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04-05 / Our Cross is down

From the Editor

welcome to the this edition of inspires. at this time of the year, 
many people are out and about on holiday. when I’m on holiday, 
one of the things I most love to do is to fi nd some quiet space – 
sitting on a rock watching the sunset, slipping into a quiet church 
in a hot, bustling city, gazing at a picture that intrigues me in an 
art gallery. 

This edition of inspires takes as its theme sacred space. In these 
pages, some of the writers think about sacred space in its widest 
sense. John mcluckie writes about he sacredness of the forest 
and John Penman writes about how to make sacred space 
wherever you are. other writers think about the church as sacred 
space, with news of a new church build in the diocese of aberdeen 
and orkney alongside articles about churches that are at risk and 
churches which have been damaged.

christine mcIntosh takes us into the sacredness of particular 
moments with a selection of poems and Kimberly bohan writes 
about being surprised by God in the most ordinary of moments.

There’s a bumper selection of book reviews this month with an 
overview of a number of books relating to the history of the 
scottish episcopal church from rosemary hannah.

summer is a time of festival for some people and the solas 
festival is featured in this magazine – a relatively new festival 
where there’s music, talks and a vibrant programme taking place 
in Perthshire.

coming back to the church, there are also articles from some 
special places – notably the robin chapel in edinburgh and 
something on the particular experience of the church of st 
Gregory of Nyssa, san Francisco, a church that I danced around 
during a service that I attended whilst on sabbatical last year. 
Finally, there’s an article from chris mayo on looking at the 
sacredness of one particular place in the highlands.

my thanks to all the writers. It is particularly encouraging to hear 
and to see so many previously unheard voices in the pages of this 
edition of inspires.

KelvIN 

The Very Rev Kelvin Holdsworth
Convener of the Information and Communication Board

The photograph on the front page of the spring 2013 edition 
of inspires should have been credited to Gordon smith.

08-09 / Solas Festival

Summer



The Cross stood on the mini bell tower of 
our church since it was opened in 1845. 
Never did we expect to be challenged 
with a minor architectural project with 
an emphasis on restoration of what is a 
“C” listed building. Yet in February 2012 
during the very high winds and gales that 
swept across Scotland our little church’s 
cross was blown down smashing many 
slates as it flew down onto the roof, 
on into the roof gutter then hitting the 
ground and breaking into five parts on 
landing. 

Making good the roof slates to ensure the 
church was water and weather tight was 
a straight forward job for a good roofer. 
Then came repair of the cross. After we 
had looked around for both advice and 
capable contractors, we got competitive 
quotations for replacing the cross. We 
selected a contractor to do the work, and 
by early August 2012 he had produced 
a replacement cross. By early Sept the 
scaffolding was up and the cross was 
ready to re-mount on position. 

It was only then that we found that the 
bell tower, on which the cross stands, was 
far from stable. Some of the interlocking 
coping stones had come out, and others 
had large gaps between them. It was 

clear much of the tower would need to 
be dissembled and re-bedded in fresh 
lime mortar. Also extra much stronger 
scaffolding was required to take all the 
weight of removed bell tower stonework. 
We contacted a listed building architect 
who drew up a schedule of activities that 
our contractor should follow to ensure we 
achieved a sound secure result. 

Our selected contractor was a specialist 
in lime and listed buildings, so this extra 
work was contracted after a firm price 
quotation was received to complete the 
work. Lime mortar as it is drying, needs 
to be kept fairly dry but not to dry, and 
is normally clad in hessian that gives 
the best possible results. It must be said 
the whole event was a bit of a voyage 
of adventure, for what is a small church 
with mostly an elderly congregation that 
possessed little expertise in architecture 
or hands on building renovation, to 
see through the project to conclusion. 
Discoveries were made on the project. 
We had no living memory or any record 
that there had ever been a bell. It was 
thought the mini bell tower was symbolic. 
We found however the remains of the 
rope shaft that descended down into 
the church that had been closed off for 
possibly 80 to 100 years. On the day of 

acceptance three members went up all six 
ladder levels to the top of the scaffolding, 
and agreed – “it looked a sound piece of 
work”. It has turned out well and the new 
cross in clean bright stone can be seen 
from quite far down the road, as a bright 
symbol of St Columba’s Aberdour.

Lessons we would pass on
First or early on, consult your Diocesan 
Buildings Committee, they may not have 
the answers, but they will know some one 
who does.

Talk to your insurer; keep them in the 
picture all the way. Find out who the loss 
adjuster/building assessor is, who they 
have appointed to the job. Keep him/her 
very well informed. Invite them to visit 
at key stages. They may not come but 
they have had the opportunity and will 
normally email or call you.

The Insurer expects you to arrange all of 
the work, and this may well mean funding 
the whole job until you are happy with 
the result and have taken acceptance. So 
keep a close eye on how the cost is going 
with your contractor.

If you are going to need three good 
quotes to choose from try to aim for at 
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Our Cross is 
down!



least six or more contactors to bid on the 
work. Some will not bid, and others may 
bid high if they are to busy. 

When you come to pick the winning 
contractor, do not always choose the 
lowest price. Find out other similar 
projects they have done, check how 
things went. Remember to look at the 
detail of their conditions, on the quote.

In examining the bids, we had two quotes 
that seemed sound, that were diffi cult 
to decide upon. The higher one was a lot 
more detailed but the lower one seemed 
to have a much better track record. We 
decided to run these past our building 
assessor appointed by the insurance 
company. This way we got his buy in on 
the claim. The decision had to be ours.

We put forward our claim so we could get 
a green light to start. In our application 
we set out the claim with the quotes but 
attached a condition that our claim would 
be subject to what would be found once 
we could access the top of the bell tower. 
i.e. our cost could increase by some as yet 
unknown factor!

When its clear there is extra work out side 
the scope of the quote, you are at the 
mercy of the contractor you have picked. 
So its important you have established 
a good relationship, and pre priced his 
labour rate, for extra work before you 
have him start any work on the project.

The removal and sound re-build of the 
bell tower and all capping stones required 
a work schedule to be drawn up. We and 
the contractor felt it was best to ask a 
listed building architect to draw one up. 
As the architect lives in Aberdour he 
kindly agreed to visit the site and saw 
the project fi rst hand as opposed to 
looking at detailed photographs. While 
this entailed an extra fee, it meant we had 
a work schedule that bounded the scope 
of the extra work and its cost. Also both 
the church and the contractor knew that 
additional professional expertise had been 
applied to the work to be undertaken, that 
would ensure we have a safe bell tower 
with a new cross. 

As most listed buildings/churches are 
fairly old, they will have been built with 
lime mortar not cement, check out your 

bidding contactors are familiar in working 
in lime and its various needs. 

Do not be talked into using cement in 
the repair of a lime built building. The 
results can be dire and seriously affect 
the stonework.

This list is does not cover all that we 
encountered. It seeks to highlight some 
of the more practical and obvious draw 
backs.

We hope these points may be helpful if 
your church faces a situation similar to 
the one we did at St Columba’s Aberdour!

Tributes:- Who stood the events of the 
project:- Canon Val Nellist our Rector, 
Audrey Taylor our Treasurer, David 
Chadwick our Buildings & Property 
Convenor, John Parry our Grounds & 
Garden Convenor.
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“IN February 2012 durING The very hIGh wINds aNd Gales 
ThaT swePT across scoTlaNd our lITTle church’s cross 
was blowN dowN smashING maNy slaTes as IT Flew dowN 
oNTo The rooF, oN INTo The rooF GuTTer TheN hITTING The 
GrouNd aNd breaKING INTo FIve ParTs oN laNdING”

Summer
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“Come, sing and dance to Jesus’ lead…” 
the people sing, in bright harmony, 
moving through a Greek folk dance with 
their hands on each other’s shoulders. 
Dancing concludes each Eucharist at St. 
Gregory of Nyssa, the youngest parish 
in the Episcopal Diocese of California. It 
was founded in 1978 by the Revs. Richard 
Fabian and Donald Schell to live into the 
liturgical scholarship and creativity that 
accompanied the 1979 revision of the 
American Book of Common Prayer. 
That prayer book emphasizes the ministry 
of all baptized persons, and St. Gregory’s 
liturgy is designed to express an explicitly 
incarnational, communal vision of the 
place where people encounter God. At 
the start of each Eucharist, the presider 
says …
“ … Lord, show us your image 
in all we meet today, 
That we may welcome them, 
and You. “

The congregation worshipped in rented 
space for almost two decades before 
building their own church. Designed by 
Donald Schell with the architect John 
Goldman, the interior is modeled after 
early Syrian Christian synagogues and 
consists of two open rooms separated by 
a cluster of silver Ethiopian processional 
crosses. One room has choral seating 
with a slightly raised lectern area at one 
end and a low platform for the cantor and 
presider at the other. The other room, 
at the main entrance, features a round 
wooden altar at the center of a wide 
wooden floor. 

The altar is inscribed in Greek with words 
from Luke: “This guy welcomes sinners 
and eats with them.” The unencumbered 
Table is the initial focus as one enters. 
St. Gregory’s font, a monumental black 
stone flowing with water, stands outside 
the far walls. This arrangement articulates 
the community’s belief that God’s table is 
open to everyone who wants to approach, 

and communion is offered to everyone 
without exception.  

