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The Eagle Wing was the first emigrant ship to leave Ulster for America. She sailed
from Groomsport in September 1636, carrying 140 Presbyterians in search of a
life free from persecution in the New World. Fearful weather, however, forced
them to return home after two months at sea. Although she did not reach her
destination, the Eagle Wing became the inspiration for others to make their
attempts and since those days, several million people have left our shores,
taking with them their culture and traditions. These cultural links with America
are celebrated each year at the North Down Eagle Wing Festival in July.
Our church magazine takes its title from this significant piece of local history. In
2002, Jennifer Hulme, a member of the congregation and well known local
artist, created the cover design, which strikingly depicts the symbols of the wing,
sail and cross.

“We seek to be a welcoming community of God's people

We believe our mission is to hear and share His Word and
to reflect God's unconditional love - as we proclaim
and celebrate the good news of Jesus Christ
and strive to be a welcoming, serving and reconciling
community."
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Letter from the Manse
In 1964, Thomas Merton, the famous American Trappist
monk, got permission to leave his monastery in
Kentucky to live on his own in a hermitage, not far from
his abbey. He had trouble getting permission from his
superiors but finally they relented. He was delighted. An
old dream was going to be realised. It meant he had to
move, and anyone who has moved house knows what an upheaval that involves. It
is reckoned to be one of the most stressful of all life’s experiences. The longer you
have lived in a house, the more stuff you seem to accumulate. One of the positives
is that you can de-clutter and get rid of some of the things you haven’t used for
years and will never use again. Even so, it is difficult to throw things away.
Merton describes in his diary how he prepared for the life of solitude he had been
seeking for so long. He went through his room to clean up. He emptied wardrobes
and files. He went through his papers. He was amazed at what he found, things he
had kept because he once thought them indispensable. He discovered that lots of
things could be left behind or dumped. Papers could be burnt. Sometimes it was
difficult to throw certain things out but he had to be ruthless and he discovered it a
liberation. He could start again. He realised, as never before, how one’s life can be
cluttered under a pile of things that are not really necessary.

“

Easter offers us something similar. We can start again and get rid of some of the
things which clutter our lives and get in the way of living effectively. One of the
things we drag round with us from one situation to another is fear. The great words
of the resurrection are when Jesus says to the women at the tomb, You do not need
to be afraid any more. The disciples were afraid on the journey to Jerusalem. The
crucifixion seemed to confirm their worst fears. They hid behind locked doors fearful
of meeting the same fate. Then Jesus came and stood in their midst and their lives
were changed for ever. It is what we believe about the resurrection that determines
how we shall live. If we believe Jesus rose from the dead, then we do not need to be
afraid. Freedom from fear is a key outcome of the resurrection. Once the disciples
had come to understand that Jesus was risen and was back with them, loving them
as he always had, they were new people, full of hope and confidence. The past, and
all the failure it contained, did not have the last word. The resurrection offers the
possibility of a transformed life, free from fear that otherwise dogs us. That was
good news for the disciples and it is good news for us.
Happy Easter.
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CONGREGATIONAL RECORD
BAPTISMS

8 February 2015

Bethany Grace May, daughter of Gary and Audrey Thomas
57 Springwell Avenue (29)
Madeline Jean, daughter of Marc and Alison Butler,
22 Silverstream Park
Oliver Robert, son of John and Claire Hart

15 February 2015
8 March 2015

“The promise is to you and to your children”

New members

3 January 2015
7 January 2015
23 January 2015

Mr & Mrs Sam Roberts, 17 Cove Hollow, Groomsport (5)
Mr & Mrs Michael Johston, 19 Dormans Point, D’adee (1)
Dr & Mrs Alan McIlmoyle, 19 Generals Walk, D’adee (1)

We warmly welcome these new members to our fellowship, assuring them of our

DEATHS

25 December 2014
2 January 2015
6 February 2015
11 February 2015
18 February 2015
8 March 2015

Mrs Margaret Davey, Belmont Care Home, Belfast (30)
Mrs Barbara Pinkerton, Bryansburn Nursing Home (28)
Mrs Avril Marsh, Apt 18, Stricklands Bay (28)
Mrs Harriet Holland, Croagh Patrick Care Home (1)
Mr Thomas Emberson, 27 Springwell Crescent (9)
Mr Robert Quinn, 19 Windmill Road, (17)
“Blessed are they who die in the Lord”

Give us, O Lord, a steadfast heart,
which no unworthy affection may drag downwards;
Give us an unconquered heart, which no tribulation can wear out;
Give us an upright heart, which no unworthy purpose may tempt aside.
Bestow upon us also, O Lord our God, Understanding to know you,
Diligence to seek you, Wisdom to find you,
And a faithfulness that may finally embrace you;
Through Jesus Christ our Lord.
(Thomas Aquinas)
USEFUL CONTACT DETAILS
Assistant Minister

Ryan Irmer

9146 8377

Church Office

Tues, Wed & Fri 9.00-1.00

9146 2552
5
gportpc@googlemail.com
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BOXING DAY SWIM
Thanks to everyone who supported the Kirk family in their
Boxing Day swim.
£565 was raised for the Endo-Urology Department in the Ulster
Hospital.
A special mention to Ryan & Amelia Irmer who were also
persuaded to take part!

In Jesus, we find God loosed from religious systems to walk in our streets,
visit our homes, speak forgiveness to us with authority and mercy,
and powerfully heal us with a touch of His hands.
Phil Andrews
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EDITORIAL
For the last few years, at this time, I have consulted the Bible Gateway
Holy Week timeline (http://bg3-blog.s3.amazonaws.com/blog/wpcontent/uploads/2011/04/holy-week-timeline.png), a diagram which
brings together, from the four Gospel accounts, the comings and
goings of all the key players in the Easter story. It tracks the
whereabouts of Jesus, the women associated with him, the Jewish
leaders, the crowds of ordinary people, the Roman soldiers, individual
disciples - showing who was where, when, and with whom.

EAGLE WING
The Magazine of
Groomsport Presbyterian
Church
Vol. 41 No.3
Spring 2015
eagle.wing@hotmail.co.uk
______
EDITOR
Susan Ekin
(028) 91451536
ADVERTISING
(028) 91462552
Circulation 1400 per year
Cost £40 pa colour. £30 B/W
Three issues
Spring, Autumn, Christmas
____
USEFUL CONTACT
DETAILS
Minister
Rev Dr Roger Purce
(028) 91464259
rpurce@googlemail.com
Clerk of Session
Elaine Nixon
(028) 91270268
Sunday School
Margaret McCreedy
(028) 91464361
Organist & Choirmaster
John Ekin
(028) 91451536
johnlekin@hotmail.com
Church Secretary
Julie McClurg
(028) 91462552
gportpc@googlemail.com
www.groomsportpc.com

