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Dear Friends in Christ, 

It seems such a long time since we were able to meet together 
for public worship – Sunday 15th March in fact.  That's over 3 months since 
our last Eucharist  together in St George's.  The time in between has been 
very difficult for many of you because you have been deprived not only of 
public worship but also been unable to physically share in the sacrament of 
Holy Communion.  On top of that many of us have had to endure a pretty 
strict regime of isolation and lockdown due to Covid-19.  The fine weather 
we have enjoyed has made recent months somewhat easier to cope with, 
but for some that is small consolation for the effects of the Coronavirus on 
them and their loved ones.  Our prayers will continue for all affected by this 
dreadful virus. 

However there is some light now showing at the end of the tunnel.  Some 
restrictions have been eased by the authorities and following on from that, 
the Select Vestry and I have agreed to open St George's on Wednesdays 
from 10.00am to 2.00pm.  This will initially be for private prayer only in a 
small designated area at the west end of the church.  The main part of the 
nave, the chancel, the church offices, and the hall will remain out of bounds 
in the meantime.  This, once a week, opening period  will begin on 
Wednesday 1st July.  A one-way system, with hand sanitisers and designated 
seats will be in operation. 

The Select Vestry and I will make a decision about holding services once I 
have had the opportunity to discuss the matter with the Bishop-elect and 
other diocesan clergy.  That meeting is scheduled (as I write) for Thursday 
25th June.  Once we have a timetable in place for recommencing services we 
will post the times and dates on our Facebook page, on the Parish website 
and on the gate noticeboard and also endeavour, by word of mouth, to let 
you know the arrangements.  I hope that we can resume services sooner 
rather than later.  In the meantime please continue to join me on Facebook, 
Sundays at 11.00am and Wednesdays at 8.00pm for worship. 

Yours sincerely in Christ 

From the Rector’s Desk 
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We have been asked by the GDPR Committee to publish the Select Vestry 
letter below again, as the number of responses to the request for registration 
has been rather disappointing. 

Editorial 

General Data Protection Regulation (GDPR) 

Dear Parishioners and Friends of St George’s 

St George’s is currently – rather belatedly - updating its processes 
for storing data in line with GDPR.  We hope, by the end of the 
process, not just to comply with GDPR but also to improve our 
communication with you by creating email lists for different 
purposes such as publicising services, concerts etc.  We had planned to 
complete this during April and May 2020.  In the current circumstances we 
have decided to try to make as much progress as possible since this can be 
an online exercise for most people.   

To this end, we need to ask for a completed form for EACH MEMBER OF 
YOUR FAMILY INVOLVED IN ST GEORGE’S IN ANY CAPACITY, e.g. each 
parishioner, everyone connected with the Parish Choir (choristers, adult 
members, parents and assistant organists), each Sunday Club member and 
parents, members of the Chamber Choir.  In other words, for a couple with 
two children in the choir, we need to have four forms – one for each of the 
four people.  For those who are not parishioners but who attend from time 
to time, please complete a form if you would like to be contacted about 
relevant events such as special services and concerts.  It should only take a 
couple of minutes to complete.   

Parents/guardians: if your child is under 13 years of age, you should 
complete the form on their behalf.  However, please do not include email 
addresses or mobile phone numbers of persons under the age of 13.  If you 
are unable to complete the form yourself, your nominated representative 
can complete the form on your behalf.  For parishioners who are not 
internet users, there will be an opportunity to complete a hard copy when 
normal parish life resumes in the future.  We are trying to get as many 
online responses as possible at the moment.  If you have any queries, please 
email sgcbdata@gmail.com  

The link to the form is HERE: https://bit.ly/sgb-gdpr 

Thank you very much for your co-operation.  Keep well, 

The Select Vestry 

mailto:sgcbdata@gmail.com
https://bit.ly/sgb-gdpr
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Lockdown and Parish Finances. 
March was almost a normal month.  We paid our bills on the year to date 
and all we lost was the income that we would have normally collected on 
the last two Sundays of the month.  Sunday income does vary a lot 
depending on what is on.  So, let’s say that by the end of March income was 
about £2,000 down. 

In the next three months to the end of June income was about £25,000.  
This compares with an income of about £57,000 in the same three months 
of 2019.  Expenditure did also fall.  In the three spring months of 2019 
expenditure was about £48,000 whereas this year it was about £25,000.  
And in case anyone is concerned that we haven’t been paying our bills, we 
definitely have paid them as they have come in, although the rates on the 
rectory have been postponed until the end of June as have the church yard 
rates. 

Overall, the story is that we have suffered a significant drop in income so 
far, but this has been to a considerable extent offset by the fall in our costs.  
That we are not yet running a large deficit is largely thanks to those 
parishioners who have been making some or all of their normal Sunday 
contributions via bank transfers or by cheques posted to the church which 
have been banked as they come in.; it would be very helpful if you are 
someone who was accustomed to giving regularly on a Sunday by FWO 
envelope, could perhaps consider one of these methods of giving until we 
are able to go back to church. 

