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WELCOME TO THE 97th ISSUE OF  

THE GATE 

Welcome to this, the 3rd online edition of The Gate. St Paul’s is    

continuing to work hard to reach as many people as possible through 

a mix of social media, email, livestreaming and the post to share   

information and worship.  

As some of the lockdown measures are being relaxed, St Paul’s is now 

able to open for public worship and Eucharist services are being held, 

following strict observance of the safety guidelines, on Wednesday 

and Sunday mornings and the church is also open for private prayer 

twice a week.  

For those who are not able, or ready, to come back into church, the 

services are continuing to be livestreamed by Zoom and recorded for 

the YouTube channel. And those with no access to such technology 

have not been forgotten. We are continuing to post out printed news-

letters and service sheets  -  and once again, an abridged version of 

this magazine has been posted out.  

We hope everyone will enjoy reading this online edition and a big 

thank you to all the people who have worked so hard to write their 

articles. Please keep everyone at St Paul’s in your prayers and we 

hope to see you all again very soon. 

Keeping in touch with St Paul’s  

Keep checking back to St Paul’s website. It is updated regularly with 

information, links and prayers.  

New videos are added on the YouTube channel of St Paul’s services, 

sermons and meditations.  

You can contact the vicar, The Revd John Vilaseca, on 0191 2524916 

or by email at  vilaseca26@yahoo.es  

And you can keep in touch with the congregation though Twitter,   

Facebook, Skype and WhatsApp.   

 

Wednesday 10am and Sunday 10am Eucharist services are now being 

held in church and are also being shared every week by Zoom.  

Just contact the vicar if you would like to join in. 

THE GATE 
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http://www.saintpaulswhitleybay.org.uk/
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCyibl_Tv5McqkfTczSktRwQ
mailto:vilaseca26@yahoo.es
https://twitter.com/stpaulswhitleyb?lang=en
https://www.facebook.com/pg/stpaulswhitleybay/posts/
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Letter from the Vicar 

Revd John Vilaseca 

Dear sisters and brothers in Christ, 

 

In the recent weeks and months, we have all had more time to be still, 

to think and reflect. We’ve had more time to read and pray, to discern 

God’s will and read the new signs of the time. I would like to share, 

briefly, with you one of my thoughts during lockdown.  

 

Now more than ever, the world around us and our lives are changing 

rapidly. The way we do things have been challenged and we’ve had to 

find new and imaginative ways to do things. In the midst of forced 

change for our own safety and survival, one image came to my mind: 

the everchanging flow of a river. It is nothing new to compare our life 

and spiritual journey to a river, many others have done that before. 

However, today’s situation springs this metaphor anew. Think about it. 

The river flow is ever changing and runs swiftly. It knows the riverbed 

and adapts itself to its context and surroundings. The river flow can be 

fast and rocky, sometimes it might be wide and still with under-

currents, other times it might be just a little spring. Although the river 

flow is ever changing and adapting, it never loses its essence and aim: 

to run down, forced by gravity and the elements, to reach its final goal, 

the sea.   

 

Are we not like a river? Are we not supposed to adapt ourselves to new 

realities to survive? The main task is to discern how we can adjust to 

pursue our final goal, to reach the great and open sea. Our spiritual life 

should be like the river stream flowing towards God. Sometimes the 

context and the elements might be adverse, so we will have to change 

our ways, but our aim will remain fixed on our final goal, God.  

 

Change is scary but it is one of the most natural things. The prophet 

Isaiah also mentioned the river as a sign of new birth when he        

describes change and possibility: “I am about to do a new thing; now it 

springs forth, do you not perceive it? I will make a way in the wilder-

ness and rivers in the desert.” (Isaiah 43.19) For Isaiah, God is in  

control of change. Wonderful things can be potentially achieved. 

Change is also essential for our life and the life of the Church; we face 

change not as a threat but as possibility. The theologian Karl Barth 

used and explained a phrase allegedly from St Augustine; ‘Ecclesia 

semper reformanda’ (the Church must always be reformed). Our life, 

like the life of the Church, needs to be always reformed according to 

God’s will.  

 

In these times, we embrace change and we adjust the way we do 

things like the river flow does. I invite you to look back to your spiritu-

al journey and compare it to a river. What kind of river is your spiritual 

life like? How have you changed and adapted through the years? What 

does the next stage ahead look like? 

Resumption of worship in our church building 
 

Following the welcome news that from July 4th we were able to reopen 

St Paul’s for public worship, the Vicar and Standing Committee looked 

very carefully at all the actions and procedures that would have to be 

put in place and updated the Risk Assessment accordingly. 

 

It was agreed that we could safely open the building for        

Eucharists on Sundays at 10am and Wednesdays at 10am.  

 

Everyone was asked to consider very carefully whether they should 

attend public worship, in light of their own circumstances. A document 

and a short film describing how things would be organised and the 

measures that will be in place to keep everyone as safe as possible 

were produced and put on the website.  

 

It was recognised that some people may decide that for the present 

they would not come to the services, and everyone was reassured that 

we would continue with the live streaming and YouTube recordings.  

 

In addition, St Paul's continues to be open for private prayer only, 

each Wednesday and Sunday from 2 - 4pm. 

https://www.saintpaulswhitleybay.org.uk/content/pages/documents/1593774410.docx
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T0WvL8IqBI4
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I’ve been asked to share some thoughts about 

starting my course in September to train as a Lay 

Reader in the Diocese of Newcastle.  But it occurs 

to me that although we hear the term “Lay Reader” 

or “Reader” quite often, it’s probably not well-known what the role is 

all about. So I’ll have a go at explaining.   

 

Our Diocesan website sums it up this way: “Readers are laypeople 

who have been trained for ministry and licensed by the Bishop. Read-

ers in Newcastle diocese are licensed to preach and teach the gospel, 

to lead worship, to develop a supportive ministry for those exploring 

their faith, and to energise others to be drawn to God. The calling to 

be a Reader is a calling to the whole person, and Readers are Readers 

all the time, in everything they do”.   

