75 years of J’s & B’s

Introduction
Dear Reader,

As part of the 75th Anniversary of St James and St Basil’s, the PCC thought it would
be a good idea to record the memories of a generation who had been very young as
the church was built and who had grown up within it’s shadow. Many of those who
have recalled events and people for us are now in their 70’s and 80’s and to read their
tales is an insight into local history – and I hope you enjoy reading their stories.
I am very grateful to those who have contributed articles; I thank Mrs Joan Duckett
for her hard work in the background, and particularly Hannah Laughton and Mike
Greatbatch from “The Newcastle Community Heritage Project” for their help, advice
and guidance throughout, let alone enabling funding of this booklet.
The PCC and congregation of St James’ and St Basil’s would also like to take this
opportunity to thank the members of the Sir James Knott Trust, for their continuing
support and friendship over the years. It has meant so much to us.
I hope and pray that St James and St. Basil’s ( or J’s and B’s as we are affectionately
known) will continue to be a Christian presence and serve the community in Fenham
for many, many more years to come - and I can’t help but wonder what a Memories
Booklet for our Centenary will say about us!
Yours sincerely,

Joan Dotchin
Vicar
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“Characters” at Fenham
Church
Rev.J.R. (Dick) Royds.
One of our pre World War II curates coming from Trinity College, Cambridge in 1935.
He was a delightful companion and a popular leader of our young men’s Bible Class.
He was still with us when the war broke out and he promptly volunteered as an Army
Chaplain, reporting from time to time in the Parish magazine of his exploits. At the
end of hostilities he was appointed to an incumbency in Lancashire and later moved to
the Hereford Diocese where he became Vicar of Clunbury and a Prebend of Hereford
Cathedral. He died in office at a relatively young age.
Taylor Bell.
A reader and an active Churchman. Short in statue but a giant in spirit and with a
stentorian voice he needed no microphone when preaching. He was the Sunday
School Superintendent for many years when classes of 50+ occupied the church hall on
Sunday afternoons. He was a teacher by profession and was the last Head of St.
Andrew’s Church of England School in Percy Street, before it closed. It was a privilege
to know him.
Isobel Thompson.
She was the first licensed Lady Worker when the Church opened in 1931. She was
regarded by some as rather straight laced but she was a faithful servant to the Church and
she founded the Women’s Fellowship which is still active today. She conducted the girl’s
Bible Class and supervised a very successful Saturday Youth Club in the church hall.
Robert (Bob) Yendall
He was an outstanding character of the parish as a whole and lived an active life until
he died in his 101st year in 1967. He lived in the bungalow next to Fenham Garage,
which was in Fenham Hall Drive just above Bolbec Road. Even in the later period of
his life , when over 90 years old, he directed an old men’s choir in Nuns Moor Park
and a handbell group, which was featured on local BBC and also played at our church
garden party. He was a lover of bell ringing of all types and during WWII , when our
ringers were on active service , he attended Church to chime the bells for services.
When he died his Family presented as a memorial to him, the Thompson of Kilburn
flower stand , complete with mouse, that is still in use in Church today.
Tom Ainsley.
He was the second of our vergers in the 1930s. A little man but a useful handyman
for church activities. He was a keen photographer and he took some attractive of the
Church and surroundings. He had a peculiarity of diction in adding or omitting “H”
to his words - thus EGGS became HEGGS and HOLLY became OLLY. Certainly a
character.
K. Arthur.
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Happy Memories
I remember St.James and St.Basil’s Church from the
age of six years with Canon Sammy Redman as the
first Vicar. I was confirmed in the Church by the
Bishop of Newcastle , in December,1941. We were
presented with a Holy Communion book which I have
to this day. Canon Redman’s youngest daughter Pat
became a close friend. Sadly she died in 2005.
I was married on the 18th May,1950, my 25th Birthday, by the curate John Boyd
Roberts. My son and daughter were Baptised and married in our church and two of
my grandsons were also christened here.
During the war the church windows were blocked with wood to prevent any damage
from possible air raids. I went into the W.R.N.S. in 1943, Miss Thompson, the
church worker, presented all who went into the services with a copy of the New
Testament, a gift from King George VI.
An evening of music and dancing took place in the church hall every Friday, an
enjoyable evening out. My sister Angela Turner, organised the Cubs. She meet the
new curate, Noel Vincent and they married in 1965.
In 1969 I, with several other ladies organised a Luncheon Club for elderly or
housebound people. Mrs Mary Anderson was chief cook and teams of ladies came
along to the Hall each Friday to help with the lunch. Those with cars collected the
elderly from their homes. Mary did most of the shopping and cooked most of the
food. Vegetables and sweets were prepared by other volunteers. Many amusing
incidents took place on these Fridays - including romance!
Having been away from Newcastle for seventeen years (1950-1967) I became
involved with the N.S.P.C.C. on my return. Each Christmas a Carol Service is held in
the church, local schools are invited to take part which they do willingly.
I also remember the Youth Club held weekly in the hall where both my children met
many new friends.
These are just some of my memories of St.James and St.Basil’s over 75 years.
Sheila Black
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Memories of J’s and B’s
I first started attending St James and St Basil’s in the
autumn of 1983, coinciding with the end of Malcolm
Truman’s time as vicar. The friendly welcome,
particularly from the bell ringers, kept me coming. It
is only when I look back over the years now that I can
appreciate how much has changed and in some cases
almost gone full circle.
Back in 1983 we had a choir which greatly assisted the hymn singing every Sunday,
but with a change of vicar and a change of organist, the choir was disbanded. In its
place the first incarnation of the music group emerged under the able leadership of
the new organist, John Bailes. With a number of talented musicians in the
congregation, particularly amongst the younger members, the group made a valuable
contribution to our worship.
As I remember, the group included two guitars, one or two violins, a clarinet and at
least one flute with arrangements for many hymns and songs written by John himself.
With the departure of John, the leading of the group was taken over by Mabel Lie.
Over a period of time the line-up continued to change with both guitarists leaving the
area and various youngsters moving on to university. With the discovery of
Catherine Crawford’s singing talents (as well as her violin playing) the group’s
repertoire broadened with more sung items. I joined the group during this period,
initially on guitar – not a great talent but I could get by.
One Sunday however, I decided to sing solo whilst the group played ‘I cannot tell’,
a personal favourite and since then my contribution has been more in the singing
department, occasionally with guitar as well.
The instrumental line-up has continued to change as children grow and leave, but we
now have two guitarists again in Colin Storey and Alan Dotchin, a regular flautist in
Jenny Torrance along with occasional violin and tenor horn supplied by my
daughters Eleanor and Caitlin. More recently we have started with coral pieces. On
a couple of occasions, most memorably for me at Ron Carver’s funeral, we have done
some pieces in four part harmony and with the addition of further singing talent from
the congregation (the story of lights and bushels springs to mind), the group currently
is more akin to the choir which was here when I first arrived, providing
accompaniment to many of the hymns as well as contributing other devotional items.
It is fascinating to look back over the years I have been involved with J’s and B’s and
see how the music has changed under the influence of vicar and organist, as well as
available personnel. I hope the group continues to provide a valuable contribution to
our worship in the years to cone and that I am able to continue to play or sing my
part in the group.
Tim Bradbury
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Memories
My first visit to J’s and B’s was in 1983 when Ron and I were with the Church
Mission Society in Uganda and had been asked by them to be linked with J’s and B’s.
We came for a weekend to be introduced to the congregation and to tell them
something about the work we were doing in Uganda - Ron as an architect was helping
to build a new Cathedral and I was secretary to the Bishop.
