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   The Corona Chronicle  
11 June 2020 (Volume 10) 

 

A Special Edition of the Parish News 

with stories and whimsy to help us through... 

The surprised face of our Rector, on hearing the news 
that churches are permitted (but not commanded) to 

open for private prayer from Monday.  
Read all about it on pages 18 and 19. 

(Picture snapped from an online moment, by Bill Jones) 

Inside this week:  more contributions from another WIDE range of 

parishioners, including Bishop John, The Communications Team, Clive 

Barnett, Margaret Tait, Sheilah Legg,  Alan Hakim,  Bill Jones, Beattie 

Mockford (via Hilary Deadman), Liz White, Polly Chapman, Mike Fairfield 

as well as Sunday Service hymns and readings, and a couple of thoughtful 

pieces from the Rector.  Please keep on sending in your fascinating 

stories, poems and articles!   
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PLEASE PRAY FOR: 
 

The World  
Including St John the 

Divine, Ghana 
Rod & Glenda Thomas  

 

The Diocese  
For the Bishop and NEW 

Archdeacon Jenny 
Rowley as she 

commences her ministry 
here 

 

Our Parish & 
Community 

Pray for groups in our 
community including 

Little Seeds & TAT, 
Schools and health-care 

facilities, shops and 
council workers. 

 
 
 

Those in Urgent Need 
Please see the note 

on page 20 for prayer 
by our Prayer Ministry 

Team 
 

The Recently 
Departed 

Betty Harbert 
Mary Clarke 
Peggy Abbot 

 

Anniversaries of 
Departed  

13th Olive Burch, Jason 
Sayers, Margaret 

Johnson 
17th Doris Randell, 

Jean Stride 
21st Alfred Kinge, Jack 

Mortley, Stella 
Compton 

25th Hugh Elliott 
28th Ben Duffin 

LIVE EVENTS 

Sunday Eucharist at 9.30: 

click here (from 9.26am) 

Sunday Evening Prayer at 6pm: 

click here (from 5.55pm) 

Monday Tea & Chat at 3pm: 

click here (from 3pm) 

Thursday Eucharist at 10.30am: 

click here (from 10.26am) 

 

SEE PAGE 24 ONWARDS FOR THIS WEEK’S 
HYMNS AND READINGS.   

 

CATCH-UP RECORDINGS 

Our two Eucharistic services can be viewed at 
your leisure, after about an hour.  Simply click 
here.  An audio version is also provided at that 
link.   

 

ADDITIONALLY it is now possible to hear the 
audio version on your telephone (just call 
02392 001217 to listen to the most recent 
Eucharistic service, from about one hour after 
each service) 

 

Hard copies of service sheets can be requested 
from Tom or Sandra (who will post them to 
you, gladly) or downloaded by clicking here. 

Service & Events 

https://www.facebook.com/stfaithschurchhavant/
https://us04web.zoom.us/j/73577393658?pwd=cW90TW9OREVSNVVMK3pqeW5OMitTQT09
https://www.google.com/url?q=https%3A%2F%2Fus02web.zoom.us%2Fj%2F87388723961%3Fpwd%3DK0JjamtYS0xJUGNQbUE1YXFRKzlkQT09&sa=D&usd=2&usg=AOvVaw0piBYrXuIl9SmpM_EbnDHT
https://www.facebook.com/stfaithschurchhavant/
http://stfaith.com/livestreamed-services/
http://stfaith.com/livestreamed-services/
stfaith.com/livestreamed-services/
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FROM BISHOP JOHN:  During the present lockdown we have been 
unable to meet our friends and family and many of us have been 
discovering new and imaginative ways of keeping close.  The one thing 
that lasts for ever is love. This is the ultimate reality and we should 
thank God for the resources of modern technology that have enabled 
us to express our love, albeit at a distance.   At the same time, we know 
that “virtual” is not the same as physical contact.  We long to be able to 
be together again.  There is something of a paradox here.  We know 
that love, the nature of God himself, transcends all the limitations of 
time and space and does not need physical expression.  And yet in this 
life physical, personal, face to face contact is a necessary part of 
showing our love for each other.  The present gradual lifting of some of 
the lockdown restrictions means that we are now beginning to be able 
to rejoice not only in the love we know we have for each other but also 
“by baby steps” to express it by occasional and “socially distanced” 
meeting. 
 I think this tells us something important about our life as 
Christians, members of the Body of Christ.  One of the wonderful things 
about our faith is its very physical, human and earthly quality.  We 
know that God is greater than anything he has created; we know that 
in his love all the limitations of our earthly existence (including sin and 
death) are overcome. And yet while we live this present life we need 
physical, practical expressions of his presence with us.  This is why 
however wonderful our ability to worship “virtually”  -  whether by our 
online pilgrimage or the regular streamed services  from St Faith’s  -   
we long for something more.  Just as we yearn to hug our friends again, 
we also need to receive Christ’s body and blood sacramentally as well 
as “virtually” or “spiritually”. 
 For the meantime, let us do the best we can, confident that our 
love for each other and God’s love for us do not depend on physical 
contact.  But let us also remember that we are not bodiless angels, but 
flesh and blood human beings.  Our human desire to be able to meet 
again echoes our spiritual desire to enjoy the fullness of our 
sacramental life just as soon as we can.    