Then follows a long list of things that Readers do: 

 Working in their parishes with their vicars and local ministry teams 

to develop and implement Mission Action Plans 

 Working with children and young people in schools and youth work 

 Working as chaplains in hospitals, shops, schools and other settings 

 Taking funerals 

 Running Lent groups, housegroups and other study groups 

 Leading worship 

 Taking communion to housebound people 

And much, much more. 

 

“Goodness me”, I thought, when John asked me to consider whether I 

should ask the PCC to support me to put in my application (this has to 

be done officially through the PCC minutes). “Could I really be that 

person?” Chats with John and with Cecelia Holmes, the Recruitment 

and Selection Committee Co-ordinator (and a Reader herself) helped 

put things into perspective. No, you don’t have to do all the things on 

the list! You work to your strengths and interests, becoming the  

Reader and the person God wants you to be, and doing it side by side 

with your Incumbent. And also, alongside your family, your church 

family, and with support from the people you train with, other     

Readers, and the professionals at Lindisfarne College of Theology.  No 

two Readers have quite the same shape to their ministry. So it didn’t 

Wearing a new hat seem quite so unattainable. 

When I looked at things in that way, I could see that for a long time 

God had quietly been asking me to think about doing a job for him.  

Perhaps it began when I was asked to play the keyboard for our Music 

Group, and had to work with some of our lovely teenagers to get a 

worship song ready pretty much each Sunday. It was terrifying but 

they gave me courage, and helping them lead worship was so reward-

ing.  It gave me confidence to try other things, such as helping with a 

Bible study course and with Alpha and Pilgrim. When I became our 

choir’s conductor, I found myself speaking about what the words 

meant and how it influenced how we might sing them. Being on PCC 

over the years, and eventually becoming Churchwarden, got me     

involved in thinking about our mission as a Christian community.  

Without realising it, things kept creeping into my “repertoire” until the 

day came in summer 2018 when we were beginning our Vacancy.  We 

were being trusted to keep our parish life going and to look to the kind 

of future we felt called to. As Lay Chair I had to take the lead. Experi-

ence of doing the things God had asked of me in the past came into 

play, and he took us all in both new and familiar directions. 

 

So, I asked the PCC to support me and they did. I thought, “If other 

people think I can do this, then maybe I can!”  My application went in 

and I was interviewed by Zoom, in July. And the answer from those 

who interviewed me was, “Yes, we will recommend you for training.”  

 

Now the start of my training is coming up, starting on 12 September 

with an induction day. I’ll be attending lectures each week and doing 

assignments, reading, essays etc. Back to student days! Although the 

college is called “Lindisfarne”, it’s based at Church House in Percy 

Main so it’s not far to go. After three years I hope to have earned the 

Diploma in Theology, Ministry and Mission and go forward to be      

licensed as a Reader. Meanwhile, there’s fieldwork to do here at St. 

Paul’s, and there are residential weekends and Saturday sessions to 

attend too.  So, forgive me when I have a distracted look in the weeks 

and months to come; I’m probably thinking about the next essay or 

sermon. I know I’ll have the best possible practical and emotional  

support from John and from all of you. And for the rest, I’m trusting 

that God will show me the way. 

Ann  Laing 
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On Monday 13th July this year, a funeral service was held for Ernest 

Phillips followed by a Memorial Service for him two days later. Ernie 

Phillips and his wife Jean, who died six years ago, had two children: 

Ernie and Jeanette. They hold a lasting, treasured place in our church 

family. Ernie and Jean were a warm, fun loving couple, who were kind 

and generous to everyone they met. But it was their son Ernie who 

first walked into St Paul’s one New Year’s Day and began to attend 

Church services, becoming a valued member of the congregation until 

his own tragic death in early 2001.  

 

Arthur Thomas shares his special memories of Ernie. 

 

Times and friendships come and go, and now we say goodbye to a 

friend, a gentleman and a crucifer of St Paul’s. 

I remember quite well the arrival of the Phillips, not the whole family 

then, but just Ernie Phillips, the younger. 

Servers’ training, at that time, was noted for new visitors and Ernie 

was no different; he came along to ask if he could train as a server, 

mainly as a crucifer. 

Ernie became a good crucifer, always on time and did his work well. 

Then……………………………………… 

 

A month or two after young Ernie’s funeral, a gentleman approached 

after Sunday service. He introduced himself as Ernie’s father. He was 

rather upset still, but explained that his wife and he were very proud 

that their only son should attend and serve in church. Now he would 

like, if possible, to carry on their son’s duties. He felt this was the 

right thing to do, to thank God for their son’s life and death. 

So Ernie became a server, a crucifer for his Lord, dedicated, slow, late 

at times, but always doing his duty to young Ernie and his Lord. 

Most people may not know this story. I was very privileged to be told 

this by Ernie and hope I helped in a small way. 

 Jean, Ernie; you were a wonderful couple. 

 Farewell faithful friends 

 May God bless all three of you. 

 Rest in peace and  

 Rise in Glory. 

 

Remembering Ernie Phillips In 2001, following young Ernie’s funeral, Jean Phillips wrote this poem 

in memory of her beloved son: 

 

THE FAR AWAY PLACE 

There is no lesson to be learnt 

without some error. 

There is no certainty 

without some doubt. 

There is no right 

without some wrong. 

There is no gain 

without some loss. 

There is no love 

without some pain. 

There is no place 

so far away that it cannot be reached. 

For love surpasses all else. 

We will see you, our love, in the morning 

In that far away place. 

How well do you know St Paul’s? 

Can you identify these details? 

Answers on p7 
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Regular advertisers in The Gate 

As the Coronavirus lockdown restrictions are slowly being eased, most 

of our advertisers are beginning to reopen within the new guidelines. 

In our continuing recognition of the support they have given St Paul’s, 

they have all been approached to give an update on the status of their 

business. You can read here what they have said about how they are      

reopening. 

We continue to offer our hopes and prayers that everyone will be up 

and running as normal as soon and as safely as possible and we know 

that everyone at St Paul’s will continue to support our local businesses. 

Home services 

NE  

01912966838 or 

07939168382 

 

“Although we appreciate that it is still early days 

and not everyone will be in the position to have us 

back, we are here to help if you need us.  

