PAGE  
8

GRAHAM SCROGGIE’S FAMILY

Graham Scroggie’s mother was a native of Newburgh, near Aberdeen. His father, James Scroggie, moved there in 1866 to undertake evangelistic work, and five years later they were married. Some dictionaries say that they were with the Christian Brethren, although this is not overtly stated in Mrs. Scroggie’s memoirs, published by her son, Graham; Jim Taylor, the author of one of the articles, accepts that it is conjecture. All that Mrs. Scroggie records is that her husband had been with the North-East Coast Mission, but that he was ‘on his own’ when they were married.
 They were certainly engaged in evangelistic and Bible teaching ministry in England and Scotland.

In 1875, when living in Annan, the family suffered a shattering blow; their three children, all under the age of five, died of scarlet fever. Graham Scroggie was born two years later, in 1877, and he was brought up in this strongly evangelical family. For his early life, see the section Graham Scroggie before Charlotte Chapel.
Picture – not reproduced here: Graham Scroggie’s parents and their three surviving children – six older children died, the last four from scarlet fever in the space of a fortnight in December 1875. It is difficult to credit from this picture, but Graham was three years older than Frederick.

1938 update

The copy of Mrs. Scroggie’s memoirs in the Chapel archives contains a two-page handwritten note by Graham, dated 1938, updating the information contained in the book. It reads as follows:
To the foregoing simple moving record I must add a few lines believing that it will interest the reader to know the end of the story.

My sister, Helen Curtis, referred to on page 85 is now Mrs Frank Evans, and for a time was engaged with her husband in missionary work in South Africa.
  Three years after my birth, referred to on page 96, my brother Frederick John was born at Walham Green, London.  He is today a Bank Manager and widely known by his evangelistic activities.  I at the present time and am Pastor at Spurgeon’s Tabernacle, London.  Thus three of the nine children survive and are in the service of Christ.  I often heard my mother say that she and my father prayed that they might never have a child who would not spend a blessed eternity with them.  That prayer has been answered.

For many years my father continued to evangelise but when in 1922 he became paralysed, he and my mother were brought to our home in Edinburgh where they spend their remaining years in peace and comfort; my father being called home in 1927 of the age of 84, and my mother in 1932 at the age of 86.
  Though their ministry was chiefly in England, they returned at last to their own country, and a quiet spot in the Grange Cemetery, Edinburgh, their dust lies until the resurrection morning.

Theirs was a chequered career, but they entered into Port not alone, and are now in the land-locked Harbour of their Eternal Home, having weathered bravely, through Grace, their last storm. 

In loving memory

of

JAMES J SCROGGIE

Evangelist

who entered into rest

on March 17, 1927

Aged 84

and of his wife

JANE

who died May 30, 1932

Aged 86

and of

FLORENCE

Dearly loved wife of

W. GRAHAM SCROGGIE

who entered into glory

February 4 1940

For the death of Florence, see below.
Marcus

References to the Scroggie’s only son, Marcus, are in the chapter ‘No Parochial View’. The fullest account is at Record, 1951, p. 156.

Death of Florence, Graham Scroggie’s first wife

Graham Scroggie’s wife, Florence, died on 4 February 1940. She was an unassuming and very ordinary person, who signed all her notes to him ‘wifie’. There follows (1) editorial from The Sword And The Trowel, (2) Tribute from a friend, (3) Memorial service in Edinburgh, (4) Burial
(1) Editorial

A very dark shadow has been cast over everybody at the Tabernacle during the last month by the Home Call of the beloved wife of our Minister. Mrs. F. Scroggie passed away on Sunday afternoon, February 4th, which day was the second anniversary of the commencement of Dr Scroggie’s ministry amongst us. As previously reported, our dear friends were at Eastbourne for a brief rest when they were both laid aside with influenza. which in the case of Mrs. Scroggie led to pneumonia and pleurisy. I recollect Dr. Scroggie telling me that his wife had suffered from this malady before and it had left a weakness which made him fearful concerning her.

We have known her only two years, but during that time she has made for herself a secure place in the affections of Tabernacle people. Gentle, un​obtrusive, kind, and sympathetic, these were the characteristics which seemed to be most marked in her. She sought no honours for herself, but she was proud of the success which her husband has achieved and greatly rejoiced in the high esteem in which lie is held. She was ever by his side and Dr. Scroggie has frequently declared that apart from her help he could not have accomplished half the amount of work he has managed to get through during the nearly forty years of their married life. Our members prayed most earnestly in public and in private for her recovery, but we are assured that the Lord knows best in these matters and it was not to be. We do not sorrow for her for she has passed to the larger life where there is no pain or suffering, but our hearts go out in loving sympathy to Dr. Scroggie and his son in the great loss which they have sustained.