I’ve always worried about Judas, whose name denotes the worst kind
of treachery. I worry about the conundrum of predestination/free will in
relation to Judas – if that was his destiny from eternity, it seems a
pretty raw deal. If he exercised free will, did he make choices because
he was – what? naïve? easily led? arrogant? a wheeler-dealer?
greedy? actually evil or just plain nasty? Yet he was one of the inner
circle, one of twelve Jesus chose as friends, so he evidently had his
good points. Maybe he was simply one of those people Phil Andrews
had in mind – who “thought they had God stitched up, and the boy next
door couldn’t be the Messiah”; did Judas just not ‘get it,’ even though
he had spent all that time actually with the Messiah? So maybe, as he
pocketed the payout, he thought he’d save it for the real Messiah’s
campaign. The sum, possibly enough to buy a small field, doesn’t
seem huge, so perhaps greed wasn’t the main reason. And it couldn’t
be that bad if he identified Jesus... he’d take the cash (a chance to buy
that field?), point out his pal and it would all be OK because Jesus had
never done anything wrong, so the authorities were bound to let him
go. It might wreck his friendship with the group, of course, but by then
Judas would have ‘moved on’ to cooler mates – was that his thinking?
I worry about how easy it might be to be like Judas, to get it terribly
wrong. Who has not made bad choices, even in much more minor
matters, and lived to regret them? When the enormity of his actions
really kicked in, Judas obviously realised – too late – that he had made
a horrific mistake. But was it a mistake? If he hadn’t given in to
whatever forces swayed his decision, maybe someone else would
have had to do the deed – Jesus was always going to the cross. Jesus,
after all, knew about that all along, much as he must have hoped his
friend Judas wouldn’t let him down. “It is of paramount importance that
we recognise with regard to the cross that it was God’s initiative in the
plan of salvation” (John Hosier) – so back we come to predestination;
poor Judas, was it a case of being in the wrong place at the right time?
Thirty pieces of silver for the betrayal – for the life – of his friend; talk
about selling someone short. He thought he’d done a deal – until he
checked his balance sheet. And he made another big mistake; he
didn’t understand that that salvation plan included him, despite what
he’d done, and so in the end he paid over the odds. Judas – such a
key player in the plan – couldn’t forgive himself; but for everyone else
who did ‘get it’, that cut-price transaction turned out to be the best
bargain ever. As Herbert Lockyer puts it,
Never was so little paid for so much.

7

(028) 9146 2552

Vol 41 No 3, Spring 2015

THANK YOU
It is hard to believe that it has already been six months since
our family first arrived in Groomsport. From the moment that
Roger and Fiona greeted us, and to this moment that I write
this to you, I hope you know how blessed we are to be a part of
such an amazing, loving, compassionate, and kind congregation and village.
Many of you know that I recently lost my father to heart disease, and was
immediately spun into a whirlwind of emotions and a feeling that "I need go
to New York as fast as humanly possible." My father was Muslim and
requested a Muslim burial. This meant that his body needed to be washed by
his family and wrapped in three pieces of white cloth and buried within three
days. As the Imam stated during the memorial service, “Allah brought you into
the life without any material possessions and Allah will take you out of this life
in the same way.” The simplicity of this really resonated with me. It was a
great reminder that material wealth will not follow us into heaven, so why is it
so important to us in this life?
I heard about my father's passing on a Monday and I immediately left on
Tuesday morning. I was able to return on Saturday evening and was glad that
I was able to participate in the final pantomime show. I am so thankful for the
loving support that Ryan provided, even though he was also grieving. The
outpouring of support towards Ryan and Alison while I was away still
astounds me. My family was watched over, fed generously, and our sweet
Alison was taken extra care of. There are so many people that I could
mention that I would lose track, however, please know that you are all forever
etched in our hearts.
I do not want to go without mentioning the immeasurable gratitude and
respect that I have for Roger Purce. Upon finding out about our loss, Roger
grabbed a strong hold of the urgency of the situation and brought
reassurance and empathy to our family. As he comforted our family, I’m sure
he was reminded of the recent passing of his own father, which was also
close to the surface of his heart.
We feel loved, cared for, and comforted by your loving arms here at
Groomsport Presbyterian Church and Groomsport Village. Thank you all for
welcoming us and allowing us to be a part of this special family.
With my heartfelt gratitude and love,
Amelia Irmer
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SUNDAY SCHOOL & BIBLE CLASS
Following all the excitement of the Christmas Gift Day and the
arrival of Santa Claus at our Carol Service, we returned to Sunday
School on January 11th.
Our first topic was “Jesus growing up” and now it is “God keeps His
promises”. We have also contributed to The Leprosy Mission by
again filling little boxes with coins.
Easter will soon be upon us and after that we always launch into the
PCI Youth and Sunday School Project. The title this year is Emmaus
and involves helping the Bible Society of India and the Youth and
Children’s Ministry in Donegal town, while learning more of God’s will
for our lives.
It is our intention to have another “Coffee before Church” morning,
when we hope to have some Indian nibbles for everyone to try. The
date for this event is 26th April and we invite the congregation to
join us at 10.15am before going over to morning service.
Any young people from 3 years of age will be made most welcome,
should they wish to come along and have fun, while learning of the
love of God for all people. Please continue to keep the work of
Sunday School and Bible Class in your prayers.
Margaret McCreedy,
Tel. 9146 4361

www.groomsportpc.com

9

(028) 9146 2552

Vol 41 No 3, Spring 2015

ANNUAL CONGREGATIONAL MEETING
The Annual Meeting took place on Tuesday 24th February 2015. This was a very well
attended and most enjoyable occasion, held in a friendly and relaxed atmosphere.
Dr. Purce opened the Meeting with a welcome and Scripture reading, which were followed
by prayer and hymn singing. The formal proceedings began with the Kirk Session Report
presented by Elaine Nixon - her first as our new Clerk of Session. This was most
informative, providing details of the many church-related activities during 2014.
The Finance Report followed, given by John Boyd
(Congregational Treasurer), helpfully outlined the state of the
congregation’s finances, also paying tribute to the work of the
Finance Sub-Committee. John Adrain then provided important
details of the use of the Norma and Stanley McCaw Trust.
Lowry Manson (Property Convenor) presented the Property
Report, providing the congregation with details of all the
property-related issues which had arisen during 2014, highlighting the need for continuous,
planned maintenance.
For the record, the adoption of the Reports was duly proposed, seconded and passed by those
attending.
The formal proceedings concluded, entertainment was provided in the form of an eclectic
concert by varied performers. Sarah-Jane Gibson, a most accomplished soprano – who,
whilst hailing from South Africa is currently studying for her PhD at Queen’s University began the programme. She was accompanied on the piano by Norma
Patterson, although one of her pieces, “The Singer” by Michael Head, was
most beautifully sung a capella.

Bonnie Lennox

A first for us was to hear the mellifluous tone of the euphonium in a lovely
performance by Ronnie Walsh. This was followed by the beautiful young
voice of Bonnie Lennox, who sang songs ranging from “The hills are
alive” from The Sound of Music, the beautiful “Songbird” made famous by
Eva Cassidy, to Leonard Cohen’s “Hallelujah”. All most pleasing
performances.

