CLONTARF & SCOTS
NEWS

Minister:
Rev. Lorraine Ritchie

August/September 2026

Services

Due to the building work taking
place all services will be held in
The Scots Hall at 1lam each
Sunday.

Duties - August:

FWO — Hilary Fairman
Keys:
16™ —TIan Jackson
23 —Tan Jackson
30" - Ashley O’Neill
Welcome:
16™ — Paul Hamilton
23" _ Paul Hamilton
30" — Sean O’Neill
Tea/coffee:
23" _ Valerie Hughes
Jenny Collins

Duties - September:

FWO — Samuel Ritchie
Keys:
6th — Ashley O’Neill
13th — Hilary Fairman
20th - Helen Dawkins
27th — Hilary Fairman
Welcome:
6th — Sean O’Neill
13th — Cheryl Cooney
20th - Cheryl Cooney
27th — Jamie Jamieson
Tea/coffee:
13th — Joy Dolan
Noelene Brown

We would like to thank Mariam
who has kindly been providing
tea/coffee each Sunday. Thank
you!

Preachers
Lorraine will be on holidays for the last two weeks of
September.

Sunday 20*" September
Preacher — Silvia Bryce
Sunday 27" September.
Preacher - Silvia Bryce

EGM:
The EGM to elect new elders will take place, after service, on
Sunday 13 September 2026.

MEETING OF CONGREGATIONAL COMMITTEE

Date: Thursday 10 September
Time: 8pm
Venue: Scots Hall

PRAYER TIME
Tuesday morning at 10am.
In person at The Scots Hall or live stream on the website.

Tealcoffee and some Crafts
Wednesday. 10.30am to 12 noon at The Scots Hall

Let's Pray

Each week PCl issues Prayer Points and these can be
accessed here - https://presbyterianireland.org/prayer.

This is for the week ahead. - Luke 18:1 (NIV)
“Then Jesus told his disciples a parable to show them that they
should always pray and not give up.”

ORMOND QUAY AND SCOTS PRESBYTERIAN
ENDOWMENTS
APPLICATIONS FOR 2026 EDUCATION GRANTS

Applications are now open for this year’s Primary,
Secondary and Third Level Education Grants.

To qualify for an Education Grant, applicants must be
members of Clontarf & Scots Presbyterian Church.

Third level students must have commenced their course
before the age of 21.

Applications forms are available at Sunday service or by
emailing the Endowments Secretary at
endowments@clontarfchurch.ie.


https://presbyterianireland.org/prayer

Message from Lorraine

Watching the Solar Eclipse on Wednesday was a wonderful experience. Depending on travels,
for example, we go to Spain next year on the 2" of August we will see it again. But Ireland’s
next full eclipse will be in 2090. When events like this happen it reminds me of the remarkable
nature of our creation. Also the deep complexity of the world we live in. Reflecting the nature of
our Creator so beautifully.

We cannot simplify our faith to a lovely ideal; it is simple in trust but complex beyond
understanding in whom we trust. We can stand in awe of a God who has gifted us this amazing
world filled with all these moving parts. Yet time and again He aligns all to His great plan. And
just like watching a solar eclipse we need to be careful of how we look. We mere human beings
must be prepared and careful as we gaze upon our God, or we will walk away blinded to truth.
Samuel ordered the eclipse glasses, and we had the website tell us what to look out for so we
could enjoy the full experience. In our journey of faith, we need to be prepared and willing to see
through the lenses of scripture if we are to learn anything at all. After all we are fragile human
beings trying to look into the Sovereign Holy God.




Update on the Harry Clarke Memorial Window

We are delighted to report that work has commenced on restoring Clontarf & Scots Presbyterian
Church's Harry Clarke Window. Residents of the area and passers-by will have noticed that
scaffolding has gone up at that end of the church, this has enabled the windowpanes to be
dismantled and taken away for restoration work. The expected timeline for the work is 14
weeks, but we are unable to predict accurately when the church will again be accessible, as the
wall that holds the window is itself under investigation. In the meantime, Sunday Services are
being conducted in the Scots Hall.