This room also holds the icon of the 
Dancing Saints. Ninety larger-than-life 
figures by artist Mark Dukes circle over 
the altar and the congregation, led in 
a dance by Christ. The icon includes 
Dante and Darwin, Ella Fitzgerald and 
Eleanor Roosevelt, Malcolm X and 
Desmond Tutu. According to Rick Fabian, 
the congregation chose “those whose 
lives show God at work, building a deep 
character to match the godlike image 
which stamps them as God’s own from 
the start.” The cupola overhead is 
inscribed with words from St. Gregory: 
“The one thing truly worthwhile is 
becoming God’s friend.” 

The church interior is rich with icons, 
candles and bright fabrics. Large glass 
windows and doors give natural light 
and views of the hillside and sky. The 
seating allows everyone to see not only 
the leaders but each other. Lamps, icons, 
crosses and inscriptions from all over the 
world express ties with ancient and living 
Christian traditions in Ethiopia, India, 
China and the Middle East. 

The building is scaled to the human voice. 
Response to the Word of God comes 
from everyone, not just the preacher; 
people stand after the sermon to share 
how God’s Word intersects with their own 
lives, and they can be seen and heard by 
all. It is also a deeply satisfying place to 
sing. Nearly the entire service is sung, by 
the congregation, unaccompanied and in 
parts. When the priest chants prayers, the 
whole congregation drones underneath, 
intuiting harmonies, participating with 
their bodies and breath in the prayer. 

Furnishings are solid yet moveable, so 
the space can be re-arranged for new 
services. Liturgies in Holy Week, and even 
the weekly food pantry are aheld right in 

the sanctuary. Wide, padded chairs allow 
people to move – even dance – in and 
out of their seats. The entire church is 
on the a single level, smoothing the way 
for wheelchairs, small children, and the 
frail. Open space around the altar lets the 
people gather freely but close, with the 
priest at the center. 

The congregation moves as a body —
an actual group of people congregating, 
rather than people trying politely to 
avoid eye contact and stay as far apart 
from each other as possible. The service 
begins with people standing around the 
altar, which encourages conversation 
with newcomers rather than isolating 
people in pews. When the congregation 
moves into the seating area, they fill 
the rows of seats, gathering them close 
where they can hear, see and be seen and 
strengthening the singing. Returning to 
the sanctuary for communion they dance 
a simple step (right, left, right, back) to 
a metrical hymn tune, spiraling in toward 
the altar with the gifts of bread and wine. 

Finally, the liturgy makes space for an 
unusual level of touch - safe, ritualized 
human contact and affection. During the 
prelude, the vested ministers welcome 
everyone with a smile, eye contact, and 
an extended hand. Later the Gospel Book 
is carried around for people to greet 
with a kiss or a touch, as the Torah is 
processed in a synagogue. The exchange 
of the Peace is full of handshakes and 
hugs, and the service culminates in a 
dance using simple Greek steps, each 
person’s hand on the shoulder of the 
person next to them for contact, order, 
and support. 

St. Gregory’s has no organ, piano, or 
choir loft, much less guitars, microphones 
and amplifiers. The people simply sing, 
accompanied when they dance by drums 
to keep them in step. The musical leader 
is the Cantor, not the choirmaster, and is 

Intimate and affectionate 
with God and Neighbour
Anna-Marie Hoos is a member of St Gregory of Nyssa, San Francisco
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tasked, as in a Jewish congregation, 
with leading the whole congregation in 
song. There is a large and dedicated choir, 
who sit in the congregation with their 
friends and family, in regular clothes, 
supporting the singing. When it is time 
to sing a separate piece, the choir gathers 
together then returns to the congregation 
of which they are a part. 

Instead of a sacristy, the kitchen, just 
off the worship space, is used to prepare 
all food and drink — including the bread 
and wine. There, chalices and patens 
are stored and cared for; there candles, 
incense and belled Ethiopian thuribles 

“The congregation moves as a 
body — an actual group of people 
congregating, rather than people 
trying politely to avoid eye contact 
and stay as far apart from each 
other as possible” 

Summer

are kept, by the “hearth.” There is no 
altar guild. Caring for the holy things is 
everyone’s shared work, so everything is 
close at hand where anyone can fi nd it. 

There is no rood screen or altar rail. 
Small children come up close to the altar, 
so they can see during the Eucharist. 
Instead of lines for communion, the 
ministers move through the congregation 
with the bread, and the wine is passed 
from person to person, each sharing the 
wine with her neighbor. After communion, 
the Table holds the guest book and 
the coffee; on Fridays it holds snacks 
and water for volunteers at the weekly 

food pantry. Even though it is the most 
sacred place in the church anyone can 
come right up to it, because it is not the 
congregation, but God’s. 

Ideally, the way a congregation gathers 
to worship demonstrates their vision of 
the Kingdom of God, making it visible 
in the world. The congregation at St. 
Gregory’s seeks to be in intimate, 
affectionate relationship with God and 
with each other, since that is where God 
is revealed. Every Sunday you will fi nd 
them speaking and listening, singing and 
dancing with the community of saints, 
all moving together, and led by Christ. 



Three years ago I contributed a short 
piece about plans for a new annual 
gathering in Scotland – Solas Festival 
– an arts event inspired by the much 
bigger Greenbelt, which has been 
running for nearly 40 years ‘down 
South’. This June sees the fourth Solas 
Festival, and our tentative efforts are 
beginning to bear fruit in times when 
many smaller festivals are struggling 
or folding up altogether. New festivals 
have a lot of persuading to do if they 
are to build an audience, because 
what’s needed is the development 
of ‘trust’ in the spirit and delivery of 
both the programme and the overall 
experience – and that trust can 
only come with consistent reports 
of quality. Add in the dynamic of 
celebrating and exploring religious 
faith as part of a wider, and holistic 
model for living – a model that 
includes art, politics and culture – and 
the job of overcoming uncertainty, or 
even suspicion about what we’re doing 
becomes all the more challenging. 

If this sounds familiar, then it’s 
probably because ‘all of the above’ 
could well describe the challenges 
faced by church communities every 
week of the year. We might describe 
every celebration of the Eucharist 
as a ‘festival’ moment – attempting 
to achieve what festival organisers 
aspire to as they make space for those 
important human experiences which 
nourish and form us all - pilgrimage, 
celebration, learning, community, 
reconciliation and transformation, to 
name just a few. And yet, what we do, 
fi led under ‘religion’, is often perceived 
as precisely the opposite kind of 
human experience – narrow-focussed, 
unimaginative and judgemental. 

Those of us who have come together 
to organise Solas Festival, are drawn 
from a wide spectrum of the arts and 
arts-loving community, and represent 
the broad sweep of Christian tradition 
– ranging from ordained clergy like 
myself to those who wouldn’t identify 

with ‘organised religion’ at all. Our 
common purpose is to make a ‘new 
space’ – by enabling participation in 
a festival of the arts – where all who 
love life, who care about the world and 
who have a heart for justice can fi nd 
community. In this sense, the idea isn’t 
to host a religious gathering, a political 
conference , a folk festival or whatever 
else may emerge, but that we make 
a space, just for a moment, where 
it’s ‘okay’ to explore faith and justice 
issues, or take part in worship, at the 
same time as being challenged or 
delighted by the work of performers, 
artists, writers, commentators or 
politicians who might be taking us to 
places we’ve never gone before – in 
the company, potentially, of those with 
whom we might never have expected 
to have much in common. 

I can’t help feeling that this is indeed 
an endeavour that evokes the kind of 
human relatedness that the Christian 
tradition understands as ‘sacred’. The 
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– and the heavenly banquet as a model for sacred space

The Rev Steve Butler is the Associate Minister at St John’s, Dumfries
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picture of the heavenly realm as a 
banquet, that Jesus so consistently 
spoke of and modelled in his own life, 
is certainly a vision of a community 
of celebration and of welcome. Jesus 
seems to talk with relish about the 
sacredness of the heavenly banquet 
as a gathering of spontaneity, and 
of unexpected companions. There’s 
something delightfully anarchic about 
the banquets that Jesus describes 
and participates in. Whether it’s in 
the collaring of potentially unworthy 
passers-by when the official guests 
haven’t turned up, or in the provision 
of vast quantities of drink at the 
Cana wedding, the implication is that 
heaven comes closest in the midst of 
generous human togetherness. Where, 
asks St John in his epistle, is God to 
be found? Those who live in love, he 
says, live in God, and God lives in them. 
Taken together with the resurrection 
community’s common living, and St 
Paul’s insistence that every member 
is a ‘living stone’ of the new temple 
of Christ, there’s a compelling case 
to be made for Christian sanctity 
lying principally within the gathered 
community itself (and not necessarily 
in the physical environments of spaces 
identified as sacred). The American 
theologian Tom Driver goes so far as to 
say that “Jesus’ saying that the second 
of the commandments is like the first, 
equating love of God with love of 
neighbour, suggests that in a Christian 
sacrament the way of God’s becoming 
present to us, and allowing God to be 
present in return, is for one human 
being to become radically present to 
another.” (The Magic of Ritual , San 
Francisco: Harper, 1991).

A festival like Solas is a fascinating 
mix of authenticity and ephemera. 

