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From the editor  
 
 
I’ve just finished reading the selected letters of Miles Kington, 
the humorous writer, about whom I was reminded when I read 
Stewart’s letter about wisdom. It was reputedly Miles Kington who said that 
knowledge is knowing that a tomato is a fruit, while wisdom is not putting it in a 
fruit salad.  
 
When he died, his friends erected a bench for him alongside the Kennet and 
Avon canal with the inscription, “In memory of Miles Kington, who hated this 
spot because there was never anywhere to sit down and enjoy it from”. 
 
Each month I say to Ross, the technical half of the editorial team, “There’s not 
much in the magazine this month”, and each month I’m surprised at how much 
there actually is. For example, we have various splendid unsolicited offerings 
from members of the congregation – how I love those (more, please). You can 
read the rest of Sandy’s reminiscences about his time in Stow; a tale from 
Catherine of going to the (very!) top to get things done; and from Marion an 
account of her experiences of, and involvement with, various Portobello 
churches. You can also read about the Book Club and what they thought of their 
most recent read. 
 
Michelle has as usual been working very hard and tells us about an online 
national youth ministry conference she attended – virtually (there’s a word 
whose meaning has changed) – and about plans she has for sheep at Christmas 
(knitters wanted, please). This is the first “Soundings” reference to Christmas – 
sorry.  
 
Then there are various notices about the restrictions that Covid-19 is putting on 
us and the ways that we can work round these. We have the usual features from 
George and Alison. And can you guess which member of the congregation would 
like to have been a forensic scientist? 
Pam Donaldson  
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From the minister        
 

Dear Friends and Neighbours, 
 

20 gigabytes (GB) of data are currently being copied from my 
computer onto an external hard drive.  That’s a lot of data.  To 

be precise, that is 21,474,836,480 bytes.  It took about 15 minutes. 
 
Wikipedia tells me that, historically, a byte was the number of bits needed to 
encode a single character of text.  20 GB is apparently enough to watch 40 hours 
of online video.  That’s a lot of video. 
 
My 20 GB have primarily been taken up by photos and videos for the Thought for 
the Day, which ran roughly from the end of March until the middle of August.  
Videos and photos and a bit of news to keep us connected. 
 
Many of the more recent videos have been those produced for our Sunday 
worship.  Reflections from the ministers, thoughts on favourite hymns from 
members of the congregation, video loops of entire services and more video loops 
for the quiet reflective times we have offered on Wednesdays and Sundays. 
 
Lots and lots of data. 
 
It’s great to have all that data, knowledge and facts at our fingertips.  All I had to 
do was type into the computer ‘how much is 20 gigabytes?’ and, hey presto, a 
gazillion answers!  Terrific! 
 
But also somewhat overwhelming. 
 
Photos and videos take up lots of space.  Producing videos, with the recording and 
the editing and the sound and the frustrations, takes up a huge amount of time. 
 
To keep us connected, it’s worth it. 
 
I’d still only give it a bronze or silver medal, however. 
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For the gold medal, the gold standard, is face to face contact.  How much we want 
to speak with each other face to face and to sing with each other.  I pondered this 
topic last month. 
 
And the word that comes to mind is wisdom. 
 
Lots of knowledge and facts and data are pretty useless, really, without wisdom. 
 
How do we use the data, the facts, the knowledge?  What questions do we ask?  
What are our souls telling us to pursue?  What are our hearts telling us is 
important? 
 
Wisdom, it seems to me, comes most readily when we interact with others, when 
we converse with them, when we listen to them, when we disagree (amicably, of 
course) with them.  Our horizons open up.  We inhabit the background and history 
and insights of another and see more. 
 
Wisdom comes to us through ‘conversations’ with thinkers and writers and 
leaders of old, found often in books or in art.  One horizon questions, challenges 
and expands our own. 
 
Wisdom comes to us through Christ.  As many would say, Christ is God’s wisdom 
incarnate. 
 
He knew the scriptures inside and out, he knew what made people tick, he saw 
what the powers of the world were doing to those who were most vulnerable. 
 
He met this with gentleness, with understanding, with grace, with healing, with 
sharp words and thunderous challenges. 
 
He met it with a love that was focused, laser like, on God; he met it with a love 
that was widespread and generous and healing. 
 
Wisdom: holding on to that focus and that expansiveness at the same time. 
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Wisdom: holding on to Christ and the love taught, modelled and made manifest. 
 
Wisdom: letting go of all the stuff we have accumulated and resting in the 
presence of the one who created all things and protects all things under the 
shadow of his wings. 
 
We need wisdom more than ever now.  May you find it in the love and life of 
Christ. 
 

Stewart 
 
 
 

Coffee Club  
 
Unfortunately due to seating restrictions the Coffee Club 
will not be able to resume on 7th September as we would 
have hoped. 
 