We had a wonderful weekend staying with Mary Twitchin, who proudly showed
us the Maundy money she had received from the Queen as well as the beautiful
embroidery she did. Lunch was with Alice Goodrum and tea with Ken and Margaret
Arthur. Everybody thought that people working in Africa were underfed so we were
given lots of rich fattening food. Sunday was another busy day attending all three
services and we were made so welcome by the congregation.
We kept in touch by letter until our return to this country in 1990, although we visited
when our leave was due every three years. When we returned we were delighted to
find ourselves living in the parish and soon became involved in the life of the church.
Sadly Ron died in 2004 and my church family have always been there to support me.
Betty Carver
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Memories of St James
and St Basil’s
In the winter of 1978-1979, during a cold and icy spell of weather, the school
caretakers were on strike. Many schools had to modify their arrangements so that
pupils received at least some education. Lessons were held in churches, church halls
and community halls. Teachers either drove or trudged with large bags of books
between the different venues.
Teaching biology in the choir stalls at Js and Bs gave me my first contact with the
church. It was an extremely interesting experience. Some of the beautiful windows
gave a suitable backdrop for our work and the peaceful atmosphere provided a
haven of calm. This not only was helpful to me but also to the 12 and 13 year olds
who attended.
One of the great things about Js and Bs is the capacity of different age groups to get
together and have fun.
In the 1990’s there were some very enjoyable St Basil’s day barbeques held in the
vicarage garden. These occasions always seemed blessed with stunning summer
weather. Those of a discerning palate enjoyed Ron Smithard’s culinary expertise at
the barbeque plus fantastic salads and desserts prepared by members of the
congregation.
The younger members of the congregation benefited from the Ashwin family’s
knowledge of the site. Cunning ploys were used as water fights developed and
usually the teenagers became cheerily soaked and full of energy, whilst the hungry
became replete and ready for a snooze.
Lesley Crawford
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Memories of a beautiful garden
When I was asked to write a memory of the building of our church, I immediately
thought of the Garden of Rest. To me, the beautiful sunken garden, where Allan
House is now, is the most poignant memory.
The land was more or less waste ground and was probably going to be used as
another building site. Presumably it was bought by the church and was landscaped,
paved and planted with shrubs and flowers. Being in a hollow and not overlooked
and facing south it was sunny and warm, untroubled by the Fenham Hall Drive wind
which seems to blow in every direction these days.
The garden was much used and admired by young and old, a constant grouping of
mothers and babies, men and children and dogs with balls. The garden was cared for
and appreciated by we Fenhamites and it was sad to see it end.
I remember the garden with pleasure and although I appreciate Allan House, I feel
that the garden did as much if not more for the Fenham Community, young and old.
Second Thoughts
I enjoyed remembering my early connections with J’s and B’s. I was brought up a
member of the Presbyterian Church and attended with my parents and grandparents,
Trinity Church in Newcastle. Lawson and I were married there, a war time wedding.
Lawson was a devoted member of the Church of England and attended J’s and B’s
regularly until the war intervened. He was in the army for seven years. Our three
children were baptised at the church and thereafter I thought of being confirmed, that
was in 1957. The vicar then was Mr Prophet and I remember his kindness and
patience to a very mixed group of applicants, who met in the vicarage in the evenings
for our biblical teachings. Then there was the ‘Big Day’, 15th December 1957 when
the Bishop of Newcastle came and confirmed the group of about ten or twelve.
My husband Lawson and our three children were there to support me and I still have
the prayer book they gave me and the book from the Bishop explaining the meaning
of our Christian life! St James and St Basil’s Church and those of us who meet there
mean a great deal to me as does the memory of my husband and son who are
commemorated in the Book of Remembrance.
Eileen Cummins
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Our Family Memories of
J’s and B’s
I am currently Treasurer for St James and St.Basil’s Church and my family have a long
history of association with the church. My Brother, Douglas Pargeter was married to
Mary Harris on a great day of celebration 8th June,1946.. My wedding to Richard
Davidson was on a cold wintery day in December,1951.
Douglas and Mary’s daughter Lorraine was Baptised in Spring, 1947. Richard and I
had two daughters, Julie and Gillian, both born at 58,Wingrove Road and Baptised at
J’s and B’s in 1952 and 1958.
In August 1975, on one of the hottest days on record, Julie was married at our church
to a Yorkshire lad Barry Armstrong. Julie had been teaching for two years at Marden
Bridge Middle School, so a trio of children from the school sang at the wedding “The
Sabbath Prayer” and “Sunrise Sunset” from “Fiddler on the Roof”. The sun shone in
a brilliant blue sky and the church was filled with music and people.
Here in December1979, Gillian was married to Roy Hodgson and their Simon was
baptisedvat church the following year. Gillian and Simon were confirmed at J’s and
B’s in 1992.
Richard reached 80 years young on the 16th October, 2004 and we were able to greet
friends in the hall and everyone enjoyed the celebration. Richard always considered
the needs of others before his own. He was truly interested in people and they could
expect without fail a ready listening ear, a warm smile, a great sense of humour and
the right words in response to their needs. His wonderful tenor voice added richness
to the music at church services and he brought
Bible readings to life with his understanding and excellent delivery. We are sure that
St. James and St. Basil looked down in approval and love at Richard as he put true
Christian values into practice in this beautiful Church.
On December, 1st 2004, Richard’s funeral was led by our current Vicar, Canon Joan
Dotchin. The Church was brimful of people who came to bid a very fond farewell to
a valued member of the congregation , Richard Davidson. (1924 - 2004).
Eunice Davidson
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Arriving at J’s and B’s
I remember a very cold, blowy night on the 26th
November 2003.
Clergy and Readers robed in the vestry and the
Bishop, Archdeacon and myself walked around the
outside of the church from the back door to the main
door, surplices and scarves flapping in the wind, teeth
beginning to chatter. We were looking forward to
getting into a nice warm church. Not knowing then, as
I do now, the vagaries of the church heating system, we were doomed to
disappointment. The church was freezing. Visitors who had turned up early were
putting a certain reindeer named Rudolph to shame.
However the warmth of the service and the welcome soon warmed me up. I
remember the Bishop saying that the new vicar being “Collated, installed and
instituted” made things sound a bit like a photocopier process!
I have a sense of humour and this was fairly tickled when the Bishop called upon the
churchwarden to formally welcome me to the Parish. Nothing happened. The
Church warden was nowhere to be seen – she had slipped away momentarily at that
precise moment to see to something, and so there was this awkward silence as time
stood still for what seemed an age. Fortunately I spotted Len Maunder, the Lay
Chair of the PCC (and one of the people who had made up the Interviewing panel for
the post) sitting near the front. “Len will you come and welcome me please?” I
asked.
With the aplomb that only Len has, he came forward and did the job splendidly.
After the service, it was wonderful to walk up the aisle to the broad smiles of family,
friends from my last parish and the friends I had yet to get to know.
The procession of clergy walked around the outside of the church to go into the
vestry via the back door – and it was locked! To the amusement of us all, one of my
clerical colleagues shouted from the back of the queue “Do you think they really
want you here Joan?”
The new vicar hammered on the door for what seemed ages until someone heard and
let a very cold procession of clergy in.
Things can only get better I thought!
After two and a half years, both Alan and I feel we have been here for years already.
Life before Fenham seems a long time ago. We have met wonderful people, we love
living here, we love the building and being part of this community – and yes, we do
feel wanted!