Over the next few months all the indications are that our situation will 
deteriorate still further as we continue to lose out on Sunday collections and 
suffer the loss of income which we normally enjoy from renting rooms and 
the hall and business car parking.  It is now looking as if these losses will not 
start to be turned round until the autumn at the earliest. 

Worse than the loss of income to the parish is the hardship which the 
present situation imposes on many of our city’s citizens.  In this situation 
since the beginning of April parishioners have contributed £3,600 to 
Storehouse with as much more pledged for the next couple of months.  In 
addition, through the Rector’s Discretionary Fund, by the end of June up to 
£3,000 will have been deployed to ensure that others do not go hungry.  

(Continued on page 5) 

Editorial 
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Longer term, if the economic situation continues to deteriorate, we may 
need to give some thought as to whether we can best contribute to 
Storehouse in particular through exclusively continuing to supply food or 
whether we should supplement this form of support by making modest 
regular financial contributions as well, which may be Gift Aided and thereby 
increase the contribution by 25%. 

Douglas McIldoon (Parish Treasurer 
 

Since my comment on Lockdown and Parish Finances, we have been in 
contact with Matt Orme of Storehouse to ask if he could advise us as to the 
best way we can support them now and perhaps in the future.  Matt replied 
as follows: 

In terms of ongoing support, both practical food donations and 
financial donations are very helpful.  The food donations do help keep 
the shelves well stocked, however the financial donations also allow 
us the flexibility to purchase the items we need most, in bulk, at short 
notice.  We are happy for you to decide what you feel is best for your 
congregation, as we wouldn’t want to ask them to do something that 
they’re uncomfortable with given the current circumstances or level of 
restrictions. 
Can I also just take this opportunity to say an enormous thank you to 
yourselves and the congregation for their support over the last few 
weeks and months.  We have been blown away by people’s generosity 
in the midst of the crisis and it has helped us continue to provide vital 
services to those really struggling in our community. 
Thanks again, 
Matt Orme 
Partnership Manager (Storehouse) 

 

Mary Magdalene 
The picture on the front cover of this issue of the Parish Magazine is of Mary 
Magdalene; we commemorate her on July 22nd. 

Mary Magdalene is perhaps the most misunderstood of all 
the saints.  This may be because she was a woman.  She has 
often been characterised as a prostitute, but there is no 
biblical evidence for this; it is probably a myth.  There is no 

doubt that she saw it as her mission to serve Jesus, and she was trying to do 
this when she saw him in the garden after the Resurrection.  She was the 
first to realise that Jesus had risen from the dead. 
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The Revd Canon John Stafford - Died 13th June 2020 
Fr John Stafford died peacefully in England on Saturday 13th June.  He was a 
regular celebrant at our Thursday 1.00pm Eucharist for many years.  He was 
also a member of the Belfast Walsingham Cell and went on Pilgrimage to 
Walsingham on a number of occasions.  Fr John was ordained in 1953 and 
served curacies in Clonallon and St John's Malone before going to Australia 
in 1959 to serve 5 years with the Bush Brotherhood working in tough mining 
and farming communities in the outback.  He then served in St Martin's 
Ballymacarrett, Bright, Bangor and lastly as Rector of Sion Mills.  He was a 
very faithful priest who loved his people and the traditional forms of 
worship of the Church of Ireland.  He will be greatly missed.  We extend our 
sympathies to his son Stephen and daughter Lois and their families. 
St Matthew 25 v21. 
 
Elizabeth Madill - Died 28th May 2020. 
Elizabeth was a long standing member of St George's who had been in the 
care of Clifton Nursing Home over recent years as her health deteriorated.  
Her funeral took place from Wilton's funeral home in Whitehouse on 
Tuesday 2nd June and was conducted by the Rector. 
Elizabeth was for many years a faithful pilgrim to the Shrine of Our Lady of 
Walsingham in Norfolk.  She was an active member of the Belfast 
Walsingham Cell and many of those who have been going to Walsingham 
since the early 1990s will have fond memories of pilgrimages they shared 
with her.  Elizabeth was for many years the librarian of the law library at 
Queen's where she began her career as assistant to Philip Larkin.  She is 
survived by her daughter Deirdre and son Griffin to whom we extend our 
sympathies. 

