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Coming to Christ Church

When my husband Ken and I first came to live in Edinburgh from ‘down south’ in 2003, to join our 
various family members (three sons, two daughters-in-law, and four grandchildren, leaving only one 
daughter behind in Kent) it seemed the right thing to do to attend St Mary’s Cathedral.  We live 
reasonably near the Cathedral, at least by car, but a particular link was that long ago I worked for a 
year or two for Patrick Rodger, when he was Study Secretary of the Student Christian Movement in 
London.  Later of course he became Bishop Patrick, and by 2003 had retired to Edinburgh and was 
still assisting at the Cathedral.  I was really looking forward to linking up with him again.  Very sadly 
he died suddenly, three months before we moved up here.  But on an earlier visit to Edinburgh I had 
heard him preach at the Cathedral, and we had at least met for tea at my son’s flat just round the 
corner in William Street (he and his family now live in Musselburgh).

I have to add that Ken was brought up as a Methodist, but being of a very literal scientific turn 
of mind finds creation and resurrection stories a bit of a problem.  However, he read classics at 
Cambridge, and before his stroke in 2007 was still able to read the Greek New Testament, and add 
scholarly comments to the discussions we had in a Cathedral house group held in our front room.  
It was a relief, therefore, to hear at the recent AGM a presentation telling us that everyone was 
welcome at Christ Church, whether or not they were believers.  And at Christmas, Ken is particularly 
at home with carols, since the service from King’s College Cambridge, his alma mater, is especially 
dear to him.

So why did we leave the Cathedral?  After all, I had run the Robins (children’s group) for several 
years, and was a regular contributor to the intercessions rota.  We had a particular long-standing 
musical friend in the congregation there, whom we met originally at a music camp at Pigotts, near 
High Wycombe - where Ken and I also met.  We loved the music.  We even attended Cathedral 
retreats, in Iona and elsewhere.

Welcome from the Rector

Time and time again in my life I come back to the well know words:

“We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of all our exploring
Will be to arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time.”      T.S. Elliot, The Four Quartets
 
How often in our lives, most often unbidden, do we see the familiar in a new light, discover something 
new in what we consider to be a well-kent place, find out something unknown about someone 
we thought we knew very well, and perhaps most surprising of all discover something new about 
ourselves in what might seem like the very familiar ongoing cycle of daily life?     God is a God of 
surprises,  and surprises us most often “where we started”.

In a sense the re-lauch of the Church Magazine is “where we started” for, like most congregations,  
Christ Church has produced magazines throughout its life and here we are again.  And yet we are 
not, for this is a new a beginning for the church magazine and I hope as you read it, even though you 
may feel it is “where we started”, you will also “know the place for the first time.”

Susan Macdonald
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The reason was purely practical.  We gave up our car a year ago: it failed its MOT and it wasn’t worth 
patching up.  I use buses now when I need to go anywhere, though unfortunately buses going to 
Palmerston Place from Bruntsfield are not straightforward on a Sunday morning, and I was largely 
dependent on lifts to get to the Cathedral.  Very sadly, my main lift-giving friend (David Lowther) 
died suddenly.  I didn’t want to be a burden on the other people who might have stepped in to help.  
I realised however that getting to Christ Church on a Sunday would be dead easy on the bus - only 
three stops up the road from Glengyle Terrace, where we live.  So although I was sad to leave the 
Cathedral, I decided to give it a go.

I am very glad I did.  I found an old friend, believe it or not, from my school days at Christ’s Hospital 
in Hertford: Joy Holmes succeeded me as Head Girl!  Robin Morris I also knew well from Friends of 
the Meadows and Bruntsfield Links, of which he is an enthusiastic supporter and I am Convener.  I 
was given a really warm welcome, and felt immediately at home.  Amazingly, I was invited to lunch 
at the Rectory very soon after my first visit to the church, and found much congenial conversation as 
well as a delicious meal.
I was delighted that the chants were printed out in the service sheet, and that I could borrow a full 
music hymn-book for the service.  After I had breast cancer in 1986 and was prescribed tamoxifen 
my singing voice was ruined: it dropped an octave and now I can only sing tenor, so I like to attempt 
the tenor line of hymns.  This makes me feel included, even though I am long past singing in the 
choir.