It has been my privilege to meet Mrs. Scroggie in her own home and in that of her son where she rejoiced in a wealth of affection shown by her grand​children, as well as at the Tabernacle, and she always exhibited the same kindly gracious qualities. I have grateful recollections of personal kindness shown and words of encouragement spoken by her. We give thanks to God for her Christian character and influence and we pray that strength may be given to the one she loved so well and served so faithfully to tread the lonely path v-ith faith and courage looking forward to the day of glad reunion.

(2) Tribute from a friend (Mary R. Hooker)
Florence Scroggie has for nearly forty years been the devoted help-meet of her husband, assisting and sustaining him with her devotion and unremit​ting care in a11 the joys and burdens of the busy Pastorates at Leytonstone, Halifax, Sunderland, and Edinburgh; and for the last two years during his ministry at Spurgeon’s Tabernacle.

It was during an en​forced resting time for Dr. Scroggie, when away from their earthly home, that she was called to her Heavenly Home on Sunday, February 4 1940. She has left behind her a host of fragrant memories and grateful friends. To her husband, those memories must now be his greatest treasure, but also to her 
friends, and even to barest acquaintances, Mrs. Scroggie has left a legacy of grateful remembrance.

Perhaps the most out​standing characteristic that I comes to my mind, as I look back on thirty years of friendship with her and the Doctor, is the fact that she (not scanned) was an entirely unselfish woman. This of course made her always cheerful, hospitable, and helpful to anyone in any sort of need that she could relieve. And this she often did, at great cost to herself and even beyond her strength.

At Bethesda Free Chapel, Snnderland, and also at Charlotte Chapel, Edinburgh, it was Mrs. Scroggie who started the plan of sending Christmas parcels to Missionaries. And this greatly appreciated service has been continued in both places, and will be a. lasting memorial to her care for others.

One of her special activities during the seventeen years of Dr. Scroggie’s ministry in Edinburgh, was to have "open house" to students of all Facul​ties in the University, every Sunday afternoon. She could never be certain how many would come, but she would busily prepare for her guests, and then dispense the happiest possible hospitality to the many of all nationalities who greatly appreciated finding a ‘home away from home’, and always a motherly welcome. On one occasion twelve Chinese students arrived to​gether!  Mrs. Scroggie was indeed in her element when entertaining, and nothing seemed a trouble to her. A few weeks before her death, one of the Tabernacle members (now on Active Service) came to spend an evening at his Pastor’s home. On this occasion tile Doctor was busy, so it was Mrs. Scroggie who, after supper, spent the time playing bagatelle with her visitor.

In 1904 Dr. Scroggie started his Four Years’ Bible Correspondence Course, and his wife was one of the first four to take the Course. It has since been taken by over five thousand in all parts of the world, and Mrs. Scroggie has through most of the thirty-six years, done the clerical work connected with the receiving and sending out of the monthly papers, in​cluding those for January 1940.

Each one of us who had the privilege of intimate fellowship with Dr. and Mrs. Scroggie will be thanking God for the inspiration of their home life.
How ideal it was.

Never have I known a happier union, and never a more devoted husband and wife. After nearly forty years of wedlock, they remained lovers, and behaved as lovers.

She gave herself wholly to the vocation of being his help-meet, and did it very charmingly and unobtrusively. They were always together. She was there by his side in the Pastorates in England and Scotland, and on the four occasions when he carried out programmes of work, in America. Twice she went round the world with him.

Just before Christmas the Doctor was obliged to take a period of rest under urgent medical orders, so she gladly went away with him, and rejoiced to see the improvement in his health. A young couple on their honeymoon who sat at the next table to them at meals in the Hotel, have since written, "It was evident to us that you were more than ordinarily fond of one another." This expresses what so many of us know to be a fact, and a wave of intense sympathy now goes out to Dr. Scroggie and his son, from all parts of the world.

Florence Scroggie really accomplished so much, but in her great humility she was quite unaware of the power of her life and the constant witness it bore. Hundreds of people are mourning the loss of a beloved friend. One writes, "I have loved Mrs. Scroggie, ever since my first acquaintance in Sunderland, when she brought a new and charming element into our cold northern setting.’’ Many others can add their personal testimony to the grace she has radiated in so many ways.

