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                                        CELEBRATING RESURRECTION 

                                                If only for this life we have hope in Christ, we are to                                                     

be pitied more than all men. ( 1 Corinthians 15: 19)  

The world is full of things we have no sense organ to perceive but only our soul. Proof of this 

is still needed, but it can come from a different dimension: - GOD.  Jesus’ Resurrection is that 

revelation of WHO our God is, HOW our God acts, and WHERE our God dwells. Isaiah 53:11 

says, - After the suffering of His soul, He will see the light of life and be satisfied. 

I still recall from my childhood a wonderful story I was told beside a lake by a long gone, 

family-friend minister who drew my attention to some larvae at the bottom of the pond. You 

see, – he said – those larvae are still discussing the question why some of them from time to 

time climb a water lily stem, going to the surface, and never return. So, they make a pact that 

the next one to go should return to tell his friends all about 

the secret. One of them soon felt an urge to climb out, and 

in a few moments was safe on top of a water-lily pad drying 

in the sun. Then a wonderful thing happened. He passed 

through a transformation of which he had never dreamed. 

He became a beautiful dragonfly, and soon was flying over 

the surface of the water with delicate wings, in the glorious 

sunshine. As he looked down he quickly realised how 

impossible is to penetrate the depths again and tell the 

larvae down in the mud how glorious life is above.  

Resurrection is that unimaginable transformation that proves three things.     

1. LIFE IS STRONGER THAN DEATH. If Jesus had died never to rise again, it would have 

proved that death could take the loveliest and best life that ever lived and finally break it. 

But Christ has been raised from the dead, the first-fruits of those who have fallen 

asleep… and LIVES FOREVER (1 Corinthians 15:20).   

2. GOOD IS STRONGER THAN EVIL. Across human history the forces of evil keep on 

killing and destroying lives and goods but despite of all these dark forces humans have 

the capabilities to create, rebuild and finally find eternal life.    

3.  TRUTH IS STRONGER THAN FALSEHOOD. Against all the falsehood said and done 

in our world, Resurrection is the final guarantee of the indestructability of God’s TRUTH. 

Somebody once said,- Take away the Resurrection, and you destroy both the 

foundation and fabric of human life and Christian Faith. 

 

Christ is risen, He is risen indeed !   

 

Happy Easter to you all! 

 

Sandor, your Minister.                                                         

                                                                                                                     

 



 4 

SESSION CLERK’S REPORT 

Kirk Session plans to have six meetings each year.  In the first 3 months of this year, we 

have already had two formal meetings held on Thursday evenings via Zoom.  We have also 

had a number of informal meetings after morning worship. 

A “standing item” on the agenda for our formal meetings has over the last 2 years been 

“Review of Arrangements for Church Services and Funerals”.  During that period, we have 

received regular communications from the Scottish Government and the Church of 

Scotland concerning Covid regulations and guidelines. 

Throughout this pandemic our first and most important priority has – and always will be – 

the health and safety of all those who enter the church buildings.  We have had to make 

difficult decisions regarding what services could be held in the church with a risk 

assessment having to be carried out before any decision was agreed by Session.  

Arrangements had also to be made to ensure the church was fully sanitised before any 

service could take place. 

The most difficult decisions taken have been the cancellation of evening worship and, at 

times, the holding of funeral services in the church.  Both these decisions were only taken 

after considerable discussion of the risks involved. 

While Covid is still with us, and regrettably the number of cases continuing to rise, we are 

gradually returning to a more normal situation. 

From the last week in March, the requirement to take names and contact details of those 

attending church was removed, allowing us to once more open the main doors to the 

church.  Apart from the convenience, this advertises to Portree that the church is still alive 

and open to all who seek the Lord. From the first week in April, Sunday evening worship 

has resumed. 

While the social distancing requirements have also been removed, we are encouraging 

worshippers to consider keeping a one metre distance from you neighbour.  There is plenty 

of room in the church, especially at evening worship, if you want to give yourself even more 

space.  Likewise, when the face-covering regulation is finally removed, I am sure that many 

like myself will want to continue wearing a covering until the Covid situation shows signs of 

waning. 

There is still a number of our congregation who have not returned to church since the first 

lockdown, and we hope that with our constant review of all arrangements and the 

continuing procedures for the sanitising of the church before services more people will be 

encouraged to return to church. 

Why not consider attending the evening service at 6.00 pm on Sundays.  Fewer people 

attend this service and there is more space for people to spread out. 

We have all missed you and would love to see you back with us ! 

God bless you all 

Bill 
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TREASURER’S REPORT 

The first meeting this year of the Congregational Board considered the finances of the 

church for the last three months of 2021.  The second meeting considered the Annual 

Accounts for the whole of that year. 

In any report I give at these meetings, or write in these magazine reports,  I normally include 

comparisons between the figures for the previous two years.  

Then along came Covid !  For the period covering 2020 and 2021, neither of these years 

saw the church operating for 12 months  Taking into account the lockdown periods,  2020 

operated for only 6 months and 2021 for 9 months.  

I trust that you will understand how no meaningful comparisons can be made between 

years 

There were obvious implications for the finances of the church.  Income was down due the 

number of Sunday services which did not take place.  The closure of the Church Hall to 

those local groups who hired it for various activities resulted in a loss of over £8,000 over 

the last two years.  During this same period most of our normal expenditure still had to be 

met. 

The simplest way of describing the state of the church finances is to compare Income and 

Expenditure within any year.  In 2020 our expenditure was £11,000 greater than our 

income.  For 2021 our expenditure was £1,500 less than our income.  This meant that over 

the two-year period we had to use £9,500 of our reserves to meet our commitments. 

It was only with so many of the congregation continuing to give their offerings to the church 

through their bank that we were able to minimise the losses to our income. 

Our church buildings are in very good condition but, being old, require regular maintenance 

and essential repairs.  We have had several projects that have had to be postponed due to 

the fall in income.  

With more people returning to church there has been a noticeable increase in the Sunday 

offerings which will help offset the increases in electricity costs and council tax.  Our main 

energy cost is for the LPG used for heating.  It was very fortuitous that last June we signed 

a three-year agreement with Calor Gas which capped any increase to a very small number 

of pence per litre.  With energy costs as they are at present our last bill for £2,000 could well 

have been over £4,000.  

2022 has started well and we hope that there will be no 

further disruptions to our pattern of services. 

We thank you for your continuing support of your church. 

 

Bill 
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EASTER JOY 

 

Jesus came to earth, 

To show us how to live, 

How to put others first, 

How to love and how to give. 

