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WELCOME TO THE 100th ISSUE OF  

THE GATE 

Welcome to 2021 and another online edition of The Gate.  

 

This is the 100th edition of St Paulôs magazine in this layout ð well, 

The Gateôs normal if printed layout! Naturally, we have included a look 

at the history of parish magazines and how St Paulôs magazine has 

developed over the years. We also look to the future and invite every-

one to be involved in taking the magazine forward to reflect the best 

of St Paulôs in the community of Whitley Bay. 

 

Please keep everyone at St Paulôs in your prayers and we hope to see 

you all again very soon. 

The Gate at 100 
Once again we hope that you enjoy reading a new edition of The 

Gate. As you know, we would normally print and sell copies of the 

magazine at Ã1 each edition, and it is one of the ways we raise much 

needed funds for St Paulôs.  

 

If you would like to acknowledge receiving and reading the magazine,  

donations can be made in the usual ways to Lilian Martin, using any 

of the methods on the Giving page of the website or in the box at the 

back of church marked The Gate: St Paulôs magazine. Thank you.  

Issue 100  January/February 2021  

Connecting church and community  

THE GATE  

Parish Magazine of St 

Paulôs Whitley Bay 

https://www.saintpaulswhitleybay.org.uk/giving/
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Letter from the Vicar 

Revd John Vilaseca 

Dear Brothers and Sisters in Christ 

This year we will not be able to have the candles procession in church, 

however it will still be Candlemas. Our task is to bring the light of    

Jesus, the light of hope to the world. In this spirit, I invite you to light 

a candle at home on February 2nd. When you light the candle say a 

prayer for all those who need hope, protection, and support; that the 

light of Jesus may be lit in their hearts. Place the candle in a prominent 

place in your home or in the window so the candlelight shines forth. 

Let the light of Jesus, the hope and love we have received from him 

shine forth in our life and in our world. Let us become light bearers this 

Candlemas.  

 

 

Lord God, the springing source of everlasting light, pour into the hearts 

of your faithful people the brilliance of your eternal splendour, that we, 

who by these kindling flames light up this temple to your glory, may 

have the darkness of our souls dispelled. Amen.  

Services at St Paulôs 
 

Services at St Paulôs are currently (from January 14th) online only. 

All Eucharist services are livestreamed via Zoom and on YouTube 

Morning prayer is livestreamed via Zoom. 

 

   Eucharist: Wednesday 10am  

   Eucharist: Sunday 10am  

    

   Morning Prayer: Monday to Thursday 9am 

      Saturday 9:30am 

Candlemas has always been one of my favourite days of the year. 

When I was a child, I loved Candlemas because that meant we were 

getting the morning off school. Although I attended a non-religious 

state school, Candlemas was the only day when all the students 

from my village school would attend Mass together. After the Eucha-

rist and procession with candles, everyone used to get three candles 

blessed by our Parish Priest. These three blessed candles were kept 

home, and we used to light them only on special occasions or stormy 

days to pray for protection. They were very special candles.  

 

Candlemas is a special time of the year. We turn our back to winter, 

and we look forward to spring. Forty days after Christmas, February 

2nd traditionally marks the end of the Christmas season, and back 

home we used to keep the crib until then. Candlemas commemo-

rates the Presentation of Christ in the Temple and celebrates that 

Jesus is the light that overcomes the darkness of this world.  

 

The candles we light during the Candlemas procession, and the 

blessed candles I used to take home as a child, they represent the 

light of hope and faith that shines in our darkened world. Light is 

fundamental for our life; we need light to survive. Light is the source 

of all life. Think how important light is in our life and in the life of all 

living beings.  

 

Absence of light makes us feel sad, lost, ill and anxious. The amount 

of natural light, we are exposed to, is one of the factors that affects 

our mental health and wellbeing. In these unpredictable times we 

need light more than ever. And we also need to be light bearers, 

bringing light to those who are in darkness, that means to bring   

Jesusô light to those who need a comforting word and a friendly   

gesture.  
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This issue of St Paulôs parish magazine is number 100. But that is only 

number 100 under its current format and with the current name of 

The Gate. It is however a very appropriate time to look back at past 

magazines, evaluate the current magazine and look to the future. 