The programme ended on a humourous note with four members of the
church choir (beautifully robed) performing, in the form of an Anglican
chant, “The Choir’s Ten Commandments”. It was perhaps fortunate that
John Ekin was unable to attend, as he may have “sacked” all four
choristers on the spot!

The usual fork supper, and chit chat among the various
tables, brought to an end a most successful evening.
Alastair McQuoid
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SINBAD
This year in February, the Turnstones
performed the pantomime Sinbad to
packed audiences. The fun and laughter,
with boos, cheering, hissing and slapstick,
brought the pantomime to life.
Rehearsals began last September, when
Director, Elaine, and myself held auditions
for much sought-after parts. For some this was daunting, while others found talents
they didn’t know they had. Whether it was acting or sewing, painting or making tea,
there was a part for everyone to play. Rehearsals began on Monday and
Wednesday nights over the winter months, when laughter and fun was heard from
the back of the church, new friendships were made and fellowship was enjoyed by
all.
After Christmas, the children became involved with singing and dancing rehearsals
every Saturday afternoon. Once again the children made new friends from other
local schools and soon all were working as a team, with great enthusiasm. They
couldn't wait! Costumes were made and fitted, staging was put into place, tickets
started to sell but still, many of the cast had words to be learnt; but as we hit
February, everyone moved up a gear and the anticipation of the performances
became imminent. On 10th February, rehearsals moved to the stage in the Walter
Nelson Hall and nerves set in as we approached the first night - but with final,
supportive words of encouragement from both Producer and Director, the curtain
opened in the market place of Old Tangiers.
The performances were well supported by appreciative audiences and both cast
and backstage teams went home each night tired but happy. On the last night we
had our annual ‘Oscar’ awards and red carpet event, when everyone could relax
and enjoy social time together.
This year, we had over 80 people involved in the pantomime, ranging in age from 4
to 80 plus. Unfortunately this year, due to family circumstances, we had a few
members who had to withdraw from their parts, but the show went on thanks to
those who stepped in at the last minute - we really did appreciate it. Turnstones
would also like to thank the church organisations which kindly gave up their
evenings for two weeks in order to allow us into the halls for final rehearsals.
It takes team work to pull off a successful event, and that’s what the Turnstones are
- a great team of people who support each other, laugh and have fun together.
Thank you to all who supported this popular church and wider community event.
Ann Williams

~~~~~~
There was so much to learn and it was all fun. But the best part was getting a laugh
from an audience. That was like drowning in candy.
Hal Holbrook
www.groomsportpc.com
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BACKSTAGE – SINBAD
On stage, Sinbad is colourful, romantic, entertaining and fun. Backstage, there are many
similarities. Imagine, if you will, the Archie Agnew Hall, full of characters, who make you feel
you are at a fancy dress party. The room is full of excitement. In the centre is a screen
depicting the live action on stage, as it happens. Some of the cast sit watching, chatting to
each other and making mental notes as to when they are next needed on stage. At the far
end of the room, other characters are being made up by the make-up artists, and still more
actors are in adjoining dressing rooms, where their costumes are being adjusted. The
atmosphere is electric! It is high with joyful anticipation.
This year, I volunteered to attend to the needs of our youngest Turnstones – ten little girls
and two small boys. The boys were cast as guards. Their costumes were easy to manage
and they took their parts seriously and expertly. Audrey, Rosanne, Amelia and I staggered
our time across the four performances. We prepared the girls for their scenes and lined
them up, ready to go on stage. Nervous anticipation and intense excitement took over. They
could not stop jumping around, or keep quiet without constant ‘shushing’ – until at last they
were on their way to the stage.
Once there, the behaviour was excellent. They
confidently remembered all they’d been taught, and
enchanted the fascinated audience. They were
dressed in bright pink, green, blue and yellow as
birds, and wore masks with great beaks. Following
the solo, “Feed the birds, twopence a bag”, which
Bonnie Lennox sang so beautifully, the ‘birds’
flapped gracefully onto the stage and danced in a
line. Suddenly the sound stopped abruptly and the
“Birdie Song” music took over. Immediately the mood changed, and the birds performed
comical movements, to the great amusement of the audience, who clapped along with them
and cheered loudly when they made their exit. The choreographer and costume designers
must have been delighted.
Between scenes, the children were encouraged to stay at the far end of the room. What
they wanted to do was to run about, chase and tease each other and play with the chairs
and stools, spinning them round and round. The grown-ups were very tolerant of this, but
we were determined to keep order and prevent friction and minor accidents! So they were
kept amused by colouring in, drawing games, jigsaws, craft work, card games and ‘Simon
Says’. They also mimicked the more mature dancers as they danced the hornpipe; so good
were they at this that the backstagers watched in disbelief!
In the desert island scene, the girls were dressed in grass skirts and flower garlands. They
sang and swayed to “Island in the sun” – they were lovely. Back in the hall, we were careful
with the skirts because strands of raffia were being shed everywhere. The skirts wouldn’t
have survived much more wear!
I felt it a privilege to be backstage with the young Turnstones – and they had a wonderful,
happy experience they will not forget. I sat in the audience on Friday evening and
thoroughly enjoyed the show. It was good to see the whole performance from start to finish.
I am full of praise, and wish to congratulate everyone who took part in the production in any
way at all.
Margaret Johnston
12
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The Soldier who Wrote Home About Christmas in the Trenches
Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find;
knock and the door will be opened to you.
For everyone who asks receives; the one who seeks finds;
and to the one who knocks, the door will be opened.
Matthew 7:7-8 (New International Version)

These words from Matthew, chapter 7, verses 7 and 8 come to the fore when I embark on a project
that involves a search for information that will help me fully understand the background to a topic
that I am researching. One such topic that I recently researched was the Christmas Truce that took
place in 1914, a remarkable event that cannot be overlooked when thinking about World War I.
Those who attended the Christmas Day service last year will no doubt remember that
Rev. Dr. Purce devoted time to a consideration of that event and read a letter I had given
him that had been published in the Co. Down Spectator 100 years ago (January, 1915). It
was no ordinary letter, as it had been written by a soldier from Lisburn (identified
as William Walsh, 1st Battalion Royal Irish Rifles in the newspaper article) and in it he
described to his mother what happened on Christmas Eve and Christmas Day, 1914. I
found it quite a coincidence that in the Christmas issue of the Eagle Wing there was an article,
“Christmas in the Trenches, 1914” by Brian McClelland, and in it he mentioned the 1st Battalion
Royal Irish Rifles and selected certain facts from its war diary that described what happened on the
Front Line east of Laventie in the Pas de Calais on the night of 24th December - the night described in
the letter.
The purpose of this article is not to describe again what happened on that night and the following
day, when fighting was suspended, but to share the story of the young man who wrote the letter that