Joan Dotchin
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My Wedding
Almost 55 years ago, on Saturday, 11th August 1951,
Ken and I were married in St. James and St Basil’s
Church and how well I remember that lovely day. I
adored my dress and roses, whilst the bridesmaid’s
bouquets of sweet peas were simply perfume in
abundance. The sun shoe and everything went like
clockwork (much to my surprise as you will gather as
you read on). ‘What’s so strange about that ?’ one
might ask, perhaps I should explain.
The reception had been booked to take place in the Church Hall, with all the relevant
facilities. My mother was a professional cook and although she had been recently
widowed at that time, she was still absolutely determined to give her daughter a
wonderful wedding – she would make the wedding cake and prepare all the food
herself for the 80 guests invited. No problem on that score, I knew mom could cope
admirably, with the professional waitresses happy to take control at the appropriate
time. As the Big Day drew nearer, all our planning was in full swing and we were
happy in our minds. Wedding fever had set in.
However, during the week prior to my Wedding Day, I decided to check things out at
the Church Hall. Imagine my horror when I found there to be insufficient crockery,
cutlery, glasses, table-cloths etc. Something had gone horribly wrong somewhere – it
was no use blaming anyone but myself. I should have thoroughly checked out these
items at the beginning but I didn’t. I just took the Verger’s word that everything was
present and correct. From what I remember, he apparently dealt with the Hall
bookings – no Harry Shenton in those days! It taught me a big lesson! PANIC then
set in, what was I to do? With less than three days to go I had visions of cancelling
the wedding altogether, but that seemed a nightmare to be avoided as there was no
chance of booking a reception elsewhere at such short notice.
I put on my thinking cap and took myself off to town at great speed with assort of
plan in my head. Eventually I ‘struck oil’ in the shape of a very good old-fashioned
china shop (whose name I cannot recall), opposite the old Odeon on Pilgrim Street,
approximately where Robsons the Opticians are now – does anyone remember it?
Thankfully they took pity on me and for a reasonable charge immediately delivered
everything I wanted. I could have kissed the Manageress, I probably did as she saved
the day and mom and I were back in business with the cooking preparations going at
full tilt. So therein lies my tale and I often wonder how I kept my cool.
I am very happy to say that all the guests eventually enjoyed a delicious meal and
were blissfully unaware of all the previous traumas suffered by the bride.
Finally I can truthfully say that was ‘My Lovely Day’! with grateful thanks to my
dear mom and a very happy memory to share with everyone connected with J’s and
B’s.
Joan Driver
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First Impressions
In August 1956 I was travelling northwards on board
an express train bound for Edinburgh. I had been
ordered to report to RAF Turnhouse, nowadays known
as the ‘The Edinburgh International Airport’. I was to
take part in the annual two week NATO Air Training
Exercise – being on the Z Reserve List, a natural
extension to my National Service.
From early childhood I had been intrigued by the Tyne bridges. This train journey
would enable me to achieve one of my boyhood ambitions –to see at first hand a
most important part of Newcastle –the River Tyne. Previously, I had only seen views
of the river and some of its bridges in school text books. For me, this initial
panoramic view would prove to be a most impressive sight.
In 1998, we uprooted ourselves from Halifax, West Yorkshire, to come and live nearer
to our elder daughter, son-in-law and family in Newcastle Upon Tyne, in Fenham to
be exact. Fenham was not unfamiliar to us, we had visited the family on a number of
occasions.
It was on two of these brief stays that I had joined worshippers at the Wednesday
morning Holy Communion Services. So, I supposed it seemed natural and logical,
that once we had become established in Fenham we should think about attending St
James and St Basil’s Church.
Having left a most welcoming and loving church congregation in Halifax, we decided
that that before making a firm commitment we ought to investigate all possible local
churches.
One Friday morning as we walked along Fenham Hall Drive, the North Door of the
church was open. This gave us the opportunity to have a more detailed look inside!
People were ‘beavering away’, obviously deeply engrossed in church duties – cleaning,
flower arranging etc. which indicated immediately to us that this was a well loved and
cared for church building. Casually we walked around, looking at the church layout.
The stained glass windows, woodcarvings, lectern, memorial chapel, organ console
etc, when we were quietly approached by a gentleman, obviously by his demeanour,
someone of some standing in the church community. From his initial welcome,
comments and greetings, we immediately felt at ease and comfortable.
One factor we needed to be certain about was in which parish did we live?
Without hesitation we were guided into the lower vestry where a parish map was
brought out for us to examine. Much to our delight, our house was just inside the
parish boundary of St James and St Basil’s. So our attendance at church began.
The courtesy and the time given to us in answering our initial enquiries were the
deciding factors for our membership of St James and St Basil’s.
We have much to thank Bill Lowther for in helping us to make up our minds.
First impressions certainly do count!
Eddy Fowler
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Over the fence and into the Church
My first memory of anything to do with a church concerns a sunny Saturday
afternoon when I was just five years old. I had spent a most exciting morning with
my friend, Thelma, watching the intense activity which was going on in the beautiful
grounds of St.James and St.Basil’s Church; our vantage point had been through the
railings. We saw flags go up, and a platform, stalls, side-shows were all prepared. To
two little girls it was all strangely exciting.
Needless to say, as soon as lunch was eaten we were back at the railings to watch
again. A band was playing, crowds of people were gathering, all in their best clothes;
there was a lot of chatter and a sense of anticipation. Finally a lady made a speech, a
little girl presented her with flowers, the band played the National Anthem and then
people moved all over the grounds. The temptation was too much. Railings can be
climbed, even by five-year-olds, and bushes can be crawled through. Alas--our
triumph was short lived. We were met by a gentleman who firmly took us to the gate
and said, “You can’t stay here. Go home and get washed, and if you have sixpence
you can come in.” We needed no second invitation. Home we fled, and for once soap
and water was welcome. I remember my mother’s disgust that I should shame her by
going anywhere dirty. She didn’t seem to realise that railing climbing and crawling
through laurel bushes is not exactly the way to keep clean. Nevertheless, Thelma and
I went back to that exciting place, each armed with sixpence to get in and sixpence
to spend. It was surprising how far one sixpence could go, just before the war. And
so I was introduced to a life that was to be mine in the years to come.
A lady dressed in green was kind to us that day and told us that if we came to the
big hall the next afternoon at 2.30p.m. we would hear a story. This was great news.
Sunday morning passed all too slowly. “Is it time to go yet?” I kept demanding. At
last it was time to go. Hand in hand, and this time an essence of cleanliness, Thelma
and I went to Sunday school for the very first time, and were met with another
frustration. Sure enough, the lady in green was there, but she would not let us in
until we went home and put hats on. I was terribly upset. We ran all the way home
and put hats on, so impatient was I to get back to that exciting place. Doubtless, my
mother must again have (justifiably) felt a bit annoyed. But to Sunday school I went.
Ideas have changed, thank goodness. The respected parish worker herself widened
her outlook
as the war years passed, and children were never turned away again because they had
not the correct clothes. Despite that little set-back the church had gained in us the
care of the souls of two children without church background. Sunday school was
wonderful. I never missed. Every Sunday I went to see the lovely lady in green.
Joyce G. Gray
1932 -1988
Joyce Gray was Head of St.Peter’s Special School. She was an active member of J’s& B’s,as a Sunday
school teacher, youth leader and Guider. On her marriage in 1960, she and her husband went to live
in the parish of The Holy Spirit at Denton Burn. She was an active member of the Church there. She
wrote her book “Over the fence and into the Church” in 1969, from which the above extract is taken.