The Faithful Departed 
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Belfast came into view just as grey and forbidding as he 
remembered.  Well, Belfast airport anyhow.  But this was no great castle 
from the air burnished by memory after thirty years, more a cow byre of a 
building that might have looked fashionable in the Eastern Bloc.  As the 
landing lights came on, he put out his sixth cigarette of the one-hour flight 
from Manchester. 
The “disembarkation procedures”, as the aviation people called them rather 
grandly, took a further half an hour, before he found himself crumpled and 
crestfallen at the police security checkpoint at Arrivals.  He had been the 
only passenger detained on Flight DB4007, at random seemingly, by a 
surprisingly pretty, twenty-something Detective Sergeant in the Royal Ulster 
Constabulary Special Branch.  She had set up a one-woman gauntlet that 
had excused his fellow 100 travellers entirely.  He was not best pleased. 
“Name?”, she said, not looking up from a personalised clipboard that might 
have been a Christmas present from her parents.  “Harry O’Boyle”, he 
replied, determined to make eye contact.  “Better known as Harry 
O’Bannion the writer”. 
“Date of birth?”; still no movement of her head.  “Over twenty-one”, he said 
with that lilting little chuckle of a baritone that had made him the darling of 
the English media these past twenty years and more.  “Mister O’Boyle/
O’Bannon; just the date of birth please.  I presume you only have one”.  This 
time her eyes met his.  His twinkled.  Hers reflected coldly a middle-aged 
man with an increasingly worried frown.  “The second of January 1943”, he 
said softly.  The day a little louder than the month, the month a little louder 
than the year.  “Over fifty-one”, she said flatly, “Have a seat while we check 
you out”.  Harry slumped rather than sat, his overnight bag like a brown tail 
between his creased trouser legs. 
That had been Harry’s welcome home on his first trip since 1968 when he 
had left Ireland “for good”.  Now he was back for a little bit of unfinished 
family business and already a suspect of something.  Of course, Harry’s 
inconvenience, as the young policewoman had described it, despite lasting 
nearly an hour, had begun to fade as he swerved the hire car down the 
mountain road to the city itself.  Man dear, there’s a wonderful vista of hill 
and sea and sky, he thought to himself, it’s a pity you couldn’t take all the 
blessed people out of it.  Harry’s dislike of his Belfast roots had been well 
documented by himself and others. 
Mary Ellen was the bit of family business.  A sister of his late father.  The last 