Dr. Purce read in church. I asked myself questions about what I wanted to know about him. I sought
out the answers through research and, yes, the door opened and he became more than just a name to
me. I would like to share his story with you, especially those who remember Dr. Purce’s sermon
about Christmas Day 1914.
My research revealed further details about the writer of the letter, Rifleman William Walsh. He
travelled from Lisburn to Belfast to join the army (1st Battalion Royal Irish Rifles) soon after war was
declared on 4thAugust, 1914. William was one of three brothers who “joined up” when the war
began. A fourth, Samuel, was too young to leave home. He also had a sister, Lily. No doubt his
parents, David and Jane Walsh, were very concerned when their sons, who had worked in a linen
mill, informed them that they had enlisted. William was the eldest child in the family (born 25
September, 1889) and the first to enlist. His brothers, David (born 10 April, 1894) and Thomas (born
6 May, 1896) followed in his footsteps soon after. All three joined the Royal Irish Rifles (1st, 2nd and
7th Battalions) and, after training, were transported to France, unaware of the horrors that lay ahead.
William’s battalion travelled from Southampton to Le Havre at the start of November and took up
positions at Fauquissart and Fleurbaix, hamlets east of Laventie, a town near Armentières in the Pas
de Calais in northern France. It was there that the battalion was stationed on 24 December and there
that Rifleman William Walsh experienced an event that was to go down in history – the Truce. One
account of the 1st Battalion’s involvement in the Truce, written by one of their officers, Captain
Arthur O’Sullivan, states, and I quote:

“An Irish Rifleman ventured out into No Man’s Land and was not fired on. Instead, when he reached
the other side, he was given cigars by a German soldier. When he returned safely, other riflemen clambered
out of the trench, the Germans now meeting them half way across No Man’s Land.”
14
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Another report describes the same event but refers to “a rifleman”. William Walsh was from Ireland
and was a Rifleman and I believe he was the soldier described in those two accounts, as in the letter
he wrote to his mother - and which Dr. Purce read in church last Christmas - he tells her that he was
first to leave his trench, go forward, meet the Germans and receive cigars!
One question I wanted to answer was, “What happened to Rifleman William Walsh after the
Truce?” He survived 1915 and heard about the death of his younger brother, David, killed in action
on the eve of his 21st birthday in April of that year. He no doubt returned to Lisburn and his grieving
parents on leave, went back to the Front and endured life in the trenches. On 25 December, 1915, he
must have reflected on the previous Christmas when there was peace for a day. On the second
Christmas Day of the war - 1915 - a few units arranged ceasefires, but the truces were not nearly as
widespread as in 1914. This was, in part, due to strongly worded orders from the high commands of
both sides, prohibiting fraternization.
William’s unit was involved in fighting early in 1916 and, sadly, he was killed in action on
20 March, 1916, aged 26. His mother received what she dreaded most – a second telegram. William
Walsh is buried in Rue-Du-Bois Military Cemetery, Fleurbaix, France, plot 1, row E, grave 40. The
headstone inscription reads
We mourn the loss of those so dear.
Our hearts are sad today.
His loving mother.

Back in Lisburn, David and William’s family, (their parents, younger brother, Samuel and sister,
Lily) grieved their loss. On
30 June, 1916, three months after
William’s death and one day
before the Battle of the Somme began,
his sister married. The family
no doubt prayed that Thomas, their
third son, would return home
when the war ended but, sadly, he too
was killed in action just over
a year later on 16 August, 1917, also
aged only 21. His body was
never found but he is remembered on
the Tyne Cot Memorial to the
Missing in Belgium. Life for David
and Jane Walsh and their surviving son, Samuel, who was then only 17, had to go on despite their
sad losses; but they were supported by their church, Christ Church in Lisburn, where their sons’
names (William, David and Thomas Walsh) are recorded on local war memorials and Rolls of
Honour.
The experiences of the Walsh family were not unique. Many families suffered multiple losses when
they received not one telegram but two or three - families such as those of the two Holywood
brothers, the three Hewitt brothers, the three Angus brothers, whose names appear on Bangor War
Memorial in Ward Park.
The identity and story of the writer of the unique 100-year-old letter from the trenches that was
shared with the congregation in Groomsport Presbyterian Church on 25 December, 2014, was
uncovered after I wanted to know exactly who Rifleman William Walsh was.
Yes - Ask and it will be given to you. Seek and you will find.
Knock and the door will be opened to you..
My search for the answers to the questions I asked about Rifleman William Walsh was rewarded. I
discovered the man behind the letter.
Alan Pinkerton
www.groomsportpc.com
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Chewy American Style Cookies
These easy-to-make cookies can be adapted to whatever ingredients you have
in your cupboard. You could add chocolate chips or dried fruit and cinnamon, or
anything that you fancy.
INGREDIENTS
125g softened butter
125g caster sugar
100g brown sugar
1 beaten egg
1 tsp vanilla extract
225g self-raising flour
1/2 tsp salt
Plus optional flavouring.

METHOD
Preheat oven to 180C
Cream the butter and sugars together.
Then add the egg and vanilla.
Mix in flour, salt and optional ingredients.
Roll into walnut size balls and place onto greaseproof paper on a baking sheet.
Bake for 7-10 minutes, when done allow to cool before removing from the tray.

Hollie McWhinney

I lied on my Weight Watchers list. I put down that I had three eggs...
but they were Cadbury chocolate eggs.
Caroline Rhea
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CREATIVITY
Do you ever feel the urge to paint? If so, do read on
for I want you to know that at our Art and Craft
Group in Groomsport you have the opportunity to try.
The TV programme, The Great British Art Contest
has inspired me to invite you to us on Thursday
mornings from 10.00 until 12.30 in the Coffee Bar.
There you may join in with like-minded ‘would be artists’, who love to draw and
paint or ‘craft’. Some of us are better than others, and few are as good as the
artists who were picked from the 6,000 competitors who participated in the TV
programme.
Beginners are naturally nervous but the encouragement and understanding of
our long term members soon dispel self-consciousness. If worried about what
friends and family may say, don’t show them your first efforts. As you
practise, you will surprise yourself and feel deep satisfaction. Everyone can
draw, but most of us need to learn the technique.
I believe each of us is born with a God-given creative spirit and it’s never too
late to express it.
We do not have a teacher, but learn from each other and art books. We all do
‘our own thing’. Occasionally, we invite a professional artist to demonstrate his
or her way of painting.
We can provide good paper and other materials for you to use while you
consider whether you wish to become a member. Do not buy cheap stuff - your
work will not benefit.
After painting or drawing a while, you will probably find your appreciation of
the countryside and good pictures, etc, will grow and that colours and shapes
will mean more to you.
Every morning of attendance, we each give £2.00 towards heat and light and a
favourite charity. We have a coffee/tea break at 11.00am. Do come and join
us, if you would like to discover what it’s all about. You will find a very warm
welcome.
Margaret Johnston

www.groomsportpc.com
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AND PIGS MIGHT FLY: THE NIGHT OF THE BIG WIND
 And pigs did fly. Well, one little porker in particular took to the sky
at Scrabo and “flew” a quarter of a mile. Sometimes a whole field
would rise up like a huge magic carpet, before landing miles away.