As soon as seating arrangements can be made more flexible 
then we will be back. 
 
 
 
We will keep you all posted and hopefully we can resume in the not too distant 
future. 
 
Hope you are all well. 
 
Regards 
 
Pat   Joan  
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What next for worship? 
 
The Wednesday evenings have not been particularly well attended, with only 2 
or 3 people coming along each week.  We have therefore decided to suspend the 
mid-week option for the time being and focus on Sunday mornings. 
 
There may be changes soon, but at the moment our current Sunday schedule 
remains: 
 
Quiet Time in the Sanctuary (see below):  
10.00am-11.30am   
 
Zoom Service:  
11.00am-11.30am 
followed by Zoom tea/coffee 
 
Strict social distancing measures will be in place and stewards will be on hand to 
direct you into and from the sanctuary in a safe manner. 
 

We would ask that everyone adheres to the Covid-19 guidance issued by the 
Scottish Government.  In particular, we would encourage people to consider the 
use of face coverings when inside the church and to take advantage of the hand 
sanitisers that have been made available. We also recognise that those who are 
in a vulnerable age group (e.g. over the age of 70) or have an underlying health 
condition may prefer to continue to pray and reflect at home for the foreseeable 
future. 
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Sunday services by telephone. 
Unfortunately last month we didn’t give the full Zoom 
instructions for connecting to Portobello & Joppa Parish Church 
Sunday 11:00am services by telephone. Apologies. 
 

To connect by telephone you need to  
▪ Dial the number 0131 460 1196. 

▪ When instructed, enter on the phone keypad the meeting id as  

831 6018 2258. 

▪ Then press the # key. 

▪ When instructed, enter on the phone keypad the password as 115069. 

▪ Then press the # key. 

 
 
 

The meeting id and password should not change before the end of December 
2020 – this will only change before then for security reasons or if Zoom gets 
updated and we will give as much notice of the change as we can. 
 

For those who can use a PC, laptop, iPad or smartphone, you can connect using 
the Zoom program or app with the same meeting id and password as above. 
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In the quiet spaces  
 
This summer I took part in Now What? - a 24 hour national 

youth ministry conference online presented by Youthscape in 

England.  Youthworkers from around the world watched live on Facebook or 

YouTube to hear keynote speakers and take part in seminars and chat with 

fellow youth workers online. We also each had a workbook to go through with 

exercises to help us reflect on our ministry practice before and during lockdown 

as we discern what comes next as we ease out of lockdown. A week later, I met 

with several paid youth workers in the Church of Scotland on a call.  In this call 

we contextualised all we learned through the conference to our youthwork 

situation in Scotland given our guidelines here that we must work to. 
 

The whole experience was fantastic and generously offered for free by 

Youthscape.  The speakers were inspirational and encouraging.  My favourite 

speaker was Kenda, a Practical Theologian from Princeton Theological Seminary.  

It was her description of our current ministry situation which has made clear to 

me how I’ve been feeling throughout lockdown and why this time coming out of 

lockdown is more stressful than any time I’ve ever known. 
 

Dean said, “Our bricks have turned to sand, in terms of the things we’ve built.  So 

what does it look like if we do youth ministry through sandcastles instead of 

buildings.  What does it look like if what we do is NOT supposed to last?” 
 

No matter what online ministry we do or eventual in-person ministry or events 

we lead, they will all be temporary like sandcastles. The ground is ever shifting 

right now as new guidelines are presented and we reconfigure the next way of 

meeting.  The tide feels relentless as our ground continually shifts underneath 

us.  If what we are doing is not permanent, then what will be lasting for our 

young people?  God. God is everlasting and unchanging.  He is the answer and so 

by focusing on Him and praying, then we will find our next steps through Him. 
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Youthscape provided a workbook with ten reflective exercises to work through 

to help define a youth ministry vision in a Covid-19 world.  A month on, I’ve just 

spent a couple hours this week finishing up the exercises with some prayer 

walks.  Slowly I walked around the Musselburgh promenade and river.  I 

breathed deep and listened to the birds, the water, the wind through the trees 

and the people wandering past. I asked God for direction. I prayed for each 

young person and volunteer in our youth and young adult’s ministry. I asked for 

focus for this ministry.  As I walked and listened for God, it occurred to me how 

much this is a significant part of what our youth ministry should be.  Space for 

Sabbath, space for prayer, quiet moments, time to lament over what has been 

and what was missed and time to slow down life and be with God. 
 