 

I am writing this surrounded by piles of old magazines, a copy of   

every one I have had the honour, pleasure and worry of producing 

and a copy of nearly all those previous to that, all the way back to 

number 1 in May 2004. St Paulôs has been producing a magazine for 

far longer than that but, timing is, of course, everything. I know there 

are bound copies of a selection of magazines in the Local History   

section of North Shields library and some are also archived at Wood-

horn, but just right now, because of the current lockdown, all these 

are out of bounds. Fortunately I do have a list of those in North 

Shields which gives an interesting look back to the names of previous 

incarnations of the magazines. These also seem to have varied in size, 

frequency of publication, cost and use of national inserts. 

 

Originally published as part of Parish Magazine there are copies from 

1911, 1915 and 1916. It then was produced as a calendar year book 

called Blotter in the 1920s before becoming Whitley Bay Church Notes 

in the 1930s, St Paulôs Magazine in the 1950s through to becoming St 

Paulôs News in the 1990s and then St Paulôs magazine again in the 

early 2000s. On my list of things to do was to scan in these old copies 

for our own archives; it was very near the bottom of the list though 

and sadly, just when it would have been so useful to have ticked it off, 

I havenôt yet got round to it.  

 

An article on the beginnings of Parish magazines from Graham Fuller, 

Association of Church Magazine Editors, shows how a young clergy-

man in Derby, John Erskine Clarke set up a society to help the poor of 

the neighbourhood to begin saving and improve their homes and lives. 

In 1858 he launched a monthly publication, Our Happy Home Union, 

to keep the members of the society informed of the programme of  

activities, which led to him making available a publication which all 

clergy could use in their parishes. The core of the magazine was to be 

standard throughout the country and clergy could then have their own 

pages printed with local information. The contents included articles 

about Christian devotion, church teaching, natural history,  biography 

and topography. Poetry was a regular feature and each month there 

was a short sermon by some notable ecclesiastic such as Charles 

Kingsley and each issue was enhanced by high quality illustrations. 

The idea was soon copied and other inserts began to be published, 

some of which have been used by St Paulôs over the years.  

 

From the beginning, parish magazines have also carried adverts, a 

few for local businesses in addition to those in the national inserts. 

Mavis McMahon, on page 5 sets out how, around 1990, St Paulôs be-

gan    including more local adverts and how this has been maintained 

and developed ever since. Over the years, The Gate has also seen 

changes in the number of pages, the introduction of colour covers and 

a price increase but has always focussed on contributions from the 

congregation ï on very wide ranging subjects! ï as well as sharing 

parish information and reporting on parish events. Extracts from an 

article by Brian Moss in issue 36 (see p5) describe entering copies of 

The Gate in a competition. They didnôt win, but the article gives a lot 

to think about as to the aim, content and publication of parish maga-

zines which it may be good for us to keep in mind.  

 

And now we have had to make significant changes due to the Corona-

virus pandemic and the lockdowns. We have worked hard to maintain 

continuity of production of The Gate and have adapted to the condi-

tions but always with a view to reviewing once things got ñback to 

normalò. Putting the magazine online has had the benefit of allowing 

the use of much more colour and the inclusion of more photographs. 

We have long been aware that our current printing facility has not 

been able to reproduce photographs very well and the print layout is 

not restricted - which has helped with adding in last minute copy! 

However, it has involved producing a second, abridged version of each 

edition to distribute to all those without access to the online versions.   

 

Not being able to print and sell copies has, of course meant that we 

have had no income from the magazine since January 2020, though 

grateful thanks are given to all those who have made donations in lieu 

Looking backé.. éé.looking forward 

The Gate 
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We made a start on  asking a few people what they like about  -  or 

donôt like!  -  about The Gate and immediate responses are that it is 

indeed a good read. Phew!!! 

In no particular order, people have responded saying: 

¶ It is a good read 

¶ We have a good blend of spiritual, social, general interest and fun 

articles é and some articles tick several of the boxes!  

¶ It is good to have it on line 

¶ I look forward to having a paper copy again 

¶ There is a good balance of spiritual and general articles 

¶ I like Mowgliôs articles the best 

¶ It would be good to include more of the world outside St Paulôs 

¶ We have a very talented congregation writing for the magazine 

¶ I love whatôs already thereé..and thereôs scope for branching out! 

of ñbuyingò their copy. The lockdown has also affected the ability to 

promote the adverts. Initially we included updates on each adver-

tiserôs position but we have not felt able to ask advertisers to renew 

their payments knowing we were not providing the circulation as    

before, which has led to another drop in income.  

