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From the editor  
 
 
This is beginning to seem very strange – another magazine sent 
out into the void… or at least, from our point of view, sent out 
to people we haven’t seen for months now. We did some stewarding a couple of 
weeks ago for the private prayer session on a Sunday, and it was lovely to have brief 
chats with some masked members of the congregation – lovely, but not normal. 
And there have been Zooms and Facebook posts and so on. But since we live on the 
west side of the city rather than Portobello, we never meet anyone from PJPC when 
we’re out and about locally. Still, we’re keeping faith that you’re all still there and 
that life will return to normal(ish) eventually.  
 
You’ll find information in this edition of Soundings about the various ways of 
worshipping with us: by Zoom, in person or even via your old-fashioned telephone.  
 
This month Stewart shares his thoughts about the value of face-to-face meetings 
and other kinds of contact. He also recounts the unusual step he took a few days 
ago. Make sure you’re sitting down, if you haven’t already seen this on Facebook or 
email, before you come to pictures of him which are rather different from his usual 
appearance! Well done, Stewart. It’ll grow back! 
 
Many of the congregation will remember fondly Boyd Gordon, for many years 
Session Clerk of St James’, and his family has sent in a tribute to him.  
 
You can also read more about Sandy’s youth in Stow, while Catherine Cumming has 
shared some of her experiences during lockdown, and otherwise there are the usual 
features such as Alison’s quiz and George’s gardening report.   
 
Thanks as ever for all contributions – do think of sending something in next month.  
 
 
Pam   
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From the minister        
 

Dear Friends and Neighbours, 
 
Over the course of the last few months, we in the church have 
tried to keep in touch with people through a variety of means: 

letters and cards, phone calls, e-mail (Thought for the Day and E-newsletter), chats 
at the garden gate or over the garden wall.   
 
It almost seems like an informal network of contacts and conversation suddenly 
became more vibrant and buzzing and necessary than ever before.  These 
connections often already existed and now they took on a greater importance.  On 
top of all of this, other connections were strengthened or established in order to keep 
us in contact with one another. 
 

This opportunity for human conversation and interaction is hugely important.  Zoom 
and other video conferencing opportunities are fantastic and phone calls are a real 
blessing.  There is something nevertheless so real, so life-affirming, so reassuring 
about a face to face conversation.   
 

What? What is it that makes it so powerful? 
 

There is such a richness and depth to a face to face conversation.  There is the body 
language, there is the tone of voice, there is the movement of the eyes.  There is the 
sheer unknowability of it: where will this conversation go? 
 

How often too a conversation at the right place at the right time will uncover an 
insight, a revelation, an ‘ah-ha!’ moment?  A chance to see into the depths of another 
person or into oneself or into the bonds of humanity or faith or love that draw us 
together. 
 

‘It’s the cracks that let the light in.’  This is a famous quote from Leonard Cohen and 
I first heard it from Andrew Patterson, the previous minister at the Old Parish.  Those 
cracks, those fissures, those vulnerabilities, those eccentricities, those weaknesses 
and quirks: all these allow the light to flow into otherwise impenetrable defences. 
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And aren’t there so often spaces and gaps in the  midst of conversations?  Aren’t 
there so often those little pauses, shifts or hints that provide an opportunity for 
something more interesting?  How difficult these are to see or sense on the phone or 
on a video call. 
 

There is indeed nothing like a face to face conversation. 
 

That is what so many of us have been missing and what we have appreciated as we 
move to new stages of the exit from lockdown. 
 
And now, as we are in transition, it might be a good time to stop, to remember 
consciously not just how it felt for ourselves but how it might have felt for others.  
Most of all, remember the sense of fulfilment and appreciation, if not downright joy, 
when people we haven’t seen for weeks are there, in front of us and we can catch up 
with all the news. 
 

‘Do this in remembrance of me.’ 
 

Such famous words spoken by Jesus at the Last Supper.  And indeed, given the way 
things are going, it will be some time before we share communion again. 
 

But we can remember. 
 

Not just the teachings of Christ or the life of Christ or the words and actions of the 
Last Supper.  But remember too the body of Christ, which is the gathering of the 
people of God, and the times when we missed it so much we felt an absence in our 
hearts.  Remember too the sense of joy, grace, healing and humour when well kent 
faces were seen again. 
 
And, remember those too who, through age or infirmity or illness, are often bereft of 
that face to face contact that enriches us so generously. 
 