 

Then He set about his work, 

That GOD sent Him to do; 

He took our punishment on Himself; 

He made us clean and new. 

 

He could have saved Himself, 

Calling angels from above, 

But He chose to pay our price for sin; 

He paid it out of love. 

 

Our Lord died on Good Friday, 

But the cross did not destroy, 

His resurrection on Easter morn 

That fills our heart with joy. 

 

Now we know our earthly death,  

Like his is just a rest. 

We’ll be forever with Him 

In heaven, where life is best. 

 

So we live our lives for Jesus, 

Think of Him in all we do. 

Thank you Saviour; Thank you Lord. 

Help us love like you 

 

Joanna Fuchs 
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"A Prayer" 

 

"Let me do my work each day; 

and if the darkened hours of despair overcome me, 

may I not forget the strength 

that comforted me in the desolation of other times. 

 

May I still remember the bright hours that found me walking 

over the silent hills of my childhood,  

or dreaming on the margin of a quiet river, 

when a light glowed within me, 

and I promised my early God to have courage amid the 

tempests of the changing years. 

 

Spare me from bitterness and from the sharp passions of unguarded moments. 

May I not forget that poverty and riches are of the spirit. 

Though the world knows me not, may my thoughts and actions 

be such as shall keep me friendly with myself. 

 

Lift up my eyes from the earth,  

and let me not forget the uses of the stars. 

Forbid that I should judge others lest I condemn myself. 

Let me not follow the clamour of the world,  

but walk calmly in my path. 

 

Give me a few friends who will love me for what I am;  

and keep ever burning before my vagrant steps the kindly light of hope. 

And though age and infirmity overtake me,  

and I come not within sight of the castle of my dreams, 

teach me still to be thankful for life,  

and for time's olden memories that are good and sweet;  

and may the evening's twilight find me gentle still." 

 

- Max Ehrmann 

 

Submitted by D McEwan 
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LOVE IS THE ANSWER 

A PSALM OF PRAISE 

 

OH LORD HOW GREAT YOUR WAYS ARE 

HIGHER THAN ALL AND FRIEND TO THE OUTCAST  

WE WHO ARE LOST IN THE WILDERNESS CALL OUT ON YOUR NAME  

TO OUR CALL THE GREAT EAGLE SHALL ANSWER 

HE SHALL ENCIRCLE AND GUIDE US 

WE SHALL BE CARRIED ON HIS WINGS OF RIGHTEOUSNESS 

 

WHO AM I LORD THAT I SHOULD KNOW YOU? 

I HAVE FALLEN FAR FROM GRACE AND SINNED BEFORE YOU 

YET YOU LORD DO NOT ABANDON THOSE WHO SEEK YOU 

AS A MAN ADRIFT IN A STORM I CALL OUT ON YOUR NAME  

THE WINDS OF LIFE SHALL NOT MOVE ME FOR I SEEK YOU DAY AND NIGHT 

 

KING OF KINGS LORD OF LORDS I PRAISE YOU 

HE WHO MADE ALL THAT IS AND IS TO BECOME 

I CAME FORTH FROM DUST AND TO DUST I SHALL RETURN 

BUT THROUGH YOU LORD I SHALL LIVE AGAIN 

ETERNAL LIFE FREELY GIVEN TO THOSE WHO SEEK YOU 

 

HEAR ME LORD FATHER IN HEAVEN HEAR ME 

AS MY LIFE WAS SEEPING AWAY I CALLED ON YOU 

YOU HEARD MY CRY FOR HELP AND ANSWERED 

AS AN EAGLE PROTECTS ITS YOUNG YOU GUIDED ME  

YOU ENCIRCLED ME AND SHOWED ME THE PATH TO SALVATION 

KING OF KINGS AND LORD OF LORDS HEAR MY SONG OF PRAISE 

 

YOUR LIGHT SITS ON THE HIGHEST MOUNTAIN  

WE WHO WALK IN THE DARK SEEK YOUR LIGHT LORD 

LIGHT THAT CORRECTS, GUIDES AND RESTORES 

THE LIGHT OF LIFE FREELY GIVEN  

BY THE KING OF KINGS AND LORD OF LORDS  
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HOW GREAT YOUR WAYS ARE LORD 

IN YOU THE ETERNAL POWER OF LOVE IS MANIFEST FULLY 

WHAT IS THE ANSWER LORD TO THIS FALLEN WORLD 

WHERE CAN MY SOUL FIND REST  

FOR IN THIS WORLD THEY PLOT AND SCHEME BUT YOUR WAYS ARE HIGHER 

YOU TEST THE HEARTS OF THE SONS AND DAUGHTERS OF MEN 

 

ALL WHO LOVE ARE OF GOD FOR GOD IS LOVE 

AND TO THIS LORD I PROCLAIM THE ANSWER 

THERE IS NO POWER GREATER THAN LOVE 

IT PROTECTS, SUSTAINS, FORGIVES, HOPES 

LORD YOUR LOVE NEVER FAILS 

LORD YOUR LOVE IS THE ANSWER 

 

Written by Hugh Campbell 

Follower of the Lord Jesus Christ 
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JOSEPH THE CARPENTER, GRACIOUS DESCENDANT OF KING DAVID 

Most people know that Joseph was the father of the most famous man who ever lived, but 

beyond that, we know very little about him. The Gospels name him as the ‘father’ of Jesus, 

while also asserting that the child was born of a virgin. Even if he wasn’t what we call the 

‘biological’ father, it was important to them that he was a distant descendant of the great 

King David - a necessary qualification for the Messiah.  

 

It’s obvious that Joseph (usually described as a ‘carpenter’) was not wealthy, because he 

was allowed to offer the poor man’s sacrifice of two pigeons or turtle doves at the 

presentation of his infant son. No one expected eloquence or wisdom from this man’s son. 

Jesus was born into an unremarkable family, with a doubtless hard-working artisan as His 

father. There would have been few luxuries in that little home at Nazareth. 

 

Matthew begins his birth narrative with the bald statement that Mary was engaged to Joseph, 

but before they lived together, she became pregnant ‘with child from the Holy Spirit’. Joseph 

was not apparently privy to the divine intervention in her life, and so drew the obvious 

conclusion: it was another man’s child. However, he was not the sort of man who wished to 

disgrace her publicly, so he resolved to ‘dismiss her quietly’ - end their engagement without 

fuss, we might say.  