In a recent conversation with young people at BC 2.0 to see what has held the 

most meaning for them at church and what draws them closer to God. Without 

fail, each mentioned the Easter Vigil and in particular the quiet, reflective prayer 

space on offer at that event. They also talked of the quiet weekend away we do 

in the winter.  Both events are so counter-cultural. We unplug from social media 

and sit in the silence. We listen more than we speak.  We relax into God’s love 

and open ourselves to hear Him more. 
 

I wonder if perhaps this is the direction for Breakfast Club and BC 2.0.  Perhaps 

lockdown has given us this gift of time and quiet that we need to hold onto as 

life speeds up again and schools return. Perhaps working to encourage spiritual 

practices and quiet spaces for our young people is what will be needed in the 

future as the relentless busy atmosphere of the world re-emerges.  Perhaps 

encouraging this connection with God throughout the week and not just a 

connection to the hour at Breakfast Club each week will be of most support to 

our young people.  Then when we walk alongside them in faith and build positive 

relationships with them and connection to the church family, we then help them 

to stay connected to our church as they enter adulthood. More importantly, we 

will have helped support them as they travel on a lifelong walk with God. 

Michelle  
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A Pilgrim’s Progress [or a Tale of Three Churches] 

 
 I was the second baby to be christened by the Rev Arthur Robson at 
the start of his fruitful ministry at Windsor Place Church.  
 
I became a Brownie and, in due course, was appointed as “Sixer of 

the Sprites”. I ‘flew’ up to the Guides and attained the position of Patrol Leader 
of the Swallows. 
 
I joined the Sunday School and became a teacher under the leadership of 
Margaret Goodall. 
 
Sunday School was followed by Bible Class under Mr Wight. The next stage was 
Youth Fellowship.  The group was very active including, for example, a visit to 
Wellington School at Penicuik - the boys giving us a thrashing when we took 
them on at billiards. It was at the YF that I first met Willie who, I discovered, 
stayed round the corner from where I lived.  
 
We joined the Badminton Club. We were never good enough to become 
members of the teams. We were up against some very good players including 
Maureen Manson [Calder] and Sheena Scott [Pardoe]  It was also at the club we 
became good friends of Hunter and Winnie Davis, then recently married and 
living across the road from St Philip’s. 
 
In due course our membership of the Badminton Club developed into something 
more serious and we were married by Mr Robson at Windsor Place on 9th July 
1966. We set up house in Durham Terrace (by coincidence in what was to 
become the Manse for St James’). We then moved round the corner to Durham 
Avenue in 1981.  Our daughter was born in 1971, Margaret, now called Maggie. 
She was the last baby to be christened by Mr Robson prior to his retirement. 
 
The congregation duly moved along to Bellfield Street as part of the new 
Portobello Old and Windsor Place. David, our second child, was christened by the 
Rev Robert Symington in July 1974, being one of four to be baptised that Sunday.  
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I became a member of the Young Women’s Group and also of the Guild, 
becoming President in 2002.    
 
Prior to that I had become aware of St Philip’s Young Woman’s Group, which was 
held in an afternoon. I joined this as well and duly served as Secretary under Pat 
Knox as President. The Guild ran a crèche which was very helpful for the mothers 
of babies and toddlers – I remember Fay Ewan being one of these Guild 
members. 
 
I joined the Old Parish Flower Committee and we met in the Manse, with 
Margaret Symington as Leader. Mr Symington was succeeded by the Rev Ian 
Wotherspoon. The Rev Neil Buchanan succeeded him, and it was during his 
ministry that I was ordained as an elder. It was also around this time that we 
formed a Banner group, making banners for the church (which have now come 
along to PJPC) under Lesley Balfour’s leadership. 
 
Another of Neil’s initiatives was the opening of the Coffee Lounge, ably 
organised by the late Netta Herriot. For many years the café provided a much-
appreciated meeting place for many in the community and customers and 
regulars.  The staff [volunteers], and our customers were sorry to see it close 
when the three Portobello churches merged.  
 
The Rev Andrew Patterson was called to succeed Neil for what was to be the last 
ministry at the Old Parish. Nevertheless a major effort was made to celebrate 
the bicentenary of the Bellfield Church in 1809 - 2009 and this included 
fundraising towards the building of a school in Ghana, this project being led by 
Alex McDonald.  
 
Latterly I served our Guild as Secretary. Ena was our last Convener. We were very 
lucky to have as our locum Bill, now at Magdalene. Erica, his wife, became 
minister at Tranent. 
 
Our last service at the Old Parish was on 31st August 2014. 
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Portobello and Joppa Parish Church then came into being in due course.   I had 
many friends from the former St James’ and St Philip’s and have made many new 
ones since. 
 
I joined the PJPC Guild. I enjoy doing the flowers, delivering magazines and 
helping with the teas and coffees on Sunday mornings after church. I feel 
enormously privileged to have been part of the Church community here in 
Portobello and hope that I have been able to make a small contribution in 
return. 
 
