21-35.

We owe a great deal to to the fact that Peter had a quick tongue. Again
and again, he rushed into speech in such a way that his impetuosity drew
from Jesus teaching that is immortal. On this occasion, Peter thought that
he was being generous. He asked Jesus how often he should forgive
someone, and then answered his own question by suggesting that he
should forgive seven times.

Peter had taken Rabbinic teaching that people should forgive three times, multiplied it by two and,
for good measure, added one. Peter expected to be warmly commended. But Jesus answered that
the he must forgive seventy times seven. In other words, there is no reckonable limit to
forgiveness.  Jesus then told the story of the servant forgiven a great debt who went out and dealt
mercilessly with a fellow servant who owed him a debt that was an infinitesimal fraction of what
he himself had owed, and who, for his mercilessness, was utterly condemned. The parable teaches
a lesson that runs through all the New Testament - we must forgive to be forgiven. Those who do
not forgive others cannot hope that God will forgive them (Matthew 6: 14-15).   As James has it:
'For judgement will be without mercy to anyone who has shown no mercy.' (James 2:13)  Divine
and human forgiveness go hand in hand. 

One of the great points in this parable is the contrast between the two debts. The first servant owed
his master 10,000 talents - one talent was equivalent to 15 years' wages. That is an incredible debt.
The total revenue of a wealthy province like Galilee was only 300 talents. 

The biblical scholar A.R. Kennedy describes the contrast in debts vividly. If we think of the debt in
terms of 5p pieces. A 100 denarii debt could be carried in one pocket. But a 10,000 talent debt
would take an army of 8,600 carriers, each carrying 60lbs in weight. Lining up a yard apart, the
line would be 5 miles long.

The contrast in the debts is staggering.  The point is that we have been forgiven a debt which is
beyond all paying- for human sin brought about the death of God's own Son - and if that is so, we
must forgive others just as God has forgiven us.    Edited extract from Barclay on the Lectionary

Copies of Tim Chester's Forgiven were handed out free of charge at
Avoch and Rosemarkie churches as a read in the run up to Easter.
There were many key messages, not least this one:
When he gave us the Lord's Supper, Jesus said: 'This is my blood of
the covenant, which is poured out for the many for the forgiveness of
sins (Matthew 26:28)...........At its heart is the promise of forgiveness.
And that promise is renewed every time we take bread and wine.

Reflection: As we remember the death of Christ in communion, God
is forgetting our sins. 



A few weeks ago, while turning over the drawer where things I am
not yet ready to discard accumulate, I found a slim black notebook.
I used to take the notebook to sea with me and in it I would jot
down quotations and verses of poetry which appealed to me,
wondering what I thought note worthy all those years ago I spent a
little time flicking through the pages and came across this poem
which still appeals. Thinking it may resonate with some newsletter
readers and, wishing to share, I offer it  for inclusion.

A Memorable Poem

Abu Ben Adam 

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!) 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 
And saw, within the moonlight in his room, 
Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom, 
An angel writing in a book of gold:- 
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 
And to the Presence in the room he said 
"What writest thou?"-The vision raised its head, 
And with a look made of all sweet accord, 
Answered "The names of those who love the Lord." 
"And is mine one?" said Abou. "Nay, not so," 
Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low, 
But cheerly still, and said "I pray thee, then, 
Write me as one that loves his fellow men." 

The angel wrote, and vanished. The next night 
It came again with a great wakening light, 
And showed the names whom love of 
God had blessed, 
And lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest.

James Leigh Hunt 
1784 – 1859

Illustration of Abu Ben Adam poem
by Edmund Sullivan 1916

Interestingly, I have since learned that “Write me as one that loves his fellow men." is
used as Hunt’s epitaph.                                                                     
                                                                                                                     Bob Moore



I have many favourite hymns to choose from but my second choice of music, will have to be  O
Love That Wilt Not Let Me Go by George Matheson.  It speaks to me every time while also taking
me back to my father’s funeral.   It is a hymn of promise, faith, enduring love and the lyrics
encapsulate the thankfulness I feel, in everyday situations, not only in  the loss of loved ones.  I
find myself repeating a mantra, ‘Look for the blessings and you’ll find them. Margaret.'

