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Church Services 
All of our services are livestreamed on  
Facebook and YouTube

Sundays  
  8.30am Morning Prayer  
  9.00am  Said Mass
10.30am  Solemn Mass and Sermon  
  5.00pm  Evensong  
 (Choral Evensong as announced)

The Daily Offices of Morning Prayer and 
Evensong are celebrated publicly Saturday  
– Wednesday at 8.30am and 5.00pm 
 
Weekdays 
10.30am Monday, Wednesday, Thursday  
11.00am  Tuesday Exposition of the Blessed  
 Sacrament followed by Mass at 12noon  
12noon Friday 
10.00am Saturday
 
Major Weekday Festivals 
Said Mass as above, unless otherwise indicated 
on notice boards. 

The Clergy are happy to bring the Sacrament to 
the housebound or sick at any hour of the day 
or night. The Holy Oil is available for those who 
wish to be anointed. 

The Sacrament of Reconciliation
Confessions by appointment. 

Hospital visits
The Clergy will visit and give communion to 
those in hospital. 

Other Services provided by the church
For Baptisms, Banns of Marriage, Weddings  
and Funerals please contact the Vicar.

Facebook
facebook.com/stsaviourseastbourne

YouTube
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCLSBv_
mWfe_R22zCe3kMREQ

Website
stsaviourseastbourne.org.uk 

The church is open from 8.30am each day, but
The Book/ Souvenir Shop is currently closed.

St Saviour's Church
South Street  Eastbourne  East Sussex BN21 4UT
Telephone: 01323 729702
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My dear friends
At the end of this month, on Sunday 28th March 
(Palm Sunday) to be precise, the Church invites 
us into a journey – the journey of Holy Week – 
during which we are given the opportunity to 
again reflect upon the dreadful sequence of 
events at the end of the life of our Saviour.  Whilst 
that journey in some senses will again be quite 
different this year (particularly liturgically), at least 
(unlike last year when the doors were ordered to 
be locked by HM Government throughout Holy 
Week) many of us will be able to meet physically 
together in church for the liturgies. Whether, 
though, we are able to be present in church, or 
whether we are involved online and spiritually, 
may we all ponder anew the height, breadth and 
depth of God’s love for us in Jesus Christ as we 
journey through Holy Week this year.  

The journey of Holy Week is, of course, Our 
Lord’s journey to the cross – beginning as 
it does on Palm Sunday with his triumphal 
entry into Jerusalem, and continuing as the 
week progresses through the events of the 
Last Supper, his agony in the Garden of 
Gethsemane, his betrayal, his crucifixion and 
death and finally, and most wonderfully, his 
resurrection from the dead.  These events – in 
reality a continuum of one event which began 
at the incarnation, the ‘Christ event’ – are truly 
life-changing and life-giving.  They are sobering 
events, each of which must take place for God 
to glorify Jesus and to bring salvation to a 
broken world.

On Palm Sunday the stage is set for that 
journey of salvation. Our attention on that day 

is inevitably drawn to the crowds in Jerusalem. 
On Palm Sunday, they cried out: “Hosanna! 
Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.”  
Yet, the Passion narrative reminds us that on 
Good Friday, they cried out a different message: 
“Crucify him!”  Less than a week later, their 
voices and speech reflecting – as so often do 
ours – the contents of their hearts.

Some of them were undoubtedly still loyal to the 
Lord by Good Friday but, for the majority, their 
hearts turned. But before we condemn them for 
their fickle ways (because we, of course, would 
never behave like them, would we?), let’s take 
some care to assess where we stand along the 
way – for therein can be found the real blessing 
of the journey through Holy Week and the hope, 
through faith, that is given to us. 

Many of you will remember, I am sure, that on 
Palm Sunday 2019 – I think for the first time 
in living memory – the Passion narrative was 
not chanted by a cantor and choir in church 
but read in parts.  As well as the people who 
took the parts of the main protagonists in the 
story, everybody in church took part.  When the 
Passion is proclaimed in this way it is a great 
privilege for all of us to be actively involved: it 
makes real the fact that we all have a role in 
Christ’s passion. But what do we say? We are 
given the lines of the crowds: “Not this one! Give 
us Barabbas!” “Hail, King of the Jews!” “Take him 
away. Crucify him.” 

Why?  Because, put simply, we are the mob; and 
we assist in condemning Christ to death. And 
the great irony, of course, is that we usually do 

HOLY WEEK 2021
“Jesus, remember me 
when you come  
into your 
Kingdom” (Lk. 23:42). 
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If you are interested in 
joining our Walsingham 
Cell please contact  
Mary Delves on 735410

A lamp burns for  
this church in the 
Shrine of Our Lady  
of Walsingham

All of our services are open 
to the public and are also 
being livestreamed via 
Facebook and YouTube
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it while clutching palm branches.  The reality 
is that the crowds in Jerusalem are human 
archetypes, and so it shouldn’t surprise us that 
we are really no different. We start out full of 
good intentions, singing “Hosanna” and we end 
up baying with the mob for blood. 

I’m not suggesting that we are the worst people 
who ever lived, far from it.  But as human beings 
we are fickle, quick to judge, and slow to forgive.  
At the start of Holy Week above all, we need 
to acknowledge this in candour and honesty – 
because if the journey of Holy Week is to have 
any meaning, any real meaning, we must own our 
place within it. To be a part of the Body of Christ is 
to be with him on the cross. To be a member of 
the church is to both acknowledge our sinfulness 
but also the potential for good within us. 