Thousands upon thousands of trees on estates all over Ireland lay
prostrate. Even the dead could not rest in peace. It all happened
on Twelfth Night, 6th January, 1839, the night of Epiphany, the Night of the Big Wind.
 Before the introduction of the Gregorian calendar, this was the day that had been
Christmas. It was now called Little Christmas or Women’s Christmas. The day was calm,
with no indication of the madness to come. The previous night a starry snowfall, thick
and fleecy, had clothed most of the country, adding to the children’s excitement. In
keeping with tradition, it was a time to give presents, visit the neighbours, have a good
meal together, tell scary stories or attend dances and ceilidhs.
There were traditions around death and mortality, so people would speculate about
who in the parish would die in the coming year. The custom was to light a rush candle
for every member of the family. The first candle to go out represented the first person
to die. It was quite a dark and sombre tradition, which illustrates a fascination people
had with death and dying, and the desire to know what the coming year had in store for
them.
It was a quiet period of the year, a holy time, when no servile work was allowed. In 19th
century Ireland, our ancestors worked on the bog and in the fields, or fished for a living.
Not only were they in tune with the land and nature, they were also a superstitious lot,
believing in fairies, the banshee and evil spirits. There was no understanding of scientific
matters, of how nature and earth systems worked.
If extraordinary events occurred, the people pointed to God or the fairies. They believed
in God but also believed in the supernatural, seeing no conflict between the two. There
was a long-standing tradition of belief in the fairies, in fairy hills and fairy bushes. Fairies
were reputed to live in the middle of a field under a lone tree – a tree which didn’t seem
to have been planted by human hand! Tangle with an Irish fairy and you were a goner!
As we might dare to say today, they were away with the fairies all right. I have it on
good authority that Irish fairies don’t have the delicate gossamer wings of other fairies,
but fly by whipping up a whirlwind.
18
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An extraordinary event was about to explode with such suddenness that many believed
the Day of Judgement had come. Unlike today, with our sophisticated weather
forecasting, people then had no idea of the storm that was about to hit them. Little did
they know that the light breeze building up outside would bring Ireland’s biggest ever
storm in just a few hours. Unknown to anyone, a deep depression was fast approaching
Ireland from the eastern Atlantic. Its hurricane force during the night would cause many
deaths and untold damage.
The most frightening aspect of that night was in its sound. This
was caused by the friction of the wind across roofs, buildings and
trees, and also its gustiness, so that the noise rose and fell. Some
reported that it was like two armies throwing slates, pots and
tiles at each other. It was also the middle of the night, so people
were unable to sleep and their imaginations ran riot. With the horrible whining,
screeching noise, it was little wonder that some believed they had heard the banshee.
Of course, the freemasons also had to play a part: old people swore that the dreadful
wind was caused by the Big House masons bringing the devil up out of hell at one of
their meetings and being unable put him back. As if...!
There wasn’t a mountain or valley, a village or townland that wasn’t affected by the big
storm. People really thought they were going to die that night. It was the night of
Epiphany, after all. Anyone who died during the twelve days of Christmas went straight
to heaven through the open gates, but on Twelfth Night, heaven’s gates were shut tight.
This was not the noise of a storm outside, or even the devil, rather the gates of heaven
clanging closed to the dead.
On the Ards Peninsula, at Glastry, the night was remembered as McCance’s Night. This
was after a man called McCance, who vowed to raise a terrible windstorm on the night
he died. Even the dead were not left in peace. At Ballylesson, near Belfast, the Northern
Whig reported, two bodies were actually exhumed from their graves by the uprooting of
two adjacent trees. In a town in Westmeath, one poor man hid in a barrel - only to be
swept up and down the main street for hours because of the ferocity of the storm. It
was a common belief that debris lifted by the wind was not the work of tornadoes but
those darned fairies again. When the wind increased, it was caused by the fairies
travelling in groups from place to place – what else?
Thousands upon thousands of thatched cottages lost their roofs and went on fire very
quickly as the wind came down the chimneys and fanned the flames. Fish were carried
up to seven miles inland and were found the next morning adorning the few trees that
were left standing. In County Cavan, people crawled into the fields and wrapped their
arms round rush bushes to save themselves from being blown away. Up and down the
country, flying glass and slates caused many injuries and fatalities. Some parents put
www.groomsportpc.com

19

(028) 9146 2552

Vol 41 No 3, Spring 2015

their children in a settle bed for protection, with a heavy object like a stone on the lid to
prevent the bed from being blown open. Other children were placed in chests and
under big pots for protection.
It must been very been very frightening for the childer - but what about the poor
bastes? Pigs were roasted alive (but not my little flying pig), cattle killed and maimed,
sheep swept away and drowned, and birds slaughtered to such an extent that crows
became almost extinct in Rosscommon. Hundreds of country houses and estates were
damaged. Stately homes lay naked to the gaze, their dress of noble trees mown down
like corn. Whole fields were also ripped up to whirl and soar into the inky blackness of
that ghastly night, in which around 300 people were to lose their lives.
As the old proverb goes, “it’s an ill-wind...” Seventy years after the Big Wind, Asquith’s
Liberal Government, through David Lloyd George, Chancellor of the Exchequer,
introduced the Old-Age Pensions Act of 1909. This provided a weekly pension of five
shillings for persons aged 70 and over. Unfortunately, state registration of births in
Ireland did not begin until 1864 (much later than Scotland, England and Wales), so
potential pensioners had no official documentation to prove when they were born and
how old they were. Baptismal or christening records, where they existed, were a help.
The official method was a search of the 1841 and 1851 census records for evidence of a
claimant’s age, but frequently this was unsuccessful. It was now redemption time for
the Big Wind.
Officialdom decided that if you could remember the Wind, or convincingly show that
you were around at the time, you qualified for the pinshin. Needless to say, with this
incentive, Ireland’s auld folk, mostly women, had little difficulty in relating tales of the
Big Wan to claim their weekly five bob. Indeed, Ireland had the biggest take-up – 98.6 %
- around twice that of the other home countries, a fact which caused much
consternation at Westminister.
No, I haven’t forgotten about my little pig. The good news is that he landed safely in a
tree and was rescued the next morning. And the bad news? The travelling butcher
arrived one fine day with his hammer and big knife and, some time later, the master of
the Big House enjoyed a hearty breakfast of porridge, fried eggs, dips and delicious
rashers of bacon. It’s an ill wind and no mistake!

Brian McClelland
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JUST A FEW WORDS
It takes just a few words of a song from a bygone age
For your mind to flick back, like turning a page.
You can remember every word as you sing along;
Then you think, ‘Where have all those years gone?’
I remember the piano in the front room at home;
Sunday afternoons, we were never alone.
We had gone to church and the work was all done –
Now was the time for the family to have fun!
My father and aunt played hymns loud and clear –
