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Welcome from the Rector Revd Canon Susan Macdonald 

A word from the editors, Howard Moody and Susan Macdonald  

The very familiar cliché, “The whole is greater than the sum of the parts” is singularly 

applicable to this issue of Christ Church Connects.  The diversity of contribu$ons mirrors 

St Paul’s descrip$on of the Church being a body of many and very different 

“members” (the old anatomical name for limbs).  As we read these contribu$ons we can 

re-member the body and celebrate the diversity of everyone’s experiences which have, 

unheralded, broken into lives and have comforted, inspired, and reassured in ways very 

specific and relevant to the situa$on.  A very big and sincere “thank you” to all who took 

the risk to contribute in the full knowledge that opening up in this way is not the normal 

“Bri$sh” way.  The las$ng impression is, indeed, “I am with you always, even unto the 

ending of the world.”  (Ma1hew 28.20)  

It is always a privilege to write the introduc$on to Christ Church Connects and this is the 

first edi$on for which I have also been co-editor.  

It has been inspiring and encouraging to read and arrange the contribu$ons , finding 

common themes and yet also within them significant dis$nc$ons, for God is not 

monochrome and meets with us in as many and diverse ways as there are people. 

However, I think it is true to say that there are $mes when all of us feel God is distant, 

and some$mes even absent.  That is not a failing on our part.   

Did you know that the men$on of God is completely missing from one book in the 

Bible?  

In the Book of Esther God is completely absent.  And yet that story, among many other 

examples in the Bible and in our lives, reveals something of the mystery that the 

absence of God is not the opposite to his presence, but part of it.   

One emphasis of Esther (tucked away in the Old Testament between Nehemiah and Job) 

appears to be how God works behind the scenes.  The book of Esther records no 

miracles and no direct interven$on of God at all.  In Esther’s story, the Lord redeems his 

people through the faith and courage of one strategically placed woman and her cousin.   

All the while, things are happening behind the scenes to bring about the final result.  

The coincidences, the amazing reversals, and the poe$c jus$ce that led to the 

deliverance of the Jews in Persia (c 483-473BC) all proclaim the presence of God.  

Part of the life of faith is holding on and trus$ng that even in seeming absence God is 

present. 
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I had had several extremely difficult years and was feeling, as Psalm 40 puts it, a need to be "liBed out of 

the pit of despair, out from the bog and the mire".  I was away from home visi$ng my sister and a1ended 

their local church. As soon as the elderly priest started preaching, it was as if the Lord was speaking 

directly to me, as if we were alone in the place.  The gist of the sermon was this: When all around you 

seems to be nothing but pain, darkness, anguish and despair, you can either view your life and your future 

as inevitable lack of control, loss and disintegra$on or you can choose to see your circumstances as a 

chance to "fall deeper into the arms of love".  Those last 7 words broke the downward pull of the mud of 

despair.  As we read in Deut. 33 verse 27: "The eternal God is your refuge and underneath are the 

everlas$ng arms".             Celia Eighteen  

The right word at the right time 

 is like precious gold set in silver. 
Proverbs 25:11-13   Contemporary English Version  

I am siEng in a chair in the bay window of our upstairs living room.  It is early aBernoon on a Sunday in 

March 1982. I am 39 years old. Six months previously I had surgery and radiotherapy for cancer and in 

the warmth of the room and following lunch I am $red.  I am also weary and somewhat depressed.  In 

two months’ $me I am due to present myself in London for the final examina$on of the Royal College of 

Pathologists and I can barely stay awake un$l 8.0pm in the evening let alone study.  I hear a faint click as 

our front gate opens.  I ignore it. I cannot be bothered to move.  Perhaps an hour or so later I walk 

downstairs. I  glance in the porch and see a leaflet.  Out of curiosity I pick it up.  It is from the Bruntsfield 

Evangelical Church. A circular encouraging us to join them in worship.  It contains a short scripture 

passage and I am intrigued because (to my shame) I do not know this Book.  It is the Book of Joel.  I am 

no wordsmith and I cannot adequately describe what happens.  The words leap into my consciousness, 

explosive in their impact and instantly all changes.  Joy surges through my whole being and were it not 

for the fact that I have two leB feet I would dance for the rest of the day.  For the words are “ I shall 

restore to you the years that the locust has stolen”. 