We have a Covid-19 policy in place, have the  

necessary PPE and sanitisers and we follow all of 

the social distancing rules to ensure the safety of 

all our clients and staff.  

These are unprecedented times but we are here to 

support you in your homes when you need us. 

Stay safe and please get in touch if you need to.” 

The Garden Shop 

0191 252 2553   

"It is lovely to be back! Since re-opening on July 

1st we have been overwhelmed by the local  

support.  

The shop on Ilfracombe Gardens and our new 

webshop www.thegardenshopflorist.com have 

been busier than ever. Our new opening times are 

Tuesday to Friday 10am - 4pm and Saturday 

10am -3pm." 

Holly Frames 

0191 252 3900  

“We are really glad to have reopened at last and it 

was lovely to see all our customers again. The 

footfall is increasing and we have had lots of  

people bringing in things to be framed. We are 

now open from 10am to 4pm every day except  

Wednesday and Sunday, when we are closed.” 

The Grand Hotel 

Tynemouth 

0191 293 6666  

“We are so pleased to be open again to serve  

residents and visitors to Tynemouth.  

Our Drawing Room is not open to the public, this is 

a residents only lounge at the moment.  

Copperfields is open to the public from 12pm on 

Saturdays and Sundays and from 3pm Monday to 

Friday.  

We have started serving Afternoon Teas in the 

Brasserie on Saturdays and Sundays from 12pm 

until 3pm and will serving on Wednesdays as well 

starting from 5th August 2020. Booking is  

required. Guests get a 2 hour time slot. No more 

than 6 guests at the moment.  

We look forward to seeing everyone again soon!” 

Buffets by Sharon Currently still closed 

PAL Fitness Pilates 

Get Active 

All classes in the Parish Centre remain suspended 

while the building is closed  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Government restrictions are currently still in place for funerals and 

some Funeral Directors may still have reduced office hours.  

Check their websites for the latest information.  

W S Harrison & Son  0191 252 8779 

R J Ryland  0191 252 6500 or   0191 257 0222  

Gary Staker 0191 252 3635 

E Turnbull & Son 0191 257 1201  

https://www.facebook.com/homeservicesNE/
https://www.facebook.com/homeservicesNE/
https://www.thegardenshopflorist.com/
http://www.thegardenshopflorist.com
https://www.hollyframes.co.uk/
https://www.grandhoteltynemouth.co.uk/
https://www.grandhoteltynemouth.co.uk/
https://www.dignityfunerals.co.uk/funeral-directors/locations/england/tyne---wear/whitley-bay/17-claremont-crescent
https://rylandfuneral.co.uk/
https://www.garystaker.co.uk/
http://www.eturnbull.co.uk/
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The Vicarage Cat:  

Mowgli’s corner 

A visit to the Vet’s 

 

Do not alarm yourselves, I am keeping well, and the Vicar makes 

sure I am as safe as I can be.  

 

A couple of weeks ago, I went to see the Vet. Needless to say, it was 

not a pleasant experience. The Vicar thought my eyes were far too 

weepy, so he got worried and rang the Vet. I haven’t visited the Vet 

since I moved to Whitley Bay, so it was a new experience. And one I 

could have lived without.   

 

Firstly, the brave and difficult task to convince me to get into the 

travelling basket. I don’t know about you, but I hate to be placed into 

the basket. How can humans think we feel happy carried around in a 

basket? It is appalling. After some time of pushing and being bribed 

with biscuits, the Vicar finally managed to get me inside. Of course, I 

cried throughout our trip to the Vet.     

 

Upon our arrival, I’m not sure who was more terrified, the Vicar or 

me. Because of the new social distancing measures, the Vicar had to 

wait in the car park as I was taken ‘on my own’ into the Vet’s. Inside 

all went smoothly, they know what they are doing, and they were 

most attentive and diligent. So, after 20 minutes I was returned to 

the Vicar together with a large bill.  

 

By the end of it, my eyes were not weepy anymore, but the Vicar’s 

eyes were flooding with tears when he got the bill. Now I’m ‘fit as a 

fiddle’ and I’m determined to enjoy the short British summer in the 

garden, weather permitting.  

 

Meow!  

2020…… a year none of us will ever forget and one we would never 

have envisaged. When lockdown began in March, it was certainly a 

curse. Everything stopped. No church, no dancing, no eating out, no 

contact with friends or family. However life took on a different pattern. 

We went for long walks, spent lots of time in the garden and           

exercised, we got to know our neighbours and found out how helpful 

and kind they were, definitely a blessing. The telephone and e-mail 

became very important for keeping in touch, another blessing.  

 

Life took on another rhythm until, out of the blue, I received a phone 

call to say a kidney had become available for me. I had given up hope 

but, because I was agreeable to enter hospital and have the transplant 

in spite of the risk of the virus, things moved swiftly. As I told Fr John, 

I don’t think I would have coped as well a few years ago, but because 

of the support of everyone at St Paul’s and all the prayers and the 

good wishes, I was able to go ahead regardless of any risks. 

 

I am home again now and everything appears to be going in the right 

direction. For the first time in many years I can enjoy a normal diet, 

definitely another blessing. Now I just have to get through 12 weeks of 

isolation (a curse!), but my family and friends are keeping in touch 

and letting me know what is going on in the outside world.  

 

So looking back over this, as far as I am concerned, lockdown has  

certainly been a blessing. However, I do look forward to a more     

normal life, resuming Church activities and meeting all my many 

friends face to face. 

Lockdown: A Curse or Blessing? 

 

Good to know 

 

The little word of love, 

the right time and place 

Will be blessed by God above, 

and watered by His grace. 

 

Author unknown 
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When  a random selection of members 

of the congregation were asked what 

they’d missed during lockdown, how 

they’d passed their time and what they were most looking forward to 

doing when lockdown was lifted, a common thread ran through their 

responses. People had missed going to church, seeing family and 

friends; they had been disappointed that special celebrations, wed-

dings and anniversaries had had to be cancelled or postponed; holiday 

plans had been put on hold and planned theatre, cinema visits and 

other such events had not taken place. 

