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REV BILL CANT’S AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
 
Margot Cant has made a kind offer to St Magnus 
Centre.  She would like to pass on any future 
income from her late husband’s autobiography to 
St Magnus Centre. She has suggested reducing 
the price to £2.50 per copy, and has also 
suggested that copies are available in the Centre 
itself.   
 
Stewart Davidson, who helped Bill Cant with the 
publishing and distribution of his book will handle 
any direct orders and pass the money to St 
Magnus Centre.   Stewart can be contacted at 
878196 

 
Margot thinks now is the time to make it 
available, when Bill’s memory is still fresh in 
everyone's mind.  
 
The following is an idea of the content of the book 
from Ron Ferguson’s review in the “Orcadian” at 
the time of publication. 
  
 “Bill Cant, minister of St Magnus Cathedral for 22 
years until his retiral in 1990, has produced an 
excellent autobiographical account of his ministry.  
The memoir tells not only of his time in Kirkwall, 

but gives a full account of his life and ministries.  
Bill was brought up near Edinburgh.  During 
World War II he served in the King’s Own 
Scottish Borderers, and abroad with the King’s 
African Rifles.  On his return he studied for the 
ministry at New College, Edinburgh and Union 
Theological Seminary in New York.  His first 
charge was in the mining parish of Fallin, near 
Stirling, and after five years he became Scottish 
secretary of the Student Christian Movement.  He 
was next minister of St Thomas’ Church, Leith, 
before being called in 1968 to St Magnus 
Cathedral, Kirkwall, where he preached until his 
retiral”. 
 
Pilgrimage of a Pupil, Preacher and Pastor 
Rev. H. W. M. Cant   
Paper-back. 
192 pages.    
£7.95.   ON SALE AT £2.50 
Proceeds to St Magnus Centre 
ISBN 0 9525350 4 1 
 

PLANT & PANCAKE AFTERNOON  
 
St Magnus Friendship Group will be having their annual 
plant and pancake afternoon in St Magnus Centre at 2.30pm 
on Saturday 19 May.  If you are a gardener we would ask you 
to keep us in mind if you have any plants to spare.  It is 
always helpful if the plants are named for those who are 
selling.  Without your help this event would not be the 
success it is.  Many thanks. 

ST MAGNUS NEWSBOARD 

2 

PLANT & PANCAKE 

AFTERNOON  

on Saturday 19 May  

at 2.30pm  

in ST MAGNUS CENTRE  

Musical  entertainment 

Admission  £1.50 



'The best way to get to know God  
is to love many things.  

Love a friend, husband or wife.   
Love each day given to you.  

Love something and you will be  
on the right way to knowing God.  

 
Van Gogh  

 
We always need to be reminded how important 
love is and our ability to love. We can't give it 
unless we first receive it.  Like a radiator it cannot 
give out heat unless it first receives it.  We too 
must always draw on our supply of love.  Love can 
run dry but we believe that God always renews 
and refreshes this supply.  The Season of Easter 
has traditionally been a good time for us to renew 
and refresh.  It is easy to grow stale with all things 
in life including our spiritual journey.  But thankfully 
it is also possible to get back on track again.  It 
might not happen today or tomorrow but at least if 
we're open to something happening, then the 
chances are good that something will indeed 
happen.  
Officially, Spring lasts from the equinox on 21st 
March to the Summer solstice on 21st June.  It is 
considered to be the first season of the year.  
Once, New Year’s Day was held on 25 st March.  It 
is the start of new life and many ceremonies were 
held to welcome this by the Ancients. 
 
The word ‘Easter’ is possibly derived from the 

name of the Anglo-Saxon Spring goddess Eostre, 
or it may just be from ‘East’ - the direction of dawn 
and the rebirth of the day. 
 
Eggs are a symbol of rebirth and have been given 
as presents at Easter for hundreds of years. 
 
In the north of England they are known as ‘Pace’ 
eggs. ‘Pace’ comes from the Hebrew ‘pesach’ or 
Passover.  The Last Supper was held to celebrate 
the Jewish festival of Passover on Holy Thursday. 
 
Rolling eggs down hills and egg and spoon races 
are common pursuits on Easter Monday.  Less 
common is racing eggs, using just your nose to 
push them forward! 
 
In Mediaeval times, churchmen had to wait for 
word from the Pope for the date to celebrate 
Easter.  The great wizard, Sir Michael Scott, is 
supposed to have flown to Rome and back in a 
night to get the date.  He, being an astronomer, 
probably worked it out for himself. 
 
Easter falls on any date from 22nd March to 25th 
April.  It is the Sunday following the first full moon 
on or after the 21st March - that Spring equinox 
again!  Of course, this also governs the dates of 
Ascension Day and Pentecost Sunday. 
 
But for all the interesting facts about the Church’s 
celebrations of Easter the need for us to re-
examine the claims of Christianity are at no time 
more important than now for the Church as the 
novelist Jeanette Winterson, has written 
 
Jesus, the iconoclast, outlaw, and liberator, without 
possessions or allegiances, is so uncomfortable for 
the Church, that while his name is constantly 
invoked, his radicalism is ignored. This was the 
man who upset every orthodoxy, broke the 
Sabbath, attacked organised religion, and cared 
nothing for State power or private property.  This is 
the man who has been used ever since to justify 
our abuse of humans, animals and the planet.  To 
go back to the teachings of Jesus is probably 
impossible for the Christian Church; its power has 
always depended on mediating between God and 
Man,[sic] and it no longer listens to what either has 
to say. 
 
Yet at its heart, though we seem to have lost all 
sense of it, Christianity is what it has always been - 
not an institution or a power, but a way of 
disturbing the world. 
 
A Happy and Blessed Easter to everyone. 
 

