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Our Autumn Conference will be on:

Saturday,  November 9th, 2019 from 10.30am (with reception
and registration starting at 10.00am) to 3.15pm

Venue: - Cornton Baptist Church, Stirling. FK9 5DR
Cost:    - £8 (free, if you’re joining SFCW at the conference. 

Annual sub. £12)

Our SPEAKER,  Merryn  Glover,  is  an  award-winning
international playwright and the author of, among other titles,
‘A House  Called  Askival’.  Merryn will  also  lead  a  seminar
group in the afternoon.  

The Conference gives every writer who attends a chance to sell
their own work and buy the works of other members. There is
time for catching up with friends, sharing news, worship with
fellow writers,  workshops, and the  results  of  our Autumn
competition (see page 10).

 Coming by car? Directions to the venue are shown on 
Page 31. Free, on-street, parking is available.

 Coming by rail or bus? If you need transport from 
Stirling bus or railway station, please contact David 
McLaughan. (Details on back page).

FIND US ONLINE – GET IN TOUCH

Website: - www.sfcw.info 
Twitter: - https:// twitter.com/SFCwriters

Facebook: -  
www.facebook.com/  ScottishFello  w  shipo  fC  hri  s  ti  a  n  W  riters  
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STARTING LINE

Like most  day visitors,  we had done the
obligatory  cycle  ride  around  Great
Cumbrae. Now we sat enjoying a leisurely
afternoon tea in Millport.

We saw the ferry come in and the day 
visitors scurrying down to catch it.

We idly checked our watches and suddenly
realised that this was our boat and it was
the last one that day.

We too scurried down to the now deserted quayside. The gang plank
was being removed. The seaman yelled a warning as I gathered myself
to leap over the yawning gap between boat and land.

And there we were – stranded in Millport.

The memory of  that  sunny Scottish afternoon is etched deep in  my
mind’s eye.

What would you have done in our place?

Well, what we did was to troop along to the cop-shop. We explained our
predicament  to  the  local  enforcer  of  the  law and asked  if  he  would
accommodate us in one of his cells for the night. This seemed to be the
most cost effective accommodation solution to us.

The Police Officer readily agreed but said that he may have to turf us
out if he found a more deserving customer. He then directed us to a local
fisherman who would take us over to Fairlie … at a price.

And, at a price it was … the short boat trip cost us an arm and a leg. And
the three mile walk from Fairlie to Netherhall in Largs was less than
amiable, I can tell you.

There is a solemn text in Jeremiah that troubles me. ‘The harvest is past,
the summer is ended, and we are not saved.’ The golden opportunity has
slipped  through our  fingers  and  has  gone,  leaving  us  with  an  awful
feeling of loss.
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As we see harvest festival thanksgiving celebrations, there is this deeper
underlying note … the harvest is past, the summer is ended and we are
not saved. I know this may cause some theological debate, but the truth
remains no matter where we are in the Reformed/Arminian spectrum,
we are not where we could be spiritually in either who we are or the
work we do,

We arrived back at Netherhall and were warmly greeted. We told our
story  of  deliverance  from  Great  Cumbrae.  Our  host  listened  with
incredulous disbelief. When we finished, she asked ‘Why did you not
phone us, we could have helped?’

Ah  yes,  my  friends,  here’s  the  one  and  sure  answer  to  the  lost
opportunity. The harvest that is past or the boat that has been missed. It
is prayer!

Lesson learned? Not really. This scenario has been repeated so often and
I have still to learn. I don’t think I’m alone either.

Enjoy the colour and the mellow fruitfulness that Autumn brings.

What a friend we have in Jesus
All our sins and griefs to bear.

What a privilege to carry
Everything to God in prayer.

Oh , what peace we often forfeit,
Oh , what needless pain we bear;

All because we do not carry
Everything to God in prayer.

Joseph  Scriven
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LETTER FROM THE CHAIR
 

Dear fellow members       
The Dubliners - the sixties’ Irish folk band, not the
James Joyce novel - used to sing a song called ‘The
Holy  Ground’. I  first  heard  it  when  an  Irish
University rugby team came to play in St. Andrews
where I was a student. 

In the early years of that decade, Irish nationalism was popular, with
bands like The Clancy Brothers and The Dubliners riding high on both
sides of the Atlantic. Nineteen years old, enjoying singing along, I did
not then realise where it was all going. ‘The Cause’ (‘freeing’ the six
counties of Northern Ireland from British rule) was romantic and its
 rebel music stirring, extolling the sacrifice of past martyrs to the cause
and calling forth the next generation of freedom fighters. 

The song, ‘Holy Ground’, with its rousing chorus call of ‘Fine Girl Ye
Are’, spoke of the traveller’s longing to be back in Ireland, preferably in
that well-known Dublin pub, The Holy Ground. 

Mother Ireland exerts the clarion call that  only countries which have
known mass and forced emigration can. In Scotland, we know that call
well, since The Highland Clearances forcibly scattered Scots all over the
New World. ‘The old country’ takes on a precious significance and is
like the fallen soldier in Laurence Binyon’s famous poem:’ age shall not
weary nor the years condemn’. The image is frozen in time, air-brushed,
innocent  and  perfect,  becoming  more  so  with  each  succeeding
generation, as the stories and songs are handed down and the legends
thrive and multiply.  