14

From St. Luke’s Churh to St. James
and St. Basil’s

I remember the 6th June 1931 very well, as on that day my husband, Jack Hudspeth,
was the cross bearer leading the procession from St. Luke’s Church through Spital
Tongues to St. James and St. Basil’s Church in Fenham to take part in the Dedication
Service of the new church. Unfortunately I did not have an invitation so I was
unable to attend the actual service.
When we came to live in Curtis Road I became active in the life of the church in
Fenham. One of the things I did was organise the teas for the garden parties. I was
horrified to find out that they made the sandwiches the night before and kept them in
tins until the next day. I used to buy buns from Mary Harrison’s Bakery in Hadrian
Road and from early morning on the day of the garden party I would make the
sandwiches, so they would be fresh. I used to buy fancy cakes from a small cake
shop, I cannot remember its name, but it was just beside the Plaza on the West Road.
The ladies of the congregation also made cakes for me. I always laid a special table
on the hall platform, behind drawn curtains, for the special guests.
At harvest time we used to have a supper. Two people used to share a table and
make supper for their table. It was amusing to see the people inspecting what was on
offer and then seeing the competition to get a seat on the table they thought best.
Della Grieve always produced excellent food and everyone liked to sit on her table.
It was then decided that a House group would be a good idea and I was asked to
start one in my house. We met all year round and it gave people of all ages the
opportunity to meet regularly for study and to talk about our faith and also to ask
questions. One lady who had lost her husband said it had been a great help to her to
join the group and share her problems.
We also forged a link with Hong Kong through our friendship with Bishop Hall. He
asked my husband and I to go and teach in Hong Kong, but this we could not do.
Regularly we used to have coffee evenings to raise money to help him in his work,
which were always very well supported and for many years we had a link with him
and the church there.
Miss Thompson, the Lady Worker was a great asset to the church. She helped to run
all kinds of groups and the Sunday School. I particularly remember one of our
Women’s Fellowship outings. We visited St. Mungo’s Church at Simonburn where
we were given a tour by the Rector. As we made our way towards the Rectory, we
were told to peep behind a door beside the walled garden. This we did, what did we
see? Two large and one small earth closets in a row! We proceeded to the Rectory
where Mrs Jackson, the Rector’s wife had prepared a delicious supper for us. We
also visited the Attics which had been used as a previous nursery and where a
previous Rector’s wife had drawn pictures of chickens and other farm animals for her
children on the small window panes using her diamond ring.
When Mr Prophet was Vicar, the inside of the church was painted. The scaffolding
15

was still up when it was time for Joyce and David Gray’s wedding, so they had to be
married in the Memorial Chapel. Joyce was captain of the 65th Newcastle Guide
Company that met in the church. She wrote a book called ‘Over the wall and into
the church’ all about St. James and St. Basil’s.
The church was without a Verger and when we all got together to share out jobs,
guess what we got to do? Della and I had to clean the toilets and the doorway which
had a large mat. The latter we likes to do as we used to jump up and down on the
big mat to get rid of the dust and the dirt!
My father-in-law, Michael (Matt) Anderson was an enthusiastic bell ringer. When he
got older and was not always able to go to church he used to stand on the steps of
25, Curtis Road and count the bells to see there were eight ringing. The bells rang
then to welcome people to the services as they still do today.
Nancy Hudspeth
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Reflections for the 75th
Anniversary of St James
and St Basil, Fenham.
At the kind invitation of Margaret Brain, the then church warden, Andy conducted
his first Evening Prayer service here at J’s and B’s on 17th August 1997. J’s and B’s
was still in the interregnum and not long after John Clasper was inducted and
installed as the new vicar. So began the Lie family’s closer involvement with this
church.
In fact, Andy’s ‘involvement’ with J’s and B’s began way before that in 1993 when we
first moved to Newcastle from Nottingham. As a diocesan lay interfaith worker
based in Elswick, it was the practice of those clergy and lay workers in the ‘inner
west’ of the deanery to meet for Morning Prayer every Monday. Every few weeks or
so they would meet in J’s and B’s and the short service was led by either Vincent
Ashwin or Janet Brearley. Andy remembers the first time being in the church and
admiring the beautiful stained glass windows and the twin chapels…But, it was very
cold that morning!
During our interregnum at St Pauls, High Elswick, for a good part pf 1996 Cliff
Bartlett came to conduct our services for a total of 6 Sundays. These were very much
appreciated and we remember the last sermon he preached being on the Virgin Mary.
When we started attending services at J’s and B’s, Mabel was drawn to reverence of
the worship, particularly the quiet depths of the sung Agnus Dei which she had never
before heard and the beauty of the organ accompaniment.
So far about the services – we have been touched by the generosity of friends here
and the welcome received. Not least, in the first couple of years when Daphne
McElderry was so generous in ferrying us in her car across from Elswick. Before that
we braved the twenty five minute walk which took us through the windy moor with
its abundant cow pats. All excellent exercise, until we moved to our present home,
five minutes from the church.
Our girls will remember the ample opportunities to participate as children in the
services or church gatherings, whether in bits of drama, dance or music, or manning
the bouncy castle at the annual fayre or enjoying sport in the hall.
Andy remembers his role as church warden (200-2002), cleverly enlisting the help of
a group of able men to assist him with his various roles (he was never much good
with D.I.Y.). Mabel got pulled in to lead the music group and so our memories of J’s
and B’s continue as an indelible part of our family life.
Andy, Mabel, Ruth and Esther Lie
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Recollections
I joined the 65th Newcastle Brownie Pack at St James
& St Basil’s Church in 1943. Little did I realise that
this was the beginning of a wonderful life in Guiding –
a movement which has provided me with great
opportunities and helped shape my life as I tried to live
by the principles of the Promise and Law. Through Guiding I met lots of people and
made wonderful friends.
Both the Brownie Pack and Guide Company were ‘closed’ and as such meant that in
order to join, one had to attend church. As a result I joined the Sunday School and
from then on St James and St Basil’s Church became a very important part of my life.
Both the Brownies and Guides attended church parade on the first Sunday of every
month and I well remember, as a young Brownie, the first Vicar, Rev Samuel Redman
– an elderly man with white hair and gold rimmed glasses. Our Brown Owl and
Tawny Owl were the Fraser sisters and they lived in Fowberry Crescent. I remember
proudly being part of a guard of honour when Tawny Owl was married.
At 11 I moved into the 65th Guide Company and joined the Primrose Patrol. Vera
Brydon was our Captain and Winnie Dagleish (nee Ellison) our Lieutenant. I loved
Guides, particularly hiking and camping and achieved my First Class Badge. It was
during my time in Guides that Rev John Prophet became Vicar and we teenagers
thought him very handsome. His daughter, Mary, was both a Brownie and a Guide
and the family gave great support to all the young people of the church.
When I was 15 I joined the 1st Fenham Ranger Unit which met at Wingrove School
and then at 17, became Tawny Owl, with Dorothy Blaylock Brown Owl, of the 65th
Brownie Pack. In the fifties, due to a long waiting list, I opened a second Brownie
Unit at the church, 63rd Newcastle –and I was Brown Owl until 1976 when I moved
away from the area. Joyce Gray (nee Smith) and after her Ann Fulton led the 65th
Guide Company and we all worked well together, making the units at J’s & B’s the
best in the area. However, as demand for Brownie places lessened, the 63rd Pack
closed. Shelia Harrison (nee Lowther), Sylvia Whitfield and Pat Ireland were all
Brown Owls with the 65th pack and fortunately this pack is still in existence today.
