MONDAY 16 AUGUST

Rev Donald MacLean

Minister whole played a key role in the
discipline of Lord Mackay of Clashfern

@ The Rev Donald MacLean,
Free Presbyterian minister.
Born: June 1915 in Glasgow.
Died: Friday, 13 August,
2010 in Inverness, aged 95.

Reverend Donald
MacLean, for many years
Free Presbyterian minis-

ter of Glasgow, died in In-

verness on Friday evening after
a brief illness. He was 95 and the
Church’s most senior minister,
best remembered for his promi-

nence in the discipline of Lord
Mackay of Clashfern in Novem-
ber 1988, after the Lord Chancel-
lor had attended Requiem Mass.

Of vast presence and person-
ality, MacLean was such a vener-
able Free Presbyterian fixture
- a communicant member since
November 1937, a minister for so
long he began his trade beside
colleagues ordained in the 19th
cenitury — that his passing is ep-
ochal.

Donald Maclean was born
in the Gorbals in f]urle 1915; his
father was a son of Coigach, and
his mother from Osgaig, Raasay,
where there were holi-
days. (The little “Donnie” count-
ed Sorley MacLean as a boyhood

playmate.)

Raasay is, too, the birthplace
of the Free Presbyterian Church
~ founded in 1893, in protest
against theological declension
- and, by 1915, this was a sub-
stantial though overwhelmingly
Highland dencmination.

The St Jude’s congregation in
Glasgow was then enormous,
with over 1000 worshippers,
and each Sabbath the Macleans
walked from their tenement to
sermon, morning and night - in
all, a16-mile tramp. i

As a young man, he trained
for accountancy in the employ
of Thomas Galbraith, of standing
in both commerce and statecraft:
the first Lord Strathclyde and the
patriarch of a Tory dynasty. He
took a keen interest in this clev-
er young man and had hopes of
mentoring him in Unionist poli-
tics. MacLean certainly acquired

much West End polish from
Galbraith; but any parliamentary
ambitions were derailed by the
Second World War — MacLean
was a firstlieutenant in the
Royal Navy - and profound spir-
itual experience,

He was still only 19 when,
under the preaching of his
Lewis-born pastor Rev Roder-
ick MacKenzie, coming to
sonalfaithinchrist.AndinlgirS
Maclean was accepted as a stu-
dent for the ministry. His train-
ing was intense, capped with a
summer in a manse where
he endured a ruthless immer-
sion-course in Gaelic - and to
remarkable pulpit fluency.

Donald MacLean was ordained
to the charge of Portree on 30
December, 1948. Of tireless en-
ergy and joyous preaching skills,
he built up a neglected parish so
effectively that he had latterl:
over 100 attending his nudweel{
prayer meeting. (He was also
wickedly christened “Frankie”
by the local schoolboys; dash-
ing and brillantined, Maclean
did rather resemble a popular
crooner of the day.)

Shortly after his ordination,
Maclean married the gentle
Grace MacQueen, from Daviot;
she bore him 1;01[[ ch.i]dmll:'l and,
through nearly 60 years of bliss-
ful union, was his strength and

stay.

On 14 June, 1960, Maclean was
ind to his boyhood charge
of St Jude’s Glasgow, launching
a notable 40-year pastorate. It
proved one of the great teaching
ministries anywhere in post-war
Scotland. MacLean commanded
the pulpit like the bridge of a
battleship, with sweeping ges-
ture and that extraordinary,
surging voice; he spoke in per-
fect prose, from minimal notes.

Even by 1960, though, Donald
MacLean led in other respects.
He was for some years editor of
the Young People’s Magazine
and, from 1958 to 1986, was the
Church’s theology tutor. This
was sacrificial work; he trained
dozens of ministers and out-

lived a distressing number. (Of
the four students in his very first
class, only one survives him.)
MacLean not only served three
times as Moderator of Synod but
- most unusually - from 1992, in
two consecutive years, presiding
at the Church's centenary event
at Edinburgh in May 1993. He was
also instrumental in the founda-
tion of the Blythswood Tract So-
ciety in 1966, by a group of Glas-
gow students, he never
won proper credit for it and de-
plored its later subversion.
w_lThls reflected what, from the
ly 1970s, became a building
ideological rift within the Free
Presbyterian Church, between
those determmed to uphold
what was already a distinctive,
demanding witness (earnest, ro-
bustly Protestant, but profound-
ly Christ-centred) and those
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keener on a sort of gloopy, high-
minded pietism.

There were big personalities
on both sides and by the time
MacLean in 1977 became Clerk of
Synod ~ the most influential of-
fice in the Church - there was in-
cessant confrontation. MacLean
was not invariably right; and
—never one to suffer fools gladly
— he could be most abrasive. But
to lead is to choose, to commit;
and at the cost of vilification
rather than compliments.

And these were
years. By the late 1980s, the Free
Presbyterian Church was fight-
ing for her soul, and this far
more underpinned the Lord
Mackay affair than the notional
issue of the Mass. (There was
not a bigoted bone in MacLean’s
body: for some years, he and the
then-Archbishop Winning often

shared a train home from Scot-
tish Office consultancy in Edin-
burgh, and with great and jolly
craic.) In the event - amid fright-
ful publicity - Lord Mackay’s
MpenmonasaFmePresbytenm
elder was confirmed by a whis-
per in 1989, and the Church split
from top to bottom, with many
adherents seceding to form the
Associated Presbyterian Church-
es. It was a tough time.