 

However, at that point Joseph had a dream in which he was told by ‘an angel of the Lord’ not 

to hesitate to take Mary as his wife, because the child conceived in her was ‘from the Holy 

Spirit’, and that the baby was to be named ‘Jesus’ (‘saviour’) because He will ‘save His 

people from their sins’. On waking, Joseph did as he had been instructed and took Mary as 

his wife. 

 

So far as Joseph himself is concerned, we can be pretty sure of a few things. In human, 

legal terms he was the father of Jesus, he was a carpenter and he had probably died before 

Jesus began his public ministry. The little we are told suggests a devout, decent and 

sensitive man, one who shared Mary’s anxiety when the 12-year-old Jesus went missing in 

Jerusalem, and who presumably taught his son the trade of a carpenter.  

 

Joseph has become an icon of the working man - there are many churches nowadays 

dedicated to ‘Joseph the Worker.’ He can stand in the calendar of saints for the ’ordinary’ 

person, a straight-forward craftsman who never expected or chose to be in the spotlight of 

history. He did what he could, and he was obedient to everything that he believed God 

required of him. To do the ‘ordinary’ thing well, to be kind, caring and open to guidance: 

these are great gifts, and Joseph seems to have had them in abundance. 
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THE STORY OF THE YELLOW RIBBONS 

Dr Herbert McGonigle, former Senior Lecturer in Historical Theology & Church History, Nazarene Theological 

College, Manchester, continues his series of true-life stories. 

We are loved with everlasting love! One of the greatest and most comforting doctrines taught 

in the Bible is the love of God for His people. In the Law and in the Prophets; in the poetical 

and historical books; in Gospels and Letters – all agree to tell us what God said to His people 

through Jeremiah. “I have loved you with an everlasting love” (Jeremiah 31:3).   

It was that love that moved the Father to send His Son into the world (John 3:16). Paul writes 

glowingly of “that great love with which He loved us” (Ephesians 2:4). John emphasises the 

same great truth in a magnificent creed of just three words: ‘God is love’ (1 John 4:8). Quite 

simply there is nothing in all creation more reassuring, more comforting, more encouraging, 

more uplifting than to know that God loves us. And we can go further and put it in personal 

terms as Paul did. ‘He loved me and gave Himself for me’ (Galatians 2:21). 

How can we illustrate the illimitable love of God? One such illustration was told by the Rev 

John Wilbur Chapman of Indiana, an ordained Presbyterian minister who in 1893 went into 

full-time evangelistic ministry.  

One evening Chapman was travelling by train in a rural part of Kansas. The other passenger 

in the carriage was a young man who kept glancing out the window and then covering his 

face with his hands. Chapman asked if he could help.   

The young man confessed that many years before he had run away from home and ‘sown 

his wild oats.’ He had not written to his parents at all, until a few weeks before, telling them 

that he would be travelling on this train. At a certain point it passed very close to his home. In 

the letter he had begged his parents’ forgiveness and asked if they wanted him to come 

home. If so, they were to tie a yellow ribbon on the old apple tree that grew right beside the 

railway lines.  

“Sir,” he said to Chapman, “the train will soon pass my home but I’m afraid to look. If there’s 

a yellow ribbon on the tree, I’ll get off at the next station and go home. If there’s no ribbon, I’ll 

just travel on. But I’m too afraid to look out for the tree.” So Chapman offered to look for him.  

“You can open your eyes now,’ he said a few minutes later. 

The returning prodigal looked at Chapman with tears and 

quivering lips. ‘All is well,’ said the evangelist. ‘There is a 

yellow ribbon on the apple tree. In fact, there’s far more than 

one. Every branch is hanging with yellow ribbons, scores and 

scores of them. Your parents love you that much, they want 

you to come home.” 

If parents can love their wayward children like that, how much greater is the love of God!  

Truly, we are loved with everlasting love. 
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WHY THE CROSS? 

 

The cross is a picture of violence, yet the key to peace; 

a picture of suffering, yet the key to healing; 

a picture of death, yet the key to life; 

a picture of utter weakness, yet the key to power; 

a picture of capital punishment, yet the key to mercy and forgiveness; 

a picture of vicious hatred, yet the key to love; 

a picture of supreme shame, yet the Christian’s supreme boast. 

 

The cross really is the key to everything! Although a horrifying instrument of torture and 

death, it is also a symbol of love and peace. On the cross Jesus died to deal with the 

problem of our sin and defeat the powers of death and evil. He identified with our sufferings 

and set us an example of self-sacrificial love. 

 

As Peter writes, ‘He Himself bore our sins in His body on the tree, so that we might die to 

sins and live for righteousness; by His wounds you have been healed … Christ died for sins 

once for all, the righteous for the unrighteous, to bring you to God’       (1 Peter 2:24, 3:18). 

Jesus died in our place on the cross and took away our guilt, to pay the full penalty for our 

sin. Access to God’s presence is now open to all, symbolised by the Temple curtain being 

torn in two from top to bottom. The barrier between us and God was torn down in order ‘to 

bring us to God’.  

 

Jesus is the bridge providing access between us and God. ‘If Jesus Christ is to be our 

Saviour, then He must be able to place a hand upon a pardoning God and another hand on 

a penitent sinner and draw them together in an act of reconciliation’ (Bishop Handley Moule). 
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Unless the LORD builds a house, the work of the builders is wasted. Unless the LORD pro-

tects a city, guarding it with sentries will do no good.  Psalm 127:1 

“Imagine yourself as a living house. God comes in to rebuild that house. At first, perhaps, 

you can understand what He is doing. He is getting the drains right and stopping the leaks in 

the roof and so on; you knew that those jobs needed doing and so you are not surprised. 

But presently He starts knocking the house about in a way that hurts abominably and does 

not seem to make any sense. What on earth is He up to? The explanation is that He is 

building quite a different house from the one you thought of – throwing out a new wing here, 

putting on an extra floor there, running up towers, making courtyards. You thought you were 

being made into a decent little cottage: but He is building a palace. He intends to come and 

live in it Himself.”    

CS Lewis 

 

Submitted by Donna McEwan 

SPRING  

An acrostic poem 

(Taking each letter of the title word to start the next line of the verse)                                      

 

Spring has arrived with armfuls of blossom, 

Petals of every colour and hue, 

Rain and sun caressing the earth               

Inspiring spring bulbs to come into view               

Now is the time of new beginnings                

Giving us pleasure all season through. 

 

Selah 

 

All this beauty God bestows                              

Upon the earth for us to share 

So let us treasure such delights 

And tread this world with love and care. 