Marion  

 

Calling all knitters 
 
Every autumn we ask for knitters to 
help us make several small knitted 
sheep that will journey with our 
knitted nativity around the houses 
throughout Advent. Houses that 
host the Messy Church Knitivity for 
a day get to keep a sheep to 
remember when they hosted the 
set. It has been a lovely tradition to 
share the Christmas nativity, 
however, this year it won’t be 
possible to share one knitted nativity set around 25 houses as sharing resources 
from house to house while Covid 19 will most likely still be active will not be a 
good idea. 
 
Even though the full knitivity set can’t travel, I’m planning something else for 
Advent for all of the church families and I’m wondering if there are some nimble 
thimbles out there who would be willing to knit even more sheep this year.  I’m 
looking to get around 150 small sheep knitted this year for a surprise project.  
Can you help? If so, email me for the knitting pattern. I’ll need all the sheep by 
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15 November.  If you message me to let me know when you have sheep ready, 
we can arrange a time to meet up or you can post them to me.  Thanks so much!                                                
 
 Michelle  

 

Swans…  
 
I think it was around the beginning of the 1980s when Edinburgh 

was struck with a very severe storm and the island in the middle of Figgate Park 
was swept away along with the swans’ nest and eggs.   The swans then built a 
new nest at the side of the pond but this was repeatedly being swept away, 
destroyed by dogs or vandalized. 
 
I spent many weeks phoning Edinburgh Council, the SSPCA, the Wild Bird Society 
and many other organisations but no-one wanted to know.  I then came up with 
the idea of writing to the Queen because swans are supposed to be protected by 
the Crown.  I started the letter with "Your Majesty, I am writing on behalf of two 
of your loyal but mute subjects...". 
 
Within a week I received a letter from The Crown Commissioner on behalf of Her 
Majesty on the most beautiful gold-headed notepaper saying that the matter 
would be dealt with immediately and thanking me for my concern.  I then 
received a phone call from the park manager asking me to meet him at the park, 
where he asked me why I had not contacted the Council before writing to the 
Queen.   I told him that I had made many calls to the Council but to no avail so he 
gave me his card and told me to call him personally if I had any more problems.  I 
think he had been threatened with THE TOWER. 
 
A boat then appeared on the pond and all the material required to build a new 
island was taken out and the swans got a beautiful new island. 
 
That island is still there although it is in need of a bit of an overhaul and the 
swans nest there every year. 
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The moral of the story is - if you want something done, go to 
the top. 
 
Catherine 
 
 
 

Gardening with George - More plant lore 

from George, horticulturist and star of the small 
screen. 
 
“Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, close 
bosomed friend of the maturing sun” - so runs the line 
in that well-known poem by Keats describing an idyll 
of bounteous crops and the warming rays of an 
autumn sun.  Aye right – it’s raining again as I write and the heavy drops are 
knocking the petals off the annuals, rendering the lawn unmowable and 
providing sufficient dampness on the soft fruit to create a soft, brown mushy rot 
instead of mouthfuls of delight. I am not too upset - this is an exciting time of 
year to look forward to in the garden and allotment. 
 
I was born and brought up in the countryside and spent many years exploring 
the highways and byways of East Lothian, first on my bicycle and then, once I 
had reached the appropriate age and passed my driving test, an old black Austin 
12.  Father was a smallholder, an elder of the Church and a keen gardener. We 
had a large garden at home where a whole range of plants were grown and I well 
remember the rows of polyanthus growing under the trees in the apple orchard. 
The flowers were picked and bunched, 16 flower spikes surrounded by 6 large 
polyanthus leaves tied up with raffia and packed into neat rows in the strong 
wooden boxes that were then sent by train to the flower wholesalers, Messrs 
Veitch Moir, in Market Street in Edinburgh.  I must have absorbed the skills of 
gardening from an early age because I have found it easy.   After leaving school 
and employment as a ‘gardener’s boy at Smeaton Gardens East Linton, I moved 
through college and worked in a tomato nursery in the Clyde valley before 
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joining the course at the Royal Botanic Garden Edinburgh. There could be a long 
story to be told there but meanwhile… . 
 
In my cold glasshouse, the tomatoes are in full production and the sweet 
peppers starting to reach the point where some are of a size where they could 
be chopped up and added to the occasional curry. 
 
The allotment is currently in a state of constant giving, with the vegetable 
production line supplying cabbage, carrots, peas, runner and French beans, 
courgettes and potatoes, with the promise of pumpkins to come. 
 