A way  of  life  that  was  actually  brutal  -  impoverished  and  virtually
enslaved, with infant mortality, starvation, disease and early death all
too common -  has been idealised.  It  is  the ‘Granny’s Heilan’ Hame’
syndrome:  the  painting  of  the  tiny  whitewashed,  red-roofed  cottage,
nestling in the lee of a heather-clad mountain, masks the reality of a
hard, precarious, primitive life. It has become holy ground.
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place where you are standing is holy ground. ’ The presence of God  has
conferred  the  state  (and  status)  of  holiness  upon  the  very  soil  and
conveys a sense of awe, of man being unworthy to stand or walk upon
it, only permitted unshod. 

Football fans sometimes talk of the pitch that their team plays upon as
‘holy ground’. Indeed, these fans will  sometimes take off their  shoes
before venturing on to the hallowed turf. They are probably ignorant of
Exodus, but the instinct to creep unshod upon holy ground seems to be
buried deep in the human psyche.

There is holy ground to walk upon 
There is peace that you can know 
Faith in God can fill your heart 
And fear and doubt may go 
There is holy ground to walk upon 
Leave behind your heavy shoes 
Come and stand in the shadow of His hands 
For He is calling you     
Ian White (from his album entitled ‘Holy Ground’)

Here, holy ground is portrayed as a place of peace and protection. 

The  exile’s  old  country;  the  traveller’s  touchstone;  the  nationalist’s
totem; the Old Testament’s place of awe; the Christian’s haven of peace;
or just a Dublin pub! What does it mean to you? 

I think, for me, it is the place of communication with and closeness to
my God; the place of being blessed; the place of prayer; sometimes the
place of writing to and about my God. May He bless you all as you seek
your own holy ground.

Fran 
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The end of religion       by David McLaughlan



At just under 500 words I think it qualifies as Flash Fiction. It's based on something 
the late Christopher Hitchens once said. Asked what it would be like to be face to 
face with the last believer and have the power to convince him of the foolishness of 
his faith, Hitchens said he wasn't sure he would do it. Just that. No explanation.

So...

“Did he send you?”

“No,  but  I  know  where  he  is.  I’ll  be  your  guide.  You  must  be  so
excited.”

“It’s certainly become a huge circus. There’s no escaping that buzz. But,
excited? I don’t know if that’s how I’d describe it.”

“Ohh,  come  on.  It’s  the  culmination  of  your  life’s  work.  All  those
“crusades”, for want of a better word. You have opened the world’s eyes
to the con that religion is. You’re a hero.”

“I’m not a hero.”

“Well,  let’s  face  it.  He  doesn’t  stand  a  chance.  The  last  believer?
Tomorrow the whole world will either see you convince him he’s been a
fool, or they will see him insist of his right to be a fool. Either way,
you’ve achieved your goal. A world without the crutch of religion.”

“And what do I do then? Ha… retire? I don’t think my health will let me
last that long. It’s been brutal.”

“Maybe it needed to be.”

But… have we met before? Or… maybe you remind me of my brother.
That’s probably it.”

“Well,  we  did  grow  up  in  the  same  place.  So,  there’s  probably  a
connection somewhere.”

“So, this guy. This last believer. I hear he’s got quite famous off of me.
How do you know him?”
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“Yes. I think you do. I think you just don’t want to. And he remembers
you.”

“He’s been dead forty years, at least!”

“Forty-seven. He sent a message.”

“You’re crazy!”

“No, I’m you.  As you should have been. Without religion.”

The press corps fill the hotel lobby. Outside are thirty-some four-wheel
drives full of equipment to enable broadcasts from anywhere. They have
no idea where he might be leading them. But he’s actually sending them
home.

“It’s over. Done. He’s dead. The last person to believe in religion and all
the damage it has done to the world. Now we can get on with healing,
with living life in all its abundance. Without the yoke of all that guilt
and greed, we can actually make a heaven on this earth.”

“Sir! Your stick!”

“Ohh, I must have left it in the hotel room. The air around here is quite
invigorating, you know. I feel years younger. Thank you for coming. I’m
sure I will have more to say later.”

The hotel staff guide him behind reception, along a tight corridor and
through the kitchen.

At one point, where they go left around an island he goes right, startling
a thirty-year-old kitchen worker. They both smile, him awkwardly, the
other man guiltily. He hugs the man and whispers in his ear, “Brother.”

The  entourage  leaves  the  kitchen  for  a  breakfast  room.  The  kitchen
worker goes to the corridor where the staff lockers are. He opens his
locker, puts his forehead against the shelf, and weeps.

He feels liberated. Younger. Like something new has begun.
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AUTUMN COMPETITION 2019 
WHICH IS OPEN TO MEMBERS AND NON-MEMBERS



THEME: NEW.

FORMAT: Poetry  (maximum 40 lines.)

JUDGE: Barbara Collier.
(Winner of the previous open poetry competition

 and author)

PRIZES: 1st £25; 2nd £15. 

WINNING ENTRIES: To be published in the Winter 2019
issue of WordWise.

