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Thoughts from the Manse 
  

                                                     
December, 2016 

  

               

ñWhatôs in a Word?ò 

 

 

Dear Members of Second Comber, 

 

 No doubt the television coverage of the US election result on Wednesday, 9th 

November captured most of our attention.  As all of the media acknowledges, the election 

contest for President has been one of the most óviciousô in Americaôs history.  Words were 

used to wound or to pull down the character of the opposing candidate. 

 The word óviciousô has also been used by some in anticipating the tone of  the future 

Brexit negotiations with the European Union.   

 Are words really so important?  The stuff of politics has never been easy and the 

feelings of oneôs opponent are rarely considered when it comes to espousing political ideas or 

ideals. 

 The challenge is that if we take the position of being Christian then we cannot be 

loose with our words or the comments we make about others ï in private or public life.  The 

reason is simple ï Jesus said we must not. He comments, as recorded in Matthew 12 v 36, 

ñWe will have to give an accounté.for every careless word we have usedò. 

 The Apostle Paul writing to the Christian Church clearly puts it in Colossians 4 v6, 

ñBe gracious in your speech.  The goal is to bring out the best in others in conversation, not to 

put them down, not to cut them outò. 

 These words also have challenging implications for all our lives.  A thoughtless 

phrase in an email or a Facebook posting, can destroy years of friendship.  Too often we are 

tempted to excuse a comment by saying, ñI just wanted to get it off my chestò. 

 Approaching Christmas, the ñwordò takes on a different connotation.  The meaning 

of Christmas is that ñThe Word became fleshò.  This means that the very reality of God came 

into the world in His Son who came in human flesh.  John, in his Gospel account, also adds 

that Jesus came ñfull of grace and truthò.  The Son of God came not to condemn or show 

disdain for people; not to display anger; but to rescue us from sin and even ourselves. 

 I trust that you all have a happy Christmas with friends and family. May the ñWordò 

dwell in our hearts so that our lives and words to others might reflect Christ whose coming into 

the world we celebrate this December. 

 

 

Your Minister and Friend, 

Roy Mackay. 
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Editorial 
 

England and America are two countries divided by a common language.                                                          

                                                                 (George Bernard Shaw) 

The English language, our native tongue, is a living organic thing, ever 

changing, ever growing. Each year a number of new additions to our 

continuously increasing national vocabulary are officially approved and 

accepted, while the few which drop out from public usage do so undated, 

gradually, imperceptibly. 

     What are the redundant words that cease to be part of verbal currency, and why do they fail to 

survive the passing of the years? Well, ask a young mother today if she is planning to buy a tansad 

for the new arrival and her response will give you a clue, or consider that it's not all that long ago, 

well within the memory of a good percentage of our readers, that the word wringer meant 

something to a housewife. Like the radiogram, however, it now has meaning only for antique 

dealers or those who like to collect quaint household appliances from bygone days. 

     Therein lies one of two primary reasons why modern languages worldwide, but especially 

English, are experiencing ongoing and unprecedented expansion in these early years of a new 

millennium. Technological development has surged ahead at such a rate that a whole new 

terminology has had to evolve, or be devised, to name the multifarious items of equipment that are 

flooding the market and society as a whole. Small wonder that older consumers are unable to 

identify many of the goods that are on offer, let alone know their function or how to operate them.  

      Amusingly, the IT world has chosen to attach existing, long-established names to recently 

designed devices. The very term hardware will mean something quite different for the gardener or 

workman than it does for the computer user, just as pin, tablet and mouse exist on two distinctly 

separate parallel planes of use. There's nothing wrong, of course, about new words or fresh 

meanings being needed to label new inventions; nobody questions telephone, helicopter, television, 

hovercraft, which were concocted and attached to the original instruments of the time. The big 

change is in the revolutionary pace of technological advances, the virtually non-stop design and 

manufacture of gadgetry, and the increasingly esoteric nature of most ultra-sophisticated  

electronic equipment. 