It is almost time to plant up pots of spring flowering bulbs.  Garden centres will 
soon be stocking their shelves with packets of narcissus, tulips, hyacinths, iris, 
crocus and grape hyacinths.  It’s best to leave planting tulips until much later in 
the year. If they are planted too early when the soil is still warm they can 
become infected by a soil- borne fungus that causes ‘Tulip Fire,’ a disease that 
distorts the foliage and often causes the flowers to fail. All other bulbs can be 
planted now in a good, free-draining peat- free compost and at a level that is 
twice the depth of the bulb - then top off with a planting of winter- flowering 
pansies.  Once they are planted, just sit the pots out in a sheltered position until 
the first leaves emerge and then sit them in the sun. It always amazes me that 
inside that dry-looking bulb is all the information necessary for the production of 
a stunning bloom.   Gardening is filled with hope and plans for the future. 
 
Enjoy your garden, whether a small space 
outside the door, a window box or a larger 
space. Plant some bulbs and look forward to 
spring. 
 
Happy gardening.  
George  
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PJPC Book Club: Robert Harris, The Second Sleep 
 
There was mixed reaction within the group with respect to the content, writing 
style and plot creation of the narrative. What was the ‘The Second Sleep’, what 
had caused the breakdown of the society, what was the time setting of the story 
and why was the story written in the first place? It was a light and at times 
simple yet interesting read, especially in the current times when we are being 
ravaged by a pandemic. There were hints that the crisis had been caused by the 
failure of the digital systems, or was it a pandemic?    
 
Some had difficulty adjusting to the time period of the novel with its dates and 
references to Elizabethan times, which was confusing when combined with the 
graphic descriptions of the poverty and harsh conditions under which many of 
the villagers were living.  When Fairfax was called to christen the small child, the 
full extent of poverty experienced by the villagers was revealed. There was a 
dilemma here too for Fairfax: should he withhold the christening because the 
child was already dead or should he continue? 
 
This is a novel charting the different levels of power that are created when 
society breaks down. The power of the written word recording times past, the 
power of the (in this case misguided) Church, the power of money and the 
power of extreme beliefs - and through it all the power of love and friendship 
with characters both present and past.  
 
Fairfax, the young priest, was often portrayed as a naïve character, prone to 
serious but understandable human lapses in his personal demeanour and 
behaviour. Hancock came over as the all-powerful mill owner, the biggest 
employer in the area and one to be obeyed or disobeyed at one’s peril. Such was 
the power of money and the importance of work. Bribery and corruption were 
ever-present. There were obvious links made with our current pandemic and the 
way in which society breaks down and human behaviour changes with looming 
and present crises. We discussed the creation of ‘new normals’ with mention 
made of the current issue regarding Black Lives Matter and the whitewashing of 
our history effected when statues of plantation owners and slave traders are 
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removed. With such wide-ranging issues there were differing opinions aired and 
discussed. So from a book that some found to be pointless there was much lively 
discussion. 
 
The next read for the end of September is Nine Perfect Strangers by Liane 
Moriarty.  
 
George  
 
 

A call to prayer 

Stop procrastinating  

We read in Luke that “Another said, ‘I will follow you, Lord, but 

first let me go back and say goodbye to my family’” Luke, 9, 61. 

There’s no record of whether this man ever did follow Jesus.  

When you squander or lose money, there’s a chance you may earn it back - but 

not when you squander your time. Procrastination and perfectionism can go 

hand in hand: if I can’t do it perfectly, I won’t do it at all.  

Before we get it right, we’ll probably get it a bit wrong. In every story of success, 

there are failures along the way – struggles, but struggles which lead to growth.  

Good intentions aren’t enough – we need to make the changes, make the move, 

set the deadline, organise the appointment. Today is the “tomorrow” we were 

talking about yesterday, so we should stop procrastinating and follow Jesus 

today.  

© 2016:  This devotional is produced by United Christian Broadcaster, free of charge through the generosity of 
our supporters.   As a gift to the body of Christ, permission is given to Churches and Christian organisations to 
copy up to a maximum of 52 daily excerpts per year.   Excerpts must acknowledge The Word for Today as the 
source, give the UCB address (see below) and inform that free issues of the daily devotional are available for the 
UK and Republic of Ireland - .Westport Road, Burslem, Stoke-on-Trent 
ST6 4JF 
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Brain-teaser 
 

The phrase “Trusting God” has been in my mind this month. I’ve 
used the letters of this phrase to start the words which are 
written in capitals – but also in anagrams - in the paragraphs 
below. They’re in the right order. Can you work out the answers?   Alison 
 

One of the stories of the Bible is that of Jesus in the PELMET as a boy, when he 
spoke with the leaders. No doubt they would BERM MERE the meeting with this 
remarkable young man, though they might not have DODSON TRUE its 
significance.  
 

Another memorable story is that of A MULES in the MEPELT with Eli, when God 
called to him. God said, “I am about to do something in SAILER.”  
 