RETURNING 
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of The O’Boyles.  She was now 87 and “away with the fairies”, according to 
the family solicitor who kept him informed of such matters.  “Poor old girl”, 
he thought.  “We’ll get her into a nice wee home before she comes to any 
harm and get that big house on the market too.” He drew on yet another 
Marlborough as he concentrated on taking a particularly hairy hairpin bend. 
“Clap my hands until Daddy comes home, sweets for Mary Ellen and Harry 
gets none”, she sang in a whisper, smiling through bad teeth, as the ancient 
wireless in the corner hissed out tales of modern tragedies from Iraq.  
“Baghdad, I know and the Arabian Nights”, she said to no-one; “Magic 
carpets and a half-moon Persian rug in front of Mummy’s fireplace”.  
“Scheherazade and Ali Baba were Harry’s friends from his encyclopaedia 
and now Harry has run away with the spoon.” 
She laughed and the teeth became worse as she kneaded her hands in her 
lap, the liver spots as numerous as an old spaniel’s.  The wrinkles blending 
into veins that stood out like surging blue rivers of rope. 
“Slugs and snails and puppy dogs tails”, she sang; “That’s what Harry is 
made of.  La, la, la and tra laa laa, dashing away with a scrubbing brush with 
so much to do and so little time.” 
Mary Ellen sat upright in a straight-back chair, her tea things, a chipped 
china cup and saucer on the trolley, pushed untidily to one side and the 
morning newspaper unopened at her slippered feet. 
Her baby-blue cardigan, the colour of cut and faded cornflowers, was a hand
-knitted menu of many meals.  It had been in the washing machine several 
times in the previous weeks, courtesy of that nosey home-help, but Mary 
Ellen had always managed to retrieve it before the water did its worst. 
“Hand wash only for the best angora wool”, Mummy used to say to the 
housekeeper Missus Devlin and “Be careful with linens, money doesn’t grow 
on trees”.  Oh, Mummy ran the house like a sergeant major, in her high 
collars and sensible shoes, but Daddy was the colonel in chief”. 
Mary Ellen talked for a long time about Mummy, Daddy and baby Harry, 
singing his favourite songs and tapping the bold banner headline of the Irish 
News in time with her little right foot.  Such dainty feet for ballet and tap 
and the Irish Dancing, Daddy always said. 
The doorbell rang shrilly, breaking her concentration and jumbling her 
thoughts.  “Missus Devlin will get that”, she said and waited patiently for the 
help to announce the first visitor of the day. 
The bell continued to ring until Mary Ellen was forced to drag herself from 
the chair, her lumbago biting its reminders, and open the door herself. 
“I’ll have a word with Devlin myself about this”, she muttered, dropping the 
“Missus” and raising her voice. 
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“Who is it”, she shouted, “There’s no one home at the moment and Daddy 
says I’m not to open the door”. 
“Mary Ellen, it’s me, Father Doyle from St John’s.  Let me in, they’re 
expecting me”.  
The male voice was all “Connaught and cream”, in the words of the ladies of 
the Apostolic, and persuasive enough to have the door opened in seconds. 
“Ah Miss O’Boyle and how are you this fine day? It’s well you’re looking.” 
Mary Ellen blushed and her brown, little berry eyes lit up her doughy face 
when she saw the tall priest. 
“Oh Father, this is just the best it could be” and she turned and walked 
slowly to the living room to hold court, just as Mummy did. 
Doyle was well used to this little piece of theatre.  He had been curate in the 
parish for nearly five years and had known Miss O’Boyle from his first week. 
“There’ve been some changes though since those days”, he thought, 
noticing the threadbare hall carpet and the smell of dust over-cooked by 
constant central heating. 
Mary Ellen had been secretary of the parish committee back then and for 
years before, a leading light in the local drama society and a little island of 
gentility in an urban sprawl.  “How things change and rarely for the better”.    
“Father”, she said; “How good of you to come.  Mummy and Daddy have 
gone to the opera this evening, “Aida”, I think, but I’m big enough to look 
after myself.” 
“Indeed, you are young lady”, said Boyle staring fixedly into the watery 
greyness of Mary Ellen’s eyes and trying hard to smother a smile. 
“Sure, you’re the lady of the house and no mistake”, he said, sugar dripping 
from the words,”  And the very girl that I need to speak to.” 
Mary Ellen’s brow creased even more as she listened intently, her right hand 
carefully folding, unfolding and refolding the pleat of her tartan skirt. 
Doyle found it hard to find the right words to begin.  He’d known that this 
was not going to be easy, but he dug deep into years of primary school 
teaching experience to give him his introduction. 
“As it happens, Mummy and Daddy asked me to call, Mary Ellen, especially 
to see you about the big trip they have planned for you.” 
There, that wasn’t so bad, he thought, which leads me in nicely to; “Today’s 
the day young lady when you all move to your new house and it’s so big that 
it will take you days just to walk round it.”  Well that part was true anyway, 
especially at the pace at which this poor octogenarian got around. 
He patted Mary Ellen patronisingly on her wee perm and went on:  “I have 
the car outside, the big red one that you like so much and the lads from the 
reformatory will be round soon to gather up all your valuable belongings”. 
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Maggie Clark, the red-haired social worker, never budged from her seat 
beside the fire or her silence.  Kitted out in regulation oatmeal jumper and 
stressed denims, very appropriate in her line of work, she drew on yet 
another cigarette and let the priest get on with his sales pitch. 
“I’ve been trying to move this old bird for nearly three months”, she 
thought, “And she wouldn’t hear tell of it.  When Sister Julia, the community 
nun, had suggested the priest, Maggie had, at first, laughed, then thrown a 
little professional tantrum and finally realised the value of the collar in these 
difficult situations. 
“You’ll not know yourself when you get to the new place”, said Doyle, his 
smile a broad and warm front that swept all before it.  
“Will Mummy and Daddy let me go to the new school, Father?” asked Mary 
Ellen in her girliest of voices; “I want a navy pinafore and a crisp white 
blouse”.  Doyle looked at the old woman, saw the dirty clothes, the long, 
brown bird-like, fingernails, but kept his eye on the little girl beneath.  “Your 
wish is our command, Mary Ellen,” he said, very convincingly thought 
Maggie; “This whole day is just for you.” 
Harry O’Bannon arrived right on cue with a smile and a kiss for his elderly 
aunt but got a “Harry’s dead and in heaven” for his trouble and a bird-like 
hand across his face when he tried to embrace her. 
“Dear God, Father Doyle, you said this was going to be easy”, said Harry, 
“No wonder I don’t come near this God-forsaken place”.  Harry retouched 
his quiff, which had been temporarily dislodged, and decided to leave it to 
the professionals.  
Mary Ellen was singing again.  “Oh, oh Antonio, he’s gone away, left me 
alone-io all on my own-io and the imagined sound of the piano in the 
parlour accompanied her. 
“Left hand, right hand, pedals going up and down,” she sang; “Daddy is the 
best pianist in town”.  She repeated her little song several times and Doyle 
took her gently by the arm and led her towards the door. 
“No time for dancing, Father”, she said pushing aside the grip of his pastoral 
arm: “Miss Clark is here to take me to an old people’s home”. 
Doyle’s eyebrows arched in disbelief.  Harry’s moved only as far as his last 
Botox fillers would allow. 
“And we must make sure those ghastly home boys don’t damage Daddy’s 
piano”. 
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Romans is one of the most eminent texts of Western Christianity.  From Augustine 
to Luther, from Wesley to Barth, Christian thinkers of every era have been 
profoundly shaped by this, the longest of Paul’s epistles and one of the ones most 
likely to have been written by Paul himself.  Romans is commonly regarded as Paul’s 
supreme work, the consummate expression of his mature theology.  Among 
Protestants in particular, no book has been more highly esteemed or carefully 
scrutinized.  Above all, Romans influenced the Reformation vision of true religion as 
the reception of God’s grace through faith.  In equal and opposite reaction 
however, Romans has unwittingly encouraged generations of readers from Marcion 
onwards to regard Judaism as the exemplary false religion, a creed of merit and a 
system of works unworthy of devotion or even of toleration.  The first of these 
suppositions lies at the heart of the Protestant-Catholic debate, the second at the 
centre of the Jewish-Christian controversy.  Not surprisingly, Roman Catholics have 
long questioned Protestant readings of Romans paralleling in some ways the 
canonical protest that is found in the Epistle of James:- 

“You see then it is by action and not by faith alone that a man is justified.  The 
same is also true of the prostitute Rahab.  Was she not justified by her action in 
welcoming the messengers into her house and sending them away by a 
different route?  As the body is dead when there is no breath left in it, so faith 
divorced from action is dead.” 

