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Regular Pattern of Services at St Ninian’s, Castle Douglas (SC011079 ) 

& at Christ Church, Dalbeattie (SC010918) 

     At St Ninian’s                                                    At Christ Church 

Sundays  

8.00am 
 

11.00am 

 Holy Communion (Said Service) - 
1929 or 1970 Liturgy 

Family Eucharist (or - usually on 4th 
Sun of month - Matins & a Said 

Service of Holy Communion) 

9.30am          Sung Eucharist 

  Wednesdays   Thursdays  

10.15am  Holy Communion (1970) 10.00am    Holy Communion  

SPECIAL SERVICES FOR HOLY WEEK AND EASTER  
These are in addition to the regular pattern (unless otherwise detailed) 

     At St Ninian’s                                                    At Christ  Church 

HOLY WEEK: Mon 15-Wed 17 April   

10.15am  Holy Communion (1970) 6.00pm Holy Communion 

Maundy Thursday - 18 April   

7.00pm  Eucharist of the Last Supper                 
and Watch until 9.00pm  

10.00am Eucharist of the Last 
Supper  

Good Friday - 19 April   

1.30 –                                                  
3.00pm  

 Stations of the Cross followed by 
Ante-Communion  

11.00am 
 
12 noon  

Stations of the Cross 
followed by Dalbeattie 

Churches Together -
Prayers at the Cross  

Holy Saturday - 20 April   

   4.00pm  Blessing of Paschal 
Candles (for CC & St N)    

Easter Sunday - 21 April   

5.58am  Castle Douglas Churches Together -
Sunrise Service at Carlingwark Loch  

  

Details of services are given in the weekly pew sheets and on the websites:   
http://stninianscastledouglas.org.uk/service-times/  

& https://christchurchdalbeattie.wordpress.com/worship/ 



3 

RECTOR:  The Revd Christopher Ketley 
   The Rectory, 68 St Andrew Street 
   Castle Douglas, DG7 1EN 

 

 Tel: 01556 505894 / Mob: 07932 183069 
 Email: cg.ketley@zen.co.uk 

Dates for your Diary  

Thu 25 - Sat 27 April:  

 

Christ Church Pop-Up Shop  
(opposite the petrol station in Dalbeattie) 

Books, bric-a-brac, kitchen goods, small furniture, 
pictures and games etc.  

We have gained a reputation as a very good 
quality, fair-priced, well-presented pop-up shop.  

Good outreach for the Church.  
(If you have anything for the shop, contact  

Jane Greenwood: 611144) 

Sat 11 May,  
10.00am-12 noon:  

 

Any budding ‘Bob 
Flowerdews’ willing to 

donate plants for the sale 
would be most welcome.  

Christ Church Annual Plant Sale 
Dalbeattie Town Hall (Upper Floor) 

Grand raffle, tombola, home baking and preserves 
stall, craft stall, book stall. 

Tea/coffee and nice things to eat included in 
admission charge 

 Sat 25 May,  
10.30am-1.30pm 

Internet and Social Media for Beginners 
in the Gordon Memorial Hall at St Ninian’s 

Petko Marinov, the Diocesan Digital Missioner will 
be coming to advise anyone who is interested 

More details about the following nearer the time: 

Sat 14 Sept 2019  Diocesan Pilgrimage to Whithorn  

Sat 12 Oct 2019  Lay Ministers Formation Day at St Ninian’s 
led by the Prayer & Spirituality Development Team 
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Letter from The Rector 

“Don’t stop thinking about tomorrow - yesterday’s gone! 
Yesterday’s gone!”  

  These words could almost have been 
 said by Mary Magdalene after she had 
 recognised Jesus with the word “Rabbouni” 
 on the first Easter Sunday. We  seem to be 
 living in dark days. The certainties of life are 
 shaken to their very foundations, and the   
 old norms do not seem to hold anymore. 
 Surely, these are the thoughts that were 
 going through Mary Magdalene’s mind as 
 she went to the tomb of Jesus whilst it was 
 still dark. Then: In the darkest part of the 
 night, dawn broke. Light overcame the 
 darkness! How often in our lives, this is the 
 case too! 

 Mary Magdalene showed two great qualities: Love and Discipline. Perhaps 
these are the disciplines that carry you through your life. The vital ingredient, 
though, is Faith. Out of all the disciples it was Mary Magdalene who is given the 
title the “Apostle to the Apostles.” The Apostles may have proclaimed the Glad 
Tidings to the world, but she proclaimed it to the Apostles themselves! It was 
she who loved Jesus so much that she went down to the tomb to wash His 
body. How often it is Love that drives us to extraordinary acts. Jesus of course 
had set the supreme example to us all on Good Friday, but now God’s plan of 
restoration for you, and me, had been revealed. Through the lens of the Cross 
came New Life! This is the new life we celebrate at Easter, but why the eggs? 

 Holy Church tells us that, in Italy, Mary Magdalene visited Emperor Tiberias 
(14-37 A.D.) and proclaimed to him Christ’s Resurrection. According to 
tradition, she brought him a red egg as a symbol of the Resurrection, a symbol 
of new life with the words: “Christ is Risen!” Then she told the emperor that, in 
his Province of Judea, Jesus the Galilean, a holy man, a miracle worker, 
powerful before God and all mankind, had been unjustly condemned and 
executed at the instigation of the Jewish High Priests. The sentence had been 
confirmed by the Procurator appointed by Tiberias, Pontius Pilate. 