FROM THE MANSE 
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Rev Fraser Macnaughton 
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OBITUARY FOR BRIAN KEMP 
by Bobby Leslie 

With the death on 24 December 2006 of Brian 
Kemp, the Cathedral lost a popular elder who 
gave much in the way of time and effort to the 
church and the wider community. 

After attending Kirkwall Grammar School, Brian 
served his time as a butcher with George 
Donaldson & Sons.  In 1964 he moved to British 
Airways, initially as a booking clerk in the Kirkwall 
office, until in 1966 he was transferred to Kirkwall 
Airport as a traffic officer.  By 1973 he had been 
promoted to Senior Traffic Officer, and in 1982 on 
the formation of British Airways Highland 
Division, he was appointed their Airport Manager. 

Early retirement from this post in 1997, saw him 
continuing in the transport world as a visitor 
liaison officer with Orkney Tourist Board, until he 
retired in 2003 due to ill health. 

In his position at the airport, Brian often went out 
of his way to assist travellers, both incoming and 
outgoing, with their travel arrangements.  How 
often he would find a seat on a fully booked plane 
for a traveller, either going south to visit a sick 
relative or coming to Orkney on a similar 
mission?  His kindness extended on numerous 
occasions to overseas visitors, who would find 
themselves touring the islands - in Brian’s car! 

He became an elder in St Magnus Cathedral in 
1975 and served faithfully his district and in the 
various church duties.  He was an active elder in 
debate at Session Meetings, always willing to 
encourage discussion on the various items of 
business. 

He was a founder member of the Macmillan 
Cancer Support team which raised the funds 
required for the first Macmillan Ward at Eastbank 
Hospital.  He had just recently resigned from this 
group due to his health. 

Brian was very competitive and enjoyed almost 
any sport, though football and badminton were 
his favourites.  He represented his County in 
both, as well as appearing in many representative 
competitions.  Thorfinn was his club throughout 
his footballing career. 

The Ba’ was probably his greatest love outside 
his family.  He was a strong dominant player for 
the Uppies, and was respected as well as feared 
by the Doonies.  Brian was awarded the ba’ on 
New Years Day 1974 and continued to play well 
into the 1990’s. 

Brian was a devoted family man and we 
remember his wife Ruth, daughter Jill and son 
Paul together with his grandchildren and 
extended family members.  

FIVE LESSONS ABOUT  
THE WAY WE TREAT PEOPLE. 

1 - First Important Lesson - Cleaning Lady. 

During my second month of college, our 
professor gave us a pop quiz. I was a 
conscientious student and had breezed through 
the questions until I read the last one: 

"What is the first name of the woman who cleans 
the school?" 

Surely this was some kind of joke. I had seen the 
cleaning woman several times.  She was tall, 
dark-haired and in her 50s, but how would I know 
her name?  I handed in my paper, leaving the last 
question blank.  Just before class ended, one 
student asked if the last question would count 
toward our quiz grade. 

"Absolutely," said the professor. "In your careers, 
you will meet many people. All are significant.  
They deserve your attention and care, even if all 
you do is smile and say "hello." 

I've never forgotten that lesson. I also learned her 
name was Dorothy. 

2 - Second Important Lesson - Pickup in the Rain 

One night, at 11:30pm, an older African American 
woman was standing on the side of an Alabama 
highway trying to endure a lashing rain storm.  
Her car had broken down and she desperately 
needed a ride.  Soaking wet, she decided to flag 
down the next car. 

A young white man stopped to help her, generally 
unheard of in those conflict-filled 1960's.   The 
man took her to safety, helped her get assistance 
and put her into a taxicab. 

She seemed to be in a big hurry, but wrote down 
his address and thanked him.  Seven days went 
by and a knock came on the man's door.  To his 
surprise, a giant console colour TV was delivered 
to his home.  A special note was attached.  It 
read: 

"Thank you so much for assisting me on the 
highway the other night.  The rain drenched not 
only my clothes, but also my spirits.  Then you 
came along.  Because of you, I was able to make 
it to my dying husband's bedside just before he 
passed away... God bless you for helping me and 
unselfishly serving others." 

Sincerely, 

Mrs. Nat King Cole. 

3 - Third Important Lesson - Always remember 
those who serve. 

In the days when an ice cream sundae cost much 
less, a 10-year-old boy entered a hotel coffee 



shop and sat at a table.  A waitress put a glass of 
water in front of him. 

"How much is an ice cream sundae?" he asked. 

"Fifty cents," replied the waitress. 

The little boy pulled is hand out of his pocket and 
studied the coins in it. 

"Well, how much is a plain dish of ice cream?" he 
inquired. 

By now more people were waiting for a table and 
the waitress was growing impatient. 

"Thirty-five cents," she brusquely replied. 

The little boy again counted his coins. 

"I'll have the plain ice cream," he said. 

The waitress brought the ice cream, put the bill 
on the table and walked away.  The boy finished 
the ice cream, paid the cashier and left.  When 
the waitress came back, she began to cry as she 
wiped down the table.  There, placed neatly 
beside the empty dish, were two nickels and five 
pennies... 

You see, he couldn't have the sundae, because 
he had to have enough left to leave her a tip. 

4 - Fourth Important Lesson. - The obstacle in 
Our Path. 

In ancient times, a King had a boulder placed on 
a roadway.  Then he hid himself and watched to 
see if anyone would remove the huge rock.  
Some of the king's wealthiest merchants and 
courtiers came by and simply walked around it.  
Many loudly blamed the King for not keeping the 
roads clear, but none did anything about getting 
the stone out of the way. 