 

However time has been filled with decorating, inside and out, garden-

ing, doing jigsaws and playing games, including one called Pandemic! 

Books have been read and walks along the seafront and exploring  

residential areas enjoyed. Everyone was looking forward to seeing 

friends and family again, returning to church, going to the hairdresser 

and, above all, life returning to normal. Here are some of their individ-

ual responses. 

 

“I’ve missed my exercise classes, doing voluntary work at the charity 

shop and singing with my choir. I’m looking forward to meeting friends 

again for coffee and lunch.” 

 

“I’ve missed seeing people but with the good weather I’ve been able 

to enjoy the lovely flowers in the garden and have grown some vege-

tables, lettuce and radishes.” 

 

“Since the church has reopened, I’ve enjoyed being able to spend 

some quiet time there on Sunday afternoons.” 

 

 “I’m disappointed that my niece’s wedding has had to be postponed 

but I’m looking forward to it next year. I’ve been busy in the garden, 

painted the fence and done a lot of baking and cooking.” 

 

“I’ve spent time reading, doing puzzles and on-line quizzes with family 

members, walking and admiring other people’s gardens. I’ve also    

enjoyed having time to spend in quiet reflection and prayer.” 

Coping with Lockdown “Walking my dogs has kept me sane. I’m looking forward to meeting 

my sister, whom I haven’t seen since Boxing Day and taking our dogs 

for a walk in East Herrington Country Park. I’m also looking forward to 

being able to visit my sister in law in her care home.” 

 

“I’ve missed coming to church and singing. My puzzle books have kept 

me occupied as have a plentiful stock of unread books!” 

 

“I’ve missed going shopping in Newcastle. I’ve been enjoying my   

garden and walking the dog. I’m looking forward to being able to get 

an appointment at the doctor’s and dentist and not having to social 

distance and hand sanitise all the time!” 

 

John Harrison, Kay Rutherford,  Susan O’Connell, Judith Collin,   

Sue Day, Pam Watson, Dilys Palmer 

How did you do? 

Tricky, isn’t it! 
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The whole country was in Lockdown, not a term familiar 

to us. What was to happen? Our everyday lives were to 

be severely disrupted. There would be no meetings with 

our beloved families or friends, no entertainment centres open, we couldn’t     

worship as a congregation, we couldn’t attend sports events…………and so on. 

COVID19 disrupted our lives in ways that we could never have imagined when we 

were  celebrating Christmas. Sadly, some lives would be affected much more  

severely than others and would never be the same again and, at the present time, 

this is still the case. 

 

From my own point of view, things changed drastically. I am fortunate in that 

much of what I do in my everyday life is done with other people, who are also my 

friends. My Church, my walking groups, my badminton clubs, my lunches out are 

all social activities. I am blessed in that I have many friends and acquaintances 

with whom I spend my time. 

 

I decided very early on that, although I couldn’t meet with friends, I wouldn’t     

become a ‘couch potato’. Not good for someone with a weight problem! I didn’t, 

as many of my friends did, throw myself into baking goodies. I bake, but not well 

and I’d only end up eating what I’d baked!  

 

Anyway, Mr. Johnson said we could go outside once a day for exercise, so my 

plan was to keep up my walking. 10,000 steps a day was my aim. I wasn’t going 

to be able to go with friends so I might as well get used to walking on my own. I 

decided that my walks would not take up the entire day; after all, I have my lovely 

husband at home and would not want him to feel neglected! My aim, therefore, 

was always to be home for lunch at 1 p.m. so that anything that needed to be 

done got done in the afternoons. 

 

Very quickly I got used to walking the highways and byways of the local area. I 

didn’t venture anywhere that depended on public transport. Everywhere I went 

was in easy walking distance of Whitley Bay. I cannot tell you what an absolute 

joy it was, especially when we were in full lockdown, to be walking amongst trees, 

through fields and by streams without the constant hum of traffic. The birdsong 

was amazing, it was as though the birds knew that the world had changed and 

were responding to those changes by doing what they know best. Woodpeckers 

could be heard, especially in Holywell Dene and there were skylarks in full song 

near Holywell pond and over many of the fields roundabout there. Lapwings 

were nesting in some of the fields and would suddenly take to the air when dis-

turbed. Pheasants seemed to appear from nowhere making me jump! Whilst 

walking near St Mary’s Island nature reserve I had the pleasure of listening to 

and watching, Reed Buntings perched on the top of the slenderest of reeds, in 

full song. There have been rabbits in abundance and I was completely taken by 

surprise when a fox crossed my path when I was walking along the path parallel 

to the Metro line at West Monkseaton. The biggest treat of all was being able to 

observe the seals on St. Mary’s Island, basking in the lovely sunshine that 

seemed to go on for weeks. Sadly the Island became out of bounds due to the 

irresponsible behaviour of a few which threatened the quiet life of the seals.  

 

I have discovered paths previously unknown to me, just because I’d never both-

ered to take much interest in our beautiful, immediate area. I never appreciated 

what was on my doorstep. Whitley Bay and the surrounding area have every-

thing and I now appreciate that. We have the sea of course, but venture inland 

slightly and you’ll find beautiful countryside. I consider myself very fortunate to 

be living where I do even more than ever now.  

 

As you may imagine, my 10,000 steps a day, quickly became considerably more 

as I wandered further afield, discovering new routes to places. Sometimes I 

would find myself in a farmer’s field that I shouldn’t have been in, or at the end of 

a path that led nowhere! All part of the adventure. I’ve walked miles all alone and 

enjoyed every minute. The feeling is hard to describe. I’ve seen the crops in the 

fields grow from the tiniest shoots to swathes of waving corn. Ploughed fields 

have become a sea of green produce almost ready for harvesting. My walks 

have taken me to Delaval Hall, Earsden, The Royal Quays Marina, The Biodiver-

sity Park, Seghill, Forest Hall, Holywell and many others besides, not to mention 

our beloved seafront.  