     The second major factor influencing changes in our language is not so much the addition of new 

words as the effect on popular language usage brought about by the  total sea change in global 

communication. Inside a few decades the world has become a much smaller place, more 

accessible, more international. Suddenly we don't order a takeaway coffee, we ask for a coffee 'to 

go'. The Americanisation of our speech is a riddle. Why, for example, does the Ulsterman just back 

from a brief visit to the USA feel a compulsion to affect a mid-Atlantic accent? How many 

Americans leave Ulster after a short stay and start speaking with a Northern Ireland accent when 

they arrive back home? 

     Pronunciation shifts are not just about accent, however. Recently the seemingly invulnerable 

conTRIBute and disTRIBute have been subverted into contriBUTE and distriBUTE, and even 

safety itself is no longer a safe two syllable term but is being transformed into the three syllable 

impostor safe-et-ty. 

     Then there is the inexplicable rise to prominence of key phrases which threaten to punctuate 

every public utterance. The way forward and fit for purpose have overtaken the jaded at the end of 

the day and are doing very nicely, but way out in front is in terms of, a phrase which one public 

figure was clocked as having used a staggering fourteen times in a single one-minute radio 

interview. Listen for in terms of and count its level of employment. How does a phrase like this 

suddenly emerge to become practically indispensable, and how did its employers cope before the 

discovery of its instant, ready usefulness? 

     Sports commentators and pundits have a case to answer. Look how they have altered totally the 

meaning of the word result, which used to mean, quite properly, an outcome. Now they have 

/imgres?q=editorial&hl=en&sa=X&biw=791&bih=616&tbm=isch&tbnid=TWZ2PdGYXUa2hM:&imgrefurl=http://johnhendrix.com/portfolio/editorial/&docid=dFNg8XoEMJNfNM&w=633&h=500&ei=TItKTpnKJsOeOurSlcoI&zoom=1
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changed it to mean a win. "The boys are going up there on Saturday looking for a result. They'll be 

happy with nothing less than a result." Can't someone in charge of production explain that no 

matter what happens in Saturday's game, win, lose, or draw, they are guaranteed to come home 

with a result?     

  

The most recent in-phrase is all day long. "For me that was a penalty all day long." Does that mean 

that after twenty four hours it ceases to be a penalty? The phrase is nonsensical, but already the 

public have cheerfully adopted it and on the sidelines you can hear them braying, "He was offside 

all day long." How would the football fan of a couple of decades ago cope with this kind of 

comment from one of the BBC's  current team of experts, "The back four's playing the diamond 

early doors but for me they're playing it too deep." 

     The trend that is most harmful to our beloved language, however, is today's tendency, especially 

among the younger population, to exaggerate words to the point of distortion and falsification. The 

most commonplace things are over-described in a manner that damages the value of the words 

used. For some time now we have misused adjectives like fantastic and fabulous, draining them of 

any flavour of fantasy or fable - the song was fantastic, the chocolate cake was fabulous. Do a 

small favour for someone and you're likely to be branded magic, a star, a legend, and what little 

you have done will be dubbed immense, massive.  

      The big ones at present are amazing and awesome. Competitors, commentators and spectators 

will describe every event as amazing, the performances awesome. These two words have been 

robbed of their power, and are now no more than inflated alternatives for enjoyable and 

impressive. No sense of astonishment or wonder is intended or conveyed. You're just as likely to 

hear that a cup of coffee was amazing, or the bus service was awesome. The words have been 

cheapened, denied their true import, in a need to raise the excitement levels, to dress up ordinary 

experience and present it as something memorable, something to be envied. The consequence of 

such hyperbole is to vulgarise language to an extent that undermines genuine, justified expression 

of admiration or veneration. Excess of speech is no respecter of real worth. 