For God came to us in Christ.  God remembered us and, in Christ, we see God.  Face 
to face.    Walking side by side.  What a wonder and a miracle.  Thanks be to God. 
 

Stewart 
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Boyd Gordon 
 
Boyd’s family would like this to be included in “Soundings” as a small tribute to 
Boyd, who was Session Clerk at St James’ and was very much involved with the 
church for over 50 years. 
 
He was very much loved and appreciated in the church for all his endeavours.  
 
Boyd had a very strong faith throughout his life. From his earliest days he was a 
regular church attender and as a young man he was ordained an elder at Inveresk 
Parish Church. When he and Bet returned from London they both became members 
at St James’ Church, Portobello. In the eyes of so many people, Boyd was St James’ 
Church. His devotion to his faith and to the Church knew no bounds. When St 
James’ was threatened with closure in the early 1970s, it was Boyd’s impassioned 
speech to the General Assembly that saved the day. 
 
Boyd lived his life in the light of his faith. The ideals and principles that he held dear, 
together with the gracious, kindly and considerate way in which he related to other 
people, were shaped by his faith. He would do anything for his Church and over the 
years he served the congregation of St James’ in all manner of ways: in charge of 
the Sunday School; as a dedicated district elder and for many years, as Session 
Clerk. 
 
He is sadly missed by his family and his many friends. 
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What next for worship? 
 
Quite a number of people have asked when we will start services again. 
As long as there is a 2m recommendation for social distancing, then the national 
church recommends 8 sq. metres per person.  Our sanctuary can thus hold 15-20 
people maximum. 
 
It therefore seems sensible at this stage to continue with our current schedule 
but we will review this as guidelines alter. 
 
Quiet Time in the Sanctuary (see below):  
10.00am-12noon   
 
Zoom Service:  
11.00am-11.30am 
followed by Zoom tea/coffee 
 

Opening for private prayer  
 
In line with Phase 2 of the Scottish Government’s Covid-19 route map out of 
lockdown, Portobello and Joppa Parish Church (PJPC) has reopened for private 
prayer and reflection on the following days / times until further notice: 
 

• Wednesdays : 6.30pm – 8pm 
• Sundays : 10am - 12 noon 

 
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. 
 
The church is open to anyone who wishes to pray and reflect on the events of the 
past three months but 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 
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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. 
 
PJPC Convenors 
 

 
Sunday morning services by phone  
(for those who cannot access Zoom on a computer, iPad or 
smartphone) 
 
You can join the 30 minute service at 11:00am on Sunday mornings by using an 
ordinary telephone, for audio only, by dialling 0131 460 1196 or 0203 481 5237. 

Baldy thoughts    
 
 
Those of you who receive e-mails or submerge yourselves in social 
media might know that a noticeable and significant 
transformation has taken place with the minister. 

 
Others less technically minded may have heard via telephone, grapevine or morse 
code. 
 
So, yes, the minister looks a bit different.  Very, very different.  
 
What happened? 
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On Thursday 23 July at 11am I pitched up at Queen’s 
Bay Lodge Care Home, sat in a chair and then, as 
some staff and residents and the minister’s trusty 
canine companion (Toby) looked on, I was given a 
baldy. 
 
First, the trimmers were set to a number 3.  Then a 
number 1.  And then it was the shaver.  Gulp. 

 
As I sat there, watching people watch me, with two iPhones recording the 
proceedings (I have yet to steel myself to watch them!), I could see the look on their 
faces.  There were smiles, there were looks of amazement and a few that almost 
verged on the stunned.  Rabbit in the headlight stuff!  
 
I gathered up the materials (face mask, cloth to cover my clothes, spare umbrella, 
clippers, dog) and then did a selfie with Toby.  Who is that with my dog?  That’s not 
me is it??? 
 
Alas, it was. 
 
And I am so grateful for all that the staff 
at Queen’s Bay did.  The carer who 
trimmed my golden locks did a terrific job, 
they were very appreciative and they 
even had set up the back patio with 
umbrellas to protect me from the rain. 
 
I thus walked home, looked in the mirror 
and felt like I had just crossed the 
Rubicon.  No going back now!  But the hair does grow back….thank goodness! 
 
Why?  Why do this? 
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We as a community, country and world have realised how important are the people 
who care for us and others.  Carers in homes, in clinics, in hospitals.  Carers, nurses, 
doctors, social workers.  The list is endless.   
 