lan Jackson’s recent trip to Georgia

My volunteering activities over the past couple of
years have brought me into contact with a number of
people from the country of Georgia, who have landed
in Ireland and sought asylum here. In reality, |
suppose, they are predominantly economic migrants.
A young couple in particular resonated with me, Nini
and her husband Giga. They had a 4 year old back in
Georgia that they hadn't seen in person for over 3
years. Their Irish journey ended in April this year
after a 3-year wait, when they were served with
deportation notices, following an unsuccessful appeal
to our Minister of Justice. | personally drove them to
the airport for their flight home. It was an emotional
goodbye, but | promised that | would come and visit
them in Georgia as soon as | could. That turned into
a week's trip to that country in early August; | flew the
six-hour journey on Turkish Airlines to Thilisi, via
Istanbul.

Flying the approach into Thilisi yielded a view of a grey, Soviet-style city of stark apartment blocks. The
airport is quite compact, with only half a dozen modern airliners parked on the apron, from Armenia,
Georgia, and Azerbaijan, with a couple of Soviet-style jets parked nearby. Immigration was fairly swift,
and all the immigration officials were young women. | had hand luggage only so exited the terminal in
minimum time, to be met by my friends Nini and Giga. We then got into their gleaming black Tesla and
sped off on impressive roads for the hour's journey to Sagarejo.

Sagarejo turned out to be a modest town in the rolling hills, east of Tbilisi, where | met Giga's parents.
Mostly, it is a dormitory town for Tbilisi, where the majority of jobs are. Georgian society is very family-
oriented, with all generations living under the one roof. Their houses are well built, lovingly maintained,
and spotlessly clean. Nini and Giga gave up their bedroom for me, I'm not sure where they slept during
my stay. Outside the property, however, there is little money available or spent on the local
infrastructure, apart from basic services.

My hosts had taken the week off for my visit and proceeded to ferry me to various parts of the country,
including a winery on one day, a day's visit to Thilisi itself and the piece-de-resistance, a 12 hour trek in
the family 4-wheel drive up through the Caucasus mountains to the Russian border. That main highway,
which effectively connects Southern Russia to Armenia and places further south, is a 2-lane road that at
times snakes up the sides of mountains and is choked with cars, vans, trucks and long-distance lorries
from Georgia, Russia, Kazakhstan, Armenia and Azerbaijan. But the mountains are very beautiful and at
times frightening. The picture | have supplied was taken somewhere near the top of one of the
mountains. With my dubious head for heights, | was unable to peer down into the dizzying depths below!
As we wound our way up, we passed an Alpine village, built with foreign money, to host World Cup
Skiing, completely out of character with the rest of the architecture of the country.

Following that day's trek, we all gladly took a day off to sit around and do nothing! It had been
exhausting!

Georgia had been a country with E.U. ambitions, but those appear to have receded in the current Putin-
influenced political era. The younger generation is voting with its feet and seeking asylum or residency
across the globe. Perhaps in a post-Putin world, such ambitions will be achieved, but a long and
challenging journey lies ahead!



In Memorium

John Eric Coulson
4th August 1931 - 19th July 2026

John, or Eric as he was always known, was born in 1931 in Dublin. He
was one of 9 siblings, and grew up in Clonliffe Avenue, Fairview. He
went to school in the North Strand and then to St. Andrews College.

He first had contact with OQ & S church, when he joined the 4th Dublin
Company of the Life Boys, and it was here that his lifelong love of pipe
music was born, as the Boys Brigade Company he went on to join, had
a pipe band at that time. In the 1950's he joined the Caledonia
Badminton Club, which was attached to the OQ & S congregation, and
here he met and fell in love with his best friend, June Freck, who
became his wife in March 1957.

It was also around this time that he was elected to the Church Committee. In the early sixties he was
elected a member of The Kirk Session and in 1984 took over the mantle of Clerk of Session on the
retirement of Mr. Frank Stephen. He kept this position until 1990, when he suffered a heart attack one
Sunday morning during a baptismal service. Thankfully because of the proximity of the Church in Abbey
Street to the Mater Hospital, he was given the medical attention he needed very quickly. After this he
stepped down from his role of Clerk of Session and was succeeded by Mrs. Myrtle Bailey, he did
however still continue to serve as an Elder and Committee Member.

