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A s we prepare for this year’s 
acts of Remembrance our 
minds will turn once again to 

conflict. Because of the poppy and the 
Cenotaph, the war poets and, the 
Kojima Epitaph we will drift back to 
Flanders Field or the beaches of Utah, 
Juno and Sword.  

But this year we will also be thinking of 
a current conflict, fought for the first 
time in many years on European soil.  

The war in Ukraine was not 
completely unexpected but it remains 
shocking. We will all have mourned for 

the lost, grieved for the displaced and 
prayed for peace.  

We trust that readers will be gladdened 
to read in this issue of the work that 
has been done in Coleg Trefeca and the 
way it has been used to afford help and 
support to Ukrainian refugees.   

We remember that Jesus warns us that 
there will always be wars and rumours 
of wars. This should not make us jaded. 
He tells us also to pray for peace and to 
pursue it and to endeavour to help 
widows and orphans. May we be 
encouraged to do all this and more, 
again, this Remembrancetide. 
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ADRIAN PRATT 
With roots that were nurtured in the 
Presbyterian Church of Wales, Revd 
Adrian Pratt now ministers in the 
USA. Writing recently on social 
media he delighted that he is of 
English, Scottish, Welsh and Irish 
heritage. There are things about 
each nation that give me great cause 
for pride.  

It was a thrill a few years ago to visit 
the ancient Saxon parish church in 
Wing, Buckinghamshire, and see the 
font where so many of my ancestors 
were baptised and sing hymns in the 
sanctuary where many of them were 
married. The Midlands also formed 
a significant part of my family's 
story, particularly Coventry, with 
it's two contrasting cathedrals. 
Liverpool will always be my 
favourite city and the beautiful and 
historically significant Wirral 

peninsula the land where I was 
raised.  

Scottish ancestry dominates my 
DNA and I am privileged to wear a 
Morrison tartan. My religious 
heritage is firmly in the land of 
Wales, where both my children were 
born and raised. And I have just 
enough Irish in me to raise a glass 
on St Patrick's day. I now live in the 
USA and this land has weaved her 
own traditions, stories and 
character into my family, as well as 
being the birthplace of my 
grandchildren.  

It all only becomes problematic 
when there are sporting events. One 
of my sides can be both the winner 
and loser at the same time! But aside 
from that, I am extremely thankful 
for such a varied heritage and I will 
continue to seek to live in a way that 
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honours all aspects of such a rich 
background.  

The churches of the Northern 
Presbytery remember him with 
fondness and we pray he will know 
encouragement in Bridgehampton, 
NY where he serves with the 
Presbyterian Church (USA).  

DEESIDE 
Ben Griffin from the missionary 
organisation OneHundredFold.org 
came to speak at the Deeside 
Pastorate Life Group last month.  

Ben works for an organisation that 
puts Bibles and other Christian 
resources on phone micro sims and 
then sends them to people around the 
world. These are vital in places that 
have no internet access and also in 
parts of the world where Bibles are 
restricted or banned.  

Ben was great fun and very 
enthusiastic. He came supplied with 
lots of information and would be a 
great guest at a Bible study or 
outreach meeting. 

FAIRTRADE 
You have the power to change 
farmers lives. 

If you live in the Caribbean, you know 
cyclones and storms. They have 
always been a feature of the climate 
in this part of the world, but in recent 
years, climate change has caused 
them to become stronger and more 
frequent.  

A stronger Fairtrade means more 
farmers getting Fairtrade’s 
guaranteed Minimum Price, a literal 
lifeline when market prices crash. 
And an extra Fairtrade Premium 
payment with their sales, which they 
can invest in the services they need. PHOTO:  Ben 

Griffin with 
members of 

Mancot Church



The banana farmers of Las 
Mercedes, in the Dominican 
Republic, have used their Fairtrade 
Premium to develop a disaster 
recovery fund, to help members 
should the worst happen. The fund 
is ready to go at short notice. After 
any extreme weather, the farmers 
survey their farms for signs of 
damage. The co-operative’s 
technicians recommend what needs 
to be covered and the funds are then 
made available to the farmers, 
either in cash, or in some cases, 
fertiliser. 

Over 1.8 million farmers and 
workers are already seeing the 
benefits of Fairtrade. We can do 
even more, but only with your 
support.  