My third choice of music is more contemporary.  In teenage years and beyond, I love The
Carpenters.   The lyrics of the first verse of their song ‘Top Of The World’ ring out for me:

Such a feeling’s coming over me
There is wonder in most every thing I see
Not a cloud in the sky, got the sun in my eyes
And I won’t be surprised if it’s a dream ..

There is a lovely memory here too of the MacSween family stopping at the viewpoint on the way
back from Applecross and singing it at the tops of our voices when it came on the radio.........

Desert Island Discs
with

Margaret MacSween

From as long as I can remember, I have loved to sing – from
Sunday School choruses and hymns to the wonderful music of our 
 current generation.

My first choice of music is Edelweiss from The Sound of Music.  It
evokes a warm, happy memory of holidays spent with a much loved
aunt and uncle in Buckie, as a young girl.  I was always singing it
and when friends of the family called by I agreed, after much
persuasion, to sing it.   To this day, I still remember the surprise at
getting a round of applause!

My fourth choice is the singing of the well-known operatic
tenor Andrea Bocelli. Diagnosed with congenital glaucoma at
5 months old and then, at the age of 12, following a football
accident, he became completely blind. It is said that the only
thing that could comfort him was his passion for music.    It is
difficult to put into words or to overstate the joy, appreciation
and comfort he has given to millions of people worldwide.
Truly inspirational. We look forward to hearing him live, at
the Caledonian Thistle stadium, at the beginning of July.

Apart from the Bible, I’d like to take the book Fresh Water For Flowers by Valerie Perrin that I
am currently reading so I find out how it ends! It’s about the daily life of a caretaker at a cemetery
in Bourgogne and is well described as ‘a tender and poignant exploration of love, loss and
redemption’.    My luxury item would be my knitting needles and lots and lots of wool to keep me
occupied in knitting garments for all the weathers I might experience.



Washed - made clean 
The Maundy Thursday service at church was really
special. It was celebrating the last supper Jesus had
with his disciples, so we shared communion which
was lovely. One of the readings was from John 13: 1-
17 about Jesus washing his disciples feet. The
following day was Good Friday, so a good day to try
and do a painting about it all!

 I was particularly struck by verse 14 where Jesus says
“Now that I, your Lord and Teacher, have washed
your feet, you also should wash one another’s feet.” 

Sometimes we can do this literally but other times we
help bring washing or cleaning to other people by the
things we say and do.
So the focus here is on the feet which are a bit dirty round the bottom!  Otherwise they are fairly
clean and I felt a yellowish sort of colour could fit all sorts of human skin-colours. There is a
similar approach to the hand which is more brown - again a colour that people from many different
ethnic backgrounds could identify with. So the hand and the feet could represent any people-group
around the world.

The background at the top is red because in Isaiah 1:18 God says: “Though your sins are like
scarlet, they shall be white as snow; though they are red as crimson, they shall be like wool.” The
implication is that washing is needed!  David takes this further in Psalm 51:7-10 “Wash me and I
shall be whiter than snow”… including a prayer to …   "blot out all my iniquity"…to "create in me
a pure heart, O God.”

This wonderful washing takes place as we ask Jesus into our lives, repent of our sins and go his
way of the cross. So the cloth here has symbols of the cross on it to remind us that we experience
God’s peace through his blood shed on the cross (Colossians 1:20). The background on the cloth is
mainly white and so is the water, reminders of our souls being washed whiter than snow. Also the
water-container is full and continues out of the picture, as does the cloth. Both are reminders of this
amazing washing that is available without limit for all people, everywhere, anytime, anywhere. The
feet are standing on a purple background, a reminder of coming into God’s royal presence, King of
Kings and Lord of Lords. And the background at the bottom is lighter and airier reminding us of
the freedom, peace and joy that come to us as we go the way of Jesus.

Of course, all of this is not automatic. So the hand is in an attitude of offering, reminding us that it
is only when we personally respond to this offering of Jesus that we can begin to experience these
wonderful truths.