All $redness gone.  Alison sees that her man is back from the dead.  The days fly past, the journals are 

avidly read and in May I pass my FRC.Path – first $me. 

I now know the meaning of “a word in due season”, a living word indeed. 

What I do not know is who delivered the message.  Who was that “angel unaware”? He, she or they will 

never know and we never know, for good (or ill), what our words or trivial deeds may do. 

               Howard Moody 
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 Let the site tell you its secrets  
 Christopher Alexander, A Pattern Language , OUP 1977 

The resurrection of Jesus 

When I was a student at St Andrews University a group of us 

from the Student Chris$an Movement gathered before dawn for 

Easter service. We were standing in the ruins of the St Marys` 

Church, on a li1le hill, looking down on the sea and the harbour. 
 

It was very cold, and as we shuddered we were able to imagine a 

li1le of the fear and bewilderment which Jesus` disciples must 

have felt aBer Good Friday.  In the service during one of the 

prayers I opened my eyes to see the golden glow of the rising 

sun just beginning to show above the horizon in the sea. 
 

Then I began to understand the joy which the disciples must 

have felt on Easter Morning when they heard that Jesus had 

risen, that they were no longer alone. 

Ever since that day I have believed deeply in the resurrec$on of 

Christ, and further events in my life have deepened my 

convic$on.       Jean E. S. Williams 

'Jesus Wept' is well-known as being the shortest verse in most English-language versions of the Bible, 

John 11:35.  It is also well-known through the La$n transla$on of the verse, 'Dominus Flevit', as the name 

of a small Franciscan church in Jerusalem, constructed in the 1950's, which looks out from the Mount of 

Olives over the Old City of Jerusalem, with the Dome of the Rock, the main Muslim site in the city, in the 

foreground  and the blue-grey dome of the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, the tradi$onal site of Jesus' 

tomb, to the right.   

Jesus wept because of the religious situa$on in the city in his own 

day,  par$cularly the opposi$on which his message encountered 

from the different religious par$es which were influen$al at the 

$me, but given the religious conflicts which have taken place in 

the city, involving Jews, Chris$ans and Muslims, since then, this 

simple sacred space, with its very imagina$ve architecture, has 

provided many visitors and pilgrims to the city with an 

opportunity to reflect not only on Jesus' life and death, but also 

on the violence which religion has brought to the city over the 

centuries since his day.     Hugh Goddard  

           View through the window of Dominus Flevit 
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An encounter  

I am in Dogura Cathedral in Papua New Guinea and it is about 1.00am 

on Christmas morning 1962.  Midnight Eucharist has ended, the 

dancing drums are silent but the air is s$ll heavy with the intoxica$ng 

fragrance of incense, palm oil from the shining bodies of the men, the 

scent from the women’s grass skirts and all carried on a soB, sea 

breeze for we are 150 feet up on a raised beach overlooking the Coral 

Sea.  Palm trees can just be heard swaying lazily. 
 

Two young men, both aged 19, are gathering up the hymn sheets and are working their 

way up towards the Altar from the great west doors.  By “chance” they meet at the very 

steps of the Altar and their eyes meet and their hands shake (no man hugs in those 

days).  I am one the other is a fine strong Papuan des$ned one day to become a Bishop 

but now he is a teacher.  I am to learn later that this was the moment he found his 

voca$on and my conven$onal cradle beliefs morphed into Faith.  How silently this giB is 

given.  It is but a seed and there is no drama- just a desire now to go to bed. But the 

moment  extends through $me.  Every Christmas eve for a few moments I am back in 

that Cathedral.  “Oh li1le town of Bethlehem” makes the perfect Communion Hymn. 
 