Fairtrade helps some of the most 
vulnerable communities in the 
world trade their way out of 
poverty. We’ve seen this happen 
across the world over the past 
twenty-five years.  Remember the 
climate crisis, and ensure 
Fairtrade can continue to offer 
long-term sustainable support by 
buying their marked products.  
In the absence of stopping climate 
change in its tracks, when you 
choose Fairtrade, you’re choosing 
the world you want to see.  

You have the power to help choose 
the world you want. Support 
Fairtrade! 

(Adapted from a Fairtrade 
fundraising article. For more 
information or to offer financial 
support contact: 
hello@fairtrade.org.uk 

NORTHOP HALL 
A new Friday coffee morning  in 
Northop Hall has been a great 
success. Launched in September the 
venture has attracted lots of interest 
with members of the lunch club 
coming along with friends and 
visitors dropping for the first time. 
The coffee morning is building on 
the success of the lunch club and 
afternoon tea which has been part of 
village life for some time. Those 
attending will be invited to the 
Christmas Evening which is being 
planned for December. 

CHRISTMAS 
Readers are encouraged to write a 
paragraph and include a photo of 
forthcoming Advent and Christmas 
events for inclusion in the January 
issue. 
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We are pleased to publish what we 
hope will be the first of a regular 
series of articles from a study in 
Talgarreg 

W hen you get to my age 
there are a few things 
which are challenging.  

For the purpose of this 
contribution, I have difficulty 
sometimes in remembering where I 
read a particular quote, and 
whether it’s something I just 
thought. Anyway, I can’t remember 
who said this but here it is – ‘the 
second half of your ministry should 
be more productive than the first’. 
The point which the author was 
making is that during the first years 
we make all the mistakes, we are 
introduced to a myriad of lessons, 
and, in our enthusiasm, we set 

ourselves on a course which is 
typified by a pro-active as opposed 
to a reflective pace, a period where 
it is easier to ask for forgiveness 
than to ask for permission. All these 
things are needful of course, and to 
everything there is a time, a season.  

Looking back, I am more 
despondent about the 
opportunities that I didn’t take, the 
urgency I didn’t show. However, I 
do wish that I knew what I know 
now, if only for the fact that this 
would have enriched my teaching/
preaching, and given me a better 
understanding of the context and 
people I was called to serve. Now 
that I am retired, I get ample 
opportunity to learn, to read, to 
listen etc... 
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With a view to understanding 
context and people, I spent the 
evenings and early morning on a 
recent holiday devouring ‘The Rise 
and Triumph of the Modern Self ’, a 
volume by Carl Trueman. 
Interestingly, he attained his PhD 
from the University of Aberdeen, 
the institution where my son-in-
law is now studying for his PhD. 
But, I digress, a tendency which you 
will no doubt become familiar with 
in my contributions!  

The volume seeks to trace the 
modern understanding of the ‘self ’ 
based on the thesis that ‘no 
historical phenomenon is its own 
cause’. Anyway, as is often the case 
with reading this kind of material, 
it is one of the author’s references 
which set me enquiring further. In 
the section which addresses the 
foundations of the revolution 
which we now witness, he 
references two ‘Confessions’. The 
first which is fairly familiar to 
classical types is St Augustine’s 
Confessions, an intensely personal 
narrative, where the author traces 
his life in Algeria in the 4th century, 
to his lavish life in Milan, before 
renouncing secular ambition. It is a 
volume where self-analysis is used 
to trace his spiritual and emotional 
experience, his conversion and 
personal struggles. 

The second volume is familiar as 
well, especially in the realm of 
those seeking to understand 
theories of who we are. The author, 
Jean-Jacques Rousseau in his 
Confessions is widely 
acknowledged as a leading 
influence in the movement from 
18th century Reason to 19th 
century Romanticism. The books 
are a very early type of modern 
biography, and in them he speaks of 
the influence of his childhood, and 
then, by means of recounting his 
‘worldly experiences and personal 

feelings, he uses these to define who 
he is. He is considered to have made 
a significant contribution to the 
psychology of Freud as well as 
subsequent progressive social and 
political thought. 