Jews have long challenged the characterisation of their theology as laid out in this 
Epistle.  Only in recent years, as a consequence of post-Vatican II ecumenical 
endeavour and post-Holocaust inter-religious awareness, have the earlier 
interpretative models begun to break apart.  The willingness of major scholars to 
cross traditional boundaries and weigh old criticism with new seriousness, is 
undoubtedly the most important development in modern Pauline studies.  Thus, 
now as in the past, Romans is at the forefront of Christian theological reflection and 
self-understanding. 
Romans is the longest of Paul’s Epistles and first in the New Testament sequence 
and it contains the fullest and most balanced statement of his theology.  For a year 
or two, Paul had been collecting relief money for the Christian poor in Jerusalem.  
Now, perhaps because of those Jews who wanted Christians to be circumcised and 
observe the whole of the Jewish law, he has decided that he can no longer work in 
his old territories, from Syria to Illyricum, he proposed to visit Rome, after he has 
delivered his collected money in order to open a new mission in the west.  To 
introduce himself to the Romans, a church he has never visited, he fills this 
impressive letter with insights derived from past crises in his eventful ministry.  
Perhaps he also intends to scotch any rumours that label him an antinomian or anti-
Jewish. 
The letter was probably written from Ephesus in in AD 48 but some scholars put it 
as late as AD 58 

William Odling-Smee 

The Epistle to the Romans 
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When asked to do this, I shied off, because when rearranging our sleeping 
arrangements from upstairs to downstairs, my CDs were scattered all over 
the house.  However, one night I just couldn’t get to sleep, - my brain kept 
ticking over and this is the result; it’s the music I have chosen rather than 
the performers. 

The composer Stravinsky once said a strange thing: “The trouble about 
musical appreciation in general is that we are taught to have too much 
respect for music.  We should be taught to love it instead, so my choices are 
“these I have loved.” 

i. JS Bach (1685-1750) is surely one of the most important composers of 
the late Baroque period (1680-1750).  He was organist and choirmaster 
at St Thomas, Leipzig and composed outstanding music for the worship 
there.  His “St Matthew Passion”, written in 1727 is one of the grandest, 
most moving ever written and is my first choice.   
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=P21qlB0K-Bs 

ii. Franz Schubert (1797-1828) is the supreme song writer; he would write 
superb melodies on any scrap of paper to hand, even on the back of 
menus.  In 1817, he wrote a delightful song “The Trout”, and two years 
later used it as the basis for a set of variations in “The Trout Quintet”.  It 
is a joy to listen to and is my second choice.  https://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=vWDHtlqgwMY 

iii. Over 70 years ago I did a recital with Phillis Tate (violin) and Haaten 
Mitchell (Bass) who sang “The Biblical Songs” of Antonin Dvořák (1841-
1904).  These would be my third choice, together with “Songs my 
mother taught me”, which always moves me to tears; the loveliest song 
I know.   
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TDzmZ7vHqMk 

iv. Peter Tchaikovsky (1840-1893) composed listenable music of all types 
and put the music of Russia on the map.  But his lifestyle involved a 
disastrous marriage and the suicide of two of his intimate young friends.  
He conveyed all these deep feelings in his last work, his 6th Symphony 
“Pathetic”, my fourth choice.  https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=V4qLtjCXxkg 

v. When I was a boy, the first hearing of “On hearing the first cuckoo in 

MY DESERT ISLAND DISCS BY BILLY ADAIR 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=P21qlB0K-Bs
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vWDHtlqgwMY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vWDHtlqgwMY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TDzmZ7vHqMk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=V4qLtjCXxkg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=V4qLtjCXxkg
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spring” captivated me, for the music of Frederick Delius (1862-1934), 
belongs to a world of its own, especially when conducted by Thomas 
Beecham.  My next choice is any of the following, “The first cuckoo in 
spring”, “The walk to the Paradise Garden”, “Briggs Fair”, “The Piano 
Concerto”.  This last is an early work in two movements, which does my 
heart good every time I play it but is largely unknown; I’ve never seen it 
on a concert programme.   
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3xHIhcstxUM 

vi. For many music lovers, Ludwig Van Beethoven (1770-1827) is the 
greatest of all composers.  His increasing deafness from the age of 
about 30 came as a terrible blow.  His work spanned two periods, the 
Classical and the Romantic.  It is from the latter that I choose the last 5 
String Quartets, written in 1824-25 – incredible music he was never able 
to hear.  https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=sleg6aA7D6E&list=PLq7MWRGJO0XxOIkblZCxfnQmmJIFL3yr7 