I am also very impressed with the obvious enjoyment shown by the Young Church in all that they 
do.  Having had some experience of similar work, I know it needs a lot of thought and preparation, 
as well as skill in handling the children themselves.  
There is another thing that works well for me: coffee is served at round tables after the service, which 
is really good if you find standing for long a problem, which at the age of 84 I certainly do.  Again, I 
have met several really interesting and friendly people at these coffee sessions.  Those meetings in 
the Church Centre after the service that I have been able to get to have also been very worthwhile: 
and what a charming venue!  I have now used it twice for meetings of the Edinburgh Health Forum 
(which I chair), since it is accessible for wheelchair users (unlike our front room).

Finally, I managed to persuade Ken to come along with me to the service on Christmas morning.  He 
can really only use taxis these days, as he has become increasingly disabled since his stroke.  The 
service was an hour later than usual, which was fine: it gave us time to get ready, and it made a lot 
of sense since the buses were pretty sparse anyway.  Afterwards we were due for Christmas dinner 
with his son’s family in Orchard Road.  Everyone was so helpful: negotiating the steps, finding a seat 
near the front, checking if he wanted communion brought to the pew, and helping him into the taxi 
afterwards. 

Even more amazing, Susan the Rector came to visit us soon after my first appearance at the church, 
and has even come again.  She does of course also have connections with the Cathedral, as Dean of 
the Diocese, and we feel we haven’t broken all ties.  I shall be going to the Cathedral retreat on Iona 
later this year.  We really are now getting the best of both worlds.  Long may it continue:  and very 
many thanks to all at Christ Church for their warm welcome.

Heather Goodare
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Q and A
Our guest editor interviews our newest recruit on the coffee rota

Q What are you most looking forward to about being a member of a coffee team?
A  Anonymity mostly. I like being useful, but only in the background. It’s a wonderful thing to see the 
tables full of people having a blether. I’m looking forward to helping that continue.

Q What were you most nervous about before you started?
A Making stupid mistakes and getting in people’s way, turning up on the wrong Sunday (have already 
done this). Well it’s turned out fine and I’ve been made to feel welcome by the rest of the team.

Q What is your earliest memory of making a cup of tea or coffee?
A As children, before Sunday School, me and my big brother bought the papers, bran scones and 
rolls, then made tea and served mum  and dad breakfast in bed. (Children in congregation please 
note well Ed)

Q Do you have any bad habits in the kitchen that your team members should be aware of?
A Bad habits? I don’t know but Janice might be able to mention a few. However, the dishwasher is a 
particular interest of mine, getting everything in. This is my area of expertise in the kitchen. 
(Just what we needed on our team! Ed)

Q What helps you relax in the kitchen?
A Two things; I like to be alone and I like listening to classical music. 
(That could be tricky to arrange on a second Sunday! Ed)

Q Do you consider yourself to be a good role model to other male members of the congregation as 
you are the only man on a coffee team? (There have been others in the past and Richard is taking 
over from Hugh Goddard)

A I hadn’t realised that I was the only man on a coffee team. Other men help put tables and chairs 
out. I don’t feel comfortable as a role model. (You are too modest Richard and we are delighted that 
you are on the team. Other male volunteers very welcome. Ed)

Q Can you tell us a secret?
A  Oh Dear, well I have got a secret recipe to share. I am allergic to nuts so I make up a dough with 
crushed shortbread biscuits and icing sugar mixed with lemon juice, vanilla essence and water which 
replaces marzipan on our Christmas cake. (That’s a handy hint Richard but would have been more 
useful shared in the November issue of the magazine! Ed)

Richard Walker as told to Mary Snow
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A New Beginning?

James and I were married thirty-five years ago at St Leonard’s Anglican Church in Nottingham, two 
years after my conversion to Christianity from Islam.  1980 was also the year of the American Hostage 
Crisis when there were no diplomatic ties between Iran and Great Britain.  My baptism two years 
earlier in Tehran was not known to the Iranian authorities due to the fear of reprisals from Islamic 
authorities.  But when my father died in 1993, my mother said that it had been his dearest wish 
that his half-British grandchildren should be recognised as legitimate in their mother’s country, Iran.  
Since James and I had married in an English church and not in a Muslim ceremony, and because Iran 
was now an Islamic Republic I would officially be considered as James’s concubine, not his wife, and 
our four children would be illegitimate under Islamic law.