- In 1930, Maclean unexpect-
edly quit as Clerk of Synod He
wanted now to concentrate on
the pulpit, especially the peri-

patetic round of communion
seasons around a Church now
rather short of ministers. He ra-
tioned his energies intelligently
and thus held down the Glasgow
pastorate until February 2000,
only retiring once he could no
longer drive.

Maclean nevertheless put
in a stint as interim modera-
tor of Fort William, preached
frequently until surviving an
unpleasant illness in 2006, and
more thereafter and
till almost the end.

uncommeon in
gelicalism: a boundless opti-
mism; that the best was yet to
come. Yet each step back, in the
face of inexorable old age, was
taken at just the right time and
with cheerful wisdom.

On the last retreat - in 2007,
with Grace, to the Church’s care-
home in Inverness, he embraced
it as a ministry itself, establishing
himself as more president than
resident and where tough old
holiness and an emerging, play-
ﬁllstreakendmtedhunmaﬂ.l-le
bore Grace’sdeaﬂ'l,::lleOO&mﬂl
extraordinary, spiritual serenity.

Mr MacLean had all his facul-
ties to the end, dressed immacu-
lately, and till recent weeks en-
joyed the minimal morning walk
- still as erect as the day he sailed
out to fight the U-boats, and al-
most as handsome.

He never looked his age, never

lost a majestic unflappability. In
a telephone conversation only
seven weeks ago, memo-
ries of the (lydebank Blitz, he
was as sharp and engaged as ever;
the last illness was but a few gen-
tle days.
In 1989, some of us thought
that Rev Donald Maclean had
only steered his Church on to
the rocks. Over two decades
Iater, with the APC sliding from
obscurity into oblivion and with
several of its ministers wilting
into the Church of Scotland and
ever more ridiculous positions
(Lord Mackay’s former Edin-
burgh minister, for instance, led
a shameless manoeuvre in 2008
to shut down the General As-
sembly debate on homosexual-
ity) the scale of what was at stake
is now apparent.

The Free have
survived; battered, but unbowed.
The witness endures, unabashed.
MacLean in the late Eighties held
to that stand, and at high per-
sonal cost: but he was brave, and
he was right.

JOHN MACLEOD

glider with an especially impor-
tant — and heavy - load He was
transporting over the Channel a
four-man anti-gun detachment
with Jeep and trailer.
Unfortunately, as he ap-
proached the French coastline
the towing aircraft had to release
the tow yarn because it had hit
turbulent weather conditions.
Dow thi_:tefog) made a forced
landing far m the pre-
arranged drop area. Worse he
was behind enemy lines. He was
immediately surrounded by Ger-
man troops and taken prisoner.
Dow was put in a temporary
POW camp and underwent in-
tensive interrogation near Char-
tres before being transported in
a crammed bus to Paris. From
there, he was shoved into a rail

wagon which had the delightful
stgn “40 men or 8 hors-
es”. It was then that Dow showed
his initiative and bravery.

Dow and some other POWs
had found a metal bar under a
seat of the bus and smuggled it
on to the train. He then forced
open a ventilator and, with his
colleagues, scrambled out on to
the buffers.

The jump - while the train
was movmg at speed - was nei-

_nor simple. But Dow
and his ds made the leap to
safety and met up in Rheims.

From there — with no knowl-
edge of the area or even the
simplest of maps — they headed
south and were clandestinely
in touch with the French uni
ground, who sheltered and fed

them. Despite some hazardous
moments with German troops
in the area, all was well.

There was one particular tense
moment. In a remote village
Dow and the others had jumped
into a truck full of barrels of beer
after there was an alarm of a Ger-

gl:_al trol passing by. The truck
ven off at speed and a
Gemnnpohcemmwasgraunus
enough to halt the traffic so that
it could get through a road block
at aroundabout.

turned to England where he
was sent to an officer training
college. Thereafter, he briefly re-
joinedtheGliderPilotchiment
in Egypt before finishing the war

with the 6th Airborne Division
in Palestine. On being demobi-
lised in 1946, Dow returned to
reading la:dfthmanagﬂ'nmthe : &Or;r?c{
i t

forestry. Aberdeen University
informed him that all the places
on the course were taken and
suggested he studied medicine,

That he did and qualified
in 1950 and after two years in
the University Hospital of Ja-
maica, where he met his wife,
Dow joined a general practice at
North Hylton in Sunderland.

Healso worked at various ARE
departments and in 1973 was ap-
pointed a senior consultant at
Sunderland Royal Hospital

A senior colleague, Ram Ban-
erjee, said of Dow: “Sandy was
a remarkable man, modest and

immensely capable. For exam-
le, he never spoke to me about
is heroic war record.

“He was devoted to his work,
his colleagues and his patients.
Away from work, Sandy was
delightful company - a lover of
music and a wine connoisseur.
He supported the Washington
Arts Centre. When he retired
in 1988, 1 made the at
his farewell dinner when I
retired in 2000 he spoke at my
farewell dinner. Sandy was a
great friend and colleague.”

It was typical of Dr Dow that
the announcement of his death
in the n included the

ewspapers
following: “On his own declara-

tion, his was the happiest of lives.
If urged to do anything, his wish
was to have you simply plant

a tree, somewhere, anywhere,
—and smile.” Such was the man.
Dr Dow's wife, Anne, pre-
de ceased him and he is survived
by two sons and two
ALASDAIR STEVEN
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