 

I have to admit that, as the seafront and the Avenue 

Branch Line (waggonway) became busier I tended to 

avoid them in the interest of social distancing. I  prefer 

the quieter routes where I can relax and lose myself in 

my thoughts. Walking is such great therapy. I have 

found myself thanking God for what is around me and 

for giving me the opportunity to appreciate the glory of 

Walking my way through 

Lockdown 
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Dorothy Little 

this wonderful world,   despite the reality of the virus. It has 

been a great way of putting my thoughts in order, a prob-

lem or worry is diminished after a good walk in the fresh air. 

 

Before the lockdown, I would mostly walk with friends and 

still prefer to do that, but walking alone has given me the 

confidence to go ‘my way’ and to wander where the mood 

takes me. I usually have a vague plan in mind when I set 

off but I don’t always stick to it. I find an unfamiliar path  

irresistible and say to myself ‘I wonder where this goes’ and I’m off! If you’re 

able and like to be in the fresh air try wandering the local paths, you never know 

where they’ll take you. 

 

There’s just one problem from my point of view………………….I’ve worn out my 

walking shoes and had to buy a new pair.  

You, O God, are the Lord of the mountains and the val-

leys. As I travel over mountains and through valleys, I 

am beneath your feet.  

You surround me with every kind of creature. Open my 

eyes to see their beauty, that I may perceive them as the 

work of your hands. 

 

Tonight, I will sleep beneath your feet, O Lord of the 

mountains and valleys, ruler of the trees and vines. I will 

rest in your love, with you protecting me as a father  

protects his children, with you watching over me as a 

mother watches over her children.  

 

Then tomorrow the sun will rise and I will not know 

where I am; but I know that you will guide my footsteps. 

 

A prayer of the Sioux Indians 

Lord of the mountains 
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I often find these long summer days a good time 

to celebrate the beauty of creation and to delight 

in both its grandeur and simplicity. Our faith encourages us to thank 

God for nature’s variety and fecundity, as in texts such as Psalms 104 

and 148 and the hymns we sing, especially at Harvest Festivals. At 

such times our faith encourages us to contemplate our complete     

dependence for life itself on pure air, clean water and fertile soil.   

Sadly, we too easily forget that with our power over nature comes an 

awesome responsibility, to ‘tread lightly on the earth’. We would do 

well to remember the example of St Francis and learn to ‘live more 

simply that others may simply live’. However, this would require a 

conversion as dramatic as that of St Paul on the Damascus Road! 

 

Why do I say that? Well, unfortunately, most of the trends in my life-

time have been running hard in the opposite direction. Our modern 

lifestyles are so dependent on an increasingly complex web of systems 

and structures that it is almost impossible to live at all without causing 

unforeseen negative consequences for the environment. Our simplest 

decisions often affect the livelihood of peoples on the other side of the 

globe. We hear a lot about ‘global warming’ and ‘climate change’, but 

these very serious evils are still not sufficiently high on our individual 

or corporate list of priorities.  

 

The COVID-19 pandemic has shown how quickly and dramatically   

individuals and governments are capable of acting when there is a  

perceived immediate threat, but it is much harder to be convinced of 

the danger from something that is so much slower to show its effects,   

especially when they are on people and ecosystems which are too far 

away for us to notice. It is much easier to leave it to someone else to 

sort out than to bother with action ourselves, especially when it is not 

even clear what that action should be! Few governments have the  

wisdom, courage, vision and popular support to make some of the real 

(and even painful) decisions that we need to take if our children and 

grandchildren are to have somewhere fit to live, let alone a chance to 

enjoy and respect the wonder of God’s creation. 

Following in the steps of 

St Francis? 

My trouble is that I find it too easy to despair. I am so conscious of 

the inherent sinfulness and greed of human nature that I find it hard 

to believe that we will have the global will to effect the necessary  

dramatic changes. The richest (and that includes us) will have to give 

up the most, and be prepared to do so willingly, and I can’t see that 

happening. The issue of the motor car is a good illustration. We have 

become so accustomed to the ease and freedom of this mode of travel 

(beyond the dreams of even our richest forebears) that we stamp our 

feet and shout if it is even slightly restricted.  

 

If you don’t believe me, then just consider the furore caused by the 

temporary (and necessary) pedestrianisation of Park View. I was also 

struck by how quickly folk reverted to driving everywhere again, after 

the brief heavenly respite of quiet and safety in the early weeks of 

‘lockdown’. As the New Archbishop of York put it recently, ‘with planes 

standing idle on the runway and cars on the drive, the planet itself 

was able to heave a sigh of relief.’ Sadly our ‘right’ to go where we 

want and when we want always seems more important than our     

responsibility to consider the needs and welfare of others, never mind 

the planet itself! 

 

If you think I am being too extreme, then remember that this blind-

ness with regard to environmental considerations has been true for at 

least sixty years. We may only recently have learnt of global warming, 

but when I was a child we knew all about the dangers of the pollution 

of air, and water and nuclear waste etc. We may have cleaned up our 

own atmosphere and rivers, but only by transferring the ‘problem’ to 

other poorer countries which have ‘developed’ by embracing the pollu-

tion that we exported. Unfortunately our false economic idol of contin-

uous growth means that we expect an ever-increasing ‘standard of 

living’ regardless of the cost to the earth. When we calculate the   

economic ‘cost’ of any activity we fail to take into account the environ-

mental costs of the degradation of soil, water, air and biodiversity it 

will cause. Embracing the ‘cheapest’ option will cost us far more in the 

long term. This has been ‘known’ all my life, but the accounting     

system has not changed!  

 

Furthermore, such ‘economic’ growth is always at the expense of 

someone, whether it’s a child working in a cobalt mine to enable the 

manufacture of our mobile phones, or a forest dweller losing their 
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home (or even their life) so that we can have cheap beef or palm oil.  

Indeed, many of the internal conflicts that horrify us are due to com-

petition for land between opposing interests. We talk of the refugee 

problem whilst failing to examine the causes. These are often a loss of 

livelihood for social and political reasons, which are themselves often 

partly due to loss of land or biodiversity. Everything is connected, with 

often complex intertwined causes. There is not a single commercial 

decision we make that does not have political and environmental    

effects for good or ill. 