The Church, the spiritual gathering of God’s 
people which will take place on Palm Sunday, 
2021 with Jesus in our midst, will be no different 
from an earlier gathering – at the crucifixion 
when Jesus hung in the midst of two thieves – two 
broken, sinful men, still maintaining – at the very 
end – a potential for good within themselves. One 
of those thieves, in another passion narrative, 
taps that potential through faith and gives us all 
words to live by: “Jesus, remember me when you 
come into your Kingdom” (Lk. 23:42).

Isn’t that what the journey of Holy Week 
and indeed the journey of our whole lives as 
Christians – is all about? “Jesus, remember me 
as I carry my cross. Let my cross – because of 
your cross – become life-giving, transforming and 
redemptive.” 

The cross of Calvary has the power to speak to 
every cross that finds its way to our shoulders 
– mine and yours. It speaks to crosses that 
we create as a result of our abuse and lack of 
respect of others, our greed, our pride, our 
selfishness and our sin. The cross of Calvary 
also speaks to the crosses that emerge as we try 
to live through these troubling and unsettling 
times, as we worry for loved ones, as we cope 
with death and loss and estrangement, and as 
we try to work out what to do in the wake of 
the uncertainty of the future or whatever else 
assails or troubles us. 

As the cross of Calvary speaks to us in our 
brokenness, our sinfulness, and our fear we ask 

– as the good thief did - that Jesus remembers us. 
We pray that we may be better than we are, and 
receive better than we deserve. We pray that 
we, who often deserve to be forgotten, may be 
remembered. 

And we will find the strength to open our lives 
to Jesus and the cross of Calvary through the 
Eucharist. For in this sacrament, the passion, 
death and resurrection that Jesus experienced 
is made present time and again in our lives. This 
presence enables us to share in the benefits 
of Jesus’ cross.  And even though for many of 
us we may still not be able to physically make 
our communion, we still fully receive all the 
spiritual benefits, gifts and graces of it when 
we watch the Mass online or join ourselves 
spiritually when it is being celebrated and make 
our own acts of spiritual communion in our 
hearts.  Through the Eucharist we are able to 
discover our true selves in him as he becomes 
truly present with us in Word and Sacrament, 
and to be transformed through his grace into 
his likeness. And because of it, we can speak 
of seeing through our crosses and of our 
dying to sin and rising to new life because we 
participate in the very mystery of Jesus’ death 
and resurrection. 

When embraced with faith and the recognition 
of the need in our lives for a power bigger than 
ourselves through which we find meaning and 
hope, every cross – because of Jesus’ cross – can 
be carried into the world of God’s redeeming 
love and embracing grace. 

Let us ask him to pour out his grace and his Spirit 
abundantly on us this Holy Week, that sharing 
with him in the life and death he shared with us, 
we may one day come to share in his glory. 

With my love and prayers,
Fr Mark

“Jesus,  
     remember                 me…”
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Residential care  •  Dementia care  •  Respite breaks

Mortain Place is more than a care home. It’s a family home. 

A friendly home. Your home. A home that provides tailored care, 

beautiful environments and choice in every meal or activity.

A place that celebrates the little things that 

mean everything – morning, noon and night.

Visit us anytime for friendly advice and to look around. 

Call: 01323 306 598
Pevensey Bay Road, Eastbourne, BN23 6JF

www.barchester.com

Celebrating Life
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Last month as we went to press, we were on 
the cusp of Ash Wednesday and preparing 
to enter into Lent. Now, this holy season of 
fasting and repentance has begun in earnest: 
the flowers are gone from the church, 
replaced by penitential purple, whilst the 
move from Sung to Said Masses reflects this 
shift in our liturgy. In sight and sound our 
church life seeks to remind us that this is a 
time for greater silence and solemnity, for 
calm and quiet as we reflect on how we are 
living, and how we might live better – truly 
dedicating ourselves anew to love of God and 
love of neighbour. 

However, as I said last month and on Ash 
Wednesday, whilst time spent in this way over 
Lent is extremely important and is something 
that should be taken seriously, we mustn’t allow 
our efforts to undermine our sense of Christian 
joy. Because there is also something exciting 
about Lent, perhaps especially this year, in the 
way in which it encourages us – allows us, even 
- to refocus on the important things and cast off 
fripperies and distractions. We might find this 
particularly in our fasting, as we have pushed 
through the first week without chocolate 
or laying off the gin: to begin with, it can be 
exceptionally hard and we might feel it better 
to give up entirely. But persevering – just as St 
Paul recommends in 2 Corinthians 4 – brings 
rewards, and the fruits of our self-restraint start 
to become clearer. No longer are we pining after 
that which we’ve given up, but instead feeling 
stronger and purified – freer from distractions 
and energised by our self-discipline. 

Granted, this might not yet be true for everyone: 
for some, this might take a little longer than a 
week – perhaps almost the entirety of Lent! – 
but however long it takes, it is undeniably worth 

it. This is what we seek in our fasting, our prayer 
and our almsgiving over Lent: a change in our 
focus that brings us the ‘joy of minds made 
pure’, as the Lenten preface has it. The point is 
not at all to make us miserable and wretched – 
even if at times during this journey, this time in 
the wilderness, we can feel that way. Rather, in 
following Our Lord’s example of fasting and in 
spending this time more intentionally, turning 
away from the world and its distractions, we can 
find refreshment and purification as we focus 
on God our creator. The source of all life. God 
whose love for us is without condition, without 
limit and without end. 