In a way, it creates a space that 
isn’t ‘real’ – bringing together a 
concentrated hothouse of talent, and 
a range of people of different ages 
and backgrounds, bound together 
for a moment by a shared spirit of 
celebration and enquiry. It’s a heady 
experience. A huge amount of effort 
and resources go into creating a 
temporary community that, at its 
best, models the very best of human 
relatedness. Although we all know 
that life’s not usually like that, most 

cultures (not least the Judeo-Christian 
tradition) recognise that modelling 
glimpses of human wholeness in 
moments of inspiring togetherness 
is hugely important in sustaining and 
transforming us with glimpses of a 
‘realer reality’ – what some of us like to 
think of as glimpses of heaven.

This year’s Solas Festival took place 
from 21-23 June at the Bield at 
Blackruthven.

Summer

“The idea isn’t to host a religious gathering, a 
political conference , a folk festival or whatever 
else may emerge, but that we make a space, just 
for a moment, where it’s ‘okay’ to explore faith 
and justice issues, or take part in worship, at 
the same time as being challenged or delighted 
by the work of performers, artists, writers, 
commentators or politicians who might be 
taking us to places we’ve never gone before”



Glamour
There they sat, shiny and scary. Glamour. 
In Style. Cosmopolitan. The usual greeters 
of the hair salon, ambassadors of a 
different world. 

When I was the age one is supposed to 
be to start reading these magazines, I 
was too timid. T.S. Eliot felt more familiar; 
Henry James was a friend. Glamour and 
Cosmopolitan were far too complicated – 
well beyond my ken. So even now, I have 
to deal with the inner narrative: Am I in my 
dog-collar? Does it matter? Why would I 
read this? Does it represent feminism or 
new-sexism?’ Until at last a voice says 
‘Oh who cares?’ and I slip Glamour onto 
my lap.

The thing is: I had misunderstood the 
genre. As a teen, I supposed these were 
‘how-to’ magazines – and whatever they 
were teaching was not something I was 
prepared to learn. But as I fl icked through 
the pages, laughing at one ridiculous image 
after another, I suddenly realised: this is art. 
This is irony. This is funny. 

Oh, I know it is shocking. ‘How the mighty 
have fallen,’ and all that. And of course, 
I did not completely ignore the voice in my 
head that said ‘what do these images do to 

young girls? Is it right to use a person as 
a pallet?’ – but I did tell that voice to shush, 
and we agreed to think about it later.

For what I was learning, through the 
unlikely medium of Glamour, is that when 
the foreign is revealed as joyous, you are 
on holy ground. 

Now, I am in danger of leading us into a 
parody of Legally Blond, here, but I want 
to think about the dynamics of the hair 
salon. My own hairdresser is delightful. 
She is a smart, graceful, confi dent young 
woman, with a leaning towards steam-
punk and a tendency to spend her holidays 
teaching orphans in India. Around her, the 
interns orbit. One mimics her mannerisms 
and seeks reassurance that she really is 
ready to begin cutting hair. Another plays 
with lace and leather – though I doubt 
she senses the irony of it yet. A third 
has graduated from copying the look, to 
copying the bravery. She is beginning to 
sail around the shop with her own poise 
and confi dence – but now and again her 
eyes dart back to her mentor, seeking 
reassurance, hoping for solid ground. 

The newly-confi dent one is cutting the hair 
of a very old woman with a wry smile on 
her face. Both she and the young beauty 

are wearing a string of pearls – and I can 
see the thought forming on her face: ‘I 
had a blouse like yours once. My skirt 
was longer, but not as long as you might 
think... oh, my dear, you look Lovely!’ 
And suddenly, all the anxiety of youth is 
transformed to grace. There is a gentle 
humour in the place that says: look at 
us – we are all ridiculous and graceful; 
courageous and afraid; conforming, and 
breaking free – we are all the same.

Of all the images in the magazines that day, 
the one that gave me the most joy was of 
a young woman in a very proper pillbox hat. 
She had a look of wide-eyed innocence 
and the palest-of-pink varnishes on her 
nails. A bit of white netting came down over 
her eyes and offset her bright pink lips and 
the stripe of daffodil yellow that hovered 
above her blue eyes. It was wonderfully, 
wonderfully ridiculous – both defi ant and 
demure. She achieved humour and beauty, 
tradition and surprise. And I thought: that’s 
what we are trying for – that is Easter, 
resurrection joy.

‘50 days of fabulous’ 
I have recently found a blog called 50 
days of Fabulous (http://50days.org/). It is 
not (as you might think from the previous 
paragraphs) a blog about bright lip-gloss 
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and strappy high heels. It is a blog about 
Easter. The women who write it have set 
out to remind us that while we may keep 
Lent for 40 days, the greater reality is 
Easter: 50 Days of Fabulous. 50 days of 
unremitting joy.

The thing that characterises Easter is 
surprise. Despite all that Jesus had told 
them, the disciples did not expect the 
resurrection and they are caught totally 
off guard. Mary thinks that Jesus is the 
gardener, and begs to be told where his 
body lays. The disciples unwittingly spend 
the day telling Jesus about his own death 
and crucifi xion – and only belatedly see 
him in the breaking of bread. Peter seems 
to give up on discipling and sets out on 
his boat – until the very fi sh reveal Jesus’ 
presence and send Peter splashing back 
to shore. These are the stories that formed 
the church and turned the disciples from 
fear to courage. God surprised the church 
into life.

So what if churches were once again 
places of surprise? What if it were less 
about proper hats, and more about a 
sudden glimpse of yellow? 

Trying to create surprises in church is a 
tricky business. Lots of people don’t like 

surprises, and even for those who do, 
the surprise doesn’t work without careful 
execution – without a rare mix of planning 
and skill and luck. Indeed one could argue 
that it is not our place to create surprises. 
That is God’s job. Ours is to receive.

Perhaps that is so. I could argue it either 
way. But what I am sure of is this: for God 
to do God’s job, we must also do ours. 
Jesus seemed to like surprising people into 
life – he seemed to like to let people run 
down the wrong path, to miss the point, 
and then to say, ‘look again: see what you 
missed? Here I am.’ To let God do God’s 
work, we need to be willing to be surprised. 
We have to be able to be surprised – and 
to fi nd joy in God when we are. 

Like anything else that is worth doing, 
being surprised takes practice. I know that 
might be counter-intuitive. Surely the point 
of surpriseis that it comes unexpected, and 
we cannot practice it? Well, yes. But many 
of us spend a life-time working very hard to 
build our lives in such a way that surprises 
are limited. We crave the familiar, we seek 
stability, we hide from the things we are 
afraid of or do not understand. That is why 
– to this day – I hesitate to pick up a glossy 
magazine. That is why – to this day – I have 
not lined my eyes with daffodil yellow. 

But maybe I should. And maybe you 
should. Or maybe we both should fi nd 
some other way of moving out of our 
comfort zone, and letting God throw us 
off guard. 

So: how do we practice surprise? The 
ability to be surprised is related to our 
openness to what is going on around us. 
It is related to our ability to suspend what 
we expect, and see what really is. For me, 
for many years, hair salons were scary 
places. Fashion magazines were a foreign 
world. I avoided both as much as possible. 
And yet, as I look around today at the fun 
and laughter, at the relationships across 
generations, I can see that there is grace 
there. 

What is your equivalent of the glossy 
magazine? What is the thing that you have 
always avoided, even as others joined in, 
because it felt too unfamiliar? That is the 
school of surprise. That is where we learn 
to be open to the unexpected. That is 
where God fl ashes bright before our eyes, 
and says, ‘you see? There is life here. Will 
you join me?’ 
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“Trying to create surprises in church is a tricky 
business. Lots of people don’t like surprises, 
and even for those who do, the surprise 
doesn’t work without careful execution ... one 
could argue that it is not our place to create 
surprises. That is God’s job. Ours is to receive”



Sara Maitland has got me wondering 
about the place of forests within 
Christian and other religious traditions. 
Off the top of my head, I can think of 
the forest hermitages of St Seraphim 
of Sarov and of Thomas Merton, of the 
forest monasteries of Thai Buddhism, 
of the sacred yews in churchyards and 
the ‘forests’ of gothic architecture which 
represents branches and trunks in its 
overarching form and depicts foliage 
in its close detail. In Scotland, we are 
used to thinking of the sacred space of 
remote islands, the preferred ‘deserts’ 
of our spiritual forebears, but how do we 
imagine the great Caledonian Forest, for 
example, as a place of encounter with 
God and of spiritual growth?

Those responsible for the management 
of public forestry across Europe, 
including our own Forestry Commission 
here in Scotland, are beginning to talk 
about the spiritual dimension of access 
to and of our thinking about forests. 
This is partly a question of how we 
engage people in the understanding 
of the ecological context of our forests, 
but also a realisation that our interaction 
with forests as habitable spaces is 
a life-enhancing interaction. Forests 
are exciting, mysterious, disorienting, 
enclosed, teeming with life, sheltering, 
ancient, vibrant – places of revelation and 
concealment, of intimacy and grandeur, 
places where we can gain a larger sense 
of ourselves and of the Creator, places 
that foster contemplation and delight. 
Scotland is rich in forestry so how do 
we, along with all people in faith in this 
land, interact with these sacred spaces?