We have clapped for them and that has been a wonderful expression of community 
appreciation.   
 
And surely, I thought, there must be other ways and a means to continue the 
expression of appreciation beyond the present moment. 
 
Toby got a much needed grooming at the beginning of July.  I needed a grooming at 
the beginning of July.  And then Toby challenged me: why don’t you get a close clip 
like I did?  (He’s an amazing dog). 
 
I knew how much care homes were doing to keep their residents as healthy and safe 
as possible.  I also knew how much the staff at Queen’s Bay were doing in the midst 
of challenging circumstances.  A family member mentioned how fantastic the staff 
were in their professional kindness and compassion. 
 
So, a baldy it was.  And a baldy it still is!!! 
 
The end result? 
 
Firstly, about £1750 was raised for Queen’s Bay Lodge.  Wow!  They will use a good 
chunk of the money to buy technology to keep residents connected with each other, 
staff and family. 
 
Secondly, the conversations this, er, initiative (farce? circus side show?) has sparked 
have been hugely important.  We’ve been able to chat about how much work the 
carers at Queen’s Bay Lodge and other places have done in such trying circumstances.  
And their commitment continues.  It has not ended.  So, raising awareness. 
 
Thirdly, appreciation.  I can only begin to imagine how draining and enervating the 
work must have been at the height of the pandemic.  The worry, the concern and the 
restrictions of PPE’s when residents might be unsettled, perplexed or frightened.  To 
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know that others have recognised the work and are saying ‘thank you’ can be a real 
boost to spirits and morale and motivation. 
 
That’s the story.  That’s the sad, sordid tale.   
If you want to see some silly pictures, visit the PJCP Facebook page.  But take a deep 
breath first! 
 
Before I sign off, however, a huge thank you to everyone who has donated.  I had 
thought we would raise about £500….and we tripled that.  My word.  So humbling. 
 
Stewart 

Gardening with George - More plant lore 
from George, horticulturist and star of the small 
screen.  
 
I have not mown the lawn much this year, thus saving 
electricity and reducing the number of grass clippings 
that have to be consigned to the compost heap.  We 
have a more or less rectangular patch of grass, and 
this year the only portions I have cut are a strip around the edges and a diagonal 
path up to the garden shed so that our feet are kept dry when we venture out to 
get the seed to fill the bird feeders, or the tools to do a bit more gardening.   
 
The allotment is in full fruit production and the alchemist in the kitchen is 
transforming the various offerings into delicious jams, jellies and chutneys. The first 
crops of broad beans and peas have been picked, with the surplus blanched and 
frozen down whenever freezer space allows.  Early potatoes are being enjoyed and 
the various members of the brassica family, cabbage, cauliflower and calabrese, are 
providing fresh veg for the table at No 52 as well as for near neighbours. It is good 
to share the bounty. 
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On our travels yesterday we saw our first grain fields being harvested, which shows 
that the year is moving inexorably towards autumn.  However, the growing season 
is not over yet as there is plenty of seed sowing to be done. Cress, radish, spinach, 
beetroot, mizuna, coriander and salad leaf mixes can all still be sown in containers. I 
use yoghurt pots, milk cartons and old plastic fruit punnets as these are just the 
right size for the two of us.  Enough is as good as a feast is the motto. A pinch of 
cress seed sown into an old yogurt pot filled with compost is sufficient to garnish a 
salad or provide some crunch in an egg roll.  Why not go upmarket and sow some 
peas in an old fruit punnet and use the young leaves in your salad? Fill the punnet 
to within 1/2 an inch of the top with compost and firm it down, space out the peas 
at about 1/2 an inch apart, cover with compost and water well. They will germinate 
in about ten to fifteen days. 
 
The pots of sweet peas on the south side of the house are now in full flower and 
require much more attention. Keeping the pots well fed and watered and the 
flowers cut is almost a constant task but we are well rewarded with the heady scent 
from the multicoloured blooms. Not the biggest flowers, neither do they have the 
longest of stems, but are they are full of scent. 
 
It is interesting how our toils of yesterday bring joy today. A bit like life, really, 
where what we sow is what we reap.  In gardening and allotmenteering, however, it 
is also to do with how you tend and treat the plants and seeds all through their 
lives.  
 