The Guide Company, which had a long history starting in 1927 at St Monica’s, a
church opposite Robert Stewart URC, unfortunately closed in the early nineties due
to dwindling numbers.
After I left Sunday School, I progressed to the Junior Bible Class with Miss Bailes in
charge. She was a lovely person and had a great influence on my life. I was
confirmed in December 1949 and later became a Sunday School teacher with Pat
Ireland as Superintendent. I was always a very enthusiastic and regular member of St
James and St Basil’s, helping with the Youth Club, running the Brownie Pack and
representing the youth on the Parochial Church Council. During Rev Alan Higgs
time, I served 5 years as the Secretary of the PCC. I eventually married in 1975 and
had a wonderful wedding service in the church.
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St James and St Basil’s Church was a major part of my life from 8 years of age and I
look back with great affection on all the people: Vicars –John Prophet, Allan Higgs,
Malcolm Truman; many Curates including Noel Vincent and Alan Pyle; Lay readers,
especially Taylor Bell, Jimmy Matthewson and Hubert Armstrong; Parish Workers
Isabel Thompson and Angela Treweeks (nee Palmer) and all the members of the
congregation who made up the church. St James and St Basil’s Church is still a
special place for me.
Mary Main (nee Walton)
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Happy Memories
What does St.James and St.Basil’s and I have in common? We share the same birth
year 1931.
Someone said recently that memory is the greatest gift we have from God. It gives
meaning to life and brings events of the past to the present. Maybe that is why the
23rd Psalm is so popular. One of my earliest memories as a child is asking my
grandfather to tell me the story of his garden and Border Terrier called Tadger. My
grandfather Thomas Henderson lived in Curtis Road and cultivated an allotment on
the site of the present Church, his dog after it died was buried in the spot which now
is the Choir area of the Church.
Thomas and family in the 1920’s worshipped at St.Monica’s Church, the red bricked
building on Wingrove Road opposite the Robert Stewart Memorial Church. The
congregation were working and saving towards building a new Church. Along came
Sir James Knott and all the plans changed. Two of his sons had been killed in the
1914 - 1918 war and he insisted that the new Church be dedicated using the names
of James and Basil. (Basil was soon included in the Church of England calendar!)
The new Church was duly consecrated in 1931 and I was born the same year. I use
my memory today, having been confined to a wheelchair for 15 months, to
remember the day I was Ordained as Curate in the same Church, with grateful thanks
I remember a host of people of all ages who have been the foundation stone of my
ministry to the Lord.
Allan Higgs, my Vicar at that time together with the Congregation very much led by
the Holy Spirit exercised a shared ministry. The strong music tradition and devotion
to worship supported by various groups in both Church and Hall, all have been a
constant reminder of what Church fellowship is all about. Families and individuals
have always been faithful in the proclamation of the Gospel.
So, at this time of your Celebration, my prayer is that you use your memory, to look
back with gratitude and thanksgiving, and look forward with hope and faith as you
move towards your centenary. Sybil, David and Andrew join me in sending their
good wishes.
Alan Pyle
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Memories of St James and St Basil’s
Church during my time as vicar 1948-61
When in 1948 the then Bishop of Newcastle, Dr Noel Hudson asked me if I would
go the Parish of St James and St Basil, Fenham as its second incumbent; I had been
vicar of Holy Trinity, Jesmond, for only three years; having come to Nrwcastle from
war-torn Walthamstow where I had been Vicar of St Andrews, Higham Hill since
1936.
In his letter to me the Bishop referred to the need for steps to be taken for a new
parish or independent district at the northern end of Fenham Parish and including
housing areas beyond. Up to that point, Cowgate had been served by a mission
church hut and the ministry, clerical and lay of St James and St Basil but the time
was ripe, even overdue, for Cowgate to have its own independent Church and
Ministry.
Professor Edwards of King’s College was called upon and he designed a simple
ecclesiastical building within the costing limits of £11,000. In the plans for a new
church a very simple bell tower was included but had to be left out of the final plan,
unfortunately. It was the first church built in the Newcastle diocese after the war
and it was dedicated to St Peter: appropriate enough because it restored the name of
St Peter which was lost in the closure of a former St Peter’s Church in Newcastle.
I can well remember the day and night when Bishop Hudson consecrated the church.
It was during the evening and night of 31st January, 1953 and there were terrible
winds and floods in eastern parts of England when much damage and loss of life
occurred from north to south of the country. The effect on the dedication service
which was taking place in the new church was somewhat disturbing, especially when
there was much flip-flopping coming from tin sheets in the roofing of the building.
Professor Edwards was not alone in looking rather embarrassed by the tin tray-like
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sounds coming from the rafters, while at the service we were all endeavouring to sing
hymns and psalms and spiritual songs of rejoicing.
Concerning the fine stone built Church poof St James and St Basil, little change
occurred in its outward and inward appearance during my time of office there.
There was still a sense of everything being new and yet well established in its design
and maintenance. In my memory just two items spring to mind. The first concerns
the side chapel in the church and the other, the fine Walker organ.
The space, like a room under the tower of the church, although finely designed
seemed to have little more significance than as an area for the storage of equipment.
It was decided after various permissions had been given, to have a Holy Table made
and placed at the centre of the space, thus making provisions for the area to become
a useful side chapel for the conduct of worship. It was dedicated on Friday 6th June,
1952 as the Memorial Chapel.
The second item in my memory concerns the position of the organ in the church. It
was decided to move the organ console from its position on the elevated floor outside
the door of the upper vestry to a much more convenient position in the choir area.
This was in the time when John Healy succeeded Fred Ward as organist and
choirmaster.
John R.H. Prophet
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North, East and West
or
Travels with a SundaySchool
(late 80’s/early 90’s)

North
One sunny but breezy day during the long summer
holidays, a fearless band of parents and children sets
out from outside the vicarage crammed into a fleet of cars – destination, Alnmouth.
The journey up the A1 passes quickly enough with the usual games of I-Spy,
arguments between siblings and cries of despair…’I haven’t got my bucket and
spade!’, ‘We’ve left the packed lunch in the kitchen’ etc.
Once in Alnmouth, do we head straight for the beach? No we’ve got something
more unusual to do first. We’re expected at Alnmouth Friary where a friendly
brother in a brown habit opens the door and invites us in. We’re shown around the
house and the garden and learn a lot about the Order of St. Francis, aboutr the
brothers’ vows of poverty, obedience and chastity and about their work inside and
outside the friary. Finally, we arrive at what our guide describes as the powerhouse
of the whole place – the chapel, with its beautiful views out to sea. We’re invited to
join the brothers and other guests at the usual mid-day eucharist and as we kneel in a
semi circle to receive the bread and wine, my three year old pipes up ‘Can I have
some as well?’ Afterwards we hurry down to the beach to eat sandwiches, drink tea
from flasks, paddle, build sandcastles, play rounders – all the usual things for an
afternoon at the seaside.
Later, cars full of sandy, sticky, tired children (and adults) return to Fenham. A good
day!
East
At Alice Goodrum’s suggestion, we’re heading east this time, to St. Paul’s at Jarrow.
Its much too cold to linger out of doors so we cast a quick glance at the outside of
the church and then dive in where we’re welcomed and shown around by a very kind
lady.
The Victorians have a lot to answer for, with their rebuilding and restoration work
but at least one part of the church, tall and narrow with very small windows, shows
us what the place would have looked like when Bede lived and worshipped there.