The Rev Canon John McLuckie is the Vice Provost of St Mary’s Cathedral, Edinburgh

Reimagining Sacred Space 
– The Spirit of the Forest

Christianity has a fine record of creating 
and describing sacred spaces: churches 
for exquisite worship, chapels for refuge 
in places of busyness or pain, shrines 
for pilgrims, places of assembly, healing, 
encounter, retreat, learning. We in the 
Episcopal Church are custodians of 
many such sacred places and they are 
a considerable gift to regular worshippers 
and uncertain seekers alike. But I 
wonder if our vision of what is a sacred 
space can sometimes be limited by 
our concentration on the places we 
have built and if there might be a fruitful 
dialogue with those who seek the sacred 
– however they define it – not indoors but 
in the sacred places of nature.

In recent years, there have been some 
remarkable writings on place from 
non-religious perspectives. The books 
of Roger Deakin, Kathleen Jamie and 
Robert Macfarlane have taken us deep 
into the interaction of the human spirit 
with mountains, ancient pathways, 
archaeological sites, stretches of wild 
water, rock, wood and sea. In their 
own ways, each of these writers has 
shown what I can only describe as 
a contemplative consciousness in 
their appreciation of world we inhabit. 
Sometimes that contemplation is of 
a tiny scrap of lichen, sometimes of a 
vast mountain plateau, sometimes of 
the surprise of an animal’s movements. 
Each of them also considers the place 
of the human person in that landscape, 
responding in fear or wonder, shaping 
the land for practical use, marking 
place out of a primitive desire to leave a 
presence or set limits to nature’s chaos, 

engaging sensually with the textures 
and extremes of nature. I don’t know 
what the religious understandings of any 
of these writers are, but I do know that 
we religious people would do well to 
converse with others who share a sense 
of wonder and spiritual enquiry, who 
seek to explore something of who we 
are in relation to the world around us.

But one recent book on our imaginative 
interaction with natural place is by 
a religious writer. Sara Maitland is a 
Catholic Christian who has written 
powerfully about silence, about God 
and now about forests. Her latest book, 
Gossip from the Forest, looks at the 
ways in which forests have formed the 
livelihoods, imaginations and fairytales 
of Northern Europeans. Her contention 
is that the fairytales we know so well 
make most sense when we see them 
as arising out of popular cultures 
based in and around forests. Her book 
describes her own explorations of forests 
along with reflections on their history. 
Each chapter concludes with a rewritten 
version of a well-known fairytale which 
illuminates something of the character 
of the forest she has described. These 
tales are full of adventure, wisdom, 
subversive politics, profound wonder and 
practical morality. They are not so much 
children’s stories as transition stories – 
narratives about growth, self-discovery 
and transformation. The stories are not 
overtly about God, but they are about 
understanding humanity and that, surely, 
is a central concern for people of faith.
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“These tales are full of 
adventure, wisdom, 
subversive politics, 
profound wonder 
and practical morality. 
They are not so much 
children’s stories 
as transition stories 
– narratives about 
growth, self-discovery 
and transformation”
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Perhaps no nation in western Christendom 
has, since the Reformation, been more 
passionate about matters of conscience and 
religion than Scotland. First there was the 
establishment of Protestantism, unfortunately 
accompanied by the destruction of some 
of the best and most glorious buildings in 
the medieval heritage; this was followed by 
the bitter controversies of the seventeenth 
century with civil war and persecutions 
both partly in the name of religion. By the 
eighteenth century, however, the church 
in Scotland was � rmly established with 
Presbyterian church government. But 
thereafter there were endless arguments both 
about church government, and matters of 
faith and doctrine. Every time an apparently 
insoluble dispute arose, break-away groups, 
with determined readiness to secede, 
built new churches, often adjacent to the 
established church, or apparently glowering 
at it from across the street. So there was a 
great proliferation of church buildings, some 
very simple, others extremely elaborate, which 
came about partly at least because sincere 
religious belief was coupled with a native 
tendency to disputation and argument. 

While all this was going on, those who had 
never agreed to the Presbyterian form of 
church government and kept their bishops, 
the Scottish Episcopal Church and those 
who continued to look to Rome, continued 
their existence, both often repressed and 
sometimes persecuted, but gradually 
obtaining relief, and building many churches.

All this constitutes the notable heritage which 
is integral to Scottish history. But now there 
is a serious danger of loss, not only of the 
buildings, but of all record of what they were 
like, and how they re� ected the history of the 
communities which built, loved and cared 
for them, dedicating much prayer, thought, 
and time to them, adding constantly to their 
beauty, amenities, and treasures. 

A charity called Scottish Church Heritage 
Research has been established, chaired by  

Brenda Hall, Trustee and Volunteers Secretary 
Scottish Church Heritage Research (SCHR)

All the 
Houses 
of God...

“A busy, well-used and well-kept 
church is a joy to visit and record. 
But it is especially important to 
record closed churches or those 
under threat of closure”



Edwina Proudfoot of St Andrews, with the 
aim of ensuring that the associated spiritual, 
historical, architectural, and social information 
on all Scottish places of worship should be 
easily available to succeeding generations. 
SCHR is undenominational, and not political. 
The following passage from Psalm 74 in the 
Scottish Prayer Book might be the raison 
d’être of Scottish Church Heritage Research 
and its project Places of Worship in Scotland. 

He that hewed timberafore out of the thick trees 
was known to bring it to an excellent work. 
But now they break down all the carved work 
thereof with axes and hammers. 
They have set � re upon thy holy places, 
and have de� led the dwelling-place of thy 
Name, even unto the ground. 
Yea, they said in their hearts,
let us make havoc of them altogether. 
Thus have they burnt
up all the houses of God in the land

The project began with a Gazeteer which 
already includes upwards of 10,000 places, 
ranging from early sites, some marked 
only on early maps or visible in a ruined or 
fragmentary way, through rural churches to 
cathedrals, mosques, synagogues, temples 
and meeting halls. The Project was based 
on a pilot scheme in Fife but work has 
now extended to Angus, Moray, and much 
of Aberdeenshire. It will shortly begin in 
Glasgow, and SCHR aims to extend it to the 
rest of Scotland. The work has been supported 
by grants from various sources including 
Historic Scotland, the Heritage Lottery Fund, 
and the Church of Scotland, but in the present 
economic climate grants are very limited. 
The work is carried out mostly by volunteers. 
Responding to the fascination of looking at, 
photographing, and recording the heritage 
from the past, small groups of volunteers 
go out to various churches. They have a 
consistent system for photographing exteriors 
and interiors, furnishings and memorials, 
windows and communion plate, traces of 
earlier buildings, and modem amenities. 
Their photographs are added to a large 
o�  ine database held at present at an o�  ce in 
Cupar, and these resources are now there for 
anyone interested to consult. A website (www.
scottishchurches.org.uk) shows a selection of 
the photographs.

A busy, well-used and well-kept church is 
a joy to visit and record. But it is especially 
important to record closed churches or those 
under threat of closure. Experiences are as 
varied as the churches visited. Sometimes a 

warm welcome awaits, with a church member 
or o�  cer meeting volunteers, showing 
treasures, and providing heat and light; 
sometimes cold winter days have involved 
thermos � asks of hot co� ee and the wearing 
of thermal underwear; sometimes the battle 
has been with outside rain, and inside evidence of 
mice, and a distressing absence of sanitation. 

Satisfaction is there, however, in unexpected 
delights: surviving traces of the medieval 
heritage such as consecration crosses; 
symbolism in complex stained glass 
windows; expressions of love and pride in 
war memorials; dedication plaques recording 
faithful service; an aumbry so discreetly 
installed as to look like a secret panel which 
might easily be missed; a bell chamber 
housing a working bell; wall hangings made 
by local children; cradle rolls and books of 
remembrance; musical instruments ranging 
from handsome pipe organs to hi-�  players 
with recorded hymns. Things like these give 
renewed awareness of local communities past 
and present, and in this and in learning so 
much else volunteers have their reward. 

The value of the work of SCHR is widely 
recognised, by the Church of Scotland, for 
example, and not least by Historic Scotland. 
But it continues to depend on the enthusiasm 
of its volunteers. If anyone reading this is 
interested in knowing more, or volunteering 
to help, they should get in touch with SCHR, 
Volunteer House, 69 Crossgate, Cupar, Fife, 
LY15 5AS. 

Telephone 01334 844822. 
e-mail: o�  ce@scottishchurches.org.uk 
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Useful Online Resources

www.scottishchurches.org.uk
the website of Scottish Church Heritage 
Research – good essay from Edwina Proudfoot 
on “Starting to appreciate places of worship” in 
the news section

www.scotlandschurchestrust.org.uk
opens the door to Scotland’s story by exploring 
living traditions of faith across the country

www.scottishcivictrust.org.uk
includes the buildings at risk register

www.rcahms.gov.uk
Royal Commission o the Ancient and Historical 
Monuments of Scotland

www.ahss.org.uk
the Architectural Heritage Society of 
Scotland - committed to encouraging public 
understanding and appreciation of our built 
environment and supports the thoughtful and 
meaningful preservation and restoration of 
historic buildings.

www.srct.org.uk
Scottish Redundant Churches Trust

www.historic-scotland.gov.uk
an executive agency of the Scottish 
Government and we are charged with 
safeguarding the nation’s historic environment 
and promoting its understanding and 
enjoyment on behalf of Scottish Ministers.

www.spab.org.uk
The Society for the Protection of Ancient 
Buildings founded by William Morris in 1877 to 
counteract the highly destructive ‘restoration’ 
of medieval buildings being practised by many 
Victorian architects. Today it claims to be the 
largest, oldest and most technically expert 
national pressure group � ghting to save old 
buildings from decay, demolition and damage.
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“When one flower blooms spring 
awakens everywhere” 
John O’Donohue 

Tucked away in East Sutherland lies 
the village of Invershin. It is a quiet 
place, surrounded by forests and hills. 
It is literally at a crossroads, being the 
meeting point of roads that take me 
home to Brora twenty five miles north, 
to Inverness in the south, the ancient 
home of St. Barr and St. Gilbert that 
is Dornoch to the East and Lochinver 
and beyond to the west coast. It is 
the sort of place the ancient Picts and 
Celts would have held as especially 
‘thin’, being as it is a point of meeting 
where travellers come and travellers 
go, bringing with them not simply 
weary bodies but their hearts and 
souls. These were potentially places of 
healing and access to divine presence, 
not simply meeting points in our 
dimensions of space and time but 
an intersection with the world of the 
eternal.