I step into the Chancel at Christ Church and know that in the dark streets of my conscience, known only to 

God and I, there shines an everlas$ng light.  I walk forward. I kneel and receive the sacrament – how 

silently how silently the wondrous giB is given and now for a moment I am back kneeling alongside Bishop 

Isaac Gadebo.              Howard Moody  

Farewell to Stromness  

My long las$ng memory is of a visit in 1987 to Hoy Kirk in Orkney.  I had just started a new post which 

related to arts sponsorship, and my employer, the chairman of a large organisa$on, told me during my 

second week in post that he would like me to visit Orkney to discuss and choose music for the next year’s 

St Magnus Fes$val with Sir Peter Maxwell Davies, the composer, who at that $me lived on Hoy. I was 

terrified as I knew very li1le about his music! 
 

Max, as he was known on the island, was very kind indeed, making me coffee in his co1age overlooking 

Rackwick Bay, and chaEng about various works for inclusion in the concert.  These included my choice of 

“Lullaby for Lucy” as I was staying with Lucy Rendall’s  parents  on the island.  ABerwards we walked to 

Hoy Kirk.  Max played “Farewell to Stromness” on the beau$ful beau$ful li1le Kirk.  I felt a sense of calm  - 

I had been coping with a recent and trauma$c bereavement - as I watched 

this talented composer playing for me, his  haun$ngly lovely composi$on. 

When I hear “Farewell to Stromness” now I think not only of Max, who died 

last year, but also the words from Psalm 46:  “Be s$ll and know that I am 

God”. 
 

I am glad to say that the whole concert during the St Magnus Fes$val was a 

great success with a Norwegian Choir singing the choral works but the 

“Farewell to Stromness” stands out as a special moment when I regained some s$llness and peace of 

mind.               Rosalind Newton  
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“We all found peace in different ways” 

Fearnabeg, a li1le cluster of dwellings on the south shore of 

Loch Torridon, lies in an enchan$ng seEng.  Our first family 

visit was in 1977 when our children were youngsters and we 

have been returning ever since.  There, looking back to the 

head of the loch is the most wonderful sight, the glorious, 

ancient Torridon mountains.  Some$mes the view is complete, 

with all its summits visible, some$mes there is a view par$ally 

hidden by clouds, a glimpse, some$mes there is no view at all.  

Torridon is a sea loch and it has many moods, stormy, calm, 

black, grey, blue; it is the home of porpoises, seals, o1ers, fish, seabirds and much else besides.  Over 

the years we have climbed all the mountains, we fished in the loch, paddled our two-man kayak to 

Diabeg and Shieldaig and we all found peace in different ways.  Bob, my husband, came to regard 

Torridon as his spiritual home.  He was not a religious man in the accepted sense; he was described by 

a friend as a natural contempla$ve.  ABer he died, our family gathered on the li1le headland at 

Fearnabeg and we sca1ered his ashes in this lovely place.       Anon  

The Rock  

One place where I connect the spiritual with the physical is a 

small rock stack - the remnants of a cliff at the north end of 

Carlingheugh Bay, a few miles north of my home town Arbroath.  

If I could, I would be there every day.  But I can't. 

So when I do get to the Rock, which offers a seat manufactured 

by the precision engineering of nature and to which I award a 

capital le1er, I make the moments last by saying the Lord's 

Prayer.  Subsequently when I am in church and I say the Lord's 

Prayer an image of the Rock readily comes to mind.   Who said 

you can't be in two places at the same $me?    

         Kay Smith  

“Thin Places “  

 

I love Marcus Borg's descrip$on of 'thin places' as being a place where our hearts are open and we can 

feel God's presence. The concept of a 'thin place' is such a good descrip$on of the indescribable.  About 

two years ago I had a coincidence that suddenly turned a very unlikely place (outside the Canny Man's 

pub!) into the 'thinnest' of places.  