Virtual or real? 
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The Great Revelation 

Submitted by Clive Barnett 
 
The great American contemporary poet Louis Untermeyer has written 
Poetry is the power of defining the indefinable in terms of the 
unforgettable. Inspired by this, at the start of the lockdown, a Londoner, 
Tom Roberts, wrote the following poem, entitled The Great Revelation. 
Tom’s poem imagines a time after the current crisis is over, in a not-so-
distant future, as he reads a bedtime story to a child. In the first part of the 
poem, he explains how the world was going around in circle and was a 
place of waste and wonder, of poverty and plenty, trapped in over 
consumption, pollution and an eco-system on the verge of collapse. The 
second half of the poem, in stark contrast, is a message of great hope and 
positivity. 
 
The poem went viral on social media: 
 

We'd always had our wants,  
but now it got so quick.                                                 

 You could have everything you dreamed of  
in a day and with a click.  

We noticed families had stopped talking.  
That's not to say they never spoke.   
But the meaning must have melted  

and the work-life balance broke.  
And the children's eyes got squarer  

and every toddler had a phone.  
They filtered out the imperfections  

but amidst the noise, they felt alone.  
And every day the sky grew thicker,  

‘til we couldn't see the stars.    
So, we flew in planes to find them  

while down below we filled our cars.  
We'd drive around all day in circles.  

We'd forgotten how to run.                              
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We swapped the grass for tarmac,  
shrunk the parks till there were none.  

We filled the sea with plastic  
‘cause our waste was never capped.                      

Until each day when you went fishing,  
you'd pull them out already wrapped.  

And while we drank and smoked and gambled,  
our leaders taught us why,       

It's best to not upset the lobbies,  
more convenient to die.  

 
But while we were all hidden,  

amidst the fear and all the while,  
The people dusted off their instincts,  

they remembered how to smile.  
They started clapping to say thank you,  

and calling up their mums.   
And while the cars keys were gathering dust,  

they would look forward to their runs.  
And with the sky less full of planes,  

the earth began to breathe. 
And the beaches brought new wildlife  

that scattered off into the seas.  
Some people started dancing,  

some were singing, some were baking.           
We'd grown so used to bad news,  

but some good news was in the making.  
And so when we found the cure  
and were allowed to go outside, 

We all preferred the world we found  
to the one we'd left behind.  
Old habits became extinct,  

and they made way for the new.                                 
And every simple act of kindness  

was now given its due. 
Tom Roberts 2020  
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This part two of an amusing article, submitted by Alan Hakim.  the 

following sentences come from a US Catholic Elementary School Test 

(as given by the Rev’d Hugh White) 

Children were asked questions about the old and new testaments.  Their 

responses have not been retouched or corrected and incorrect spelling 

has been left in.  Enjoy…. 

1. Moses died before he ever reached Canada.  Then Joshua led the 

Hebrews in the battle of Geritol (an American pregnancy medicine) 

2. The greatest miracle in the Bible is when Joshua told his son to 

stand still and he obeyed him. 

3. David was a Hebrew king who was skilled at playing the liar. He 

fought the Finklesteins, a race of people who lived in biblical 

times. 

4. Solomon, one of David’s sons, had 300 wives and 700 porcupines. 

5. When Mary heard she was the mother of Jesus she sang the 

Magna Carta. 

6. When the three wise guys from the east side arrived they found 

Jesus in the manager. 

