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Dear Friends in Christ, 

It has been wonderful to be back in St George's on Wednesdays for 

the 10.30am Eucharist over recent weeks.  We have had around 20 people 

present at each celebration and everyone has been most assiduous in 

following the present regulations about public gatherings. 

We intend, God willing, to begin Sunday public worship again on Sunday 2nd 

August at 11.00am with a celebration of the Eucharist.  We will use the Nave 

Altar, as we do on Wednesdays, for the foreseeable future and Holy 

Communion will be administered in one kind only in the form of the 

consecrated bread.  There will be a one-way system in operation which is 

clearly marked by signs.  It is important that when you come into church, 

that you sign-in on the sheet in the Narthex with your name and contact 

telephone number.  This is important for contact tracing reasons should 

there be a need.  Please sit in the designated seats and of course maintain a 

2 metre (6’ 6”) social distance at all times.  Family groups and those who live 

in the same household can, of course, sit together.  There are sanitising 

stations at both the entrance and exit – please do use them.  The service 

itself will necessarily be simplified at least over the first few weeks, with only 

the celebrant at the altar, no servers, no hymns and just the organ to provide 

musical accompaniment.  In September, when the choir would normally 

return from their summer break, we will begin to add in choral music.  We 

will use service leaflets initially which can be taken home after the service or 

left in the church for recycling. 

Thank you to all who sent good wishes after my recent trip to the Royal 

Victoria Hospital with a kidney stone.  Your good wishes are much 

appreciated.  If any of you need to speak with me, or let me know of someone 

who is ill, please ring me on 07902-792-080 at any time. 

Every blessing to you all. 

Brian Stewart 

From the Rector’s Desk 
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GENERAL VESTRY OF ST GEORGE’S CHURCH, BELFAST. 

GLEBE WARDENS’ REPORT FOR 
JAN - DEC 2019. 

The Rectory and grounds are in good condition.  The significant work 

was the provision of a new gas boiler to replace the old one which 

had given many years of good service.  Some electrical work on the 
lighting circuit, smoke alarms and LED fittings was also carried out. 

 

The restricted funds making up the glebe income and expenditure are 
itemised as shown below.  Glebe income is the dividends we receive 

from the RCB units. 

 

INCOME      £4778.33 (down £119.84) 
 

EXPENDITURE 

Electrical work (as above)     £450.00 
Gas boiler, pump, repair radiators  £3295.20 

Work to toilets and outside tap    £422.40 

Tiling work (materials and labour)    £384.00 
Sundry repairs         £42.50 

Telephone        £722.50 (up £170.20) 

Insurance        £512.58 (up £17.00) 
Rates       £1461.31 (up £71.81) 

Ground rent         £50.00 (no change) 

TOTAL EXPENDITURE    £7340.49 
 
DEFICIT      £2562.16 (down £4003.39) 

 
The deficit is paid for by the Parish.  The above figures show that the 

increase in expenditure over 2018 is mainly due to the provision of 

the new gas boiler. 
 

Tony Merrick 

Pam Tilson 

(Glebe Wardens) 

Glebe Warden's Report 

These five 

maintenance 

items are up 

by £3624.54 
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Our bunk beds faced the picture window of the front bedroom.  I 
am not sure why others christened this so but with the blinds drawn silently, 
it was a magic aperture of light and dark that became the focus of our 
attention.  We settled back under blankets with Native American designs 
that my mother had ordered from the catalogue, two braves alone in the 
black, watching out over a vista that was bounded only by our imaginations. 

“How many stars are there in tonight’s sky”, opened my seven-year-old 
brother, quickly telling me that the changing seasons meant different views 
of the heavens. 

“Millions and millions”, I replied in a less than scientific way, but with all the 
guile of a twelve-year-old.  His knowledge of the Boys’ Encyclopaedia 
astronomy section was infinitely, greater than mine, so I always tried to 
steer the subject away or answer as broadly as I could. 

“Do you know,” he said refusing to be put off, “That every twinkle that we 
can see tonight is coming from a star that’s already dead?” 

I didn’t and didn’t see or understand the point, but the boy was deep and 
insistent. 