Then a peasant came along carrying a load of 
vegetables.  Upon approaching the boulder, the 
peasant laid down his burden and tried to move 
the stone to the side of the road.  After much 
pushing and straining, he finally succeeded.  
After the peasant picked up his load of 
vegetables, he noticed a purse lying in the road 
where the boulder had been.  The purse 
contained many gold coins and a note from the 
King indicating that the gold was for the person 
who removed the boulder from the roadway.  The 
peasant learned what many of us never 
understand! 

Every obstacle presents an opportunity to 
improve our condition. 

5 - Fifth Important Lesson - Giving When It 
Counts... 

Many years ago, when I worked as a volunteer at 
a hospital, I got to know a little girl named Liz who 
was suffering from a rare and serious disease.  
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Her only chance of recovery appeared to be a 
blood transfusion from her 5-year old brother, 
who had miraculously survived the same disease 
and had developed the antibodies needed to 
combat the illness.  The doctor explained the 
situation to her little brother, and asked the little 
boy if he would be willing to give his blood to his 
sister. 

I saw him hesitate for only a moment before 
taking a deep breath and saying, "Yes I'll do it if it 
will save her."  As the transfusion progressed, he 
lay in bed next to his sister and smiled, as we all 
did, seeing the colour returning to her cheek.  
Then his face grew pale and his smile faded. 

He looked up at the doctor and asked with a 
trembling voice, "Will I start to die right away?" 

Being young, the little boy had misunderstood the 
doctor; he thought he was going to have to give 
his sister all of his blood in order to save her. 

Now you have 2 choices. 

1 Forget these lessons, or 

2. Show this to people you care about. 

I hope that you will choose No. 2 and remember. 

Most importantly.................. 

"Work like you don't need the money, love like 
you've never been hurt, and dance like you do 
when nobody's watching." 

NOW more than ever - Peace...Pass It On... 
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EASTER CARNIVAL 
 

First come the snowdrops: studying their toes 
 They wait in clusters, shy and innocent —  

Like children who outran their parents' cries,  
And find themselves alone, in a strange place!  

Then, like the snowdrop children in their shape,  
 

Holding their bright heads high, come crocuses.  
Now stretches Nature's loveliness awake  

As round them soon the sky flake scyllas stand,  
And primroses, with sunbeam petals spread.  

A cyclamen, so delicately reared  
Ventures a peep, and blushes furiously  
To find herself so very pink, my dears,  

Among the cooler winter-braving blues! 
 

Now new awareness stirs the warming earth,  
Prodded to wakefulness by eager shoots;  

Now tender twigs, for whom it is the first time,  
And ancient boughs, almost resigned to sleep,  

Yield gladly to the insistent surge of life —  
Fulfilled in fruitfulness, they celebrate  

The splendour of their sacrament of Spring —  
Bud, leaf and blossom, from their starkness born!  

 
Now all prepare their Easter offering —  

Black hedges work their green embroidery  
Cheered on by chirrupped arias from above!  

New lambs, fresh from the knitting needles, try  
To make their shoogly, woolly legs behave —  
To leap, in black bootees, up to the clouds 

 
All fleecy like themselves! While underneath  

The sheltering darkness of the patient earth,  
In cubicles with walls of shining brown  

 
The courtier tulips don their satin robes,  

Waiting their cue: The herald daffodils  
Unfold their scrolls, their golden trumpets raise —  
Soaring, triumphant, rings their hymn of praise —  

 
REJOICE! 

 
DEATH CANNOT HOLD HIM! 

 
HE IS RISEN! 

 
Poem by Ailsa Cowie 



7 

MAURICE GRAY 
An Appreciation by Fraser Murray 

 
With the death of Maurice Gray on 3 January 
2007, the Kirk lost yet another stalwart, whose 
example and dedication should be a lesson to 
future generations. 
 
Maurice never did anything half-heartedly, and 
when he took on a job he honoured it with total 
commitment and many years of dedicated 
service.  He was honoured with the King’s 
Badge, the highest award within the Boys 
Brigade.  In his working life he received the 

Imperial Service Medal for his 25 years service 
in The Post Office.  After taking early retirement 
from there he joined his brother Malcolm at 
Ortak for 10 years before finally retiring in 1988. 
Most of us, however, will remember Maurice as 
being ‘The’ Kirk Treasurer, and as Ian Sloan 
and I both know from personal experience – he 

was a difficult act to follow.  He was a book-
keeper of the old style, immaculately maintained 
handwritten ledgers, and not a computer in 
sight. 
 
Financial management was ingrained in 
Maurice.  He instinctively knew what the Kirk 
could afford, and when it couldn’t afford it, he 
had the ability to produce money from 
‘somewhere’.  Using his vast knowledge of and 
rapport with the congregation, he knew what 
causes would touch the heart-strings of 
potential donors.  In the days of Deeds of 

Covenant, Maurice visited people 
personally to get them to 
periodically re-sign, usually for an 
increased amount .  A visit from 
Maurice was always a cheery 
experience, and he rarely went 
away empty handed ! 
 
His swansong, was his huge 
contribution to the fundraising 
efforts for the building of the St 
Magnus Centre, ensuring that 
Ron’s vision became bricks and 
mortar - and a hall which had 
been a financial liability, became 
a self financing asset. 
 
He went about his business 
quietly and discretely, putting 
people at their ease and always 
made himself approachable by all.  
The only time that Maurice 
happily stood in the limelight, was 
at the old-style Kirk Socials, when 
after presenting the Kirk accounts 
in a clear and concise manner, he 
then led the community singing. 
 
Although Maurice was less visible 
more recently, being an ‘elder 
statesman’ of the Kirk, he was still 
the confidante of many, and had 
his finger on the pulse of 
congregation matters.  I last 
spoke to him having his ‘tea’ at 
the Masonic Club when he was 
concerned about how he should 

get his Grapevine, because he wanted ‘to do 
what was best for the Kirk’. 
 