 Thanks to Mary Magdalene the custom to give each other paschal eggs 
(Easter Eggs) on the day of the Resurrection (Easter Sunday) of Jesus Christ 
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spread among Christians over all the world. In one ancient Greek manuscript, 
written on parchment, kept in the monastery library of Saint Athanasius near 
Thessalonica, a prayer is read on the day of Holy Pascha for the blessing of 
eggs and cheese. In it is indicated that the igumen (the head of a monastery in 
the Eastern Orthodox and Eastern Catholic Churches), whilst passing out the 
blessed eggs, says to the brethren: 

“Thus have we received from the holy Fathers, who preserved this custom from 
the very time of the holy Apostles, therefore the holy Equal of the Apostles 

Mary Magdalene first showed believers the example of this joyful offering.” 

 As you celebrate this Easter stop thinking about yesterday and the past. 
The world has changed for the better irrevocably! There is a new life waiting to 
be claimed by all who wish to follow Jesus. The paschal eggs remind us of the 
New Life that awaits us. We must love Jesus and each other and be disciplined 
in our love because “yesterday’s gone!” 
 
Yours in the soon to be Risen Christ! 

With every blessing for Easter. 

Christopher 

Rector 

A Franciscan Benediction sent in by Helen Evans 
 

May God bless you with discomfort 
At easy answers, half-truths, and superficial relationships 
So that you may live deep within your heart. 
 

May God bless you with anger  
At injustice, oppression, and exploitation of people, 
So that you may work for justice, freedom and peace. 
 

May God bless you with tears 
To shed for those who suffer pain, rejection, hunger and war, 
So that you may reach out your hand to comfort them and 
To turn their pain into joy. 
 

And may God bless you with enough foolishness 
To believe that you can make a difference in the world, 
So that you can do what others claim cannot be done 
To bring justice and kindness to all our children and the poor. 
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“ Taking the Descending Way” - A Lent Talk to the Mothers’ Union given by 
the Revd Joy Margerison  

   In 1919, three years before he became a Christian,            
 G K  Chesterton, poet and author, told of an Irish legend which 
 had greatly influenced his thinking. The legend tells of an old, 
 unhappy woman who had starved through the famines and 
 evictions in Ireland. She in turn recounted the story of some 
 travellers, centuries ago, who had met a poor, wandering 

woman with a baby. Barefoot, she carried her child. When asked by the traveller 
who she was, the woman replies, “I am Mary, the Mother of God and this child 
is Himself, and he is the boy you will all be wanting in the end.” When G K 
Chesterton eventually entered the Roman Catholic Church, he presented a 
statue to the Church where he was received. It was of Mary, bare-footed – “The 
Barefooted Madonna” it was called and it symbolised our need for God, our 
dependence upon God and our humility as we come into his presence. For it is 
only in bare feet that you are sensitive to the feel of the earth – in contact with 
the path, you feel the roughness of the ground, the pebbles underfoot, the 
moisture of the grass. As someone has put it, “No foot can feel when shod.” 

The Irish legend is a poignant illustration of the “descending way” of Christ 
and that of those who follow him. For Henri Nouwen, the Dutch theologian, to 
take the descending way of humility was the greatest test of his calling both as  
a committed Christian but also as a priest of the Church. Henri Nouwen wrote 
many books – excellent devotional books – one of which I am currently reading 
again this Lent called, “Show me the Way.” I never cease to  be affected by his 
writing. He had been a very successful theologian, well known especially in 
America, where he became a university lecturer. He had reached “the top of  
the tree” so to speak, as far as his career was concerned. In our western culture,  
we live in a competitive, materialistic, often secular, society. Professionally, 
career-wise, it is the “norm” to be upwardly mobile. To buck the trend is 
perhaps seen as taking an alternative lifestyle. For Henri Nouwen, in spite of his 
success, there was an empty space in his heart, yet to be filled. He found his real 
calling by renouncing the academic life and, moved by the work of Jean Vanier 
caring for vulnerable people with severe physical and mental difficulties, he 
moved to Toronto in Canada to work with a community house as part of 
“L’Arche Daybreak Community” – the organisation which Jean Vanier had 
originally begun in France. Henri Nouwen writes, “People seek glory by moving 
upward. God reveals his glory by moving downward. If we really want to see the 
glory of God, we must move downward with Jesus. This is the descending way.” 
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It seems to me that, more than at any other time of year, it is during Lent and 
onward through Passiontide and Holy Week culminating in Good Friday, 
where this descending way of Jesus is set before us in a real, more 
challenging, way. 

Moving on in this journey, the words of two hymns come to mind: firstly, 
Isaac Watts’ great hymn, “When I survey the wondrous Cross.” “Survey” 
seems a strange word to use in this context. It somehow gives the impression 
of looking from a distance, in the first instance anyway. But, as the hymn goes 
on, the one who is looking, observing from a distance, draws nearer and, 
through seeing, expresses in depth its meaning. Charles Wesley, who wrote 
over a thousand hymns, said that this one of Isaac Watts is the greatest one of 
all. But then George Herbert wrote great hymns too. Consider, “Teach me, my 
God and King” where, in the second verse, he writes, “A man that looks on 
glass, on it may stay his eye; or, if he pleaseth, through it pass, and then the 
heaven espy.” You can look at a piece of glass simply as a piece of glass. But 
you can also look through and beyond it. Like looking at an ikon, you must get 
behind and beyond the rather static drawing to read its message. So we can 
survey the Cross from  a distance, as no doubt many would do on Calvary, for 
they had seen many crucifixions before – so what’s the difference? Stainer, in 
his oratorio “The Crucifixion” uses words from Lamentation in a Christian 
context: “Is it nothing to you, all you who pass by? Look and see, if there be 
any sorrow, like unto my sorrow.” Look and see. On that day, many probably 
did look, but did not see anything beyond the cruelty and the spectacle - a 
man that looks on glass ... But there were others who stood in the shadow of 
the Cross, and one – a non-Jew – who uttered the words, “This truly was the 
Son of God.” 