There are two stories which bear 
striking similarities and marked 
differences in both ‘Confessions’. 
Augustine in Book 2 of his 
Confessions recounts an episode 
where he and a group of friends 
stole some pears. Augustine and the 
group of friends raid a neighbour’s 
garden late one night and steal 
pears. They weren’t attractive or 
tasty pears, and Augustine had 
more and tastier pears in his own 
garden. So, having stolen them, they 
then throw them to some pigs and 
walk away laughing. In Book 1 of 
Rousseau’s Confessions he 
recounts an incident where he stole 
some asparagus. Rousseau is 
persuaded by a man named Verrat 
to steal some of Verrat’s mother’s 
asparagus for him so that he can 
then sell them and make some 
money. He is cajoled and persuaded 
to do this by Verrat, and although 
the moral appropriateness of what 
he did was questionable, the 
intention to help his friend was 
basically good. Both Augustin and 
Rousseau emphasise that it was not 
greed, or a desire for personal gain 
which drove them. Augustine had 
better pears at home, and the 
asparagus were not for Rousseau. 
The marked difference comes in the 
way that both reflect on what they 
did. 

For Rousseau, although his natural 
humanity is sound, the sinful act 
came from social pressure and 
conditioning. Society therefore 
bears the blame, as he is born 
basically good, only to be perverted 
by external forces. Augustine on the 
other hand notes that this incident 
reflects and brings to light the truth 



of his own nature. The act reveals 
the immorality of his innate inner 
disposition. Rousseau precedes the 
story with a list of the vices he had 
acquired because of his social 
conditions, including mistreatment 
by a master, the harshness of his 
father etc, all contributing to the 
reality, for him, that his faults were 
a reaction to corrupting influences. 
For Augustine, although he notes 
the company he was with, the 
laughter they all enjoyed, yet, the 
actual desire and willingness to 
participate in the theft flowed from 
his heart, and effected a personal 
repentance, rather than a call for 
societal repentance. 

As a Minister and subsequently, I 
have heard both views of human 
nature defended eloquently, but, I 
have known many who know 
nothing of either the pear or 
asparagus story. And yet, the two 
stories and the reflections on them 

are intrinsic to how they 
understood their nature, and, by 
extension, what they considered to 
be their need. The one position 
reflects a romantic innocence, 
where personal responsibility for 
actions can be explained away, 
while the other reflects a realistic, 
some might say pessimistic 
attitude, where we are naïve with 
respect to societal influence. 

Biblically it is unquestionable that 
it is what flows out of us that 
corrupts (Mathew 15:17-20), and it 
is also unquestionable that ‘bad 
company ruins good morals’ (1 
Corinthians 15:33). However, any 
world-view that does not take into 
account the biblical view of our 
nature and the ensuing need for a 
Saviour and forgiveness, reduces 
the Gospel to a moral code, and 
Jesus to a teacher who comes 
alongside as we endeavour to live 
out our innate goodness.

Jonathan Kirk outlines a new 
ministry of the Presbyterian Church 
in Wales  

W hen I was young, I 
always had the 
impression that it was 

wrong to have favourite parts of the 
Bible. After all, “it is all God’s 
Word”, I was told! Well, I do have 
my favourite passages and 
Colossians 1:15-20 is one of them. 
There we read: 

The Son is the image of the invisible 
God, the firstborn over all creation.  

For in him all things were created:  
things in heaven and on earth, 
visible and invisible, whether 

thrones or powers or rulers or 
authorities; all things have been 
created through him and for him.   

He is before all things, and in him all 
things hold together. And he is the 
head of the body, the church; he is the 
beginning and the firstborn from 
among the dead, so that in 
everything he might have the 
supremacy.  

For God was pleased to have all his 
fullness dwell in him, and through 
him to reconcile to himself all things, 
whether things on earth or things in 
heaven, by making peace through his 
blood, shed on the cross. 

BRIGHT AND BEAUTIFUL 



This is a poem, and it is the 
foundation for a new ministry 
funded by the Presbyterian Church 
of Wales (PCW) in northern 
Pembrokeshire. The poem says 
three things about the ‘all things’ of 
the universe - that is, all of creation. 
They were created by Christ (v16). 
They are held together in Christ 
(v17). They have been reconciled in 
Christ (v20).  

Therefore, the new ministry 
recognises that we are connected to 
Christ and connected to all 
creation. All things hold together in 
the Lord Christ (v17). In fact, they 
were created in him (v16). In him 
we live, and move, and have our 
being (Acts 17:28). This connection 
of all things in the life of God has 
been termed “the community of 
creation”. The problem is that we, 
in the modern Western world, have 
forgotten this community. The 
results are, and will be, devastating 
for creatures, plants and so on and 
for humans, too - sadly, the poorest 
and the weakest the most. The 
vision of the new ministry is that of 
the poem – connection - the 
oneness of the natural world, 
humans and God.  