     Have you ever thought that the greatest happening in all of human history is recorded, from eye 

witness accounts, in a distinctly matter-of-fact style of narration, without extravagance of 

description or grandiloquence of expression? The betrayal, arrest and mock trial of Jesus, His cruel 

humiliation and agonising crucifixion, and His glorious Resurrection, the ultimate evidence of 

Divine Love and Hope, are told with a directness and unadorned truthfulness that simply compel 

belief and adoration. That the Son of God should submit Himself to the Cross and rise triumphant 

from death, and all for unworthy fallen Man, are truths that require no stylistic overstatement. They 

need no amplification. Their power is unchanged and unchanging. Amazing. Awesome.  

Success 

It's not the sum of gold you have, 

or the many fields you own; 

it's not the mansion you may have 
that spells success at home. 

 

It's the little things you do each day. 
the kind word you have spoken; 

it's helping those who are down and out 

and healing the heart that is broken. 
 

It's doing the job the best you can, 

the loving and giving in life, 
it's keeping your eye on higher things; 

your chin up in every strife. 

 
If you are one who wants to succeed, 

just try to help those in distress. 

A life that is clean, a heart that is true, 
and doing your best...that's success. 
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B.B. Quiz Team Know Their Stuff 

At the Boysô Brigade Quiz Kids Northern Ireland Junior Section Final at B.B. Headquarters, 

Hillsborough on Saturday 22nd October our team acquitted themselves very well in a very high 

standard 14 team competition. Here with Officer Ken Hill are Lewis Hamilton, Joel Davison, 

Rio McKnight and Matthew Todd. Well  done, boys. 

 

 

Did you know that if the earth was 10 per cent larger or ten 

per cent smaller, life as we know it would not be   possible? 

Or that we're just the right distance from the sun to receive the 

right amount of heat and light? If we were any farther away 

we'd freeze, and if we were closer we wouldn't be able to 

survive. 

Consider for a moment the amazing tilt of the axis of the 

earth. None of the other planets is tilted like ours at 23     

degrees. This angle allows the sun's rays to touch every part 

of the earth's surface over the course of a year, as the earth 

circles the sun. If there was no tilt to the axis, the poles would 

accumulate enormous masses of ice, and the centre of the 

earth would become so hot we couldn't stand it. 

     Like an excited parent designing a room for the arrival of their new-born child, God made 

this earth especially for us. 'For this is what the Lord says: He who created the heavens, He is 

 A member of staff was printing the names of delegates on clip-on badges as they went into the 

large hotel Conference Room. 

"What is your first name, sir?" 

"Marc, with a c." 

When the delegate was handed his printed identity badge, he saw that it read CARK. 
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New Congregational Committee Elected 

 
The following 25 people, having been elected and willing to serve, will now  -  along with the 

Kirk Session  - form the Congregational Committee for the ensuing 3 years (names are listed 

alphabetically). We congratulate them on their selection and wish them every blessing and 
success as they take office. 

Yvonne Anderson 

Maurice Baalham 

Helen Boreland 

Stephen Cowden 

Avril Crawford 

Helen Dalzell 

William Ellison 

Stephen Flannigan 

Robert Gilmore 

Bobby Hunniford 

Marion Kirk 

Andrea Krumov 

Derek Mahood 

 

Barbara Martin 

William Massey 

Robin McKee 

Anne McNeilly 

George Morrow 

Ryan Morrow 

Sara Otley 

Dereva Savage 

Philip Sherwood 

Margaret Smyth 

Mark Rowe 

Jillian Strickland 

 

Prayers are the stairs 

we must climb every day 

if we would reach God. 

There is no other way. 

For we learn to know God 

when we meet Him in prayer, 

and ask Him to lighten 

our burden of prayer 

So start in the morning 

and, though the way's steep, 

climb ever upward 

'til your eyes close in sleep. 

For prayers are the stairs 

that lead to the Lord, 

and to meet Him in prayer 

is the climber's reward. 