Where and how, I ask, does all this fit into where we are in the 21st 
century world? It speaks to me certainly of coming into God’s presence in 
humility, of trying to relate to the pain and suffering of others. I am challenged 
by Nouwen’s descending way. We know and feel that by going through the 
most humbling of experiences, we reap the greatest blessing. Many the world 
over know the stigma of rejection, pain and suffering in countless ways. So 
often we see the weariness of abandonment in the eyes of those lost and with 
nowhere to go. We, by observing, by looking from a distance, might cry out, 
“There must be a better way than this,” – as thousands sink under the 
harshness of life. It is said that St Francis Xavier, in the 16th Century, preached 
barefoot having left behind a wealthy, aristocratic inheritance, identifying with 
the poorest in his flock.  
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Back to the beginning: some travellers centuries ago had met a poor, 
wandering woman with a baby on her arm. Barefooted, she carried her child.   
“I am Mary,” she told them, “and this child is Himself, and He is the One you 
will all be wanting in the end.” 

 
 

 PRAYERS 

 Symbol: The Chalice 

  And He took the cup and when He had given thanks He gave it to  
them and said, “This is my blood which is poured out for you and for all 
people.” 

Prayer: Lord, we remember that you drank the cup of suffering and shared 
our human experience. We pray that you will be with us in our times of 
darkness, pain and sorrow. 

 Symbol: A bag of coins 

  Then Judas Iscariot went to the chief priests and said, “What will you 
give me if I deliver him to you?” And they paid him thirty pieces of silver. 

Prayer: Lord, we look to your cross and we know that there are times when 
we let you down; when we have not been true to our calling as your 
disciples. Give us the strength to hold on to our faith, even when we are 
tested to the limit of our human endurance. 

 Symbol: Peter’s Tears 

  The bystanders said to Peter, “Surely, you were with the Nazarene, you 
are one of them, for you are a Galilean. But Peter began to swear, “I do 

Joy’s display to illustrate her talk 
depicted a purple cloth, the Last 

Supper represented by bread and      
a chalice, a money bag with thirty 

pieces of silver, a small print of             
“The Tears of St Peter” by El Greco 

(the original of which is on display at 
the Bowes Museum); several crosses, 
including one laid out in small lights, 

and some large nails. 
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not know the man.” And again the cock crowed. And Peter remembered 
Jesus’ words, “Before the cock crows twice, you will have denied me three 
times.” And he broke down and wept. 

Prayer: Lord, there are times when we feel empty and alone as we see 
something of ourselves in the disciple Peter. May we be filled with your 
love and grace as we travel the way to wholeness and healing. 

 Symbol: A purple cloth 

  And the soldiers took him and clothed him in a purple cloak. They 
plaited a crown of thorns and placed it on his head crying, “Hail, King          
of the Jews.” 

Prayer: Christ our Saviour, you came among us as the servant king. May we 
walk in your way, now and always. Amen. 

  Let us pray that we may follow Jesus’ way of humility and love. Help us 
to see beyond the Cross that we might walk alongside those who stumble 
and fall; and then on Easter Day, learn to dance with you and rise again to 
share your joy. Amen. 

 Joy’s talk ended with the playing of the following excerpt from John 
Stainer’s “The Crucifixion:” 

 God so loved the world, 
that he gave his only begotten Son, 
that whoso believeth in him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life. 

 For God sent not his Son into the world 
to condemn the world; 
but that the world through him might be saved. 

Diocesan Lent Appeal 2019 

This year's Appeal is in aid of the Malawi Association for Christian Support. 
M.A.C.S. has done tremendous work alleviating poverty and need in Malawi 

over the years, not least in their projects for St Luke’s Hospital in Malosa.  

At the moment, they are trying to raise £175,000 for a new operating theatre. 
So far, they have just over £100,000, so it’s hoped we can lend as much support 

as possible. Both Christ Church and St Ninian’s will be accepting donations 
throughout Lent. 

Find more information on their website – https://www.malawimacs.org   
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Meditation on The Lord’s Prayer (Matthew 6:9-13) by Jenny Wright 

 Our Father or Abba or literally Daddy, Papa, who loves us so much. Yes, for 
some this has connotations of fear and abuse rather than love, but this is our 
Father in heaven. A Father who spent time with us on earth in the form of his 
son Jesus Christ, who went through all the human experiences including hate 
and rejection until finally he was crucified; and he suffered a most painful and 
inhumane death. Yes, he did suffer, and one only has to read the passage of the 
garden in Gethsemane on the eve of his crucifixion to know how he suffered, 
even in the knowledge of what was going to happen, let alone when it actually 
happened. God our Father, did this so that Jesus could show us the Way; the 
Way of Love, Justice and Peace and finally the Glory of the Resurrection to a 
place where God resides in love. 

 Our Father in heaven, hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom come on earth 
as it is in heaven. (Read Isaiah 11 for the prophecy of the first coming of the 
kingdom to earth in the form of Jesus, and Revelation 21 which tells of the 
second coming). He wants us to know that love, his glory where we can all live 
in peace and harmony. Where do you find his kingdom here on earth? 