Stay safe, eat well and keep gardening. 
George 

 
I consider every plant hardy till I have killed it myself. Peter Smithers 
 
A perennial is a plant that would have come back year after year if it had survived. 
Anon 
 
I don’t remember planting that! All of us. 
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A call to prayer 
Trust God’s unchanging character 

 

Spiritual growth – “The word of God effectively works in you.”  
1 Thessalonians 2, 13.  
 
Spiritually speaking, we may not be as far along as we’d like to be, but we’re still on 
the road. Paul writes, “You received the Word… which … effectively works in you 
who believe.”  
 
How we see ourselves affects our spiritual progress. Until our self-concept lines up 
with what God says about us in scripture, we’ll keep seeing ourselves as unqualified 
and unworthy – and that will hinder our spiritual growth.  
 
When God told Jeremiah that He’d called him as a prophet to the nations, Jeremiah 
informed God that he was too young, wasn’t a good speaker and didn’t have 
enough experience. How did God respond? “Before I formed you… I knew and 
approved of you.”  
 
So enjoy where you are right now and stop comparing yourself with other people. 
Don’t worry if they seem further along than you. They went through exactly the 
same places to get to where they are 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 
 
This puzzle is inspired by the transformation of the hall. It’s based 
on the letters of ACTED IGNORER, or to put it another way, 
REDECORATING.  
 
 
 
Can you get these clues?  
 
R A book of the New Testament   RANSOM 
E Members of the Kirk Session  EELS RD 
D For appointments   AIR DY 
E A book of the Old Testament  RAZE 
C Place with a steeple   CC RH UH 
O What you give    FIFER NOG 
R Be very happy    JOE RICE 
A Another NT book   CATS 
T The T itself (see last clue)  STATEMENT 
I Canaan     EARL IS 
N 123456789…    MR NEB US 
G Big chap    LOG THAI 
 
 
 
 
Alison  
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Getting to know you – Catherine  
 
I grew up in Kent, but with family connections in 
Edinburgh and Ireland (my father moved to 
Duddingston from Greenock in his teenage years). I 
moved to Scotland to attend St Andrews University 
and then came to Edinburgh to undertake 
postgraduate studies. I became a member of 
Morningside United, where I found out about 
Godly Play and trained as a storyteller with Godly 
Play Scotland. Work then took me to Ayrshire and 
briefly back to Fife before we finally settled in 
Portobello in 2016. We were lucky to find a flat 
overlooking the beach, and conveniently PJPC was 

just round the corner so it seemed an obvious decision to join!  I can often be found 
helping Michelle with Godly Play.  
 
 
Q. What is a favourite hymn, and why?  
A. ‘Dear Lord and Father of mankind’, for no particular reason! 

 
Q. What is an early church memory? 
A. Receiving my first Bible at the age of 4 from my Sunday School teacher at St 

Andrews URC, Dartford as a leaving present (we were moving away). I still 
have it; it has excellent pictures!  

 
Q. What’s your earliest childhood memory? 
A. Going on a scavenger hunt with my mum, collecting all sorts of treasures 

from our local park. It started an early connection with nature!   
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Q. In an alternative life, what job would you have chosen?  
A. I’m very lucky to be in my dream job! I work as an ecologist, so get to spend 

most of my time outside. It’s a really varied job, including lots of surveys 
(anything from bats to wild flowers), designing and creating new habitats 
and protecting our existing natural habitats. I also work closely with 
community groups, volunteers and children and young people to educate 
them and hopefully enthuse them about nature. 

 
Q. What are you reading at the moment?  
A. “Mother Country – Real stories of the Windrush Children” (edited by Charlie 

Brinkhurst-Cuff.) Really fascinating, and at times terrifying, insight into the 
lives of the Windrush generation and their descendants and a call to arms to 
do better.  

 
Q. How did you find lockdown? 
A. It’s been interesting, that’s for sure! Not seeing friends and family has been 

hard, but work has kept me busy. I’m part of the team who look after East 
Lothian’s coastline and countryside sites so I was lucky to be allowed outside 
several times a week to undertake essential site checks. Keeping that 
connection with nature has been so important to help me through 
lockdown.  

 
Q. What extra tasks have you done/ are you planning to do before lockdown 

is completely over? 
A. I have been baking a lot of bread, and finally knitted a jumper.  

 
Q What are you longing to do once lockdown is completely 

over?  
A. I was supposed to get married in June, so it would be quite 

nice to finally tie the knot! 
 