All of this reminds us that we all need to receive washing and in turn we are all called to bring this
washing to others. Jesus adds at the end of John 13:17 “Now that you know these things, you will
be blessed if you do them.”   Wow!                                                                      William Mather



Lego and the Log Book
'I can't find any windows,' said the very young lad, sadly,
rummaging through large boxes of Lego. His friend found the
happy compromise: 'I know, let's build a tower. They don't need
any.'  Lego Club happens on Saturday mornings in Fortrose
Library. Safely masked, I moved to the table where the librarian,
filing piles of books, pointed out a blue school jotter that she had
enjoyed reading. Intrigued, I opened it .....

Until relatively recently, School Log Books were mandatory and
kept by the Head Teacher with weekly entries. Alexander (Sandy)
Leitch, science teacher, collated, in legible hand-writing, extracts
from the Fortrose 1900 - 1950 ones.  In Sandy's own words: ' In
addition to telling us of what happened within a school, log-books
also give valuable information on the social history of the period,
and how local or national events affected the school. 

In the log books of Fortrose Academy for 1900-1950, we read of
the impact of the Boer War and the First and Second World Wars
on the staff, pupils and their families.  In the winter of 1943 - 44  

so many military vehicles were involved in practising for the Normandy invasion that buses were
withdrawn from the roads and pupils from outlying areas had difficulty in getting to school for a
few days.   These days we may have Covid but a century ago they had scarlet fever, measles,
influenza, whooping cough, diphtheria, chicken pox and mumps - infectious diseases which now
have little impact but often resulted in the closure of the Academy for quite long periods.  'Fast
Days' which have now disappeared from the calendar were observed as holidays. 'Term Days',
when farm servants often moved to new employers, are also recorded.

Some Extracts:
Feb 1900:  A great many boys absent today, having gone over to Fort George to see the local volunteers depart
for South Africa.

Dec 1900:  Owing to an epidemic of measles, the Medical Officer of Health has closed the Academy' (for
almost a month).

Aug 1914: The rector is handing over the logbook to Mr Henderson, Clerk of the Board.  (The rector left for
military service).

May 1915:  Many children absent on account of brothers and relatives killed in France.

Sept 1939: ... fresh enrolments are due to the influx of children from the South in consequence of the fear of
bombing of cities by the Germans.  With the hearty support of Fortrose parents, trenches of a sheltering type
have been dug in the school playground'.

Oct 1939: The ARP trenches have been completed and sandbagged and the whole school, staff and pupils,
were comfortably accommodated in them ....      

More extracts on other aspects of local life in September's newsletter.            Aileen Fraser           



'We Refuse to be Enemies'
Organised trips to the Holy Land often make a point of visiting a farm just south of Bethlehem.
Daher's Vineyard, better known as The Tent of Nations, is a 130 acre farm, owned by Daoud
Nassar's family of Christian Palestinians for more than 100 years. From the Ottomans, through the
British Mandate, Jordanian Rule to the current Israeli Occupation, the family have registered their
ownership of the land with the relevant authorities. However, over the last 25 years, that legal
protection has not saved them from harassment from the 22 Israeli settlements of nearby Gush
Etzion, illegally built according to international law. Their combined population is around 70,000.

The harassment takes many forms. Back in 2001,
settlers blocked the main access to the farm. In 2002,
they cut down 250 olive trees  (olive trees can take up to
10 years to bear fruit). and so it continued. In 2014, the
Israeli military got involved and bulldozed hundreds of
fruit trees two weeks before the apricot harvest.  Last
May, a fire deliberately started according to the fire
service destroyed many more trees.