 

An elderly, old-fashioned farmer and his wife were leaning against the 

edge of their pig pen when the old woman wistfully recalled that the 

following week would mark their golden wedding anniversary. 

"Let's have a party, Robert," she suggested. "Let's kill a pig." 

The farmer scratched his grizzled head. "Gee, Ethel," he finally    

replied, "I don't see why the pig should take the blame for something 

that happened fifty years ago." 
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   12 Glencroft Avenue 

        Comber 

Dear Editor, 

                   I'd like through the church magazine, on behalf of Chrissie Hunniford and myself, 

to say a fond farewell as Leaders-in-Charge of the Senior Children's Church. Both of us   

started as helpers and then assumed the role of Leaders eighteen years ago, and down that 

length of time we have thoroughly enjoyed the whole experience of organising the various 

duties and arrangements that the Senior Children's Church requires. 

       Apart from juice and biscuits, and the different materials needed each Sunday morning, 

the main undertaking has been sorting out the rotas for the forty or so helpers who look after 

the children throughout the year at Children's Church. What many people do not realise fully 

is that volunteer helpers are asked to take the Senior Children's Church on only two Sundays 

in the year. We hope that this information will encourage more members of the congregation, 

especially young parents, to put themselves forward as helpers. 

      It has been very rewarding for Chrissie and me to see the children grow up into fine 

young people, many of them now leaders themselves in some of our youth organisations. We 

now feel that it is time to pass the baton to new younger Leaders with fresh energy, ideas and 

contacts, so we wish every success and satisfaction to our replacement Leaders, Helen 

Boreland and Eleanor Morrow, who we are confident will inject young blood and breathe 

new life into the position. No church could wish for finer children, or finer leaders for the 

future. 

      Chrissie and I will continue to offer whatever assistance or advice we can, and pray for 

God's blessing on the Senior Children's church under its new leadership. 

 

      Yours sincerely, 

A smart, bored city lawyer on a flight decides to have some fun at the expense of a farm boy 

sitting beside him. He persuades the country boy to play an intelligence game: every time the 

rustic cannot answer one of the lawyer's questions he has to forfeit Ã5, every time the lawyer 

cannot answer the farm boy's question he will have to hand over Ã50. 

Lawyer: What is the distance between Earth and the nearest star?" Without a word the farm boy 

hands him Ã5. He then puts his question. 

"What goes up a hill with 3 legs and comes back down with 4 legs?" 

After prolonged thinking, the lawyer, angry and frustrated, hands over Ã50. 

"Well, what is the answer to your question?" 

The farm boy hands him Ã5. 

 

A lawyer defending a man charged with murder has run out of arguments and tries one last   

desperate ploy. 

"In 10 seconds the man my client is supposed to have murdered will walk into this courtroom." 

He begins counting down from 10 as everybody looks at the door. "Ah ha, you all looked to the 

door, so there must be reasonable doubt in your minds that the victim is still alive and my client 

has no case to answer." 
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Just A Word Of Tanks 

 

As you can see above, two new bunded oil storage tanks have been installed. These tanks were 

necessary to comply with legislation regarding above-ground oil storage in excess of 200 litres. 

As always, the team of willing workers from among our own ranks undertook the business of 

removing the original tanks and replacing them with the two in the photograph with characteristic 

efficiency and good humour. Those of you who have been forced to employ 'professionals' to do 

this kind of work will be able to testify to the breath-taking rates they charge per hour, which 

makes me wonder just how much we as a church owe to the efforts and expertise of our voluntary 

work force. The actual expenditure involved in the acquisition of the two new storage tanks  and 

other costs was fully funded by two generous financial gifts, one from a member of our          

congregation, and the other from the Catering Corps. 

      Two hundred interlocking chairs have been purchased to meet our Main Hall entertainment 

licence requirements, with the existing chairs now relocated between the Smyth Hall and the 

Main Hall to allow all our seating in the Main Hall to be interlocking. 

       I'd very much like once again to convey my thanks to all those who helped in any way on the 

above projects. 