And the new ministry seeks the 
reconciliation of creation in Christ. 
The apostle Paul’s good news is big 
in its scope. It encompasses all 
things. Christ has achieved a peace, 
a reconciliation that covers all of 
creation (v20). We are ministering 
in the context of climate 
emergency. This ministry of 
reconciliation is good news to a 
broken-up creation. We have a 
responsibility to create 
relationships where human and 
non-human life flourishes in joyful 
interdependence. The new ministry 
seeks to play a role in such a 
mission.  

And the new ministry will seek to 
collaborate with others, both 
religious and secular, and anything 
in-between, for the good of the 
planet, the good of the locality, and 
the good of people in mind, body 
and spirit. I would encourage all 
churches to consider how they can 
use innovative ways to minister in 
this time of climate emergency. 



W ithout a doubt, one of 
the treasures of the 
Methodist 

Denomination in Wales, and indeed, 
one of our treasures as a nation is 
the site at Coleg Trefeca. This is the 
cradle of the only Denomination 
that has its roots entirely in Wales, 
and the starting point of an 
influence which was to play a 
significant role in leading us to be a 
nation that was known as the land of 
revivals, and a non-conformist 
country. Its influence has been 
formative recently in the experience 
of many, as the vision of the late 
Reverend John Tudor and Dr Nerys 
Tudor was realised in securing a 
centre that was dedicated to training 
lay people specifically, and later, 
securing wider training. At the same 
time, the site developed into an 
excellent one for various courses, 
but above all for securing a place of 
retreat. In recent months it has been 
a place of retreat for refugees from 
Ukraine, in collaboration with 

Powys Council and the Welsh 
Government. 

In this work, the College was 
fortunate to have a team at the 
Centre who were experienced and 
able to undertake the work of 
offering accommodation and a 
warm welcome to these refugees.  

We are indebted to the Manager, 
Mair Jones, and the Deputy 
Manager, Richard Castle, as we are 
to Linda and Donna, for their 
tireless work over the last few 
months in particular. But, with the 
end of October, and in line with the 
resolution of the Denomination, the 
College faces a new future with a 
new contribution to our life, and 
hopefully to the life of the Church 
both in Wales and beyond. We pray 
that God will guide us safely into 
that future, as we protect the legacy 
that is there, celebrate our past and 
move confidently to secure a new 
ministry for the future. 

HANDING OVER THE BATON AT COLEG TREFECA 

Richard Castle & Mair Jones 



In closing the chapter we want to 
recognize Mair and Richard in 
particular for their work over the 
years. Mair came to work there 25 
years ago, following her 
appointment as Assistant Warden. 
Originally from Welshpool, she 
grew up in a household that was full 
of the best influences of our past. 
Her parents were two who were 
very warm to the gospel, loyal to the 
cause, and raised their four children 
with that gospel interest at the 
forefront.  After receiving a 
Diploma at the Theological College 
in Aberystwyth, where her brother, 
the late Reverend Huw Jones, and 
his wife, the Reverend Janice Jones, 
had been trained, Mair went to 
Dolgellau to work at Coleg 
Meirionydd before being appointed 
as volunteer co-ordinator for CAIS, 
and as their Centre Manager in 
Rhyl. She often testifies to the 
influence of Reverend Aneurin 
Owen and Dr Dafydd Alun Jones 
during this period. After arriving in 
Trefeca, she took care of the Centre 
for a short period after the 
departure of Rev Gethin Rhys and 
Dr Fiona Liddell in 2002 before 
being appointed Manager in 2004 
after the Revd Trefor and Mrs 
Miriam Lewis. 

Richard, with his wife Madeleine, 
arrived at the Centre in 2008. 
Richard is the son of the late 
Richard Castle and his wife Sonia, 
two who were faithful members and 
leaders in our church in Trinity, 
Pencoed. Richard grew up under the 
ministry of Reverends Vivian 
Morgan and Hmar Sangkhuma. 
After leaving school, he studied 
Welsh History at Cardiff University, 
and his tutor there was the late 
Professor J Gwynfor Jones, a man 
who left a deep impression on him. 
He gained an M.A. in Celtic Studies 
at St David's University Lampeter 
and spent a few years working for 

the prescription service of several 
surgeries in the Rhondda Valley 
before coming to us. 