vii. In my 80 years as an Organist and Choirmaster, I’ve loved the Psalms 
and so I’ve chosen “Beside the Waters of Comfort, the Glorious Psalms 
of David”, sung so sensitively by the Priory Singers, directed by Harry 
Grindle, with wonderful imaginative organ accompaniments by Donald 
Davidson.  This was a sort of “family affair”, as Harry directed, Donald 
accompanied, Heather painted the cover and I wrote the sleeve notes.  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=fdZWeyMNAVQ&list=OLAK5uy_nbN7BCfqshQgpa1Y3qXpd5yiPg7CuRfJg 

viii. My final choice is “Hymns from King’s College, Cambridge, including, 
“Abide with me”, The King of love my shepherd is”, “O Love that wilt 
not let me go”, “How shall I sing that majesty?” and my favourite, “The 
day thou gavest Lord is ended” – not as a boost for the Victorian 
Empire, but as a Missionary Hymn!  https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=dYZCOvRr-xo 

I can take the King James Bible and for the extra, the “Complete works of 
Oscar Wilde”.**  To keep me active I’d bring my watercolours, brushes and 
a good supply of heavy watercolour paper. 
I enjoyed thinking what to take, but I hope I never have to go‼ 
 
** When our children were very young, they loved me to read them the short 
stories from “The Happy Prince & Other Tales” and “The House of Pomegranates”.  I 
well remember Stephen’s hilarious laughter at “The Selfish Giant” and I always had 
to have my handkerchief handy to wipe Gills tears at the end of “The Happy Prince” 
- Wilde was a powerful writer. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3xHIhcstxUM
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sleg6aA7D6E&list=PLq7MWRGJO0XxOIkblZCxfnQmmJIFL3yr7
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sleg6aA7D6E&list=PLq7MWRGJO0XxOIkblZCxfnQmmJIFL3yr7
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fdZWeyMNAVQ&list=OLAK5uy_nbN7BCfqshQgpa1Y3qXpd5yiPg7CuRfJg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fdZWeyMNAVQ&list=OLAK5uy_nbN7BCfqshQgpa1Y3qXpd5yiPg7CuRfJg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dYZCOvRr-xo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dYZCOvRr-xo
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I was ordained a Deacon in the Church of Ireland on May 1st 1977 (St Philip and St 
James Day) for the Parish of St Thomas, Belfast, and I was ordained a Priest on June 
18th 1978 (Trinity Sunday) in the Cathedral of Christ Church, Lisburn.  I was ordained 
as an Auxiliary Minister, for the General Synod had decided that bishops might 
ordain people who would remain in their secular occupations and give what time 
they could to the Parish in which they were appointed to serve.  This was a new 
venture for the Church of Ireland, and it was viewed with suspicion by many 
including Bishops.   
The Bishop of Connor (Arthur Butler) appointed me to St Thomas’ on the Lisburn 
Road and this was a good appointment as it was between the Royal Victoria 
Hospital and our home in Deramore Park South, so I was able to say Matins with the 
Rector (Canon Eric Elliot) every day and to take a full part in Sunday Services.  Eric 
Elliot was a wonderful mentor to me as I learned about the ordering of services and 
the organisation of the Parish, and he gave excellent advice on how to fit in the 
duties of a curate with the career of a general surgeon.  It was he who suggested 
that I should not wear a clerical collar as it would confuse patients in hospital and 
the congregation would not notice it very much.  And it has always worked!  Eric 
and I formed a good working relationship and I will always be grateful for his 
humour and tolerance of this strange hybrid priest. 
As I was the first to be ordained an Auxiliary Minister, there was no protocol as to 
how I was to be prepared for ordination.  Bishop Butler suggested that as I was 
training future doctors that I should suggest a way forward for me.  (At that time, I 
was Chair of the Medical Curriculum Committee in Queen’s).  So, we decided on the 
essay/discussion method and for two years before I was ordained, I had fortnightly 
meetings with Canon Richard Davis, who had recently retired as Dean of Connor.  I 
wrote essays for him and we discussed them at great length.  I went once a month 
to the Theological College in Dublin, where nobody knew what to do with me and I 
ended up drinking sherry with Canon Brown! 
After Eric Elliot retired the style changed in St Thomas’ when Walter Lewis became 
the Rector, and so I was glad that Bishop Poyntz asked me to help in a few parishes 
during an interregnum.  One day he said to me that he would like me to go to St 
George’s to help Canon Edgar Turner, who at that time was not very well.  And so, 
on Easter Sunday 1990 I came to St George’s.  Edgar Turner then announced his 
retirement and I am still there. 
What made me decide to be ordained?  I find that a very difficult question to 
answer.  I was brought up in the Church.  My father was a country vicar in 
Yorkshire.  He was a late ordinand, who has been a successful civil engineer.  He 
was ordained for the parish of St Michael and All Angels, Headingly, Leeds in the 
Diocese of Ripon, and this is where my early memories of Church life started.  It was 
a stately Victorian Gothic Church with some excellent stained-glass windows and a 
gold reredos.  It had an excellent choir which seemed to survive the war.  There was 
also a rather brutal Sunday School to which we went.  My mother used to get us 
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round the piano on Saturday nights to learn the hymns that would be sung on 
Sunday.  I remember being quire awestruck at the music soaring to the high vaulted 
roof. 
In 1945 we moved to Manfield where my father was the Vicar, and we had to take 
part in the parish life; singing in the choir and helping clean the church.  I went 
away to a Church preparatory school when I was 8 years old and then a year at the 
Chorister’s School at Durham and then Durham School, which was the school of the 
Dean and Chapter.  As it was a Church school, worship was central.  We had Chapel 
every morning and House prayers every night and on Sundays there were sung 
services in Chapel and a walk across the river to Evensong in the Cathedral.  I was 
confirmed in the Cathedral by Bishop Michael Ramsay when I was 14. 
All this had an effect upon me, and with hindsight I now realise that I wanted to 
break out of this mould.  I decided that I did not like the life of a country vicar and 
for a time I decided that I did not believe in God.  I wanted to be a doctor like my 
mother, who continued to practice until she was 80!  But when I was about 16, a 
SPG (now USPG) missionary came to talk to the Fifth Form from Allahabad in India.  
He was an agriculturalist and told us that his work was helping the local people to 
use more modern agricultural techniques.  He said that he was not involved in 
trying to convert the Indians to Christianity.  I found this very interesting and 
thought that it would be nice to do this with health.  And so, I joined the SPG 
Association of Missionary Candidates. 
I went to the University of Durham Medical School when I was 19 and once again, I 
decided that I did not believe in God.  But I continued to go to Church and even 
became a Student Warden at the University Church.  My belief was restored when 
there was a mission at the University and David Jenkins, who was a leader with the 
SCM told me that you did not have to believe in the simplistic version of a God who 
was ‘up there’ and who worked the puppet strings for all people, but that there 
were many ways of thinking about God and that they were all correct.  At that 
Mission one of the University’s named lectures was given by Paul Tillich, an 
American theologian at Cambridge, and he showed me a different way of thinking 
about God which was much more satisfactory, and in which I could believe. 
As I have described before, we went to India with the SPG and several people asked 
me if I was going to be ordained.  But I felt that I was a doctor and subsequently a 
surgeon and did not want to be ordained.  Besides I had married a Roman Catholic 
and we had worked out a modus vivendi and being ordained might upset things.  
But I could not keep away from the Church, although I was certain that I really did 
not want to be too deeply involved.  I had times when I did not go to Church but 
somehow, I always seemed to drift back. 
Then at a reception in Queens.  I got talking to Bishop Butler and he asked me to 
come and see him.  We had afternoon tea in the See House, which was very gentile, 
and he told me all about the new Auxiliary Ministry.  He suggested that I would be a 
good candidate, and he would like to put my name forward.  I went home and 
discussed it with Anne, and she encouraged me.  And so, I was ordained.  I am still 
not sure if it is what I should be doing. 
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It was distressing for young Tangent's Mummy and Daddy, to witness him 
being shot in the foot, on school sport's day, at the start of the 220 yards 
handicap.  The master had forgotten there was a real round in the starting 
gun.  It was a pity, and not as bad as you think as the bullet went straight 
through miraculously avoiding the complicated bone structure.  I learnt this 
on reading Evelyn Waugh's description of early school days in the book 
“Decline and Fall”, to get me thinking of my own. 

