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When my eldest granddaughter was 
approaching a milestone birthday her Dad 
texted me “She’s going to be 16! How did 
that happen?” 

Christmas? Already? How did that 
happen? Wasn’t it only a couple of months 
ago that we were opening presents and 
basting that ridiculously huge turkey? 
And what gifts did we receive, anyway? 
Can anyone remember? What did we 
give? Was it last Christmas when Mum 
was so fed up with us playing Monopoly 
that she packed it all away in the middle of 
a game? Or was that the year before? They 
all merge into a sort of Christmassey blur, 
don’t they? 

Christmas isn’t joyful for everyone. 
Maybe your first Christmas as a couple 
or your first Christmas with a baby in 
the house, will stay in your memories 

Welcome to Cardigan Hope
by Lucy Gannon

for ever, but life brings sadness along the 
way and even those joyful memories can 
become bitter-sweet. If this is your first 
Christmas without a loved one by your 
side, we know your heart is breaking, and 
our thoughts and prayers are with you.

Whoever you are, whatever you’re going 
through right now, we hope that you’ll find 
in this magazine a small interval of peace 
and friendship. Whether you’re young or 
old, posh or broke, bursting with life or 
broken and lost, we care about you and for 
just a few minutes, as you read this little 
gift, we hope you’ll know that you are 
loved.  You really are. You’re loved with 
an unconditional and everlasting love. 

God loves you. 

Welcome to Cardigan Hope. 
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Mary was a semi-literate teenage girl, living in the Middle East, about 2,000 years 
ago, engaged to marry a local man, Joseph, probably older than her and chosen by her 
parents. In the middle of the formal engagement period she was found to be pregnant, 
and the father wasn’t Joseph. Disaster!

Joseph could have ‘put her away’. Divorced her before the marriage was finalised, so 
that he didn’t have to raise a child that wasn’t his, but that would have meant telling the 
world that she had committed adultery. 

Some Jewish cultures would allow her to wean the child and then stone her to death, 
while some would stone her immediately so both she and her unborn child were killed.

What a storyline for an ancient version of Eastenders! Imagine writing that episode! 
Will Joseph announce to the world that the child is not his, divorce Mary and move on 
to another, less complicated girl? Imagine the drum roll at the end of that episode!

But in the true story he was a kind and gentle man and he kept Mary, and when the 
government required everyone to take part in a census, she travelled with him to his 
home town, a long and exhausting journey. 

Imagine those 100 miles, a young girl travelling with a man she barely knew, lying 
beside him through the night, walking beside him in the day; however kind and forgiving 
he was, I wonder how he regarded her? Did he believe that she was, as she claimed, and 
as he had been told in a vision, a virgin? He must still have been confused and uncertain.  
Even Mary, looking back over everything that had happened, must have asked herself, 
was she mad? Was she deluded? Were they both crazy to see visions and believe them? 
Mary was little more than a frightened child, and Joseph a wounded and confused man. 

We’re used to talking about the humility and the degradation of the crucifixion, but even 
before He was born, Jesus was rejected. When He was in Mary’s womb, the world had 
no place for Him. What a strange way for God to enter His world. 

If you deliberately wanted to kid people about a God come to Earth, so powerful that He 
changed history, transformed lives, gave mankind eternity, and 2,000 years later would 
still be worshipped by over two billion people worldwide, if you were to make up a 
God like that, would you claim that He was the illegitimate son of a poorly educated 
unknown teenager in a Middle Eastern backwater? Would you imagine a God rejected 
even before He was born, and destined for a short life and the agonising death of a 
despised and humiliated criminal?

Who would imagine a God like that? No human mind.  

Who Would Imagine a God Like This?  
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In mid-July I was scrolling through 
Facebook and I saw a post about the youth 
program of a Baptist Church in Cardigan. 
Immediately I knew there was something 
really special about this opportunity—I 
love youth work and had heard incredible 
things of the Welsh. So, I sent my 
application, was interviewed via facetime, 
and was offered a spot!