 I decided to rectify this anomaly.  How difficult could it be? It would be surely simply a matter of 
sorting out the paperwork at the Embassy in London.  I travelled down to London from Edinburgh by 
overnight sleeper. Not possessing a valid Iranian passport and claiming to be already married with 
four children immediately aroused suspicion.  “My marriage is registered under British civil law” I 
said, not adding that I had actually married in a church. “Here is the certificate”. The official took 
a withering look at the paper on his counter. “You Muslim?” he asked, “then you provide Muslim 
wedding certificate!” 

At first this didn’t appear too daunting a task.  However, getting a Shia’ marriage performed in 
Edinburgh proved to be quite tricky.  Iran’s official religion is Shia’ Islam, whereas in most of the 
rest of the Islamic world Sunni Islam predominates.  Edinburgh’s mullahs were indeed all Sunni, 
but I managed to unearth a Shia’ mullah in Glasgow, and I duly telephoned him,  feeling guilty that 
I wasn’t a Muslim anymore but still pretending to be in order to acquire a necessary piece of paper.  
It felt horribly like double-crossing God. 

The mullah reassuringly agreed to come to Edinburgh to perform the ceremony. “Would you like me 
to arrive in Islamic dress, or in western clothes?”  He asked.  I was taken aback by this.  Was this a test 
of my allegiance to Islam?  I had a brief mental image of a turbaned mullah in flowing robes striding 
through the streets of genteel Morningside. “Western dress is fine”, I squeaked.
On the appointed day a car ground to a halt outside our house, and out stepped the Mullah, a 
dapper youngish gentleman wearing a light suit with the obligatory anti-decadent-western style 
open-necked shirt. After some small talk and Persian tea, we got down to business.  Turning to James 
he asked, “Are you a Muslim?” Taken aback by this unexpected opening gambit, James replied that he 
wasn’t.  “Oh but this lady you are marrying is, and Muslim women may only marry Muslim men—if  
you are not Muslim she cannot marry you—that is Sharia’ law.”  This was a massive stumbling block, 
and it took a while to digest.  However, the situation could be salvaged if James converted to Islam. 
A double irony which was not lost on either of us: a Christian converting to Islam in order to re-
marry his wife who was a Christian convert from Islam!  Caught between nightmare bureaucracy, his 
mother-in-law, and  the potential legitimacy of his kids,  James generously offered to state belief in 
the two key pillars of Islamic faith: “There is no God but One God’ and ’Muhammad is His Prophet’”, 
after which he was officially pronounced a Muslim. We then proceeded to a speedy and simple 
marriage contract. 

The weeks passed and we waited in vain for the official marriage papers to arrive in the post.  Eventually 
I telephoned Glasgow. Our marriage certificate hasn’t arrived yet,” I said.  “Ah,” said the Mullah, “the 
Ayatollah in London says there is a problem.”  I wasn’t aware of any ayatollahs in London!  “You see, 
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Mrs Farifteh, Islam is a chaste religion; purity is a virtue in women and a Muslim woman is above all 

very chaste.  However, in your marriage there are four illegitimate children already”.  I could hardly 

contain myself.  Had we not already explained that we had married at a time when no diplomatic 

ties existed between our two countries?  We were at an impasse, powerless to put the clock back. 

“OK, we will find a solution”, the Mullah countered soothingly, “But it would help if you contribute 

something to help the worldwide work of Islam”. This, at least, was a familiar face-saver—honour 

could be satisfied.  

When our marriage certificate finally arrived we travelled to London and officially registered our 

union at the Islamic Embassy of the Republic of Iran.  Thirteen years after our lovely church wedding, 

I was a new wife again, and James appeared to have saved his soul. My dear husband never tires of 

reminding me that he has more than proved his love for me: “I’ve married you not just once – but 

twice!”

 Frith Robb

At Epiphany, Christ Church launched an appeal to raise £50,000 towards the final phase of 
redevelopment. This is to complete stonework and stained glass restoration, as well as making the 
toilets more accessible and refurbishing the hall. This important project will help to preserve the 
church building for future generations, as well as improving the facilities downstairs for all who use 
them now.

In order to raise these funds, we are inviting everyone to purchase a commemorative pane in the rose 
window, perhaps to mark a special occasion or in remembrance of a loved one. If every household 
buys at least one pane, every one of the 415 panes in the rose window will be bought, and we will 
reach our £50,000 target.
 