From her girlhood she had been, a devoted disciple of her Lord, and nothing rejoiced her heart more than hearing of those who had come to receive His Saving Grace. Her genius for friendship constantly drew others to Him, and now He has called her into His immediate Presence.

Whilst others will be writing of the Funeral Service in Edinburgh, I must add a. brief reference to the beautiful Memorial Service held at the Metropolitan Tabernacle on Sunday, February 11th. I was much impressed by the manifest widespread affection for her throughout the whole Church, although she had been there only two years. Dr. Eming’s very helpful sermon brought comfort to us all as he expounded the wonderful words of John xiv 1-3: ‘‘Let not your heart be troubled: ye believe in God, believe also in Me. In my Father’s house are many … (full verse quoted) … and receive you unto Myself."
The following words are written by an intimate friend of hers: ​"Soon, soon may break that morn of cloudless glory! Quick, quick may sound that shout, that joyful "Come! " And then, oh then, the wondrous boundless rapture, The Master! And the Meeting! And the Home."  Mary R. Hooker.

(3) Funeral of Mrs. Graham Scroggie - account by the Rev. J. Sidlow Baxter

Never have I found it more difficult to express my thoughts and feelings than I now do, in looking back over the touchingly beautiful funeral service which took place on the morning of February 8th, in affectionate tribute to our dear friend Florence Harriet Scroggie, wife of Dr. W. Graham Scroggie. 

The service was held in Charlotte Baptist Chapel, Edinburgh, where, in earlier days, Dr. and Mrs. Scroggie had devotedly laboured together for seventeen years in the ministry of the Gospel, and had reaped a rich harvest of abiding regard in may hearts. A large and representative gathering filled the area of the Chapel, and, as the time for the service drew on, the organ gently played the soothing strains of ‘O Rest in the Lord’.

It was a comfort to us, as no doubt it would be to Dr. Scroggie himself, that the service was in the hands of his own brother, the Rev. F. John Scroggie, whose conducting of the service was as inspiring as it was simple, though we could sense how keenly his own heart was suffering in his brother’s sorrow. Preceding the cortege by a pace or two, as it slowly passed down the aisle to the front of the chapel, he read out some of those passages of Scripture which express the Christian’s hope in Christ, con​tinuing thus until he entered the pulpit and invited us to unite in the singing of the Twenty-third Psalm. Then came a further brief reading followed by a prayer expressing thanks for the fragrant memory of Mrs. Scroggie, and asking that sustaining grace might be imparted to her sorrowing husband. We shall long remember the exquisitely worded tribute which Mr. Scroggie then uttered. It ran as follows:

It is exceptionally difficult in this place of sacred memories to express one’s thoughts about the dear one who has passed into the presence of her adorable Saviour, and whose loss we are mourning to-day. It would be an impertinence on my part to try and tell you something of her life, sterling Christian qualities and character - she lived, loved and laboured amongst you for seventeen strenuous years, and more eloquent lips than mine would be required to reveal the depth and extent of her in​fluence. The many activities in which she so unreservedly engaged in this Church, including the Women’s Missionary Auxiliary and the Women’s Prayer Meeting, are of too recent memory to require any reminder. Only eternity will disclose the very many acts and deeds of kindness and love which were the tangible expression of a heart anxious and concerned for others, and eager to impart comfort and blessing and joy. And now she has been, promoted - called away out of a world torn with strife and warfare, where anguished hearts and shattered lives are calling loudly for the return of the Lord Who has need of her, and with Whom she will, some day, return to share in His com​pleted glory.

For her it is uninterrupted joy, and truly could she say, "I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith.
Henceforth there is laid up for me a crown of righteousness which the Lord, the righteous Judge, shall give me at that day, and not to me only, but unto all them that love His appearing”. But we cannot set aside the sense of loss and sorrow, which us all deeply share, (not scanned) all by himself. She has been his partner in all his wonderful and blessed ministry, the sweetest and stateliest flower in all his garden, the very making of the garden. I think I may truly say he would challenge anyone to measure the extent of her influence in the partnership.

The year 1900 was, for him., a memorable one, for then he en​tered into the partnership, to be crowned later by the gift of their only child, Marcus, a joy to both. Very soon after this holy alliance he passed through a deep and abiding spiritual experience which has produced a ministry, under God, of un​told blessing to thousands upon thousands, both from the printed page and spoken word. What a tower of strength and comfort, behind those closed doors, she was to him only God and they know. She trod the pathway, no matter how difficult, cheering, encouraging, and with a holy pride in the gift God had given to the Church, and in whose ministry she had been called to share so extensively.