 Give us this day our daily bread. Our Father wants to supply us with our 
daily needs. After Jesus gave the disciples this prayer, he told them not to worry 
about physical needs, our Father knows them and will supply them just as he 
supplies all nature. (There is enough food in the world to feed everyone!!). 
Read Matthew 6:25-34. Also Matthew 7:7-12 

 Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us.  
We know we all sin ‘in thought, word and deed’ but we have a loving Father 
who forgives us. He came in the form of his son, who came down to earth to 
teach us and become the conduit between us so that we can ask and know  
that forgiveness in love. First we need to learn to forgive others; holding on to 
hatred, dislike or grievances only eats away at our souls. We have to learn to let 
go; perhaps to say ‘Father forgive them for they know not what they do’. 

 Lead us not into temptation. We are all tempted, sometimes because we 
put ourselves in situations where that might happen. Here we are asking for 
help to steer clear of temptation. I have prayed from the bottom of my heart 
and suddenly found that situations that were occurring on a daily basis were 
suddenly removed. 

 Deliver us from evil. There is evil in the world: we do need help when we 
come into contact with it. 
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 In Luke we are told that the disciples asked Jesus to 
teach them how to pray and that is still a request I hear 
today. The Lord’s Prayer is a good place to start, using it a 
line at a time and really letting each line speak to you 
personally. If you need any encouragement then you can 
find it in Matthew 7:7-8. ‘Ask and it will be given to you, 
seek and you will find: knock and the door will be opened 
to you. For everyone who asks receives; he who seeks 
finds; and to him who knocks the door will be opened’. 

 Holman Hunt in his picture, ‘The Light of the World’ 
puts it in reverse; if Jesus knocks on the door it is up to 
you to open it: there is no handle on his side; you have to 
let him in. Praying is a way of doing that. 

DO YOU WANT TO FAST THIS LENT? 

In the words of Pope Francis

 Fast from hurting words and say kind words. 

 Fast from sadness and be filled with gratitude. 

 Fast from anger and be filled with patience. 

 Fast from pessimism and be filled with hope. 

 Fast from worries and trust in God. 

 Fast from complaints and contemplate simplicity. 

 Fast from pressures and be prayerful. 

 Fast from bitterness and fill your heart with joy. 

 Fast from selfishness and be compassionate to others. 

 Fast from grudges and be reconciled. 

 Fast from words and be silent so you can listen. 

Sent in by Jenny Wright 
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2019 CHRISTIAN AID WEEK: ‘ALL MUMS SHOULD LIVE’ 

 Sierra Leone is the world’s most dangerous place to 
become a mum. Every day ten women die from giving 
birth. In Sawula district, the community struggles with a 
clinic which has no electricity and only two delivery beds.  

Tenneh’s story: Tenneh plays with her precious 
baby Ansumana and beams with joy. But Tenneh 
has loved and lost another baby before. When 
her labour started during her first pregnancy, 
there was no health centre in the village. Her 
mum took her to a traditional birth attendant.  
For the two days of her labour, Tenneh was in 
agony, bleeding heavily and unconscious With very little medical training, the 
birth attendant was way out of her depth. In the days and months after her 
labour, Tenneh was very weak and her baby wouldn’t breastfeed. Tragically, he 
died when he was three months old. 

New hope: Christian Aid’s partner, RADA (Rehabilitation and Development 
Agency) has been working locally to help vulnerable women access health 
care, improve hygiene with simple interventions like handwashing and, with 
your support, build a bigger, better health care centre. Thankfully, when 
Tenneh was pregnant a second time, things had changed for good. This time, 
she had nurse Judith by her side. With her expert love and care, Judith helped 
Tenneh deliver her baby safely.  

A health centre for all:  Currently, operations, deliveries and baby check-ups 
all happen in one single room with only two delivery beds. Nurse Judith works 
around the clock to meet the needs of mums and young children who come to 
the clinic. But the need is great, and sometimes she’s forced to send people 
away. With your support today, we could work alongside Judith’s community 
to build a bigger, better health centre to help more mums like Tenneh give 
birth safely.   

This Christian Aid Week, 12-18 May, our local churches will be                   
holding Soup and Sweet lunches in Castle Douglas Church Hall on              
Fri 17th and Sat 18th May with sales tables for books, bric-a-brac,  

plants and home produce.  

Lorna McDonald  
Secretary  

Castle Douglas and Area Christian Aid Group 

Photo credit: Christian Aid/Tom Pilston 
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This was sent in by Alan Rumble, seen on Facebook,  
two days after the recent shootings in Christchurch, New Zealand  

 
 

Love 
 

God’s love is infinite, those loved by God are infinite, 
God’s love is not restricted to those we can see, those we can name. 

God’s love is not restricted by colour, class, creed, gender, or any other thing. 
We arose on Friday morning to the news of an individual screaming hate             

not love. 

We arose to news of people at prayer being fired at.  
We arose to news of lives lost, bodies damaged, a community and a country in 

shock. 
We arose to discover that someone had turned their back on love and 

decided to promote hate. But God’s love is bigger. 
Last week also saw the 23rd anniversary of the Dunblane shootings. 

78 years ago last week the Clydebank Blitz took place. 

What happened on Friday was not new, it is part of a long history of people 
turning their backs on God’s message of peace and love. 

Oscar Romero, who was assassinated on the 24th of March in 1980 as he 
celebrated the Eucharist in the chapel of the Hospital of Divine Providence, San 

Salvador, said: “Let us not tire of preaching love; it is the force that will 
overcome the world. Let us not tire of preaching love. Though we see the 

waves of violence succeed in drowning the fire of Christian love, love must win 
out; it is the only thing that can.” 

Time and time again people act in ways that deny God is love,  
deny the all encompassing nature of God’s love. 