I was thrilled and ready to go, but it wasn’t 
until mid-October that my visa arrived—
dreadful picture and all! Wales-bound at 

Meet Jessica Woods  
Mount Zion’s Intern, all the way from Canada.

I knew immediately that in these next 10 
or so months I was going to laugh lots, 
learn lots, and gain a new sister.

Since being here I have felt such a sense 
of community. In Canada, the large 
community I’m from makes me feel 
isolated. It isn’t commonplace to walk 
down the street and run into one, let alone 
many people you recognize. What seems 
like endless opportunities for clubs and 

sports end up overwhelming to the point 
where you can’t seem to decide upon 
any of them—or you try them all and hit 
burnout. Being in Cardigan, my outlook 
upon life has been simplified—stripped 
down to what matters: connections, 
laughter, and a hot cup of tea.

Now onto my internship; my work is 
about connecting with young people, 
listening to how they’re doing, playing 
games and doing my best to encourage 
them. Adolescence is such an important 

part of life, confusing and demanding 
and exciting, so being a listening ear is an 
honour.

Before my internship, I didn’t know what 
God wanted for my life, but I knew He 
would lead me, so while I don’t know 
what my next step will be, I can rest in His 
love. Even though I am across the world 
from my family and friends, with God’s 
love Cardigan feels like home.

last! My travel 
went smoothly, my 
bags weren’t lost, 
and I arrived at 
Gatwick all in one 
piece, ecstatic…
and sleep deprived.

In Cardigan, I met 
my roommate-to-
be Cassie Morgan, 
who is one 
21-year-old who 
knows just how 
to live life to the 
fullest. Jessica (left) and her roommate, Cassie. 
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When I was a child 
growing up in Canada, 
Christmas was magical. 
Santa was real (at least 
the presents under the tree 
were real!) and the season 
was filled with joy and 
excitement. 

One of my fondest 
memories was going 
door to door in our 
neighbourhood singing 
Christmas carols. I loved 
the clear starry nights 
and the sound of carols 

If you would like 
to know more 
about how you can 
experience real 
joy in life, why not 
check us out one 
Sunday at Mount 
Zion? You will be 
warmly welcomed.

Joy to the World 
 by Pastor Rob Filgate

The good news is that God wants us to 
experience the joy of Christmas every 
day. The gift of joy is not a thing, but 
rather a person. 

The good news is that Jesus was born and 
he has made a way for all people to know 
God and experience the joy that God has 
intended for this world. We often sing the 
Christmas carol “Joy to the World”. Jesus 
is the joy sent to the world and you can 
know him. Finally, some good news.

being sung in the crisp winter air. After 
carolling, we would head back to a warm 
fire and drink hot chocolate.
 
But over time, Christmas lost its magical 
appeal. As I grew out of childhood, I 
become more aware of the troubles of this 
life. One look at the news and we can see 
what a mess our world is in. As I write 
this, the knives are out for the leader of 
the Conservative party and the plan to 
leave the EU is in shambles. Our world is 
facing global climate changes resulting in 
irregular weather systems and wild fires 
raging in California. It is easy to wonder, 
“Is there any good news in the world?”

There is a story told in the gospel of Luke, 
in the Bible, of good news for all people. 
An angel appeared to a group of shepherds 
watching their sheep on a Judean hillside 
and said to them, “I bring you good news 
that will cause great joy for all people. 
Today in the town of David a Saviour has 
been born.”
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Cardigan is farming country. Out and 
about, you meet farmers and smallholders; 
even in church on a Sunday morning.  
They’re the people who surreptitiously 
pick hay off their sleeves during the 
sermon! I know, I’m Helen and I’m one 
of them. I have a smallholding, but I 
also spend a lot of time thinking and 
writing about other people’s sheep as an 
agricultural journalist. The key to writing 
an article about a particular sheep breed 
is finding out the little details which get 
taken for granted but are distinctive to that 
sheep. I’ve found the same is true for the 
narrative God is writing with my life.  It’s 
the little, really ordinary details that turn 
out to be important.