It’s very simple. You can buy a small 
background pane or one of the larger 
figures, and prices range from £10 to £1000. 
All purchases will be acknowledged with a 
copy of the rose window and recorded in a 
book dedicated for this purpose.
 
If you would like to make an order, forms 
can be picked up from the church office. 
Completed forms, along with any cheque, 
can be given to the church office or dropped 
in the Treasurer’s pigeon hole (Please do 
not leave cash).

Lindsay Graham and Liz Meredith

Buy a Pane from the Rose Window
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Affirmation of Prigs, Posers, Puritans and Publicans

On the 13th December 2015 my mother-in-law, Joan Birse, died peacefully. She had lived with Alison 
and I for 12 years so indeed 2016 is for my family a “New Beginning”.

At the funeral I presented an Appreciation of her life which was long (she died aged 95 years) and 
in preparing the Appreciation I uncovered many wonderful facts about her earlier years hitherto 
unknown to me. Nothing surprising about that.

After the funeral on 22nd December, the Christmas celebrations and the return of my eldest son and 
his family to Canterbury there have been some quiet hours allowing time for reflection. It has slowly 
borne upon me that my Appreciation was “alright” but, without wanting to over stress the point, 
bordering upon the sub-Christian, in that the emphasis had been on what she had achieved rather 
than who she was. And on this I have been brooding for several days.

Our Christian faith teaches us that we are no longer slaves but redeemed sons and daughters who 
are unconditionally loved. A doctrine brilliantly summed up in Paul Tillich’s words; “accept that you 
are accepted though unacceptable”. It is us and not our deeds that are accepted – and that is very 
hard to accept!
 
Surely there cannot be an adult amongst us at Christ Church who, in the small dark hours of the 
morning, or on a walk or in some private place has not at some time looked into his/her self and 
seen as Coleridge did:

“The very deep did rot: oh Christ!
That ever this should be!
Yea slimy things did crawl with legs
Upon the slimy sea”                         (Rime of the Ancient Mariner - Coleridge)

And yet we are accepted. 

This makes me wonder; would the cold self righteous prig, the pompous poser and the holier than 
thou puritan, cease to be so self centered and fragile if they were affirmed? It is not too hard to 
imagine the “publican”, the woman caught in adultery or even Mary Magdalene responding to 
the love they were shown – that they (not their sins) are accepted. We are told Jesus loved the 
“rich young man”, but as with the woman caught in adultery, he added an appropriate rider! But 
affirmation is for all. I feel for the “other son” in the story of the forgiving father. I do hope his dad 
took him aside one day and affirmed him in his faithfulness, likewise the self righteous man who 
accompanied the “publican” – after all it does feel a bit rough to be trying to “do the right thing” and 
apparently getting ignored in favour of the wastrel. The saints may answer that is just one’s pride 
asserting itself – I am sure that is true - but some of us are not very close to sainthood and have to 
work on our feelings. The truth is we need help. 

We are assured in Philippians that “I can do all things through Christ who strengthen me”  and while 
this for overcoming of our faults or fulfilling of our Christian obligations is undoubtedly true it is not 
at all true that we fully avail ourselves of what is on offer. In our heart of hearts we may not even 
want to – nothing like nursing a grudge or taking the huff!
We can however help each other on the way. A word in season can be absolutely transforming. It 
need not be sloppy or sentimental although it must be sincere. Maybe not a word but an action or 
even a smile may set someone up for the day.
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As a dentist who later retrained “in house” as a pathologist I was resigned to the fact I would never 
be professionally “loved” by my “patients” - one set did not want to see me in the first place and the 
other set couldn’t! BUT over they years I did receive a few very kind letters and I have kept them. 
Not many, but hugely precious, and when the “black dog bites” I have been known to go off and 
re-read them. About 16 months ago a member of our congregation (who shall be strictly nameless) 
was “there for me” at a time when I hit the deepest low I had ever known for I had suddenly been 
overwhelmed in an area of my life where I thought I was strongest. It was deeply humiliating and 
very salutary. Coleridge’s words quoted above shafted my very being. But by almost no spoken words 
I was affirmed and the crisis passed; triumphantly so in the event. The realization that I was accepted 
although a mess was both humiliating and joyful at one and the same time.

So – a new year, a new beginning in my family and a renewed firm resolution not to be afraid to 
overcome British reticence and affirm whenever and wherever I can. Doubtless I’ll be misunderstood 
sometimes and my motives seriously doubted but I don’t care anymore about that. I am up for the 
risk for I know what it is to be affirmed.       