OUR RULES
 Each member and non-member is entitled to submit up to 

three entries.
 The cost to members is £3 per entry or £7.50 for three.
 The cost to non-members is £5 per entry.
 Cheques to ‘Scottish Fellowship of Christian Writers.’
 Each entry on A4 paper without the entrant’s name. 
 Name/address printed on an accompanying sheet.
 Note that an A4 envelope needs a large letter stamp.
 Please enclose SAE / postcard or email address if receipt of 

entries is required.
 Deadline for entries:30th September.
 Send entries to ‘The SFCW Competition Secretary,’

    Eastholm, Linwood Road,
   Paisley PA1 2TN

email: mareanamac@hotmail.com.

Winners will be announced at the November Conference.

Please keep a copy of your entry (electronic if possible) until after the winners are
announced.
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Problem Page
Dear PP,

mailto:mareanamac@hotmail.com


I write for my church magazine and need to
have a poignant or funny story every month.
Although  I  always  end  up  with  enough
material  from  my  role  as  a  Sunday  School
teacher,  I  worry  that  I  may  run  out  of
material. What would you suggest?
Susan

Dear Susan,
It sounds like you are managing but are finding it stressful. Should you
feel called to be continuing in the role (and remember that there may be
others willing to take it on!) then a couple of suggestions come to mind: 
First of all, take some of the pressure off yourself by sharing the task.
Consider asking the congregation to submit any such stories they have
happened upon. This takes a little pressure off of you to find them all. It
also involves a broader range of people. It is also possible that a number
of churches all have people in the same position, and you could ease the
burden considerably by forming a small group of say six participants
with each producing just two shared submissions each year. Ask around,
and if you are on FaceBook then look to see if there is a group already
(or set one up yourself).

Secondly, you could consider moving the feature to every second month.
Perhaps you need more time to be able to develop the submission and
reduce the amount of stress you feel. 

Just  a  thought,  but  there  are  countless  internet  sites  with  free-to-use
thoughts-for-the-day. Perhaps have a few of these as a stand-by to take
some  perceived  pressure  from  you  in  working  to  such  continuous
deadlines. 
PP.x

Dear Problem Page,
My friend has written a fiction story of 140,000 words. He tells
me that he had planned out the whole thing before he started;
he  knew  exactly  what  each  character  would  do and how many
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words it would involve. He hasn't yet found a publishers, but I
wonder if it is going to read like a text book and therefore a bit
boring. It doesn't sound as if it has a 'spark.'
My  friend  is  a  senior  maths  teacher  in  our  local  school.  I
wondered if a person's career would influence the type of writer
they were.
Curious Person

Dear CP,
I think you raise a really interesting point about the potential influences
of the ‘outside world’ on a writer. PP has consulted with someone who
has published academic writing but does not consider this to be ‘proper’
writing. They report that they can speak fluent academia but consider
that to be ‘work’ rather than writing. They still want to write creative
fiction.

Your friend is  using logic,  a  tool  from his  work life,  in  his  creative
writing. Many writers do this, although some have plans for characters
that the characters themselves then completely disregard! Perhaps this
lengthy tome would benefit from some careful editing, or it could be
two books-worth crammed into one volume. Maybe consider asking him
for a short (verbal?) synopsis to see if it piques your interest. Also, feel
free to avoid with a lengthy bargepole if you would prefer not to read it
– you can still be a supportive friend through inviting him to join your
writing  group,  or  even  to  come  along  to  a  conference!  If  he  has
produced this as a labour of love and it ends up that only he loves it,
then hey. He won’t be the first, nor will he be the last, and he has still
completed something which makes it worthwhile.

Can I just add a wee note about comments? Textbooks aren’t necessarily
‘boring’, and they can make for a steady source of income. Many writers
benefit  from regular royalties from them, not to mention regular new
editions  and  such  like.  Your  friend  may  in  fact  be  able  to  use  his
knowledge and experience in  the classroom to produce an accessible
maths textbook, or a fictional piece around maths which schools may
buy for their libraries or class prizes. Just a thought! 
Warm Regards,
PP.x
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 ‘But God...’ The gospel in two word ‘But God...’ The gospel in two wordss
  by Tony Bennett (2 vols)by Tony Bennett (2 vols)
Reviewed by Steve Davies

“They laid him in a tomb...  but  God raised him
from the dead.”  “We were objects of wrath... but
God made us alive.”

Scores  of  key  Bible  verses  turn  on  those  two
words:  ‘But God...’  

In this illuminating set of studies, the author takes some of those verses
(enough for two months of daily readings), explores their meaning and
shows how they reveal the heart of the gospel itself.

Well-researched, thoughtful and challenging:  I can’t recommend this set
of studies highly enough.

Available from Day One Publications, £8 per volume.Available from Day One Publications, £8 per volume.