To his wife Muriel, and the wider Gray family we 
extend our deepest condolences.  Long may we 
be inspired by Maurice’s vision, stewardship, 
and example.  Truly a man ‘who givest all’. 
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Rev Bill Cant  
former St Magnus Cathedral minister 

 
To understand the real Bill Cant, the best place to 
start is his funeral.  Held on Friday 16th February 
in the Cathedral he loved so dearly, this moving 
event - to which his own family contributed so 
wonderfully – was a rich celebration of Bill’s life.  
In its poetic words and its music, it had perfect 
theological and human pitch.  The Reverend 
HWM Cant MA, BD, STM, chaplain to Her 
Majesty the Queen, would have approved; and so 
would plain Bill Cant. 
 
From the lovely piano playing of granddaughter 
Jennifer Austin (including a piece called 
“Granddad” which Jennifer had composed) and 
the lighting of the Candle of Remembrance and 
Hope by granddaughter Becky Cant, through the 
welcome by Fraser McNaughton, the vivid eulogy 
by daughter Alison Newell, the beautifully-paced 
scripture reading by granddaughter Rowan 
Newell, the eloquent sermon and prayers by son-
in-law Dr Philip Newell, the exquisite singing of 
Mozart’s Ave Verum by the St Magnus Cathedral 
choir, Heather Rendall’s typically lovely organ 
playing and Andy Cant’s extremely touching 
bagpipe rendition of his own In Remembrance, it 
was a truly inspiring occasion. 
 
This article is not so much a formal obituary as a 
somewhat eccentric memorial of my predecessor 
at St Magnus Cathedral.  I had known Bill for a 
few years before coming to the Cathedral in 
1990; indeed, our family had had a holiday in 
what was to become Bill and Margot’s retirement 
home at Quoylobs, Holm – but that is to get 
ahead of things.  Born in Edinburgh in 1921, Billy 
– as he was known then  - was sent to the 
Edinburgh Academy.   He studied at Edinburgh 
University before war broke out.  In the army as a 
captain, he saw the world, learning Swahili and 
training African soldiers in Uganda, Kenya and 
Mauritius.   
 
Back home, he studied theology at New College, 
Edinburgh.  He met Margot - who was then a 
medical student -  at a bus stop.  As Ali Newell 
put it in the service: “As a fisherman Mum could 
be described as Dad’s best catch.” 
 
After an assistantship in Aberdeen, Bill Cant 
became minister of the mining parish of Fallin, 
Stirling in 1951.  Five years later, he became staff 
secretary of the Student Christian Movement.  In 
1960, he was called to be minister of St Thomas’ 
Church, Leith.  After eight satisfying years there, 
Jim Davidson, a friend and a parish minister in 
Orkney, spoke to Bill about the vacant charge of 

St Magnus Cathedral, Kirkwall.  Here is how Bill 
tells it in his autobiography, Pilgrimage of a Pupil, 
Preacher and Pastor: “No doubt several factors 
made me accept the invitation, not least that I 
hadn’t been too fit and was down to nine and a 
half stone.  Perhaps a move could give me a new 
start and better health! Two other Leith ministers 
had just died, and one was in hospital!” 
 
Little did Bill know that he would be at St Magnus 
for 22 years, and that Orkney would be his home 
for the rest of his life.  (St Magnus and Orkney 
can have that effect on people.....) His time at the 
Cathedral represented the happiest and most 
fulfilling years of his ministry. 

 
It is clear from the records that he reorganised 
the life of the congregation, ordaining a large 
number of elders.  Robin Ross was engaged as 
assistant minister at both the Cathedral and East 
Church, and he did pioneering work at the school 
hostel.  (It was good to catch up with Robin at the 
funeral service.  When it was confirmed in 1990 
that I’d be going to St Magnus, Robin came round 
to our house in Glasgow and we consumed more 
than a peedie bit of Highland Park in celebration.) 
 
The role of minister of St Magnus Cathedral is an 
unusual one.  Because of its unique situation in 

 

Margot and Bill after his retirement service in 1990 
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belonging not to the Church but to the people of 
Orkney, the Cathedral minister has continual 
dealings with Orkney Islands Council, The 
Society of the Friends of St Magnus Cathedral, 
and the St Magnus Festival, as well as being 
chaplain to OIC.  The Cathedral is also a focus 
for civic and royal events.  Bill welcomed, among 
others, the Queen, the King of Norway and the 
Queen Mother to services in the Cathedral.  Only 
a few months into the job, he was called upon to 
conduct a memorial service for the coxswain and 
crew of the TGB lifeboat from Longhope, all of 
whom had been lost at sea.  Bill’s fine sermon on 
that occasion is a model for any young minister 
faced with such a demanding challenge. 
 
In many ways, Bill Cant represented the Church 
of Scotland ministry at its best.  A scholarly man, 
he had a fine theological mind.  He never saw 
himself as the leader of a gathered sect, but was 
always a minister to the whole parish.  He had 
the heart of a true pastor, a compassionate friend 
to people who were up against it.   
 
To be truthful, it has to be said that Bill could be 
brusque at times, and some people found him a 
bit fearsome.  He could bristle in quite 
spectacular fashion! I always felt sorry when 
people only encountered that aspect of Mr Cant, 
without seeing his generous heart.  Bill was one 
of the kindliest men I have ever met.  When 
people were in need, he was always prepared to 
go the second and even the third mile.  
 