“Sure everybody knows that, yer man Patrick Moore’s sick of telling people 
that on the TV.”  I’d quoted an expert witness, something I would do 
repeatedly over the years in many a barroom debate.  My brother 
continued to marvel upwards and onwards. 

“There must be other people living on other planets,” he mused: “There are 
so many millions out there, so it must be true.” 

My head hurt with the thinking of it, so I turned to clouds for consolation. 

“How many shapes of clouds can you see?”, I asked, hoping that his curiosity 
would get the better of him and get me off the hook. 

“I can see ships, one’s with sails”, he whispered, showing an interest that 
caused the mattress to spring.  

“Galleons”, I said,  

“Aye, galleons with black flags like pirates”, he agreed.  “Watch and they’ll 

A BEDTIME STORY 
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crash into one another when the wind gets up.  They move with the 
weather.” 

I sensed another chapter from his Christmas annual coming on and asked 
for a song about ships. 

“It has to be your own song with your own words”, I explained: “Just like the 
musicals on the TV.”  

A silence of seconds followed as we composed like a Lennon and 
McCartney, together, but alone.  Then the singing started, as quickly as it 
did in the MGM movies we both loved.  “Let’s put on a show in the barn, 
here’s a tune I wrote during my tea-break”, as Gershwin and Kern and 
Hammerstein weaved their magic in seconds on screen. 

We believed and sang softly with words about stars that guide ships and 
clouds that have faces that change with the weather.  We found ourselves 
in competition but, remarkably for brothers, also in chorus.  I remember 
that well, that wanting for his song to be as good as mine, to be better, to 
be best.  I have never felt that for anyone since, always wanting to be the 
toe ahead of the heel in every competition.  

“Look at the lights, I said: “How many can you count?” 

The bedroom lights of the houses on the hill were coming on in sequence as 
the bedtimes of dozens of other children came and went.  Little bright dots 
in the night, like candle flames with prayers. 

We watched quietly and inquisitively until we could stay silent no more. 

“Which light will be the last to go out tonight?”, I asked. 

“The same as always, he said knowingly, “The one that never goes out”. 

“I wonder who they are,” I said: “They must be children if they are in bed 
this early, so why doesn’t their mother put the light out?” 

He could not answer and neither of us could imagine a reason.  The house 
on the far right of our window was the home of the everlasting flame. 

Neither of us could explain it, it just was.  For as long as we could 
remember, even its thin curtains had failed to stop its transmission. 

“The switch must be broken, so that the light is on all the time, but we can 
only see it at night”, he said. 
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I could not argue with that and had no inkling of a sick person being 
confined to bed, an expectant mother clutching the Novena to Saint Gerard 
Majella or the laboured breathing of an old woman drowning out the 
wireless in a linoed bedroom.  It was just that the switch did not work.  My 
brother, even with only a shallow understanding, had pitted science against 
imagination and won through. 

“I suppose you’re right”, I said: “But it must mean a big electric bill, because 
you have to pay to turn on the light.” 

My brother, still at an age where money was just a jingle, struggled with 
that idea.  I remembered the cramps of worry in my stomach when the 
letter had arrived from the Electric people, threatening to get my mother 
and father into “hot water”.  The italics had jumped from the page like 
bailiffs with parachutes. 

I hadn’t slept for two days as it had glared at me from behind the clock on 
the mantelpiece, it’s opened face hiding dark secrets of Nazareth Lodge and 
Crumlin Road gaol.  I remember laughing when my father explained that is 
was an advert for the latest electric boiling geyser, but relief still took days 
to sink in. 

“I wonder if other children, from the estate look at our house when the 
lights go on,” I said: “Our’s is on so little, they must think we go about in the 
dark.  Maybe those people on the far right are looking down at us, eh?” 

I waited and smiled at his only reply, the rhythmic breathing of a song of 
sleep from the bottom bunk. 
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We read passages from the Old Testament at every service in St George’s, but 

why do we read them and what do they all mean?  I have decided to try to 
shed some light on the Old Testament with a series of articles over the next 

few months.  I hope this will interest you and will help you to understand the 

Old Testament readings that we have at all our services. 