Whilst no such grandiose claims 
have been made to me of Invershin 
per se, its location as a crossroads 
nonetheless evokes a sense of 
gathering and dispersal. A place 
to come for refreshment but also a 
milestone from which one ventures 

forth to an ultimate destination. Few 
live in Invershin itself. Those that do 
are a quiet, and most would say, close-
knit community. Despite the ancient 
associations with crossroads, Invershin 
has not had a visible presence of the 
Church, that sign of the invisible Body 
of Christ. For those who do worship 
they disperse to other places. The 
community itself has little opportunity 
to celebrate its own life in Christ. For 
those who find the church alien, as 
is increasingly the case, the nearest 
contact is significantly distant enough 
to reinforce a sense of irrelevance. 

The Scottish Episcopal Church 
maintains the concept of ‘territoriality’ 
– a sense of serving all of the 
people of Scotland. It has, despite 
varied pressures, not yielded to the 
temptation to withdraw its intention 
of being present throughout the 
land. This is not mere stubbornness 
but a commitment to continue the 
incarnation of Christ’s manifested 
presence, a pitching of the tent among 
the whole people of God, not simply 
those who ascribe to a particular 
confession of faith or credal formula.

It is this sense of ‘presence’ that has 
led us in mission to both the literal 
and metaphorical crossroads. Where 

we are and what we do is a revelation 
of who we are. In March we opened 
St. Curétan’s Mission (Curétan also 
known as Boniface of Ross). Every 
other Tuesday people from existing 
Episcopal churches, members of other 
denominations and others ‘dipping 
their toes’ are forming a small group 
meeting in the Village Hall. That 
decision to use the Village Hall is quite 
deliberate. We meet within and among 
the wider community, celebrating 
God’s presence, being fed with Christ’s 
life. We meet in the room where the 
night before the local community 
council may have met. We meet next 
to the large hall where Ceilidhs and 
parties raise villagers’ voices in song 
and laughter. We meet opposite that 
place where many take their final 
journey and are laid to rest in the local 
cemetery.

We meet for one reason and one 
reason only, to reveal the thinness of 
the wall between daily life in this world 
and the life of the Eternal. We ‘show-
forth’ that with the meetings and the 
parties and the remembrance of grief 
stands the Eternal One, the Living 
Lord, the God of our people. 

This is the single flower that has been 
planted. In nurturing its life it may 

Invershin: a Point 
of Meeting
The Rev Chris Mayo is the Mission Priest for Sutherland
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yet bloom. In so doing some who are 
traversing the crossroads may stop 
awhile to examine its beauty. Villagers 
themselves may fi nd that the thinness 
reveals a Presence that may be a 
wellspring at times of vulnerability 
and celebration.

St. Benedict, in the prologue to his 
Rule, says “we intend to establish a 
school for the Lord’s service’ (RB80 
– The Rule of St. Benedict, trans. 
Timothy Fry, The Liturgical Press, 
1982). Benedict understood the 
meaning of the word ‘disciple’ to be 
‘one who learns, one who follows’. This 
is no ‘going to church’. This is ‘growing 
together as church’. Discipleship is 
about ‘conversion of life’, the day 
by day quiet change that occurs as 
one develops a regularity of habit in 
serving Christ. What at fi rst may feel 
strange and even alien becomes a 
new way of living prompted and fed 
by the life of the Spirit. It is the Word 
of God preached through the living 
out of life itself. For that conversion of 
life to occur, a Benedictine will need 
to be fed by the companion pledges 
to stability and obedience. Stability is 
about fi nding a centredness, a rock. 
For the monastic this is the Abbey 
or Priory house. For others it may 
be the regular Church community 

of which they form a part, the Point 
of Presence in which one grows in 
discipleship with the loving support, 
compassion and, indeed, challenge of 
others. This requires obedience if it is 
to be successful. This is ‘discipline’ in 
its Latin sense of listening and placing 
oneself in humble relationship with the 
community of which you are a part and 
those entrusted with its leadership. For 
the monastic this fi nds its focus in the 
Abbot, Abbess or other superior. For 
some, it may be a willingness to listen 
actively to who God is asking us to be 
for others, not simply ourselves.

This Benedictine way, for me at least, 
forms the spiritual and theological 
rationale for the Invershin Mission. We 
are there to grow as a ‘school for the 
Lord’s service’, not for our own sake 
but to be a place where Christ can 
visibly and obviously be discovered 
and embraced. Christ is met through 
the Liturgy in which we celebrate 
his Eternal presence with us. Christ 
is met through the obvious bonds 
of hospitality and friendship which 
do not exclude but are ever open to 
others. Christ is met by the mission 
being alongside the community to 
celebrate their joys and share in their 
sorrows. Christ is met as each is seen 
to go forth from the crossroads with 

renewed strength. This school of 
service, like all schools, is a place of 
training where we might discover more 
of Christ through one another. To those 
who both live at the crossroads which 
is Invershin and those passing through 
to an ultimate destination, Christ’s 
presence may over time be something 
of which they too wish to learn.

Whether or not more people become 
adherents or members as a result 
actually misses the point. Christ calls 
us not to make new members but new 
disciples, new learners: people who 
discover something of the Eternal 
One. If that results in them fi nding 
a Benedictine-like stability through 
joining us, God be praised. If, instead, 
it results in one burden being lightened 
a little as we his people share the load, 
God be praised. Success is not that of 
this world, measured as it is in numbers 
and statistics. Success is known only 
within the heart of Christ himself as 
one more sheep, one more lamb, is fed 
by him, maybe then to join the school 
of the Lord’s service in celebration and 
invitation, maybe to continue on anew 
but with the awareness of God-With-Us.

Invershin is called to be that Sacred 
Space, that Crossroads, that point of 
meeting.
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“The Scottish Episcopal Church maintains the 
concept of ‘territoriality’ – a sense of serving all 
of the people of Scotland. It has, despite varied 
pressures, not yielded to the temptation to withdraw 
its intention of being present throughout the land”



Building for the future

This is the testimony of a small local 
church, passionate about Jesus and 
passionate about reaching out with the 
love of God and the message of the 
Gospel to their community and beyond.

It all began in the seventies, when the 
Rector and people of St Devenicks , 
Bieldside, began to pray about possible 
outreach to a new community that was 
being established as a result of the oil-
boom of the sixties.

I arrived in 1982, as Curate of that church, 
with special responsibility for the small 
congregation that had been established 
at Westhill. From small beginnings the 
church has grown over the years to 
become a thriving Christian congregation 
serving God at the heart of the 
community of Westhill, Aberdeenshire.

The congregation has grown from 
very small beginnings in the late 
1970s to around 250 at present with 
good representation across all ages. 
Services are held in the Ashdale Hall, 
the community hall of Westhill, while 
Sunday school for the children and other 
activities are held in Trinity Church next 
door, owned by the Church of Scotland. 

We now have a thriving Youth Work 
that is reaching out to young people 
of all ages. Our new church facility will 
increase options and opportunities for 
more outreach to them and provide

Since 1981 we have shared the Church 
of Scotland building, along with the 
Roman Catholic Congregation. In 2002 
we moved from the Church building, 
to holding our Worship Services in the 
Ashdale Community Hall next door to 
the church. We continued to share the 
church building for midweek activities 
and children’s ministry on Sundays, 
but we moved our Sunday Worship 
to the Hall as a result of our growing 

congregation, and the need for more 
space to accommodate us.

In 2002 we took up the offer, by a 
generous benefactor who had been a 
previous member of our church, of a gift 
of land to build a new church facility in 
Westhill. We then began to share with 
the congregation our vision of a new 
church facility that would increase our 
opportunities for mission and outreach. 

When the project is completed, which we 
hope will be by the end of October 2013 
we will have a great facility, not only for 
the church, but for the community and 
businesses around. The Church will have 
Conference and Community facilities 
available that will include the latest 
technology.

What was once a dream has now 
become reality. The vision that God 
put in our hearts many years ago is 
now being realised. We will now have a 
great facility for church and community 
use ,enabling us to serve God and our 
community more effectively .

We are excited about the potential our 
church building brings in our service 
to our community and for the various 
growing ministries we provide. 

The Worship Sanctuary will reflect our 
modern worship ethos and the other 
facilities will help us greatly in developing 
our children’s work and youth ministries. 
Not only that but we hope our building 
will become a ‘Gathering Place’ where 
people can visit our Café or simply relax 
and meet friends.

When we first considered building a new 
facility, we wanted it to be a place where 
people could find God. We recognised 
that life was so stressful and busy for 
most people. This new building would 
provide space to rest, to pray during the 
week and to find refreshment for the tired 
and weary who need to find that place of 
quiet in a noisy world.