For me, the most impressive thing is the original dedication stone, dated 23rd April
685. This church is used to catering for school parties and, on a row of hooks on
the wall, hang child sized replicas of monks’ habits. Our children are invited to try
them on, but then a cry goes up from one child; ‘I don’t want to dress up as a
monkey!’ and we dissolve in fits of giggles.
Bede’s World (which would have been the obvious place to visit next) is still under
construction, so we hop back into cars and drive down to South Shields for a beach
picnic. Its dull and cold and even the children think that paddling is not a good idea,
so after lunch we devise some running and jumping games in an effort to keep warm.
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We head home earlier than planned, chilled by North Sea breezes.
West
We’re off to Hexham this time, where we go straight to the abbey. A very young and
enthusiastic curate is waiting for us and shows us around. We see St. Wilfred’s stone
chair, a Roman tombstone, the night stairs, medieval paintings of the dance of death,
beautiful misericords hiding beneath the choir stalls and best of all, from the
children’s viewpoint, the crypt.
Some of the children have brought their musical instruments and before we leave for
lunch, we hold a fifteen minute service with prayers and songs, much to the
enjoyment of some other visitors.
As it’s a fine day, we don’t need to use the wet-weather room that’s been set aside for
us and we go out into the Sele park next to the abbey. A picnic lunch follows and
then much rushing around by the children. As most of you will know, there is a very
steep grassy bank in this park and the children decided to roll down it.
Unfortunately, one small boy manages to roll though some dog dirt and has to be
scraped clean with paper tissues.
Then, home again (with one car having to keep its windows open because of the
smell). Another grand day out!
Postcript
‘Whatever happened to south?’ I hear you say. Well there was a trip to Durham, but I didn’t go.
Someone else will have to tell you about that.

Marjorie Rochester
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Shall we
dance?

Wingrove Scottish Country
Dancers were formerly
known as St.James and
St.Basil,s Country Dance
Club and met in the Church
Hall. The club began on the
3rd November, 1970, the
class tutor was Roland
Humble, Chairman
was Bob Aspery and
Secretary was Anne Cross.
In Sept.1973 the club voted to become independent and the name Wingrove Scottish
Dancers was chosen. Previous to becoming independent all monies, after expenses,
were given to help buy hall curtains, cutlery etc..
In January,1992, the club celebrated 21 years and a dance was devised by Dr. Peter
Avery, who was tutor at that time. The dance being named “The Wingrove
Strathspey”.
In January,1996, the club celebrated 25years and many past members were invited to
a special reunion dinner and dance. Past Instuctors Roland Humble, Bill Lowther,
Bill Surley, Richard Bramley, Debbie Lee, Peter Avery, Sheila Mavel and myself who
also became Chairman in 1982. Due to lack of members and health reasons the club
closed in January,2004.
Harry Shenton
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The opening of St James and
St Basils Church

I was 15 or 16 and I tried to faint at the service! Canon Redman had previously
been the Vicar, we had a previous church you see, up Wingrove Road which was
there for many years and eventually Sir James Knott wanted to give a church in
memory of his two sons. They built this one here with many ructions I think because
the Vicar who was Canon Redman was an absolute dear, wanted it to be very fine in
memory of the two sons and I think now, it was really built in too lavish and big a
style as a church because the heating costs and autditory arrangements are very poor
at time. At the opening there was a procession from the old church, St Monicas on
Wingrove Road to the new. They came processing down and the church was full of
people. What they didn’t reckon on was the weather. It was a day of intense, heavy
rain and everything dripped, so the procession rather petered out I think. They came
in and we had a very nice service, there wasn’t a single seat left in the church. My
Mother and I were there and I saw a lot of people who I had never before seen in
church and never would again! The Bishop officiated and it was a very happy
service. The bells rang and Canon Redman was on top of the world and it started
off as a very happy family affair really and has continued that way.
Maids
We all had maids in those days round here. It was a time of enormous poverty and
maids cost practically nothing because they got a free bed and food. They came in
from pit villages, some of them were very rough. But Moorside was quite an
aristocratic area. It was a very elegant road and some people at Moorside North
even had cars and chauffeurs. Anyway, Canon Redman and his wife, I don’t think
had more than a daily maid. Vicars weren’t paid much in those days, a pittance.
They had several children and Mrs Redman rather depressed a lot of people, by going
to collect Alison, her youngest daughter, from a children’s party and it was seen that
under the top coat she’d put on, she had an apron. This was considered absolutely
beyond the pale and the shocking tale went round Moorside.
Win Smith 10th April 2006
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Recollections on St. James
and St. Basil’s Church
My earliest memory was walking from our home in Bruce Gardens to Evensong with
my father with his black homburg hat and my mother with her fur stole.
The next thought must have been in the 1950’s , my father was playing the organ
and sitting at the console above the chair, a mirror reflecting to the Vicar’s seat at the
end of the pew. My father was playing the organ for the marriage of Helen, the then
organist Fred Ward’s daughter, to Donald Jakman, a classmate of mine at Dame
Allans. My father had been organist at St. Matthews, and then organist and
choirmaster at the mission church in Grange Road, now replaced by Holy Cross.
My involvement with St. James and St. Basil’s followed in 1961 when we arrived
from Gosforth to Fenham. The Rev. Prophet had recently left and his successor was
the Rev. Allan Higgs. It was Mr. Higgs who called one evening and asked if I would
look after the Youth Group on Saturday evening. This was the first I had heard of
the youth club although I had a hazy recollection of a group in the 1950’s. I had
been involved with the Young Conservatives and we put on a concert of sketches in
the Church hall. Some of the youth club provided their impressions of a pop group
called The Beatles - Michael Black, William Higgs and Henry Partridge are names I
call to mind.
This request by Mr.Higgs became a regular occurrence, but it was not very fruitful
having only a few members and no structure. Improvements began with the arrival
of a new curate Rev. Alan Pyle. Encouraged by him, half a dozen members of the
choir joined on a regular basis, ( Gordon Lowther, Chris and Nigel Welch). And
numbers grew. Badminton took place in the hall, table tennis on the stage, records in
the cellar and discussions in the nursery above the kitchen. A committee was formed
and views on what should be done next were agreed. The main wish was for a Disco
but initial approaches to the P.C.C. were negative. This was the point when I
became involved with the P.C.C. and eventually a disco was allowed with stringent
provisos - adequate supervision by adults, penalties for any damage, a limit on
numbers and only approved members to be allowed entry. We were helped by
Gordon Kinghorn,an ex policeman and his friend ArthurTaylor, who became Asst.
Chief Constable. Their presence at the door prevented any thoughts of trouble
entering anyone’s mind.
The youth club grew (14 -20Yrs.) until there were nearly 150names on the books.
This lasted during Rev Truman’s time until the arrival of Rev. Vincent Ashwin when
the activities and the club quietly folded. Another attempt was made to foster
another group as a badminton club by the Rev.Cliff Bartlett with one girl Anne
Ridley. Numbers grew to 24 but again it seemed doomed to failure.
In 1977 I was approached to be Church Warden to replace Rex Reavely, who was
moving to Stocksfield. My association was then with Alan (Percy) Anderson as the
other Church Warden.
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The Confirmation Service with the Bishop in attendance was an opportunity for a
little bit of pomp, Alan and I both in dark suits, ties, black shoes, white gloves and
warden staves (these were stolen from the Church some years later) escorted the
Bishop. I felt this, for me was the end of an era.