We all remember the story – not in the WEN Testament but again in the book of 
Samuel – about GAOL HIT of THAG, who was defeated by David in single combat.  
 

How many of us know much about BAHIADO, whose Old Testament book comes 
between Amos and Jonah? One of the things he’s reported as saying is, “Humility 
is better than arrogance, for arrogance is self-deceptive.”  
 

And finally, a story that we all know is that of AD NEIL in the lions’ den.  
 

T _ _ _ _ _ _ 
R _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
U _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
S _ _ _ _ _ _ 
T _ _ _ _ _ _ 
I _ _ _ _ _ 
N _ _ _ 
G _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
 

G _ _ _ _ 
O _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
D _ _ _ _ _ _  
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Getting to know you – Elize, who says: I was born in 

London and brought as a baby to live in Musselburgh, where I lived 
until I married and moved to Joppa. Since retiring I have moved 

back to Musselburgh and it only takes me 4 minutes to reach PJPC. I 
moved my lines to St Philip’s in 1976 when the twins were babies. I 

was encouraged to join the Young Woman’s Group to meet and make new 
friends and enjoy the fellowship while the little ones enjoyed the crèche. I 
became an Elder in 1981/2 and Session Clerk in 1997. 6 weeks later we had the 
great fire and the long period of restoration. I have served as Presbytery Elder 
for many years and have served on some interesting and challenging 
committees. 
 
Q. What is a favourite hymn? 
A. There are many hymns that make me feel uplifted. During our restoration, 
when we were worshipping in our hall and the Nimble Thimbles had dressed the 
hall with cloths and banners, we would sing Look Forward in Faith with such 
gusto we could have lost another roof!! 
 
Q. What is your earliest childhood memory? 
A. I can remember my first classroom. It was dark, wooden seats and tables and 
a huge fire which the janitor would come along and throw coal on, and soon 
after would deliver the milk crate and put it in front of the fire. I think this 
accounts for my lifelong dislike of milk! 
 
Q. What are you reading at the moment? 
A. There is nothing I like more than a jolly good psychological thriller, especially if 
it is written about somewhere I know or would like to explore. I tend to read a 
series of books by the same author, therefore getting a better insight of the 
characters. I have just finished The Lewis Trilogy, not bad. 
 
Q. In an alternative life, what would you have chosen to be? 
A. Definitely a forensic scientist. 
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Q. How did you find lockdown? 
A. Definitely a challenge. I was shielding with my family, making sure I was 
following all the rules. It went on so long that like many others I am finding it 
difficult to readjust to a new normal!  
 
Q. What are you looking forward to doing once lockdown is completely over? 
A. I long to meet up with my friends and have a good natter. 
 
Q. Tell us something we don’t know about you. 
A. I am fully qualified to teach Highland Dancing. I have only ever coached a few 
students who needed some help. 
 
Q. What do you do to relax? 
A. I love fly fishing on a quiet loch, no phones, no crowds. A painful back has 
curtailed this adventure, but I will get back in the boat one day. 
 
Q. What is a favourite quotation? 
A. If you want something done, ask a busy person. 
 
Q. What kind of music do you listen to?  
A. I have always been happy to listen to most types of music from Jimmy Shand 
to Jazz. My special favourite is Andrea Bocelli or maybe Barbra Streisand! 
 
Q. What makes your heart sing? 
A. A whole family gathering. 
 
Q. How would you like to be remembered? 
A. With kind thoughts. 
 
Q. What gets you up in the morning? 
A. That would be a wet nose and soft muzzle telling me he is hungry and wants to 
go out. That’s Harvey, my most treasured possession. 
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A church is not just a building (part 3)  
 
Here is the last part of Sandy’s reminiscences of life in the 
village of Stow and at the parish church of St Mary of Wedale.  
 
It is remarkable to think that in the 1950s in that church, each 
pew had a small oblong brass contraption, fitted with a paper 

sheet underneath listing the names of the people allocated to that pew - such 
was the size of the congregation. The youths who had stayed behind after 
Sunday school, or who had become too old for Sunday School, sat at the back. 
Often this had challenges for the adults immediately in front! 
 
Ladies who attended wore hats and men arrived in flat hats or split hats which 
were removed before entering the Lord’s house. At communion, which was 
particularly solemn but well attended, the smell of moth balls from suits recently 
removed from wardrobes of the gentlemen who were not regular attenders 
could be overpowering, especially if it was hot weather. Collars with studs were 
normal wear for men and ties compulsory, black at communion. Spring saw a 
change in ladies’ wear and the whole scene was lighter, happier.  
 