In addition, the Israelis authorities have issued multiple demolition orders, including tents. They 
 cannot build on the land. They are denied access to running water and electricity. But the Nassers
are nothing if not resilient and creative. On a large stone at the entrance to the farm they declare:
We Refuse to be Enemies.  Caves  on the farm provide shelter, storage and a beautiful little chapel.
Rainwater is captured and stored. Solar panels now power the farm. And they give the warmest of
welcomes and hospitality to everyone who visits - and the many who volunteer on the farm each
year. Their legal bills have been colossal but generously supported from across the world. They
hugely appreciate the prayers offered on their behalf.  So, what drives them? Here's Daoud:

A warm welcome from Daoud Nassar

'We said to ourselves, with violence we will only create more
violence. Resigning would create a victim mentality and it is
dangerous to become a victim. If we leave and run, we will
feel defeated by our own challenges.

So we thought, there must be another way of resistance and
without violence. We call it the Fourth Way, the Jesus way: to
overcome evil with good, hatred with love, and darkness with
light under the slogan We refuse to be enemies, a nonviolent,
creative, and constructive way of resistance. It is easy to say
that, but it’s very difficult to live and practise it.'

Just how difficult it is in practice was reinforced in January of this year when events took an even
more sinister turn. Around 15 masked men from a  nearby Palestinian village attacked Daoud and
his brother Daher with iron bars, large sticks, and razors and left them critically injured. They are
now recovering and awaiting a final judgement from the Supreme Court on their right to the land.
They would welcome your prayers .



Picking up the threads with Sylvia 
The Tuesday afternoon Craft Group has been a great success thanks to
Sylvia, the great encourager, so willingly and patiently sharing her skills. 
 A few weeks ago we sat down over a cuppa and talked about how it all
came about.                                                                 Margaret MacSween

Where were you brought up Sylvia?
I was born at Muiralehouse Farm, outside Avoch. My
grandfather was in charge of the dairy herd with my
grandmother in charge of the dairy. My uncles did the milk run.
We left the farm when I was aged 8 as my father wanted to
change his work.

After three years at Avoch Primary, my school years were in Fortrose.   It was at this time I met
my best friend Rhoda Fraser, sister of Aileen our local hairdresser.  I had a childhood illness
which meant I spent a fair bit of time at home. It was my mother who first taught me how to knit
and her friend and neighbour Mary would give me fabrics to work on.  They both really sparked
off my interest in using my hands.

So, being confined to the house encouraged you to be creative?
Yes, I think it must have been that as I started making doll’s clothes and doing tapestry work off
my own bat.  I did make clothes for a while but I didn’t feel that was successful.  The garments
were hand sewn as there were no sewing machines at that time.

Childhood memories are many, Sylvia?
I just remember the freedom of running round the farm without any sense of the dangers.
Wonderful memories of sitting in the hayloft and on the bales in the field, feeling totally at home
on the farm. With gran and grandad, aunts and uncles living there, it felt like one big happy
family, a very secure time in my life.   We didn’t question anything because we felt safe and we
were learning from a wider family which has held me in good stead.  I spent a lot of time with my
two aunts, Dolly and Sadie. Dolly, who used to live in Wester Links, died last year and used to
work in the butchers in Rosemarkie.  Sadie still lives in Inverness.  I was brought up in
Rosemarkie, third of seven children.  When I left school, I worked in Alexanders, the bakers in
Fortrose.

What was church life like when you were young?
As a child, we all went to Sunday School in Avoch Parish Church and when we moved down to
the Ness in Fortrose, we attended Fortrose Parish Church.  I got married in Rosemarkie Church,
and the boys were baptised in Rosemarkie.   I stopped going to church about 20 years ago.  It was
Roslyn who invited me back and I felt at immediately at home.  I felt strongly, this is where I
should be.  Church centres me for the week. If there’s anything on my mind at all, that hour
makes all the difference. It stops my mind buzzing about what’s not important and brings me
back to what is important.



Moving on to your teenage  life…………
My father in his later years ran The Plough Inn when it had two cocktail bars - it was a
wonderful, sociable place! In teenage years, buses all over the Black Isle headed to the Spa
Pavilion in Strathpeffer, every Friday and Saturday night.  My mother was not beyond meeting
the bus at 2am to make sure we made our way home quietly. Ah, the memories!

Sylvia, isn’t it funny how you go through life and don’t think much about the stages, until
someone asks you?