       John Ritchie 
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The Charity Commission 

 

You may well have heard something about the Northern Ireland Charity Commission and its     

implications for our churches.  I thought it might be appropriate to briefly inform you what it will 

mean specifically for Second Comber. 

The Charities Act (N Ireland) 2008 now requires all charities (and churches are defined as 

ñCharitiesò in this context) to be registered with the Charity Commission. Each congregation   

within PCI is now regarded a separate charity and so each one, including Second Comber, has to 

be registered with the Charity Commission. We in Second Comber have already completed this 

registration process.  

The General Assembly of PCI has decided that the Charity Trustees (these are different from the 

Property Trustees) for each individual congregation shall be all the members of the Kirk Session.  

But what does all this mean in practice?  It simply places a legal obligation on our Kirk Session to 

act in the best interests of our congregation. We are required to manage our congregational      

resources and assets responsibly. In reality there is no real change in our practices as our Kirk   

Session has always sought to act responsibly and in the interests of our congregation. One small 

change that you will notice soon, however, is that our General Assembly has recommended the 

following wording that must appear on all our future Second Comber printed materials:  

ñRegistered Charity in Northern Ireland NIC105165ò 

I hope this helps to clarify this matter. 

 

Murphy had just got a new sports car and was out for a drive when he cut sharply in front of a 

truck driver, who then overtook him and forced him to pull over. The truck driver, a brute of a 

man, got out of his truck and pulled a piece of chalk from his pocket. 

He drew a circle on the road and told Murphy, "Stand in the circle and don't move!" 

He then went to Murphy's car and cut up the leather seats. When he turned around Murphy had a 

slight grin on his face, so he said, "Oh, you think that's funny? Watch this." 

He got a baseball bat out of his truck and broke every window in the car. When he turned and 

looked at Murphy, he had a smile on his face. Getting really mad, the trucker got his knife back 

out and sliced all the tyres. 

Now Murphy was laughing and the truck driver was really enraged. He went back to his truck, got 

a can of petrol, poured it on the car and set it on fire. 

He turned around and Murphy was laughing so hard he was about to fall down. 

"What's so funny?" the truck driver asked Murphy. 

He replied, "When you weren't looking I stepped outside the circle four times." 

A teacher asked the children in her Sunday School class, "If I sold my house and my car, had a 

big garage sale and gave all my money to the church, would I get into heaven?"  

"NO!" the children all answered.  

 "If I cleaned the church every day, mowed the lawn, and kept everything neat and tidy, would I   

get into heaven?"  

Again, the answer was "NO!"  

"Well," she continued, "then how can I get to heaven?"  

From the back of the room, a five-year-old boy shouted out, "You have to be dead!" 
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APPROACHING CHRISTMAS  - 

A PORTRAIT OF JESUS 
 

 

2016 

December 

4th 11.30 a.m. Christmas Family Service               Rev. R. Mackay 

   6.30 p.m. Evening Worship in First Comber 

 

11th 11.30 a.m. ñA promised Messiahò 

    Matthew 1 v 18f               Mr. R. Vallely   

   6.30 p.m.                Service of Lessons and Carols 

 

18th 11.30 a.m.              ñThe Word made Fleshò  

    1 John 1 v 1-16                Mr. A. McQuade 

    6.30 p.m.  Evening Worship in First Comber           

 

24th 11.30 p.m.  Christmas Eve Service  -  Smyth Hall 

       Rev. R. Mackay/ 

       Robert Dalzell 

 

25th 10.30 a.m.  Christmas Morning  Family Service 

 

Two lawyers were on a hunting safari in Africa and were resting in the shade of a tree, their 

rifles propped against a nearby rock. Suddenly a large, hungry-looking lion emerged from the 

jungle and began eyeing them with interest. One lawyer slowly began to remove his shoes,   

explaining that he could run faster without them. 

"You'll never outrun a lion," the second lawyer said. 