Q. What is your most prized possession? 
A. Letters from my grandmother. We wrote to each other regularly until she 

passed away.  
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Q. Tell us something that not many people know about you.  
A. I have a Level 2 certificate in traditional masonry. 

 
Q. What luxury would you take to a desert island? 
A. My binoculars. There must be some exciting bird or animal to watch on this 

desert island.  
 
Q. What do you do to relax? 
A. Spending time in nature, particularly on the beach. I also like to run, read, 

knit and sing! 
 
Q. What is a favourite quotation?  
A. “Fear is a suffering that oppresses us. But look at the immensity of love.” – 

St Augustine.  
 

Q. What kind of music do you listen to? 
A. I have an eclectic taste in music, and listen to Scottish folk, classical music, 

Scottish folk-pop (Pictish Trail/King Creosote), organ music and plainsong, 
and sometimes just a good bit of pop music! 

 
Q. What gets you up in the morning (apart from your alarm clock)?  
A. Coffee and exercise usually, although I also love to get up in the springtime 

to hear the dawn chorus. 
 

Q. What makes your heart sing? 
A. The twilight of summer evenings. I love going for walks at this 

time of day as you just never know what you might see – 
perhaps a fox or even a badger!  
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A church is not just a building (part 2)  
 
More from Sandy about his childhood in Stow 
 
This is Pringle country. The Pringle family originate from a place 
called Hopringle which is four miles north of Stow. This is the first 
record of the name Pringle being used and it has been the 

predominant family in the valley ever since. There are still lots of Pringles, 
Borthwicks and Waddels (from Wedale), around, who can trace their ancestry to 
this valley and the local Laird is one James Pringle of Torwoodlee still! 
 
A childhood growing up in Stow was wonderful. The freedom we experienced and 
the mixing of generations which were a part of village life meant that everybody, of 
all ages, knew everybody else. It was a working village, giving plenty of employment 
opportunities with its own woollen mill, main dealer garage for cars, agricultural 
engineers, railway, hotel, pub, school, blacksmith’s, butcher, baker and grocer. A 
self-contained nation nestling below its protective hills. It was not necessary to 
leave. However, the two most important buildings were the Town Hall, which was 
another imposing building, and the church. Village life revolved around them both. 
 
Nevertheless, the church would have been less important if we had not had a 
unique and special minister. The Rev James Waugh was that man, ably supported by 
his wife. They had no family of their own but adopted every child in the parish and 
opened their door to all who wanted to visit, and many did – often.  
 
As was normal at that time, throughout the “Manses” of Scotland, ministers were 
people of status who lived in huge, cold, sparse and imposing buildings in the 
middle of enormous gardens and orchards. Built in the time when there would have 
been a gardener and servants, the Stow manse was far too much for the elderly 
occupants that I knew. 
 
However, that was not the most important thing in their lives. Status meant little. 
Their warmth was reflected in the fact that their door was always open. Even as 
children it was not unusual to decide “We’ll go to the manse!” We could wander in 
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the garden, eat the fruit and generally be a part of the place. The girls would often 
be found in the kitchen with Mrs Waugh, baking or cooking. Mrs Waugh and some 
girls played the piano in the large room with the French doors that opened on to 
the garden. The “Rev” would be out and about in his parish visiting even the 
remotest farms and shepherds’ houses regularly, or working in his study, 
surrounded by books, on the first floor. Mrs Waugh - her name was Mary but she 
was nearly always addressed as Mrs Waugh - was a gentle harridan of a woman. 
Small, grey, thin, pinched and grey face emphasised by the layers of powder on her 
face, she had a voice that could cut glass, but somehow everybody knew she was a 
real character who, I think, kind of liked her notoriety. Somehow it was possible to 
see through it, to a warmer being below, but she did not suffer fools. I remember 
her yet, resplendent in her Girls’ Guildry (later the Girls’ Brigade) uniform, with the 
slightly anachronistic three-cornered hat, complete with Girls’ Guildry badge on the 
front, ensuring best behaviour at open nights and functions. The girls knew she was 
boss and rarely challenged her authority.  
 
Mrs Waugh was ably assisted by Isa Johnston who was also the housekeeper. A 
Stow girl, she joined the Waughs when they were called to Stow. She was also a 
senior officer in the Girl’s Brigade, as well as looking after a very demanding Mary 
Waugh! Interestingly, after Mr Waugh and his wife went into retirement, Isa 
became Matron at the Queen Victoria School in Dunblane, where Mr and Mrs 
Waugh retired and where she was very popular. 
 