                                                                                                                  Howard Moody                 

A New Class

“When I moved from Primary 4 to Primary 5, our classes got mixed up. I had spent four years living 
with my old class, so changing classes did not sound like a good idea to me. And sure enough, the 
whole experience turned out to be pretty weird. But on the 16th of September 2014, we went on a 
coach to Aberfoyle and went to camp at Dounans. These are all the activities we did: 

Tuesday: arriving, archery
Wednesday: woodland walk, pole climb, 
abseiling
Thursday: L.O. (living outdoors), orienteering, 
mohalk/low rope walk
Friday: The Hub, departing

“Spending time with the class helped us get 
to know each other, because we worked as 
a team, and ever since then, we have got 
along really well. In fact, to this day, I feel 
as if we never actually changed classes like 
this.”
                                                                                        

Alexander McNamee



Overheard in the pews of Christ Church (Honestly)

1st Lady I put all my dusters in the washing machine last week

2nd Lady Did they wash alright?

1st Lady Most of them did but one is full of holes

2nd Lady Is it too holey to use as a holy duster?

Overheard in the kitchen of Christ Church

Editor I’m going to include St John of 

Chrysostom’s Easter sermon in the magazine

Hugh Goddard Did you know his name 

means ‘Golden tongued’?

Editor Well he spoke very well

Hugh Goddard I guess if you are made a saint 

you must have some talent

9

New Beginnings - Change Can be Good

I lived the first 14 years of my life in Cookham Berkshire. This village is best known in connection with 
the painter Stanley Spencer who I was lucky enough to meet when I was growing up as he painted 
in the church yard.

My father had spent the war in the RAF and when it finished he felt a calling to become a priest. He 
was very disappointed when he was turned down.
He worked as an accountant for Courtaulds until in the early sixties they closed the office where he 
worked and offered him a transfer. He decided to offer himself for ordination for the second time 
and was accepted
In 1963 he completed his training and we moved to Wokingham where he became curate of All 
Saints Church.
This was a new beginning for the whole family and I was very anxious about the move. For my 
parents the big change was that their income reduced to a fifth of his previous earnings, not that I 
was aware of that at the time.
However, we all thrived in our new home and my father never regretted his brave decision. It taught 
me that change can be scary but offers new opportunities that can be stimulating and exciting.
My father was disappointed when he was turned down for ordination the first time he offered 
himself but was convinced that he made a better priest following his years of work in industry and 
voluntary youth work in the church.
Accountant to priest – does that sound familiar to anyone?

Mary Snow
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Reflections on Iona 

Eleven of us left Edinburgh early on a damp, grey Monday morning, heading up towards Oban, 
Mull and finally reaching Iona in heavy rain mid-afternoon.  We had all come for different reasons.  
Some for the first time, others having visited many times before. A warm welcome awaited us all at 
Bishop’s House, with wonderful cake and tea.  Bishop’s House has gained a reputation for its warm 
hospitality and cold rooms, so hot water bottles and thermals were at the ready! The reality was 
quite different, as recently fitted new windows made all the rooms snug and draft-free.

Prepared for bad weather, we were delighted the following day to find the rain clearing and sun 
peeking through the clouds. This heralded two further days of glorious sunshine with dark starry 
skies and even a glimpse of the Northern Lights. A perfect setting for us to  worship together, walk 
companionably with others or alone, listen to  the island and the silent rhythms of its life. Others 
rested and enjoyed the comfortable surrounds of Bishop’s House, with its library and fabulous views 
of the sea.