The Old Testament is more that a single book; it is a library of books.  The 

word testament is a translation of a Hebrew word meaning covenant.  The Old 
Testament is a collection of books that tell us about the covenant, the 

agreement, which God made with Israel through Moses. 

The Old Testament was written in Hebrew.  Hebrew and Arabic are Semitic 

languages which are written with consonants only; the reader has to add 

vowels according to the way in which he/she understands the text.  

Beginning in the seventh century AD, Jewish scholars known as ‘Masorites’ 
fixed the meaning of the text by adding vowels in the form of little dots above 

and below the consonants.  This is why the Hebrew text is sometimes called 

the Masoretic text. 

The Old Testament was translated into Greek in the third century BC in 

Alexandria.  It was translated by seventy scholars and is known as the 

Septuagint which means seventy in Greek.  Most of the Hebrew text was lost 
after AD 70 when the Romans destroyed Jerusalem and dispersed the Jews.  

The Masoretic is largely a translation of the Septuagint into Hebrew, around 

the bits of the old text which survived the Romans. 

Our English text is a combined translation of the Masoretic text and the 

Septuagint which Tyndale translated in the 16th century and which was 
brought into its present form by the committee appointed by James I in 

1611.  Fifty scholars, learned in Hebrew and Greek, were appointed, and they 

were instructed to use the ‘Bishop’s Bible’ as their basis.  This translation 

followed closely Tyndale’s version and his influence is still evident in our 

modern translations. 

The Old Testament is divided into three parts: the Law (The Torah), The 
Prophets and the Writings.  The Law consists of the first five books; called the 

Pentateuch in Greek.  The Prophets are divided into the Former Prophets and 

consist of most of the historical books, the Later Prophets (Isaiah, Jeremiah 

and Ezekiel), the Minor Prophets (Dan, Nehemiah and 1st and 2nd Chronicles).  

The Writings consist of all the other books in the Old Testament.  

The translators of the Bible into English in 1611 classified the books of the 
Old Testament differently.  They created the Historical Books (The 

Pentateuch and the Former Prophets, the Didactic Books (Job, Psalms, 

Proverbs) and the Prophetic Books which corresponded to the original Later 

Prophets.  From the 2nd Century the Church has regarded these books as 

inspired (not written) by God. 
William Odling-Smee 

To be continued next month. 

The Old Testament 
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Surely one of the most moving and profound hymns in the English language 
is “O Love that will not let me go”, which is one of my favourite top ten.  It is 
neither sentimental nor cloying, but tackles the reality of human suffering 
with firm Christian hope, with a touch of mystery thrown in. 

George Matheson (1842 – 1906) who was born in Glasgow, became a 
Church of Scotland minister, and spent 18 years in the parish of Innellan on 
the Clyde before moving to Edinburgh.  He was also a theologian and a 
scientist, and wrote several books, although he was almost totally blind 
from the age of eighteen. 

Matheson was 39 years old and in a state of abject grief when the girl he 
was to marry broke off their engagement, presumably because of his sight.  
His biographer, Ian Bradley, was inclined to dismiss this story until he met 
the minister of Gavan Old Parish Church in Glasgow, who confirmed that his 
great-great-grandmother, Minnie Roberts, was the girl in question. 

This is how the author recalled the writing of the hymn: “The hymn was 
composed in the Manse of Innellan on the evening of 6th June 1882.  I was at 
that time alone.  Something had happened to me which was known only to 
myself, and which caused me the most severe mental suffering.  The hymn 
was the fruit of that suffering.  It was the quickest bit of work I ever did in 
my life.  I am quite sure the whole work was completed in five minutes, and 
equally sure it never received at my hands any retouching or correction.  I 
had the impression of having it dictated to me by some inward voice.” 

Later, when the hymn was to be printed in the Scottish Hymnal, the editor 
asked Matheson to alter the third line of verse three from “I climb the 
rainbow in the rain” to “I trace the rainbow through the rain”.  This was 
agreed and has appeared so ever since. 

A hymn of only four verses which speaks of Love, Light, Joy and the Cross, 
makes us pause to think, and gives us something to think about deeply. 