The Girls’ Brigade even had its own pipe band, instigated I think by Mr Waugh and 
his friendship with two people, the new local constable, PC Bob Milne, and Major 
Todd, ex-Cameron Highlanders, who lived in the parish. The practices took place in 
the manse! An older sister of mine was one of the pipers and she played with many 
of her pals, most of whom I knew very well. 
 
Contrasted with his wife, “Jimmy” Waugh was a man of some contrast. I never 
heard him raising his voice when he took the Boys’ Brigade. He was equally 
resplendent in his BB uniform, complete with brown leather gloves. He was a small 
man, but he was not without girth. He visited all his parishioners regularly and was 
always welcome. (Cups of tea and home baking were never kind to the waist.) There 
was a story that he visited a very remote farm after it had been shut down for a 
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good few weeks with snow. As he drove through the gate after a difficult journey, 
the farmer greeted him in the farm yard with the immortal words, “  ….. ……  - it’s 
you”. (I will leave you to fill in the blanks.) His riposte was immediate and 
automatic, “No, just one of his many disciples!” It was the effort and warmth of the 
man which endeared him to everybody in the parish. 
 
The Sunday School trips to Spittal or Coldingham were organised by the Waughs. 
Such excitement, such anticipation. Spittal was favourite; Coldingham invariably 
lived up to its name. The building excitement as we crossed Berwickshire to see 
who could spot the sea first was almost too much to bear. The green and cream 
SMT bus with streamers out the window was a happy place as we sang “Ten Green 
Bottles” and other cheerful songs going to the seaside. The train-spotters among us 
spent a lot of the time beside the main railway line “spotting” the Pacific 
locomotives as they showed their paces on the route from Edinburgh to London. 
The spectacle of the A4 Pacifics on the Border Bridge was something embedded in 
my mind. I cannot look at that bridge without thinking of Sunday School trips and 
large locomotives rushing north or south. 
 
The bus was usually quiet on return, as tiredness overtook the youngest and the 
grannies in the party, and we could reflect on what was, for some, their summer 
holiday. 
 
Annually, the minister and his wife took the Girls’ Brigade and Boys’ Brigade off to 
summer camp together!! Strict “social distancing” of course. One memorable camp 
was to a school in Aberdeen. We slept on a thing called a “palliasse”, effectively a 
sack which we filled with pre-ordered straw when we got there. No fancy sleeping 
bags or foam mattresses for us. The penance of life in the Church of Scotland was 
alive and well! I distinctly remember us being woken at five o’clock one morning by 
a fully dressed Rev and wife, to walk to the fish market to see the boats coming in 
with their catch. For me with my seagoing ambitions, this was paradise on earth, if 
somewhat aromatic! Such a memory! All gone! Then the walk back for breakfast. 
 
We swam at the world’s coldest beach (after Coldingham!), Balmedie, and lost 
ourselves in the maze at Hazelhead Park. We walked everywhere, and we all loved 
Aberdeen’s granite buildings, especially after a shower of rain when the sun came 
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back out. The place sparkles. To us it was a foreign land, exciting, different and the 
people spoke a very strange language!! 
 
Rev Waugh and his wife were, of course, assisted. The Girls’ Brigade had Isa and a 
good number of Senior Girls. The Boys’ Brigade officer was an ex-soldier who had 
been a physical training instructor and had served in the Korean War. To us boys he 
was a hero, amplified by his sometimes irreverent language for the laziest of us - 
out of earshot of the minister and certainly the minister’s wife - and by the stories 
he told. He became a joiner in the village on completion of his service, but he was 
forever “Jake” to us boys - we just wanted to hear more stories! 
 
His specialities were pyramids of boys relying on balance and bravery, and jumping 
the “horse” off a springboard. We loved it because it was one of the things we saw 
on black and white television, for those rich enough to have one, when the Royal 
Tournament was on. This did not suit us all however, and one boy we shall call 
Colin, simply because it is not his real name, who was not constructed to be an 
athlete, took some serious abuse for not even trying. Colin’s usual excuse was that 
he “had a stitch”. This was an ailment which did indeed strike us as boys and I 
presume girls. It manifested itself as a pain in the side resulting from over exertion. 
This was not something which could be laid at Colin’s door! He was, however, one 
of the group of us and he took a great deal of good-natured ribbing, which 
everybody got at some point. Not sure that in these days of greater gentility it 
would be considered acceptable. 
 