 

Now we look to the future. And that is very much in the hands of the 

congregation. The magazine team is committed to maintaining the 

production of The Gate  - online and abridged for as long as necessary 

ï but would then be looking to getting back to some form of printed, 

paper copy sold to parishioners and once again including paid for    

advertising. I know I am not alone in preferring to read from a piece 

of paper, and one thing that has come out of this is the desire/need to 

ensure we have some form of preserved history while embracing    

developments in technology.  

 

In reflecting on the future of The Gate I have also spent time looking 

at parish magazines from some local, and not so local, churches which 

has been an interesting exercise. It would be easy to be envious of the 

publishing and printing capabilities of some churches and have had to 

step back from being smug about The Gate including so much more 

than lists of services and the tea rota. And it is useful to refer to the 

criteria mentioned in Brianôs article (p5) about what a parish magazine 

should be as in the end it comes down to what our magazine is for. It 

is called The Gate for a reason  -  as the connection between the 

church and the community. Indeed, the strapline on every copy is 

Connecting Church and Community and we may need to keep this in 

mind as we move forward.  

 

We have lots of exciting ideas that could include looking at developing 

subscriptions for paper and/or online copies but would love to hear 

what people at St Paulôs would like. So over to you. Please get in 

touch and let us know your thoughts; on format, content, distribution, 

price,  éééé offers of helpéé..! 

 

And lastly, I want to thank everyone who has helped to keep St Paulôs 

magazine going over the years, and particularly in this last difficult 

year. As we move forward I am sure the people of Whitley Bay and St 

Paulôs will ensure the next 100 issues are even more amazing! 

Some regular items that have featured in The Gate or could 

feature in future editions. Are these some of the things you 

would like to see? What other things would you like to see?  

 

Letter from the Vicar, prayers, items about saints, liturgical calendar 

Updates on the church building, PCC activities 

Information about St Paulôs services, events, Parish Centre 

Reports on St Paulôs activities, organisations, events, music, Mowgli 

Childrenôs page, crossword puzzles, sudoko, cartoons, jokes, poems 

Personal introductions, articles about members of the congregation 

Articles from/about the local community, local history, organisations  

Articles from/about other churches, faiths  

Articles about gardening, crafts, science, art, book reviews, recipes 

From the registers, history of St Paulôs, guide to the building  

Updates from people who have moved away, about past members 

Adverts for local businesses 

 

Please do get in touch: you can ring or email with your thoughts, 

comments, ideas é.and offers of help. Thank you. 

 

 

A good read 

Mary Evans 
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The magazine advertisements 

Mavis McMahon writes about the part local businesses have 

played in supporting St Paulôs through advertising in the  

parish magazines over the years in all its different formats.  

If I had been warned to keep a record of when 

the advertisements first appeared in the Church 

Magazine I would have found this article easier to 

write. However, having done nothing of the kind I 

am now trawling my memory for some relevant 

facts.  

 

Our newly appointed Vicar was Rev Norman Banks and Marina Gunn 

as one of our Church Wardens was the Editor of our new church maga-

zine. We happily submitted pieces for this new venture. Then I was 

approached to drive a new initiative of offering space in the magazine 

for advertisers. I worked with our Curate on this - tossing ideas about 

as one does. The reason for trying to attract an income was to pay the 

costs of producing the magazine. From then on it was my mission to 

identify possible advertisers - pay visits to them - try to sell the idea of 

advertising with us and attempt to interest them in spending money 

each year. Fortunately, as it was almost a novel idea, we were quite 

successful. Through the years there have been changes - some adver-

tisers deciding not to continue for a variety of reasons and new people 

coming forward. It has always been fun to welcome new ones.  

 

So was born the section of our magazine which still continues to    

support the costs of producing it. With subsequent editors improving 

the magazine out of all imaginings we should be truly proud of all the 

improvements which have been made through the years.  

 

I remember being told in the early days that the advertisers were  

supporting the church rather than we were supporting them. Tribute 

has to be paid to those stalwarts who have continued to support us. It 

behoves us then to remember to support our advertisers as much as 

we can. If anyone needs to be given any information about them I can 

be contacted because I make it a policy and a pleasure to try them 

out.  

An advert from an 

early issue of The Gate 

The Gate led nowhere

Extracts from an article by Brian Moss in Issue 32, August 2009 about taking a       

selection of editions of The Gate to a Parish Magazine competition. 