On arrival, Mair, and Richard 
subsequently, devoted themselves 
completely to the life of the Centre. 
They both delight in its history, and 
both alike have enjoyed being there, 
meeting a wide variety of different 
people and providing a warm 
welcome and accommodation to all 
visitors. This is certainly one of the 
most obvious features of any visit to 
Trefeca over the years. The place 
was almost kept as a private home, 
not in any way that excluded people 
but rather, in terms of the pride they 
both had, with Linda and Donna, in 
looking after the site. Probably the 
comment that sums up Mair's care 
is the fact that one of the refugees 
referred to her as 'everyone's 
mother'. As for Richard, his term 
was also characterized by 
unassuming, calm, and careful 
stewardship of his responsibilities. 
Of course, their experience has not 
only been one of giving, but they can 
also testify to receiving as well, in 
particular, receiving the blessing 
gained from having visitors from 
Wales and from churches across the 
world, something which enriched 
their spiritual walk. 
Through the best of times, as well as 
the more difficult times, they have 
both been very loyal to the Centre, 
and as their term comes to an end, 
we wish them God’s richest blessing 
for their future. As we look forward 
to the possibilities which the future 
holds, we do so by thanking these 
two in particular for running their 
part of the race. We are sure that 
handing over the baton is difficult, 
but I know that they, as we do, look 
forward to seeing the Trefeca site 
continue to be a centre that will 
support and promote our Christian 
witness into the future.  

Meirion Morris

the College 
was 
fortunate to 
have a team 
at the Centre 
who were 
experienced 
and able to 
undertake 
the work of 
offering a 
warm 
welcome to 
refugees.  



I  took my first funeral nearly 
twenty years ago. I took my 
most recent funeral last month.  

In between I’ve seen a lot of changes 
in the way we mark death. Here are 
some of them. 

Linguistic 
Even 20 years ago, I don’t think 
people ‘died’ when I began working 
in ministry. In those days I think the 
polite way to put it was ‘passed 
away’. In the 2010’s people started 
to ‘pass on’. Now, in the 2020s the 
preference seems to be to use the 
faintly unpleasant term ‘passed’.  

Musical 
Save me from the comedy anthem. I 
have yet to officiate at a funeral in 
which someone has asked for the 
coffin to be brought in to Another 
One Bites the Dust but I suppose it’s 
inevitable. It’s no doubt a huge hoot 
when someone suggests it in the 
planning stages but the reality is 
that the bereaved have to stand and 
hear it beat by beat, verses by verse. 

That Joke Isn’t Funny Anymore by 
The Smiths would be more 
appropriate. 

Worse still is the valedictory song. 
At one funeral I noticed that the 
service after mine would include as 
the  introit It’s My Life by Bon Jovi. 
At least that was an original choice. 
My Way by Frank Sinatra is the go to 
for many people and who can blame 
a post-church society for choosing 
something recognisable but it 
remains a grim choice for a dying 
man. A final defiant fist shake to the 
Judge they’ve just met. 

Sartorial 
Once upon a time everyone knew 
where they stood. A man wore a 
black suit and black tie to a funeral, 
a woman wore a black dress and 
perhaps a hat. But the baby boomers 
(who else?) didn’t like that. Always 
suspicious of formality and tradition 
and ever eager to ‘express 
themselves’ they demanded people 
wear bright colours and avoid 

The Death of Saint Benedict 
© National Gallery, London

PUNDITS FOLLY  



Many people 
are already 
bypassing 
church 
buildings 
and going 
straight to 
the 
crematorium 
for their 
funeral 
service. 
Thankfully 
the minister 
is still called 
on to 
officiate but 
for how 
much 
longer?

anything sombre. Are we better off 
now? No we’re not. I’m happier by 
far to see a man stuffed into a white 
shirt and tie that he bought that 
morning from Asda than the parade 
of colour in which people come 
dressed as if for a wedding only to be 
confronted with the painful reality 
of death. 

Poetic 
The great auteur of the Baby 
Boomers, Richard Curtis, put rocket 
fuel in the craze for individual 
funeral celebrations with his film 
Four Weddings and a Funeral which 
includes the famous funeral poem 
by WH Auden. He concludes: 

The stars are not wanted now; put out 
every one, 
Pack up the moon and dismantle the 
sun, 
Pour away the ocean and sweep up 
the wood; 
For nothing now can ever come to any 
good. 

Did we read poems at funerals 
before that? Perhaps we did. But 
whereas that poem at least 
addresses the desperate pain of 
separation which death produces, in 
real life, funeral poems are more 
likely to be culled by a well meaning 
relative from a Google search. 