The church will have excellent 
‘Conference’ facilities and already we are 
reaching out to the business community, 
which has grown exponentially, over the 
past few years.

This has been an adventure for our 
church and one that continues and we 
are excited about the future that lies 
ahead. For 30 years the congregation 
has used rented premises but these 
new facilities will open up many more 
opportunities for our ministries to the 
congregation and community, and offer 
community groups and local businesses 
a range of meeting rooms. We believe 
the café will be a big attraction.

It has been encouraging to see the 
response of our community to this 
project.

The Lord has given us favour with them 
and they have been talking positively 
about what we are doing and how we 
are seeking to serve the community. The 
Cafe is proving to be an exciting topic 
of conversation. The location of the new 
church is at the West of Westhill Town 
Centre and so the view from the Cafe 
is quite stunning as it looks to the hills 
beyond.
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The Rev Canon Ian J Ferguson, Rector at Westhill Episcopal Church, Aberdeenshire

“This has been an adventure for our church 
and one that continues and we are excited 
about the future that lies ahead”



The fi nancial challenge for this project 
has been simply immense. 95% of 
the funding has come from our own 
congregation ,which has raised £1.4 
million and rising. With some fi nancial 
support from various Trusts and a bank 
loan, we are confi dent we will meet the 
total cost of the new facility.

One of the great scriptures that God put 
in our hearts as we started this project, 
knowing that it would involve great cost 
and sacrifi ce, perseverance and courage, 
was that from Malachi 3 v 10

“Bring the whole tithe into the storehouse 
that there may be food in my house. Test 
me in this” says the Lord Almighty “ and 
see if I will not throw open the fl oodgates 
of heaven and pour out so much blessing 
that you will not have room enough for it”

Sacrifi cial giving, be it fi nancial, in service, 
in prayer and witness is the key to the 
opening of those fl oodgates of blessing. 

Our story is His story. It is a story of 
ordinary people, passionate for the Good 

News of Jesus to reach out to others. 
It is a story that has taken us to the 
heights and the depths, through pain and 
struggle and sacrifi ce. It is a story of how 
the Lord loves to respond to those who 
have faith and who wanted to honour 
and glorify the name of Jesus.

When we started out it seemed the 
‘impossible dream’. However, we have a 
God with whom ‘Nothing is Impossible’ !

In the words of that amazing missionary 
J Hudson Taylor: “God’s work done in 
God’s way will never lack God’s supply.”
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It’s easy to miss the Robin Chapel on 
the main drag in Craigmillar, a still 
pretty much socially deprived part 
of Edinburgh. The cars zoom past on 
the way to Fort Kinnaird in the east or 
Cameron Toll shopping centre to the 
west, but here hedged in and bordered 
by a now mature privet hedge is The 
Thistle Foundation and the chapel in its 
midst. It is what the late Queen Mother 
described as ”a unique settlement for 
wounded armed forces personnel” set 
up just after the Second World War.

The chapel was never part of the great 
scheme which was to build 100 houses 
on a site where medical attention would 
be available to war veterans, without 
the need for hospitalisation; where 
they could live with their families and 
yet receive specialist care for their 
war wounds. It came about when 

Francis and Isabella Tudsbery, the 
main visionaries behind the Thistle 
Foundation, lost their only son, Robin 
Tudsbery, a Lieutenant in the Blues and 
Royals, in the last week of hostilities 
before peace was declared in Europe 
and the war ended in 1945.

Amidst grief for their son, the chapel 
was commissioned with the then Queen 
Elizabeth (our late Queen Mother) 
laying the foundation stone in 1950 and 
then three years later she returned as 
Queen Mother with Princess Margaret 
from Balmoral Castle to attend the 
opening of this chapel, built to the 
glory of God and in memory of one of 
the fallen, Robin, and as a beacon for 
all Christian people. In July, HM The 
Queen and HRH The Duke of Edinburgh 
will be attending the 60th Diamond 
Celebrations at the chapel.

“Come in, eternal glory thou shalt 
win “ is etched in stone on the main 
west door lintel and greets everyone 
who comes Sunday by Sunday to this 
inter-denominational chapel , where the 
love of God dwells. Choral Evensong is 
sung each Sunday since that date with 
a professional choir and the chaplain. 
A unique feature is that most Sundays 
there is a visiting preacher from one of 
the main denominations preaching the 
sermon and so fulfi lling the Tudsberys 
quest to work and strive for the visible 
unity of all Christians. This chapel seeks 
in its simplicity, to be available to all 
who want to come and worship in this 
peaceful setting.

The grade A listed building gets 
many visitors; some come to admire 
the Sadie MacLellan stained glass 
windows based on Bunyan’s “Pilgrim’s 

The Rev Thomas Coupar is Chaplain of the Robin Chapel in Edinburgh

Transforming grief 
into scared space
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Progress”. She also created windows 
in Glasgow Cathedral and St. Magnus’ 
Orkney. Others admire the carvings of 
animals and nature by Thomas Goode 
of Edinburgh or the wrought iron fine 
detail in balustrade and lectern eagle. 

There is an intimacy and connection 
still with the original family, as 
many items came from the family 
home of Champfleurie Estate near 
Linlithgow, including an antique rug, the 
candlesticks and Altar cross.

Paintings adorn the chapel, the largest 
and the most striking is not the 
Eustache Le Sueur’s “ Daniel’s Vision in 
the Night” and a large painting of Robin 
and his dog, painted by Edmund Brock. 

The chapel gives support and still 
links to Robin’s regiment as well as 

supporting courses for Veterans 
returning to civilian life, run by the 
Thistle Foundation. These are important 
aspects of the chapel’s work, linking 
the past with the realities of supporting 
armed service personnel today, in 
line with the original intention of the 
Tudsberys.

There is much to see and the chapel 
welcomes visitors and interested 

groups. Contact can be made through 
the web site www.robinchapel.org.uk 
or direct with the Chaplain at 
chaplain@robinchapel.org.uk

Our 60th anniversary falls this summer 
and we look forward to our celebrations 
of the life of the chapel with the Queen 
and HRH the Duke of Edinburgh in 
attendance.

Summer

“The Grade a lIsTed buIldING 
GeTs maNy vIsITors; some come 
To admIre The sadIe maclellaN 
sTaINed Glass wINdows based oN 
buNyaN’s ‘PIlGrIm’s ProGress’”
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PoemsPoems
by Christine McIntosh
member of Holy Trinity, Dunoon

Cathedral of the Holy Spirit 

Th ere was a church, rising
Above green terraces of
Pleasing symmetry,
Surely too neat, too
Small to encompass much
Mystery. Yet in that
Silent shell, in the golden
Brass-glow of candles,
God would touch
Careless souls, catch their
Hearts in a mesh of
Incandescent song, so that
Th ose who knelt there would
Pass through the veil of light
To the bright places beyond.

Th e Garden 

Th at night there was no
peace in the garden. Th e voice
beat randomly and wordless
on the shrinking sense as the fl ames
fl ickered irritably in the unseen chill.
Th e struggling prayer faltered 
with each startling blow and 
died as the God’s voice dwindled and
withdrew. And when the silence fell
blessedly and the night grew still
it was already over, this riven time,
and the marching feet, the harsher 
shouts, the drawn steel glinting
in the dark – to this the prayer had led
and left the silence of the grave.
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Night Watch

Is it here, God, in this garden
where the light wind stirs the leaves
silvered in the hard blue moonlight
– is it here that we must struggle
in the dialogue of self with self?
But the words are hardly spoken
when the vast and swelling ache
– a kind of joy, but of such sharpness
that I gasp, and words are stilled –
of the God so close within me
grows and self is marginalised,
pushed towards the edge of being
so that all I know is Him.
In this sudden fiery knowledge
friends who cannot understand
seem ephemeral and tiny –
Pray, I tell them, watch and pray,
as it comes upon me fiercely
that the end is here, this night,
that the God I carry in me
brooks no shrinking from this goal.
Now my soft palms spread in pleading
look so gentle, feel so dear
and this vulnerable body
breathes and weeps in dread of pain,
till the world turns and the strangers
bring this night watch to its close
and the brother’s kiss of greeting
a last gentle touch of love.

All poems ©Christine McIntosh

Llananno revisited 

In an empty church
where once a poet prayed
I sat, the sudden cool
a contrast with the world
of sun and life and heat
beside the river’s glint,
beneath the hurried road.

Above the skewed cross
behind the dying flowers,
the empty candlesticks,
a huge, green tree
filtered the sun’s light
which flickered on the stone
as the great mind of God
thrust a small pulse of its power
into my waiting soul.



Sacred Space – two words which can 
conjure up a multitude of mental 
images. A favourite church with candles 
glowing, a place made special with 
icons, stones from the beach at Iona 
or Lindisfarne and heaps of tea lights 
(reminiscent of TISEC, but to some of 
us more of a fi re hazard than anything 
prayerful). A view with a sunset and 
possibly a beach – unless you hate 
sand in your socks!
 
Sacred Spaces are profoundly 
personal – what moves one spirit 
may be a massive turn off for another. 
What makes space sacred is deeply 
infl uenced by our own experiences 
and spiritual formation. My early 
experiences in the SEC centred on 
Churches designed or decorated by 
Ninian Comper, so for me, Victorian 
Anglo-Catholic décor can make space 
sacred very quickly.
 