Bill was at his most fulfilled when conducting 
worship in his beloved Cathedral.  There were 
some funny sides to that, too.  Sometimes 
passion would get the better of him, and he would 
hurl his glasses from the pulpit.  In fact, specs 
figured large in his life; he kept losing or breaking 
or forgetting his, and Stanley Sinclair, his much-
loved beadle, would have to nab glasses from the 
noses of members of the congregation in order to 
get the minister out of trouble. 
 
Bill was also a wee bit forgetful.  Well, a big bit.  
On one occasion he went to Norway and was told 
on his return to the airport that he had left the car 
running with the boot open! He also forgot names 
and faces.  When I asked what advice he would 
give me, he replied ruefully, “Never say to anyone 
at the Kirk door, ‘Are you enjoying your holiday?’” 
Apparently several people had responded in high 
dudgeon, “Mr Cant, I’ve been a member of the 
Cathedral for more than 20 years!” 
 
When Cristine and I came to Kirkwall, Bill and 
Margot were unfailingly kind to us.  Bill was keen 
that I would succeed him.  Having been minister 
for 22 years, he recognised that a change of style 

of ministry might be good for the congregation – 
and that says a lot for him.  As one reared in the 
radical egalitarian traditions of West Fife, the 
royal or social side of things weren’t my 
speciality; if Bill was disappointed by this, he kept 
his concerns to himself and was unfailingly 
supportive and kind in what was always a 
relationship of mutual affection and respect.  He 
remained a good friend – wise, funny, and above 
all, generous. 
 
Margot has always been the support and love of 
Bill’s life.  A wonderful hostess and a selfless 
wife, she was also Bill’s greatest partner in 
ministry.  Bill would never have made a career in 
the Diplomatic Corps, and Margot would unruffle 
feathers with sweet equanimity.  With her warmth 
and wisdom, her unselfconscious Christianity – 
most especially in the latter days of Bill’s 
declining powers – has always shone through.   
 
There are some wistful passages in Bill’s 
autobiography in which he expresses regret for 
not spending enough time with his family.  (Any 
minister would identify with that.) What is 
abundantly clear is that his family loved him, even 
though – as with every family – there were 
moments of stress. 
 
“Dad was protective of us,” recalled Ali.  “I have a 
memory of him with his dog collar at the back of 
the Cosmo dance hall, having switched on the 
lights  to  find  me  and  bring  me  home  –  an 
embarrassing exposure.  He liked us all in, safe 
and secure, no roaming about, though somehow 
Andy never got that message…” 
 
His children Libby (with Mickey) Austin, Ali (with 
Philip) Newell, and Andy (with Alice) Cant also 
showed the family’s extraordinary capacity for 
caring in their father’s latter days, as did the 
grandchildren  Rowan,  Ingrid,  Brendan,  David, 
Kirsten,  Jennifer,  Becky,  Cameron,  Robbie, 
Thora and Molly, who enjoyed their granddad’s 
sense of fun.  It reminds me of the lines from 
Alice in Wonderland: 
 
You are old, Father William, the young man said 
And your hair has become very white; 
And yet you incessantly stand on your head –  
Do you think at your age it is right? 
 
To  go  back  to  where  we  began  in  our 
appreciation of Bill Cant: the funeral service said 
it all, memorably.  Bill would have been proud of 
his family.  Bill is proud of them. 
 
Ron Ferguson 
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appropriate place in the ring binder - 
unless you wish to use it for the next 
issue. Please recycle the used pages from 
the previous Order of Service. The 
"hearing aids" addition can be reused, but 
the prayer will have to be discarded. I am 
hoping to organise a box to hold any 
paper for recycling soon, and this will 
hopefully be placed under a chair in the 
vestry when I know I will not be there. 
Otherwise it will be on the small table 
which is behind the door at the top of the 
stairs leading to the old toilet. 

It only remains to say good luck - and if 
the photocopier develops a fault you can't 
fix, switch off and contact Orkney Office 
Supplies on 873787! 

Kathy Danby 

(Any queries please telephone me on 
878545) 

ORDER OF SERVICE PRODUCTION 
by Kathy Danby 

 
As most people will know I produce the 
Order of Service each week. With the 
purchase of the new photocopier this has 
become much easier. There may be a few 
occasions on which I am not able to 
undertake the printing of the Order of 
Service myself, and I felt the time had 
come to outline a few simple guidelines to 
make it easier for someone to "step into 
the breach". 

I have purchased a plastic document case 
into which I have placed most things 
necessary for producing the Order of 
Service. This case contains:- 

 
A ring binder containing detailed 
instructions and everything 
needed to construct the cover of 
the Order of Service and various 
other pieces of information.  The 
removable sel lotape for 
attaching these additions is in 
the old cupboard in the Vestry. 
 
Two A5 brown envelopes 
containing small pictures to add 
to any cover, as desired. 
 
A small pair of scissors and a 
pencil in a slim brown envelope. 
 
A plastic zipped wallet in which 
to place the master for the Order 
of Service when it is collected. 

 
On occasions when I know I will not 
be able to produce the Order of 
Service this case will be left in the 
North Transept Vestry on 
Wednesday/Thursday of the 
week, to enable it to be used 
by anyone who may get 
"roped in" to do the job! The 
box file which holds the 
completed Order of Service should 
also be in the vestry. This should 
contain the master for the previous Order 
of Service in a plastic folder, and after 
removing all the additions made to it, the 
basic cover should be returned to the 

 



should be pointed out that the same Jade Goody 
who bullied Shilpa Shetty, was also the victim of 
bullying by the viewers and press during her time 
in the Big Brother house in 2002.  
 
Referred to as the “ugly pig” and ridiculed for her 
lack of knowledge, (she thought Rio de Janeiro 
was a footballer, and that East Angular (sic) was 
somewhere abroad, for instance) Jade has 
known what it is like to be the victim herself.  
Jade is a tragic figure in many ways; her desire 
for her mother to experience some of the highs of 
celebrity was as touching as it was desperate 
(her mother became the first evictee from the 
house). 
 