 

This complexity means that even if we wish to be ‘green’ it is impossi-

ble for us to know the relative environmental costs of all our purchas-

es; that is where we need more government regulation and business 

compliance. However, that will not happen unless politicians perceive 

it to be popular – that’s the world we live in!  For example, there is a 

massive hidden energy cost to the current Internet, let alone the 5G 

network – but we never hear about that!  Such decisions are often led 

by ‘consumer demand’. That term ‘consumer’ is another loaded one: 

when we eat something we produce ‘waste’ and that is true for all the 

goods we buy too!   

 

I have never forgotten Bishop Martin talking about this once. He said 

something like “We talk about throwing things away, but there is no 

such place as ‘away’”.  Everything always ends up somewhere – usual-

ly landfill. Yes, recycling is good, but not as beneficial as not using that 

resource in the first place as recycling uses more resources and usual-

ly gives an inferior product which cannot be recycled again. We need a 

more sustainable way of living and that will include remembering the 4 

Rs: to Reduce, Reuse and Repair first before finally Recycling when 

necessary. 

 

So, yes, I often despair, but I do not entirely lose hope. I remember 

the example of prophets such as Isaiah. He railed against the injustic-

es of his culture and foresaw a time when resources would be more 

fairly shared, with enough for all. ‘The earth has enough for human 

need, but not for human greed.’ Then I think of John the Baptist, who 

took living ‘close to the earth’ to extremes with his stark clothing and 

basic diet. Even Jesus sent his disciples out with no spare clothes or 

money – they were to travel light and rely on the generosity of 

strangers to survive. I’m not sure I’m up to that challenge just yet!  

Finally, of course, I think of St Francis, who loved the plants and     

animals of his time and embraced a life of poverty and simplicity 

which continues to inspire his followers today. We can also take heart 

from the environmental passions of Green Christians and A Rocha 

amongst others. It helps if we all do what we can, however little. As 

the old Scottish proverb has it ‘Many a mickle makes a muckle’ – 

that’s as true for being green as for the wastefulness which got us into 

this mess! 

 

So here’s an Environmental Audit for you to consider by asking your-

self: ‘Which of the following am I able or willing to do?’ 

 

 Join a green campaigning organisation. 

 Grow organic fruit and veg in my garden. 

 Do my best to shop sustainably and shop locally and with  

 minimum packaging. 

 First ‘Reduce’ then ‘Re-use’ then ‘Repair’ and only ‘Recycle’ 

as a last resort! 

 Try to avoid car travel when possible (or give up my car  

 altogether and join Co-Wheels Car Club –  

 see https://www.co-wheels.org.uk/) 

 Consider whether it is ever justified to go on a cruise 

 Examine plane travel carefully. What counts as essential? 

 Think before buying: ‘do I really need that?’  (‘Make do and 

mend.’) 

 Remember the environmental cost every time I use the 

Internet, especially for video (which uses three-quarters of 

the total energy!). 

Janet Appleby  
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The time for me to go for hip replacement surgery 

was fast approaching and, with a few days still to go, 

I was in Newcastle with my daughter shopping for 

suitable hospital-bed attire. Other shoppers were 

scurrying to-and-fro as we entered the shopping 

centre, but the pain in my hip was so great I had to stop for a rest. 

 

Amidst the hubbub, my daughter propped me up against the nearest 

shop window and instructed me not to move as she went off to the 

place where there were wheel chairs for hire. I must have looked and 

sounded a sorry sight standing there whimpering because, suddenly, a 

woman appeared from nowhere, took me by the arm and said:  

 

“Sir, you appear to be in trouble. I am going to help you to the bench 

seat over there, and, if anyone gets there before us, I will say that the 

seat is for you”. She held my arm, took my weight, walked me across 

to the seat and sat me down. I started to thank her but when I looked 

up she’d gone. She’d melted into the crowd. A few minutes later my 

daughter appeared with a wheel chair and off we went with me in it. 

 

Back home, with my new Marks and Spencer’s pyjamas, I thought 

about the brief encounter I’d had with the woman who’d helped me 

that morning; a sort of ministering angel. And this reminded me of the 

stories I’d grown-up with as a Roman Catholic boy in the late 1930s. In 

those far off days I understood that angels had wings, blonde hair, 

blue eyes and were robed in long white dresses. I mean, there were 

pictures of them in my prayer book and in the colourful windows of the 

church I attended. For heaven’s sake, I knew what angels looked like. 

 

But, hang on a minute, the one I’d encountered in the shopping mall 

that morning didn’t look a bit like that. No. This one appeared as a 

black woman with brown hair wearing a green coat and red trousers. 

 

Definitely no wings and no long white dress . . . . . but an angel     

nonetheless.          

          

A brief encounter 

My Guardian Angel 
 

When looking back I dimly see 

The trails my feet have trod, 

Some hand divine, it seems to me, 

Has pulled the strings with God; 

Some angel form has life-ward leaned 

When hope for me was past; 

Some love sublime has intervened 

To save me at the last. 

 

For look you! I was born a fool, 

Damnation was my fate; 

My lot to drivel and to drool, 

Egregious and frustrate. 

But in the deep of my despair, 

When dark my doom was writ, 

Some saving hand was always there 

to pull me from the Pit. 

A Guardian Angel - how absurd! 

I scoff at Power Divine. 

 

And yet . . . a someone spoke the word 

That willed me from the swine. 

And yet, despite my scorn of prayer, 

My lack of love or friend, 

I know a Presence will be there, 

To save me at the end. 

 

Robert William Service 

Brian Moss 
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In 1972 I was a petulant, vocal,  teenager who 

thought that the world owed him a living. I 

cycled to school every day, I played cricket at 

Percy Main Cricket Club and I played football 

for Wesley Methodists in Coach Lane North Shields. My life revolved 

around those three activities.  If you'd asked the 15 year old Duffy to 

ring a bell, sing any sort of song or read from the Gospels, well I'm 

sure you could guess my response! 

 

One of the stranger things about coming to Christianity only in later 

life is that my first encounter with John Wesley occurred due to    

chasing a ball around a field rather than any sermon or preaching by a 

minister.  