‘What’s Up Doc? A Surgeon’s Story‘What’s Up Doc? A Surgeon’s Story
by Dr. Riaz Mohammed FRCS, MD, MPHIL Cthby Dr. Riaz Mohammed FRCS, MD, MPHIL Cth
Reviewed by David AirdReviewed by David Aird

‘Norman,‘Norman,
I enclosed info about a book just out.
I have heard Riaz speak and he has quite a
testimony.
If it can go into WordWise I am sure Riaz
would be delighted.
Blessings,
David’

Available from Amazon  (et al) at £11.95
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MEMBERS IN PRINTMEMBERS IN PRINT

‘‘SWIFT – Poetry’SWIFT – Poetry’
Written by Jock SteinWritten by Jock Stein
Reviewed jointly by Steve Davies and theReviewed jointly by Steve Davies and the
EditorEditor   
Jock Stein sets the bar high from the start. Swift,Jock Stein sets the bar high from the start. Swift,
the sonnet that gives this collection its title, is athe sonnet that gives this collection its title, is a
delight; reading it, I can glimpse the birds, anddelight; reading it, I can glimpse the birds, and
watch and enjoy their mesmerising flight. Afterwatch and enjoy their mesmerising flight. After
this, the rest of the collection doesn’t disappoint:this, the rest of the collection doesn’t disappoint:
thirty poems, grouped in themes that are mostlythirty poems, grouped in themes that are mostly
observations of nature, but with a significantobservations of nature, but with a significant
cluster around a thread of travel too.  cluster around a thread of travel too.  (Steve)(Steve)

No matter how I review this book, my words will probably be No matter how I review this book, my words will probably be 
inadequate. It is the sort of poetry book that one reads, puts down, and inadequate. It is the sort of poetry book that one reads, puts down, and 
then moments later picks up again. It is tantalising and exquisite. It is then moments later picks up again. It is tantalising and exquisite. It is 
full of odd phrases that evoke long-lost memories and stirs up feelings full of odd phrases that evoke long-lost memories and stirs up feelings 
new. A beautifully presented paperback. There are three reviews on the new. A beautifully presented paperback. There are three reviews on the 
back cover, but, like mine, I don’t think they really express the sunny back cover, but, like mine, I don’t think they really express the sunny 
charm of this little masterpiece. It is more than possible that this charm of this little masterpiece. It is more than possible that this 
publication could be a collector’s piece and a source of delight, both for publication could be a collector’s piece and a source of delight, both for 
now and for years to come. now and for years to come. (Editor)(Editor)
Can be bought from Sanctus Media for £5.00Can be bought from Sanctus Media for £5.00

CALLING ALL FACEBOOKERS
Two opportunities to put your work out there on the internet. Facebook 
groups especially for Christian writers and artists.
Two pages called 1) Streams Creative House and 2) Writers.
Just go to them and ask to join. Once you’re accepted, you can post 
short pieces of your work - poems, paragraphs, links to longer pieces 
and/or your website, notification of events, link to your own FB page, 
etc.
Have a look and see if either/both appeal to you.Have a look and see if either/both appeal to you.
(Fran)(Fran)
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The Definite Article  By Iain Masterton

What’s in a name?  Well, to be honest for me there’s quite a lot riding
on it.  For a start, I’ve lost count of the number of times I have had to
correct  a  misspelling  of  my  first  name… “It’s  Iain-with-two-I’s”.
But with even more historical gravitas, my surname, Masterton, goes
back to about 1072.  I haven’t traced the tree in its entirety – I don’t
think that  is  possible,  but  I do know that  one forebear – William
de’Maistun in the 1200’s gave his not inconsiderable lands back to
the church “for the saving of his soul”.  Quite what he’d done in this
earthly life to decide, in his Middle Ages “Indulgences” mindset, that
he might need such a substantial bribe to The Almighty to keep his
name in the Book of Life, one can only guess.  But the mere fact that
a seven-hundred year-old bequest has been preserved as a matter of
record is a treasure in itself, as intriguing as the language in which it
is couched.

Closer to current times, I am equally intrigued by the way in which
those  whose  English  is  non-native  express  themselves.   Not  in  a
pejorative  way,  but  more  out  of  interest  at  how their  own native
language  informs  the  interpretation.   It’s  Chomsky  in  action.   A
German kid doesn’t ask “But Why?”  it’s “But How?”   “Why“ is
“Warum” – two syllables:  “How” is “Wie” – just one.  It doesn’t
take Einstein to figure out the line of least resistance.  And in that
simple linguistic twist, a whole cultural dichotomy is born.

It’s  perhaps  most  noticeable  in  the  way  our  Russian  and  related
Slavic co-habitants of the Indo-European language family misuse, or
to be accurate, completely ignore, the definite and indefinite article.
Read the sentence “I am builder”, and I challenge you not to inflect it
with an ersatz Russian accent.  Where it does translate into accurate
English the cultural overlay is quite subtle.  I am a Russian would
suggest an individual in a mass of individuals.  I am Russian seems a
more inclusive, encompassing description of a people bound together
by their common Russian-ness.
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In the Bible, of course, names are very much more than just labels.
The character  is  encapsulated in the  name,  and a change of name
implies a change of destiny:  Jacob becomes Israel;  Saul becomes
Paul.  It is interesting that Genesis Chapter 2 has Adam naming the
animals and by implication their worth.  Those of a certain vintage
will  recall  the  Singing  Kettle  children’s  song  about  that.   But  if
character and worth are somehow beholden to the name, we need to
be careful with our self-labelling.  “Trust me, I’m an Engineer,” is
likely to get fairly short-shrift reply.  But, “Trust me, I’m a Doctor?”
Here is an invitation to put you’re your faith in the carrier of the
name.  So what about “Trust me, I’m a Christian?”   What does that
evoke?  