I was walking along Canaan Lane listening to the Chris$an writer Rob Bell on his podcast and he made a 

comment about imagining Jesus as a psychedelic hippy strumming his guitar.  This funny image made me 

laugh.  Within seconds of hearing this, I suddenly heard a man strumming a guitar at the end of Canaan 

Lane on Morningside Road.  It was beau$ful but just so incongruous to hear someone playing guitar on 

Morningside Road at about 8 o'clock at night.  It was so clear against the usual traffic noise there.  At that 

spot outside the Pub, the space around me went 'thin' and it just felt so clear that God was powerfully 

real and all around me and was leEng me know he was there and I was safe and loved". 

                 Anon 

 



 

7 

At Chartres 

 

And there it is, just as in  

my book: the cathedral 

with its serene, familiar  

west front figures, 

not black and white but light and shade, 

sculpted, three-dimensional, 

before me in the stone. 

I liB my eyes, trace 

lines and curves, read forms: 

translate gothic grammar  

into the text I know. 

 

Inside, prepared to label,  

I find no star$ng point.  

Eyes follow lines, arches,  

tracery upwards  

into light and  

space; 

glass jewelled with stories  

and symbols unreadable  

as kaleidoscopes; light 

$n$ng stone, flesh, air 

with intangible loveliness: 

visual incense. Vaults  

give form to vastness, 

stone shapes endless boundaries, 

space, framed and limitless, 

hollows me out.  

 

Climbing the tower, carefully, 

fearfully, I edge around the 

spiral: miraculous stone suspended  

above, rising below.  

Each step is flesh.  

Each step jars bone.  

Each step treads thought  

to wonder. 

 

 

On the parapet, pressing 

back into stone, slowly, eyes 

raise, body marvels at those 

who hung high above earth to 

glorify heaven. And gazing beyond 

roofs and bu1resses, past villages, 

fields, plains - I tremble with 

dizziness at their heights, 

cannot see their horizon. 

 

But hear their ques$on: 

What are you building? 

 

As a student in the eigh$es, I went inter-railing and 

gorged myself on cathedrals, galleries, and museums; I 

tried to cram in absolutely all the art and culture I could, 

reading up and $cking things off greedily. So it was that I 

went to Chartres Cathedral, and found it to be beau$ful 

beyond anything I was expec$ng. For a while the organ 

played – something strange and modern and discordant 

but also u1erly sacred. The memory stayed with me 

powerfully so that on a later trip to France with Mike, I 

was keen for us to visit Chartres  together. I thought I’d 

be returning to a familiar place, but found myself  

mistaken, and was overwhelmed by the challenge of its 

“otherness” – holiness, is probably what I mean. I tried 

to write down what I felt at the $me and although the 

first draB of this poem is from twenty years ago, it 

describes what is s$ll one of the most memorable  

moments of my life.     Beth McNamee  
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“More Thin Places”  

When I think of sacred spaces I immediately think of places where I have been conscious of God.  These 

include, the beauty and peace of Rievaulx Abbey, where people have worshipped God for centuries, 

siEng on a beach watching the waves and being reminded of God’s crea$on and the rhythms of life, 

walking my dog and enjoying bird song, the trees and flowers, with a companion who loves me 

uncondi$onally, and being on retreat at the Coach House on the Black Isle, in an atmosphere of 

tranquillity and acceptance.  All of these scenarios have provided a “thin place” where I feel almost an 

automa$c openness to, and awareness of, God. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Each of these seEngs are special to me and thinking of them reminds me that God is present with us at 

all $mes and wants to be in rela$onship with us. As a result, as well as sacred places I am aware of sacred 

space within my own life that can be accessed at any $me I make myself available to be in 

communica$on with a loving God, who created us for this purpose. OBen I find a lit candle, a piece of 

music or a picture can help me to se1le and become s$ll in both body and mind, to be able to listen and 

respond to our Heavenly Father.          Caroline Chi'leburgh   

“There are no corners to turn” 

When I was about seven I went with my school to sing 

in the Roman Catholic Metropolitan Cathedral of Christ 

the King in Liverpool.  The overwhelming memory is of 

people, mostly children it seemed to me, encircling the 

priests at the altar in the centre of the church.  

 

When I went back to Liverpool, to university, I visited the cathedral again and it remains one of the few 

genuinely spiritual places that I have ever experienced.  