Nonetheless, Ms Goody’s ignorance cannot 
surely be an excuse for her behaviour.  Yet if she 
has never been shown or has never known what 
is appropriate behaviour in a multicultural setting, 
can blame be laid solely at her feet?  We all need 

the support, 
advice and 
encouragement 
of others in 
order to live 
successfully in 
community. 
 
In the same 
way, a young 
child may be 
ignorant of the 
concept  o f 
payment for 
goods and so 
simply take 
what they want 
in a shop, often 
to the shocked 
h o r r o r  o f 
parents when 
they get home.  
Children have 
to be shown 
that this is not 

appropriate, that it is not how we live in 
community with one another. 
 
The give and take, the grace (that Shilpa, to her 
credit, often showed to her victimisers in Big 
Brother), the shared understanding are vital to 
living in community, but are they a learned 
response? 
 
So what is living in community?  What role should 
the church be playing to show people how to live 
in community?  Are we, in the church, a good 
example of living in community? 
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LIVING IN COMMUNITY? 
CELEBRITY BIG BROTHER 

From OneKirk Journal. 
 
Whether or not you watched it, it is unlikely that 
January’s media event in the Big Brother house 
passed you by.  The alleged racism, undoubted 
bullying and frightening ignorance shown by Jade 
Goody (a previous housemate in the non-
celebrity Big Brother 2002) and her accomplices 
towards the Indian Bollywood actress Shilpa 
Shetty was a 
s o u r c e  f o r 
countless tabloid 
inches, TV news 
bulletins, internet 
blogs, speeches 
w i t h i n 
parliament, and 
e v e n  t h e 
h i jack ing of 
Gordon Brown’s 
message on a 
trip to India. 
 
For those of us 
who decry any 
f o r m  o f 
e x c l u s i o n , 
racism being a 
p a r t i c u l a r l y 
virulent form, the 
m o r e  t h a n 
4 0 , 0 0 0 
c o m p l a i n t s 
received by 
OFCOM during Celebrity Big Brother, by far their 
largest total, is heartening.  Nonetheless, the 
debate that has been stirred up by Celebrity Big 
Brother raises questions about what it means to 
live in community—and for the church this is a 
serious issue. 
 
In the Big Brother house the contestants are 
forced into living in community (although in the 
case of Celebrity Big Brother, the sweetener of 
large fees for the contestants surely helps), the 
result is as predictable as it is gruesome to 
behold. 
 
Why is it that living in community with others 
appears to be so difficult?  Why do colour, race, 
accent, background, wealth, beliefs cause so 
much heartache?  It is not the intention of this 
issue to answer all these questions.  But OneKirk 
would like to explore something of what it means 
to live in community.   
 
While we rightly deplore the ugly and unthinking 
racism depicted on Celebrity Big Brother, it 
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MEMORIES OF CHARLIE 
By Johnston Smyth 

 
Charlie told me on more than one occasion of his 
very deep faith and that on his journey through 
life he had never felt alone.  
 
When I visited him in the Macmillan Ward of the 
Balfour Hospital he explained to me that an 
effective treatment for his condition not having 
been found imminent death was inevitable. He 
was thankful for the good days and for the respite 
afforded him by painkillers and far from 
complaining he said “I have had a good life.” 
 
Just then his daughter 
arrived with an item of 
wartime memorabilia, which 
had just been received, and 
asked Charlie how it might 
best be displayed. Charlie 
his enthusiasm non-abated 
and his judgment as 
unwavering as it always had 
been declared that it should 
be deposited in the 
Stromness Museum. His 
illness had not dispirited 
him: Charlie was going to 
“live until he died.” 
 
As I reflect upon his 
contention that he was 
never alone but that God 
was always with him, I 
realise that I was in receipt 
of something much deeper 
than pious words or the 
frantic efforts of a departing 
soul to search for hope. I 
recall that Charlie had 
always been possessed of a clear vision of where 
he was going and of what was to be done in a 
challenging situation. Sometimes in session 
meetings sensitive issues would emerge and a 
stillness would settle upon us as we trawled for 
diplomatic phrases with which to clothe 
unpalatable rulings. Charlie’s approach could 
never be described as ambiguous, in fact, direct 
would be a better description. His advice was 
seldom  delivered with rancour and the wisdom of 
his remarks usually ensured their rapid 
acceptance. I was often seized by an urge to 
applaud when Charlie rescued us from protracted 
and ill-focussed discussions. 
 
Charlie was celebrated as citizen of the year 
2005 and on an earlier occasion he received the 
British Empire Medal. It is heart warming to 
reflect upon these recognitions of his worth but 

there was more to Charlie that remains to be 
commemorated. 
 
On Saturday 6th January 2007 at 2.00pm a 
memorial service for Charlie took place in St. 
Magnus Cathedral. The wording at the top of the 
order of service was 
“A Memorial Service for the late Charlie Millar 
B.E.M.” 
For me the most significant word is “Charlie”. No 
matter what honours he achieved or the volume 
of praise heaped upon him, he never became 
“Charles” but retained that  mode of address 
which represented him as he was, a man who 
stood by people in need and never regarded 

anyone as too insignificant 
to merit his attention. He 
abhorred arrogance and 
presumption in others and it 
was certainly alien to his 
own life and witness. 
Charlie always took time to 
chat to folk in the street and 
if he undertook to represent 
anybody’s cause he would 
never shrink from his 
obligation. 
 
When Charlie’s sister, 
Thelma Nicol, produced two 
collections of short stories 
for children, “Peedie 
Stories” and “Tales of 
Eynhallow”, he acquired 
multiple copies of these for 
distribution among the 
children of St. Magnus 
Sunday School. 
 