There wasn’t any music, it was all done by ear.
Uncle Joe would play on his old banjo,
Children sang high, the rest sang low.
Then came the words all young ones dread:
‘Come along, children, it’s time for bed.’
We could still hear the music, way down in the room –
We knew it was late, we could see the big moon.
When I hear What a Friend after all these years,
I can still hear my mother’s voice, as I push back tears.
It takes only a few words for your mind to recall
Some special moment for you, but not known to all.
I hope your few words are pleasing and kind,
And your special moment gives peace of mind.
Oliver Hull

www.groomsportpc.com
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MY FAVOURITE HYMN
by Andrew Poxon
I am a massive fan of music. I think I can safely say that not a single day goes by where I
don’t listen to music in one form or another, be it the radio, on my iPod, on a CD, or some
other medium. I have always been a fan of classical music, and while I wouldn't listen to it
all the time, it seems to be one of the few genres that I can return to at any stage of life and
find it enjoyable, and even helpful. In recent months I have grown very fond of hymn music,
a fondness which, I have no doubt, has been developed through our own wonderful tradition
in Groomsport. It’s hard for me to say what my favourite hymn would be because there are
so many truly great works to choose from, but a hymn which would definitely feature in the
top few is Abide With Me. One of my resounding memories of the last year was when my
family and I went to the Festival of Remembrance in the Royal Albert Hall in November.
Towards the end of the service, the whole of the congregation (including the Queen, who
has a magnificent voice, or so I’m told), accompanied by a full orchestra and organ, sang
this hymn. It was one of the most powerful experiences I have ever had; the sound was
immense, the music was amazing, and hearing so many people singing it was incredible.
We will almost all have sung this at some point in our lives, be it at a funeral or
Remembrance Service, or we may have heard it at the FA Cup Final, but I think its
meaning, and what it can mean for us is so much more than just these places.
While looking into the history of this hymn, I discovered that there are two
differing accounts, yet both are centered on the minister of the beautiful fishing
town of Brixham in South Devon, a man named Henry Francis Lyte. One
account describes how, as a young Curate, Lyte visited the deathbed of an old
friend who kept repeating the phrase, ‘Abide with me’, misremembering a verse
from Luke 24:29. In this passage, Jesus meets two disciples on the road to
Emmaus but they do not recognise him. As it was getting late they say to Jesus:
‘Abide with us: for it is toward evening, and the day is far spent. And he went in
to tarry with them’ (King James Version).
Another account of the history of the hymn says that Lyte wrote the poem in
1847 and set it to music while he lay dying from tuberculosis, surviving only a
further three weeks after its completion.
Unlike many other hymns, Abide With Me speaks in terms of the first person,
using ‘I’ and ‘me’ regularly, making the hymn more relatable and personal, so
that everyone who sings or hears it feels some connection, as if the hymn was
written for them. The poem was eventually taken and, with some verses
omitted, was set to music by William H. Monk, to a tune called ‘Eventide’.

Henry Francis Lyte
(Image in the public
domain, source:
http://
www.francisfrith.co
m/brixham/photos/
rev-henry-francislyte-author-ofabide-with-me1925_78498/)

The church where Lyte was minister still plays the hymn on their bells every
day, in memory of the great man. According to the current minister, the hymn has become a
part of life for everyone in the village, whether church-goer or not, played by brass bands,
sung by choirs, and heard at almost every village occasion.
For me, this hymn speaks to the very human soul and condition. It starts with two verses of
sadness and fear, referring to the deepening darkness which gathers around. We all know
what this feels like, to have dark and seemingly desperate times closing in around us so
that we feel that we cannot escape or do anything but feel pain and heartache. For many of
us, the words of Descartes seem to more than mirror our own feelings: ‘I feel like someone
who is suddenly dropped into a deep whirlpool that tumbles him around so that he can
neither stand on the bottom nor swim to the top.’ This first verse seems to be filled with
22
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nothing but heartache and fear, yet the hymn continues, with ever increasing joy
and comfort.
Almost out of nowhere arrive these next verses, which
immediately show a confidence that did not seem to exist in the
first two; and where does this strength come from? from
nowhere but God’s grace and power. The third verse almost
exists to show the transfer from fear to strength. This verse has
stuck in my memory more than that of any other hymn or poem,
and I often find myself reciting it as a prayer or to provide
comfort. The verse contains the great line which, to me,
answers all questions of where our strength can come from in
times of difficulty: ‘What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s
power?’ Only God’s undeserved love of us is strong enough to
break the power that sin has over us. We may try with all our
might to resist this power, but our human condition stops us,
and tries to lead us away from the God we were designed by
and for. It is this line which tells me that, though it is so difficult
and seems to go against what I feel I want, in times of difficulty
I must rely completely upon God, for only He is strong enough:
‘Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can be?’
Now we reach the high point, where no longer do fear and tumult have the upper
hand (from verse 1), but thanks to God’s grace (from verse 2) we can stand in
absolute courage and look upon the world without fear (verse 3). ‘I fear no foe, with
Thee at hand to bless,’; this line has a certain historical ring to it, and joins with so
many former Christians in its complete disregard for the needs of the individual from Stephen to Paul, the early Christians, to those burned at the stake in the
middle ages, even Christians today and Christ Himself in the Garden of
Gethsemane - yet how many of us can truly say this line?
I love the line, ‘Where is death’s sting? Where, grave, thy victory?’ This seems to
me a quote from 1 Corinthians 15:55, itself a quote from Hosea 13:14. Satan
seemed to be victorious in the Garden of Eden and at the cross of Jesus, in the
death that humans would now experience in the former, and in the death of Christ
Himself in the latter. But God turned Satan’s apparent victory into defeat when
Jesus Christ rose from the dead. Thus death is no longer a source of dread or fear.
Christ overcame it, and one day we will also. The Old Testament law will no longer
make sinners out of us who cannot keep it. Death has been defeated, and we have
hope beyond the grave.
The final verse of Abide With Me is rather beautiful, and I can almost picture Lyte
saying these words as he lay on his deathbed. The first line speaks a truth to me,
which I believe we Christians often forget: ‘Hold Thou thy cross before my closing
eyes’ reaffirms that all we need to do is gaze upon the cross, remembering the truth
of what Christ did for us and the weight of our sin which He took, and all our
problems, all our burdens will be made lighter. They will not necessarily disappear,
nor become so bearable we forget about them, but the cross says that we now
know that we’re not dealing with these problems on our own; the God of the
universe now takes our problems and sorts them out, supporting us, while taking
upon Himself our challenges. When we have this power, which is shown to us in
God’s grace upon the cross, it is like the brightest of lights appearing amongst the
darkness: ‘Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee.’ I don’t know if
anyone has ever seen on the television the North or South Pole. Both these places
www.groomsportpc.com
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are entrenched in darkness for - as near as makes no difference - half the year. And then