Verse 1  When we reach the stage when the cares and anxieties of life weigh 
us down, it is to the God who is Love that we turn – “The Love that will 
never leave or forsake us” – the Love that will never let us go.  And the life 
we give back is ‘borrowed’ in the first place for every day we live is God-

O LOVE THAT WILL NOT LET ME GO BY BILLY ADAIR 
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given, God’s Love is an Everlasting Love. 

Verse 2  Jesus once said, “I am the Light of the World”, and what a 
difference that made.  But the only light we can add to God’s sunshine blaze 
is “a flickering torch” which will do its part in brightening a drab life. 

Verse 3  We know, for Matheson himself tells us, that when he wrote the 
hymn, he was a mental wreck, broken-hearted by the loss of the girl he 
loved.  But the God who loved him, just wouldn’t let him go, would heal 
that broken heart with the Joy of Redemption.  Outside was the rainbow to 
prove it. 

Verse 4  When Henry Francis Lyte was writing of his death in “Abide with 
me”, his wish was to close his eyes on the crucified Saviour, his hope of 
heaven.  Matheson had the same desire to see the Cross – his only plea.  “I 
lay in dust life’s glory dead” for “dust thou art and unto dust shalt thou 
return” said the Scriptures.  But the Cross made a wonderful difference, 
“and from the ground there blossomed red, life that shall endless be”. 
Some folk puzzled at the word “red” in this verse, but Matheson explained 
it this way; “White blossoms represented prosperity and red ones, self-
sacrifice.  I took red as the symbol of that sacrificial life which blossoms by 
shedding itself.” 

There is nothing sentimental about this hymn, indeed its intensity is greatly 
enhanced by the tune ‘St Margaret’ written specifically for it by Dr Albert 
Peace (1844-1912), organist of Glasgow Cathedral. 

When my time comes (and I am 99¼), I hope it will be sung at my funeral 
service. 
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James Little, formerly of this Parish, conceived the idea of having an informal chat 
with Dónal McCann, a former St George’s organ scholar, about his time as an 
undergraduate and Organ Scholar at King’s College, Cambridge and about his plans 
for the future, just after Dónal finished his final exams (remotely) in June. 

Dónal McCann was organ scholar at St George’s 
when at Methodist College and has since played at 
services here intermittently when back at his 
parents’ home in Belfast.  While still at school, he 
obtained the prestigious Fellowship diploma of the 
Royal College of Organists, winning prizes in doing 
so.  Since September 2017, Dónal has been an organ 
scholar at King’s College in Cambridge, without 
doubt the most prestigious post of its type in the 

world.  In doing so he has followed in the footsteps of a long line of distinguished 
previous King’s organ scholars, many of whom have gone on to stellar careers.  The 
list includes conductor Sir Andrew Davis, choir trainer Sir David Willcocks, 
musicologist and conductor Professor John Butt and international concert organists, 
Simon Preston and Thomas Trotter. 
Of course, in parallel with the demanding requirements associated with playing at 
choral services and concerts, organ scholars must also keep on top of their studies 
for a university degree.  
Just after Dónal finished his final exams James had a chat with him about his time in 
Cambridge and about his future plans. 
James: Obviously your last term in Cambridge has been a real anti-climax because 

of the requirement for all students to stay at home, with on-line study and 
final exams, although I understand that you were able to record the 
practical aspect on the St George’s organ.  Looking back before that to 
your busy time as one of the two organ scholars at King’s College, how 
many days every week in term time were you required to play at chapel 
services and how did you agree to share your duties with the second organ 
scholar?    

Dónal: I’ll start by saying it’s very strange to be thinking about my time at King’s in 
the past tense! It feels like only yesterday that I started, and my time has 
of course been cut short by the pandemic.  Of the choirs in Cambridge, 
King’s definitely has the busiest schedule; unlike other college choirs we’re 
resident for Easter and Christmas.  Nonetheless, daily services are the 
bread and butter for the choir, a tradition stretching back to the 
foundation of the college in 1441.  The choir sings seven services a week, 

THE EXPERIENCE OF BEING AN ORGAN SCHOLAR 
AT KING’S COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE 

Dónal at the organ of King's 
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with two on a Sunday (Monday is the ‘choir weekend’ and the college’s 
mixed voice choir, King’s Voices which has its own organist and conductor 
sings that day).  There will always be at least one organ scholar present at 
each service, which is always preceded by an hour-long rehearsal in which 
we practise the day’s music as well as that for upcoming events.  There is 
always a senior and a junior organ scholar, and while the playing for 
services is usually split evenly, there are certain responsibilities which are 
always undertaken by the senior, for instance the Christmas Eve radio 
broadcast.  I rarely had any disputes about who should play what; it all 
balances out in the end! 