"I know, but I don't have to outrun the lion, I just have to outrun you." 

 

 

A lawyer's dog ran into a butcher's shop and grabbed a roast off the counter. The butcher      

recognised the dog as belonging to his lawyer neighbour. He rang him. 

"If your dog stole a roast from my shop, would you be liable for the cost of the meat?" 

 "Of course. How much was the roast? Ã12? Fair enough." 

Next day the butcher received a cheque in the mail for Ã12. Attached to it was an invoice that 

read:  Legal Consultation Service  Ã150. 

 

 

A group of terrorists burst into the conference room at the Ramada Hotel, where the American 

Bar Association was holding its Annual Convention. More than a hundred lawyers were taken as 

hostages. The terrorist leader announced that unless their demands were met, they would release 
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During the Prayer Week in September the Anchor Boys spent time in church on the Tuesday 

evening to be reminded that the B.B. is linked to the church, and that God can always be 

reached in prayer. 

Anchor Boys in Prayer Week 

On a farm it is usually the woman of the house who looks 

after the poultry, feeding them and tending to their daily 

needs. I remember my mother carrying out this chore. To 

keep the number of hens up each year she would make a  

comfortable nest for a broody hen, maybe in an old tea chest 

or barrel well away from the distraction of the main hen 

house. Having added a setting of eggs, she would leave the 

hen to brood in peace for the next three weeks, checking each 

day to see if she had food and water, and was still brooding, 

or clocking, as local people used to say. 

When the chicks arrived we all wanted to see them, not    understanding as children that the 

mother hen feared for the safety of her brood in case we    intended to harm them. She would 

cluck-cluck loudly and the chicks instinctively ran for cover under her outstretched wings. 

     This memory from my childhood reminds me of verse 27 in Matthew 23. Jerusalem,        

Jerusalem, how many times have I wanted to put my arms round all your people, just as a hen 

gathers her chicks under her wings, but you would not let me. 

     Two thousand years ago Jesus illustrated his preaching by parables of everyday things, so we 

know from this verse that He knew about hens and their chicks. I wonder did they maybe wander 

in and out of his carpenter's shop. Perhaps they did.                              

 

If I had 50p for every time I failed a maths exam I would have about Ã6.30 now. 

ooOoo 

How do you soothe an anxious grammarian? 

There, theyôre, their. 
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Enjoying the Company 

The Girlsô Brigade P.E. team in the early 60ôs with officers Roberta Murdoch and May Johnston.  

Back l-r. Lorraine Baillie, Linda Magill, Anne Pinkney, Brenda Quinn 

PW Fashion Show by Menaryôs and Tempest 

Our Presbyterian Womenôs Group is presenting a 

Fashion Show in the Main Hall on Wednesday 8th 

March next year at 7.45pm, with doors open at 

7pm. Menaryôs and Tempest of Main Street,     

Bangor will be putting on a show for children,  

teenagers and women of all ages; the models you 

might just have seen before! 

Beauty and skin care advice will be available on the 

evening and, there will be a pop-up shop for    

handbags, scarves and accessories.  

Tickets will be Ã10, with proceeds going to PW funds and Home and Overseas Projects. 

This promises to be a memorable event so make a note in your diary or calendar for March 
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The joyful banners upward go, 

The cross shines forth in mystic show. 

 
One of the features of this year's Remembrance Service in Second Comber that drew attention and 

won much favourable comment was the striking Remembrance banner suspended at the front of 

the church, the work of our church Banner Sewing Group ladies. This small band, formed       

relatively recently, has been prolific in its output, having completed 14 banners to date and already 

busy on further  Christmas ones. Regular worshippers at Sunday services will have seen on either 

side of the pulpit King of Kings, Lord of Lords, 5 Christmas banners, 2 Easter ones, 2 Pentecost 

ones, 2 Harvest ones, and now the Remembrance banner. 