N.T. Storey
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Recollections
I don’t remember exactly when I stepped through the
west door and into the church for the first time, but it
must have been around April and May 1983, about
three or four months before Helen and I were married
in the August of that year. I recall being immediately
struck by three things; firstly, the sense of space and openness of which there is little
suggestion of from the outside, secondly, the magnificence of the stained glass
windows and thirdly, the chairs. The chairs? Well, I had previously always been
accustomed to churches with rows of pews. However, it cannot be denied that chairs
do allow the option of greater flexibility in terms of interior design and functionality!
As I became more familiar with the architecture and layout of the building I found
the nuances of light and colour in particular, quite intriguing, especially at different
times of the day and seasons of the year. This gives St James and St Basil’s its own
special quality and uniqueness. The atmosphere can change literally from one hour to
the next. One of my own favourite times of year is during the evening in the days
leading up to Christmas with the church in darkness apart from the subdued (or the
spot lighting) when rehearsals for Christingle services are in full swing. Don’t the
acoustics within the building seem to catch the sound of the musical instruments and
the singing voice perfectly! Although the world continues to move on, within the
church there is almost a feeling of timelessness and yet subtle changes must and do
occur. I would like to think as the current ‘custodians’ that we have embraced both
traditional as well as more modern issues in a way acceptable to us all.
Over the years St James and St Basil’s has been an important part in the lives of my
own family through marriage, baptisms (both our daughters Nicola and Jenny),
confirmations and deaths. We have seen many summer fayres (Helen tells me that in
years gone by there used to be stalls covering the entire perimeter of the church
gardens. Now that would be worth repeating!) and enjoyed many an evenings
entertainment in the church hall (where would we be without Harry Shenton getting
us through that final ‘Strip the Willow’ of the night?).
During my time here I have had my faith challenged and enhanced by four vicars (and
their families) of contrasting personalities, namely Malcolm Truman, Vincint Ashwin,
John Clasper and Joan Dotchin. I have certainly benefited from their wisdom,
insight, diverse skills and not least their support of the years. They have each made
significant contributions to the life and work of the church and the local community.
Our family connection goes back even further, I believe my late mother-in-law, Mrs
Betty Ratcliffe used to regularly act as one of the main cleaners in the vicarage during
the Rev. Alan Higgs’ tenure.
Any other nooks and crannies to explore? I have been as far as the belfry but haven’t
made it up on to the roof. Time yet I hope!
Alan Torrance
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Memories of Fenham
I started to attend St James and St Basil’s
(J’s and B’s) in my late teens and was
confirmed when I was 21. Shortly after
this I was approached and asked if O
would become a Sunday School Teacher,
which I agreed to do. One memory of this
time stands out, which was when we went
on a Sunday School outing to Hexham and
embarked in rowing boats on the river. I had never been much of an oarswoman up
to this time and I discovered muscles I didn’t know existed. A good time was had by
all and thankfully there were no men overboard.
I also served on the Church Council, being by far the youngest member at that time
and remember well the long discussions about the replacement of the curtain behind
the altar and also the ordering of new hymn and prayer books along with many other
weighty issues.
It was felt that it would be a good idea to start up a Wolf Cub Pack as there were
thriving Brownie and Guide organisations but not much provision for boys. I was
asked if I would consider this and after much thought and a crash course in running a
pack and particularly knot tying, the 82nd Newcastle Wolf Cub Pack was on the
road. This was a steep learning curve for me as well as for the very keen boys who
joined and I also had very good assistants to back me up. We had lots of fun and
enjoyable outings – swimming in Fenham Baths, ice skating and a memorable trip
down the Tyne on a tug boat. I still have my McBeth tartan neckerchief to this day.
Music was another very rich part of my memories of the church. I sang regularly in
the church choir and was a member of the St James and St Basil’s Singers under the
baton of John Healy. These were very special years for me, experiencing the joy of
the wonderful works we performed over the years. Particularly memorable was the
performance of Verdi’s Requiem in 1962 when we were accompanied by the Sinfonia
Orchestra.
But of course the most important turning point in my life was when a new curate
came to the church and I met my future husband, Noel Vincent. The rest as they say
is history. We had a wonderful wedding with many people in the parish helping us to
celebrate our special day. We started our married life in Auburn Gardens and much
of the removal of furniture from Noel’s flat in the vicarage was done with the aid of a
wheelbarrow and helpers from the youth club. Andrew was born whilst we lived in
Fenham and we spent many hours wheeling him up and down Fenham Hall Drive
and round the church gardens in his pram.
It was a very big wrench when the time came for us to leave Fenham, having lived the
whole of my life up until then in the same place. We have lived and worked in
various places since then, but Newcastle always has a special place in my heart.
Angela Vincent
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Memories of the Church of St James
and St Basil, Fenham
I was ordained in Newcastle Cathedral on December 22nd 1963 to serve my title at
Js and Bs. Helping to distribute communion at the packed Midnight Eucharist just
three days later was a baptism of fire. I felt almost disembodied with tension and
fatigue. It was the first time I had been in charge of a chalice and it went on so long!
Also, some of the communicants were not too familiar with the ritual anyway. The
other memory of that Christmas was being sent a few days later to the bell ringers’
Christmas party. After an hour or more of ringing practise we went back to
someone’s house for coffee and mince pies where someone put on an LP – not carols
as you might have expected, but more bells.
It was a steep learning curve working under Alan Higgs. There was Parish
administration to help with. I became a skilled ‘Gestetner’ operator, learning to
duplicate minutes etc. with only slight traces of black ink on my body and clothes.
He insisted that I have a special book for visiting records that I actually still have.
I absorbed his way of dealing with funerals, weddings, baptisms and other pastoral
situations which I have customised over the years. There were a lot of weddings at
certain times of the year and I remember one Saturday when the first wedding party
had a florist in the family. The church looked a bit like Kew Gardens with potted
plants and small trees everywhere. But immediately the bridal party had left a team
swooped in and cleared the lot leaving a couple of small vases on the altar for the
rest of the day.
A funeral that sticks in my mind was for the landlord of a local pub. It was timed in
the West Road Crematorium for just after closing time at about 3.30pm. You could
almost see the alcohol fumes rising above the packed congregation, I just prayed
there wouldn’t be an unplanned conflagration.
It was a time of change in church circles – Liturgical Revision and Vatican 2 and
change tends to generate opposition and anger. But pastoral situations tend to
remain the same. As the months passed I visited the sick, the grieving and the lonely.
It was a privilege to share important moments in the lives of parishioners and that
sense has never left me. There were of course, less satisfactory visits especially when
people didn’t expect you and pretty obviously didn’t really want to stop and talk. I
remember calling as instructed at a large house in Moorside North where I was
shown into the front room. When the householder saw my collar his immediate
reaction was to get his cheque book out and say: “How much do you want this time
then?” I thought I was there to spread the good news.
On a personal level I was initially accommodated in a little ground floor flat on Two
Ball Lonnen with a landlady who meant very well. However, I discovered I shared
my bedroom with a small colony of mice that she was harbouring and didn’t wish to
get rid of. Then one night the ceiling collapsed onto my bed. Also the catering was
not exactly 5 star so I was relieved to be able to escape to the vicarage flat which was
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vacated by Angela Treweeks when she married. Parishioners were wonderfully
generous, passing on furniture they were finished with and I was very cosy there.
There were responsibilities that went with the tenancy though. When the family
went on holiday I found myself taking Alan’s dog, a black Labrador called Candy,
out for walks. I also had to mind the greenhouse which was full of tomatoes and
chrysanthemums. One day I forgot to open the windows and disaster was only
averted by the vigilance of the wonderful verger of the time, Percy Miller, who had
the sense to keep and eye on the young curate in all matters. I came to value his
friendship and help deeply.