 

By Megan Carter 
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THE SAFARI CONTINUES – Part 6              Katie Ann MacKinnon 
 
When I first arrived in Kenya, I worked at Kijabe Hospital.  It was run by Dr Bill Barnet.  He 
was the sort of doctor that you read about in books but did not believe existed in real life.  He 
was the only doctor in that busy hospital.  He was absolutely excellent at every single 
discipline.  He was also a wonderful counsellor.  He was the doctor who cared for the 
missionaries as well as all the African people who came to the hospital.  He was well loved by 
everyone.  
 
I was fascinated by plastic surgery.  I would never pass up an opportunity to watch his 
amazing skill.  He repaired people's faces leaving the neatest imaginable scar which normally 
faded altogether after a short period of time. 
He also left the least possible scars when he performed ordinary surgery. 
 
One night a man came into the hospital with dreadful lacerations from knees to ankles on both 
his legs.  His arms were only slightly better.  As for his chest I could only imagine it 
resembling a ploughed field when all these lacerations were repaired.  Doctor Bill went home 
for something to eat because it was going to be a long night and he had already been working 
since early morning.  Someone brought me a sandwich which I had to eat quickly because I 
had to get the man ready for theatre and scrub up to help Dr Bill.  His wife, Laura, was coming 
down to anaesthetise the patient.  
Dr Bill decided to teach me how to suture so that the man would not be under anaesthesia for 
too long.  Fortunately, it turned out that I had a knack for it so that after a few false starts I got 
the hang of it.  Doctor Bill did all the complicated bits, and I did the legs.  When we had all his 
lacerations sutured my “tutor” was pleased with my effort.  
 
Next day when the man woke up, he could not bring himself to tell us what had happened to 
him.  He stopped speaking to Dr Bill which was very strange.   When his relatives came in, 
they were not shy about telling us what had happened.  Our patient had gone on a three-day 
drinking bender and had accepted a lift in a lorry in order to get home.  He either fell, or was 
pushed off, the back of the lorry among some thorny bushes. Rocks came into the story 
somewhere as well. 
 
He was raging with Dr Bill because after all his injuries Dr Bill had repaired him so thoroughly 
that he was left with no proper scarring to prove to everyone how brave he had been despite 
his suffering!!! 
 
Another day a missionary lady was admitted with an ulcer on her leg which continued to 
deepen despite our best efforts.  The bone was visible.  It was the first time I had ever seen 
Dr. Bill stumped. 
 
An old Maasai lady, who was a native “healer” came in to visit our man with the sutured 
“everything.”  Dr Bill took her to the missionary lady’s bed and showed her the ulcer and 
asked her if she had any idea what could have caused such a mess.  Yes indeed, after one 
look she said, “this lady’s leg was scratched by a thorn that had snake venom on it and that is 
why the ulcer has become so deep.”  
Dr. Bill thanked her, and I learned a valuable lesson, never be too proud to ask advice from 
the native “healers” because they have seen most ulcers and skin things before, and often 
knew what had caused the damage and how to heal it. 
I want to make it clear that there is a difference between native healers and witch doctors.  
The former does not put curses on people or make them pay a lot of money or an animal for 
their services.  They use natural herbal   
“medicines” and do not cut people in order to let demons escape from their bodies.  They 
were truly respected by the community and also by very long time serving missionary doctors 
and nurses.  I was learning a lot. 
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As far as this ulcer was concerned, we were to get a ripe pawpaw, cut a sizeable piece of it, 
including the skin, and bandage the flesh of the pawpaw on to the ulcer (the skin of the pawpaw 
would hold the flesh of it together).  It was to be changed once or twice per day until all the 
infection was cleared and then just let it heal naturally.  Our lady was correct on all counts.  The 
patient remembered having been scratched by a thorn, which had happened to her frequently 
before, and it had always healed with ointment containing a little antibiotic.  It was confusing that 
nothing was healing this particular ulcer, now we knew why and what to do about it. 
I used pawpaw often after that, to heal stubborn infections of the skin. 
 
Just under a year later I was assigned to a rural hospital (Litein) about two hundred miles from 
Kijabe.  It had fifty beds which included a maternity unit.  I described this in the book Love Breaks 
Through and will not repeat that here, except to say that I totally loved being in Litein.  It was my 
absolute favourite place working among my favourite people group. It was such a privilege to be 
among a kind welcoming people. They made me feel part of themselves more or less 
immediately.  I have described my adventures there in the book mentioned above.   
 
It was just as well that I had learned how to suture and how to heal stubborn wounds, because I 
had plenty of practice working among a people group who had the distressing habit of biting each 
other when ordinary conversation degenerated into a drunken brawl. 
 
These skirmishes took place at the weekends and were a source of entertainment to rural people 
who had nothing else to distract them.  There was nothing entertaining about it to the sufferers, 
and I was on their side. 
 
People would come in with horrible bite marks on their faces.  One time a lady came to me during 
the night with a neat round chunk of her cheek in her hand.  Dr Bill was two hundred miles away 
so I had to do the best I could by myself.  After washing the piece in normal saline, I offered my 
hands to the Lord for His use in repairing the young lady’s face.  I prayed fervently throughout the 
procedure.  It was so comforting to talk to the Lord when I had to do difficult things.  Thankfully, it 
all went well.  I kept her overnight, put her on an antibiotic and had her come up to the hospital 
every day so that I could check that her face had healed well.  The graft stayed in place, and 
everything grew back to where it was supposed to be.  Frequently it was ear lobes that had been 
bitten off and had to be repaired.  Various other parts of the anatomy were affected now and 
then. 
Normally a difference of opinion under the influence of alcohol, finished up with a fight of one 
degree or another.  
 
The one thing that I utterly detested was having to do anything in the dental line.  It made me feel 
sick.  African people have strong teeth, wonderful for chewing tough meat etc. but an absolute 
nightmare for anyone who had to extract them.  
On one occasion a lady arrived with her chin jutted forward at an 
unnatural angle.  I had her open her mouth only to discover that 
she had a dreadful abscess under one or two of her teeth with 
pus draining out into her mouth. She was in real agony and 
demanded that I remove the offending teeth immediately.  I 
explained that it would be dangerous to remove teeth while her 
gum was so infected.  I wanted her to stay in the hospital for three 
days on intramuscular antibiotics, then I would review the 
situation and if the infection had cleared up, I would remove the 
tooth.  “Teeth,” she corrected.  I sort of mumbled something that 
made no sense either to her or to me.  On the appointed day 
there was no further purulent discharge from her gum, her 
temperature was down to normal and her pain was now, at least tolerable.   With enormous 
difficulty I managed to give her a local injection into her gum and yank out one of her teeth.  I left 
her spitting into a bush while I rushed up to my house to be sick.  I returned to the scene once I 
was able to conduct myself.  Where on earth did you “go” demanded a most aggrieved lady?  
“Oh, I had to go up to my house for “something” was the cowardly reply.  Well, I need the next 
tooth to come out.  I had a craven desire to refuse but the tooth was rotting so there was nothing 
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for it but to “gird up my loins” so to speak and get on with it.  I was afraid that I might break it but 
no, it came out in one piece and again the previous scenario was repeated. 
 