My  grandmother  was  a  very  prim  and  proper  lady,  almost  a
throwback to a lost Victorian era.  But she had a way of sending you
off about your business that resonated with the glint in her eye as she
said it.   It  was never “Mind how you go!” – an instruction to be
careful out there, but always “Mind who you are!” – an exhortation
to live up to the name you carried out of the door with you.

It also carries over into our own creative field.  If “I am a writer” is
really just a label,  “I am writer” perhaps might conjure up a time
when writing was a knowledge possessed by a select few who as a
consequence wielded real power.  ”I am writer?”  Writer to whom?
Writer for whom?  Perhaps that ancient order The Writers To The
Signet  provides  the  clue.   The  king’s  scribes  were  in  effect  the
bureaucratic glue that held an independent Scotland together.  Even
today, the ability as a solicitor to add “WS” to your name is a mark
of considerable status.

And we, of course, are equally The King’s scribes.  We bear a mark
infinitely more precious than “WS”.  So when you announce “I am
Christian,”  don’t  say  it  with  a  fake  Russian  accent.   Say  it  with
conviction.  And, as Grandma would have said, “Mind who you are!”

(Repeated in full this time – with Editorial apologies)(Repeated in full this time – with Editorial apologies)
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Travellers' Tales

Susheela – a special person

By Lynda Samuel

After arriving in Madras, India in 1975, one of
my  duties  was  to  teach  songs  in  an  English
speaking nursery school, 10 minutes walk from
the College where I was based.  That resulted in
my first book – 'Little Songs for Little People' –
a compilation of 60 songs (melody and words) with an educational purpose,
less cruel and more meaningful than our usual nursery rhymes.  In the same
compound was an 'Opportunity School' for slow-learning children, some of
whom were boarders.   I  remember a diminutive girl,  Susheela,  who had
Down's syndrome.  Her parents lived in a neighbouring state, 6 hours away
by train.   Little did I know that our paths would cross years later.

After marrying Raj, we went to visit his cousin,  Jothi, and her husband,
John.  They had two younger daughters, born 10 and a further 8 years after
Susheela.   It was a surprise to realise that I had known Susheela many years
before in Madras.

Her parents  secured a job for  her  in the local  Christian hospital,  rolling
sterilised cotton into cotton wool balls, and folding gauze neatly into swabs:
simple repetitive tasks, which she performed faithfully, eight hours a day,
for decades.  She arrived promptly each morning, gesticulated to ensure that
the ayahs had swept the room clean, then sat cross-legged on her mat on the
concrete floor and set to work.   She was conscientious and content, and had
to be reminded to take a tea break.   A small salary of rupees was given in
an envelope.   Some staff grumbled, complaining that she only had a job
because  her  parents  were  employed  in  the  hospital,  and  that  she'd  no
qualifications and didn't merit a salary.   The wages clerk put sweeties in her
envelope.  Susheela couldn't count rupees, but she knew that sweets weren't
proper money, so she threw the envelope on the floor in disgust.   

Her mother,  a dietician,  intervened, explaining that  Susheela had had an
education appropriate to her needs.  She worked hard, providing the supply 
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of  cotton  balls  and  swabs  that  the  hospital  required.   After  discussion,
rupees reappeared in her envelope.  Later, the system changed to cheques.

Again, Susheela rejected the contents of her wage packet, insisting on cash!

When  she  returned  home  (by  private  rickshaw)  from  a  day's  work,  I
observed her routine – after changing into her housecoat, she settled into her
chair, took her tiny New Testament, pretended to read it, whispered a prayer,
and then smiled at us.  She liked to bring us cups of tea and snacks on a tray.
One time, when I had a slight tummy upset, she offered, 'I pray Jesus.'  She
showed me her room, its walls covered with little pictures of Jesus, straw
crosses, wall plaques of Bible texts, etc..  

Once she came with her mother to the station to see us off.   She walked
ahead, wheeling our bag along the platform;  I   distinctly remember her
mother,  Jothi,  saying,  'I  admire  Susheela  so  much.'   She  was  such  an
affectionate, kind and helpful person;  no malice in her whatsoever.

Fast forward a few years, and her father, who had spent much of his medical
career as a distinguished surgeon in the Middle East, contracted a form of
Parkinson's disease, affecting the lower part of his body.   Susheela would
lovingly support  him as he shuffled around the house.  He became very
dependent on her, and a warm bond developed.  She went to North India for
a short holiday with her mother while John stayed at home with a full-time
male  carer.   On  their  return,  Susheela  was  clearly  out  of  sorts,  had  no
appetite,  but couldn't articulate what was wrong.   Investigation revealed
that she had extensive stomach cancer and she died shortly afterwards.  Her
father wept profusely at the funeral.   

She left a huge vacuum in her home.

In God's economy, everyone is special and deserving of life, education, 
employment and fairness.