      Although the fellowship and social activity of the group are very enjoyable, and the sewing 

and needlework are creatively satisfying, Leader Eleanor Hutchinson is keen to emphasise that the 

purpose of their artistic and craft endeavours is to lift up the Word of God before the people, so 

that they will see it, absorb it, remember it. She underlines the point that Christians make banners 

to praise the Lord, to celebrate His love, to proclaim His salvation. 

 

For Golf Widows Only 

 
In primitive society, when native tribes beat the ground with clubs and 

yelled, it was called witchcraft. Today, in civilised society, it is called 

golf. 

Golf is an expensive way of playing marbles 

Golf is a game in which the slowest people in the world are those in 

front of you, and the fastest are those behind. 

Golf: a five mile walk punctuated with disappointments. 
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      The Lion, the Spear and the Snowy Pit 
 

Up in the high country the snow was falling with ever greater intensity, 

the drifts  beginning to pack on the windward side of the reddish brown 

rocky outcrops. The already faint winding goat trail became at once 

indistinguishable as the swirling snow-laden wind was reducing       

visibility down to 60 feet at best. Scripture doesnôt explain what Benaiah 

was doing out here in this wilderness. Was it a specific journey? Was he 

pitting himself against the elements in climatic conditions  unusual for 

this region? 

 What is it that impels mankind at times to seek out the lonely places, the 

extreme places?  Maybe it was a sojourn for solitude, or maybe some sort of personal extreme 

challenge, or some other reason, we will never know.    

Whatever the purpose of the journey it was now cold, very cold. The extremities of Benaiah's 

fingers and toes had already numbed, he lacked adequate clothing, and visual disorientation was 

now beginning to concern him. Lost and starting to suffer from extreme cold, shivering from 

exposure, he needed shelter urgently as a priority. 

Yet besides the immediate growing discomfort something else was on his mind; he sensed     

another presence, something dark, lurking! Something stalking around him, just out of sight. He 

wasn't alone. But what was it? Something far from benevolent, just on the fringe of his senses. 

His growing unease caused these primary senses to intensify as he tried to see and hear beyond 

the snow flurries and the battering wind. 

The lion had seen the man over half an hour ago and was moving parallel with him, apace. The 

man was alone and the predator sensed that, tired and far from home, he would be weakened and 

fatigued with the cold. The cover of the storm had enabled the beast to move ever closer        

undetected, it was only a matter of time now before he moved in for the kill.  The animal may 

have been cold himself, but he wouldn't be hungry tonight  

Benaiah tensed, there was something out there. He froze. In that moment the wind seemed to 

abate, and out of the corner of his eye, there it was. Pupils dilated, muscles taught, adrenaline 

rushing, Benaiah now saw the lion clearly. It had moved stealthily to his side and rear, less than 

30 feet away. Steadily, patiently, the lion had stalked its prey, and Benaiah was it. 

I think we all know the reality being described here. In the wild, man versus lion scripts out the 

same way every time. Lion stalks man; man runs; lion chases; king of the beasts eats "manwich" 

for lunch! 

But this man flips the script. For this is Benaiah, trusted warrior at the court of King David, head 

of his bodyguard, proven and victorious in battle: killer of men , killer of giants, destroyer of 

armies. Fearless, that's how courage plays out, that's what courage does, that's what courage   

allows! 

We will never know if it was the look in his eye or the spear in his hand, but something spooks 

the lion and it turns tail. That 500 lbs of muscle and sinew thinks better of it and runs! 

What would you have done next yourself? Thank your lucky stars, say a prayer of thanksgiving, 

drop to your knees in trembling relief?  

What Benaiah does is to give chase. He tracks the paw prints in the freshly fallen snow, finally 

coming to a place where the ground has given way beneath the lion's weighty frame. In that 

chasm-like pit the lion's cold black eyes glare back from its sink hole prison. Hunched and poised 

it has been backed into a corner. The only way out now is through "the man". 