Until I was seventeen, I lived in a ordinary 
semi-detached house in ordinary suburbia 
in Warwickshire.  But the location of that 
ordinary house turned out to be really 
important. Five minutes drive away 
was the Royal Agricultural Society of 
England’s showground at Stoneleigh. 
Five minutes walk away was the Anglican 
village church. When I was little, every 

When the Ordinary is Extraordinary
by Helen Babbs

journalist. And I grew up knowing the 
basic facts of the gospel that they taught in 
Sunday School. I knew God existed; that 
He made the world, including the sheep 
and the Highland cattle and the Shire 
horses I loved to go and see each summer. 
I knew that the Bible was His word; that 
the world was fallen, which was why 
Jesus came and died and rose again; and 
that if you believed in Him you would 
be saved and go to heaven. And I nodded 
and agreed with all of this as calmly as I 
planned on having a farm with sheep and 
Highland cattle and Shire horses.

One very ordinary day, when I was about 
fifteen, I was looking for a six-inch plastic 
ruler. I couldn’t find it in any of the places 
it should or could have been, so I went to 
have a look in the box of clutter that lived 
under the spare bed. Lost things tended to 
end up there, so it was a fairly ordinary, 
logical place to look.

I didn’t find the ruler. I did find a little book 
I hadn’t met before: “Basic Bible Studies”, 
by Francis Schaeffer. I’m an incurable 

summer we’d go to the 
agricultural shows at 
Stoneleigh. And every 
Sunday, summer and 
winter, we’d go down 
the road to church. 

I grew up knowing that 
I wanted to be a “Lady 
Farmer.” When I got a 
bit older and discovered 
I loved to write too, 
I modified this into 
becoming an agricultural 



8

bookworm, who’ll read any book, even 
the dictionary. So, simply because it was 
a book, and because I was getting rather 
bored of looking for the plastic ruler, I sat 
down next to the box of clutter and began 
to read. And I read, and read, and read. For 
unlike the Christian children’s books I’d 
read before, this wasn’t the stuff I knew 
and nodded at from Sunday school. This, 
with Bible reference after reference, was 
the whole structure of living, thorough 
Christianity, laid out as the most amazing 
and glorious thing I’d ever read.

I read until my mother started calling for 
me ages later; then I hid the book under 
my pillow and got it out again when I 
went to bed, to check off the verses in my 
Bible. Did this really all match up? It did, 
so at some unearthly hour of the morning, 
I said “Yes, please, God!” This whole 
amazing, logical relationship with God, I 
wanted it – even if I had only been looking 
for a plastic ruler.

That sounds like the end of the article, but 
living Christianity needs a church too, and 
I didn’t have one. We’d stopped going to 
the Anglican church down the road, and 
when we moved to a smallholding outside 
Newcastle Emlyn a couple of years later, 
the old chapel in the village was strictly 
for Welsh-speakers only. As time passed, 
it became more and more of a barrier.  
How could I find a church? Won’t they be 
critical because I hadn’t come earlier?

I shuffled, avoided the issue, and sought 
to make up for my lack of a church online. 
Our smallholding not only had livestock, 
it had broadband. While my peers were 
all playing on the new world called 
Facebook, I was reading: nineteenth 
century preachers like CH Spurgeon, 

even older Puritan writers like John 
Owen, basically anything that was out of 
copyright and free online. And on another 
very ordinary day, I followed a trail of 
internet links and met the website of a 
little Protestant church in Tipperary. They 
had a page called “Our Near Neighbours.” 
Beside churches in Cork and Limerick 
and Dublin, there was Mount Zion Baptist 
Church, Cardigan, Wales. I stared at it.  
That was a whole lot nearer to me than it 
was to Tipperary!

I wish I could say that I went straight away, 
but I didn’t. I kept looking at the Mount 
Zion website. Once or twice I walked past 
on Priory Street. I started listening to the 
sermons online, and finally I plucked up 
the courage to send an email asking about 
the service times.