 

The space inside the cathedral is suffused with natural light that filters from the lantern window in the 

crown and from the tall, slim, stained glass panels that form part of the walls.  As you wander around the 

circular space you lose the sense of where you came in or if you have been completely around, even how 

long you have been there.  You can walk and think and lose yourself but not be lost.  There are no corners 

to turn so your thoughts can just tumble out uninterrupted.  The space is not empty but busy with the 

daily life of a large catholic church yet the only sounds you register are low voices like the susurra$on of 

reeds in the breeze.  You are not in silence but not disturbed by the sounds that are there.  I think it 

would be impossible to shout in this space, it simply wouldn't work.  

                Sarah Green  
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Jesus loves me this I know? 

I know that God’s supposed to love everyone and I always knew he loved everyone else.  I just didn’t think 

he could love me. A Ber all, I keep doing things that I shouldn’t – judging people, being short with others, 

being lazy… and those are just the things I can admit to on paper.  How could he possibly love me?  

October 2007:  We took my daughter to restart university down in England, having had to withdraw just 6 

weeks into her first a1empt due to mental health problems.  We rented a holiday co1age for the week so 

that we’d be on hand to take her to various events during that first week – mee$ng the students she’d 

made friends with last year who were now in second year; mee$ng her psychologist and her psychiatrist; 

a1ending the same induc$on events that she’d been at 12 months ago but with a new group of freshers.  

She was neither fish nor fowl – not a second year student but not a fresher either.  She made a tremendous 

effort to make new friends, to cope with all the stresses of the situa$on, to fit in. 

Each $me my husband and I were alone with her, she was absolutely awful to us.  Looking back on it I can 

see that she needed a safe space to let off steam aBer all the effort of being with other people. At the $me 

however, we were just stunned, hurt beyond belief but unable to say anything in her presence as we knew 

that would just make things worse. By the end of the long, long week, we were exhausted. 

In the car coming back to Edinburgh I realised that, in spite of how awful my daughter had been to me, I 

s$ll loved her.  And that was when I had my light bulb moment.  If I, a mere human, could love my daughter 

aBer what she’d done and said to me then how much more must God love me. Wow - what a precious giB 

my daughter has given me!               Kate Houston  

Footprints  

A lightbulb moment for me was when I read ‘The Footprints Prayer’* for the first $me. At my confirma$on, I 

received a book of modern everyday prayers.  I remember feeling excited and ‘grown-up’ when I perused 

the book for the first $me aBer the confirma$on service.  When I came to ‘The Footprints Prayer’, I 

dis$nctly remember feeling perplexed as I read through what was at the $me the first prayer I had come 

across which didn’t follow an intercessions-style formula beginning with “Dear Lord” and ending with 

“Amen”.  I found the prayer’s conclusion very moving.  In par$cular, it has stuck with me as a reminder of 

the mystery of God’s presence with us even at $mes and in places when the sacred feels very distant 

indeed.  It is also a reminder for me that oBen God’s presence is to be found in unexpected or unlikely 

places, and so we should try to keep our hearts and minds open to all sorts of people and situa$ons.  

                 Anon  

*One night I had a dream…  I dreamed I was walking along the beach with the Lord, and across the sky flashed scenes 

from my life. For each scene I no0ced two sets of footprints in the sand; one belonged to me, and the other to the 

Lord. When the last scene of my life flashed before us, I looked back at the footprints in the sand. I no0ced that many 

0mes along the path of my life, There was only one set of footprints. I also no0ced that it happened at the very lowest 

and saddest 0mes in my life. This really bothered me, and I ques0oned 

the Lord about it. "Lord, you said that once I decided to follow you, You 

would walk with me all the way; But I have no0ced that during the most 

troublesome 0mes in my life, There is only one set of footprints. I don't 

understand why in 0mes when I needed you the most, you should leave 

me. The Lord replied, "My precious, precious child. I love you, and I would 

never, never leave you during your 0mes of trial and suffering. When you 

saw only one set of footprints, It was then that I carried you.” 

Light bulb moments 
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A final gift  

I couldn’t remember the last $me I had been to church, decades ago.   