That’s so true. I’m just remembering that it was the WRI that got me into sewing, knitting and
showing my work in the big exhibitions they put on.   I was even taught to do cross stitch which I
don’t do now because it strains my eyes.   I prefer free embroidery.

Mrs MacKay – and that’s how we knew her - used to own The Station Hotel, now The Anderson
She was in the WRI and took me to her house to teach me specific stitches for competitions. When
she retired, she lived in a small house in Cathedral Square. It was like an Aladdin’s Cave full of
materials, very well organised and, by her fireside, she taught me things I didn’t know existed. 
 She seemed to know how to do every single craft that was ever mentioned!   She even made
lampshades and her embroidery was exquisite. I think she saw what was in me and she showed me
the ‘how’. She gave me confidence and belief in myself that I could do this, for example when I
made a box with a gold-threaded design which I still have 40 odd years on.  Later, she gifted all
her gold threads to me.   

You’re like that, Sylvia, a great encourager.
Thank you!  I owe a lot to my dear friend Anne Russell with whom I started going to the Quilters
Guild and Embroiderers Guild by car to Inverness. We spent many memorable trips to the Fabric
Shop in Beauly where we always over-spent on material we just had to have.  On one occasion we
bought very expensive fabric but as we halved it we both felt justified in having it!  It was much
later on before I had a sewing machine, a Singer machine, then later, a wonderful Bernini
machine.  The Quilters Guild run a bus to the big exhibitions at Ingleston and a favourite memory
is of people taking their bacon sandwiches in a tin to keep them hot. What a delicious smell!

Later, Elizabeth Waters invited me to join a sewing group where I learned yet an other skill - how
to do patchwork.   The first design I ever did was Dresden Plate.   What camaraderie we had! 
 Elizabeth has been very generous with her time and expertise, along with Mrs MacKay. the
Rosemarkie WRI and the Ross-shire Federation all inspired and encouraged me. 

And finally, Sylvia, how did the Craft Class come about?
Graeme Bell should take all the credit.  His opening line was ‘You sew, Sylvia, I wonder if it
would be a good idea to have a sewing group and we could hold it in the church?’  I wasn’t a
teacher, so I was unsure but I’m really glad I did.   I love meeting up with other women in the
group and the sharing of ideas and fellowship we have on Tuesday afternoons over a cup of tea.
There has been shared learning but we are going to start learning new things we haven’t done
before. The Christmas activity will be a fun one but I’m not going to reveal it yet…..You read it
here first……………………



For Christ is our peace..........

Livingstonia, the old Scots mission station in Malawi, was established in the post-David
Livingstone era at the top of the escarpment high above Lake Malawi. My wife and I first visited
the mission thirty years ago to see the dedication of the recently completed church bell tower. It
was a brief visit, since night falls quickly that close to the Equator and we were anxious to be on
our way back down to Ekwendeni. The road was poor and so many people, walking or cycling with
absolutely no lights of any kind, (not to mention the goats and assorted wild things), would be
using it in the dark. Before we left Livingstonia, I noticed bricks arranged into some sort of pattern
on the ground beside the old mission houses.

Lake Malawi from Livingstonia 

It would be a few more years before we were back up the
winding, rocky road (right) with its endless hairpin bends from
the lake side to Livingstonia and I could see that the bricks had
been laid out as a Bible quotation. It read Ephesians 4:12.
Intrigued, I enquired and found out that the whitewashed bricks
had a story to tell.

In 1959, at a time of strong anti-colonial unrest, life in Malawi
had taken a challenging turn and anti-British sentiment was  
being expressed by some in unwelcome terms. Radio communication wasn’t what it later became,
so a growing fear for the safety of the missionaries up at the isolated mission resulted in the 
 dispatch of a small plane to overfly the settlement. A canister with a message was dropped, asking
for a reply next day. This should be by means of bricks laid out on the ground to indicate, using
either a large capital letter V or an I according to whether or not those below felt the need of
rescue.  When the aircraft duly returned, the pilot must have been surprised to see, not single letters
in reply but a whole Ephesians quote:

For Christ is our peace, who has made us both one, and has broken down the
dividing wall of hostility. 