I had not one but three warm, friendly, 
helpful emails in reply, and I had not three 
but dozens of warm and friendly welcomes 
when I walked in one Sunday morning.  
Just because they are nice people? They 
are that, but above all, because they too 
know this wonderful and amazing God, 
who  can work out every ordinary detail 
in extraordinary ways. A shepherd knows 
every detail of his sheep, so my story can 
be summed up in the words of the 23rd 
Psalm: The LORD is my shepherd, I lack 
nothing. He makes me lie down in green 
pastures, he leads me beside quiet waters, 
he refreshes my soul. He guides me along 
the right paths for his name’s sake.

If you would like to know more about 
eternal life from Jesus, call Mount Zion 
(01239 612167) or drop by the church on 
Priory Street for services every Sunday 
at 11am and 6pm. (No evening services 
23rd, 30th December.)



Abundance
by Pastor Rob Filgate
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When was the last time you had a 
great meal? We celebrated Canadian 
Thanksgiving with some of our UK 
friends and stuffed ourselves with turkey. 
It was a great meal and a fun day. During 
the holidays we love the abundance of 
food: the turkey, the gravy and cranberry 
sauce, the stuffing, the pudding – it’s all 
great, and we feel blessed.

There’s a great meal talked about in 
Scripture that is also full of abundance. 
Jesus and his twelve closest students 
needed a break from the large crowd 
that gathered to hear Jesus teach so they 
hopped into a boat and crossed the lake 
to get some rest. But when they arrived at 
the other side, the crowd was waiting, and 
they wanted to hear more, so Jesus began 
to teach them again.

Jesus taught late into the day and because 
the crowd was very large (over 10,000) 
his students said to him, “It’s getting late 
and these people must be hungry, send 
them home to get something to eat.” But 
Jesus had another idea. He said, “You give 
them something to eat.”

I imagine, at that moment, there must have 
been an awkward pause. Jesus had asked 
them to feed over 10,000 people. They 
didn’t have any food with them and they 
didn’t have a Tesco nearby. Even if they 
did have a shop nearby, could you image 
how much food would be needed for so 
many people? Jesus had asked them to do 
the impossible.

Understandably, they started to count 
the cost of feeding that great mob. They 
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didn’t have that sort of money! Who did? 
They did their mental arithmetic and 
decided it was impossible. The God of the 
impossible was standing there with them, 
but they were too busy working out the 
practicalities to turn to him. 

Next, Jesus asked them to go and see how 
much food was available in the crowd. 
The disciples returned with exactly five 
loaves and two fish – for 10,000 hungry 
people. They were woefully short. But for 
Jesus, this wasn’t a moment of despair, 
this was a teachable moment. He took the 
small basket of food, looked up to heaven, 
and gave thanks. Then he instructed his 
students to start giving out the food. 

The Bible says that all the people ate and 
were satisfied. All of them. They ate until 
they were full. What was the lesson? What 
was Jesus teaching his students? Jesus 
had asked his students to do something 
– give the people something to eat. But 
they didn’t turn to his abundant resources. 
Instead, they sought their own means to 
solve the problem. Then Jesus asked them 
to gather up all of the resources they could 
find. When they had gathered all the food 
available, it was obvious that they did not 
have enough, not even close. 

This was the lesson – we do not have the 
resources to do what God wants us to do. 
On our own, we are woefully short of what 
is needed. But we are not on our own. We 
have Jesus. 

What Jesus’ students gathered from the 
crowd was not enough in their own hands, 
but as little as it was, it still mattered. 
What they had, they had to give to Jesus. 
The miracle happened in Jesus’ hands. 
Jesus thanked God for the resources that 

were given and multiplied them so that 
they were enough to feed all the people.

We do not have the resources needed to 
do what God calls us to do – but He does. 
What we do have, we need to give back 
to him and trust him to supply all that we 
need. God has the abundance.

There is a funny little detail at the end of 
this moment. The twelve students pick 
up the leftover bread and fish – twelve 
baskets full. God has an abundance for 
each of them. Each of them matter to God 
and he is willing to pour out his abundance 
on them.

