
2nd June 1937 - 7th May 2016

John Edward Turtle

A Service of Thanksgiving

for the life of

St Paul’s Church
Mill Hill

Friday 20th May 2016



Service conducted by:
The Reverend Jonathan Shaw

Organist:
David Roberts



Welcome and Opening Prayer

Hymn

He who would valiant be
‘Gainst all disaster,

Let him in constancy
Follow the Master.

There’s no discouragement
Shall make him once relent

His first avowed intent
To be a pilgrim.

Whoso beset him round
With dismal stories

Do but themselves confound;
His strength the more is.

No foes shall stay his might,
Though he with giants fight:
He will make good his right

To be a pilgrim.

Hobgoblin nor foul fiend
Can daunt his spirit,

He knows he at the end
Shall life inherit.

Then fancies fly away,
He’ll fear not what men say,
He’ll labour night and day

To be a pilgrim.

Percy Dearmer The English Hymnal 1906
John Bunyan 1684



Psalm 23

read by Caroline Swannock

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures:

he leadeth me beside the still waters.

He restoreth my soul:
he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil: for thou art with me;
thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies:
thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life:
and I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.



Sea Fever

read by Josie Mottershead

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,
And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by;

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sail’s shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey dawn breaking.

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,
And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying.

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life,
To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like a whetted knife;

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,
And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over.

John Masefield 1902
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Hymn

Dear Lord and Father of mankind,
Forgive our foolish ways;

Reclothe us in our rightful mind,
In purer lives thy service find,
In deeper reverence, praise.

In simple trust like theirs who heard
Beside the Syrian sea

The gracious calling of the Lord,
Let us, like them, without a word

Rise up and follow thee.

O Sabbath rest by Galilee,
O calm of hills above,

Where Jesus knelt to share with thee
The silence of eternity,

Interpreted by love!

Drop thy still dews of quietness,
Till all our strivings cease;

Take from our souls the strain and stress,
And let our ordered lives confess

The beauty of thy peace.

Breathe through the heats of our desire
Thy coolness and thy balm;

Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire;
Speak through the earthquake, wind, and fire,

O still, small voice of calm!

Garret Horder 1884



Crossing The Bar

read by Charly Lowndes

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

For tho’ from out our bourne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crost the bar.

Alfred Lord Tennyson 1889



Bible reading: Mark 6:45-51

read by Martin Mottershead

45 Immediately Jesus made his disciples get into the boat and go on ahead 
to the other side, to Bethsaida, while he dismissed the crowd. 46 After saying 

farewell to them, he went up on the mountain to pray. 47 When evening came, 
the boat was out on the sea, and he was alone on the land. 48 When he saw 

that they were straining at the oars against an adverse wind, he came towards 
them early in the morning, walking on the sea. He intended to pass them by. 
49 But when they saw him walking on the sea, they thought it was a ghost and 
cried out; 50 for they all saw him and were terrified. But immediately he spoke 
to them and said, “Take heart, it is I; do not be afraid.” 51 Then he got into the 

boat with them and the wind ceased. And they were utterly astounded.
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Voyage

read by Amanda Robbie

O Lord of the Oceans,
My little bark sails on a restless sea,

Grant that Jesus may sit at the helm and steer me safely;
Suffer no adverse currents to divert my heavenward course;

Let not my faith be wrecked amid storms and shoals;
Bring me to harbour with flying pennants,

hull unbreached, cargo unspoiled.
I ask great things, expect great things,

shall receive great things.
I venture on Thee wholly, fully,

my wind, sunshine, anchor, defence.
The voyage is long, the waves high, the storms pitiless,

but my helm is held steady,
thy Word secures safe passage, the grace wafts me onward,

my haven is guaranteed.
This day will bring me nearer home,

Grant me holy consistency in every transaction,
my peace flowing as a running tide,

my righteousness as every chasing wave.
Help me to live circumspectly,

with skill to convert every care into prayer,
Halo my path with gentleness and love,

smooth every asperity of temper,
Let me not forget how easy it is to occasion grief;

may I strive to bind up every wound, and pour oil on all troubled waters.
May the world this day be happier and better because I live.

Let my mast before me be the Saviour’s cross,
and every oncoming wave the fountain in his side.

Help me, protect me in the moving sea 
until I reach the shore of unceasing praise.

from “The Valley of Vision” A Collection of Puritan Prayers
edited by Arthur Bennett



Prayers

The Lord’s Prayer

Hymn

The day thou gavest, Lord, is ended,
The darkness falls at Thy behest;

To Thee our morning hymns ascended,
Thy praise shall hallow now our rest.

We thank Thee that Thy Church unsleeping,
While earth rolls onward into light,

Through all the world her watch is keeping,
And rests not now by day or night.

As o’er each continent and island
The dawn leads on another day,

The voice of prayer is never silent,
Nor dies the strain of praise away.

The sun, that bids us rest, is waking
Our brethren ‘neath the western sky,

And hour by hour fresh lips are making
Thy wondrous doings heard on high.

So be it, Lord; Thy throne shall never,
Like earth’s proud empires, pass away:

Thy kingdom stands and grows for ever,
Till all Thy creatures own Thy sway.

John Ellerton 1870

Blessing



John’s family warmly invite you to join them for refreshments at the
Old Camdenians Sports and Social Club, Burtonhole Lane, Mill Hill, NW7 1AL.

Donations in John’s memory may be made to the
Royal National Lifeboat Institution (RNLI).

On-line: RNLI.org/inmemory
Telephone or post: Quoting John Edward Turtle ref: 1315949X

RNLI
West Quay Road

Poole
Dorset

BH15 1HZ

Tel: 0300 300 0124

If you have any memories, stories or photos of John
that you would be willing to share, please email his daughter Amanda Robbie. 

She is compiling these onto a memorial website which is already up and running 
rememberingjohnturtle.wordpress.com.

Please send all contributions via email to amandarobbie@btinternet.com