7. Jesus was born because Mary had an immaculate contraption. 

8. St John the Blacksmith dumped water on his head. 

9. Jesus enunciated the golden rule, which says to do unto others 

before they do one to you.  He also explained a man doth not live 

by sweat alone. 

10. It was a miracle when Jesus rose from the dead and managed to 

get the tombstone off the entrance. 

More next week…! 

Out of the mouth of babes…. 



 

7 

F
ro

m
 t

h
e
 M

o
n

th
ly

 I
n
fo

rm
a
ti

o
n

 S
h
e
e
t 



 

8 

As one of our oldest members, Beatrice (Beattie) Mockford has given a 
lifetime of service both to St Faith’s and to the local community.  Here is 
an article she wrote for the old parish magazine, a few years ago, which 
gives a fascinating (and very tempting) insight into some of her working 
life.  The Rector’s was salivating throughout the typing of this article 
(kindly submitted by Hilary Deadman). 
“Mr Hostler started making and selling toffee apples from his front 
room.  By the time I started to work for him he had graduated to two 
factories in the Portsmouth area.  The one I worked in, between 1945 
and 1955, overlooked Pitt Street. 
 Whilst the war was still on and during the time of sugar rationing, 
Mr Hostler kept us busy as cleaners and decorators in the factory rather 
than laying any of us off. 
 I started as a labeller and moved on to pulling the mixture for the 
humbug machine, feeding it in and breaking the shaped humbugs into 
individual sweets. 
 After the war the factory had sugar and glucose and expanded its 
range of sweets.  We started to make Southsea rock and rock for all the 
seaside resorts along the south coast.  To make sticks of rock you start 
with a giant stick of rock about a foot in diameter with the letters 
running all the way through; it was hand rolled and pulled out to make 
it into thinner and thinner sticks until it reached the required diameter.  
The rock had to be rolled constantly even after it had reached the right 
thickness to stop it sinking into a flat lump, and we could only stop 
when it had cooled enough to become solid. 
 There was another machine for stamping out pear drops and 
eventually one for wrapping individual sweets.  The toffee was made on 
huge oiled slabs, with someone constantly moving the boiling mixture 
until it had cooled and reached the right consistency to be cut and 
shaped. 
 In the winter the factory was a cosy warm place to work, but in 
the summer it was baking hot; we were given a ten-minute tea-break in 
the morning and again in the afternoon and an hour for lunch.  Mr 
Hostler was a good man to work for and I only left when I started my 
family (as you did in those days).       Beattie Mockford 

Beattie’s Sweet Factory 
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Like many of us, it seems that Margaret Tait has been clearing out some 

clutter.  (We’re not quite sure how the Charity Shops of Havant are 

going to cope with all the donations once they open!).  Anyway, here’s 

Margaret’s humorous take on the task in hand...  

 

The Big Clear Out 
 

We cleared out the attic, we cleared out the shed 

We cleared out the drawers from under the bed 

There were old shoes and toys, and dresses size ten, 

I don’t think that those will fit me again. 

 

We found an old rug that we’ve not used for years  

and photos of family that brought me to tears. 

There was an old chair with a leg that was broke 

Can’t think why we kept it , must be for a joke. 

 

There were comics and books whose pages were torn, 

A Christening gown, precious but worn.  

What will we do with this unwanted stuff 

I’m dusty from cleaning and I’ve had enough. 

 

Shall I queue at the tip or give it away? 

Or just burn the lot on a dry sunny day.  

So don’t store old things in the attic or shed 

No one will want them after we’re dead!  

Margaret Tait keeps ‘em coming! 
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We recently contributed £250 to an appeal from our mission partners in 
Ghana, to urgently provide funds for clergy stipends.  Here’s the letter of 
thanks we received this week from Bishop Felix . (He last visited St Faith’s 

around two years ago, and he used to be priest of St John the Divine, 
Nsawam, for whom we regularly pray) 

Thanks!  From the Diocese of Koforidua 
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Submitted by Clive Barnett 
 
A single guy decided life would be more fun if he had a pet. So he went to 
the pet store and told the owner that he wanted to buy an unusual pet. 
 
After some discussion, he finally bought a talking centipede, (100-legged 
bug), which came in a little white box to use for his house. He took the 
box back home, found a good spot for the box, and decided he would 
start off by taking his new pet to church with him. 
 