It was dusk when the priest came to give Dad his last communion.  The dressing  table was cleared 

and the sacraments arranged.  A candle was lit.  The words spoke, “this is my body….this is my 

blood…” 

Then I just knew, without any doubt, that God was in the room with us.  It was the most 

overwhelming feeling.  

It was a pivotal moment in my life at a $me when everything seemed to be 

falling apart then, out of sadness came hope, a sense of peace, for Dad and for 

all of us. 

It was Dad’s final giB to me—my faith. 

           Joan Adam 

Moments in time 

In the Space of a Moment 

 

Light and line and silhoue1es.  They are my children standing in Alsa$an sunlight.  Sundown on a solitary 

street we’ve never seen before, Rue des Vosges.  This is a favourite photograph and the space contained 

within the lines, the limits of a lens, is sacred space.  The vision is par$al; even the outlines of the 

children are not whole, but the moment captured recalls the moment en$re.  It is one photograph 

among many from the past year, a year in which I’ve learned anew the value of solitary moments such as 

this— to see my children in that par$cular light, for that one flash and click and step before it’s gone.  

Moments that force presence within the boundaries of sacred work: heart change, forgiveness, 

surrender, trust in God, gra$tude for what lies inside the confines of a 4 x 4 square.  This doesn’t come 

on its own.  I stray toward disappointment, bi1erness, an agonizing demand for answers.  But when I 

hold a camera to my eye, there is a defini$ve border: the shelter of a moment, a sanctuary in which I 

must abide and find myself breathless.  Upon a bench beneath a blossoming bough in the Meadows, I 

am liBed from the unbearable tension of a disappoin$ng past and an uncertain future into a weightless 

present, a spring dawning.  When I return to the photographs, hundreds now, of single, somehow sacred 

moments, I begin to see a pa1ern, a sense of longevity, the no$on that God is trying to show me 

something, something I had forgo1en.  I remember a day (perhaps a rather difficult 

one) and see a transforma$ve memory unfolding: different light, winter light, the 

children bent low to the ground to examine the first crocuses emerging from frost-

dusted earth, the thought that yes, it might have been different, but God wanted us 

here, walking this way home, in Edinburgh.  How the answer is the moment, and 

nothing more.  And the moment is the space within the lines, the space of the 

sacred, where unmovable hearts may yet change, and broken hearts may yet heal. 

               Andrea Hewi' 
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On the beach 

 

Running on a Beach, so many years ago, wet sand between my toes, 

Dazzled by a sun reflected off the waves—a Gull cried, 

A slight breeze, like the touch of an angel’s wing, and my heart sang 

With a love of God and of His great goodness. 

 

Now as the sands of life run out, I draw comfort from this memory 

And give thanks for the experience. 

 

        Duncan MacLaren  

 

“The spirit blows where it will” (John 3:8)       

 

And it blew right through me two years ago last March.  My family had leB me 

in the third pew from the front on the right in front of the bristling coronet of 

RAF Angels and this is the loca$on of the ‘event’ that changed my life.  

 

Recently I went to gaze at Caravaggio’s depic$on of Saul in Santa Maria del 

Popolo, Rome, in the throes of passion, as he is hurled, helmet and all, from 

his horse.  The horse steps gently over him as he stretches out his arms to 

God. - eyes closed as he is bathed in healing light.  The peace and joy that I 

always feel in front of that picture casts me right back to the moment when 

the spirit showed me that I have a soul and since then I have experienced wave aBer wave of bliss – both 

upon reflec$on and in reading scripture and theology, with the knowledge that it is, aBer all, true.   

I some$mes hal$ngly describe myself as like an ice-cube dropped 

into a glass of water, but this is a poor descrip$on, which just hints 

at the fundamental shiB in ‘texture’ that I experienced.  I cannot 

remember the exact moment in the service but I can remember 

lowering my eyes for fear of mee$ng another glance at such a 

moment of rebirth and of opening outwards.  I can remember the 

dreamy connectedness, which trumped the fractured surreality of 

a life lived at arms’ length.  I felt as if I had plunged headlong into 

the river of life and was no longer watching from the banks.  That 

day my soul gurgled dizzily like a brook breaking over the scree.  