 
 
I kept her in for another night just so that I could be sure that she had the antibiotic.   She went 
home with oral antibiotics, minus two teeth and her chin reduced to normal proportions. 
The next time I was in Scotland I bought a dental kit for doing emergency fillings of teeth.  I 
decided thereafter to take the patients to the Dental Unit at Kijabe Hospital (let them pull teeth 
and then vomit if they wanted to but I had far more interesting things to do). 
 
The adventures I had living in the rural areas were satisfying, scary and sad. 
One night one of the girls who was on night duty came up to my house to waken me because a 
man had come in with multiple lacerations on his head. I groggily clambered into some clothes 
and accompanied her the three-minute walk back down to the hospital.  I examined the man’s 
head and to my astonishment, “multiple lacerations” accurately described the state he was in. 
According to him, a drunk man had set about him with a plank of wood that had rusty nails in it. I 
had to shave his hair off around everywhere that I was going to stitch.  I gave him a tetanus 
injection as well as oral antibiotics, and a local anaesthetic.  I had picked up the needle holder to 
start stitching when I heard men’s voices in the waiting area.  My patient started shaking like a 
leaf. I assured him that it would not hurt much as I had rubbed plenty local anaesthetic over every 
hole which I intended stitching.  That apparently was the least of his problems.  One of the voices 
he was over-hearing was the man who had assaulted him.  I assured him that he was quite safe 
because I would tell the girl, who was sitting out there, not to tell the man, now waiting with two 
companions anything.  They would have to wait for me.  I was treating a patient and it would take 
a long time. 
The man replied vindictively I thought that they would wait.  Could the girl tell them who I was 
treating?  She said no sorry, but I had not explained anything to her. 
I stitched all the holes that needed to be stitched, told my patient that I would sort out the men 
outside and he should just keep totally quiet and try to sleep. I left the room and went to the 
waiting area and asked the men what they wanted.  They informed me that they had business 
with so-and-so and was he the person whom I had been treating?  I said “I’m sorry but we do not 
give any information about our patients, but in any case, the person whom I had been treating is 
now fast asleep due to the medicine and will probably not waken up for a long time.  They didn’t 
mind.  They would just sit and wait.  I took the girl outside and told her that under no 
circumstances was she to let the men move nor give them any information about the patient and 
that I would be back very soon.  I then crept up to my house and to   my car and drove down to 
the Police station and reported my story to two bored policemen. 
 
“Yes, yes madam but you see these people are forever fighting.  It is best just to ignore them.”  I 
did not agree at all and pulled a race card on them.  I noticed that they were from the Luo tribe 
and so was my patient.  The men who wanted to rearrange his features were from quite a 
different tribe.  When I pointed this out to them, they were galvanised into fast action.  Someone 
from their tribe was not going to be harmed on their watch.  They came back in my car, but I 
dropped them off out of sight of the hospital.  I explained to them that I did not want the three 
men to know that I was the one who had called the police because they would cause me a lot of 
trouble and I had no time to be bothered with their behaviour. 
The Police waited a good ten minutes which gave me time to get back to the hospital and be very 
busy doing something. 
They came clattering in and called “Sister do you have a patient here who has been assaulted?”  
I said yes but maybe the three men in the waiting area could be more of a help to them.  All three 
men said that they had business with him which was why they were waiting for him to wake up. 
“Really! Maybe we have more business with them than with him.”  Before the three men could 
collect their wits, they found themselves supporting well used battered old handcuffs and being 
forcibly jerked to their feet and accompanied outside by one policeman while the other one 
wakened up my patient and asked him what was going on.  He told his fellow Luo more than he 
told me.  The policeman came out of the treatment room with a smile on his face.  He told me 
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that the loud man in charge of the trio had found my patient in bed with his (the loud man’s) wife 
which irritated him to the point of beating him up.  
 
The policeman told me that he was going to keep the three in jail for the night. Would I be so kind 
as to take my patient down to the Police station and they would take care of him after that!!  
Whew! I was pleased to see the back of them all. After I dropped the man off at the Police station 
and reminded him to come back in about ten days to have his stitches removed, I went back 
home and to sleep for another hour before it was time to start the day again. 
 
About two weeks later this well-dressed man carrying a briefcase and an umbrella came to the 
hospital and said that he wanted to see me.  I could not understand why, as I had no memory of 
seeing him before.   Yes, indeed you have madam.  When I started contradicting him, he 
removed his very smart hat and bowed to me. I almost burst out laughing because what he was 
showing me was his beautiful thick black curly hair with a series of holes all stitched nicely every 
here and there all over his head.  I removed the stitches, the man replaced is smart hat on his 
healing head and after thanking me sincerely walked off with great dignity. 
 
Life, although busy, was frequently a bundle of laughs. 
 
 
 

 
Shoe Boxes Please 

 

Blythswood Care have sent £10,000 to Ukraine 
to support them at present and will be sending 
more money in the near future.  

 

Christmas boxes will still be needed for different 
places. 

 

I am looking for boxes to start covering in time for 
filling for Christmas, could you please give me 
any spare shoe boxes which you may have,    

 

Thanks 

 

Mairi Nicolson 
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EASTER IS A SYMBOL OF HOPE, RENEWAL AND NEW LIFE. 

 

Giving blood saves lives and contributes to the community 

 

Whilst clearing our Dad’s belongings we found his blood donor book and medal. He had do-

nated blood approximately 70 times. Donating/giving blood is something instilled in my sis-

ter and myself. 

 

Dad had the second rarest blood group, B negative. People with this blood type are 

thoughtful and empathic towards others. 

 

But only 3% of age eligible people donate blood yearly. 

 

Give blood and keep the world beating 

 

Kay MacKinnon 

 

 

 

 

 

For details of how to make a blood donation contact 

 

Inverness Blood Donor Centre 

Raigmore Hospital 

Inverness 

IV2 3UJ 

0345 90 90 999  

nss.snbtsenquiry@nhs.scot 
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I met a dragon face to Face 

The year when I was ten. 