So he asked the centipede in the box, "Would you like to go to church 
with me today? We will have a good time." 
 
But there was no answer from his new pet. 
 
This bothered him a bit, but he waited a few minutes and then asked 
again, "How about going to church with me and receive a blessing?" But 
again, there was no answer from his new friend and pet. So, he waited a 
few minutes more, thinking about the situation. 
 
The guy decided to invite the centipede one last time. 
 
This time he put his face up against the centipede's house and shouted, 
"Hey, in there! Would you like to go to church with me and learn about 
God?"  A little voice replies 
from out of the box; 
 
"I heard you the first time! 
I'm still putting my shoes on!" 

The Talking Centipede 
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With our own church still closed (at least for now) Hilary Deadman 
wondered whether this list of other ways to worship might be helpful 
(as well as our own services listed on page 2)  
 

WORSHIP OPPORTUNITIES on RADIO AND TV 

 

BBC Songs of Praise 

BBC 1, Sunday afternoons.   

Variable times- but usually 1.15pm 

 

BBC Sunday Worship 

BBC Radio 4, Sunday at 8.10am 

 

Choral Evensong 

BBC Radio 3, Wednesdays at 3.30pm.  Sundays at 3pm 

 

HELP TO PRAY on the Internet 

Church of England Special Prayer of the Day 

To hear, or read, the special pray (collect) of each day, click here  

 

Church of England Daily Prayer 

To hear, or read, the full morning or evening prayer services, click here 

 

Diocese Portsmouth 

Short daily prayer-videos by the Bishop and other Diocesan clergy can 
be accessed by clicking here 

Worship and Prayer Resources 

https://www.churchofengland.org/prayer-and-worship/join-us-service-daily-prayer/todays-prayer
https://www.churchofengland.org/prayer-and-worship/join-us-service-daily-prayer/todays-prayer
https://www.portsmouth.anglican.org/video-reflections/
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Sorry, Sheilah & Eileen! 

Polly Chapman, of Langstone, has kindly offered this touching prayer.. 

for this trying season: 

God of compassion,  

be close to those who are ill, afraid or in isolation.  

In their loneliness, be their consolation;  

in their anxiety, be their hope;  

in their darkness, be their light;  

through him who suffered alone on the cross,  

but reigns with you in glory,  

Jesus Christ our Lord.  Amen. 

Polly’s Prayer from the Pews 

Last week, we published ‘A Cry of Anguish’ - a poem by Eleanor Swanson, which 

provoked a responsive reflection by the Rector.  Unfortunately, he also erroneously 

connected the poem’s author with Eileen Norris, rather than with Sheilah Legg (who 

had kindly submitted the poem for publication).  This arose out of the Rector having no 

idea how to organise paper anymore, since most things arrive by email these days!  He 

therefore craves Sheilah Legg’s forgiveness.  Sheilah, however, being the jolly good egg 

that she is, has sent in another little thought for us to ponder.  Here it is… 

Did you know? 

Make the most of the blackbird's song.  Observation has taught me that he stops singing 

on or near the 20th June - just as soon as he perceives  the turn of the year, even by only 

a few seconds. 
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We started, so we’ll finish.  Former Head Teacher, (and one of 
our Church Wardens) Clive Barnett, has been at it 
again...dredging the recesses of his capacious memory for 
derivations of those famous words and phrases we all use, but 
never really know where they came from.  Here’s part two of his 
offering.  Now pay attention class... 

 
The Real McCoy 
The real McCoy means the real thing or the genuine article. One 
explanation is that it is a corruption of the Scots The real MacKay, first 
recorded in 1856 as: "A drappie o' the real MacKay", which appeared in a 
poem entitled Deil's Hallowe'en published in Glasgow. A letter written by 
the Scottish author Robert Louis Stevenson in 1883 contains the phrase, 
“He’s the real Mackay”. Another possibility is that the expression is 
associated with an invention by Elijah McCoy's in 1872 for controlling oil-
flow in locomotive engines. This was the great age of railway building in 
the USA and railroad engineers looking to avoid inferior copies would 
request it by name, inquiring if a locomotive was fitted with 'the real 
McCoy system’. Other possible explanations include a dispute between 
two branches of the Scots Clan Mackay over who was rightful leader; 
Joseph McCoy who was the  mayor of Abilene, Kansas, in the late 19th 
century and who styled himself 'the real McCoy'; and the US boxer Kid 
McCoy. 
 