And looking back on that fateful day now I think of the Lord loving 

me in spite of my prevarica$on but finally deciding that enough 

was enough and taking me by the scruff of the neck and saying 

quite simply “I am”!     Dominic Harris,   
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Edlingham Church, Northumberland               Susan Stewart 
 

In mid-July, I was fortunate to be taken with the family for a week to a beau(ful 

part of Northumberland.   Our rented co,age was in a peaceful and beau(ful 

spot of the countryside.   We visited many interes(ng places in the area but for 

me the winner was quite near to us at the parish church of St. John the Bap(st, 

Edlingham.  An early  wooden church may date from 740 AD and the stone 

church has been there since about 1050 and is almost unchanged 

since then.    The tower was added in about 1300 as a place of refuge from 

Sco6sh invaders.    For me, the hush and peace in the church is 

breathtaking.     Unchanged but for a few tombs and windows, it speaks of  

hundreds of years of prayer and medita(on.    In the silence and peace of the 

church, I could feel and almost hear the many people who  have  prayed and 

sung within those walls over the centuries - and s(ll do.   It is unforge,able. 

 Let the site tell you its secrets  
 Christopher Alexander, A Pattern Language , OUP 1977 
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Upton Park Football Stadium – 14th June 1989 

Living in London in 1989, aged 22, all would have appeared to be well with me. Part of the way through a 

Psychology Degree at Glasgow University, on a gap year with the RAF at Farnborough, few would have 

suspected just how unhappy I was.  

I was drawn to go to see Billy Graham that night, and I couldn’t understand why. I knew nothing about 

him, apart from suspec$ng he was another disingenuous American evangelist selling false hope to 

desperate people. But nothing could stop me driving my motorbike to London that night.  I didn’t even 

know where I was going. I just drove north to the centre of London and turned right.  Eventually I got 

there.  

The man at the gate said that the stadium was already full and 

unfortunately I couldn’t go in. I remember saying something to 

him along the lines of “That’s interes$ng” and pushed my way 

past.  

Billy Graham was not what I expected.  Measured, calm, assured 

and kind. He spoke of God as someone he knew, a friend who 

cared and loved him. And I knew God loved me too.  

 

The verse he highlighted was John Ch 14v6. ‘I AM the Way, the Truth and the Life’. The first two words 

spoke to my soul and my life was never the same again.       Stuart Valen0ne 

The right word at the right time  

is like precious gold set in silver. 
Proverbs 25:11-13   Contemporary English Version  

“Say one for me Jock.” 

In 1957 , whilst serving on board the RN frigate H.M.S.Salisbury (named aBer the cathedral of that name) 

we were on patrol in the South West approaches when rough weather developed.  A call came over the 

Tannoy to "secure all gear.”  This meant locker doors to be locked and our mess table was folded and 

bolted to the deck.  Just to "sea" what the weather was like, I walked to the stern and saw a wave of 

water cascade over the stern.  I headed back to the mess  where 

I put on my night aEre prior to geEng into my hammock (which 

I s$ll have).  How ever geEng into the hammock I knelt down  to 

say a prayer with my fingers jammed into the seat squab.  I was 

about to start when a voice from one of the hammocks said "Say 

one for me Jock."  I raised my hand in acknowledgement but 

never found out who asked and leB it that way.  TO THIS DAY I 

HAVE NEVER FORGOTTEN THAT REQUEST.  The prayer I used 

was from the office of Compline which I learned from my 

family`s visits to Iona --"visit we beseech thee o Lord this Ship and the ships of the fleet and drive from 

them all the snares of the enemy----by morning, the weather had subsided.  The reader will be aware 

that I replaced habita$on with ship/s.  What I found out many months later was that this ship was on its 

first commission and it was also involved in the cod war.       Christopher Fen0man 

Billy Graham at Upton Park on 14
th  

June 1989 

 

 


