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The Parish Church of St George  

105, High Street, Belfast. BT1 2AG  
Tel: 028 9023 1275  

 

NI Charity No. NIC101556  

e-mail: stgeorgesoffice@btconnect.com  

www.stgeorges.connor.anglican.org  
Facebook: The Parish Church of  

St George, Belfast  

CLERGY  

The Rector: The Reverend Brian Stewart  Tel: 028 9070 1350 (Rectory)  
The Curate: The Reverend William Odling -Smee  Tel: 028 4484 1868  

Honorary Assistant Priests: The Reverend Ian Frazer; The Venerable Scott Harte; 

         The Reverend Colin Young; The Reverend Ray Rennix  

SELECT VESTRY  

Rectorõs Churchwarden: Janet Sandikli  Tel:075-9691 -8951  
Peopleõs Churchwarden: Lyn McGlade  Tel: 078 4157 5541  

Rectorõs Glebewarden: Tony Merrick  Tel: 028 9042 7739 

Peopleõs Glebewarden: Pam Tilson  Tel: 07803 235362 

Secretary to the Select Vestry: Peter Hunter  Tel: 028 9042 2048  

Treasurer of the Select Vestry: Douglas McIldoon  Tel: 028 9023 1831  

WORSHIP  

Director of Music: David Falconer;  Tel: 078 7898 5435  
Servers Guild: Tony Merrick;  Tel: 028 9042 7739  

Sacristan: Tony Merrick;  Tel: 028 9023 1275  

Flower Guild: Helen Crowe;  Tel: 028 9079 8247  

Readers and Intercessors Rota:  The Churchwardens  

CHRISTIAN EDUCATION  

Sunday Club for Children: Moyra Haslett;  Tel: 028 9065 8352  
Bible Study in Greek: Douglas McIldoon;  Tel: 028 9023 1831  

Confirmation Class: Fr. Brian Stewart;  Tel: 028 9070 1350  

Magazine Editors: William Odling -Smee & Selby Nesbitt;  Tel: 028 9023 1275  

PARISH LIFE  

Mission Liaison: Eleanor Maynard; Tel: 028 9084 9753  
Walsingham Group: Fr. Graeme Pollock; Tel: 028 9065 4868  

Foodbank Collections: Betty Flynn; Tel: 028 9032 4651  

ADMINISTRATION  

Hon. Parish Administrator: Selby Nesbitt; Tel: 028 9083 2562  
Church and Hall Booking: Madeleine Welch; Tel: 028 9076 0086  

Church and Churchyard Maintenance: Tony Merrick; Tel: 028 9042 7739  

Gift Aid and Standing Orders: Selby Nesbitt; Tel: 028 9083 2562  

Sexton: Simon James; Tel: 078 6977 3382  

PARISH  CONTACTS  

SAFEGUARDING TRUST T EAM  

The Rector, Tel: 07902792080; Eleanor Maynard, Tel: 07912222500;  
Lyn McGlade, Tel: 07841575541; Peter Hunter, Tel: 07759781282  
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The next annual review of the Register of Vestry Members will take 

place soon.  This is a reminder of the registration process.  First, if 

you are already registered, then there is nothing more you need to do; 
you can check for your name on the 2022 list of Vestry Members, 

which is in the narthex.  However, if you are not registered and would 

like to be ôsigned upõ, Forms of Declaration will be available from our 
Churchwardens during the month of February.  Membership of the 

Vestry entitles you to participate and vote in the elections, which are 

held at the Easter General Vestry meeting.  Please kindly note that 
2023 is a Triennium year and so there will be more elections at the 

Easter Vestry than usual.  

The ôtermsõ for those who can be included on the Register of Vestry 
Members are that they must be a resident or accustomed member 

and subscribe to the funds of the parish by a receiptable collection.  

The Free Will Offering (FWO) scheme is an ideal way to subscribe to 

parish funds and satisfy this requirement; for further information on 
the scheme please consult Selby Nesbitt, FWO co -ordinator or 

Douglas McIldoon, our Treasurer.  If you have any general queries 

about the Register of Vestry Members, please speak with the Rector 
or Peter Hunter, Hon. Secretary.  

 

If you subscribe to St Georgeõs by weekly FWO envelope, please 
collect your FWO envelopes for 2023 from the box in the Narthex.  