when the sun comes up, it shines incessantly. Oh, what a joy it must be to see the sun after
that time, and that’s what it’s like for us. When we accept Christ’s love and power, and sit
back and let God do the work for us, the sun shines incessantly and our lives become so
much brighter.
I think I will love this hymn till the day I die, and I hope and pray I can learn from it so many
of the invaluable lessons for the Christian life. I hope you too may see the joy that comes
from God, expressed through his Son, and described to us in this hymn, Abide With Me.

Abide with me; fast falls the eventide;
the darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide.
When other helpers fail and comforts flee,
Help of the helpless, O abide with me.
Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day;
earth's joys grow dim; its glories pass away;
change and decay in all around I see;
O thou who changest not, abide with me.
I need thy presence every passing hour.
What but thy grace can foil the tempter's power?
Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me.
I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless;
ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness.
Where is death's sting? Where, grave, thy victory?
I triumph still, if thou abide with me.
Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes;
shine through the gloom and point me to the skies.
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee;
in life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.

Fear is horrid, but there’s no reason to be ashamed of it.
Our Lord was afraid (dreadfully so) in Gethsemane.
I always cling to that as a very comforting fact.
CS Lewis
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JESUS
Whatever the Question - He is the answer (John 14:6)
Whatever the Problem—He is the Solution (Matthew 11: 28-29)
Whatever the Hurt—He is the Healer (Luke 4:18)
Whatever the Burden—He is the Overcomer (John 16:33)
Whatever the Need—He is the Support (Matthew 6:7-8)
Whatever the Sin—He is the Forgiver (Hebrews 10:12-17)
Whatever the News—He is the Good News (I Corinthians 15:1-6)
Whatever the Choice—He is the Risen Lord and Saviour (Acts 2:36-47)

The next time you feel God would never accept you, just remember …
Abraham was old

Genesis 17:1

Joseph was abused

Genesis 37:18

Moses had a stutter

Exodus 4:10

Gideon was afraid

Judges 6:15

Jeremiah was too young

Jeremiah 1: 6-7

David was a murderer

2 Samuel 11

Jonah ran away from God

Jonah 1: 3

Naomi was a widow

Ruth 1: 1-7

Job went bankrupt

Job 1 + 2

Peter denied Christ

John 13: 38

Martha worried about everything

Luke 10: 38-42

Samaritan woman was divorced

John 4: 17-18

Zaccheus was too small

Luke 19: 2-3

Lazarus was dead

John 11: 1-45

(submitted by Joe Crawford)
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All work carried out by tradesmen.
Telephone 028 9185 2810 or
Mobile 07702 330584 (Ken)
Mobile 07936 885051 (Mark)

My search for the answers to the questions I asked about
Rifleman William Walsh was rewarded. I discovered the man
DESIGN
behind the BATHROOM
letter.

Tel: 028 4277 2891
Mobile: 07850 464830

Email: rklin@helensbay6.freeserve.co.uk

Email: info@cliffordbrownbathrooms.co.uk
- Alan Pinkerton
Leaking showers repaired professionally
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New wholesome menu now
being served - light snacks to
hearty meals

♦ Newly Refurbished Bistro with

exciting new Lunch and Dinner
Bistro Menus available

Panoramic views over
Groomsport and Belfast Lough

♦ Family friendly restaurant with

Colouring, DVDs and Gameboys
available for the kids

All major sporting events
televised on the Big Screens
including football, rugby etc.

♦ Gordons Suite available for

private hire for birthdays,
christenings, weddings and any
other family gathering
♦

Late bar with live entertainment
every weekend

Tel: 9146 4229

Email:
info@stablesandgordonssuite.co.uk

Two function rooms available for
private hire for birthdays,
christenings, weddings and any
other family gathering

SUITE

We offer a "hands on", holistic approach
to physiotherapy
For treatment and management of:
neck, back and spinal problems;
sports injuries;
rheumatological conditions and
fibromyalgia;
arthritis and joint conditions;
neurological conditions;
musculoskeletal problems and pain
FREE Counselling service
Pilates classes
5 Balloo Court, Bangor
BT19 7AT

www.groomsportpc.com

27

(028) 9146 2552

Vol 41 No 3, Spring 2015

STOREHOUSE NORTH DOWN
The work of Storehouse continues to be of vital importance to many in
our area who find themselves in difficult circumstances. At the recent
Women’s World Day of Prayer in our church, when the theme was based
on Jesus washing the disciples’ feet, Storehouse General Manager,
Helen Sloan spoke inspirationally about the project, and how it is one
way of ‘washing the feet’ of people who need to experience love and
care. Our collection of donated items is ongoing and brings hope to those who have hit rock
bottom, who often think that their plight is hopeless.
Helen has forwarded some messages of thanks from Women’s Aid and North Down YMCA,
two of the agencies working in collaboration with Storehouse. They underline how much
this is needed and appreciated.
From North Down YMCA – regarding the Christmas hampers:
Fantastic hamper, everything I needed for Christmas. I was able to invite my friend round
on Christmas Day to share with me…please thank Storehouse, I had a lovely Christmas, I
am so grateful.
(Single male, Holywood)

Please thank Storehouse for the Christmas food hamper, it made such a difference
for me. Fresh vegetables and the meat voucher meant I have been able to make lovely
dinners over the Christmas break.
(Single female, Holywood)
break.

North Down & Ards Women’s Aid wishes to extend our sincere thanks
for the very generous and kind donation of
30 hampers and 30 meat vouchers
brought to the centre on 17th December…
We would like to pass on a very appreciative ‘thank you’
on behalf of our service users and their children…
Your donation is invaluable for the families
accessing our services at Christmas time.

Storehouse is open on Monday and Thursday afternoons, 2.00 – 4.00 p.m
and on the first Tuesday of each month from 7.30 -9.00 p.m.
Tel: 07526541168  Email: info@storehousenorthdown
Social media: www.facebook.com/storehousenorthdown
Please continue to support Storehouse North Down by leaving items
in the trolley in the vestibule
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THE LAME ARE WALKING - update from Kiwoko Hospital, Uganda
Those who attended Gillian Ekin’s talk to our
PW last year might be interested in this latest
information on the progress of the little girl for
whom a team from St Patrick’s Church of Ireland,
Coleraine, raised much needed funds; Joanne’s
feet were badly twisted and her family did not
have enough money for the necessary operations,
physiotherapy and after care. This news was
received from Kiwoko at the end of January and
Gillian asked that it be passed on to the ladies who attended her
presentation and supported the team’s efforts on Joanne’s behalf:
Joanne successfully went through the last phase of medical care and was
discharged with orthopaedic boots which will enable
the feet to grow in the right direction. She will be
required to go back for review every six months, possibly
to have the shoes changed. The plan for this year is to
take her to a nearby primary school for education. The
materials she needs include school fees, exercise books,
pencil, uniform, etc - which are part of the money we
already have. Thank you very much for your finance
contribution, which not only enabled Joanne to gain
mobility but also restored her social dignity. She can now move freely and
quickly to the bore hole to collect water, go to church and play with other
community children.
“Go and tell John what you have seen and heard: the lame can walk and
the blind can see,” Jesus said.
Through your contribution, the lame are now walking.

Jesus - CEO, head coach, king of the world, sovereign of the seas washed feet. Even Judas. The lying, conniving, greedy rat who sold
Jesus down the river for a pocket of cash. Jesus won't wash his feet,