But denying something doesn’t change the truth of it. 
Despite what happened in Clydebank, despite what happened in San Salvador, 
despite what happened in Dunblane, despite what happened in Christchurch, 

God is still love. 
God’s love still shines, powerfully, into the world, even the areas where hate 

tries to win. 
People may try and deny love, people may try to redefine love, 
people may even try and decide who God will and will not love. 

But God’s love does, and always will, endure despite what people  
may try and do. 

For God is love and nothing anyone can ever do will change that. 
There is room for all under the everlasting wings. 
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Traidcraft News 

Mary van Zwanenburg recently sent the profit 
from Traidcraft sales in local outlets in 2018 to 

Traidcraft Exchange. Despite Traidcraft recently 
scaling back their enterprise, by continuing to sell 
Traidcraft goods at St Ninian’s, we are still able to 

make a difference where it matters most! 

 Below is an extract from a letter Mary received, 
thanking her for money she had sent.  

 ‘Traidcraft Exchange is the partner charity of 
Traidcraft, bringing people together to fight 
injustice in trade, and it is their mission to use the 
power of trade to create lasting solutions to poverty. 

 ‘How your donations are helping: “Our team has been working alongside 
the twelve most affected producer groups, helping them to formulate new 
plans for a future without sales to Traidcraft plc. We’ve been offering 
individually tailored support to each group, building on our years of expertise 
working with farmers and artisans across some of the world’s poorest 
communities.  

 “This work is a little out of the ordinary for us – the producer groups 
affected by Traidcraft plc’s downsizing are larger-scale fair trade businesses. 
However, the majority of the people Traidcraft Exchange supports through our 
development projects may never be in a position to export overseas, but 
struggle to make a basic living.  

 “It’s not just producer groups your donations are supporting. Thanks to 
you, we are continuing the life-changing work we do with some of the world’s 
most vulnerable people – from those exploited in bonded labour in India, to 
disabled people working in rural Tanzania, to women scraping a living from 
gathering fruit in West Africa.  

 “In the changing political and economic landscape, we know the next few 
years will continue to be uncertain and challenging. We also know that around 
the world, many very poor people face far greater challenges every day as they 
continue to be excluded or exploited by trade in ways they cannot control.” 

In addition to helping the poorest to make a living, they also help people to 
make their work environmentally friendly, in order to protect the earth’s 

resources for future generations. 



15 

A Report on the 21st Theological Reflection Meeting held in dalbeattie  
 

“Playing God? How Far Should Technology Go?” 

 The speaker was Dr Murdo Macdonald, Policy Officer for the Society, 
Religion and Technology Project of the Church of Scotland. He took up the 
position of Policy Officer in March 2008. He trained as a molecular biologist, 
studying at Glasgow and St Andrews Universities. 
 Bishop Gordon Mursell introduced Dr Macdonald to the 40+ gathering 
that had come to hear the talk. Dr Macdonald’s talk was challenging and 
thought provoking with respect to how far we should use available technology 
to help solve so many of the challenges the world faces. There are always two 
sides to  be considered: 
 Genetic modification, for example, how far should we go? From Dolly the 

Sheep to a human being … 
 Changing the way we eat - the thought of a lab-grown burger made more 

than the vegetarians cringe. 
 Most technology is used ethically neutral but technology can be misused.   
Gill Sinclair asked the question, “Are human beings fit to have these powers?” 
 It is impossible to do justice to Dr Macdonald's presentation in this short 
account. For those of you who want to know more I suggest you visit the 
website of SRT www.srtp.org.uk. 
 Dr Macdonald closed by asking that we pray for the organisation. From 
their website I have copied the following: 
 

“SRT Project Week of Prayer 9 - 15 June 2019:  
Since the SRT Project was set up in 1970, it has covered topics from stem cells  
to synthetic biology,  from economics to environmental issues. It seeks to bring  
a Christian ethical understanding to (often controversial) issues of science and 
technology. We believe it’s important that the church engages in debate and 

seeks to influence society. 

 “Many of the issues the SRT Project wrestles are difficult, and wisdom and 
sensitivity are required in dealing with them. The support of God’s people in 
various ways, including upholding us in prayer, has a positive effect as we 
engage with these dilemmas. 
 “Prayer is vital to what we do as the people of God. The SRT project values 
your prayers for our work at any time, but we ask that you particularly 
remember us during the second week in June.  Please join us in praying that 
the SRT Project has a strong, positive and lasting influence on society in 
Scotland.” 

Muriel Palmer 
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Is God Calling You? 

The Challenge at the end of my Sermon at Matins on 27th January 2019,            
the context being Jesus in the Nazareth Synagogue: Luke 4:14-21 

Everything began in that small meeting room in Nazareth... this is how 
God frequently seems to work; he reveals who he is, not on the big stage but 
in small, humdrum places. And that in itself is surely fascinating news - the 
smallness and insignificance of the Nazareth synagogue was chosen as the 
venue for a message that continues to challenge and to change the world. 

Read the account in Luke and see what happened in that small 
synagogue in Nazareth – and stop to think, “What might God have in mind for 
our own small churches in Castle Douglas and Dalbeattie today?” It is worth 
thinking about. 

And now a challenge – I have been a Lay Reader for over 40 years. When 
I joined this congregation at St Ninian’s, I was delighted to find that I would not 
be on my own as I had been for most of my time as a Reader, but that there 
was a team of people to work with and be supported by. One of these has now 
retired and others are as fully committed as they wish to be. 