Benaiah takes a leap, disappearing into the darkness. Deafening roars echo off the walls of the 

cavernous pit, followed by a bloodcurdling battle cry. Then silence - dead silence. 
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What has happened? Who has won? At last a human form reaches up and climbs out of the pit. 

Blood colours the snow crimson as Benaiah crawls. He is bloodied but alive.  

Perhaps for a man like Benaiah it was in acts and scenarios such as this that he only ever truly felt 

alive.  The fight was all, everything else was just waiting. 

Against all the odds, the valiant warrior from Kabzeel had reversed the most likely outcome. He 

had triumphed in that fierce encounter and earned an epic victory. 

For some people in this life that's the way the  journey will have to be. There may come such   

moments when you may well have to quit living, as if the purpose of life is to arrive safely at 

death. You may be the very one who has to go after the dream that, without divine intervention, 

could well be destined to fail, where you have to go big or go home. Where you have to take the 

road less travelled or settle for the status quo. Where you have to bite the bullet or turn your back 

on your dreams. 

If you find yourself in a pit with a lion in a blizzard on a snowy day, youôve got a decision to 

make.  Fight or flight ? It may well be a decision that will determine your destiny. Yes, we usually 

may have the option where we can run away from what we are afraid of, but perhaps then we will 

Starting on Monday 9th January 2017 we are launching a new course for Second Comber called 

óLife Exploredô over seven consecutive weeks. 

The seven interactive sessions are based on stunning videos shot all over the globe. Life Explored 

will help us uncover what weôre really living for, and shows that the greatest pleasure in life 

is enjoying God himself. Life Explored is perfect for anyone looking for answers to life's big   

questions. 

This will be an opportunity for you to join with others in exploring what this means for you and 

 anyone you may wish to invite to come on this exploration. The video production is stunning and 

the conversation is as laid back or as challenging as you want it to be. 

Invitations and details of how to sign up for this excellent opportunity will be given soon. So, in 

the build-up to, and in the aftermath of the Christmas celebrations, why not seriously consider 

starting your new year with a time of reflection and exploration as to what really matters in your 

life. 

In the meantime please get on your computer, iPad or tablet and check out the teaser to Life    

Explored on You Tube at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xghL-8RrSac 

As a Ministry team we really hope that in 2017 you will choose Life Explored with us. This could 

be a significant new start for the year ahead and one that will spur on you, your family and friends,  

to new discoveries of faith in Christ. 
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CHRISTMAS FAIR 
Saturday, 3rd December 

Admission is by contribution to Blue Santa.    

All proceeds go towards the Repairs and Maintenance Account.                            

Unwanted gifts 

From 11.00 am.to 2.00 pm 

Bread Making by 
Freddie & his team! 

on  

sale on  

sale 
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MAIN HALL 

 CAFÉ  Open all day  

10.00 am  -  12 noon Tea/Coffee/Scones 

           12 noon     -  1.30 pm  Lunches 

   1.30 pm  -  3.00 pm  Afternoon Teas 

                   

 

  

http://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0CAcQjRxqFQoTCM26mPPN8sgCFUGhGgodfXcKcQ&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.dreamstime.com%2Fstock-images-car-wash-image4509084&psig=AFQjCNEkLDi5w3ud5YvtiSl8_Q-GFto_7w&ust=14465833830
http://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0CAcQjRxqFQoTCJeSz5TQ8sgCFcTZGgod-j8HZA&url=http%3A%2F%2Fthelakecountrymom.com%2Flc-pets-llcs-lake-country-pet-fest-june-20th-2015%2F&psig=AFQjCNEyyecBOgFCI-W7qWKDOZdMG
http://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0CAcQjRxqFQoTCOWihITa8sgCFcJeDwod5C0PCQ&url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.stockunlimited.com%2Fvector-illustration%2Fstall.html&psig=AFQjCNGHXU4eaT1TmelwyWPWMJ_mPO0ZdA&ust=144658677