James: To me, the commitments of organ scholars at King’s and St John’s colleges 
seem very similar to those of cathedral assistant organists, albeit that there 
are two organ scholars at any one time, though you also have to study for a 
degree! Cathedrals assistants often help with training choristers.  Is that 
something you were required to do? 

Dónal: You’re definitely right that the responsibilities of the role are essentially 
that of an assistant organist, and that extends to working with the 
choristers.  One of the organ scholars is always present at the morning 
rehearsals, which take place every weekday at 8:15am in King’s College 
School.  I’m sure you can appreciate that getting two university students up 
for rehearsal at 8:15am is no bother at all.  While the Director of Music 
works with the full group, I’d be in a separate room working with the 
probationers, who train for two years before they receive their surplice 
and are considered to have fully taken up their choristership.  I teach them 
the basics of singing in a choir, which ties into work they do in theory 
lessons, as well as their individual lessons with the singing teacher.  This is 
definitely one of the most fulfilling parts of the job for me; the boys who 
joined when I began as organ scholar were just doing their first solos by the 
time I left. 

James: How testing was it to find sufficient time to prepare so many organ pieces 
as well as difficult accompaniments for all the services? 

Donal: There is a lot to get through!  The choir rarely repeats music within a term, 
and traditionally this is also the case for organ voluntaries.  On top of this, 
organ scholars perform a recital each term as part of the regular series on 
Saturday evenings.  I’ve used these recitals as termly goals, giving me an 
opportunity to showcase new pieces I’ve learnt (or indeed have yet to 
learn…).  I’m fortunate to have gained experience playing much of the 
choir’s core repertoire during my time at St George’s, which was my entry 
point to liturgical accompaniment.  The rigorous schedule at King’s can 
sometimes prevent one going in depth on a piece in the way I was used to 
previously, however the upside is that I developed other skills more 
quickly, such as sight-reading and management of the instrument (which is 
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no small feat considering the size of the King’s organ). 
James: Your time at King’s, even before COVID-19 struck the country, has hardly 

been normal, in that the distinguished Director of Music, Sir Stephen 
Cleobury, missed quite a few weeks in your first year after being knocked 
down by a cyclist.  What was the impact of his absence on your 
commitments?  

Dónal: Stephen’s accident pulled the rug out from under us and revealed to me 
how many systems depended on his oversight.  The most apparent 
consequence of this sudden absence was that there was nobody to 
conduct the services.  Normally the senior organ scholar conducts in the 
Director’s absence, although this isn’t sustainable over an extended 
period, not least because organ scholars have degrees to do.  My senior, 
Henry, conducted most of the services for the remainder of the term 
which meant that, by extension, I did most of the playing, which was quite 
daunting for my second term! Luckily, we had the help of Ben Parry, who 
conducts King’s Voices, for Monday evensongs.  Ben conducted many 
services and concerts in this initial period, including the Easter Festival, 
one of the musical highlights of the year at King’s. 
In a later period of Stephen’s absence, we also had the assistance of 
Christopher Robinson, who is something of a legend in the choral music 
world!  Despite the unfortunate circumstances, I learnt a lot from working 
with so many inspirational conductors.  Stephen was certainly the greatest 
influence on me at King’s, both musically and personally.  Sadly, he never 
really recovered from this initial setback in 2018; he passed away in 
November last year. 

James: As well as the daily services during term time, you’ve been involved in 
quite a few concerts both in Cambridge and beyond.  Indeed, you’ve been 
on choir tours to New York and Australia.  Do those bring back any 
particular memories? 