Susheela was dearly loved and reciprocated this love to everyone she met.

Answers to The Summer WordWise Crossword
Across: 1. Pawing 4. Ascended 9. Exempt 10. Whistled 12. Soda 13. Pails 14. Axle
17. Psychiatrist 20. Telephonists 23. Airs 24. Lisps 25. Loki 28. Possible 29. Peanut
30. Snow days 31.Massed
Down:1.Press ups 2. Weekdays 3. Nips 5. Scholarships 6. Easy 7. De-luxe 8. Dodges
11. Managerially 15. Chief 16. Using 18. As soon as 19. Assisted 21.Campus 
22. Fresno 26. Mind 27. Feta
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POETS’ CORNERORNER

Mite? Might!

By Ian McGregor

(Tune “The Church’s One Foundation”)

My brothers and my sisters
They had no daily bread.
You did your best to help them;
Some hungry mouths were fed.  
The way you helped the “least ones”
Counts for eternity 
For what you did to serve them
You also did for me.

The things that we can’t let go
Mean more than what we give.
As Jesus's brother told us
Our faith needs works to live.
The widow gave much more than 
The rich man in full sight.
His gift was of his choosing;
She gave with all her mite/might 

Let’s rise up to the challenge
Which scares us to our toes.
See Christ in all around us,
Not least the “least of those”.
The first and last change places.
The servant is the King.
Like Jesus stooped foot-washing -
The Lord of everything.

 
19



THE MAGIC CARPET
By  The Editor

Little Tommy lies still in his hospital bed.
In the drugged misty drowsiness filling his head
He sees, slowly emerging from a golden haze
A shadowy shape that captures his curious gaze.
A small tank engine, golden funnelled and bright blue
Penetrates the fogginess and comes into view.
‘The Magic Carpet’ is emblazoned as its name
With two following carriages, coloured the same.
The little train draws to a halt by his bedside
And smoky steam billows as the tank engine sighs.
A carriage door is instantly flung open wide
And, he knows not how or why, but now he’s inside
In wonder, he sees a resplendent dining car
More unbelievable than any seen thus far.
Tables adorned with dazzling linen shining white
And with sparkling glass and silver cutlery bright.
Plates, piled with his favourite foods were all around
And he looks and longs and hungers without a sound.
It was ages since eating anything called food
And reawakened appetite lightens his mood.
His eyes lift up above the feast and looking around 
He can neither see anyone else nor hear their sound.
The engine whistles and with a clickety clack 
It sets off, rocking and swaying along its track.
Past Mummy, down the children’s ward and through the door
Into the deserted and silent corridor;
Down past the nursing station standing on the right
And through the door at the end into joyous light.
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 God Chatter
‘We jump from picture to picture, and cannot follow 
the living curve that is breathlessly the same ’  Louis MacNiece

By Jock Stein

Breathlessly the same. No dragon fire,
no wolfish pant or howl, no lion breath
to give a whiff of danger, scratch of ire;

but breathless is no euphemistic death,
no loss of grip, no lack of spark or wit,
no test of loyalty, no shibboleth;

instead it gives us God’s identikit
as waiter, watcher, blowing in the air
a cloud of bubbles, what will come of it

God wonders, leaving humans with a flair
for prophecy to plunder graphic files,
or excavate another subtle layer

of Bible soil to fix in frozen piles.
Stay breathless with a God who could complete
the Ironman, then add a thousand miles,

but says, ‘Been there, got the T-shirt’; so delete
that option, click on ‘Do you want to see
a wave with Plato surfing on his feet

with Paul Celan?’ or ‘Would you rather be
an eagle with a taste for chocolate,
Benedetti in the groove, or me?’

God chattering is more than just a bit
of poetry, but taken to the wire
our world is breathless, ripe for some of it.
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‘Swift
for Gill Light

They’re gone from sight before my eyes 
can track
the quick black flash, the magic 
headlong dash
through sun-drenched skies, the insect-
gobbling streak
of playful purpose. Firing friendly flak

across my gaze. Warm summer days now splash
their stuff on all my senses, every week
a new kaleidoscope of light, a loop
of string that ties a bow on everything
except the birds that never, never stop.
These artful dodgers jink and bank and
swoop,
will fly a thousand miles, or dip a wing
to skiff the water, scoop a silver drop.

Now when swifts fly, the universe is cleft,
and when they fall, God counts the number left.
She said when we met, “Write a poem about swifts ...”’

DEADLINE FOR WINTER ISSUE
15th November, 2019.

Please let me have all contributions by then.
Norman Weir (Editor)

My home address, tel. no. and email address
can be found on the back page.
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Heart of the Matter Radio Programme    Autumn 2019

HotM  has  continued  to  broadcast  across  different
platforms  and  we  are  delighted  to  have  a  growing
group  who  have  shown  a  willingness  to  share  their
Christian faith in this way.

This  summer  we  have  seen  broadcasts  with
representatives  of  Operation  Mobilisation  and  the
Atlantic  Mission  based  in  the  Faroe  Islands.
Interviews were recorded on Mull during their visit.
Those  interviewed  shared  their  faith,  sometimes
going into the difficulties which have challenged their
belief.