On a sunny day in May 2009, Maureen and I set out for the city of 

London fairly confident that we'd win at least one of the prizes on of-

fer. However, it wasn't long before our high hopes were dashed to the 

ground, and on the following day we returned to Whitley Bay empty 

handed. So, where had we gone wrong? I mean, the magazine team 

works hard to make The Gate attractive and interesting. 

 

The Association for Church Editors exists to encourage those involved 

with the production of a church magazine by awarding prizes for  

publications considered to be worthy of praise. And this year the    

Association chose Central Hall Westminster as the venue for its 

Awards Scheme. Central Hall Westminster is a magnificent building 

and we thoroughly enjoyed being there, but, we were there to win a 

prize and were disappointed when we didn't, and, no doubt, you may 

wonder why the magazine of St Paul's Parish Church Whitley Bay  

didn't even get a mention. 

 

Well, six judges with a background in publication spent about four 

weeks going through dozens of entries, mindful that what the church 

has to say through its magazine needs to be 'clearly proclaimed     

between an attractive, colourful and inviting cover to tempt the read-

er to look inside, and, once there, to see not just articles of parochial 

interest (well complemented by graphical elements to create visual 

interest) but also a clear Christian message directed at the wider 

community. Furthermore, the judges were looking for a publication 

brought to life by the 'impressive use of photographs and other 

graphic elements. Those commended had circulations of up to 500, 

which, in some cases, were distributed to every home in the parish. 

 

It seems that in the eyes of the judges The Gate fell a little short of 

these ideals. On reflection, perhaps it is 'too inward looking', and, 

with a circulation of less than a hundred directed mainly at Sunday 

congregations, of limited interest to the community at large. Perhaps 

too, it could be used to greater effect as an instrument of evangelism. 

Our own feeling ... the expression 'we was robbed' comes readily to 

mind. 
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In the words of Oscar Wilde: óMemory is like a diary which we carry 

with us throughout lifeô. And with that in mind, Iôd like to turn a page 

or two from my past and bring to light a little more about the óolden-

daysô in the Parish of Saint Paul Whitley Bay; especially memories of 

the Anglican Young Peopleôs Association; or the A.Y. as it was known. 

So, let me tell you a couple of little stories, and Iôll try not to waffle. 

 

It was Christmas Eve 1953 and the A.Y. was about to go carol singing. 

I remember borrowing a wheeled bogey and a harmonium from 

somewhere which we pushed along to the town centre just outside 

Woolworths. There were about eight of us, and under a starlit sky we 

started to sing our first carol. Unfortunately, Iôd forgotten to bring a 

seat and had to pedal-pump the harmonium with just one leg: and 

believe me, it wasnôt easy to stand on one leg, sing, play and fill the 

bellows at same time. The memory of that frosty evening along with 

so many other A.Y. occasions remains with me to this day. Truth to 

tell, 1 was reluctant to leave those days behind. 

 

However, the moving finger of time wrote and along came national 

service. And when I learned that married servicemen were entitled to 

five pounds a week marriage allowance, I persuaded my A.Y. girl-

friend Maureen to bring forward the date for making me an honest 

man: calculating that by the end of my military service weôd have 

saved-up the deposit for a home of our own. She accepted my pro-

posal and I was granted a weekôs leave to get married. 

 

It was a cold February day in 1956, It had just started to snow and it 

was our wedding day. Maureen had arranged for the ceremony to be 

conducted by the then incumbent of Saint Paulôs, the Rev. Francis 

Hedley, only to discover that he was about to up-sticks and take on 

the Rectorship of All Saints, Rothbury. This, as you can imagine, 

caused panic all round. However, Rev Hedley got in touch to say he 

intended to keep his promise and would drive down, hail, rain or snow 

to St Paulôs to conduct our wedding ceremony as planned. But, what 

he didnôt bargain for was the un-

expected snowfall that blocked 

his road out of Rothbury. What 

happened next appeared in the 

Whitley Bay Guardian for all to 

see.  

***** 
Another little story comes to mind 

when in 2004 I became the pro-

ducer of The Gate magazine. It 

reminded me of the aforemen-

tioned Francis Hedley and his time at All Saints Rothbury. In the early 

days of his incumbency there he produced a parish magazine, and, in 

the days before computers and the internet, he had to make two train 

journeys from Rothbury to the printers in Newcastle: first with the 

typewritten drafts and again to collect the proofs. Thatôs commitment 

for you. I have many memories of my seven years producing the mag-

azine but Iôll end with an extract from my diary: 

Wednesday 26 May 2004.  