The missionary community clearly felt that they had so many good African friends that it would be
wiser to stay put, and they had found an appropriate Christian message to serve as their reply.

Moving on again a few years from our last visit, Catherine and I were staying up on the remote
Nyika Plateau where a friend was managing wild game. On the final day of his game survey he
offered us the chance to fly low over the Nyika, then down the escarpment edge by way of
Livingstonia and over to Ekwendeni. As we flew over the heads of grazing herds of zebra, eland
and other antelope species, I was strongly aware that we were looking down on the very same
African scene that the pilot of the plane must have viewed that day as he flew over to drop his
important message. And, as the plane bumped along in the turbulent heated air over the
Livingstonia mission, there on the ground were those bricks, still there and still clearly spelling out 



the powerful message of reply that had
been taken back to the colonial
government headquarters that day.

Even though the reasons for the
unusual response had occurred all
those years back, to see the, at once,
simple and powerful message of the
bricks form the air that day provided a
moving moment for both of us.
                                      Douglas Willis

World Day of Prayer
This year the ladies of St. Andrew's Episcopal
Church hosted the World Day of Prayer and along
with ladies from Avoch, Fortrose and Rosemarkie
shared the theme of the service 'I know the plans I
have for you' (Jeremiah 29:19) which had been
prepared by representatives from England, Wales
and N.Ireland.

As we listened to the stories of women who had
experienced fear, loneliness and exclusion we
focused on God's freedom, forgiveness and peace
and through readings, prayers and hymns we were
reminded how this promise from Jeremiah can be a
sign of hope for all people whatever their situation or
circumstance.

The promise of the theme was further reinforced when we were asked to hold one of the
sunflower seeds we had been given at the beginning of the service. A seed is full of potential,
hope and surprise and as we held our seed we were asked to reflect, in the stillness, and ask
ourselves  - what God might be saying to us? What hope might he have for us and our future
and what stops us from hearing his call? Where do seeds of hope need planting in our life,
community, country and how can they be nourished? Taking our seeds home and planting them
would be a reminder to us of God's constant love and hope.

At the beginning of our service we were led in a special prayer for the people of Ukraine, a
people in exile scattered because of fear and war journeying in hope to places of safety, unsure
as to whether they will ever be able to return home again. Our seeds of prayer are for them to
find hope and stability and to experience God's peace and presence even though it is so hard to
understand what is happening.                                                                            Sandra Bell



Scotland with Ukraine
Any international sporting fixture involving Scotland
generates its own emotions, its own passions. But the
World Cup Qualifier on June 1 carries a uniquely
powerful emotional charge.  Regardless of the result,
we will continue to think about and pray for Ukraine.

In the meantime, Bob Moore came across an innovative poetry initiative that captures the feelings of the
nation. Scotland’s Makar Kathleen Jamie curated a collective poem following a call-out to the public for
submissions of lines of poetry in solidarity with the people of Ukraine. Kathleen is joined in the filmed
reading below by Ivan Babuscsak of the Ukrainian Community Centre in Edinburgh.
https://www.scottishpoetrylibrary.org.uk/poem/our-waking-breath-a-poem-letter/

From the calm and stillness of a Scottish morning, 
as life becomes uncertain and strange
we send you a waking breath.
We are here, sending you strength
carried on the west wind,
sending mother love
like the green surge from tree to leaf,
love like the miracle
of a new-born babe.
We share your hert-sairs, the same doul,
as we hold tight
the chubby wee hands of our grandbairns.
Like you we love birdsong,
yellow sunflowers, the dreaming blue sky,
sunbeams, moonlight and stars, 
disco music, dancing to the blasting tunes
football fixtures, dragons 
foraging for gems in our favourite books,
the crows at dusk who rise, 
caw and caw, making music together:
a sky, a path, freedom.

In all the darkness, brave ones
in all your grief, we know
your faces will lift again.
In all the fear, we know
yellow wheat will ripen under blue skies.
We share your farewell kiss
for your wife and children, 
as you remain, your farewell caress
for your frightened cat, bewildered dog.