So do take heart on those days when it can 
feel a particular trial to persevere with your 
Lenten disciplines; whether it’s a struggle 
with the temptation to eat or drink that which 
you’ve promised to give up, or feeling like it’s 
just impossible to set aside time for prayer 
and contemplation. Or even just when the day 
feels like a struggle full stop. These are just little 
setbacks, small obstacles that can be overcome 
by calling on the Lord. Take heart that they will 
soon be a distant memory as you deepen your 
relationship with God, and so grow in joy and 
contentment. 

Remember, that this joy is not a worldly joy 
that’s always showing itself in laughing or 
smiling or exuberant behaviour – one which 
comes and goes depending on events. Rather, 
our Christian joy – true joy – is something 
which comes from knowing – from realising 
– how much we are loved by God. It gives us 
reserves of calm, of serenity, and of confidence 
upon which we can draw whenever things are 
difficult. It doesn’t come and go, but – like the 
love He has for us – is steadfast and reliable. 

So when you struggle – and we all will struggle 
– over this Lent, don’t despair; don’t let the 
Enemy succeed in drawing you away from your 
promises to God and to yourself, with the lure 
of an easy life. Stand firm, confident in your 
faith and confident in the knowledge of the 
love and support of the Lord. Stand firm too, 
knowing that whatever the difficulty or struggle 
it will only be temporary, whereas the reward 
will be eternal. 

With my love and prayers, 
Fr Thomas
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‘How I pray’
This is the second in a new series of articles 
we will be running where members of the 
congregation write about their prayer life: 
how they pray, their experiences of prayer 
and what helps (and hinders) them. If you 
are interested in submitting an article, you’d 
be very welcome – please contact Fr Thomas. 

I  have always found prayer in Lent to be more 
difficult than prayer throughout the rest of 
the year, putting pressure on myself to pray 

‘better’ during these weeks.  

I recognise that this ‘better’ is more that I 
need to give up the control I’m so fond of and 
instead, be led in prayer by Jesus to those 
places which I hide from others, the world 
and Christ.  There is an inborn desire to 
accept personal faults and acknowledge the 
shaming sin, to be obedient to where He is 
leading me, warts (of which there are many!) 
and all.  These thoughts are quite ‘airy fairy’ 
to the practical me; someone who prefers 
the certainty of sciences to the arts, but there 
is a definite recognition of this call to inner 
searching and awareness of Christ, especially 
at this Lenten time.

During the (sadly infrequent) quiet times of 
prayer, I have found two pieces of writing to 
be of huge benefit.  I come back to this hymn 
and poem time after time and find a new 
richness, awakening and renewal in them on 
each occasion if I open my heart and listen 
and be led to where Christ is leading me.  You 
may well recognise these words below and 
I pray I’m not breaking copyright by printing 
them here.

The first is a well-known Lenten hymn by 
Bishop Synesius of Cyrene (c370 – c 413), four 
versus, the first of which to me, sums up my 
Lenten journey:

Lord Jesus, think on me,
And purge away my sin;
From earthborn passions set me free,

And make me pure within. 
These four lines simply make sense to me, 
the core of my desire to be free of earthly 
distractions and be as Christ desires us all to 
be.  I use this verse throughout the year as 
I pray before the altar and receive the Holy 
Sacraments.  The remaining three verses 
speak of the loving care of Christ during our 
earthly lives as we face worries, temptations, 
darkness and perplexity.  The final verse 
brings these human struggles and yearnings 
together in the certain knowledge that we 
shall meet him and share in the joy of His love 
in heaven.

Lord Jesus, think on me,
That, when the flood is past,
I may the eternal brightness see,
And share thy joy at last.

The second writing is a poem by George 
Herbert (1593 – 1633) a Welsh-born priest in 
the Church of England, rector of Fugglestone 
St Peter, near Salisbury, noted for his 
unfailing care of his parishioners, ministering 
to them in the sacraments, and with food and 
clothing for those in special need.  It is simply 
entitled ‘Love’ (or Love III in an anthology) 
and seems to encapsulate the poverty of 
man on earth, the knowledge of man’s sinful 
soul making us feel that we are not worthy of 
God’s love, but that this love, freely given, can 
be freely received.

Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back,
Guiltie of dust and sinne.

But quick-ey’d Love, observing me grow slack
From my first entrance in,

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning,
If I lack’d any thing

A guest, I answer’d, worthy to be here:
Love said, You shall be he.

I the unkinde, ungratefull?  Ah my deare,
I cannot look on thee.

Love took my hand, and smiling did reply,
Who made the eyes but I?

 
Truth Lord, but I have marr’d them:  let my shame

Go where it doth deserve.
And know you not, says Love, who bore the 
blame?
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My deare, then I will serve.
You must sit down, sayes Love, and tase my meat:

So I did sit and eat.

I urge you to read through this poem a couple 
of times, observing the punctuation, and 
ponder on the simplicity of the words as if 
they are spoken personally to you.  If it helps, 
substitute ‘Jesus’ , ‘Christ’  or ‘God’ for the 
word ‘Love’.  