Jake’s favourite expressions were “Aitchison - you look like a half-shut knife, wake 
up!!” or “Duffy - you are like one o’clock half struck. Get it right!” Doubtless in the 
army these same words were said with additional adjectives added to add grit and 
gravitas. We often did get it right and we loved it all – and we were fit – very fit. 
 
Perhaps it was because of these wonderful people, or maybe because my three 
older sisters were already part of the “Manse crowd”, that the church became so 
important to me as I grew up. 
 
I went to Sunday school. I was in the BBs - I entered the “Anchor Boys” as soon as I 
could. It was a great uniform. It made me think I was a sailor, my life’s ambition 
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anyway, and we had great nights together in the Town Hall. It never bothered us at 
all that we had to do the “Bible bit”. Learning all the books of the Bible with all the 
difficult names, (who was this guy Deuteronomy anyway?), singing a hymn every 
meeting and having a prayer at every gathering were a part of being in the group.  
 
My BB career was not an auspicious one. I entered the “Anchors” as a private and 
left the Senior BBs as a private, many, many years later, as I went off to Leith 
Nautical College to be a real sailor. I think that probably says a lot about my 
leadership skills, or perhaps more about my behaviour! 
 
As we grew older, Sunday School developed into regular attendance at the church. 
Many of the village youth attended the church. It was something which was a 
progression and accepted by many of us. 
 
The Sunday School was an extension of the normal school. The teachers of one 
were also the teachers of the other, therefore our reputations travelled seamlessly 
from one to the other! The only difference was that the “deterrent” of the lump of 
leather from Lochgelly, the “belt”, the “tawse”, did not travel to church. The “belt” 
was a rite of passage for all boys! It was expected that at some point in the seven 
years of Primary school and beyond, each boy would be introduced to the “belt”. In 
my case my familiarity went beyond introduction - to a regular meeting. Perhaps 
that was why I never got a starring role in the “nativity”. I think on one occasion I 
was one of the shepherds but normally I was in the “cast of thousands” looking 
angelic and singing with a facial expression radiating peace and love, while at the 
same time pulling the girls pigtails or worse! 

 
Christmas was, of course, the high season of the Sunday School year. There 
was no advent calendar to build the atmosphere. Such fripperies were 
unaffordable to working families, neither were they necessary. At a time 

when even the smallest gift was unusual, the anticipation of something “special” at 
Christmas did not need props to increase the excitement. The arrival of the tree in 
church and the crafts of making the decorations were enough to know that the time 
was near. 
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We sang the carols instead of the 
normal hymns. I loved singing and I 
knew most of them by heart, but 
my favourite was “Away in a 
Manger”. Even today when I sing 
that carol I cannot get to verse 
three without my normally 
redundant emotions taking over. 
 
Be near me Lord Jesus,  
I ask you to stay, 
Close by me forever, 
And love me I pray, 
Bless all the dear children  
In thy tender care, 
And fit us for heaven, 
To live with thee there.  
 
I need to know it by heart because I 
cannot read the words on the 
page! Simply the most wonderful 
verse in the whole hymnal and still 
relevant to me today as I see my 
grandchildren growing up in difficult times.   
 
Sandy  
 
 
 

Remembering 
2 July Jim Condie of Duddingston 
19 July Margaret Sinclair of Portobello 
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LIFE AND WORK AUGUST 2020  
 

Biblical Plants and Sacred Spaces 
Lynne McNeil discovers how you can create a direct link to 
the Bible in a garden or balcony 

Jennifer’s Story 
Thomas Baldwin learns how the loss of a precious baby daughter provided the 
backdrop for the author of a new book. 
Plus, the work of a charity which provides a Christian charity on issues of 
miscarriage, infant loss and infertility. 

New Churches in the 20th Century 
The final part in the series looks at a rural parish that got a new lease of life by 
uniting in one extended building. 

Our Wake-up Moment 
In his first column as Moderator, the Rt Rev Dr Martin Fair reflects on the impact of 
the pandemic. 

Emergent Church 
Ruth Harvey considers the pathway for the Church from lockdown offered by 
Matthew 18. 

The Children of God 
In this month’s youth column, three teenage siblings reflect on their baptism.  

Plus all the regular columnists, news, reviews, letters, registers and crosswords 

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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September 2020  Sunday 23rd August 2020 
October 2020   Sunday 20th September 2020 
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