So the question is, “Who is going to take on our roles when we can no 
longer do them? Who amongst the congregation is prepared to respond to the 
challenge? Jesus was an ordinary member of the Synagogue. Where are the 
ordinary members of our congregation who could and should take on a new 
role? The Scottish Episcopal Church has a shortage of Worship Leaders, 
Readers, Deacons and Priests. Is God calling you? - Will you respond?” 

Alan Rumble 

The meeting of the Electoral Synod of the Diocese of Glasgow and Galloway 
on 16th March 2019 was unable to achieve a majority vote for a new Bishop 

to succeed the Rt Rev Dr Gregor Duncan who retired in October 2018. 

The Electoral Synod comprises clergy within the Diocese and Lay 
Representatives from each congregation across the Diocese and is chaired by 
the Primus of the Scottish Episcopal Church, The Most Rev Mark Strange who 
said, “Today, following a lengthy process of discernment, interview and ballot, 

the Electoral Synod of the Diocese of Glasgow and Galloway felt unable to  
elect a bishop from the names presented to them. I will issue a fresh mandate 

in the next few days and the process will begin again. Please pray for those  
who offered themselves and for those still charged with finding the next  

Bishop of Glasgow and Galloway.” 
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I believe in the sun, even when it is not shining; 
and I believe in love, even when there's no one there; 

and I believe in God, even when he is silent.” 
 

(Anonymous, World War II)   
Quoted in ‘New Daylight’ Bible Reading Notes, November 2018 

 

Sent in by Alan Rumble 

 
FROM THE REGISTERS  

There have been no Weddings, Baptisms or Funerals at either Church 
since November 

 

The Book … Muriel Palmer  
 I must apologise for the repeated delays in 
completing this project; the target publication date 
is now mid-May/mid–June. I will keep you updated 
via the pew sheet - perhaps the next magazine will 
include an account of the book launch! 

 This book has been a long time in the making as so many events have got 
in the way of its completion.  I had hoped that the book would be ready at the 
end of 2018 but this was not to be.  It has grown to include the Second Boer 
War and WW2 memories, and it so happens that during 2019 there will be 
significant anniversaries for these three Wars: 

 As well as personal accounts from friends in the Stewartry and 
Wigtownshire, I have included and updated the memories written by the late 
Leslie Scarborough in 2000 of the men commemorated on the St Ninian’s War 
Memorial. 
 All profits from the sale of the book are to be donated to Erskine 
(SC006609).  Erskine provides unrivalled support to veterans in Scotland 
( www.erskine.org.uk )                    

26th June 
 100th anniversary of the end of World War One 

3rd September 
 80th anniversary of the start of World War Two 

11th October 
 120th anniversary of the start of the Second Boer War 
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Thelma Gemmell describes her experiences as an evacuee during WWII 

 I was 12 years old when war broke out and orders went out 
that all children up to a certain age and living in a built-up area 
were to be evacuated immediately. So, as I lived close to Croydon 
Airport, that included me. 

 Next morning, with my gas mask on my shoulder and a label 
tied to my coat lapel with my name and address written on it in 
case I got mislaid, I arrived at East Croydon railway station, which 
was crowded with children, toddlers and babes in arms, small 
boys rushing up and down the platform pretending to be fighter 
planes, and harassed teachers trying to bring order out of chaos. 

 Finally we were put on a train and told we were going to Brighton, about 
50 miles away. Once there, we were ushered into a large room where quite a 
number of people were assembled and the ‘pick and choose’ began. I was 
selected after a while, along with a younger girl, by a lady in twinset and pearls. 
We were led outside to where her son was waiting in his little sports car, and 
we had to sit on the folded roof for the short journey to a modern flat, where 
we were duly settled in. This was the time of the “phoney” war and, after a 
while, people – especially those with young babies – drifted back home. 

 I can’t remember the name of our lady, but it was a double-barrelled 
name, something like Featherstone-Haugh. Mrs F H served on several 
committees and, just a few days before Christmas when it had turned very cold, 
she had a meeting to attend. We were left in the kitchen with a small paraffin 
heater and a tin of sardines for lunch. Just before lunch, the doorbell rang. On 
answering it, I was surprised to see my mother standing there; she had 
apparently written to say that she would be fetching me home for Christmas 
but I had not received her letter. 

 Now, my mother was a very formidable lady. She took in the situation at 
one glance. She demanded a chair to be brought and there she sat in her long 
black coat, big hat secured with two enormous hat pins, and clutching a 
gentleman’s large umbrella. 

 Mrs F H returned, calling out to us “gels” as she came up the passage, saw 
my mother and stopped in her tracks. My mother fixed her with an icy stare 
and proceeded to tell her that her daughter had meat and two veg for her 
dinner, and no way would she be left in a room with “that thing” (pointing at 
the paraffin heater with her brolly). I was commanded to get my case and we 
swept from the room (or, rather, my mother swept and I followed meekly) 
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leaving Mrs F H speechless and the other evacuee cowering in a corner of the 
room. Needless to say, I did not return there. 

 After a quiet spell, two German bombers followed our RAF planes and 
dropped bombs on Croydon Airport. It was decided to send me away again, 
this time to my father’s sister and her husband in Epsom (nearer to Croydon 
than Brighton). However, my mother – as usual – fell out with Uncle George  
so back I came. My father, who had served in WWI where he had been badly 
wounded, was now an engine driver working on night shift and walking to his 
depot through the raids. He had a nervous breakdown and was advised to get 
away for a spell. We all went to Rusper, a lovely village in Sussex, to a cottage 
with a thatched roof owned by my father’s cousin. I settled in quite happily, 
with plenty of cousins for company and I went to the local school. We shared  
a divided classroom with a teacher in each half, where there was always 
something more interesting going on in the other half! 