I took a trip to outer space. 

I braved a pirate’s den. 

I wrestled with a wicked troll, 

And fought a great white shark. 

I trailed a rabbit down a hole, 

I hunted for a snark 

I stowed aboard a submarine. 

I opened magic doors, 

I travelled in a time machine 

And searched for dinosaurs. 

I climbed atop a giant's head, 

I found a pot of gold. 

I did all this in books I read 

When I was ten years old 

 

Jack Prelutsky 

 
Submitted by M Wake 
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GOD SO LOVED THE WORLD 

 

‘For God so loved the world that He gave His one and only Son, that whoever believes in 

Him shall not perish but have eternal life.’ (John 3:16) 

 

In this article we focus on the importance of love. In understanding the way God loves us, 

this verse shows us how we should love others. God’s love is unconditional: God 

demonstrated His unconditional love for us by sending His Son into this world, to show us 

how we should love others, especially when it is undeserved! ‘There is nothing we can do 

to make God love us more. There is nothing we can do to make God love us less.’ (Philip 

Yancey). 

 

God’s love is sacrificial: God’s love is not selfish or self-seeking, but selfless and self-

sacrificial, putting the needs of others first. This is demonstrated by the cross, which is the 

supreme demonstration of God’s love. He died for our sins to give us access to God’s love, 

which is made real in our lives by the Holy Spirit. 

 

God’s love is forgiving: According to the film Love Story, ‘Love means never having to say 

you’re sorry.’ Yet Jesus’ love for us enables us to forgive others, as we find His forgiveness 

through the gift of eternal life, available to all who put their trust in Him.  

 

The  former England football captain Bobby Moore once described the terror of receiving 

the World Cup from the Queen in 1966: “I noticed that the Queen was wearing some 

5
th

 April was end of the tax year. So, you may want to reflect that… 

A fine is a tax for doing wrong. A tax is a fine for doing well. 

A few more deductions, and your take-home pay isn’t going to be enough to get you 
there. 

A penny saved is a government oversight. 

It should be easy for any government to please the people. All we want is lower taxes and 
more spending. 

The government not only has the bad habit of living beyond its income, but also beyond 

ours. 
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GOD IN THE ARTS 

 

The Revd Michael Burgess continues his series on God in the Arts with a look at ‘The 

Potato Planters’ by Jean-Francois Millet, which hangs in the Museum of Fine Arts in Boston.  

 

At this time of the year, we are planning our gardens for the Spring and Summer ahead. The 

book of Genesis opens with a glorious account of God’s work of creation, and it also tells us 

that God rested on the seventh day. 

We all need to find that balance of work and rest, of activity and slowing down in our lives. 

And we are not always good at that because our world seems to be in the fast lane. We 

rush everywhere, we rush out of habit, and we rush because everyone around us is rushing.  

This edition’s painting, ‘The Potato Planters’ by Jean–Francois Millet, a 19
th
 century French 

artist, portrays two peasants at work. They don’t seem to be rushing, but Millet has certainly 

portrayed the hard toil of their work, digging in the earth from sunrise to sunset to eke out a 

living. Millet was the son of a farm labourer and many of his paintings convey the severe 

realism of peasant life. We can sympathise with the couple working on the land, and our 

eyes focus on them as they dominate the canvas. 

But in the corner under the shade 

of a tree there is a donkey and a 

sleeping child. The donkey knows 

only too well the reality of toil and 

work, but here he is resting, 

enjoying the peace and the shade. 

Andy Merrifield, an American 

philosopher, has just published an 

account of his travels with a 

donkey, Gribouille. As they journey 

together, the donkey teaches him 

the value of patience, the 

importance of going slowly through 

the world, and the preciousness of 

tender friendship between humans 

and animals. They are all caught up in the little donkey in this painting. 

The man and woman in the foreground may reflect our own lives with the duties, the 

expectations and the demands called of us at work. Take time to focus on the donkey, 

enjoying his rest. Take time this Spring and Summer to find relaxation and recreation. The 

world may carry on spinning around us, but we can stand apart, and enter into the rest that 

God enjoyed after His work of creation.  
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The following poem was written by my father Robert for his mother Mary Bruce from Milovaig, 

Glendale.  This is one of many that he has written, I hope you enjoy it as much as I do.   

Norman Bruce  

 

TO MY DEAR OLD MOTHER 

 

I vaguely can remember, the house where I was born 

The little bothan yonder, a blackhouse it was called 

The roof thatched with turf and straw, to make it snug and warm 

The fireplace on earthen floor and peat stacked by the fire  

T’was in this blackhouse be it called, I first set eyes on Mum  

And my sweet memories of those days, that you were strong and young  

And now behold your 96, in bed and cannot move 

Oh would that if I just saw you there, that blackhouse ben the room 

It would indeed be foolish to say, what age you will attain 

For young as well as aged, go our lives from day to day 

But oh if I could just for once, before we part our ways  

Revive the spirit that was yours in the blackhouse, where we stayed 

Your lips were sealed with human love, no sacrifice was at stake  

T’was fending for those bonnie bairns, that on your bosom laid  

Depending on their mother’s love, to feed them day by day 

Many hardships you went through, the larder often bare 

Replenishments were hard to find, for money it was rare  

But having faith and strength and will, provision was in store 

You worked and prayed and paved the way, for the bairns you did adore 

‘Tis in this light I see you now, as you went about your chores  

And yet was time for you to think about the folk next door  

And then the sabbath day would come, no work was done by you 

Accept the bare necessities of mercy and love 

Then to Church you loved so much and seat yourself in pew 

To render our thanks unto your God, for all he did for you 

Then I see you start the day, in faithfulness to him  

Bible reading and in prayer, to which you were akin 

You’d pour your heart to God above, that all of us had sinned  
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And on our knees we all would go, to hear you plead with him 

The eventing ere we went to sleep, we were all gathered round 

To hear with joy the solemn way, the Psalm you read about 

A chapter read, a prayer made and each of us would bow 

On our knees before his throne, comfort there you found 

Oh mother dear I’m glad to say, that age will not remove  

My sweetest memory of those days, that I’ve acclaimed to you  

Though far away from you I stay, my thoughts are aft on you 

A mother in her golden age  

Unable now to move 

 

 

 

 

A different angle on what it is to be "blessed" 

 

THE FRANCISCAN PRAYER OF DISCOMFORT 

 

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 from pain, rejection, starvation 

and war, so that you may reach out your hand to comfort them and to turn their pain into joy. 