There were few cars except for the wealthy, or from the outlying farms. Mostly 
people walked in a steady procession from every street. There were boxes for 
the gentry, the Ramsays of Bowland, the Muirs of Torquhan, the Picton-Philips of 
Torsonce and the Pringles of Torwoodlee. Status was important: their envelope 
would be thicker than most!! See the word “Tor”? It is not a Scots word, 
belonging somewhere south, but common around the Borders. 
 
My joy was listening to the organ. This is a mighty beast of a musical instrument. 
It simply shakes the building with the stops out and when the place was full the 
noise was emotional, wonderful, spine-tingling excitement, even for a young lad 
like me, and it is from here I grew to love choral music and the classics. In all my 
life, the nearest I ever got to a pop group was the Amadeus String Quartet, 
despite a constant noise of Johnny Ray and others from the radio when my 
sisters were around.   
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I blame that organ and Mr Leckie, the blind, wonderful organist/choirmaster 
who was the first I heard playing in the church. A gentleman, who had the 
respect of all ages, he would often be seen walking in the countryside with his 
guide dog. Prior to the Forth Road Bridge opening, he was one of the first people 
invited to walk across. Another person of fond memory. 
 
It is all very well having a wonderful musical instrument and a treasure of an 
organist in Mr Leckie, and in later life his successor, “Bertie”, but it is nothing, if 
there are no voices to add to the joyful sound. The Kirk choir was simply a 
wonderful array of musical voices of different sounds and strengths. As a 
youngster I did not have the skill to be able to detect the nuances, but I could 
always tell if something sounded right. The choir comprised the great and the 
good of Stow society - an imposing and intimidating group of people exuding 
righteousness but also an obvious aura of importance. They had a special place 
just under the pulpit immediately beside the organist, a place reflecting their 
importance to the quality of the service. 
 
One of my best pals, with whom I still keep regular contact, took the brave step 
of joining the choir. This was in my view very courageous. He and I shared a love 
of music and would visit each other with a new record we had bought to share 
this new sound one of us had discovered. I still remember him buying a 
Khachaturian Piano Concerto, which was something totally different to anything 
we had ever heard before. – or since! Because of this another friend took the 
bold step of joining the choir, but I never had the courage. More regret. 
 
By the time my friend joined, Mr Leckie had left the village due to his infirmity 
and the new organist was “Bertie”, a man of great skills but a tormenting 
humour. I am not sure that the choir was altogether ready for this new blood. In 
the 1960s the new more liberal way of life was not yet a part of Stow and it took 
time for acceptance of youth into the preserve of the establishment. 
 
There were families who made up the biggest part of the choir. The Pringles 
were a force therein, closely followed by the Browns and the Guthries. They 
were the backbone but there were significant others. A small Borders village in 
these days was largely composed of families who had been there for generations 
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and the choir reflected that, with a few notable exceptions. My own family could 
only boast of three generations up to then. having migrated from the distant 
land of Earlston, across the hill! The aforementioned Pringles, Browns and 
Guthries could go a long way further back, especially the Pringles. Nearly all the 
Pringles who used to live in the valley had died with their Laird at the Battle of 
Flodden in 1513. They had recovered numbers since. 
 
For that reason, inter-relationships were a tangled web and it was necessary 
never, ever to talk ill of anyone! The person to whom you were talking would 
certainly have a connection, however generationally distant, to those of whom 
the conversation referred. My father certainly impressed that on me, believing 
they were all the same lot anyway! 
 
Without doubt the Pringles had the most wonderful pair of singers. “Jock” 
Pringle was a tall, quiet but dignified man who was an agricultural engineer. He 
had the most wonderful unembarrassed tenor voice which soared above all 
others, rising to the rafters where it stayed from one Sunday to the next. He was 
ably assisted by those of lesser voice, and they blended wonderfully with the 
strong basses. 
 
There were two wonderful sopranos of distinction. Ellie Pringle had the silkiest, 
sweet voice, which belied the frame from which it came. She was quite a 
forbidding character who lived with her elderly father, who had been the village 
postman. He had walked the hills for many years delivering his mail on foot in 
the days before junk mail, and his job was crucial in keeping the remotest of 
communities, where bicycle or van could not reach, connected to the village and 
the world. One of the heroes of his day. I think Ellie knew of her reputation and 
quite enjoyed it. It was only later I got to know her very well and found her a 
wonderful, kind lady who was part of the heart of the village in so many ways. 
 
The other soprano was Effie Brown. Effie was also a gifted singer and another 
quite remote lady in the village to us youngsters, probably because she had no 
family of her own and lived with her elderly mother and father who were also 
mainstays of the choir. 
 



 

 
Page 23 

 

Such voices and such a choir. 
 