As a tenderfoot (no connection with above) of 6 years I was delivered as a 
weekly boarder to a lovely house, garden and 
playing fields.  The headmaster and his second in 
command were both ex-army, and as not unusual 
in those days, 6 male and 2 lady teachers, ex-army 
and Trinity trained.  One learnt Latin from day one, 
and punishment for bad English spelling was a 

severe swipe across the fingers with a ruler.  At times we had to stand in 
line to read a section of a book and to pinpoint the capital of Albania, for 
instance, on a world map.  Now-a-days educationalists call this intimidation.  
However, a kindly Canon, no less, kept us right in religious matters.  In the 
summer what a pleasure it was to get an hour break every morning from 
our life forming learning, to walk to the pool for a swim.  Other joys 
included ice cream at Caproni's, fish and chips in the Magnum and talking to 
yanks at the time of the battleships, Arkansas, Texas, Nevada (27,000 tons, I 
was on that one) in the bay.  Accosting sailors ashore with a cheerful "Any 
gum, chum?" we got plenty. 

Most important were the survival sports.  Of course, any time at all there 
was tree climbing and fir cone fights.  Hackey is a ferocious game striking a 
squash ball with large sticks from the stables to the servant's entrance.  One 
boy had his arm broken, it seemed to be just a pity.  We had fencing with 
long sticks out of a privet hedge and then later with these cut up into 8-inch 
lengths, knife throwing. 