Places and memories also make space 
sacred. Some places are more famous 
for this than others. Iona where I spent 
a summer at the Abbey and Lindisfarne 
where my wife lived are two of the most 
famous. Others like Walsingham, where 
my Victorian Anglo-Catholic aesthetic 
and Incarnational theology can meld 
with a place of healing, are high on 
my personal list of Sacred Spaces.
 
Things too can make space sacred. 
Objects hallowed by experience and 
associations can be potent when 
creating a personal sacred space. 
Things like an icon bought on a visit 
and used as an aid to prayer and 
meditation at home or a gift given 
at a signifi cant time or by signifi cant 
people in our lives, such as the fairly 
cheap reproduction of the San Damiano 
crucifi x given to my on the day of my 
ordination as priest or a stone from 
Iona engraved with a Celtic cross and 
inlaid with gold by a member of the 
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SACRED 
SPACE

“For thousands of people, sacred space is 
made, not by buildings or places called sacred, 
but by wounded fellow travellers sharing their 
experience of journeys made over stony, 
barren ground – the deserts of human life”

The Rev John Penman is an Associate Priest 
at St Michael and All Saint’s, Edinburgh



congregation where I was curate when 
I left, can be deeply sacred for us. 
Being both tangible and portable, 
they have travelled with me for years 
and help me to make sacred space 
where I can continue to encounter God 
intimately wherever I am on my journey.

Even more portable is my battered copy 
of “Celebrating Common Prayer” Daily 
Office. It was given to me 20 years 
ago by my training Rector just before 
my pre-ordination retreat. The inside 
cover has an inscription on it in his 
handwriting. Much of the gold leaf on 
the front cover has worn off; the spine 
is held together with black tape. The 
marker ribbons are tied at the ends to 
stop further unravelling and the pages 
are grey and grubby at the edges with 
use. But its battered condition reflects 
20 years of use and travel. I’ve prayed 
with it in churches and in chapels, in 
living rooms and on trains. It’s no longer 
gleaming and pristine like a new curate 
as it was when I got it– it’s a bit bashed 
and scruffy (like it’s owner!). It travels 
with me still, to work or on holiday 
and it helps me to make my current 
space sacred and also to connect with 
a wider intentional praying community 
of seekers after the God who in Christ 
made all humanity sacred and who still 
sanctifies us today.
 
The ultimate Sacred Space, however, 
lies inside us. The classical schools of 
Christian spirituality from Benedict to 
Teresa of Avila speak of the interior 
journey, the flight of the alone to the 
alone. For all one of us, the ultimate 
Sacred Space is our self. We are our 
own “Holy of Holies”, the place where 
the very core of our God given persona 
meets and is transfigured by the 
Ground of All Being – God the Divine 
Trinity. It is “Holy Ground”, both vitally 
important and frighteningly vulnerable, 
a place as powerfully shaped by wounds, 
as it is by the tender caress of God.
 

But wounds heal and can become 
a source of blessing through God’s 
grace. And that grace can be mediated 
through unexpected channels. Sacred 
Space can be made not only by 
the obviously godly but also by the 
wounded and the flawed. For thousands 
of people, sacred space is made, not 
by buildings or places called sacred, 
but by wounded fellow travellers 
sharing their experience of journeys 
made over stony, barren ground – the 
deserts of human life. Groups such 
as Alcoholics Anonymous or support 
groups for survivors of abuse where 
women and men wounded by their 
journey through this life share their 
stories of transformation by a “spiritual 
experience” (which may or may not 
be obviously “Christian”) can be very 
sacred spaces indeed for those who 
cannot connect with spirituality which 
is essentially abstract. People who 
have hammered out their spirituality 
on the anvil of suffering carry within 
themselves sacred spaces which 
sustain life enhancing spirituality born 
of life destroying experiences. They can 
appear unorthodox but are perhaps 
best described as “battled hardened” 
rather than theoretically pure.
 
This personal, interior sacred space 
is where our experiences, memories, 
intellect and emotions engage together 
dynamically. It is where spiritual 
direction and therapy to heal wounds 
can produce a spiritual outlook that 
empowers and energises us. Both 
spiritual direction and therapy (the two 
are different) can, each in their own 
way, create and enhance knowledge 
of self, knowledge of the reality of 
God and healing of mind and spirit. Of 
course, it has to be the right approach 
for the individual concerned if it is 
to be essentially productive rather 
than destructive or frustrating. 
I have a friend, for example, who 
admits to having no visual pictorial 

imagination whatsoever. He found 
Ignatian spirituality fairly pointless 
(“Imagine the scene” – “I can’t!”). 
Another pathway such as Benedictine 
may be more helpful for him. Likewise, 
certain therapies may be counter-
productive in certain cases. If you have 
Asperger’s Syndrome, psychodynamic 
counselling is not a great solution to 
working through issues (“How did you 
feel about that?” “Feel? Not a lot. 
Should I have? Am I weird or mad or 
something?” It can create more anxiety 
than it relieves). Cognitive Behavioural 
Therapy (CBT) may be a better tool 
for healing here. Both therapy and 
spiritual direction should challenge 
us and perhaps make us usefully 
uncomfortable, but undue discomfort 
or distress can indicate it’s the wrong 
approach for this person. There’s a very 
Scottish assumption that it must be 
good for you if it’s nasty – my mother’s 
approach to getting us to take cod liver 
oil as children. It’s not always right. 
Reconciliation can be painful and pain 
can be necessary, but there are limits 
and boundaries here that need to be 
observed. It’s like physical exercise - 
lifting weights when you have a bad 
back isn’t good practice. It’s not about 
“feeling the burn” – it’s about not 
knackering a disc!
 
Making Sacred Space where we can 
know God more fully is something 
deeply personal but important. Having 
a companion with some experience and 
training on the journey can be helpful. 
Dioceses can point you towards such 
trained individuals (by no means all 
ordained). However, the most important 
thing by far openness – without that 
we can scarcely take the first step. And 
stepping into our own sacred space as 
Jesus did when he went into the desert 
is a journey well worth taking.
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Bishops and Covenanters: The Church in Scotland, 1688-1691 
The Rev Ann Shukman, Berlinn – £12.99

Of all the periods which affected the Scottish Episcopal Church, perhaps the most critical was that which saw King William, 
newly come to the crown along with his wife Mary, attempt to sort out the future of the church in Scotland, and which lead, 
finally, to the establishment of the Presbyterian Kirk as the national church. It is this critical three year period, from the longer 
period covered in Raffe’s book, which forms the subject of Ann Shukman’s ‘Bishops and Covenantors’, although as she regrets 
in her introduction, that her book was unable to incorporate Raffe’s research. 

This is an exceptionally lucid book, which separates out each strand of thought, action and argument with almost judicial clarity. 
Shukman offers a critical account of the events of the period, focusing now bishops widely perceived to be venial, and now on 
the depressing narrowing of Samuel Rutherford’s from a vision of a national church for Scotland to a hope that ‘a remnant shall 
be saved’. In fact this is a good book not to read at bedtime, so unwaveringly depressing is the story it tells 
of missed opportunities, bad judgements, and mutual distrust. 

The book does full justice to the links between religion and politics. Each side had distinctive political attitudes, as well as 
religious ones. The concept of the Jacobite Episcopalian becomes ever more probably with each new piece of research and 
evaluation. Inevitably, the Covenanters were tied into a mindset which believed that God directly rewarded good and punished 
evil. The nation could only prosper in as far as it was pure, and purity was defined in the narrowest terms. They offered a 
religion of fear. One wonders how far this mind set has died, and how far it still continues today. 

Nevertheless, it offers an exceptionally clear account of the events of these critical years, pulling together both recently-
published material, and much less available accounts published long ago. She interprets and evaluates and prods and cajoles 
her readers into considering the possibilities before arriving at the conclusion that nobody really got what they wanted. William 
had dreamt of a ‘happy’ solution, where all were free to follow the form of religion they preferred. He got the Darien disaster, 
and parishes vacant, and therefore unable to attend properly to the distribution of poor relief. The Episcopalians lost all their 
bishops and most of their clergy. The Kirk lost many of the most able, trained men (of course they were all men) and it took 
a generation to replace them. That is to say nothing of the Covenanters shot, or, most hideously, the resurgence of 
witchcraft trails. 
Rosemary Hannah

The Culture of Controversy: Religious Arguments in Scotland, 
1660-1714 
Alasdair Raffe Boydell Press – £55

‘The Culture of Controversy’ is a delight. It is a thoroughly readable and thoroughly academic book which covers the history 
of debate and religious argument in Scotland from 1660 to 1714. Readers find themselves drawn into the heated disputes and 
theology of the period. Alasdair Raffe has the ability to make not just the externals of the debates and the movements clear, 
but to help one enter sympathetically into positions which, considered coldly, might seem ridiculous to us today. 

It is less concerned with political actions than with the springs and origins of these in the thought-world of the time 
in question. What is most clear from this lovely book is how very many people were involved in debate and dissent, from 
the aristocracy through the clergy, down to the most ordinary men and women making their livings in town and countryside. 