 

May God bless you with enough foolishness to believe that you can make a difference in this 

world, so that you can do what others claim cannot be done. 

 

And the Blessing of God, who Creates, Redeems and Sanctifies, be upon you and all you 

love and pray for this day, and forever more. 

Amen 

 

Submitted by D McEwan 
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QUOTES 

 

Here we offer some quotes that focus on contemplation, prayer, and self-
assessment. 

 

The need of the world is to listen to God. - Albert Einstein 

 

A religion that does not begin with repentance is certain to end there – perhaps too late. - 
Anon 

 

Time spent on the knees in prayer will do more to remedy heart strain and nerve worry than 
anything else. - G D Stewart 

 

If Christians praised God more, the world would doubt Him less. - C E Jefferson 

 

The Bible has a great deal to say about suffering and most of it is encouraging. - A W 
Tozer 

 

The self-sufficient do not pray, the self-satisfied will not pray, the self-righteous cannot 
pray. - L Ravenhill 

 

We talk about heaven being so far away.  It is within speaking distance to those who be-
long there. - D L Moody 

 

Our prayers must mean something to us if they are to mean anything to God. - M D Bab-
cock 

 

God made man to be somebody – not just to have things. - Anon 

 

The peace of the soul consists in an absolute resignation to the will of God. - Francois Fe-
nelon 

 

How is it that nobody has dreamed up any moral advances since Christ’s teaching?  What 
was there in His heredity and His environment to account for this unique teacher, and the 
remarkable fact that no greater has ever looked like emerging? - Michael Green 

 

Seek Christ, and you will find him, and with him everything else thrown in. - CS Lewis 
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MOTHER’S WAY 

(Luke 2:19,51) 

 

You treasure those things, 

Keep them safe in your heart, 

Where did the years go? 

 

Everything still so fresh… 

The birth, those moments alone, 

Your first looking 

Into each other’s love. 

 

And the visitors 

With their wonder and wisdom, 

With their gifts and their gazing, 

Everything still so fresh… 

 

Then the growing years, 

Baby into boy, 

Into man, 

Into joys and sorrows, 

Into life away from your helping, 

Yet you alone hold His history in your head. 

 

You treasure those things, 

Keep them safe in your heart, 

Of course you do… 

 

You are his mother. 

 

By Daphne Kitching 
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MORE THAN CONQUERORS: IN THE DEPTH OF THE SEA !    (Micah 7:19) 

The Bible is very expressive when it comes to speaking about how God can forgive our sins. It 

uses many descriptions to tell us how our sins are both forgiven and forgotten.   

Here is a sample of these great promises. Our sins are  ‘forgiven,’ (Psalm. 32:5); ‘washed 

thoroughly’ and ‘blotted out’ (Ps. 51:2, 9);  ‘forgiven and covered’ (Psalm. 85:2); ‘washed 

whiter than snow’ (Isaiah. 1:18); ‘taken away’ (Isaiah. 6:7); ‘put behind His back’ (Isaiah. 

38:17); ‘laid on Him’     (Isaiah. 53:6); ‘remembered no more’ (Jeremiah. 31:34); 

‘pardoned’ (Jeremiah. 33:8); ‘destroyed’ (Romans. 6:6);  ‘purged’ (Hebrews. 1:3)’  ‘borne for 

us’ (1 Peter 2:24); ‘washed away’ (Revelation. 1:5). What glorious news this is! In Christ we 

are truly forgiven! Our sins are cancelled! God will not hold our guilty past against us!   

The prophet Micah has a very dramatic way of telling us this. He says that God has cast our 

sins ‘into the depths of the sea’ (7:19). So how deep is the sea? Far out in the Western Pacific 

Ocean, two hundred miles from the island of Guam, lies the deepest part of the earth’s 

oceans. It is called the Mariana Trench. It is more than 1500 miles long and over 40 miles wide 

but it is its depth that is awesome. It plunges down into the ocean bed for some 35,800 feet. 

By comparison, Everest, the world’s highest mountain, is 29,000 feet in height.  That means 

that the Mariana Trench goes lower into the ocean bed than the peak of Everest stretches up 

to the clouds. At that frightening depth the pressure from the waters above is more than eight 

tons to the square inch! 

While these geographical facts and figures compel our attention, the theology of our 

forgiveness is even more wonderful! When we are ‘in Christ’ as His redeemed people, our sins 

are truly forgiven. God has thrown them into the depth of the sea, never to be resurrected! 

They are buried forever in the vast abyss of God’s unfathomable love and mercy. What great, 

good news the gospel brings! Our guilty past is both forgiven and forgotten!   

A few months after his evangelical conversion in May 1738, John Wesley went to Herrnhut in 

Germany. He met the Moravian hymn writer Johann Andreas Rothe. Wesley had learned 

German and enjoyed singing the Moravian hymns. He translated many of them into English, 

including one of Rothe’s great hymns that includes the lines:  

O Love, Thou bottomless abyss 

My sins are swallowed up in Thee 

Covered is my unrighteousness 

Nor spot of guilt remains on me. 

While Jesu’s blood through earth and skies 

Mercy, free boundless mercy, cries. 

 

By Dr Herbert McGonigle, former Senior Lecturer in Historical Theology & Church History, 

Nazarene Theological College, Manchester. 
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CROSSWORD  

 

Across 

1  ‘The baby in my — leaped for joy’ (Luke 1:44) (4)  

3 A ‘don’t know’ in matters of faith (8) 

9  In the distant past (Jeremiah 2:20) (4,3) 

10 Armada (1 Kings 10:22) (5) 

11 Where Moses was confronted with the burning bush (Exodus 3:1) (5) 

12 Hair colour indicative of skin infection (Leviticus 13:30) (6) 

14 ‘The worries of this life and the — of wealth choke it, making it unfruitful’  

    (Matthew 13:22) (13) 

17 Expel (2 Kings 13:23) (6) 

19 What Jesus wrapped round his waist when he washed his disciples’ feet  

   (John 13:4) (5) 

22 The sixth plague to afflict the Egyptians (Exodus 9:9) (5) 

23 For nine (anag.) (7) 

24 Where there is no time (Psalm 93:2) (8) 

25 Goliath’s challenge to the Israelite army in the Valley of Elah: ‘This day I — the ranks    
of Israel!’ (1 Samuel 17:10) (4) 

 

Down 

1  ‘I will become angry with them and forsake them; I — — my face from 
them’ (Deuteronomy 31:17) (4,4) 

2 Usual description of prophets such as Amos, Hosea, Micah, and so on (5)           

4.They cannot see the light of the gospel of the — — — , who is the image of God’  