This poem does not depict an angry God, He 
is presented as an understanding, personal, 
kind and loving God who speaks to us as 
a father to his child; he knows us and our 
sinful souls intimately yet in that knowledge, 
he loves us still and died for each one of us.  
Recognition, and importantly acceptance, of 
this are in the words which unite man with 
Christ:  You must sit down, sayes Love, and 
tase my meat: So I did sit and eat.
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Upfields Complete Bathrooms Ltd
73-75 South Street,  
Eastbourne
BN21 4LR

T  01323 640252
F 01323 728086
E upfields@onyxnet.co.uk

www.upfieldskitchensandbathrooms.co.uk

For All your  
Kitchen, Bathroom, 
Plumbing and Heating 
Requirements 
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Continuing my research into 
the mosaics that decorate 
the walls of St Saviour’s I 
am more intrigued by the 
smaller mosaics than the 
larger ones. One such small 
mosaic close to where I sit 
in church has grabbed my 
attention not because of 
the lessons it teaches us  
but for the appropriateness 
of that lesson to current 
societal ‘values’.

Onesimus steps out of  
what is sometimes called  
the smallest book in the  
Bible. That of the letter  
from  St Paul to Philemon. 
Sometimes called the book 
of Philemon and more often 
referred to as the letter of St 
Paul to the Colossians chapter 
4. It was written around the 
year 60 AD and takes the form 
of a one page letter. St Paul 
was a prisoner in Rome at the 
time. He writes to Philemon 
to ask his forgiveness of his 
runaway slave Onesimus.  
Not only did he escape but he 
stole  money as well. Philemon 
was entitled to take the life of Onesimus for 
these crimes. Onesimus on meeting Paul 
undergoes a conversion to Christianity. In his 
letter to Philemon pleading for the life of One-
simus Paul draws some interesting parallels or 
lessons for us to reflect upon:

The most obvious of these is forgiveness.  
C.S. Lewis wrote ‘Everyone says that forgiveness 
is a wonderful idea until they have something 
to forgive’. Philemon was probably quite angry 
at the wrong inflicted upon him by Onesimus 
by running away and by the accompanying 
theft. However forgiveness is necessary for the 

restoration of any relationship 
between two people. Without 
forgiveness you open your 
heart to the cancer of 
resentment.

Paul reminds Onesimus of 
his duty to Philemon and 
to return to his master. He 
encourages Philemon to 
accept Onesimus as a brother 
rather than as a slave. Being 
more valuable as a trusted 
brother than a runaway 
slave. Once Onesimus was 
useless, after meeting Paul 
he converted to the Christian 
faith and became a trusted 
brother and was useful. The 
message is quite clear for us.

In a separate letter to the 
Colossians St Paul says “Here 
there is no Greek, or Jew, 
circumcised or uncircumcised, 
barbarian, Scythian, slave or 
free , but Christ is all and is 
in all… Forgive as the Lord 
forgives you”. Christianity 
teaches us to remove the 
barriers of race and ethnicity, 
social standing, titles…etc. The 

Lord does not see those labels he only sees us.

In conclusion the book of Philemon reminds us 
that Onesimus is a metaphor for us in that we 
upon turning to Christ become useful, no longer 
slaves to sin. We are all brothers and sisters and 
equal in the eyes of the 
Lord. However we must 
now practice that new 
usefulness and attempt 
to imitate the forgiveness 
shown to us.

Aslan

    The Art of  St Saviour’s
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I have always enjoyed travel and have done 
as much as I could in the past.  During the 
lockdowns, sometimes feeling a bit like a caged 
bird, my thoughts turned to trips I have been 
on. In 2010 I saw a trip to Libya, which I was 
very interested in, as I really wanted to see 
the Roman city of Leptis Magna on the north 
coast.  Quite a few of my friends thought I 
was a bit crazy and wondered if it was safe.  
Colonel Ghaddafi was still in power then. I was 
determined to go.

We flew to Tripoli and stayed a few nights there.  
It was only a small group on the tour about 
18 of us.  The first day we went on a walking 
tour around the city and visited the market 
and the main square as well as a house which 
had belonged to a rich merchant.  We were the 
only tourists there and attracted quite a bit of 
interest from local people who often came and 
had a look at us.  The stall holders in the market 
were very friendly and tried to speak to us 
about what they were selling. The market was 
great with lovely smells of spices and lots  
of colourful stalls selling fabrics and clothes.

As we walked around, I noticed poles on the 
street every few hundred yards with a large 
figure 40 on them.  I thought they may be bus 
stops but wondered why they only had one bus 
no 40, also I had not seen any public transport 
at all.  I asked the tour guide who said that the 
colonel had had them put up to celebrate his 
40 years in power.  He explained that they did 
not have public transport, and people relied 
on getting lifts, or there were a few mini buses 
which people could take to their employment.

After a couple of nights in Tripoli we went 
by coach across the desert to the oasis town 
of Ghadames, which is near the border with 
Algeria.  We stayed there a couple of nights.   
It is lovely, mud brick houses with flat roofs 
where it is possible to walk from house to house 
on the roofs. We were told that people often 
used to sleep on their roofs in the summer as it 
was cooler.  