In the 1980's he and June both became members of the OQ & S Indoor Bowling club and spent many
happy hours playing friendly and tournament/cup matches in Scots and other churches around the city.

When OQ & S closed down and the congregation joined with Clontarf, he along with Noel Bailey and
Willie Jamieson were in charge of overseeing the construction of The Scots Hall beside the church. His
hard hat and hi-viz jacket still sit on the shelf in his office.

After June passed away in 2014, he kept himself busy and lived a full life. He made several visits to the
United States to see Stuart and his family, making it look easy, travelling solo, changing time zones and
doing nearly 10-hour flights, all of which he took in his stride. He continued to look after the garden that
June so loved until it got too much for him, then his daughter Linda, became the resident gardener, and
on bigger jobs her husband Leonard would get roped in. They found that he was very good at
supervising and letting them know if they had missed anything, probably the reason why The Scots Hall
turned out so well!

After Covid, like so many others, he was more reluctant to go out and about and so became more of a
home bird. He kept his mind well flexed every day with the Irish Times Simplex crossword and he always
had a puzzle book or two on the go. He also loved reading books of poetry and local history.

Eric was healthy most of his life. He didn't really get coughs or colds and managed to get covid only
once. He recounted that when he was a child he fell and broke his hip and ended up in hospital in plaster
for 6 weeks and was only home a matter of days when he fell off a wall and broke it again - so another 6
weeks in plaster! Nothing really slowed him down, not his heart attack nor his fall last year when he
broke 2 bones in his back and ended up in a back brace for 3 months and had to use a walking stick. He
was still keen to do things for himself, even doing some woodworking on Monday of the week he took ill.

Eric is survived by his children Stuart and Linda, and his three grandchildren. He may not have reached
100 as he always said he wanted to but he had a wonderful 57 years of marriage with June and an active
12 years since her passing, being his indomitable self.

We, his family, are very grateful that he was active right up until he took ill on Wednesday 15th July. He
was a kind and compassionate man and he was the best Dad we could have asked for. He will be
deeply missed by his family and friends. We take comfort in the fact that he was taken care of really well
by the staff at Tallaght Hospital and did not suffer and that he is now back with his beloved wife June and
Resting in Peace.

Linda Jackson (nee Coulson)



Rev. James Brogan
25 July 2026

Below is the tribute read by James’s son,
John, at the funeral.

Dad’s Tribute

Thank you all for coming this morning. On behalf
of the family, we appreciate seeing you all and
thank you. And thanks to Johnny for conducting
the service, it’s much appreciated, and both Mam
and Dad were very fond of you.

We would like to express our sincerest thanks for the wonderful staff in Maynooth Lodge Nursing Home
where Dad spent his last two years. Their care of him, particularly over his last few days was exemplary.
Jobin, Karan, Mike, Kelly Anne, these are just the names I can remember, but James was treated with
absolute kindness and dignity. Thank you. Thank you also to William, Owen and Scott from Oliver Reilly
Funeral Directors, you’ve been very kind and respectful.

Loss is difficult - from the youngest loss to the oldest loss, they are held in our hearts and will never be
forgotten. The songwriter Matt Redman says that we need to recognise the Lord in the good times, when
it’s easy, and in the bad times, when it’s not so easy. He writes Blessed be your name in the land that is
plentiful, and Blessed be your name when we’re found in the desert place. Today we find ourselves in that
desert place.

Dad’s life was framed personally and professionally by his faith and it’s impossible to unweave the two.
In his room in Maynooth Lodge, he had his Bibles and he had his crosses. His eyesight was too poor to
read, and he was too weak to hold the book, but he was comforted by having them nearby. In his youth he
memorised large passages of the Bible in case he was unable to read it.

The last few years were hard for James. We lost mam in 2019, just after their 37th wedding anniversary.
Shortly after that the pandemic lockdowns started. Despite pleas for him to stay inside, which were
greeted with his customary “of course I will”, he would still venture out, walking Skippy (or possibly
being walked by Skippy) to the shops. His gig was rumbled one day in 2020 when he returned a shopping
bag to me with a receipt from his previous day’s excursion. When 1 enquired as to the origin of this
receipt, he told me with a straight face that “ach, it must have blown into the bag from the road when I
was unpacking the shopping you dropped into me.”