There were luxuries, one of which was smoking cinnamon sticks, lacking the 
delicate flavour as in cooking, and with that as an education it took me 
another 10 years to hook myself on Virginia tobacco.  An annual trip to the 
Copelands was fun, and little to do but throw stones at seagulls and 
unsuccessfully attempt to steal their eggs.  Another yearly treat was 
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arranged by my Father, who was in the 16 mm film hire business.  One show 
was the classic "Destry Rides Again", never to be forgotten with the lovely 
Marlene Dietrich. 

Back to sport; the best of all was digging deep forts in the woods with some 
foliage protection.  The opposition, a self-appointed tribe  called The Black 
Spots, which, like Hitler, had to be defeated, did the same.  We then 
proceeded to hurl suitably hardened  balls of clay across the divide with 
enthusiastic abandon.  We called it trench warfare.  Further encounters took 
place at night with pillow fights between dorms, named after wartime 
generals.  Any minor injuries in these skirmishes were looked after by the 
Matron.  Valerie is tall, slim, black-haired, and so beautiful is practically 
untrue.  10 years my senior, I fell in love with her, so much so, I pretend to 
be ill to be in the Sick Room for 2 nights.  I had to pay for this by the 
Headmaster calling me a humbug in front of 15 of my mates over breakfast.  
When Mother asked me who I loved most in all the world, I did not lie, and 
said nothing. 

So, also with cricket, soccer, P.T. and military discipline, I was well prepared 
for even further education and entertainment in the wild, wild world, I left 
my first school at 13, not realizing this was the easy bit.  

It turns out I should not have gone to school at all, for coming home at 
weekends, my 3 years younger sister, Stephanie, had a "Pretend School ", 
and all my classmates were there: Paton, McKee, Pedlow, Mills, Capper, 
Blakely, Walkington et al. 

Thinking back about poor Tangent, who got little sympathy, a friend of mine, 
a joker, having read "Decline and Fall", at the start of a race, the Ready, 
Steady bit, leapt up, threw his hands skyward, and shouted, "I surrender”. 
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A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A STUDENT - REMEMBERED 

It was early July and I had gone to Manchester to find work.  Now I was on a 
train heading for Glossop, a small town in the Peak District.  The day before 
I had signed on at the local  Labour Exchange.  They told me there was 
casual work at Pickering’s Canning Factory.  You can take a train there, they 
said, and work starts at 8.30am. 
Just after 8.00am the train stopped at Glossop.  I made my way to the Left 
Luggage office and left my bag there and signed in at the factory. 
My first job was taking 28lb trays of fruit off a lorry and emptying them into 
a hopper.  This was heavy enough work for a nine stone lightweight as I was 
then, but I managed pretty well…… until the rain came.  When the bed of 
the lorry grew wet, I found it impossible to keep my feet, so I was 
‘redeployed.’ 
My next job was opening 1-gallon tins of fruit with a giant tin opener.  The 
fruit was then put on a conveyer belt and dozens of girls were employed to 
make up tins of fruit salad i.e. 2 sliced pears, 2 peaches, 2 apricots etc.  The 
tins were then sealed and placed in an enormous cage holding about 800 
tins.  I was happy with this and worked with a lad who attended Manchester 
Grammar School.  As the day wore on, I was most interested in checking out 
at 5.30pm and finding some lodgings for the next week or two. 
The Production Manager was a large bluff man called Bill Christian.  He was 
popular and seemed well respected.  However, despite his name his every 
other utterance was a curse word.  The time was just after 5.00pm when he 
left his office and everything stood still for a moment.  “ Listen up“, he said 
“we need to fill 3 more ***** cages before we leave today.  We will work 
till 8.30pm.  Anyone not staying needn’t ***** come in tomorrow.  Carry 
on.”  So, I would work for three more hours. 
So, at 8.30pm I checked out and collected my bag at the Left Luggage.  I 
made my way to the pub across the road and sat sipping a soft drink.  I 
asked the barman  “Do you know of a B&B near here?”  He didn’t react and 
I thought he hadn’t heard me.  But he came back with a card in his hand.  
He said “Mrs Swindles of Hazel Lane, Hollingsworth.  Take the bus across 
the road and get off at the village bus stop.  Beside the stop there’s a lane.  
Go up the lane and you’ll find a large Georgian house.  You can’t miss it.” 
Twenty minutes later I was walking up the lane and there was the house 
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with its Georgian door with a semi-circular window above it.  The house was 
mostly in darkness but there was a faint light in the hall.  I rang the bell.  It 
had been a long day and I felt utterly shattered.  There and then I decided: if 
there is no answer, I’ll simply lie down and have a sleep in the doorway. 
The door opened and a small woman with bright eyes appeared. 
“I’m Anne Swindles” she said.  Yes, she did have a room and I stayed with 
her very comfortably for six weeks. 
(The work at Pickering’s ended after 4 weeks.  I then spent 2 weeks as a 
night worker in Walls Ice Cream and Pie factory.  Later, on the way back to 
Belfast, I called at the Community of the Resurrection at Mirfield near 
Huddersfield and spent a night there.  This is a monastery which includes a 
College approved to train priests for the Church of England.) 

Jeffrey Johnston. 