My brother thinks we should 
rewrite these traditional funeral 
poems and give them a gospel spin 
but how do you spiritualise these 
poems when the deceased is neither 
‘in the next room’, ‘the diamond 
glint on the snow’, or (as I heard 
recently) in ‘Everton Heaven’. 

I’m not trying to mock or belittle. I 
understand that people are trying to 
find some words of comfort at a sad, 
and sometimes tragic time. It is 
often a young person, a grandchild 
perhaps, who has been tasked with 

representing the family and saying 
something. Often that responsibility 
is too much for a young person. 

Emotional 
In my experience, young people 
take death hardest. I’ve lost count of 
the number of times I’ve seen 
someone in their eighties stand 
stoically at the graveside while the 
child or grandchild cries out a 
guttural wail of grief. Rationally it 
doesn’t seem to make sense, surely 
the marriage partner should feel the 
loss most?  

Young people seem utterly 
unprepared for reality. Young 
people die in computer games 
countless times a day only to 
respawn and play again. They see 
men and women die on screen all 
the time only to reappear as a ghost 
in the sequel. But actual, real life 
death is very rare and very final. 
Does the pain of loss and the pain of 
seeing a loved one lose someone 
prompt that awful painful wail? 

Or maybe there’s a little bit more? 
As the generations drift further and 
further away from the church they 
lose the reference points, the 
language and the hope that 
Christianity affords. Death becomes 
something unsettling, a gateway to 
somewhere dark and hopeless and 
scary. 

Biblical 
How to respond? Well the 
Christian’s instinct should be to go 
to the Bible. But another thing I’ve 
observed is that the Bible doesn’t do 
Hallmark Funerals. Time and again 
I’ve turned to the Bible passages we 
read in the PCW Service Book and 
asked myself why the Bible can’t 
just say something simple to take 
the pain away.  



But the Bible can’t do that can it? 
Because death is big and 
frightening and final. It took the 
mystery of the incarnation to 
begin the process of its defeat. It 
took the Son of God to come and 
confront it. It took the Author of 
Life to come and give his life that 
we might have new life. It took the 
Prince of Peace to endure a violent 
and brutal killing. Tis mystery all, 
the immortal dies. So when the 
Bible speaks of death it must speak 
of sin and punishment, of Satan 
and of Hell.  

That is not to say that we cannot 
find beautiful verses or words of 
hope and comfort. But without 
their context, without knowing the 
Saviour we are speaking to people 
like Thomas in John 14 who ask in 
those heartbreaking words “We do 
not know where you are going, so 
how can we know the way?” 

Philosophical 
Many in church leadership want 
churches to have ‘something to 
say’ to society. Well, how about we 
start by having something to say at 
a funeral. Because I’m not sure 
how much longer I can sing what 
amounts to a solo version of All 
Things Bright and Beautiful. And 
I’m all for reading the Bible in 
services but we need to realise that 
Psalm 23 doesn’t make much 
sense to a person who has never 
known the Shepherd.  

In our Service Book we read the 
beautiful promise from Psalm 100 
that ’it is God who made us, and we 
are his; we are his people, the 
sheep of his pasture” But are we? I 
suppose if Jesus is the Good 
Shepherd then you might argue 
that he is on the march, looking for 
the stray, but statistically in 
Britain today he is leaving the one 
sheep to find the ninety nine! 

Don’t we need to work 
harder to speak to the 
secular congregation? 

I feel really nervous 
publishing this. I’ve 
ministered to dozens of 
families, hundreds of 
individuals and tried in every 
funeral to speak words of 
hope to grieving people. I’ve 
encouraged people to come 
and speak honestly in 
tributes, encouraged people 
to pick music that meant 
something to them, and 
welcomed people from all 
backgrounds to feel they are 
part of the church. I 
wouldn’t want any of them 
or anyone reading this to 
think I was mocking or 
belittling anybody.  

But I write because we’re 
drifting as a society into a 
new place. A place where the 
messages and attitudes of 
the culture are profoundly 
different to the church. 
Many people are already 
bypassing church buildings and 
going straight to the crematorium 
for their funeral service. 
Thankfully the minister is still 
called on to officiate but for how 
much longer? We should be 
thinking seriously as a church 
about the service we offer while we 
still have opportunity. Because the 
pagan alternative of a ‘celebration 
of life’ garlanded with meaningless 
platitudes and finishing with a 
‘spirituality’ of Angels by Robbie 
Williams is the hopeless 
alternative. We have to do better 
than that. 

Jonathan Hodgins is the minister at 
the Deeside pastorate.
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