Iona is a special place. Visiting it gives you a real sense of the island being “a thin place.” George 
MacLeod, founder of the Iona Community, described this small island as a place where the material 
and spiritual world are very close. It has been a place of pilgrimage for over a thousand years, from 
St Martin of Tours, whose cross has stood for over 1200 years, to St Columba’s who landed on Iona 
200 years later, spreading Celtic Christianity across Scotland, England and parts of Europe.  The island 
has witnessed monumental change across the centuries - the Viking raids, the Middle Ages and 
Renaissance, the Reformation and Industrial Revolution and many wars.  St Martin’s Cross and the 
Abbey act as a constant reminder of the timelessness of God through the ages and his faithfulness 
to us all. (Bentley and Paynter (2013). Many of us met people who had travelled from all over the 
world to visit and stay in Iona.  
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Here are a few thoughts and reflections of our visit:
It was a time for reflection, for spiritual growth and an opportunity to get to know one another 
better in a peaceful and inspiring setting.  The morning and evening services in the lovely little 
chapel at Bishop’s House punctuated our day – the first in anticipation, the second in gratitude for all 
we had seen and done.  The Island Pilgrimage – meeting and greeting others along the way, knowing 
that a common thread united us. The friendliness of the islanders surpassed anything I have ever 
experienced.  Engaging in the very spiritual services at the Abbey all enhanced my lasting enjoyment 
of my visit, which will always remain in my memory.

The silence and the timelessness of the island speak to you; it felt at times that God was all around 
you, in the friendship of others, in the sea, the mountains and the sky. I couldn’t help thinking about 
all the countless other Christians who have been here before us and will continue to visit after we 
are gone.

We were so lucky with the weather; the colours of the sea and sky were amazing.    The green sea, 
white sand, red and pink rocks at the North End beaches – the vivid streaks of red, orange and purple 
fading to pale pink and gold as the sun rose over the sea; the solid comforting grey of the abbey, set 
in the surrounding grass and sky.  I was so pleased that were also able to see (and land on) Staffa.
New friends, laughter and a quiet time together.  Getting to know other members of the group, 
sharing their interests and finding new ones.  I enjoyed my walks and imagined what it would have 
been like when St Columba landed in 563 AD.
I find it difficult to put into words my thoughts about this quiet, gentle island: the tranquillity you 
feel walking on the beach; sitting outside in the Bishop’s garden, watching the ferry coming and 
going; having a cup of tea with a slice of walnut cake: wonderful.

Those few days were blessedly peaceful - and also fun.
Maggie and Nigel were our “good shepherds” while on our short pilgrimage and were very much 
part of the group.
One of those whom we met while staying in Bishop’s House, Annette from Germany, stopped off on 
her way home to attend our Taizé service at Christ Church on the Sunday after we returned, which 
marked a lovely end to our week.
We arrived as a group, but left as friends and companions on life’s journey, taking with us warm and 
happy memories of our time together.   

Contributed by: Joan Adam, Jean Barrell, John & Janet Higinbotham, Joan Houston, Anne Mackenzie, 
Kate Maxwell, Rosemary Procter, Maggie & Nigel Rode, Rosemary Stewart

A New Take on the Story of Zacchaeus

A group of children from North Yorkshire had been acting out the story of Zacchaeus. It had all gone 
well and as Jesus was leaving he asked “Is there anything more I can do for you before I go?” A young 
man who was rather disgruntled to have only been given the part of a servant took his chance to 
‘big up’ his role. Quick as a flash he quipped “While you’re here Lord, could you make him just a bit 
taller?”
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Lazarus, Come Forth!

How many medieval or renaissance paintings have you seen in which Lazarus has just emerged 
from his tomb, without apparent difficulty, wrapped up like a mummy from neck to toes? (His face 
is, mercifully, left uncovered.)  It would be a physical impossibility to walk in that condition.  It is 
also historical nonsense.  Mummification was an Egyptian practice, not (as far as I know) copied 
elsewhere, and certainly not in N. T.  Palestine.  But before we disentangle Lazarus from those 
incongruous grave-clothes (a process which would, incidentally, have left him stark-naked in full 
view of his sisters, friends and other onlookers – as nudity was grossly indecent in Jewish eyes),  let 
us look first at the story of the raising of the son of the widow of Nain (Luke 7), which is simpler.

The son’s body is being is being carried on a bier through the town en route to the cemetery.  Jesus 
halts the procession and addresses the deceased with a single word meaning (in Greek, of course) 
either “Wake up” or “Raise yourself” or “Stand up”.  The son’s response is just to “sit up”.  All that we 
are then told is that Jesus “gave him to his mother”.   I think that we can take this to mean simply that 
Jesus told her to go back home with her son and resume normal life.  But there is one crucial thing 
which the story tells us, by implication, on the practical level: - the resuscitated body MUST have 
been going to the grave fully dressed in everyday clothes, in which he could, as events unexpectedly 
turned out, walk back home looking absolutely normal.  This must have been the regular practice at 
the time, applying equally to Lazarus, to whom we now return.