He didn’t believe it when he said it. I didn’t believe it when I heard it. We both knew it and both said
nothing. He once told me that his key to a happy life was to smile and do what he wanted anyway. Words
to live by I'm sure you’ll agree.

Dad was born in Glasgow in 1936. It sounds like a long time ago. I don’t think it is. Our days are like
sands passing through an hourglass. The grains of sand pass regardless. Every day gone is gone forever,
except for the memories it leaves behind.

Dad was always incredibly encouraging with education and took great pride in his master’s degree from
Edinburgh University and would have stayed in Scotland had it not been for the lure of the Irish,
specifically in his case, a 5ft Irish woman from Crumlin. Someone once asked mam what it was like to be
married to a Presbyterian minister. She said she didn’t know, she married James. Mam followed Dad to
Scotland, we came along, and after a few years on the Isle of Arran, Dad returned the favour and followed
mam back to Ireland.

Dad was also a tremendous tenor singer, and serenaded mam with When Irish Eyes are Smiling at their
wedding reception, apparently to her complete and utter embarrassment, but not to his.



Dad loved the Irish, both in particular and in general. He was a bit put out in the early days to discover
“how are you” just meant “hello” and was not actually a question. But he went to Irish language lessons
and learned to play the fiddle. The Irish language lessons were very successful. The fiddle lessons, less so.
Despite the stereotype of the Scots being less than generous, James was the opposite. He was generous to
a fault. The number of letters from charities arriving to his home in Navan is testament to this.

One of my early childhood memories is from the kitchen at the manse in Kells in Co Meath. I can’t
remember the year exactly, but it was probably 1988. We were aged 5, and fans of the Ghostbusters.

James disappeared one wet miserable night and came back a couple of hours later - he had driven from
Kells to the Toymaster toy shop in Mullingar to get us the Ghostbusters toy Firehouse. This wasn’t for a
birthday, or a Christmas. This was a random evening in the late autumn of 1988. As a child, this was as
exciting as it got - the Ghostbusters firechouse!

As an adult looking back, this was much more. Selfless and generous. There will always be takers when
you’re a giver. But that shouldn’t change the givers. Look at the state of the world in which we live,
selfishness reigns supreme. We need more givers. We need more people like James.

His generosity was a trait that he continued with the next generation, when his grandson Eerae was born in
2022. To say he was thrilled to see Eerae is an understatement, whenever he met Eerae he would spend the
next several days talking about him, and despite his advancing years always made sure that Eerae had
Christmas and Birthday cards and gifts. Eerae, he absolutely loved you and loved spending time with you.

They say that grief can only occur where love was present. I guess that’s what makes all of this so sad and
so hard. Yes, he was 90, but he was still my Dad. I still feel a bit like that 5-year-old sometimes - a bit lost,
still looking for my mam and my dad to make things ok.

I remember when I phoned James in late 2021 to tell him that [ had met a beautiful Irish girl and had a
good feeling about her. He was thrilled. And that was before he met her! This was to lead to James getting
a second daughter-in-law that he was mad about. Between mam, Olivia and Caoimhe, James now had
three Mrs Brogans that he adored.

Caoimhe, you were the epitome of kindness to James, and I’d like to thank you, and Colette and Maeliosa
for your unending kindness to James. He was absolutely enamoured with Caoimhe, and Colette, a man of
taste, I’'m sure you will agree Maeliosa. He didn’t think you were too bad either. You all made his latter
days much easier and I’ll be forever grateful to you all for that.

We’d like to thank his friends from the Clontarf & Scots church, particularly Myrtle, thank you for your
kindness to James, and your interest and concern for him.

To his friends and neighbours from Navan, in particular Claire and Brendan, Tonya and Alex, and Denis
the Postman. Thank you for always watching out for him, and for keeping an eye on things.

James’ life of public speaking ended with his speech at our wedding in March 2023. T still hear people
comment on that speech. He had a gift for it and never lost it.

Although today we find ourselves in that desert place, we can look back at James’ life and see that the
desert places will come and go, as will the lands that are bountiful. It’s who we are, and whom we are

with, in these places, and how we respond to them that define us.

Dad’s suffering is over now. The love we had for him isn’t. Dad, you were and always will be, loved.