This period of course covers the Covenants, the Restoration Church, and Archbishop Sharp, and the revolution which 
saw the Presbyterian Kirk established as Scotland’s national church. It is therefore of vital interest to anybody interested in 
the history of the Scottish Episcopal Church. One of the gifts of this book is to map the growth of interest in liturgical worship, 
from the introduction of the reciting of the Lord’s prayer onwards. Interestingly, even from the earliest period, there was 
concern over how heavily the Presbyterians relied on the emotion of religion, which too often led to what Raffe calls ‘a cycle 
of spiritual dejection and elation, interpreting their emotions as the perceptible signs of a struggle between their carnal 
humanity and their progressive regeneration by the holy spirit.’

As well as prefiguring the arguments around the Evangelical Revival of the later 1700s, here too are the first rumblings 
of the arguments over the appropriate ways in which clergy might be settled in parishes, by call of the congregation or by 
decision of the land-owners, which finally surfaced in the Disruption.

While debate was sometimes rational, Raffe does full justice to the prejudices on both sides, and the degree to which naked 
emotion was used to stir up one side of each debate against the other. Then there is the matter of the virtues and the short-
comings of the clergy on all sides of debate, so often recorded in verse and set to popular tunes. This is a book with its fair 
share of humour. A ‘poor profane man’ paid to dance and sing before the presbyterian preacher ‘Dainty Davie’ Williamson 
making his way to carry out his office in Aberdeen. It would have mattered little, only the song was a satirical ballad recalling 
the events which had led to his (allegedly) shot-gun wedding. 

Book Reviews
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Women are no less concerned in these controversies, holding no fewer opinions, being no less opinionated, and taking 
no fewer direct actions. What is depressing is the consideration of how much direct action was taken, and how the endless 
tit-for-tat ‘rabblings’, protests, pulling of gowns from priests, violent crowds preventing presbyterian worship, et al, etc. 
fed and followed each other. Irrational fears are not the preserve of the times we live in, but they have haunted the history 
of the Church.
Rosemary Hannah

First Among Equals and Dedicated Lives
2 new books by The Rt Rev Edward Luscombe and Stuart Donald and The diaries of Dean Charles Fyvie, 1829 and 1839-
1841 edited by Robert Preece (Diocese of Moray, Ross and Caithness and For the Right Reasons, Inverness)

Two new publications from our own Edward Luscombe in a twelve month period must be a cause for pleasure. Both are a 
collaboration between our former Primus and Stuart Donald, Honary Archivist and Keeper of the Library for Aberdeen and 
Orkney. 

First Among Equals is an invaluable brief account of all those who have held the office of Primus form 1704 to 2012. It takes 
the opportunity to offer a good deal more on each incumbent than the bare biographical details, and as such will be great help 
to all historians of the Scottish Episcopal Church. 

Dedicated Lives by the same team offers an account of all the women who were members of (more or less) regular orders in 
the Scottish Episcopal Church in Dundee. They were a fascinating set of women, often from moneyed backgrounds, yet turning 
their backs on an easy life to work for the sick and poor. Alas, as so often, poverty brought sickness, and sickness ensured 
poverty continued. 

The third book is also produced within the SEC. It is a new, and this time, a full edition of the diaries of Dean Charles 
Fyvie, minister of St John’s Episcopal Church, Inverness. There is a full set of Sunday entries for 1829, and then a daily diary 
for 1839-1841. These were previously published in apart, but now Preece has produced a new and unabridged version.

It is true that Fyvie lacks the narrative power of, say Francis Kilvert, because his stated objective was to record only facts, and 
not his reactions. However like most good writers (and he is undoubtably a good writer) he finds his cannot wholly stick 
to this. but his observations are at times touching and quite stunning. He is most put out by the child who dies in the course 
of his conducting its baptism. His children take brooms to beat a plague of caterpillars out of his fruit bushes, but there will 
be no crop that year.

Fyvie is a most conscientious minister, travelling at 11 at night to baptise a weak new-born baby, and not getting home 
until four in the morning, rising from his sick-bed to preach, teaching his children ‘as usual’. 

This new edition will delight those who love old diaries for the window they so effortlessly and entertainingly give us 
into other times and places. The spelling has been ‘regularised’ wich will make the book more accessible to the general 
reader, but will be little disappointing to the historian. 
Rosemary Hannah

Managing Clergy Lives – Obedience, Sacrifice, Intimacy
The Rt Rev Dr Nigel Peyton and Caroline Gatrell. Bloomsbury Press

This book by the Bishop of Brechin and a senior lecturer in the sociologies of health, work and families attempts to lift the 
lid on the clergy household and examine what lies within. They do this by means of a detailed analysis of in depth interviews 
conducted with 46 clergy from the Church of England – 14 women and 32 men. This is a scholarly attempt to understand 
what makes clergy tick and quite appropriately, the text is studded with several poems from R S Thomas.

Being a priest is not always easy and yet has its rewards. That much seems fairly obvious. But what is it that make 
it difficult? What motivations keep people going and what makes some leave? This volume will help anyone attempting to 
find answers to these and other questions about the puzzling professional clergy. (All the respondents here are stipendiary).

For the reader in Scottish orders, this book is a keen reminder that the Church of England is another country. They do things 
differently there. However, there are obvious themes which will find a resonance outside the Church of England – not least in 
how clergy households are changing, with the advent of two clergy households and changing work patterns for clergy spouses.

This is a book that might be useful for anyone helping clergy to manage their lives. The focus here is on the shape of 
clergy lives. It would have been interesting to see more attention paid to inter-clerical relationships, particularly those 
between stipendiary and non-stipendiary. Perhaps that should be the topic of another book as well researched as this one.

A particularly extensive bibliography is included for anyone wanting to read further on the topic.
The Very Rev Kelvin Holdsworth
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ROBERTSON, THE REV A MURIEL 
H ROBERTSON On 20 April 2013. 
Edinburgh Univ MA 1941. D, 1991. P, 1994. 
Asst Min, St Finnian’s, Lochgelly 1991. 
Asst D, St Luke’s, Glenrothes 1992-98. 
(Central Fife Team 1994-98. Lochgelly 
1997-98.) St Mary’s Dunblane 1998-99. P, 
St James the Great, Cupar, 2001-2011. In 
her 93rd year.

BENTON, THE REV CANON MICHAEL 
JOHN On 15 June 2013. London Univ BSc 
1960. Sarum & Wells Theol Coll 1972. D, 
1974. P, 1974. Sen Lect King Alfred Coll 
1974-76. C, Bursledon 1976-78. R, Over 
Wallop w Nether Wallop 1978-83. Dir of 
Educ 1979-96. R, Win St Lawrence and St 
Maurice w St Swithun 1983-90. Hon Can, 
Win Cath 1989-2003. P-in-C, Kingsclere 
1996-2003. Chapl to the Queen 1998-
2008. Rtd 2003. Perm to Offic, Win 2003. 
Warrant, Uni Dioc of St Andrews, Dunkeld 
& Dunblane. In his 75th year.

LAWRY, THE REV FIANACH ALICE MOIR 
On 20 June 2013. St Andrews TFM 1985-
88. D, 1988. P, 1994. NSM, St James’s, 
Dollar 1988 & Chapl, Glenochil Prison 
1991-2007. Asst Min, St James, Dollar 
1994-2013. In her 78th year.

Deaths
HAINES, THE REV CANON ROBERT 
MELVIN On 25 May 2013. Coll of Resurr 
Mirfield 1970-72. D, 1972. P, 1973. C, The 
Ascension, Kingston upon Hull. P-in-C, 
St Stephen’s, Humberside 1976. Team V, 
Howden Team Ministry 1980-82. R, Link 
Charge St Congan’s, Turriff and St Luke’s, 
Cuminestown and St Andrew’s, Banff 1982 
& P-in-C, Buckie & Portsoy 1994-97. Rtd 
1997. NSM, St Congan’s, Turriff 1997-
98. NS Turriff/Buckie Group 1999-2013. 
Warrant, Dioc of Aberdeen & Orkney 2001-
13. In his 82nd year.

MACGILLIVRAY, THE REV CANON 
ALEXANDER BUCHANAN On 22 March 
2013. Edinburgh Univ MA 1955. Aberdeen 
Univ, Dip Ed 1967. Edinburgh Theo 
Coll 1955-57. D, 1957. P, 1958. Chapl, 
St Ninian’s Cath, Perth 1957-59. Chapl, 
Aberlour Orphanage & C, St Margaret’s, 
Aberlour 1959-62. R, St Matthew’s, 
Oldmeldrum w All Saints’, Whiterashes 
& All Saints’, Woodhead 1962- also 
R, St Drostan’s, Insch 1974-2007 & St 
George’s, Folla Rule 1974-81. Can, St 
Andrew’s Cath, Aberdeen 1978-2007. 
Canon Emeritus, 2007-13. In his 80th year.

Appointments
FRASER
The Rev Christine Nancy Fraser to be 
Rector, St Peter’s, Kirkcaldy and St Mary 
and St Leonard, Kinghorn

MACDONALD
The Rev Alastair Robert Macdonald to 
be Priest-in-Charge, All Saints, Fyvie 
and St Drostan, Insch

Resignation
DURIE
The Rev David James Durie from St David 
of Scotland, Edinburgh

OGUGUO
The Rev Canon Dr Barnabas Oguguo from 
Holy Name, Cumbernauld

Retirements
DOUGLAS
Linda Douglas, Morning Receptionist, 
General Synod Office, retires 28 Aug 2013

WILKINSON
Mary Wilkinson, Publications Secretary, 
General Synod Office retires 12 July 2013
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