We know your need simply to breathe
amongst leaves and flowers,

ochre earth, forests of pines.
Tha sinn uile còmhla fon aon ghealaich is na h-aon
reultan
(We are all together under the same moon and the
same stars),
please know we’ll share this street,
luve wir neebours as wirsels,
offer succour an shelter frae strife.
Tha sinn còmhla ribh gach ceum, ar taighean ’s
cridheachan fosgailte.
(We are with you every step, our houses and hearts
open.)
We share the words of Shevchenko and Burns:
‘So here’s a haun, my trusty fiere’
‘Then rise ye up, and break your heavy chains.’
  
Dear people of Ukraine, 
May your sunflower seeds blossom
into life, tall and unshakable
for the wee ones, the young yins, the bairns.
May they come again:
quiet evenings, tea, lazy chatter, love
lorgaidh aodainn neòinein-ghrèine an solas, 
tha dòchas ann fiù ’s an dorchadas
(may the faces of sunflowers find the light/ 
because there is hope even in darkness).
For now, the world watches
fhad ’s a leigeas eòin-iarrainn sìol an gràin
(as iron birds scatter the seed of their hatred),
The world watches you, bonny fechters –
your resistance and defiance is your future.
Spring is here. Dear people of Ukraine,
your courage humbles us. Haud fast. Haud fast. 



From Religious Studies test papers

1. The first book of the Bible is Guinness and in it God got tired of creating the world so he took
the Sabbath off. 

2. The first Commandment was when Eve told Adam to eat the apple. 

3. Moses went up to Mount Cyanide to get the Ten Commandments. 

4. Noah’s wife was Joan of Ark.

5. David was a Hebrew King who was skilled at playing the liar. He fought the Finklesteins, a
race of people who live in Biblical times. 

6. The greatest miracle in the Bible is when Joshua told his son to stand still and he obeyed him.

7. When Mary heard she was the mother of Jesus, she sang the magna carta.

8. Jesus enunciated the golden rule, which says to do unto others before they do one on you. He
also explained a man doth not live by sweat alone.

9. One of the Opposums was St. Matthew who was also a taxman.

10. The people who followed the Lord were called the 12 Decibels.
 -------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
---Finally, some wisdom from Charles Schulz -  about whom more in the next  newsletter



Pansies, honeysuckle and sunflowers are among my favourite flowers.
  
Children especially, and adults too, love to grow them There's something so wonderful in seeing a
tiny seed sprout into a tall 'beaming' flower that brings a smile to the face. This flower has a
universal power to bring joy and it's often used as a symbol of happiness and congratulations. It's 
 a favourite too of one of our daughter-in-laws who had it as a symbol on her wedding invitations,
order of service and bouquet. And for our other daughter-in-law it's the national flower of her dear
country, Ukraine. 
 
With their bright, yellow petals and tall green stems, it's easy to see why so many people love
them.
To see a field full of them is breath-taking and one thing you will notice about a sunflower is that
all the blooms face in the same direction because sunflowers turn their faces to search for the sun.
Like a hand on the clock they gently turn following the sun's journey across the sky. This bright,
bold, beautiful flower is easy to grow but it needs the sun.

We too, in our walk with God, need to turn daily to Him. To be still in His presence, and to keep
our faces, hearts and minds turned toward  Him. To take time to soak up His love and light so that
we like the sunflower can reflect His warmth and joy to others. 

This year at the World Day of Prayer we were each given some sunflower seeds to plant,
reminders that we can all be seeds of God's light and hope just where He has planted us in our
home, church, community and world.                                                                           Sandra Bell

Key Contacts:   
                                                                     
Minister: Rev Dr Warren Beattie    01381 620111
               wbeattie@churchofscotland.org.uk

Avoch:  Bob Moore   01381 620043
                   bob.knockmuir@gmail.com

Fortrose and Rosemarkie Session Clerk: Jack Kernahan
              01381 621610     jackkernahan@aol.com

Lessons from a Sunflower