will he? Sure hope not. If he washes the feet of his Judas, you will
have to wash the feet of yoursR Most people don't want to. They use
the villain’s photo as a dart targetR
But you aren't "most people." Grace has happened to you. Look at
your feet. They are wet, grace soakedR Jesus has washed the
grimiest parts of your life. He didn't bypass you and carry the basin
toward someone else.
"Since I, the Lord and Teacher, have washed your feet, you ought to
wash each other's feet. I have given you an example to follow. Do as I
have done to you." (John 13: 14-15, NLT)
Max Lucado
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BROWNIES
Recently, the Brownies had a Frozen sing-along – not at the ice rink, or outside on the
coldest day of winter, but a time of dressing-up, fun and music inspired by one of the
most successful animated films ever released. Fearless optimist, Anna sets off on an epic
journey - teaming up with rugged Kristoff and his loyal reindeer, Sven - to find her sister,
Elsa, who has trapped the kingdom of Arendelle in eternal winter. Of course, as they race
to save the kingdom, they have all sorts of adventures along the way, encountering
dangerous, snow-covered mountain conditions, mystical trolls and a comical snowman
named Olaf. Devoted fans watch this film repeatedly, and rumour has it that most of the
Brownies (and their leaders) have seen it more than once! Thanks to Elaine Carmichael
for her photos of what looks like a great party!

Some people are worth melting for
Olaf the Snowman
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Greetings from Michigan. If you have been watching the weather recently (or my Facebook
account), you will know that I am writing this from under two meters of snow in
temperatures that are cold enough to make your teeth hurt. Needless to say, our entire family
is desperately awaiting the return of warmer weather!
However we have lots of warmth in our hearts, thanks to the
arrival of Steven Josiah Nix! He was born January 7th in the
middle of a three-day blizzard (do not worry, we made it to
the hospital just fine, though some of the delivery nurses had a
harder time making it to work). Our LARGE boy was born 9lb
7oz, roughly the size of a frozen turkey! Our big man has been
awonderful baby, giving us a decent amount of sleep each
night and lots of entertainment during the day. Elizabeth
LOVES her little brother, a little too much sometimes! We constantly tell her "No you
cannot poke your brother, you cannot squeeze your brother, please do not stick your toys in
your brother's face..." She has been adjusting to the new routine as a family very well and we
are feeling incredibly blessed. I think her delight is matched only by the grandparents who
are in heaven, with a new grandson. He has already received several new outfits and
promises of ice cream when he is older. However, his most defining characteristic at this
point is that he looks like his great grandpa (it's thanks to his very chubby cheeks and lack of
hair).
In a few days, I will go back
leave. While I have loved
adorable (and energetic)
routines of the office and the
am also halfway completed
absolutely loving every
interesting, and I love the
me get out of doing the dishes
may stay in school forever!

to work after six weeks of maternity
spending time at home with my
children, I am anxious to return to the
excitement of ministry. At this point I
with my doctorate in ministry and still
moment of it. The reading is so
challenge of writing papers. Plus, it lets
at night when I have "homework" so I

Please continue to pray for our family as we adjust to this new wonderful addition to our
family. As you know, there is a new challenge in parenting when you go from one child to
two, so pray that we will have the patience and wisdom to do our best for our kids and our
marriage. And pray for warm weather please!!!
Katie: pastorkatie@fcctsjoseph.org

While we try to teach our children all about life,
our children teach us what life is all about.
Angela Schwindt

www.groomsportpc.com
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Hello! I have been at my new church for 5 months now,
and am settling into the life and rhythms of the church.
My formal installation service was Sunday, February
15th, and it was a beautiful service of worship. I invited
one of the members of my young pastors colleague group
from the Houston, Texas area to come out and be the
preacher for that service. Along with my friend, my
parents, sister, niece, and
nephew were also able to come out for the service and a bit
of a vacation. It was wonderful to show them my new
hometown and church. As our services are all posted to the
web, if you would like to see the service, go to http://
www.myrtlebeachpresbyterianchurch.org/worship-sermonmedia.cfm and find the link to the February 15th service
video. If you view it, you will get a special treat at the end of
the service. I talk a little bit about the influence of my year in Groomsport on my ministry
and, thanks to the help of John and Susan Ekin, our choir ended the service with the same
choral trifold Amen that ends the services at Groomsport Presbyterian.
I have been living in condos on the beach for the past five months and am closing on my
new home on March 20th. It will be good to sleep in my own bed again! I'm also growing
more excited about my upcoming month-long trip to Europe later this year with my young
pastors group. We will be at the Iona Abbey for a week doing a program with the head of the
Corrymeela community, spending the better part of a week in the Taizé community in
France, and a week in N. Ireland and the Republic of Ireland to study spiritual formation as it
happens in spiritual communities. While we know some of what we will do in Ireland, if any
of you have thoughts about intentional Christian communities to visit on the island, please
let me know. We will certainly visit some of the sites of ancient communities. We will visit
with you all on Harvest Sunday.
You are often in my thoughts and prayers, and I pray that all is well with you. Blessings for a
Happy Easter, Christa
New contact info:
925 Tullamore Ct.
Myrtle Beach, SC 29579
USA
1-843-231-4439
christa.brewer@alum.ptsem.edu or
cbrewer@mbfpc.com

As we go to print, we have received news that last year’s Intern, Tara,
has just become engaged!
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Hello everyone at Groomsport Presbyterian!
I hope that you all are doing well. These last few
months in Baltimore have been very busy, but wonderful! At church, we've just
finished an extensive discernment period, redefining our mission in our
neighborhood. Though it took more than six months, the process helped us to
get to know one another and our neighborhood better, and we're excited about
our future!
Outside of work, I'm very excited that I'm almost
certainly going to be able to visit Groomsport this
summer. My mother and I - and perhaps even my brother
for a bit - are planning a trip to Northern Ireland in late
July or early/mid August. I hope to be able to see many
of you then and catch up with you in person!
All the best,
Jennifer
jbarchi@gmail.com

The death, burial and resurrection of Jesus happened over three days. Friday
was the day of suffering and pain and agony. Saturday was the day of doubt
and confusion and misery.
But Easter, that Sunday, was the day of hope and joy and victory.
You will face these three days over and over and over in your lifetime. And
when you do, you’ll find yourself asking, as I did, three fundamental questions.
Number one, what do I do in my days of pain?
Two, how do I get through my days of doubt and confusion?
Three, how do I get to the days of joy and victory?
THE ANSWER IS EASTER.

www.groomsportpc.com
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FORTHCOMING SERVICES
Friday 3rd April

8.00pm

Good Friday Communion Service

Sunday 5th April

6.15am

Sunrise Service (meeting at the Halls)

11.30am

Easter Sunday Service
No evening service

Sunday 7th June

11.30am

Children’s Day

Because I live, you also will live
John 14: 19

DATES FOR YOUR DIARY
Sunday School Coffee Morning

Sunday 26th April

PW AGM

Monday 27th April

Friendship Lunch

Wednesday 29th April
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