 

John Wesley himself however, was no stranger to chasing around. In 

his lifetime he preached 40,000 sermons and travelled quarter of a 

million miles on horseback, the equivalent of 10 times around the 

world. So it's not surprising that he often found himself in the North 

East of England. Indeed Wesley saw Newcastle as one of the points of 

his preaching triangle with London and Bristol. All areas in between 

providing the framework for his itinerant ministry, fertile ground for 

his oratory and the passionate message of Christ. Newcastle was a 

cornerstone for John Wesley and he visited over 50 times, often stay-

ing in the area for weeks on end. 

 

On May 28th 1742, accompanied by his servant John Taylor, he made 

his first visit to Newcastle. Seeking out the poor and roughest areas of 

the town by the River Tyne he was shocked at the widespread drunk-

enness and swearing, even among the children. On May 30th, con-

fronted by the destitution and apparent hopelessness he encountered, 

he began singing Psalm 100, to an audience, it must be said, of only 3 

or 4 people. The idea that this physically small man, only about 5ft 2in 

tall, could unselfconsciously belt out a hymn of praise to Jesus must 

have struck a chord somewhere among the local populace.  

 

Word spread and soon over 500 people were there. That evening he 

preached to them, an initially sceptical crowd won over by the word of 

God through a stirring Wesley sermon. Reflecting afterwards John was 

to comment on the "pure love and kindness" of the Tynesiders. Wesley 

was back in Newcastle in the November of the same year when he also 

visited and preached at Horsley, Swalwell and Tanfield.  

 

He later described Newcastle as "the most beautiful place in          

Britain…..if I thought there was no heaven then I would like to spend 

all my summers there".  

 

Spending all our summer here has a very special and pertinent mean-

ing for us today in lockdown Britain. However we are lucky enough if 

we are "Holidaying at Home" this year to be able to visit the monu-

ment erected to commemorate the actual sermon of 30th May 1742; it 

stands outside the law courts on Newcastle quayside in the aptly 

named Wesley Square.  

 

When I visit, which I certainly will, wearing my 

newly acquired mask on the Metro to Manors sta-

tion. I will stand by the Wesley monument and 

remember his love of spreading the gospel and 

his love of Newcastle. I can't promise that I'll 

have the confidence to sing out the Hundredth 

Psalm though! 

Alan Duffy 

John Wesley 

By the way thank you for all of the comments about my previous     

articles. However I must mention some feedback I received in the 

belltower, and this gentleman knows who he is, who said,  

 

"Alan I enjoyed your article…..but," and he took his time to choose his 

words carefully, "but….I prefer the articles by the Cat"  

 

Being compared to a feline and found to be wanting is not a situation 

a petulant, vocal, 63 year old chorister who thinks that the world owes 

him a living likes to find himself in! 
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As some of you may know I love sewing. 

Since being around 11 years old when my 

Dad bought me my first sewing machine I 

have always sewed,  firstly at school under 

the indomitable Mrs Knox. After leaving school I have mainly been self 

taught and who would have thought all those years ago that there 

would now YouTube tutorials on how to sew almost anything. 

 

I always was the one in the family who did all the sewing;  the one to 

take up and alter things, replace zips and the like.... ”Oh Sandra will 

do that” was often the refrain. My Aunty Eleanor would keep me right, 

she was a great crafter of all sorts of things. I would have a go with 

varying degrees of success and try most things, from bridesmaid’s 

dresses and headdresses, mini dresses to curtains and cushions.  

 

So when the call came for things to be sewn for the 

NHS because of  the pandemic I was keen to help. I 

was (supposed) to be shielding as my immune sys-

tem is supressed and people starting dropping off   

pillowcases for wash bags. This led to downloading a 

pattern in lots of A4 sheets to stick together and 

sewing gowns with the severe shortage of PPE within 

the NHS.  

 

Then I was making ear savers to stop poor nurses, 

medics and then carers having sore and bleeding ears 

with having to wear face masks for 13 hour shifts. 

Their selflessness knows no bounds and I know from 

family members they were very uncomfortable wear-

ing all this PPE for hours on end and suffering from 

heat exhaustion. Remember we had the hottest spring 

on record. It was, and continues to be,  gruelling for 

these heroes.  

 

We are truly lucky to have them and the group of sewers that banded 

together to sew scrubs and the like and try and keep to keep our NHS 

and care home staff safe and protected. Social media, as with many 

things in this pandemic, came into its own about who was requesting 

what and where it was needed.  

 

I am continuing to make masks as it looks like we 

will be wearing these for a very long time. For these, 

Dad’s cotton shirts have come in VERY handy to be 

cut up for the masks. If you want one I am now rais-

ing much needed St Paul’s funds by making these 

double sided washable masks. 

 

Let me know if you, or anyone you know, want any 

masks – they are £2.50 each and all money will go to 

church funds. They are fully washable at the recom-

mended 60 degrees and have a small pocket to the inside to place a 

filter in should you wish – a dried baby wipe is suggested. Don’t iron 

the elastic but the masks are cotton and can be washed over and 

over again. Very green!!  

 

On the matter of elastic it has been very hard to buy, so if anyone 

has any lying around in a sewing box please let me know. I can use 

every bit of elastic you can find! Thank you. 

Sewing for the front line 

Sandra Graham 

I am only one 

 

I am only one, but I am one. 

I cannot do everything, but I can do something. 

What I can do, I ought to do, 

And what I ought to do, by the grace of God I will do. 

 

Anon 
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Out of the Tower 

Newsletter from Saint Paul’s Guild of Bell Ringers July/August 2020 

 

This continues to be the most difficult time for St Paul’s Church as 

well as for our Guild since the March lockdown due to Covid-19 Pan-

demic hit our country. We are glad that at long last our church is 

open even if only with a limited amount of services and distancing 

rules in place. 

 

The observant will also see that the church clock displays the time not 

as summer time but as Greenwich Mean Time due to Potts of Derby 

being unable to send their engineer to adjust the time due to the  

continued Covid-19 restrictions.  