Some years ago the road 
outside our home was 

resurfaced and the consequent increase in its 
level caused rain water to flood the driveway. We 
approached Charlie in order to seek a solution to 
the problem and a speedy and effective remedy 
was found. When Rosemary came to thank him 
and commend his diligence, she was greeted by 
his characteristic wry smile as he quipped that he 
couldn’t countenance our being “marooned”. 
 
In the cathedral choir, it was a privilege to stand 
near Charlie because, to borrow a phrase from 
one conductor, he didn’t just sing the words of the 
hymns, he sang “the meaning of the words”. His 
enthusiasm was infectious. 
 
Charlie was not one of those people who 
habitually drain the good out of a breath of fresh 
air. He could weep with those who weep but I 
shall always treasure his whimsical smile. 
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MODERATOR MAKES ANNUAL VISIT TO 
SCOTTISH PARLIAMENT 

 
Alan McDonald, Moderator of the General 
Assembly, made the traditional annual visit to the 
Scottish Parliament recently (6th – 8th February).  
During his visit he was able to meet with key 
figures from the main political parties in Scotland, 
and raise matters of interest to the Kirk. 
 
The Moderator met individually with First Minister 
Jack McConnell, and Opposition Leader Nicola 
Sturgeon, as well as Annabel Goldie, Robin 
Harper, Colin Fox, Tommy Sheridan and Malcolm 
Chisholm. 

 
A major part of the discussions focused on 
poverty - both in Scotland and on an international 
level. The Moderator discussed the work of the 
church in the most deprived areas of Scotland 
and also drew on his experiences during his 
recent visit to Ghana.  
 
Alan McDonald highlighted the problems of debt 

and covered other topics including human 
trafficking and alternatives to custody for 
offenders. 
 
The Moderator had the honour of leading the 
Parliament’s ‘Time for Reflection’ during his visit, 
focusing on the dark role that Scotland played in 
the slave trade and also, more positively, on the 
key part played by many Scots in the abolition 
movement.  
 
 

 
Find the risen Christ ......in a new place! 

 
Every day we see Christ's face 
 In a new and different place. 

Sad we don't know him, come anew. 
Magdalene-like, we question, 'Who?'... 
For daybreak's mists the light obscure. 
The breakfast guest upon the shore 

Seems unfamiliar, but at last 
His presence dawns - the night is past! 

Bless'd believers, without seeing, 
We find God - Ground of All Being. 

Breathing through newborn babies' cries; 
Soaring with birds in endless skies; 
Consoling in kind words of friends; 

Healing through skilled and caring hands; 
Blazing through peace demonstrations; 
Suff'ring with the war-torn nations; 

Quickening in the human soul. 
Christ, rise within us - make us whole  

 
Val Kitchen 

The Moderator and the Presiding Officer of the 
Scottish Parliament, George Reid MSP, beneath the 

Parliament’s Arniston Stone. 
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snippets of some of the facets of Keith's 'well 
lived life' from Ralph Fotheringhame, of Rovers 
FC, David Scott, from OIC, and Graham 
Anderton of Orkney RFC. 
 
In a moving tribute to their father, Elaine and 
Ruth Hutchison, accompanied by pianist 
Rosemary Smyth, played two tunes, 'Moon Over 
Weyland Bay' - composed by one of Keith's 
nurses, Jay Fairbairn - and a New Zealand piece 
'Pokarekare ana'. Ruth's partner Gareth Hann 
also read Henry Scott Holland's 'Death Is Nothing 
At All'. 

 
Summing up, Fraser 
Macnaughton said: 
"Each of us has our 
own memories of this 
man in whose 
company it was a 
pleasure to be.  A man 
defined by his sporting 
prowess, in athletics as 
well as football and 
rugby, but also through 
his long unstinting 
service with the 
swimming club as an 
official and President, 
towel carrier, chauffeur 
and chaperone. 
 
A man also defined by 
his family.  The son of 
Fred and Eileen, he 
was pretty unique in 
being a person who left 
school twice.  The 
family moved to 
Paisley when Keith 
was eight so he left 
school there and 
worked for a spell at 

the Linwood car making sector before returning to 
Orkney with his parents and going back to the 
Grammar School. 
 
He met Barbara in 1978 and they married then, 
with the arrival of his two daughters Ruth and 
Elaine, he was hard pressed to fly the flag for the 
male species in Weyland, in the house that Keith 
built with the help of a few friends." 
 
He said the family enjoyed many activities 
together, "travelling, holidays, washing Keith's 
sports stuff, bird watching and girl guiding," and 
added:  "One of the ways of repaying the debt we 
owe to Keith is not to forget him." 

KEITH HUTCHISON – AN APPRECIATION 
Extracts from John Ross Scott’s obituary in 

“Orkney Today” 
 
 
Over 500 people attended the Memorial service 
in St Magnus Cathedral on 7 March to honour the 
life of Keith Hutchison, a faithful and valued 
member of our congregation. 
  
People from all walks of life packed into the 
Cathedral to pay their last respects to the 
courageous Council draughtsman from Weyland 
Bay who inspired so many with his sporting 
prowess. 
 
Keith, who battled 
against Motor Neurone 
Disease for the last 
four years of his life, 
died on March 2, aged 
57.   
 
In his welcoming 
address to the 
congregation, Fraser 
Macnaughton said: 
"Everyone here will 
have their own fond 
memories of Keith, 
unless of course you 
were a hapless full 
back, whom he 
sashayed around on 
his way to a try, or a 
luckless goalie picking 
another of Keith's shots 
out of your net. 
Memories of Keith we 
will always have." 
 