Dónal: Tours were certainly a highlight of my time at King’s.  As an organ scholar 
the experience is different to everyone else, as I don’t have the benefit of 
bringing my instrument with me! Organs around the world work very 
differently, and taking the time figure out how to adapt can be a lengthy 
process, especially when trying to accompany a choir on an instrument 
designed to roar over a full orchestra.  You mentioned Australia, which 
was the biggest tour we undertook last year.  It was of course a thrill to 
play in the Sydney Opera House, especially with family members there (my 
brother lives in Brisbane).  I think my favourite tour was a brief visit to 
Prague, where we performed the Dvořák Mass in D in the Rudolfinium 
Concert Hall, in a version he wrote specifically for that venue.  

James: For most people studying for a degree at Cambridge in itself is very 
demanding.  How did you manage to fit everything in?  
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Dónal: It’s certainly a balancing act.  Having chosen music as my subject, I was 
somewhat worried about having a musical overload considering my choir 
commitments.  I’m relieved to have come out the other end with as much 
enthusiasm as I had three years ago.  Terms at Cambridge are short (eight 
weeks), but intense in workload.  Fortunately, some of the work I had 
previously done for my FRCO exams carried over to my degree, such as my 
skills in harmony and counterpoint.  There was quite a lot of freedom in 
choice of courses, especially in my final year, so I could play to my 
strengths by picking papers such as performance and keyboard skills.  The 
experience of online exams was interesting; I had three weeks to complete 
written papers, and certain papers (such as performance) relied upon 
recording.  These exams were also unique in that I didn’t have to balance 
academics with chapel services for the first time! 

James: I can’t not ask you about playing for the famous annual Christmas Eve carol 
service that has taken place in King’s College for over 100 years now.  As 
everyone knows, it’s broadcast live to millions listening in a large number 
of counties all over the world.  Did that aspect play on your mind at all? 

Dónal: Having spent two years as junior organ scholar, I was grateful for the 
opportunity to watch the service unfold on two occasions before having to 
play myself.  The added pressure this year was that it was the first time the 
new Director of Music, Daniel Hyde had conducted the service; he had 
been in my shoes in the early 2000’s when he was an organ scholar.  
Nerves are unavoidable when performing under pressure; dealing with 
them is a skill in itself.  In my case, I like to prepare the music in such a way 
that I know what I must be doing at any given moment and that way I can 
eliminate as much uncertainty as possible.  Much of the preparation is built 
into the choir’s Christmas schedule; the live Christmas Eve service is the 
culmination of the term’s work.  Many people don’t realise the recorded 
TV service is different from the live radio service; both broadcasts sit 
alongside other carol services and concerts.  There are so many variables: 
someone may be sick, music may change, or there may be an unexpected 
power cut (which nearly cancelled the TV service last year!), so I try to be 
as reliable as possible.  An organist doing their job well is an often 
unnoticed but vital cog in the machine, but if things become unstuck it can 
be painfully obvious! 

James: For three years at King’s you lived in student rooms only a few yards from 
the chapel, surrounded by the beauty of the buildings, the grounds and the 
river.  Did you have time to notice? 

Dónal: I never tired of the college backdrop, and the chapel is of course a 
fascinating place to make music, although it can be very challenging.  
Cambridge seems to be constantly under construction; I was living in a 
building site for most of my first two years!  I think I could have 



 

15 

appreciated the surroundings a bit more while I was there; there are some 
places I would have loved to visit but never got round to.  I think the most 
remarkable thing is that many of the historic buildings are still used by the 
university, whether for research or making music, such as in the case of the 
chapels.  The city is far from becoming a museum!  

James: Thank you for your time, Dónal.  Are you in a position to say what you’ll be 
doing after the summer? 