Spent time in the upper room of the parish centre printing Issue 

One of The Gate, Saint Paulõs brand new magazine. Back 

home, Maureen helped me to fold and staple the pages. What 

would I have done without her.  

LOOKING BACK (part 2)  

Brian Moss with some further memories of his wife Maureen,  

St Paulôs and his time as editor of The Gate 

Issue 1 contained:  
 

Details of the church services, the new PCC and 

whatôs on in the Parish Centre  

Articles on the Holy Spirit, prayer, flowers in 

church, Fair Trade and the placing of the figure 

of the risen Christ in the family corner 

Reports on a trip to York Minster, Sunday Club, 

Lent lunches, and a recruitment drive for the 

music group 

Adverts for the summer fair and festival and an All Age event at 

Tynemouth Priory 

And an item on the doctrine of feline sedentation! 
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The Vicarage Cat:  

Mowgliôs corner 

Meow! 

It is fitting to reproduce here an item that Beryl wrote for The Gate 

in Advent 2017. 

When asked for my favourite hymn, I found it difficult to       

pinpoint just one. As the church seasons come round I look  

forward to certain hymns; Let all mortal flesh keep silent at 

Christmas and O worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness at 

Epiphany. There are also so many lovely praising and thanks-

giving one to relate to.  

 

However, there is one I never tire of ï The king of love my 

shepherd is. The third verse, I feel, is very special: 

 

Perverse and foolish oft I strayed  - oh yes, thatôs me! 

But yet in love he sought me -  the use of the word sought has 

 such a rich connotation 

And on his shoulder gently laid  -  I think it is only recently I 

 realised what depth and strength the word gently has 

And home rejoicing brought me.  -  rejoicing is such a lovely, 

 unconditional word 

And so Good Shepherd may I sing they praise   -  however 

 croaky my voice gets! 

Within thy house for ever. 

 

Rest in peace Beryl, safe in Godôs house for ever. 

Beryl Carter  

We know that everyone will be saddened to 

hear the news that our friend, Beryl, died on 

Tuesday 19th January 2021. 

Beryl was a faithful member of the          

congregation, always positive and cheerful 

with such great generosity of spirit. Our lives 

have all been enriched for having known her 

and we give thanks for her loving influence 

on every one of us. 

Eternal rest grant to her O Lord and may 

perpetual light shine upon her. 

Christmas has been and gone and as we leave the long and tedious 

month of January behind, we begin February with renewed energy. 

Like you, I need all the energy I can get to cope with my lodgers. It 

was not enough with the Vicar that now I must deal with Alfie. He is 

daft as a brush and he is getting bigger and bigger.  

 

As time goes by, the Vicar is allowing Alfie more access to rooms in 

the house. Alfie is now allowed in the office and the sitting room,    

always under supervision of course. Thank goodness, the perpetual 

class order between cats and dogs has been safeguarded. I can have 

the free use of the whole house, whereas the dog is only allowed 

downstairs. You see how this is a matter of class and good breeding: 

cats always belong upstairs not downstairs.  

 

After several attempts from Alfie to approach me in a friendly way to 

play, I have to say I am getting more relaxed and confident in getting 

a bit closer to him. With caution and strict boundaries, of course. I 

guess I might be mellowing. It must be that I am terribly bored. Any-

how, we might be able to share the same room and live happily, but 

we will never ever share the same bed, that would be far too much.  
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Thank you for inviting Paul and I to    

introduce ourselves to you via the Parish 

Magazine. I will tell you something about 

myself, especially my faith journey, and 

also give some idea of how I may be able 

to contribute to the life and mission of 

St. Paulôs, Whitley Bay in the future. 

 

I grew up in Bangkok where my Father 

worked as a businessman for a British 

company for 22 years. After school and 

secretarial college, I worked at the Brit-

ish Embassy in Bangkok which is where I 

met Paul. As Paul worked for the Diplomatic Service, we had several 

foreign postings. During this time, I studied for a Biology Degree with 

the Open University and then trained as a Primary School Teacher. I 

loved teaching and it was a conveniently portable profession. 