One of the recent highlights was an invitation to the
annual  Scottish  Prayer  Breakfast,  this  year  held  in
Prestonfield  House,  Edinburgh.  Lesley  Bilinda  and
Chantel  Norman  talked  about  Reconciliation  in  the
context of the Rwandan genocide 25 years ago and
the  gang  culture  of  Los  Angeles.  Their  testimonies
were  extremely  powerful  and  HotM  were  able  to
interview after the event.
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An  evening  with  the  classical  guitarist  Rodrigo
Rodriguez  and  his  wife  Mary  was  recorded  in
Motherwell,  (Calvary  Church)  and  the  evening  was
adapted for broadcast.

Those  waiting  for  broadcast  include  SFCW’s  Fran
Brady and John Bathgate, the chaplain to Edinburgh
University Dr.  Liam Fraser and Rev.  Simon  Scofield
from Abbeyhill  Baptist  in  Edinburgh.  Others  in  the
SFCW include Carol Purves and friends who send in a
thought for the week on a regular basis.

Music plays an important part in each programme and
we  try  to  balance  those  pieces  requested  by  the
interviewee as well as a mix of new and old tracks.
Do  continue  to  pray  for  a  continuing  supply  of
interviewees so that the gospel message will be heard
and responded to.

Many  programmes  are  available  on  our  website  at
www.heartofthmatter.biz     Feel free to contact us at
djaird@hotmail.com with ideas and suggestions which
you would like the team to consider.
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PRAYER POINTERS

Let’s pray for:

✗ Unity in a fractured society.

✗ Wise leadership that will guide us
through troubled BREXIT seas.

✗ A fresh move of the Holy Spirit - 
we get used to running on dry.

✗ Writers’ Groups that our members are involved with.

✗ An inspiring and well attended November Conference

✗ Fellowship  members  and  their  families  in  need  –
especially those struggling with health issues or
coming through the dark valley of bereavement.

✗ A closer walk  with  God,  individually,  corporately  and
nationally.

✗ For the Fellowship, that it may more clearly reveal Jesus
and walk in His steps.

Jesus said: ‘Come unto Me, all you who labour
and are heavy laden , and I will give you rest
(Matt. 11:28).

This is the invitation to move closer to Him and, in
so doing, move closer to one another.
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Writing and Praising: Open Invitation by Lynda Samuel

Bible passage: Luke 14:16-23 By Lynda Samuel
Text: Blessed is the man who will eat at the feast in the kingdom of 
God. (Luke 14:15) NIV
Indian Christian hospitality takes some beating.  While we were staying
with Nalini, Kumar called round to help us organise a music workshop.
Our hostess asked him to have lunch.  He declined graciously, but did
not leave.   She prepared a place for him and he joined us at the table.
Her daughter-in-law served us tasty home-made food.  Kumar relished it
and voiced his appreciation.   ‘Since my wife left me years ago, I’ve
been eating out in restaurants – each has its own “taste,” but nothing like
as  good  as  this.   Whenever  I’m asked  to  eat  in  someone’s  home,  I
always say “No,” but inwardly I’m longing for home-cooked meals.’
The young woman replied, ‘You must come often, Uncle.’  I marvelled
at her sincere, loving response to this total stranger.

The Lord Jesus also issues a warm invitation.  He told a parable of a
man  who  planned  a  sumptuous  feast  and  invited  many  guests  in
advance.  Later he sent his servant to tell those on his guest list to come,
because it was ready.  But one by one they made lame excuses.  The host
was displeased and told his servant to ‘bring in the poor, crippled, lame
and blind… go to the country lanes and make them come in, so that my
house will be full.’  The original invitees (this was no doubt a veiled
reference to the Jews at that time) made excuses, but Jesus wants a full
house at His great Messianic banquet, to enjoy living in His presence,
sharing in His Kingdom.
   

In Matthew 11:28 He says, ‘Come to me, all…who are weary and carry
heavy  burdens,  and  …you  will  find  rest  for  your  souls.’ A joyous
welcome  awaits  whoever  comes  to  Jesus.    Why  hesitate?    Come.
Picture Jesus’ hands outstretched on the Cross.  He loves all mankind to
the  uttermost  and  longs  for  us  to  respond  and  enter  into  a  life-
transforming relationship with Him.   
Thought for the Day: Jesus invites everyone, Jew and Gentile, to come 
to Him.
Prayer focus.  Those hesitating to accept Jesus’ invitation
Prayer: Lord Jesus, thank you for dying for me.   I come to You, just as 
I am.   Live and reign in me.  Amen.  
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WHERE ARE YOU NOW?

It would be great to hear from you.

Write to either the Editor or the Membership
Secretary (see back page).

Let’s stay in touch.

It has been said that the church is like a stained
glass window. It is beautiful when the light shines
through. And as the light shines, so the vivid and

beautiful colours come into play.

This is also true of para-church organisations such
as ours. We need your unique colour to make our

pattern complete.

We not only want to make sure that the address
details we have are up to date … but to fellowship

with you as well.