 My father, however, felt my education was suffering and that I should go 
and join my old school, which had recently moved to Wales. So I packed my 
case again and, with my father, travelled to Swansea, stayed there overnight 
and travelled on to Llandeilo in Carmarthenshire the next day. As I was late    
in joining my school, all the good places had been filled and finally the local 
mayor (who looked and sounded like Lloyd George) took over and I was 
billeted with a brother and sister, Mr and Miss Davies, who were well into 
their eighties, and who couldn’t speak a word of English. Fortunately, they had 
a “maid of all works” called Letty, who did speak English, but she was mainly in 
the kitchen, so our meals were eaten in silence. 

 On Sundays, I went to my church and, provided she went to Chapel, Letty 
was allowed to visit her parents in the next village. Mr and Miss Davies went 
to Chapel, followed by Bible Class, Sunday School and early Evening Service, 
getting back at about 7.00pm, the house having been firmly locked all day. 
Although she came from a large and poor family, Letty took me home with her 
on several occasions, and they gladly shared their rations with me, but I did 
spend one or two Sundays in the empty bandstand in the local park.  

 Fortunately, this did not last long, as the elder sister of a classmate 
returned to Croydon for further education and I was offered her place. What   
a difference! Mr and Mrs Daniels, or Uncle Philip and Auntie Ethel, as they 
liked to be called, were so friendly and cheerful and lived in a big detached 
house halfway up a hill overlooking the River Towy. They were very musical – 
Uncle Philip played the organ in the Parish Church – and they had a lovely 
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grand piano on which they played duets for us, having friendly arguments over 
who was to turn over the music sheet whilst continuing to play. I kept in touch 
with them and was able to take two of my children to visit them before they 
died. 

 When the war seemed to be going our way and the constant bombing 
ceased, the school decided to return to Croydon, so I packed my case for the 
last time and returned home just before the start of the V-1 flying bombs – but 
that’s another story!  

Thelma Gemmell 

A brief Précis of Me… by Diocesan Lay Reader Helen Evans 
 

  I am an Essex girl, born and raised on the edge of 
 London  by loving and supportive parents. 

  My spiritual journey began in my mid-teens when     
 I began going to a small Evangelical church. I spent a 
 few happy years there as a young Christian, and met   
 my future husband, before heading off to the wilds of 
 Wales for teacher training. 

My adult working life has been spent mostly with children and young 
people either in teaching or, less formally, in youth and children’s work – both 
Christian and secular. 

Malcolm and I have moved around quite a bit, living at different times in 
East Sussex, Lancashire, South Wales, North Wales and Merseyside before 
arriving here in Dumfries and Galloway last April. We have two wonderful sons 
both of whom are married with children of their own. Our older son, Kieron, 
lives in Lancaster with his wife, Sarah, and their two daughters, Bethany and 
Rhiannon. Our younger son, Owain, lives in Castle Douglas with his wife, Vicky, 
and their son, Joshua. I have the great joy of looking after him on Tuesdays 
now that his mum has returned to work. 

It was when we lived in South Wales that we moved into the Anglican 
church and it was whilst we were living in Merseyside that God called me into 
Reader ministry. I was licenced to St Peter’s, Maghull on a memorable day in 
September 2014 in Liverpool Anglican Cathedral, and served them as Reader 
until we left last year. St Peter’s was part of a team of four churches so I was 
also able to exercise my ministry in the other three churches. In the wider 
sphere I was part of the Diocesan Deaf Ministry team working with families 
who came to British Sign Language (BSL) Messy Church. 
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When I’m not being a Reader I enjoy being a reader – I read a lot, mainly 
fiction but occasionally I get serious and read some non-fiction. I’m also a 
craftswoman: I enjoy making things and experimenting with a range of different 
crafts – very useful for children’s work and Messy Church. I play the flute and 
have been part of music groups in the various churches we have attended over 
the years.  

Another interest is Family History so it was a delight to us to discover 
when we moved here last year that some of Malcolm’s ancestors are from the 
area. The Family History Centre in Dumfries has been very helpful in expanding 
what we had thought was a very Welsh family tree. My own family tree, 
however, remains determinedly Anglo-Saxon. 

We spent last summer visiting different churches in the area before 
deciding that God was guiding us to Christ Church to be our new spiritual home. 
We’re at the start of a new adventure finding the roles that God has for us here 
and looking forward to getting to know more about the people he has called us 
to be with. 

Helen Evans 

Gill Sinclair writes about Ram Lal 

 Ram Lal has been a part of my life for a very long time.     
He was in my father’s Sikh regiment on the North West 
Frontier and, on an occasion, my father saved his life when   
he was wounded in  a frontier incident and my father 
ordered up a stretcher team for him and stood guard with  
his own small group until he was safely out of range of the 
tribesmen’s fearful hand-made guns. 

 When, as a very young new Major, my father became fed up with 
peacetime soldiering and left the army, Ram Lal formed up to him and said, 
“You, Sahib, have given me my life; you are my father and my mother and 
where you go I will go to serve you, and when I grow too old my son shall  
serve you in my place.” 

 My father was horrified. “You are not a servant, Ram Lal, you are of the 
Warrior caste. Go back to the regiment. Would you cause such disgrace to fall 
upon you and your son? I go to Calcutta, but I shall not give you an address 
because what you purpose is not good.” 
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 A year later, my parents were living in a cheap quarter of the city – Rowland 
Road was not where Europeans lived – because my father’s job as an Exchange 
Broker had come to an end with the advent of fixed exchange on the money 
market. The door bell rang and Ram Lal appeared with a small bundle and a 
cotton sleeping mat under his arm. He was wearing his huge Rajput turban and 
smart Rajput jacket in khaki cotton cloth and, with his beard and formidable 
moustache, was patently not a man to be argued with. Dad gave in. From then 
on, Ram Lal rolled out his sleeping mat and slept outside my father’s dressing 
room every night. 