His story includes a detail very rarely (in my experience) commented on or explained. (Is it simply 
rarely understood?)  Lazarus “comes out” from his cave-grave (a very prosaic verb, which can hardly 
mean anything here but “walked out”), with his “hands and feet bound with strips of linen”.  This 
is not immediately clear to folks like us, (but it certainly does not mean mummy-wrappings).  An 
entirely convincing explanation was given to me years ago by someone who had witnessed many 
(presumably Moslem) funeral processions in N. Africa, where the body was carried to the grave on 
an open bier; and the arms (wrists) and legs (ankles) were loosely tied together because of the risk 
that a loose limb might flop over the edge of the bier and cause the bearers to stumble.  Would it 
not make very good sense to suppose that the Jews of Jesus’ day followed the same practice?   If this 
was so, it would explain the incomplete response of the widow’s son to Jesus’ command to “stand 
up”: - he just “sat up”,  because he was afraid that, if he tried to get to his feet by slipping off the bier 
with his ankles (even loosely) tied, he might jolt the bearers and cause an accident.( As far as I know, 
classical Greek had no separate words for “wrist” and “ankle,” and so could only refer to “arm” and 
“leg”.)  

So to continue with Lazarus.  He had been carried to his grave (quite a distance from his home) with 
the customary precautionary cloth bands round his wrists and ankles.  But for some unspecified 
reason these bands had not been removed when he was placed inside the cave.  This did not mean 
that Lazarus could not walk out when he returned to life.  He could perfectly easily have taken short 
steps, just as a hobbled horse can.   But the bands obviously had to be removed at once, for him to 
walk naturally.  (And remember, Lazarus walked out of his tomb normally dressed and ready to face 
the world.)

Professor Mary Smallwood
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How to get to heaven from Scotland

A Scots lady was testing children in her Glasgow Sunday School class to see if they understood the 

concept of getting into heaven. I asked them, she said, “If I sold my house and my car, had a big 

jumble sale and give all my money to the church, would that get me into heaven?” “No!” the children 

answered. “If I cleaned the church every day, mowed the garden and kept everything tidy, would 

that get me into heaven?” Again, the answer was “No!” By now I was starting to smile. “Well, then, 

if I was kind to animals and gave sweets to all the children and loved my husband, would that get me 

into heaven?” Again, they all answered “No!” I was just bursting with pride for them. I continued, 

“Then how can I get into heaven?” A six year old boy shouted, “Yuv got tae be deid!” Kinda brings a 

wee tear tae yir eye….!

Resurrection of Lazarus by Duccio di Buoninsegna
An example of what Mary Smallwood refers to in the first lines of her article.
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A New Country, a New Career and a New Life

I had been living in the West Indies for four years when my marriage foundered and also my health. 
Good friends looked after my children while I went into hospital for, literally, a life-saving operation. 
Another friend had me to stay while I recuperated. 

One of my sisters lives in Canada and she arrived in Puerto Rico to organise my journey back to 
London. I travelled in a wheel-chair as I was unable to lift anything, so I was looked after by the 
airline personnel. All went well (my 5- and 4-year-old sons chasing after the 14-month daughter) and 
we, plus the suitcase, landed at Heathrow. 

Another sister and brother-in-law lived in Essex and they came to pick us up and cared for us for 
a few weeks until I regained my strength. My elderly mother was living in Crieff so we caught the 
sleeper up to Gleneagles where an aunt picked us up and we travelled to Crieff. My mother’s flat was 
too small for us all so luckily a cousin who was a farmer lived nearby and kindly lent us a cottage for 
the summer. 

I had worked as a PA up until this time but I had always wanted to train as an occupational therapist. 
Having applied to the OT College in Edinburgh I was granted an interview and accepted as their first 
mature student to start the course. 

In those days one was able to get a grant while studying, so I was very fortunate to obtain a mature 
student’s grant. This enabled me to support the children and myself. Three years later I graduated 
and worked for the NHS for 30 years. 

I count myself very lucky to have been blessed with wonderful relatives, an understanding College 
Principal and health which didn’t let me down again. 

So, a new country, a new career and a new life.

                                                                                           Marjorie Mackenzie
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Are there any who are devout lovers of God?
Let them enjoy this beautiful bright festival!

Are there any who are grateful servants?
Let them rejoice and enter into the joy of their 
Lord!