 

It was during our time in South Africa (1989-93) that my faith deep-

ened, and I felt called to ministry. I worked with a Community Devel-

opment project in The Winterfeld in Bophuthatswana, one of the 

óHomelands,ô situated about an hourôs drive from Pretoria. The project 

originally worked with the Catholic Sisters of Mercy and Operation 

Hunger to establish a food relief programme and grew to provide a 

clinic, adult literacy classes, a pre-school and primary school, home 

industries and baby clinics. I was ordained as a Deacon in Pretoria 

Cathedral in 1992. After South Africa we returned to England and I 

was ordained as Priest in Southwark, South London in 1995. I worked 

as a Curate in Wimbledon for three years and then part-time for a year 

with the Chaplaincy in Brixton Prison before we were posted back to 

Thailand. 

 

In some ways it was lovely for us to be back in Thailand, but I was not 

able to work with the church there as the Anglican church in Thailand 

did not accept the ordination of women to the priesthood. After this 

second spell in Thailand Paul and I went our separate ways for a while. 

I went to work for ten years in an inner-city parish in Bristol whilst 

Paul remained working in London and worshipped at a church in Kent. 

In 2012 I returned to London and served for 6 years as the Rector of 

Bow Church in Tower Hamlets, another inner-city multi-cultural parish 

but in East London. It is always difficult to evaluate church ministry 

and, in each parish, it has primarily been love for and of the congrega-

tion and community which has inspired me. However, the projects 

which encouraged me most were two. In Bristol it was redeveloping 

our crypt to create a youth centre and recording studio in partnership 

with the council, whereas in Bow it was bringing together many local 

agencies to create an independent Foodbank and Advice Centre. The 

Bow Foodbank continues to serve the community and is currently help-

ing over 600 people each week. 

 

In 2018 I turned 60 and decided to retire in order to be able to spend 

more time with our family. We have two children, James who is an  

Actor/Musician married to Tracey who is a Stage Manager. They have a 

daughter, Aveline who is 4 years old and currently being home 

schooled by her rather frazzled parents! Our daughter Rachel has just 

set up an on-line yoga teaching business and her husband, Kieran 

works in TV production. They have a son, Freddie who is 20 months 

old. I very much enjoy being able to spend time with our grand-

children and before the current crisis was able to give quite a lot of 

child-care support. 

 

I have loved Northumberland since I first visited with Paul over 40 

years ago and we are both so happy to have been able to move here 

last year. I love the sea and enjoy jogging on the beach every morning 

with George, our Norfolk Terrier. I also enjoy yoga, having been      

encouraged by Rachel, and am now able to practice every morning 

looking out over beautiful Whitley Bay.  

Debbie and Paul: 

settling into Whitley Bay and St Paulôs 

Debbie Frazer and Paul Haggie moved to Whitley Bay and began 

coming to St Paulôs shortly before the first lockdown which meant 

that they have not been able to meet us all and get to know us all 

properly. They have written to introduce themselves so that as soon 

as we are all together again we can truly welcome them into the 

family of St Paulôs. 
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We have been delighted to find that our Parish Church of St. Paulôs is 

so friendly and full of life and that Fr. John is so inspiring and welcom-

ing. We would like to get involved and help with the work here as   

appropriate. I would be happy to take services and preach if required, 

but my primary calling has always been to serve those who are poor, 

marginalised or lonely. I have been a member of the Society of St. 

Francis for nearly 20 years and love for the poor and all creation is at 

the heart of Franciscan Spirituality. I hope that I may be able to help 

with community projects and possibly with children, but this will, of 

course, depend on the vision of Fr. John and the PCC. 

 

 

 

 

 

In contrast to Debbie, I am a local lad, 

having been born in Cramlington 

where my dad ran the village garage 

at High Pit for many years. After     

primary school at Shankhouse I went 

on to the RGS Newcastle and then 

read History at Manchester University. 

In summer vacations I worked as a 

lifeguard on the Long Sands ï proba-

bly the smallest lifeguard on the North 

East coast! 

 

The Parish in which I was both baptised and confirmed was therefore 

St Nicholas, Cramlington. After my parents moved from High Pit to 

Cullercoats during my teens, my local church became St Georgeôs, 

whilst at Manchester I attended the lively evangelical Holy Trinity, 

Platt Lane. The vicar at Platt Lane was Michael Baughen, a gifted 

preacher who went on to succeed John Stott as Rector at All Souls, 

Langham Place in London. It was therefore natural that, when I ended 

up doing historical research in London after graduation, I became a 

member of his congregation there. I still consider myself extraordinari-

ly lucky that, during my university years when many young people 

abandon the church, I found two such excellent teachers as Michael 

and John. 