Nearly forty years have witnessed these two travelling in the Will of God, hand in hand and heart knit to heart, through a critical period at Halifax, a blessed experience at Sunderland, and then Edinburgh, which my brother has said was "the crown of his pastoral career, and the memory of which will be eter​nally fragrant.” They journeyed round the world together twice, and now our hearts go out to the sorrowing one, and the irreparable loss which he feels. We shall all pray that he may be especially sustained in it, and by surrounding him with our love and affection try and lighten the burden, and ease the separa​tion. We shall all pray that physical strength will be given to bear the sorrow, and we are assured that underneath are the Everlasting Arms to give abundant spiritual grace. I am sure that you, with those who are within the family circle, will re​member him unceasingly. We feel that, given health and strength, great and farther opportunities await him for the exer​cise of a gracious and blessed Ministry, in which, for so long, his dearly loved partner assisted. It was always a joy to her to stand on the side lines and watch the influence her beloved wielded, and she has only gone ahead to await the moment when he will, with her, hear the “Well done, good and faithful servants". Till then, Adieu.
Before we parted we rose and sang the familiar old hymn: "How sweet the Name of Jesus sounds in a believer’s ear!" Every heart was touched and eyes were wet with tears, as the cortege then passed out of the Chapel, the whole audience, led by the organ, softly singing, "We shall meet again on that beautiful shore”, to make its way to the Grange Cemetery, for the further brief gathering at the grave.

All of us were feeling very keenly with Dr. Scroggie himself, for we knew that in addition to his grief he was far from well. He will never be forgotten by his many Edinburgh friends; and in the days which lie ahead we shall often be in prayer for him. It is a relief to us to learn that he is now feeling considerably better; and we trust that he may continue . to regain strength. All of us were glad to see Mr Marcus Scroggie at the funeral with his dear father, and the Rev. and Mrs F. John Scroggie, who themselves have happy connections with Charlotte Chapel. Our hearts go out to them all in prayerful sympathy at this time. We commend them to the unfailing grace and care of the Saviour, until that fair daybreak yet to be, when those angel faces shall smile which we have loved on earth and ‘lost awhile.’

Among those who attended the funeral service, the following were noted: (not scanned) Treasurer of the Metropolitan Tabernacle, Rev. J.L. Lochead of Palmerston Place Presbyterian Church, Mr. Michael Peden, Secretary of the Edinburgh City Mission, Principal H. D. Curr of All Nations’ Bible College, Rev. Walter T. Main of Glasgow, Mr. Jock Troup of Glasgow, Mr. J. McCall Barbour, Mr. J. Danson Smith, Rev. A. MacFadyen, Rev. William Whyte, Mr. and Mrs. R. Aitken; Mr. W. Macduff Urquhart, and the officers of Charlotte Chapel.

Wreaths were sent by the following:

Dr. Graham Scroggie; Membership of the Metropolitan Tabernacle; Elders of the Metropolitan Tabernacle; Deacons of the Metropolitan Tabernacle; Dr. Green and Choir of the Metropolitan Tabernacle; Officers, Teachers, and Scholars of the Metropolitan Tabernacle; Service Circle, and Colportage Working Meeting, Women’s Own of the Tabernacle; the Officers and Members of Charlotte Chapel, Edinburgh; The Rev, and Mrs. J. Sidlow Baxter, and Miriam; Charlotte Chapel Ladies’ Prayer Meeting; Charlotte Chapel Young Women’s Class; Mr. and Mrs. Andrew Ewing; Mrs. Taylor and Mr. and Mrs. Hawkins;  Mr. Danson Smith and Miss Chalmers; Mrs. W. Fiddes Main; Mr. and Mrs. J. B. Spark; Frank and Helen (sister and brother-in law); Miss Fergus; Fred and Amy (brother and sister-in-law) ; Marcus and Mary (son and daughter-in-law); Dorothy (Torquay); and Mr. and Mrs. Hutton.

(4) Burial

There had been a note of gentle, gracious victory throughout the service at the Chapel,- and now, as we slowly drove to the last resting-place, it seemed in perfect accord with our truest feelings, that the sun should suddenly break through the clouds and transfigure everything by its golden flood. It was indeed a parable of the glory which broke into our gloom as we reflected on the fact that although we were going to lay the body to rest, the released spirit had already winged its way into the presence of the King.