God is a God of abundance. He can help 
us in our everyday lives. Perhaps you have 
little patience with a certain individual and 
continue to be overly critical of them. You 
just can’t help it. God has an abundance of 
patience for you. Bring your small loaves 
and fish to him and ask him for his help. 
He can multiply what you have, and you 
can eat and be satisfied.

God has an abundance for every area of 
your life. If you feel unloved, he has an 
abundance of love already poured out for 
you, just waiting for you to receive it. If 
you are ridden with guilt over something 
in your past, God has an abundance of 
forgiveness already poured out for you, 
just waiting for you to receive it. If you are 
overwhelmed by fear in some area of your 
life, God has an abundance of courage 
already poured out for you, just waiting 
for you to receive it.

Bring what little you have to him today 
and watch in amazement as he multiples it 
to be abundantly more than you could ask 
or imagine.
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While Cardigan Slept
One night last month, Mount Zion Church 
held a night of prayer. Around 3.45am 
there were three men and one woman 
praying, and chatting about God and life, 
drinking coffee… the atmosphere was 
warm and relaxed, the church cosy. 

Paul told us about his brother, thousands 
of miles away in Australia, concerned 
because he’s not been well recently, and 
has a hard time in a demanding job. We 
began to pray for this Australian, a stranger 
to most of us, and one of the prayers went 
something like this: ‘You are the God 
of Cardigan and of Australia. The miles 
are nothing to you. Won’t you please let 
Paul’s brother know, somehow, that he is 
loved and prayed for tonight? He’s in the 
middle of his day, as we are in the middle 
of our night, but you are the God of time 
and space. Please let him become aware 
of your love and of our love, too.’ It was 
a heartfelt prayer, all of us honouring the 
love of these two brothers. 

A few moments later, Paul’s mobile rang, 
strident and a bit of a shock in that quiet 

space. Who could be calling him at a 
quarter to four in the morning? Who would 
be cruel enough to risk waking someone 
at that time of the night? Paul looked at 
the screen, amazed. It was his brother, 
in Sydney. He had called ‘by accident’. 
Paul laughed with the sheer delight of that 
moment. Again, his brother apologised, 
thinking he had woken Paul’s whole 
family, saying that it was an accident, but 
Paul told him, over the cyberspace and all 
those miles ‘It’s no accident, believe me, 
it’s no accident!’

On face time, Paul was able to take that 
phone to each of us and we waved and 
spoke, while the men compared beards 
(well, three of them did!) and we were left 
reeling with this small gift from a great 
God. 

Accident? Really? Coincidence? No way.  
In about ten years Paul’s brother has never 
once called him by accident. Never once. 
Until someone prayed “Won’t you please 
let Paul’s brother know, somehow, that he 
is loved and prayed for tonight?” 

Just a few minutes 
later he was 
talking to us, over 
all the miles. 

Prayers reaching 
up to eternity, 
b o u n c i n g 
back to earth, 
encompassing the 
globe. The one 
Information Super 
Highway  that 
never fails.
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A Local Church for Local People

We have some great churches in and around Cardigan. There’s Mount 
Zion, the friendly little red church in Priory Street. A short walk away 
there’s St Mary’s, tracing its history way back into the 13th Century. In 
Quay Street, there’s the lively and loving New Life Church. In surrounding 
villages, too, there are many small but devoted congregations, like Nevern 
Church and St Llawddog’s, so that wherever you live there’s a place 
nearby where you can discover who Jesus is, and why we believe in Him.

A few years ago another church sprang up, the newest kid on the block 
- Sarnau Community Church, started by a friendly bunch of people who 
meet not in a traditional church building, but in a village hall.

On the second Sunday of the month, at 3pm, we set up the sound system, 
set out the chairs, turn on the kettle, unpack the biscuits, and open the 
doors to anyone who wants to know more about this ancient and modern 
and exciting thing called ‘Christianity’. 

At Sarnau you’ll find relaxed and informal contemporary worship, live 
music, a clear and interesting talk, and friendship.

Why not join us? We would love to see you. Come as you are.

SARNAU 
VILLAGE 

HALL 

January 13th. 3pm.
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up impatiently, and by holiday-makers 
unused to narrow roads (and apparently 
unable to reverse!). 

