
The Hardest
Word of All
‘Jane’

It was a largely Protestant
village- in fact 100% Protestant.
The town also had a reputation
for attacking people - I
remember so well that there
was a homophobic attack, a
racist attack and a sectarian
attack all in the one week.  

So it was a town that was interested in driving people out and it seemed
to me that the community all around us were doing nothing.  Their way
of dealing with it was to go inside, close the door, pull the curtains, and
have nothing to do with it - perhaps tut a little bit about it and say, “isn’t
that awful?”

So three of us decided that we would go to the community association
and see what was happening there.  It became very clear to us that these
people had a grip on the community and everything was going to be
run in their way so any change was going to be difficult.  There were
three of us ladies, three little grey haired ladies and we would go there
on a Tuesday night.  We didn’t speak at all and each night we came out
from the meeting and we vowed never to go back again. Nevertheless,
we kept going back in spite of the fact that we hated it and felt uneasy.
We felt that we were simply just a presence if nothing else-a presence
that they had to deal with. It was not easy to say anything in those
meetings. For example, I remember one incident when I spoke up about
the situation with regard to flags in the village.  Although there were in
fact not many flags in the village, there was one Union Flag flying very
obviously outside the Chapel.  I mentioned this and asked, if there was
any chance that it could be brought down?  That was not received well
at all and some people said it should be put further up the pole and
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others said that it was the flag of the country and they could fly it where
ever they wanted.

Often I suppose, I felt unsure of what people were thinking - there’s a
wee line in a hymn somewhere that talks about “can you stand the
hostile stare?”  I felt there were hostile stares. Nevertheless, I had to get
involved in some way.  I felt unsure that what I was doing was the right
way but I had to do something.  It all comes from my belief in God and in
Christ. As far as I’m concerned God is an all-embracing person, and his
whole life was all about love, peace and reconciliation, particularly
reconciliation which is the hardest word of all and the hardest thing of
all to do.
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