After completing my research, I joined the Diplomatic Service where 

I spent the next thirty years. During this time, I served twice in      

Thailand, where I met and married Debbie, in Pakistan and in South 

Africa. I spent a total of nearly eight years in a Buddhist country, 

four in a Muslim state and four in a country where the Anglican 

Church under Desmond Tutu was playing a pivotal political role in the 

transition to majority rule. Again, I was extraordinarily lucky to have 

my horizons broadened by this exposure to other societies, other 

faiths and other ways of doing church. 

 

My final overseas posting ended in 2001, and as Debbie and I had 

decided, amicably, to go our separate ways at that point, I based 

myself in the old Historic Dockyard in Chatham ï an excellent place 

for a former Naval Historian. My local church became the Ecumenical 

Parish of St John, an inner-city partnership between the Anglicans 

and the URC.  

 

I served there for seventeen years, qualifying as a Reader in 2012. 

During this time Debbie and I got back together so, when the ecu-

menical partnership was dissolved in 2017, I joined the Parish of St 

Mary, Bow in East London, where Debbie was the Rector. There I 

helped out at the Food Bank and with fundraising for a restoration 

project for this historic church.  

 

Which brings us to Debbieôs retirement and our subsequent decision 

to relocate to my home turf. It has been a long journey for that little 

lad from what was then still a mining village in Northumberland, and 

I cannot express how pleased I am to have come home, and to have 

found such a friendly and welcoming community at St Paulôs.  

 

I look forward to getting to know everyone better once we can actu-

ally (a) see each other and (b) communicate more coherently than a 

bunch of masked bandits. And I look forward to working with Fr John 

in whatever capacity I can be useful. 
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Candlemas 

In bygone centuries, Christians said their last fare-

wells to the Christmas season on Candlemas, 2 

February. This is exactly 40 days after Christmas 

Day itself. 

 

In New Testament times 40 days old was an important age for a   

baby boy: it was when they made their first ópublic appear-

anceô.  Mary, like all good Jewish mothers, went to the Temple with 

Jesus, her first male child ï to ópresent Him to the Lordô.  At the 

same time, she, as a new mother, was ópurifiedô.  Thus, we have the 

Festival of the Presentation of Christ in the Temple. 

 

So where does the Candlemas bit come in? Jesus is described in the 

New Testament as the Light of the World, and early Christians devel-

oped the tradition of lighting many candles in celebration of this 

day. The Church also fell into the custom of blessing the yearôs    

supply of candles for the church on this day, hence the name,     

Candlemas. 

 

The story of how Candlemas began can be found in Luke 2:22-

40.  Simeonôs great declaration of faith and recognition of who Jesus 

was is of course found in the Nunc Dimittis, which is embedded in 

the Office of Evening Prayer in the West.  But in medieval times, the 

Nunc Dimittis was mostly used just on this day, during the distribu-

tion of candles before the Eucharist.  Only gradually did it win a place 

in the daily prayer life of the Church. 

 

 

Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace according to 

thy word. 

For mine eyes have seen thy salvation, 

Which thou hast prepared before the face of all people; 

To be a light to lighten the Gentiles and to be the glory of thy 

people Israel.  

Prayer for wisdom and light 
 

Father of all, 

You gave Jesus to be the light of the whole world. 

Help us to receive His light and to reflect it.  

Help us not to limit the extent of your love by the 

restrictions of our own understanding.  

Give us wisdom to look upwards and outwards and 

to allow your Holy Spirit to transform us day by day 

as we serve you.  

Thank you for the gift of wisdom and for those who 

respond to your prompting to find Jesus. 

In His name, 

Amen. 

by Daphne Kitching 

A New Yearôs resolution-prayer 

ï following in His footsteps 
 

Almighty eternal, just and merciful God, grant us 

the desire to do only what pleases you, and the 

strength to do only what you command.   

Cleanse our souls, enlighten our minds, and  

inflame our hearts with your Holy Spirit, that we 

may follow in the footsteps of your beloved Son, 

Jesus Christ. 

