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FOREWORD

Dear Reader,

his collection — “Hark, the Glad Sound....” — consisif original

work from members of the congregation of St CuttibeColinton.

Taking its inspiration from “Advent” it is the fotlr special
supplement to appear alongside the monthly magdaZine Sign”. The
other three booklets are: “A Christmas for our Tirf@hristmas 2004),
“The Gift of Life” (Easter 2006), and “Behold, tt8ower.....” (Harvest
2009).

The brief is broadly defined as “Advent. waitinggngling, hoping,

looking forward to the coming, fulfiilment, self-kwtedge,

understanding.” These pieces can be seen to lalad@me way to that
theme. Writers were invited to indulge their imagian — to take risks —
in the expectation that originality and instinctivasight might

compensate for possible shortcomings in rigorotistigr craftsmanship.
We are amateurs, enjoying the exploration as aeatork develops its
own direction in the course of writing.

As in our previous works, the pieces are unsighedhis way we offer
them as Parables for our Time, hoping you will griftem and that one
or the other piece will strike a chord, create sonance and take us
further on the next stage of our journey.

Christopher Davies
November 2011

Our cover picture is Pieter Brueghel (1525-1569)'iHers in the Snow”, suggesting
searching and exploring, returning home to warmkl safety, successful or otherwise.
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CHILDHOOD AWAKENINGS

hite

Waking up. An unfamiliar bed. A different bedrooivhere
am 1? | run downstairs. The long staircase. Wheareeverybody?
Grandmother hears me. “Shush, keep quiet!” lofellher. Into
mother’'s bedroom. Curtains half closed. Rays ofmmgy sun. But quite
dark. Mother in bed. Is she ill? She is asleepuchoher duvet. Fresh
and white. Grandmother whispers. “Come and seeérdht is. The
wooden cot. Inside, a baby. A real baby. My neuesis

She is beautiful. Small but beautiful. Has rosgeits.

Such tiny fingers. Dressed in white. She doesmyt cr/‘\

Sleeps like mother. | watch her. A long time. Aywkmg

time. Nobody notices me. Nobody reminds me: “

slippers on”. “Wash your face”. “Brush your teethf.

“Time for dressing.” Everybody is busy. | keep kow.

Window is ajar. Noises from outside. A gentle humgni

The humming of cars. Nothing else. Baby wakes U@ §arts crying.
1



What's wrong? Has she pain? She is hungry. Fissbéth time. Mother
stays in bed. Mrs Jones helps. | can watch. Bikieg lwater. Tries to
swim.

Later more excitement Siblings back from sch&ekrybody is happy.
Where is the pram? Go for a walk? No, not yet. Wbitoday? | can't
wait. Nobody has time. Evening is different. Nogsng together. No
piano playing. Where is father? No Piggy Back ¢bni It is bedtime.
My usual bed. Am so glad. But feel sad. Feel ldging. What is
wrong? | don’t know.

lack

Nine months later. Phone call from hospital. Graather starts
screaming. People are coming. Everybody is shockserybody in
tears. Father has died. Mother comes back. Back fiospital. Can’t
speak. She only cries. Three days later. The kigral. All dressed in
black. My new black coat. Baby stays at home. @ss white. She
keeps smiling.

ed

Nine years later. Need a dress. A party dress. psmof
material. 1 choose quickly. Blue of course. Beautdark blue. This is
me. Others know better. “You are pale! Always step You need
colour. A strong Red!” Red for me? | flush redwhnt to hide.
Everybody would look. Look at me! No, no way. Indawin. Two
weeks later. The dress is ready. Soft, beautiftennl. A good cut. But
bright red. Feel very embarrassed. Get dressedllunghy. Little sister
watches. She likes it. “You look lovely” Is shehtf§ A big party. Lots
of friends. | know everybody. Keep rather quieteHike hiding. There
is Oscar. Across the room. He comes over. “Shaldesece?” We start
dancing. We dance non stop. Time passes quicklg. peEnty ends. We
say goodnight. His last word: “I like your dress!”
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