Dónal: When I’m able to, I’ll be moving from Cambridge to Oxford over the 
summer, before taking up my new post as Assistant Organist at New 
College, Oxford in September.  I was fortunate, looking back, in that the 
interview process was in early March.  The immediate future for choirs is of 
course uncertain, so I don’t know what form my duties will look like 
initially.  Nonetheless, I feel very lucky to move to another institution with 
a proud choral heritage, and to be working under another former King’s 
organ scholar, Robert Quinney. 
One benefit of this period of downtime is that I’ve been able to get on with 
learning new repertoire, and although I have access to an electric practice 
organ, it doesn’t compare to the real thing.  For that reason, I’m extremely 
grateful to have had access to St George’s in recent weeks.  I’d like to thank 
Selby Nesbitt for arranging this access, as well as David Falconer and David 
McElderry.  One piece I’ve learnt is Mendelssohn’s Organ Sonata No. 4, 
which has been on my list for a long time now.  My favourite movement is 
the third; the opening melody is beautiful, returning at the end adorned by 
a perfectly judged countermelody.  Mendelssohn was the master of 
countermelodies!  It’s a very bright piece, appropriate now as restrictions 
are being lifted (at the late June time of this interview) and we can start to 
see each other again. 
An advantage of this newsletter being sent electronically is that people 
should be able to click on the following link to listen to a recording of this 
piece which I made recently at St George’s (if not, a copy and paste should 
work): 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ncVbsgxz1i0  

James: Thank you Dónal.  Many congratulations on your success thus far, including 
the terrific news that you obtained a Double First Class Honors Degree and 
best wishes for the future. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ncVbsgxz1i0


 

16 

Perceptions - Humanity 
I always think the covers of the Parish Magazines are wonderful; however, the front 
cover for July depicting Mary Magdalene was particularly beautiful.  It is how I imagine 
she would look like, with her beautiful olive skin colour.  Shortly afterwards I read an 
article in which the Archbishop of Canterbury said, “The idea Jesus is white should be 
rethought”.  This came in reply to a challenge from a Black Lives Matter activist, who 
claimed traditional statues of Jesus were a form of White supremacy.  There was also the 
picture of the Last Supper by Leonardo da Vinci, where Jesus and the Disciples look white.  
I have never perceived Jesus, Mary and Joseph, the Disciplines et al being white.  They 
were of middle eastern origin, and surely would have that beautiful olive tone to their 
skin.  No doubt other parts of the world have their own perceptions of what skin colour 
Jesus had, given their own skin tone. 
‘The quality of being kind to people and animals by making sure they do not suffer’ - the 
definition of humanity in the Oxford English Dictionary.  Any normal decent human 
would not have been totally horrified by the recent murder in Minneapolis of the black 
man George Floyd by that Police Force.  At first I thought I was watching some terrible 
clip from a film; it was only when the video continued I realised to my dread that it was 
real.  For that first officer to put a knee on this man’s neck and listen to him suffocate is 
beyond comprehension.  As the video went on we saw two others kneel on his back; his 
pain must have been incomprehensible.  For me, also as appalling was the 4th officer who 
stood there and did NOTHING.  Through the years there have been many incidents 
where black and white people were brutally treated, and too many dying at the hands of 
police officers the majority of the time, but this was the first time the whole thing played 
until the death. 
I may be unfair but sometimes I feel there is something not quite right about some 
Policing methods in America.  Again, very recently, I read an article by John Humphrys, 
the well-known journalist, discussing policing.  He wrote about the first time he and his 
wife visited New York; he was 27.  They stopped a NYPD officer and politely asked for 
directions to Central Park.  His reply was “buy a f***ing map buddy”. 
I also recently watched a documentary about the Windrush Generation, the presenter 
quoting from actual Government documents.  I was shocked to discover that the 
Conservative Government of 1947 were “allowing” white immigrants from Europe into 
the country first, so as to keep the numbers of Caribbean and former Colonial people 
from coming.  I come from a working-class background and was lucky enough to get to 
State Grammar School by passing the “Qualifying”.  In the 60’s our History lessons 
consisted of Henry VIII, Queen Elizabeth I etc.  I don’t know what children and students 
are taught for History lessons nowadays, but on a personal note maybe it may do no 
harm if they had more up-to-date happenings, including the Slave Trade.  I know that was 
mainly in the 19th century, but surely it is now more pertinent than Medieval history? 
I was twelve when the Alabama Race Riots took place and, discussing with my parents, I 
knew that things were unfair for some black people, especially in the southern states of 
the USA, and nasty things were happening.  I always remember my parents telling me 
that no matter your skin colour, your religion or where you come from, every human 
being was equal in the sight of God.  If only all humanity perceived this. 

Endpiece by Joan Calder 