It was fascinating to stroll along the alleyways 
between the houses.  There was a very old tree, 
apparently several hundred years old, which 
had grown around the buildings.  One evening 
a group of local tribesmen came into our hotel 
and did some dancing with swords. It looked 
rather precarious, but they were very nimble.

We travelled back across the desert to Tripoli.  
We then visited a museum in Sabratha just 
along the coast from Tripoli, it had some 
wonderful Roman mosaics, which were very 
well preserved.  We then went to Leptis Magna, 
which I had been really looking forward to.  It 
did not disappoint, it was much bigger than I 
had imagined.  The city of Leptis Magana, was a 
very important trading port in Roman times 

Travels in Libya
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because of it’s position on the Mediterranean 
sea. I was fascinated to see the ancient city 
against the sea, where the oil tankers were 
sailing.  The old life and the new life together. 
There was a very large market place and 
amphitheatre.

While in Tripoli we also visited a mosque and had 
dinner one evening in a café outside in the main 
square.  I went off and walked around Tripoli 
on my own a few times.  I went to the market, 
looked in the shops, and had a coffee. As I do 
not speak Arabic, apart from being able to say 
thank you, I got by with a bit of acting. Everyone 
was very friendly and responded to my efforts 
to communicate.  When I was walking along 
the street, I passed 3 young men, who looked 
about 18 or 19 years of age.  One of them was 
sitting on a parked motorbike.  They waved to 
me and smiled and indicated that they would like 
to speak to me.  I tried to explain that I did not 
speak Arabic and as they did not speak English, 
we had to make do with some arm waving and 
acting.  They wanted to know where I was from, I 
said London (I still lived there then) and that 

I was on Holiday, they were students, I think, 
though I could not make out the subjects they 
were studying.  The one on the motorbike, who 
obviously owned it, and seemed very proud of 
it, wanted to show me how interesting it was.  
He indicated the engine and was clearly trying 
to impress me with how powerful it was.  I tried 
to look suitably impressed, hopefully, he will 
never know that my knowledge of motorbike 
engines could be fitted on the back of a postage 
stamp!  We had a very pleasant, if rather unusual 
conversation.

Only a few weeks after I returned home, I saw 
on the news that a revolution had started 
and there was fighting in Tripoli.  It was a bit 
unnerving to see places where I had walked and 
the coffeeshop where I had been.  Hopefully, 
they will find solutions to the difficulties as 
the country seems to have descended into 
chaos and violence.  I would love to go back 
there sometime, but obviously this is out of 
the question until the political situation settles 
down.  Hopefully, the beautiful Roman city has 
survived the bombing. I have often thought 
about those young men I had a brief connection 
with, in Tripoli, as well as all the other people I 
met and wonder how they have all managed in 
the very difficult times they have had to cope 
with.  The young people were born into a country 
under dictatorship and then had to witness it 
descending into chaos, division and violence. I 
hope there is a better future for them.
Margaret Baron
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‘A musical 
interlude’ 
Hello! I hope you are all well. Father Thomas 
has insisted on Lenten fasting being observed 
by the entire household, so I am now without 
sugar for 40 days. This is having devastating 
effects on my post-dinner Poirot binges - I no 
longer find myself amused in the slightest by 
Hastings little quips; so if this month’s article 
seems a little dour, it’s my sugar cravings, not 
me – sorry!

So, Its March and to the C’s, and I have to be 
honest, I have found this one really tricky. I 
wanted to avoid anyone as obvious as Chopin, 
but then feared heading for John Cage or 
George Crumb would have you running for the 
Downs…! So, I’ve decided on Copland and only 
Copland!

I was first introduced to Aaron Copland when 
I was 14 years old watching the BBC Young 
Musician of The Year – Sarah Williamson was in 
the Final playing the Copland Clarinet Concerto. 
I think it was this moment I realised I wanted 
to play the clarinet professionally and wanted 
to try and ‘follow in her footsteps’: she was so 
virtuosic and over the top, and I loved it. She 
was one of the reasons I applied to the Paris 
Conservatoire when I was 24 – to study with 
the same teachers she had, and they certainly 
whipped me into shape. 

I first performed the concerto when I was 23 
with Southbank Sinfonia, (thinking back, the 
most memorable moment was the conductor 
coming backstage to tell me I was on in five 
and to get changed. I was wearing a purple 
velvet waistcoat, green bowtie and some garish 
trousers, and when I told him I was already 
dressed and ready, the shock on his face makes 
me laugh to this day…) 

Leonard Bernstein said of the Concerto that ‘ it 
has a big city, sophisticated Copland style, which 
is nourished on jazz, on New York slang, Latin 
American rhythms and the tough accents of the 
city streets.’ It was commissioned by 

Benny Goodman and there are many great 
recordings to be heard of Copland conducting 
and Goodman as the soloist; another great 
recording is Bernstein conducting Stanley 
Drucker. 