Imagine life without this service for a 
moment. Some of us remember when 
collections were halted by industrial 
action back in the 1970’s, and we know 
how life was disrupted when streets were 
blocked by great mounds of stinking 
rubbish, overrun by rats. But it’s about far 
more than removing our rubbish, isn’t it? 
These are the people who make recycling 
possible, helping us to reduce waste and 
to live consciously and responsibly on our 
lovely planet. 

I live in St Dogmaels and every Tuesday 
morning, like clockwork, week after week, 
a band of hard working heroes comes 
running through the village, regardless 
of wind and rain and snow, unfailingly 
‘there’ whether the road is an ice rink or 
the sun is melting the tarmac. 

These people are our refuse collectors. 
No, hang on, they deserve capitals. They 
are our Refuse Collectors.  We don’t 
know much about them because they 
don’t have time to stay and chat, and they 
have to stay focussed because their work 
isn’t straightforward, often slowed by 
traffic, by children dawdling to school, by 
badly parked cars, by boy racers revving 

Take a Bow
by Luce

Q. John, when I see our refuse teams hard 
at work, running everywhere, leaping on 
and off the trucks, it looks like an energetic 
team dance - do you feel like a team? 

John: Most definitely, it may look 
like chaos but everything is highly 
choreographed and each member knows 
exactly what to do and where to position 
themselves so that the driver can see them 
on the safety cameras. 

Q. Is the driver the boss? 
John: I suppose the driver has the final 
say, but a decent driver will always listen 
to his loaders. After all, they’re the ones 
who have to do most of the physical work.

Meet John Curran, a loader in one of the 
hard-working Ceredigion crews: 
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up, knowing that people value that we’re 
doing our best to help keep the county 
clean.

Q. What’s the worst part of your job? 

John: At the moment it’s our ageing fleet. 
The crew really have gone beyond the 
call of duty to keep the service going, 
they’re an amazing bunch, not to mention 
the mechanics who do a marvellous job 
keeping us on the road. Next year, we will 
have new vehicles and they will make real 
improvements to our efficiency and lessen 
some pressure on the crew.

Q. What’s the best bit of the job (pay day?) 

The best bit of the job is being outside, 
to work in the beautiful countryside that 
we’re lucky to have in Ceredigion. As a 
bonus, all the running around that we do 
keeps us fit as a fiddle, for free, no gym 
fees required!

John, gentlemen, 
everyone in our refuse 
services (including the 
office workers), you’re 
completely amazing.  

You are appreciated. 

We would be in big 
trouble without you.

Thank you!

Q. I have lived in the area for twelve 
years, and I’ve never seen a single refuse 
collector losing his cool, even when 
drivers are silly or when pedestrians get 
in the way, or when plastic bags split…So, 
are you all saints?

John: In general, the public are pretty 
good and quite supportive of us. There 
will always be exceptions but that’s the 
case whatever you do. Minor things go 
wrong like bags breaking but that’s just 
part of the job. 

Q. Hmm. You didn’t tell me if you’re 
all saints! Do you know how much we 
appreciate you?

John: Yes, we’re fortunate that many 
people tell us, while we’re out on our 
rounds how they appreciate the hard work 
that our waste crews do. It brings a smile 
to our faces when residents greet us and 
children wave. This keeps our morale 



Would you give a perfectly healthy kidney  to the NHS, to be transplanted into 
someone you don’t know?  No? Not many of us would. But that’s what 72 year 
old Alex Elsaesser is trying to do. This is his story: 
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It started before Easter when I signed up for 
The 40 Acts Challenge; Every day in Lent, 
I would receive an email, encouraging an 
act of generosity every day leading up to 
Easter. The first few challenges were fun, 
things like giving anonymously, or giving 
something that was precious to me, and 
one day the email simply reminded me to 
be aware of the leading of the Holy Spirit 
and to follow that leading. 

Maybe that’s why I was so receptive 
when, one morning as I was getting ready 
for work, I heard a clear prompt from God 
‘Give away one of your kidneys’.
 