8 January  
Richard & Helen 
Crowe  

In memory of loved ones  

15 January  Carol Ward  
In memory of Ron Abell, Ellen 
Connolly& Lil Annesley  

22 January  Mina Kelly  
In memory of her husband Rev 
Richard Kelly  

29 January  Erina McIldoon  
In memory of her sister 
Geraldine & brother Stephen  
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Sixty years ago this month, the Emerald Isle turned white as the 

Big Freeze brought an unwelcome taste of Siberia.  
Christmas had come and gone.  The crib had been put back in its 

box, its little figurines, once centre stage, swaddled sadly in the last 

daily newspaper of 1962 to keep them safe for another year in the 
attic.  The tree, stripped of its brilliant baubles and beads, looked 

naked and neglected as it waited to join them.  

The New Year had arrived with my Mum and Dad hosting a small get 
together for their neighbours and I remember well the sound of Mister 

Arbuckleõs accordion drifting up the stairs to our bedroom.  ôDanny 

Boyõ and many voices struggling to reach the high notes of the chorus 
after an ambitious start.  

It has remained a favourite of mine all these years and echoed on 

those stairs as my fatherõs coffin was carried from his home.  My 

brother Jimmyõs guitar and fine singing voice doing it and him 
justice.  

Now as the Wise Men had said their farewells on old Christmas Day 

as my mother called it, the festive package was dismantled, and the 
direction of our excitement took an unexpected turn.  Overnight the 

world had gone white with powdery snow already freezing in the 

school grounds opposite our house.  Only one set of unidentifiable 
paw prints left its calling card on a cold and chaste landscape.  

My father had lit the coal fire in the living room at least an hour 

before we left our cosy beds, bellowing two huge pages from the Irish 
News to encourage the flames, the bottoms of his pyjama trousers 

peeping from beneath those of his navy suit.  

The gas fire he had had installed just weeks before, òJust in case we 

get a severe winteró he reckoned, hummed a warm song in the dining 
room as the teapot on the scullery stove bubbled from strength to 

strength.  

We had tea and heavily buttered Belfast bap, it was just called bap  in 
those days before the marketing men got to it, with two bowls of hot 

porridge left untouched.  My brother and I shared a dislike for the 

stuff that my mother called the ôinside liningõ. 
We also shared Balaclavas and mittens hand -knitted in bottle green 

for Jimmy and me, overcoats buttoned to the neck and socks pulled 

high to knees that would be bare to the elements.  
Our whole district came alive as the street lamps went out and a very 

distant sun crept gingerly over the east of the city, making diamond 

valleys of terraced streets and lighting the top of the Black Mountain 

THE  WHITE  WORLD  

by Paul McLaughlin  
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like a beacon.  

A white start to the new year for the adults, an Antarctic trek for us 
on our first day back to school as we slipped and slid along freshly 

dug pathways on our ascent of the treacherously steep Whiterock 

Road.  

Our school, the recently built St Aidanõs CBS, stood at the brow of 
that road like a hilltop fort in the foothills of the great mountain that 

dominated our skyline.  Its Gaelic football pitch, the envy of every 

primary school in the city, was three feet deep in virgin snow, its 
white lines just a memory, until hordes of Kamikaze pupils hurled 

themselves across it.  

I had promised my mother that I would look after my soon -to-be-six -
year -old brother, but the great whiteness turned our heads and we 

gambolled and frolicked in a crazy circus that knew it had only 10 

minutes before the school bell would call time.  That deadline made 
mad men of us all and we were soaked within seconds.  

Brother McDermott called for order when the entire school was 

assembled in the main hall, its newly -laid parquet floor, on which the 

good brother himself had laboured, dripping wet.  
òI have news for you alló, he said in a soft brogue that came from 

somewhere in Connaught, òIt is bad news for our school, but good 

news, I suppose, for ye.ó  And he actually said ôyeõ. 
òWe are having problems with the boiler, so the school will be closed 

for a couple of days.ó 

I couldnõt hear myself think with the cheering and clamour that 
answered his words.  Reluctant learners we may have been, like most 

boys of that time, but, more bad weather permitting, we would have 

this new white world all to ourselves.  
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