In those days St James and St Basil’s was a thriving church with a good musical
tradition under John Healy that I really enjoyed, also getting involved with his other
choir, The Singers. There was a respectably sized active congregation who joined in
various groups and organisations – study courses, national organisations and so on
like the Mother’s Union, including a well attended parish retreat at Shepherd’s Dene.
A large part of the work was with children and young people and I learnt a lot and
lost a few rosy tinted illusions at the same time!
We dragged the youth club off on Bank Holidays and timed our routes so that we
were well away from civilisation and alcoholic establishments during licensing hours
– I also discovered the wisdom of searching back packs for hidden supplies. We
nearly lost one girl while walking in the Rothbury area. She turned up wearing only
a shirt and light jersey, no match for the snowstorm which unexpectedly set in,
causing her to turn a delicate shade of blue. It was the era before risk assessments
and so on, but she did survive I’m happy to say. There were occasions when I had to
secrete senior youth club members up in the gallery if they had imbibed too freely
before coming to the club so they would avoid the wrath of the vicar. I remember
too on one occasion, discovering a couple of lads I had recently prepared for
conformation, slyly burying some brand new looking dinky toys in the church
garden. Although they denied it, I am convinced that they had been nefariously
obtained from a local shop.
I used to visit the uniformed organisations regularly. We had a full set and they were
generally pretty active. However, I discovered I was spending more time with the
cubs than any of the others, helping Akela by tying knots and refereeing football
matches. One thing lad to another and eventually we tied the matrimonial knot in
the church in September 1965. At the end of the ceremony we emerged to an honour
guard of exceedingly proud green uniformed cubs. The next year our son Andrew
was born and we were overwhelmed with wonderful little knitted coats and bootees.
The years I spent in Fenham have been important in my life with many memories to
treasure, but above all else, the most important gift I took away from there was my
lovely wife Angela, who until then had lived in the house she was born in on
Wingrove Road. For that I shall always be grateful.
Noel T Vincent
Curate 1963-1967
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Early recollections of
St James and St.Basil’s
Church

My first recollection of life at St James and St Basil’s was naturally through the choir.
I say naturally, because my father and his three brothers were all in the church choir,
three from its consecration with the fourth joining in the later 1930’s. Indeed the
first three, Stan, Billy and Eddie were in the choir at St Monica’s first, so in effect it
became a family affair even as long ago as that!
Father (Stan) continued to sing in the choir (apart from the war years) until his death
in 1982 but over those years of service, he was joined by my mother (Lilian) and
brother (Chris) before my ‘debut’ in 1964.
I just remember being taken to church at the age of six/seven to see my brother’s first
appearance in the choir.
When I first joined, I was only allowed to attend choir practices (twice a week) for a
couple of months, before taking part in the services. This was the normal procedure
at the time.
Of course choirboys received ‘pay’ each month of half a crown, but as I was not
attending services initially, I was given a florin instead! Absolutely delighted was I!
In those days, mid sixties, we sang at both Matins and Evensong with an occasional
Communion Service I think once a month. Gradually the Family Communion took
over and the Matins was phased out. Timings of services in the morning were always
changing to try to adopt a convenient time that suited everyone. It has been 9.30.
9.15 and now of course it is 10am (and has been for many years).
Junior choir practices took place either on a Monday night or on a Sunday afternoon
prior to the Evensong. The full practice was always on a Wednesday evening,
awkward if there was a rival attraction at St James’ Park! Often the practice would
move into the vestry from the church if temperatures dictated so!
By around 1978, the family (all four of us) had collectively put in 100 years service in
the church choir and we were featured in the Newcastle Evening Chronicle for our
achievement.
The choir was so strong in those days that not only did we fill the pews, but there
had to be a number of chairs added on to the front or the side of the pews to
accommodate the extra bodies. There were always a number of characters around,
including those who only stayed for a short time but the nucleus of the choir was
very loyal and seldom changed.
There were the odd ‘differences of opinions’ from the ‘back benches’ about the type
of music being aired and certain changes to the service format. I remember once or
twice one of the senior members picking up his books and walking out, threatening
never to return, but he always did!
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I served under a number of choirmasters; Fred ward, John Healey, Bill Little, Max
Foster, Peter Downey, Harry Thompson and Stan Davidson. Over that period of time
such was the standard of the choral tradition at J’s and B’s that we were performing
not only at the weekly services with anthems but we were also tackling some
reasonably ambitious smaller choral works (e.g. Faure’s Requiem, Stainer’s
Crucifixion, Parry’s I was Glad and Handel’s Zadok the Priest).
We were invited to sing Evensong at both Durham and Newcastle Cathedrals when
the incumbent choirs were on holiday and we led deanery or supported diocesan
services and occasionally went on summer trips where we would sing Evensong or
Matins in a country church in Northumberland. In 1978 we recorded the Service of
Nine Lessons and Carols which was broadcast on BBC Radio Newcastle on
Christmas morning.
That reminds me of one ‘downside’ to being a member of the choir. Mother and
father would never let us open or even see our Christmas presents until we had
returned from the Christmas morning service. Every other youngster in the choir had
opened theirs and we were left with nothing to talk about on Christmas morning.
It was at times tough for amateurs and the extra practices required for these events
was a bit of a burden (!) but at the end of the day, everyone did enjoy it and
friendships grew from being such a close team.
Nigel Welch.
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On first hearing about the book of memories I thought I had nothing to contribute as
I have been only attending St J’s and St B’s regularly since 1983 when I was staying
with my sister and brother-in-law Eileen and Lawson Cummins after the death of my
husband Hugh and my return to Fenham.
I was born at 46 Moorside South, brought up a Presbyterian, evacuated in 1939
(attending several non-conformist churches with families where I was billeted), then
attended a convent school in Jesmond.
But on second thoughts I recall being a bridesmaid aged 4/5 years at the marriage of
Dorothy Forsyth and Kenneth Pan, one of the early weddings at the church in the
1930’s. I rode my bicycle and learned to ride a …….. cycle in the memorial garden.
We were allowed to play in the garden then.
I attended several weddings during the war or stood at the gate, waiting for the
bride’s arrival and to throw confetti, a popular pastime.
I was godmother to my niece whose baptism was in the church as was her wedding.
It was a great pleasure to help Eileen decorate the church for Pauline’s wedding.
When I was living in Jesmond I always came for the sale on the cobbles the Monday
after harvest Festival. I’d buy green tomatoes for my chutney making.
Then there were the years of the wonderful coffee mornings for Conrad House (now
Marie Curie Cancer Care) with Elsie Smith and her friends. We raised £14,000 over
ten years.
Looking back, St J’s and St B’s has been a strong thread in the pattern of my life.
Shelagh Williams
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'Do you have memories of Fenham and West Newcastle that
you would like to share?
Newcastle Community Heritage Project believes that you as West
End Residents are the experts in your local heritage. We aim to use
your skills and knowledge to show the history of the West End and
demonstrate its rich stories.

How you can help:
• Share your memories of West Newcastle
• Share your family photographs
• Help us to research material
• Help us to devise guided local history walks in your area

If you would like more information or have some memories
of the local area please contact:
Hannah Laughton
Education Outreach Officer (West)
hannah.laughton@newcastle.gov.uk
Fenham Library
Fenham Hall Drive
Newcastle upon Tyne
NE4 9XD
Tel: (0191) 277 4274