It’s not the kind of thing one usually hears, 
so, shaken, and not knowing if this was even 
a possibility, I googled “kidney donation” 
and there I found www.giveakidney.org 
where I discovered a special category 
of donation: “Altruistic Living Kidney 
Donation”, a way of giving a kidney to 
a complete stranger anonymously. I had 
a deep, calm understanding that this was 
what I was meant to do.

The first step was meeting Suzanne, 
the Renal Live Donor Co-ordinator at 
Morriston Hospital, and she told me that 
the process takes up to a year with many 
checks to reduce any risk to the donor. I 
had a 2-hour interview with a clinical 
psychologist, who wanted to know if I 
was in the right mental state to proceed. 
You may be asking the same question. 

The Gift of Hope
by Alex Elsaesser

Jane, the psychologist, wanted every 
detail of my life. I didn’t hold back. She 
heard about my youth in the US, how me 
and Renie, my wife, were arrested for 
drugs and ended up in jail, about Renie 
giving her life to Jesus at a Billy Graham 
meeting and how I was having none of it. I 
told her about reluctantly visiting a hippie 
Jesus commune and hearing that Jesus 
was risen from the dead and that I could 
meet him. And I told her I went secretly in 
the woods the next morning to ask God to 
forgive me and come into my life ….. but 
nothing happened.  

And then I told Jane how, later that same 
morning, we went to a church where the 
first song was  crazy,  “Smile awhile and 
give your face a rest, raise your hands to 
the one we love the best.” It seemed like 
I’d wandered into the funny farm, but 
then I lifted my hands and something 
happened, something miraculous – I was 
gloriously saved, never to smoke weed or 
cigarettes or take any other drug, I was a 
new creature.

The psychologist said, “I’m getting goose 
bumps.” Probably she doesn’t have too 
many similar interviews, but I think she 
passed me as sane. 

That was months ago and now I’ve been 
through most of the prep; I’ve met with the 
Renal Specialist, then came a chest x-ray, 
a renal ultrasound, a lung function test, a 
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CT scan, an echocardiogram, a glucose 
tolerance test, an injection of radioactive  
isotopes to test my kidneys were working 
properly, and finally an exercise test on 
the treadmill.  The next step is to meet the 
Renal Surgeon in Cardiff. That’s when it 
gets a bit scary, when reality bites.
 
As if on cue, sent to reassure me, I 
discovered that our disabled daughter’s 
work advisor, Simon, had donated a 
kidney to his mother. You’d never guess 
that this 6-foot, healthy sportsman in his 
early 50s has only one kidney, and he’s 
a great ambassador for the experience: 

•	 There are around 5,000 people in the UK waiting for a kidney transplant.

•	 The most successful transplant is from a live donor, and it can save the 
NHS up to £20,000 a year. 

•	 If the transplant is successful, the recipient can lead a normal life without 
dialysis.

“Giving a kidney is such a wonderful way 
of changing a person’s life and giving 
someone hope. My mother said losing 
hope was the hardest part, waiting for 
the phone to ring, but after a while never 
really expecting it to.”

Hope, the gift of love. Jesus, the God of 
hope. 

May the God of hope fill you with all joy 
and peace as you trust in him, so that you 
may overflow with hope by the power of 
the Holy Spirit. Romans 15:13
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A tsaaq is an old 
Hebrew word meaning 
‘a cry of great distress’ 
or a ‘scream for help’.  
Some translators call 
it a ‘shriek’.

My life is good now, 
really full of peace 
and joy, but once upon 
a time, about 26 years 

London and my third at Derby Playhouse. 
I wrote my first two screenplays and I was 
commissioned to devise my first series, 
‘Soldier, Soldier’. Life was fabulous, a 
topsy turvy mad adventure.

When did I get to the scream? Patience, 
I’m getting there.