He added: "Often when 
we think of memories 
we think of the last 
days and they are tainted with views of illness or 
distress.  While it is important to acknowledge the 
courage and the dignity with which Keith dealt 
with Motor Neurone Disease and affirm the care 
and devotion shown to him in his illness by 
Barbara and the girls, the wider family and the 
medical and caring services, we owe it to Keith to 
lift ourselves and our memories out of the last 
four years and think of the 50 odd years that we 
enjoyed life with Keith. 
 
"We celebrate his zest for living and we recognise 
that his life enhanced and enriched ours in so 
many different ways." 
 
Throughout the service the congregation heard 
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SPORT AS BLESSING 
 

24th of February was an historic day in Croke 
Park, Dublin the headquarters of the Gaelic 
Athletic Association.  For years games such 
as rugby and soccer were banned from this 
famous stadium.  Only gaelic games such as 
football, hurling and camoige were allowed 

until this year when 
Ireland played France in 
the Six Nations Rugby 
competition.  Then 
I r e l a n d  p l a y e d 
England.  There was 
huge anticipation of the 
game throughout the 
week but much of the 
discussion was about 
the playing of the British 
national anthem in the 
h a l l o w e d  G A A 
headquarters.  Many 
thought it couldn't 
happen, many feared 
resistance and perhaps 
trouble.  True to Irish 
form there was no 
trouble and it was never 
going to happen.  The 
real winner was sport all 
round. 
 

Sport was indeed the major winner in Croke 
Park . It wasn't just about winning in such 
style but it was the way the Irish fans 
respected the singing of ‘God Save The 
Queen'.  It was followed by the most 
passionate singing of their national anthem 
that few have seen before.  Tears genuinely 

flowed.  There has been 
much hurt and pain in 
the history books 
between Ireland and 
England down through 
the years but thankfully 
the only pain now is on 
the scoreboard.  What 
happened over that 
weekend is a fine 
example of the wonderful 
blessings that sport can 
bring.  It can unify, 
strengthen and bring out 
the best in everyone.  
We thank God for all the 
b l e s s i n g s  b r o u g h t 
through sport but 
especially the outpouring 
of blessings in Croke 
Park over that weekend. 
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Elizabeth J. Robertson 
Andersquoy, Kirkwall 

Died 1/01/07 
Funeral 4/01/07 

 

Charles Still Loutitt Millar 
7 Broadsands Road, Kirkwall 

Died 29/12/06 
Funeral 5/01/07 (Inverness) 
Memorial Service 6/01/07 

 

Maurice G. Gray 
Norwood Mount Drive, Kirkwall 

Died 3/01/07 
Funeral 9/01/07 

 

Mary Lorna Clyne 
1 Palace Gardens, Kirkwall 

Died 16/01/07 
Funeral 20/01/07 

 

James G. Lennie 
17 Pipersquoy Road, Kirkwall 

Died 7/02/07 
Funeral 12/02/07 

 

Rev Harry William Macphail (Bill) Cant 
Quoylobs, Holm 
Died 13/02/07 

Funeral 16/02/07 
 

Hamish C. Delday 
9 Slater Street, Kirkwall 

Died 18/02/07 
Funeral 22/02/07 

 

Keith Hutchison 
9 Weyland Bay, St Ola, Kirkwall 

Died 2/03/07 
Memorial Service 7/03/07 

Funeral 9/03/07 (Edinburgh) 

BAPTISM 
 

7 January 
ERICA LYNNE TAIT 

18 Papdale Road 
 

WEDDINGS 
 

28 December 
Emma Stephen and Neil MacDonald 

 

13 January 
Sarah Morris and Grant Martin 

 
FUNERALS 

 

Alexander (Sandy) Swannie 
Shearwood Muddesdale Road, Kirkwall 

Died 30/11/06  
Funeral 5/12/06 

(Episcopal Funeral in Cathedral due to size) 
 

Margaret I. (Peggy) Thomson 
St Rognvalds House, Kirkwall 

Died 5/12/06 
Funeral 8/12/06 

 

Arnot W. Eunson 
16 George Street, Kirkwall 

Died 5/12/06 
Funeral 9/12/06 

 

Hazel S. Parkins 
3 Crantit Park, St Ola 

Died 14/12/06 
Funeral 20/12/06 

 

Brian W. Kemp 
3 Papdale Place, Kirkwall 

Died 24/12/06 
Funeral 30/12/06 

Sunday 1st April Palm Sunday. 11.15am The Revd. Fraser Macnaughton  
 

Monday 2nd April 1.10pm - 1.30pm Holy week Reflections in St. Rognvald chapel 
 

Tuesday 3rd April 1.10pm - 1.30pm Holy week Reflections in St. Rognvald chapel 
 

Wednesday 4th April 1.10pm - 1.30pm Holy week Reflections in St. Rognvald chapel 
 

Thursday 5th April 7.30pm Maundy Thursday Eucharist and Feet Washing St Olaf’s  
 

Friday 6th April  Good Friday Walk of Witness 12 noon till 3.00pm. 
 

This event will begin at St Olaf’s at noon and will go around the various churches with a short time for 
reflection in each.  It will finish at St. Magnus Cathedral  reaching there at about 2.15pm continuing until 

3.00pm.  You are welcome to join for some or all of this short pilgrimage around Kirkwall, marking the time 
Jesus was on the cross on Good Friday.  

 

Friday 6th April  Good Friday service in the Cathedral at 7.30 pm. The Revd Fraser Macnaughton.  Music 
form the Cathedral Choir including Purcell’s ‘Funeral Sentences’ 

 

Sunday 8th April   Easter Sunday 11.15am.  The Sacraments of Baptism and Holy Communion will be 
celebrated 