 

St Francis of Assisi (1182 ï 1226)  
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My Grandmother, Margaret Isabella Hunter lived in Roxby Gardens 

North Shields. It was, and still is, just behind Wallsend Road. On the 

corner of Wallsend Road, opposite St Joseph's Catholic Church there 

used to be a chemists shop. When I regularly visited her she would 

often send me on an errand to the shop, and it was only ever for 

two medicines. Now, you will all understand that these were the 

1960s when 7 year old boys would be served in a chemist as long as 

you said something like "Mrs Hunter has sent me for ééò Then the 

smiling lady in the long white laboratory coat would grin and hand 

you the package. The two medicines that she would send me for 

would always be Neutradonna and Andrews Liver Salts. I never got 

to know what the Neutradona was for but I always remember, every 

time I asked what the Andrews did, she would say, "It sorts you 

out". 

 

It seemed to me at that age, to be a universal cure all; if Andrews, a 

hot water bottle and a sit down couldn't shift it, then the next stop 

was the doctors. It was only later in my life when my Gran was long 

dead that I learned the story of Andrews Liver Salts and its local 

connection. 

 

Andrews Liver Salts was first sold in 1894, by William 

Henry Scott, a prominent Wesleyan Methodist, and 

William Murdoch Turner. Their business was usually 

importing margarine in the 1870s and 1880s and 

their offices were in Gallowgate, Newcastle. The   

medicinal product which they developed was named 

after St Andrewôs Church nearby, a splendid place of 

worship that dominated the area at that time. The 

trademark "Andrews Liver Salt" was registered in 

1909. From the 1930s, promotional materials recom-

mended taking the salts for "inner cleanliness". Now 

advertising, marketing and sales are not among my 

talents - rest assured if they were, you would have 

heard about them, but I feel that Andrews missed a 

trick by promoting the salts with the "Inner Cleanliness" slogan. "It 

sorts you out" would have been much more effective. 

Just along from Gallowgate on the way towards St Thomas' Church 

is, as you all know, the location of Newcastle University. Professor 

Frederick Pybus was a well-known surgeon from Newcastle upon 

Tyne. In 1908 he lost a young patient after a successful operation 

simply because he felt that they had not been given enough food. 

Subsequently he made sure that his patients were given sugary 

drinks. This was to strengthen patients before they went into sur-

gery, to keep their blood sugar levels up and increase their chances 

of surviving the operation. 

 

Glucozade essentially a mixture of glucose and 

water, was invented by William Walker Hunter in 

1927 to cater for this trade as well as trying to 

help his daughter recover from jaundice His  

premises were in Barras Bridge Newcastle; 

Hunter had taken over the business of pharmacist 

William Owen. Hunter sold the product to the 

Beecham Group in 1938 and it was eventually 

renamed Lucozade. 

 

During this Covid pandemic I have washed my hands more times 

than I care to mention. If I was required to give Northumbria Police 

my fingerprintsé..to rule me out as a suspect obviously....I couldn't 

guarantee that they were the same fingerprints I had last March. 

Outer cleanliness as well as inner cleanliness has been the watch-

word during lockdown. My Grandmother, as a young woman, was in 

service at the house of a Mrs Usher in Tynemouth and I'm sure that 

the daily routine of scouring baths and sinks gave her a lifelong love 

of cleaning products such as Vim, Ajax and, of course, Domestos. 

 

Domestos, as you're going to guess now, was first produced in Hea-

ton in 1929 by Wilfred Augustine Handley. He was a dental mechanic 

and he sold the product door-to-door via salesmen who refilled 

stoneware jars bought by the customers. 

 

It was while living at 309 Chillingham Road that the entrepreneurial 

Wilfred had his big idea. Wilfred was 25 years old when he started to 

dilute and bottle sodium hypochlorite, a waste product bought from 

ICI Billingham, in the familyôs garden shed. Using the product     

Hope, reinvention and fresh clean starts 
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Alan Duffy 

originally to whiten dentures he quickly saw alternative uses for his 

new product. 

 

Eventually naming the product was left to 

Wilfred. According to Unilever, in 1929, he 

chose the brand name óDomestosô, from the 

Latin ódomusô meaning house and the Greek 

óosteonô meaning bone, suggesting óbackbone 

of the homeô :- and if you believe that you've 

not lived North of the Coaly Tyne in an NE 

postcode for any length of time. 

 

The Handley family tells it a little differently: Wilfred asked his mother 

what his product should be called. When she asked what it was for and 

he replied, óDomestic use,ó the name óDomestosô suggested itself.  

 

I suppose the moral of that story is:- if in doubt, listen to your 

Mamé.or in my case my Gran- she could sort me out!! 