I’m hopeless with figures. That doesn’t 
even begin to describe what I’m trying 
to tell you. Now, as a child, I would be 
given the diagnosis of dyscalculia, but 
back then, in the 60’s, I was classed as 
‘educationally subnormal’. I was kept 
in main stream education only because I 
could write and seemed to have normal 
intelligence (still debatable) and I was 
taken out of maths lessons and put to 
cookery and needlework. As an adult, 
I could hide my lack of understanding 
because George sorted the bills, wrote the 
cheques, did the budget. 

When writing took over my work life, 
George stepped up and took Lou to 
school, did the shopping, the washing, 
walked the dogs, he supported me in 
everything, keeping me grounded. We 
moved to a house where I would have a 
writing room. Luxury! George was my 
rock. My engineer rock, Scottish granite. 
Made in Scotland from girrderrs. (if you 
get that joke, you’re as old as I am)

When Lou was 14, one Sunday afternoon, 
George dropped dead. 

We’re getting very near to that scream 
now.

My Great Big Tsaaq!
by Lucy Gannon

ago, I sat in a small car on a quiet road 
and I screamed. I screamed until my head 
was pounding and my throat was sore and 
I could scream no more.

My husband George and me, with our 
daughter Lou, were back in the UK after 
a few years working abroad. George, an 
engineer, had been unable to find a job, 
and for the first couple of years ‘back 
home’ we were broke. Really broke. All 
that kept us afloat was my low paid job as 
a care worker. And then I wrote a play. I 
wrote it simply to win a prize of £2,000,  
to buy new tyres and pay the bills. I’d 
never written before so I didn’t think I 
stood a chance of winning, but I was doing 
every competition that came along, from 
advertising slogans to Spot-The-Ball.

Writing that first play was a wonderful 
experience and it changed everything. I 
discovered a new language, drama, and I 
discovered a new me.

In just two years our lives were 
transformed; the Royal Shakespeare 
Company produced that first play, on tour, 
and my second went on at The Bush in 
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I was about to start writing my second 
series, Peak Practice, I was already 
commissioned to write another screenplay, 
and the Bush was asking for a second 
play. I was contractually committed up to 
my eyeballs. Peak Practice was going to 
provide desperately needed employment 
in the East Midlands so I had to buckle 
down and write the scripts. No time to 
mourn, no time to take a breath.  Our 
daughter, who had been so close to her 
Daddy, was grieving and lost. How would 
I be there for her and for the series team? 
How would I cope with the finances? Who 
would walk the dogs? How could I catch 
the train to London – what would Lou do 
all day?

I was drowning but I had to stay strong 
for Lou. I had to meet script deadlines, be 
useful at production meetings, drive to the 
set, talk to my agent. And my darling had 
gone.

One day, just before Lou went back to 
school, I was driving home, to that silent 
new house, with its new furniture and a 
broken child, and it all became too much 
to bear. I stopped, there on the roadside, 
in my little metal box and I screamed. I 
screamed until my head was pounding and 
my throat was sore and I could scream no 
more.

And then I went on my way, and life went 
on.

That was a tsaaq. I found the word in the 
Bible, in the story of the Israelites crossing 
the Red Sea. When they saw the Egyptian 
Army bearing down on them, to drag 
them back into slavery, they let out a great 
‘tsaaq’.  Well, you would, wouldn’t you?
Was my scream to God or at God? It’s 
academic – there’s no time for rational 
thought when you’re drowning. The 
scream was a release, an admission of 
my weakness and sorrow and need, and 
maybe, just maybe, a cry for help.

I know now that God heard me and that 
there was peace waiting, peace promised, 
peace available. Grief and sorrow can 
overwhelm, but there is always hope. 
And you can find that hope, that sure and 
certain hope, an assurance of the future, 
in Jesus. That’s the only place you’ll find 
it. Do I sound like a mad Southern States 
preacher? Sorry, folks, but that’s the 
bottom line; The only lasting peace and 
love is to be found only in Jesus. That’s 
my story. 

Tsaaqs are good. Never be afraid of 
screaming to God. He stands at the door 
and knocks. Open it and He will come into 
your life. He knows your grief and your 
loss and your despair, and He will wipe 
away your tears.

I call on the LORD in my distress, and He 
answers me.

Psalm 120:1