Talking of Bernstein and Copland (who was a 
mentor and enormous influence for Bernstein, 
to the degree that Bernstein wrote him a poem 
to celebrate his 80th birthday which I shall put 
at the end of the column) there is a wonderful 
video recording of Copland conducting El Salon 
Mexico, which is a great piece, and just before 
the end of the piece you can see Bernstein 
sneak in off stage and strike the most enormous 
drum to finish the piece! With the most 
enormous grin on his face (you’ll need to pause 
the video, starts about 12.05 minutes in)

Another great piece of Copland’s which I’ve 
played is his Clarinet Sonata – although seldom 
played nowadays. I was called last minute to 
replace Chen Halevi (who is an icon of mine) 
at the ‘Music at Tresanton’ Festival. The sonata 
was no problem; what I hadn’t bargained for 
was that Chen is in a ‘South American Tango 
Ensemble’ that plays the most mind bogglingly, 
virtuosic and exciting music (please listen on 
YouTube under Chen Halevi Tango). I was 
handed several tea stained, crumpled pages of 
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music and frog marched to rehearse with the 
trio…

And my gosh, if you’re struggling with some 
‘March blues’ like me, then put-on Copland’s 
Fanfare for the Common Man. It makes you 
feel like you’ve eaten ALL the Weetabix, ALL the 
Shredded Wheat and could take on the world! 
The beauty of this well-known piece is how it 
really separates the boys from the men in the 
brass section: perfect intonation is needed and 
immaculate blending between the brass section, 
all with the hope of ‘sounding like one’ - almost 
like a glorious organ on full whack. James 
Levine and the New York Phil do a stonker, as 
do Marin Alsop and the Sau Paulo Symphony 
(which for some devastating reason stops after 
2 minutes…)

To end, as promised, here is Bernstein’s poem 

Anna Sokolow, bless her golden soul,
At her dance debut, provided purest leaven,
Raising my lowly loaf to heights of heaven,
Overfilling my already brimming bowl–
November Fourteenth, in Nineteen-Thirty-Seven.
Copland, you were seated on my right–
Old Patriarch, as I’d dreamed you, beard and all.
Patriarch? Beard? No, quite another sight.
Lean, young, charming, Lincolnesquely tall,
At your birthday party, later, we Amen’d.
Now, decades later, you remain my Friend,
Daedalus, Master, Guide, til time shall end.
Let us thank God for our meeting, for He was so kind 
as to plan it,
But also thank Anna Sokolow, who actually began it.

Will Slingsby-Duncombe

We are sad to report the passing of the Reverend 
Beryl Rundle, at Queen Alexander Hospital 
Portsmouth on Friday 5th February after a short 
period of illness. Deacon Beryl will be fondly 
remembered by many in the parish from her 
time at St Saviour’s, Eastbourne in the 1990’s.

Beryl’s ministry started as a Deaconess in 1986 
serving the parishes of Boxgrove and Tangmere. 
Previously she served as Lay reader at St Peters 
Selsey and was ordained Deacon on 14th May 
1987.  She was proud to see her own daughter 
Katherine Ward ordained a priest in September 
2020, her son Nicholas having entered the 
priesthood in the mid 1980’s. Katherine and her 
husband Edward were married at St Saviours and 
marked their Silver wedding anniversary a few 
days after Beryl’s passing.

She joined the ministry team at St Saviour’s 
in 1992 before retirement to Southsea in May 
1998. She remained active in the church up 
to her death preaching and ministering at St 
Margaret’s until its closure and then at St Mary’s 
in Portsmouth. She also became an Oblate of 
the order of the Sisters of Bethany convent in 
Southsea.

A requiem Mass for Beryl will be conducted by 
the Rev. Canon Bob White at St Mary’s Church, 

Portsea on Fri 12th March 2021 at 11.30am, 
then will later be laid to rest with her husband, 
Howard, at the churchyard at St Wilfrid’s 
Chapel, Church Norton, Selsey. Due to current 
restrictions, attendance at the funeral will be by 
personal invitation only. However, the service will 
be live streamed. 

Funeral service links:
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCC8x-
jsP8xV4I3L5oeuLbiw 

https://www.facebook.com/PortseaParish/

Rev. Beryl Rundle RIP
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…..and another month gone by!   Then a smiling 
Paul Fella appeared from behind a pillar on 
Sunday and reminded me that it was that time 
again and I had to come up with  something 
riveting for you  all to read.  Well there is clearly 
little to report, so I though that I would give you 
a potted history of our organ in St Saviour’s – 
you might want to turn the page now!!

The church dates back to as early as 1865 and 
its association with the organ building firm of 
J W Walker and Son started in 1866.  A small, 
one manual instrument of seven stops was 
hired to the church and after just over a year 
an order was placed for a larger instrument of 
two manuals and pedals for a sum of £546.  The 
organ was placed in the chamber which is now 
St Peter’s Chapel It had 1,324 pipes was 16ft 
high, 14ft wide and 12ft deep.  Quite a size for 
the time and the specification was also quite 
comprehensive with complete choruses and 
reeds in the manual departments.

In 1878 a choir school was founded in South 
Street and this provided boys to sing the choral 
services at the church and St Saviour’s soon 
developed a reputation for fine standards of 
music.  In order to meet the demands of the 
cathedral-style repertoire it was decided that 
the organ be upgraded and, in 1882, Walker’s 
presented an estimate for a new, four manual 
organ with 43 stops.  The organ was dedicated 
on 17th August of that year.  Again it was 
positioned in the St Peter’s chapel (if you look 

carefully you can still see traces of the old 
fixings). I have often thought this to have been 
a most unsuitable location for an organ of this 
size, for two reasons: 
1 the proximity of the Chancel (the organ would 

have been very over bearing for anyone 
standing close by) and 

2 the fact that it was crammed in under that 
arch;  the sound would not get out properly 
into the nave.  Old man Walker is reported to 
have wept when he heard it at the opening 
recital.  You have to bear in mind that this 
was the largest Parish Church organ in the 
country at the time and this was to be one of 
his flagship instruments.