If the Reverend James Waugh had a fault it was in the length and depth of his 
sermon. This could be a prolonged affair, never eagerly anticipated by his 
gathered flock. There was one elderly gentleman who took the opportunity of 
regularly slumbering through it week after week. For us youngsters it was a 
source of some rather irreverent behaviour.  Prior to the minister emerging, the 
choir would enter and we all had to guess who would be “carrying the ba’”, by 
analogy with rugby, where the first player to emerge from the tunnel carried the 
ball! It was not the same person every week, for some reason. The second thing 
was to have a sweep on the length of the sermon. Sometimes the boy or girl who 
picked the longest time won, because the guessed time was exceeded by some 
margin! 
 
The spoils would be shared later in the café before many of us had a Sunday 
walk. 
 
It was not the most Christian behaviour, but something must have stuck because 
many of these young people continued to go to church and those still alive and 
kicking continue to go to church. Indeed that lad who plunged into the choir is 
now a “high heid yin” of the Wagner Society. We took part because the church 
was important and the people who went to church were also the heart and 
bones of the community. The sales of work, the whist drives, the jumble sales, 
the Guild, the Rural, the clubs, the teams, the village fetes, the sports, the fancy 
dress and all other events were attended by these people and they were all faces 
you could expect to see and invariably did see. The church supported all other 
groups and all other groups supported the church. It was called a village.  (The 
coffee morning was something yet to be invented!) 
 
I left Stow to go to college in autumn 1963. I did not break the bonds with the 
church but they stretched very thin. I joined my first ship in Swansea in early 
1966 to find myself in the South Atlantic, the only Scotsman on board, when 
England won the World Cup and I had the job of making sure the live match was 
broadcast around the ship from the BBC World Service on the radio! I did not 
emerge from my cabin for three days after the fateful result.  
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I did not know it but as I left it was the end of a chapter and definitely the 
beginning of another. 
 
When I returned to Stow, many things had changed. The Reverend Waugh, Mary 
and Isa had gone to retirement in Dunblane and we had a new wonderful 
minister. 
 
More importantly for me, a new family had moved into the village and a certain 
young lady from that family became my wife a few years later - the best thing 
that ever happened to me. We married in St Mary of Wedale Parish Church and 
both our families were a part of it for good times and bad for many years 
thereafter. My bond to the church strengthened again. 
 
We returned to Stow together with our new family and settled down. My wife 
became committed to the church more than ever I had been. We shared a faith, 
and we attended the church each week without fail, and over the years saw the 
villagers go and new people arrive. It changed, but then we all change and 
nothing in mortal life is forever. 
 
The building is still there, of course, and I see it regularly. I really worry about the 
future of that building. Its history alone cannot sustain it. I hope that perhaps 
one outcome of these troubled times is that more people will see that what 
society has been seeking has been staring them in the face for years - they just 
cannot see it. A church is not just a building. It can offer so much more if you 
simply step through the door. 
 
I am open to taking people who are interested to see this church when all this 
nasty plague is historical and I am sure you will be gripped by it as much as I was, 
have been - and still am. 
 
Sandy  
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Remembering 
 

23 July   James Turnbull of Lauder Lodge 
29 July   Jim Pattison of Lauder Lodge 
12 Aug   Helen Leslie of Joppa 
16 Aug   Beryl Cockburn of Cairdean House Care Home 
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LIFE AND WORK SEPTEMBER 2020  

Cash After Coronavirus With many facing financial stress 

either during or following the lockdown, Jackie Macadam 

finds out how the church can help. 

Honouring Frankie Author Michaela Foster-Marsh tells of life growing up with 

her adopted brother, and how she founded a charity in his memory. 

Rewilding the Church Steve Aisthorpe reflects on a timely and challenging 

metaphor. 

A Crucial Connection In this month’s youth column, choral scholar Jack Harris 

looks at the relationship between music and faith. 

Augustinian Reflections In the continuing series celebrating 50 years of the 

Church of Scotland SRT, the Very Rev Dr Angus Morrison considers the thoughts 

and writing of Augustine on faith and science. 

Flexibility and Creativity The Moderator says the Church will have to hold on to 

the spirit of the last few months as it faces the challenge of reform. 

‘Keep Silence and Listen’ Ruth Harvey considers the importance of listening, 

demonstrated by the early Christians in Acts 15. 

Online Visit www.lifeandwork.org for news and exclusive features, including 
Coronavirus Diaries from Church of Scotland mission partners across the world. 
You can also find us at facebook.com/lifeandwork or on Twitter 
@cofslifeandwork  
 
Subscribe online from £12, or download a digital copy for £1.99; return the form 
in the magazine or speak to your church’s Life and Work coordinator. 
 

http://www.lifeandwork.org/
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MAGAZINE/DIARY DEADLINES 

 
October 2020   Sunday 20th September 2020 
November 2020  Sunday 18th October 2020 
December 2020/January 2021 Sunday 22nd November 2020 
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