  (2 Corinthians 4:4) (5,2,6) 

5  An animal’s internal edible parts (Leviticus 4:11) (5) 

6  Popular 20th-century religious novel by Lloyd C. Douglas, which became a 1953 film 
starring Richard Burton (3,4) 

7  ‘A — on a hill cannot be hidden’ (Matthew 5:14) (4) 

8. One of the exiles, a descendant of Bebai, who married a foreign woman                                                     
(Ezra 10:28) (6) 

13 Old Testament hymn-singing (8) 

15 ‘And O what transport of delight from thy pure — floweth’ (7) 

16 Of felt (anag.) (3,3) 

18 ‘So — the — sets you free, you will be free indeed’ (John 8:36) (2,3) 

20 Comes between ‘bad’ and ‘worst’ (John 5:14) (5) 

21 ‘Neither height nor depth... will be — to separate us from the love of God’ (Romans 
8:39) (4) 
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The Solution to the Crossword can be found on Page 35 
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ALL IN THE MONTH OF APRIL 

 

150 years ago, on 2
nd

 April 1872 that Samuel Morse died. This American artist and inventor 

helped develop commercial single-wire telegraph systems and co-developed Morse code. 

 

125 years ago, on 3
rd

 April 1897 that Johannes Brahms, German composer, piano virtuoso 

and conductor, died.  

 

100 years ago, on 3
rd

 April 1922 that Joseph Stalin became leader of the Soviet Union, in suc-

cession to Vladimir Lenin.  

 

90 years ago, on 23
rd

 April 1932 that the Royal Shakespeare Theatre opened in Stratford-

upon-Avon, replacing the one that burnt down in 1926. 

 

75 years ago, on 1
st
 April 1947 that the school leaving age in the UK was raised to 15. 

 

65 years ago, on 24
th
 April 1957 that the first episode of the British astronomy series The Sky 

at Night was broadcast on BBC TV. It became the world’s longest-running TV series with the 

same presenter (Patrick Moore) until his death in December 2012. The series then continued 

with new presenters. 

 

40 years ago, on 2
nd

 April 1982, that the Falklands War began when Argentina invaded the 

Falkland Islands. A British victory, although Argentina continues to claim sovereignty over the 

islands. 

 

30 years ago, from 5
th
 April 1992 to Feb 1996 that the Siege of Sarajevo took place, during 

the Bosnian War. 

 

Also 30 years ago, on 15
th
 April 1992 that the President of Afghanistan, Mohammad Najibul-

lah, was forced to resign when his regime collapsed.  Islamic rebels seized power on 28
th
 

April. 

 

Also 30 years ago, on 23
rd

 April 1992 that the world’s largest McDonald’s fast-food restaurant 

opened in Beijing, China.   

 

Also 30 years ago, on 27
th
 April 1992 that Betty Boothroyd became the first female Speaker of 

the House of Commons. 

 

25 years ago, on 13
th
 April 1997 that the American golfer Tiger Woods, aged 21, became the 

youngest player to win the US Masters championship, and the first African American to win. 
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SMILE LINES 

Directions 

The Revd Billy Graham told of an encounter early in his ministry, when he had arrived for a 
preaching mission in a small town. Wanting to post a letter, he asked a young boy in the 
street where the post office was. After the boy told him, Billy Graham thanked him, and 
added: “Son, if you come along to the Baptist church this evening, you can hear me telling 
everyone how to get to heaven.” 

The boy looked doubtful. “The way to Heaven? But you can’t even find the post office.” 

** 

The Italian pasta diet that really works 

You walka pasta da bakery 
You walks pasta da sweet shop 
You walka pasta da ice cream shop 
You walks pasta da table and fridge 
You gonna lose da weight! 

** 

April rains 

The rain, though raining every day upon the just and unjust fellow, 
falls chiefly on the just, because the unjust has the just’s umbrella. 

** 

No sunbeams 

A small boy returned from Sunday School in tears. When questioned by his anxious 
mother, he explained: “This morning they told me that Jesus wants me for a sunbeam. But I 
want to be a train driver!” 

** 

Sermon 

When a minister rehearses his sermon, is he practising what he preaches? 

** 



 34 

GRACE OF LOVE 

 

The God of life to encompass thee, 

Loving Christ encompass lovingly, 

The Holy Ghost encompasser be 

Cherishing, aid, enfolding to send 

To defend. 

 

The Three be about thy head to stand, 

And the Three be about thy breast, 

The Three about thy body at hand 

For each day, for each night of rest, 

The Trinity compassing strong 

Thy life long. 

 

From Poems of the Western Highlanders 

THE VERNAL EQUINOX 

  

In the season of the Spring 

The day is equal to the night; 

Summer’s song we soon shall sing! 

Evenings filled with summer light! 

  

Winter’s cares seem long ago 

Mornings spiked by bitter frost 

But we shall bask in summer glow 

For the seasons have now crossed. 

  

Thank you, Lord God, for the Spring 

And for all the seasons, too, 

Of life’s rhythms we shall sing 

Giving all the praise to You. 

 

By Nigel Beeton 
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THE COMPUTER SWALLOWED GRANDAD! 

  

The computer swallowed Grandad! 

Yes! Honestly! It’s true! 

He pressed Control and Enter - 

And disappeared from view! 

  

It devoured him completely 

The thought just makes me squirm! 

He must have caught a virus 

Or been swallowed by a worm! 

  

I’ve searched through the recycle bin 

And files of every kind; 

I’ve even searched the internet 

But nothing did I find. 

  

I went to Mr Google 

My searches to refine 

His reply was in the negative, 

‘Nothing found’ was Google’s line. 

  

So, if inside your inbox 

My Grandad you should see - 

Please copy, scan, and paste him 

And send him back to me! 

 

By Nigel Beeton 

ACROSS: 1, Womb. 3, Agnostic. 9, Long ago. 10, Fleet. 11, Horeb. 12, Yellow. 14, Deceitfulness.         
17, Banish. 19, Towel. 22, Boils. 23, Inferno. 24, Eternity. 25, Defy. 

 

DOWN: 1, Will hide. 2, Minor. 4, Glory of Christ. 5, Offal. 6, The Robe. 7, City. 8, Zabbai. 13, Psalmody. 
15, Chalice. 16, Let off. 18, If son. 20, Worse. 21, Able. 

Solution to Crossword on Pages 30 & 31 
 



 36 

Portree Parish Church of Scotland is a Charity Registered in Scotland.  SC 000416 