Further additions were made in 1913 but it 
wasn’t until 1926 that Walker’s planned scheme 
was completed.  St Saviour’s, at that time, had 
a four manual instrument, truly of cathedral 
proportions.  It served the church for just 
fourteen years.  During a bombing raid, one 
night in 1940 a bomb fell just to the north side 
of the church and blew out the windows of the 
organ chamber and wrecked the interior.  Any 
pipework that was salvaged was stored in the 
tower and later on in the parish hall.

The organ fell silent until 1952 when a rather 
cobbled two manual instrument was erected in 
its current position on a newly built gallery at 
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the west end.  Although deficient in many ways, 
this location does mean that the organ can be 
heard to full effect without the sound being 
impeded by surrounding arches.  The console 
remained on the gallery at the east end which 
did create playing difficulties for many.  The 
choir also remained in its chancel position. 

In 1980, the local builder, John Males (formerly 
a Walker employee) following a bequest from a 
church member, was tasked with providing the 
third (choir) manual and making some other 
additions. The console was also brought down 
from the gallery to its current position in the 
south aisle. The choir organ pipework is to be 

seen in the centre of gallery below the west 
window.  Further work was carried out at the 
console in 2010 by Colin Jilks – these consisted 
of a very comprehensive set of playing aids 
which were fitted to the console.

The church does have a very fine instrument 
indeed.  It does suffer from a poor basic 
structure and layout which is probably due to 
the lack of materials after the war.  It is need of 
constant maintenance.  But if looked after and 
cared for properly it will provide many more 
years of service.

I hope you found that interesting (if just a little 
bit).

One thing I have to say is that I and the church 
are hugely grateful to Charlotte for her singing 
through the lockdown.  It has been a massive 
support and a great source of comfort to many.  
Thank you, Charlotte!!

I wonder what I can write about next month…? 
...I better start thinking!!!

Keep well! xx

Chicks away!
These are just some of the many ‘chicks’ or ‘chucks’ (a cross between a chick and a duck) that have 
been knitted by some of the ladies at Church. These particular ones are waiting for the water to 
be added to the container and are then going for a paddle.  The ‘chucks’ have a Cadbury creme 
egg inside them and will be distributed over Easter.
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Hello Darlings
I hope that you all continue to keep safe and 
well and are keeping positive thinking in this 
depressing time.  Lent has now arrived and Ash 
Wednesday Mass was quite well attended.  It 
was nice to see Keith Metcalfe present as he 
has been most poorly recently.  Father Mark will 
have to keep his beady eye on him because we 
all know how conscientious Keith is and if we 
give him an inch he will take a mile – naughty 
man. Don’t overdo things. That’s Aunty Kitty 
telling you.

I frequently watch Morning Prayer from 
Canterbury Cathedral on YouTube.  The 
Dean says it from the Deanery Garden and 
in inclement weather from the Greenhouse 
or chicken run.  What fascinates me is his 
‘congregation’ of hens, turkeys, pigs and cats.

Tiger, his three legged cat, is a star turn. He 
headbuts and tries climbing on the Dean’s 
lap. Shrove Tuesday he made local TV when 
he grabbed the Dean’s pancake from off the 
table.  Throughout, the Dean continued with the 
Office not batting an eyelid.  We all know Father 
Mark loves dogs. Any mileage in him streaming 
Morning Prayer from the Vicarage Garden with 
a dog companion?  I’m sure someone would 
lend a dog.

Naughtiness apart isn’t it nice to see signs of 
Spring approaching.  I was worried with the 
extreme cold we had recently that it would kill off 
any growth but all seems well in Kitty Garden.

I love daffodils and they are faring well.  I can’t 
wait to sit out in the warm sunshine and partake 
of liquid refreshment.

One of my darling best friends was 60 recently 
and all the plans to visit Normandy where she 
lives had to be cancelled with this infernal 
lockdown.  It shows how little we can do in the 
way of travel.  I filled up Dotty my trusty steed 
with petrol for the first time since November.  
I’ve taken to walking to Mass as it’s only 7/8ths 

of mile round trip so doesn’t even warm her up.  
I pray the arthritis and sciatica hold off.

I’m really enjoying the music articles by Will.  It’s 
the greatest loss to me during lockdown that we 
can’t hold live concerts and recitals. 

The rules of the lockdown are difficult and 
frustrating, particularly in relation to how 
we worship.  Additionally, there are so many 
contradictions in the rulings.  You can go to the 
Dentist but you can’t have a Haircut.  I would 
have thought the former was a higher risk.  I’m 
sure by now you get the gist of my grouch.

My darling 
pussy cat 
aged three 
years last 
week.   
I took her 
on her 
annual 
outing to 
the vet for 
her jabs.  
What a 

performance with COVID precautions. I had 
to hand her over in her basket to the vet on 
his doorstep and then wait in the car.  Having 
retrieved her I then had to wait for the 
receptionist to appear on the doorstep with 
the bill and her card machine. It was raining 
of course.  Anyway I had been under the 
impression that she was 14 years old.  Turns 
out she’s 17.  Pauline F tells me that’s 84 in 
human terms.  Well I hope that when I reach 
that age in five years time that I can climb 40 
feet up a tree and sway around as she does.  
Perhaps I should put some catnip in my tea 
because whenever that is produced she goes 
berserk and tears around the flat.  Might help 
my arthritis.