The cemetery stands high, in a delightful locality, with the glorious hills which Mrs. Scroggie loved to look on, not far away. We cannot repro​duce the scene at the graveside - the large gathering of mourners and sympathisers, the many choice wreaths, the reverent committal, Mr. Scroggie’s heart-moving prayer, the evident pathos of bereavement mingling with the glad realisation that a bliss-bringing consummation had come to one who was loved by us all.
Note - There are photographs of the grave and a site plan in the Graham Scroggie box in the Chapel archives.

Second marriage

On Saturday 12 July 1941, Graham Scroggie married his second wife, Miss Joan M. Hooker, daughter of Mrs. Howard Hooker, the first Principal of Ridgelands College, a missionary training college in Wimbledon. She was much younger than he was.
 The wedding was at St. Peter's Church, Vere Street, London. The bride was given away by her brother, Rev. Kenneth H. Hooker, Vicar of St. Matthew's Church, Wandsworth Bridge Road. Her home had been destroyed a few weeks earlier by a German incendiary bomb, but her wedding gown, an Indian sari of ivory silk, embroidered in silver, had been rescued, undamaged. The material had been presented to Mrs. Hooker some years before by a grateful student of Ridgelands College, and out of it a superb wedding gown had been crafted.

Graham Scroggie said in his speech that this was not a secretarial romance; he had known the bride for more than 25 years. His son, Marcus, then a Flight-Lieutenant, was Best Man.

Rev. H. Earnshaw Smith, Rector of All Soul's Church, Langham Place, London, performed the marriage ceremony. The bride had been brought up as an Anglican and the Secretary of the Baptist Union, in a speech, said that when two people are committed to each other in love and service for the things of the Gospel, then marriage has reached its highest beauty, a mingling of Christian thought which in the past had been divided; every alliance which helped to bring together the different parts of Christ's Church was to be welcomed. .

Mrs. Joan Scroggie after her husband’s death

Joan stayed on at 15 Belvedere Drive, but she would not let anyone into the house after Graham’s funeral. She became a recluse. She had some kind of mental reaction to Graham’s death, and never left the house on her own. She was well provided for financially, because of the income from various trusts from his writings, but as the years went by, she refused to open incoming mail, including money for her upkeep. Latterly she had no gas and no electric power in the house and yet, when occasionally taken out by her father and by his friend Douglas Crossman, she was clean and hygienic. She died in 1989, at the age of 81 

Her father and Douglas Crossman disposed of the contents of the house. Money lay unclaimed in the envelopes that had come through the post, and she appeared to die in poverty. It was impracticable to deal the hundreds of unopened letters and so they were simply destroyed unopened. The fifteen rooms of the house were piled high with rubbish –his books, which she had pulled off the shelves, unread newspapers, and hundreds of unopened letters. Crossman and Hooker burned all the personal papers that they found in the house, feeling that they were personal and should not be made available. However, Scroggie’s interest in the English Bible was taken up by Desmond Cartwright of the Elim College.

She had no contact with Marcus Scroggie, Graham Scroggie’s son, who was a Squadron Leader in the R.A.F. and who wrote a book on electronics.  When Scroggie died, Joan would not let him have even one book or memento of his father out of the house.

�  Mrs. J. J. Scroggie, The story of a life in the love of God / incidents collected from the diaries of Mrs. James J. Scroggie and edited by her son W. Graham Scroggie, London, 1924, reissued in 1939, 1948, 1957. The copy in the Chapel archives is the 1924 edition. The chronology is not easy to follow, as there are three chapters after Graham Scroggie’s birth in March 1877, but he says in the Preface that the diary closes about 1877. The book was serialised in the Chapel Record from October 1932..


�  His sister, Mrs. Evans, and her husband worked with the South Africa General Mission, and she spoke in the Chapel on 29th October 1922. Record, 1922, p. 92.


�  Mrs. Scroggie, Graham’s mother, died in Edinburgh on 30 May 1932, while he was in South Africa. An obituary and details of the funeral are in the Record, 1932, p. 111. Graham’s brother, who spoke regularly in the Chapel, took the funeral.





� Record, 1940, p. 39-40.


� News of the engagement reached the writer’s father in Edinburgh on 17 April 1941, and he was not enthusiastic in his diary about a 62 year old preacher, even one whom he knew and admired as much as he did Graham Scroggie, marrying his 28 year old secretary.


�  Spurgeon’s College magazine, The Sword and the Trowel, vol. Lxxvii, August, 1941, pp.205-6.





