
 
 
 
 

                                                                                                                                                      
	  	  

         

 Thursday, 2nd July 2020 – Issue 16 

   ZionChurchSpirit  

 
Almost fifty years since it was uttered – whether chalked on a wall or quoted by the Taoiseach –  
this line has made its way back to us. Thank you for your company during the last few months.  
This is the final issue of Zion Church Spirit. May the summer come back soon and may we keep  
the best of what we have come to be, as we step out into the world again.           
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Issue #: [Date] Dolor Sit Amet 

Pastoral Letter 

 

          The Revd. Stephen Farrell 

What does it mean for us to be able to return to church after this great absence?  To be able to worship 
God together is a great treasure.  Our Church is called Zion after Mount Zion, a place in Scripture where 
God’s people went to be close to God and to hear his voice.  It is a ‘thin’ place, where the divide 
between earth and heaven breaks and we become united with God and with all those who have gone 
before us. 
 

To meet to pray and worship together is to say, ‘I am here to meet with God, and that I expect God to 
meet me and to change me and to challenge me in equal measure’.  Worship is about giving God his 
due, but also about our own transformation into being more fully the people of God, shot through with 
God’s healing and forgiveness, his joy and his peace. 
 

It is colossal thing we do on Sunday, and something we shouldn’t be blasé about.  This lockdown 
absence, this extended Lent, this dark night of the soul, has given us an opportunity to come back to 
public worship with a renewed zeal and expectation and longing to encounter the living God in our 
liturgy.   
 

I suggest each one of us undertakes some form of preparation for Sunday.  Amid the hand sanitiser and 
facemasks let’s not lose sight of the bigger risk – that we waste this moment.   
 

This year we missed out on our Easter Liturgies.  We missed out on renewing our baptismal promises.   
I include this act of renewal here, and encourage each one of us to take some time to sit and think on 
this before Sunday. 
 

Do you renew and affirm the promises made when you were baptised? 
I  do. 

Do you turn in faith to Christ? 
I  do. 

Do you then renounce all evil? 
I  do, by God’s  help. 

Will you obey and serve Christ? 
I  w il l ,  by God’s help. 

And now I ask you to make the profession of Christian faith  
into which you were baptised, and in which you live and grow. 
Do you believe and trust in God the Father, who made the world? 
I  believe and trust in h im. 

Do you believe and trust in his Son Jesus Christ, who redeemed the human race? 
I  believe and t rust in him. 

Do you believe and trust in his Holy Spirit who gives life to the people of God? 
I  believe and trust in h im. 

This is the faith of the Church. 

This  is our faith.  
We believe and trust in one God, 
Father, Son and Holy  Spirit .  



 

 

3 

Issue #: [Date] Dolor Sit Amet 

 

 

‘Oddly enough, this is not a line of poetry; it’s a quote from an interview 
Heaney gave in November 1972 (Cork Examiner), referring to the 
Troubles in Northern Ireland at a time when they were at their most 
deadly. It was also an oblique reference to his third collection, Wintering 
Out, published in the same year. In Dennis O’Driscoll’s book of 
interviews, Stepping Stones, Heaney speaks of how the title for that 
volume came “from memories of cattle in winter fields. Beasts standing 
under a hedge, plastered in wet, looking at you with big patient eyes, 
just taking what came until something else came along. Times were 
bleak, the political climate was deteriorating.” 
 
Seamus Heaney may also have had in mind a line from a verse called 
Sarah-Ann by the Tyrone poet and Presbyterian minister, WF Marshall 
(1888-1959). The song – written in 1929 about hiring fairs – includes the 
line, ‘I wunthered in wee Robert’s, I can summer anywhere’. ‘ 
 

Continued from p.1 

 
If you walk through the back  
roads of Ranealagh you will be 
familiar with the sight of a  
quote from Seamus Heaney, 
painted on a sheet adorning  
a hedge in Mountainview  Rd.  
 
The sign was hung out during 
March, very early-on in the 
lockdown. The quote became  
a symbol of light in dark times,  
of patience in bleakness and 
once again it found its moment 
for people facing challenges  
in the history of our country.  
 
You may want to know more 
about its origin. 
 
I attach a few lines on when  
the words were first spoken  
by Heaney from a note on the 
Heaney Home Place website 
www.seamusheaneyhome.com     
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Around the Parish 

 
 

        ‘Thank you for the days….’ 
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Together we have passed  
from Spring into Summer,  
from sharing Christmas Cactus  
blooms to coaxing life from 
dormant Orchid plants; we have 
grown our own peas and learnt 
how to cook, we have become 
Crafters, knitters and discovered 
our neighbourhood. We have 
celebrated birthdays and 
holydays; we have welcomed 
wildlife and foster pups,  
enjoyed Graduations, worked 
hard from home and looked  
after Cocooners. Well done! 
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Blessed Beyond Measure Prayer  
 
Creator God,  
Thank you that there is nowhere  
I can go that is beyond your presence.  
 

In your presence,  
I am blessed beyond measure.  
You have said that you will never leave me  
or forsake me, you are always with me.  
 

May I live a life of thanksgiving.  
May your love be the passion in my heart.  
May your joy be my strength when times are hard.  
May your presence be my peace that overflows.  
 
Through Jesus Christ, our Lord, Amen.  
 
Anon 

Dear friends, 
 

As mentioned, this is the final issue of Zion Church Spirit. We have been posting this small e-zine to bring 
you regular worship aids, Stephen’s pastoral messages and photos of how our friends have been getting  
on from the worst of times during March and April, through to the sunnier uplands of today.  
Thank you for your contributions. 
 

This has been an uneasy time and for many it has brought deep grief and loss, so there is no pleasure in 
winding down the parish online offering as though doing so represents passing a winning post. Our plans 
hang in uncertainly and we can only adapt as we go. But there has been tremendous fellowship and shared 
purpose, strength of spirit and unselfishness in how we have managed as Church Family. It is tangible in all 
that we do. 
 

Many have spoken about Stephen’s online presence and I want to add on your behalf, how great it has 
been to have such a hardworking Shepherd care for this little flock. He has made us cohere (the centre does 
hold) and know that we all matter. This does not in any sense come from doing one’s job – it is a vocation – 
and the effort required to be always present and ‘on’ is exhausting. From all of you I want to sincerely thank 
him.  
 

For the ‘forseeable’ we will communicate through regular email and via the website. I will take a break from 
sending magazine style notices for a while. You will not miss anything that needs to be communicated, and 
you know where come with inquiries, messages and all of the usual business. See you in Church. MH 