Well, to return to Lent.  I hope that after our 40 
days of penitence we can actually CELEBRATE 
Easter this year and not be denied it like last 
year.  I pray that on Easter Day we can all meet 
in Church and conduct a truly spectacular 
Solemn Mass with all the trimmings.

Chin Chin
Kitty xx
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Dates for your Diary March 2021
Mon  1 10.30am Mass  S David Bp.  
Tues 2 11.00am Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament  
  12 noon Mass  Lent Feria  
Wed 3 10.30am Mass  Lent Feria  
Thur 4 10.30am Mass  Lent Feria  
Fri 5 12 noon Mass  Lent Feria  
Sat 6 10.00am Mass  Lent Feria  
Sun 7 09.00am Mass  The Third Sunday of Lent
  10.30am Mass  
Mon  8 10.30am Mass  Lent Feria  
Tues 9 11.00am Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament    
  12 noon Mass  Lent Feria  
Wed 10 10.30am Mass  Lent Feria  
Thur 11 10.30am Mass  Lent Feria  
Fri 12 12 noon Mass  Lent Feria  
Sat 13 10.00am Mass  Lent Feria  
Sun 14 09.00am Mass  The Fourth Sunday of Lent 
  10.30am Mass  
Mon 15 10.30am Mass  Lent Feria  
Tues 16 11.00am Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament   
  12 noon Mass   Lent Feria  
Wed 17 10.30am Mass  S Patrick Bp   
Thur 18 10.30am Mass  S Cyril of Jerusalem Bp Dr  
Fri 19 12 noon Mass  S Joseph  
Sat 20 10.00am Mass  Lent Feria  
Sun 21 09.00am Mass  The Fifth Sunday of Lent 
  10.30am Mass  
Mon 22 10.30am Mass  Lent Feria  
Tues 23 11.00am Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament 
  12 noon Mass  Lent Feria  
Wed 24 10.30am Mass  Lent Feria  
Thur 25 10.30am Mass (Sung)  The Annunciation of the Lord  
Fri 26 12 noon Mass  Lent Feria  
Sat 27 10.00am Mass  Lent Feria  
Sun 28 09.00am Mass  PALM SUNDAY 
  10.30am Mass 
Mon 29 10.30am Mass  Monday of Holy Week
Tues 30 11.00am Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament 
  12 noon Mass  Tuesday of Holy Week
Wed 31 10.30am Mass  Wednesday of Holy Week
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THE DIRECTORY
Church Officers       Telephone
Vicar Fr Mark McAulay SSC (Fr Mark’s rest day is a Monday) 01323 722317 
 The Vicarage  Spencer Road  Eastbourne  BN21 4PA  

Curate Fr Thomas Crowley (Fr Thomas’ rest day is a Friday) 749630 
 Flat 4 Courland 19 Grange Road Eastbourne BN21 4HA 
 father.thomas@yahoo.com

Hon Associate Clergy Fr Anthony Fiddian-Green MA, Cert Ed 381796
 Canon Robert Fayers SSC 07706 067496  
 Canon Richard Harper SSC 733927 
 Fr Paul Christian SSC 460905  

Churchwardens  Mrs Pauline Fella 656346 
 Mr Keith Metcalfe 645145
Deputy Churchwardens Mrs Rosemarie Emery 431283
 Mr Tony Sharley 645682 

Secretary PCC Mrs Judy Grundy  720577
Treasurer  Miss Mary Delves  735410
Chair of Finance Mrs Beverley Thorp 491574
 
 
Other Officers  
Director of Music  Mr Paul Collins  647969 

Parish Hospital Contact  Vacancy 

Car Park Manager / 100 Club Mr Steve Gilbert  469078

Acting Church Hall Manager Mrs Pauline Fella 656346

Safeguarding Officer Mrs Yvonne Dyer 07702 199844

Electoral Roll Officer Mrs Susan Metcalfe 645145

Deanery Synod  Miss Mary Delves, Mrs Isobel Nugent, Mr Tony Sharley

Librarian  Vacancy  486214

Open Church Mr Roger Ellis 649896

Flower Arranging  Mrs Yvonne Dyer and Team   07702 199844

Church Grounds   Mr John Burford 724317 
 Mrs Diana Dean, Mrs Lynette Newman, Mr Ross Piper

Events Coordinators Mrs Rosemary Emery and Mrs Yvonne Dyer 01323 431283 / 07702 199844

Church Cleaning Mr Tony and Mrs Pam Sharley 645682 

Webmaster / Magazine / Publicity Mr Paul Fella  07572 417350

Church Office Answerphone    729702 
 
Church Organisations   
Book Group   Vacancy 

Reach Out Team Ms Ruth Figgest  729702

Family Support Work  Mr Robert Ascott  728892

Chat-Stop Rev Anthony Fiddian-Green 381796

Guild of All Souls  Mr Neil Clarke 07759 940832

Our Lady of Walsingham / CBS Miss Mary Delves  735410

Mission to Seafarers Mrs Isobel Nugent  725796

Additional Curates Society Mr Roger Emery 431283 