Are there any weary with fasting?
Let them now receive their wages!

If any have toiled from the first hour,
let them receive their due reward;
If any have come after the third hour,
let him with gratitude join in the Feast!
And he that arrived after the sixth hour,
let him not doubt; for he too shall sustain no 
loss.
And if any delayed until the ninth hour,
let him not hesitate; but let him come too.
And he who arrived only at the eleventh hour,
let him not be afraid by reason of his delay.
For the Lord is gracious and receives the last 
even as the first.
He gives rest to him that comes at the eleventh 
hour,
as well as to him that toiled from the first.

To this one He gives, and upon another He 
bestows.
He accepts the works as He greets the endeavor.
The deed He honors and the intention He 
commends.
Let us all enter into the joy of the Lord!

First and last alike receive your reward;
rich and poor, rejoice together!
Sober and slothful, celebrate the day!
You that have kept the fast, and you that have 
not,
rejoice today for the Table is richly laden!

Feast royally on it, the calf is a fatted one.
Let no one go away hungry. Partake, all, of the 
cup of faith.
Enjoy all the riches of His goodness!

Let no one grieve at his poverty,
for the universal kingdom has been revealed.

Let no one mourn that he has fallen again and 
again;
for forgiveness has risen from the grave.

Let no one fear death, for the Death of our 
Savior has set us free.
He has destroyed it by enduring it.
He destroyed Hell when He descended into it.
He put it into an uproar even as it tasted of His 
flesh.

Isaiah foretold this when he said,
“You, O Hell, have been troubled by 
encountering Him below.”
Hell was in an uproar because it was done away 
with.
It was in an uproar because it is mocked.
It was in an uproar, for it is destroyed.
It is in an uproar, for it is annihilated.
It is in an uproar, for it is now made captive.

Hell took a body, and discovered God.
It took earth, and encountered Heaven.
It took what it saw, and was overcome by what 
it did not see.

O death, where is thy sting?
O Hell, where is thy victory?

Christ is Risen, and you, o death, are 
annihilated!
Christ is Risen, and the evil ones are cast down!
Christ is Risen, and the angels rejoice!
Christ is Risen, and life is liberated!

Christ is Risen, and the tomb is emptied of its 
dead;
for Christ having risen from the dead,
is become the first-fruits of those who have 
fallen asleep.

To Him be Glory and Power forever and ever. 
Amen!

Paschal Sermon of St John Chrysostom

If you can, save reading this until Sunday 27th March. It is both inspiring and uplifting.
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A New Century and a New Life

It is December 31st 1900 in Le Poujol-sur L’Orb, Languedoc France. A young engineer is visiting a local 
stone mason to discuss a joint project. As the afternoon wears on it starts to snow and by the time 
the young engineer is ready to leave there is a thick coating outside and the snow is still falling. 

The stone mason urges the engineer to stay the 
night. He feels that it would be dangerous to 
venture out in the blizzard, however, he warns 
that the engineer may hear noises in the night 
as his wife is due to give birth very soon.

Sure enough the baby was born in the early 
hours of the morning of 1st January 1901. 
What the two men did not realise at the time 
was that the stone mason’s baby boy would 
eventually marry the engineer’s daughter and 
so he was present at his son-in-law’s birth. 

This couple became my French sister-in-law’s 
beloved Bon-papa and Bonne-mama!
                                                                                                                             

Mary Snow

Acknowledgements

I apologise if this reads like an Oscar acceptance speech but it is that time of year!

Grateful thanks to all the contributors of the articles who managed to provide stimulating and at 
times, moving words during a very busy time of year.

My gratitude to Jenni Green for giving up a Saturday morning to get me started and to my daughter-
in-law Alice Melvin, for putting it together and for providing her delightful original illustrations. If you 
liked them you can see more on her website, www.alicemelvin.com
To Dorothea and Christine in the office for their support and patience.
To Susan and Lindsay for their encouragement.

Front cover photograph by Dorothea Nelson

No charge is made for this magazine or for ‘Inspires’ but contributions to the Treasurer are always 
acceptable.  An envelope marked Magazine may be placed on the offering plates.

The next edition of Christ Church Connects will be June/July 2016 and the guest editor will be Alex Barrett. 

Christ Church Morningside, 6a Morningside Road, Edinburgh, EH10 4DD 
0131 229 0090

www.christchurchmorningside.org