WHERE ARE YOU NOW?
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Confessions of a Would-be Writer
By Sandra Bain

Many years ago as I  aspired to be a writer  I  was given the
advice to keep a file of interesting cuttings  from newspapers
and magazines which might be useful as the basis of an article
or  story.  I  duly  followed  this  advice  and  amassed  a  large
collection. How ambitious I was! Few, if any were used and
have  since  gone  for  recycling  during  successive  bouts  of
cutting clutter. Perhaps collecting and cluttering resonates with
you!

About four years ago, to my ‘horror’ (so much for wanting to
be a writer) I was asked to edit the annual magazine of the Clan
Mackenzie Society. My initial reaction was negative. I wasn’t
even  aware  such  a  Society  existed,  although  I  have  strong
family connections to this clan, but was told “membership isn’t
a necessary qualification”. With my usual difficulty in saying
“No” I eventually was persuaded. 

Now, I am always on the lookout for interesting items which
can lead to  suitable  magazine  articles.  The name  Mackenzie
springs  out  at  me  when  I  read  local  newspapers.  It’s  not
unusual  to  find  one  or  more  clan  members  featuring,
particularly in the  Ross-shire Journal –  the local weekly for
this area where the surname has its homeland. Thus, there is a
new file of cuttings which have indeed proved useful.

Over the past year I picked up reports of young people who
have had successes and decided that it would be good to give
some  space  in  the  magazine  to  the  younger  generation.  In
particular, two youngsters (sister and brother) appeared in the
news several times – mainly, but not solely, through impressive
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success  in  Highland Dancing.  With  a  little  detective  work  I
tracked them down. Their mum phoned me and it turned out
that in my ‘day-job’ era I had taught her and the youngsters’
dad. When she recounted the achievements of all three of her
children it was obvious what a credit they were to their parents
and  to  the  name  Mackenzie.  For  me,  it  was  an  interesting
encounter  and led  to  an  article  which  was  well-received by
readers.

I now understand more than ever the value of ‘cuttings’ and the
advice given all those years ago. I’ll probably never use them
all  but  it  gives  me  a  sense  of  ‘security’ knowing  there  are
possibilities there should I run out of articles.

As a postscript I must say that I am fairly certain I have to hold
SFCW responsible for the task with which I find myself. The
previous editor of the Clan Mackenzie Society magazine knew
of  my  involvement  with  WordWise and  I  suspect  this
encouraged him to ask me if I’d be prepared to take over from
him. I so nearly declined but I am glad that I didn’t. We never
know where our writing will take us. I had never aspired to be
an editor. It is challenging but also enriching and I believe that,
although  this  is  not  a  Christian  publication,  the  Lord  is
enabling me to cope when there are pressures. It is good to cast
all our burdens on Him.
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WHAT DO YOU THINK?

The Anglo-Saxon parish church of St. Peter in Heysham dates back to
the seventh century. It is evangelical and God honouring in its vision
and faithfulness. It has about its ancient ‘Grade 1 Listed Building’ some
fascinating Anglo Saxon relics.

However, in the porch there is a reminder to the careless visitor that this
is  not  a  museum  piece,  but  a  place  where  God  can  be  found  and
worshipped today.

This  is  true,  not  merely  of  a  place,  but,  supremely,  of  the  people
worshipping there.

The  structure  counts  for  nothing,  it  is  that  which  it  contains  that
determines its value. This has been and always is the case whether it is a
building, an organisation such as ours, a people or a person.

When we write, we are creating something and, if you like, we are in the
process of building … with words rather than bricks and mortar. What
gives our creation value is what it contains.

I think that the essence of what I am trying to say fits in well with the
Apostle Paul’s words, ‘For the Kingdom of God is not in word but in
power.’ (I Corinthians 4:20).

But …. what do you think?
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DIRECTIONS TO CORNTON BAPTIST CHURCH
STIRLING FK9 5DR

From the South: Heading north on the M9, take exit 10 (signposted 
Crianlarich). At roundabout, take exit to Stirling. After a short time, take
left fork for Raploch. Go through Raploch and up to junction with small 
roundabout. Turn left and go down to big roundabout. Take exit over big
bridge. 

Turn left at traffic lights into Cornton Road (B823). At small roundabout
take the 3rd exit and then sharp right into Strathmore Drive. First left
into Achray Drive. The church (white) is about 100 yards on the right.

From Craig’s Roundabout (the one behind the Thistle Centre and
near the train and bus stations): turn into Burghmuir Road, which runs
behind the stations and past Tesco. At the next roundabout (Customs
Roundabout) take the 3rd exit into Causewayhead Road. Just over the
big bridge, turn left into Cornton Road (B823). At small roundabout take
the 3rd exit and then sharp right into Strathmore Drive. First left into
Achray Drive. The church (white) is about 100 yards on the right.

From  the  North:  At  the
Keir  roundabout  where  the
A9 ends and the M9 begins,
take  the  second  exit  to
Bridge  of  Allan.  Watch  for
the  sign  ROYAL  HOTEL
and  turn  immediately  right
into Fountain Road. Follow
the  road  over  the  railway
level  crossing.  At  the  third
mini-roundabout, take left and then sharp right into Strathmore Drive.
First left into Achray Drive. The church (white) is about 100 yards on
the right.
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