 

As reported in last month’s letter, the Guild members have resorted 

to holding meetings via Zoom organised by one of our members    

Colette Stroud. Our first catch up was held on Monday 1st June and 

was well attended. As our AGM had to be cancelled it was decided to 

conduct this year’s meeting via Zoom so that Ann Lee could be elect-

ed to be our Secretary. The AGM was held on Monday 15th June and 

was attended by 10 members. Fr John was invited to take the position 

of Chair at the meeting. The officers, apart from Gerald, continued in 

post with Ann Lee taking over as Secretary, thus releasing Gerald of 

that task. It was agreed that Ann would be the contact person for the 

Guild for purposes of the Association and Church.  Gerald will continue 

to be available if required to liaise with the PCC of St Paul’s as he   

retains the post of Tower Captain. 

 

On Monday 6th July a meeting was held via Zoom to consider the 

possibility of resuming a limited amount of ringing for Sunday Mass 

only. At the meeting 10 members were present including Fr John who 

was chair. There has been some discussion as to how and when bell 

ringing can resume to a greater or lesser degree. After consultation 

with Fr. John, our Steeple Keeper Mark conducted a survey of the  

belfry and ringing chamber. A full discussion will take place for him to 

give his findings but with the present Government restrictions it 

seems unlikely ringing can resume any time soon. 

 

I have been in touch with the Christ Church Guild to enquire as to 

how they are coping at this time and what their plans are for resuming 

bell ringing. To date they are not envisaging any resumption of activi-

ties until later in the year, maybe even as late as October or even  

December. This is due to members continued concerns with regards to 

Covid-19 and the conflicting advice on social distancing. As reported in 

my last letter “The Ringing World” is continued to be distributed to all 

members including Fr John so that they are kept  informed of how the 

rest of the ringing community is fairing. 

 

I have been heartened to learn from many people in Whitley Bay and 

from our own church community on how they miss hearing our bells 

and asking when can they hear them again. I for one feel that when 

St Paul’s bells resume to be heard in our town then it will be apparent 

to all that this terrible period in the country’s history be at an end. 

 

Best wishes to everyone at St Paul’s and endeavour to keep safe.                                                  

Gerald M Lang 

 

 

 

St Paul's Whitley Bay is registered with easyfundraising - the UK’s 

biggest charity shopping fundraising site which means over 4,000 

shops and sites will donate to us for FREE every time you use     

easyfundraising to shop with them. It's simple to use and it's free.  

 

 

 

 

 

These donations will help so much, so please sign up to support us – 

it’s completely FREE and doesn’t take long.  

Just follow this easyfundraising link to get started. 

https://www.easyfundraising.org.uk/causes/stpaulswhitleybay/?utm_campaign=raise-more&utm_content=gs-f1
https://www.easyfundraising.org.uk/causes/stpaulswhitleybay/?utm_campaign=raise-more&utm_content=gs-f1
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Many churches today are using social media to hold public services – 

either together at the same time or uploaded so you can listen and 

watch at any time and worship in your home when it is convenient for 

you. I find that having a ‘prayer space’ when I join, as well as when I 

pray alone, enables me to enter into that time of holiness quicker and 

more fruitfully. It’s like when you physically go to a church building for 

a service. Your hand holds the door handle and you choose to enter 

into a sacred space. 

 

Not many of us have the luxury of a separate space where we current-

ly live, and in many ways I prefer not to distinguish prayer life from 

everyday life. After all, where does one end and the other begin? God 

is everywhere; in every room in the house. He’s no less in my home or 

yours than He is in our locked church buildings. He’s with me when I 

pray and when I eat, or cook, or watch TV and so on. 

 

One item I appreciate is a cross that I can hold. Ideally one that   

completely fits into my hand. There are wooden Holding Crosses that 

you can make or buy especially for this purpose, but you can use any 

material. Perhaps you could make one out of felt and stuff it, to give it 

form and solidity. I have one made from an old plastic book binding 

strip, which I cut to size. One piece slots into the other, to form the 

cross shape.  

 

What I appreciate about the holding cross is its firmness, it reminds 

me that Christ is my firm foundation; that God is solid and dependa-

ble. It reminds me also that what-ever happens I will cling to Him. And 

it tells me that as I hold that cross in my hand so I pray that He will 

hold me forever, never letting me go or fall. 

A Holding Cross 

Chaplains from a hospital and a hospice joined the newly-confirmed 

Archbishop of York as he led worship from York Minster for the Church 

of England’s weekly online service on 11th July. The first service to be 

presided over at York Minster by Archbishop Stephen Cottrell focussed 

on prayer and the ‘startling, beautiful heart’ of the message of the 

Gospel of God’s unconditional love for us.  

 

In his sermon, he said, “This is my first time presiding here in this 

magnificent building as Archbishop of York and it is a joy to be in this 

place where prayers have been said for 1,300 years.” 

 

The service included a reading from the Gospel of St Matthew, in 

which Jesus relates the Parable of the Sower. Commenting on the  

Parable, the Archbishop used his sermon to explain how the story 

shows how the Sower received a ‘most magnificent Harvest’ in spite of 

his errors. He said, “Jesus comes to us, not to reward the rewardable, 

not to love the loveable, He comes to us to bring us into relationship 

with God, to plant the seed which is His word, His life in our hearts, so 

that our lives might be fruitful – why? Because He loves us so much, 

that is the startling, beautiful heart of the Gospel story.” 

 

He added, “Prayer is what God does in us through the Holy Spirit, 

what we call prayer is just our response, however faltering, however 

uncertain. Whenever we open our hearts and our minds and our voices 

to God and tell God our hopes, tell God our fears, express to God our 

love, then not only do we become people of prayer but we enter again 

into relationship with God.” 

 

The Revd Rachel Bailes, Lead Chaplain at York 

Teaching Hospital NHS Foundation Trust, added, 

“Prayer is vital to my daily life as a person and in my 

work as a hospital chaplain. Time and time again 

I’ve had to learn the lesson that I cannot rely on my 

own strength alone and that I need God’s resourcing 

each and every day.” 

 

The Power of Prayer 