 Ram Lal soon dominated our small staff of servants. Ayah was terrified of 
him, the others in respectful awe. I was very small but was aware of his kindly 
but absolute rule. He would say, “This is not what my Sahib would wish his Baba
-log (Hindi for children) to do,” in such tones of icy disdain that I was reduced to 
silence or tears. This, of course, was a veiled threat that the Sahib might be told 
of my misdemeanour. 

 As our fortunes rose, so did the dominance of Ram Lal. When my family 
went on holiday, he oversaw everything in the house and garden. On my 
father’s rare “long leaves,” when another family tenanted the house in our 
absence, Ram Lal stayed to oversee and dominate the new set of servants! 

 Although he worshipped my father, the relationship between the two men 
was delightful and one of perfect trust. 

 When, eventually, my mother left the house to see my brother into his 
Cambridge College and buy a house for all of us in England, Dad moved into a 
flat in the city, which meant that Ram Lal had to find accommodation outside 
the flat. When my father asked anxiously whether he had succeeded, Ram Lal 
replied that he had, and that it was quite close. “How much is the rent?” Dad 
asked and received this classic answer, “It is five rupees a month,” said Ram Lal, 
“but I shall charge you ten, because it is so inconvenient!” 

Gill Sinclair 

Cards for the congregation: If you would like the congregation to sign a card 
for a special occasion or because someone is poorly, please speak to Liz Barrett 
so that she can bring a suitable one:  Tel 01556 612110. 

Healing Blankets: Wendy Mullen is now receiving the blankets and ensuring 
that there is a supply in church. Please speak to Wendy if you would like to 
make a blanket and she will advise. Tel 01556 505452.  
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Who’s Who at Christ Church 

Rector : The Revd Christopher Ketley 01556 505894 

Diocesan Lay Reader  Helen Evans 504007 

 

Pastoral Assistants 

 

: 
{Dr Keith Dennison 

{Edith Thorp 

630413 

610816 

Rector’s Warden} 

Health and Safety Co-ordinator} 
: Dr Keith Dennison 630413 

People’s Warden : George Sims 612069 

Hon Secretary : vacant   

Minute Secretary : Jane Greenwood 611144 

Rotas and Agenda Secretary   Edith Thorp 610816 

Hon Treasurer : Mark Parry  

Gift Aid/Freewill Offering Recorder : Llyn Glendinning 610676  

Lay Representative : Edith Thorp 610816  

Alternate Lay Representative : Dr Keith Dennison      630413 

Vestry Members : 
:
:
:
: 

The Rector (Chair) 

Rector’s Warden 

People’s Warden 

Lay Representative 

Alt Lay Representative 

505894 

630413 

612069 

610676 

611144 

Elected Vestry Members : 
:
: 
: 
: 

Alison Forrest 

Llyn Glendinning 

Jane Greenwood 

Matthew Pumphrey 

Helen Stephens 

630344 

610676 

611144 

630246 

610627 

Property Working Group : No appointments made   

Hon Musical Director and Organist : Maggie Kelt   

Bible Reading Fellowship : Dr Keith Dennison 630413 

Protection of Vulnerable Groups : Helen Stephens 610627 

Website Co-ordinator : Sue Thomas 612863 

Brass & Vestry Cleaning Group : Robin Charlton 630265 

Chat & Craft Group : Jane Greenwood 611144 

Church Flowers, Gardening 

& Readers Co-ordinator 
: Julie Dennison 630413 

Hard of Hearing Clinic Co-ordinator : Jenny Edkins 611740 
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 Who’s Who at St Ninian’s 

Rector : The Revd Christopher Ketley 01556 505894 

Diocesan Lay Readers 
: 
: 

{Helen Evans 
{Alan Rumble 

504007 
01644 420250 

Lay Worship Leader /  
Pastoral Assistant 

: Jenny Wright 01557 339081 

Methodist Associate : Revd Joy Margerison 505476 

Hon Secretary : Patrick Little 690507 

Hon Treasurer /  
Freewill Offerings Convenor  

: Fred Coulthard 502965 

Property Convenor  : Ian MacQuarrie 01557 820530  

Lay Representative : Jenny Wright 01557 339081 

Alternate Lay Representative : Ann Gault 01557 332381 

Vestry Members : 
: 
: 
: 
: 
: 

The Rector (Chair) 
Hon Treasurer  
Hon Secretary 
Property Convenor 
Lay Representative 
Alt Lay Representative 

 

Elected Vestry Members : 
: 
: 
: 
: 

Sue Beddows 
Stephanie Dewhurst 
Ann Gault 
Revd Joy Margerison 
David Stevens 

670286 
502736 

01557 332381 
505476 
503589 

Organ Scholar : Michael Little 690507 

Sanctuary Guild Convenor  : Val Davies 502750  

Co-ordinator for the  
Protection of Vulnerable Groups 

: Sheila MacKenzie 01644 420623 

MU Branch Leader : Sue Beddows 670286 

Administrator / Hall Bookings / 
Magazine & Website Editor 

: Stephanie Dewhurst 502736 

Magazine Distribution /                     
Traidcraft 

: John Dewhurst 502736 

Sunday School Leaders 
: 
: 

{Rosie MacQuarrie 
{Ann Gault 

01557 820530 
01557 332381 

Little Fishes : Roz Stevens 503589 