Sold down the river 
This term means a profound betrayal, cheating, deceit and originated in 
the southern slave states of the USA in the mid-19th century. The earliest 
reference is in a book entitled The Ohio Repository published in 1837. The 
river referred to is either the Mississippi or Ohio river. Slaves who caused 
trouble or who had become too expensive to keep were sold from the 
northern slave states into the much harsher conditions on the plantations 
in the lower Mississippi. Thus, they had been sold down the river. The 
figurative use of the phrase, meaning simply to deceive or cheat, began in 
the early 20th century and was used by PG Wodehouse among others. 
 

What your teacher never taught you...Part 2 
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Sweet Fanny Adams 
Fanny Adams was an English girl who, aged just 8 years, was abducted 
and murdered by Frederick Baker, a solicitor's clerk, in Alton, Hampshire, 
on 24 August 1867. The murder itself was extraordinarily brutal and 
caused a national outcry. The expression Sweet Fanny Adams was coined 
in 1869 by sailors in the Royal Navy, whose macabre humour likened the 
contents of their tinned meat to Fanny's remains. From this it gradually 
became a euphemism for sweet nothing. 
 
Tell it to the marines 
Tell it to the Marines is not, as many people think, an American phrase 
referring to the US Marine Corps. Rather it refers to the Royal Marines 
and has been in use since the early 18th century. It means that the 
person addressed is not to be believed. The full phrase is Tell it to the 
marines because the sailors won't believe you, but only the first clause is 
usually used. The first marine corps was formed in 1664 by the Duke of 
York, who was the brother of King Charles II. The recruits were 
considered to be green and inexperienced and not on a par with 
hardened sailors; hence the implication that marines were naive enough 
to believe ridiculous tales about flying fish, for example, while that 
sailors were not. 
 
And a bonus prompted by a recent discussion on ‘Start the Week’ on 
Radio 4: 
Where does the term ‘The Classics’ come from? 

The word Classics comes from the Latin adjective classicus, meaning 
"belonging to the highest class of citizens". The word derives in turn 
from the original Latin word for a trumpet-like instrument which was 
used to summon the citizens of Rome to gather together to be assessed 
for taxation purposes. Once summoned the citizenry was grouped 
together according to wealth and social standing. In time, the word came 
to be used to describe the members of the highest class. By the 2nd 
century AD, the word was also used to describe writers of the highest 
quality as opposed to the proletarius whose writing pandered to the 
lower classes. By the 6th century AD, the word had acquired a second 
meaning referring to the subject studied by pupils in school. 
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Living with mental illness 

Liz White who works in St Faith’s Shop, as well as helping out around the 
church at various times and functions.  She wrote the following poem in 
the voice of her grandson, Dan who was coping with schizophrenia and 
psychosis (between the ages of 16-24 years).  This poem is now offered, with 
Dan’s approval, as a testament to the NHS, who do many more wonderful things 
than simply coping with COVID-19.  God bless the NHS! 

My Journey 
 

It has taken a long time 
To be where I am today 

It has not been easy 
It’s been hell along the way. 

 
The friends I used to go with 
The good times that we had 

Have all gone and left me 
Now that things are bad. 

 
This illness is a nightmare 

It cannot be seen 
The ones that are affected 

Will know only what I mean. 
 

I have struggled with my torment 
Not knowing what to do 

Who can I turn to? 
To get my mind in cue. 

 
My family were anxious 

Each coping with their pain 
Supporting me with kindness 

But mostly more in vain. 
 

The staff in the places 
That I’ve been made to go 

Have said that they could help me 
When I’ve been feeling low. 

 
 

They encouraged me to tell them 
How I am feeling now 

I didn’t want to tell them 
Because I didn’t quite know how. 

 
My medication’s vital 
Or so they would say 

I didn’t want to take it 
And refused along the way. 

 
But they would not be beaten 

Were determined I’d pull through 
And conquer this condition 

If they showed me what to do. 
 

I feel I’ve nearly made it 
My attitude has changed 
The voices I was hearing 

Seem somehow re-arranged. 
 

They now do not torment me 
And have almost gone away 

It is much more peaceful 
That’s all that I can say. 

 
I now can see the daylight 
And feel I’m back on track 
My family are now happy 

‘Cause they know they have me back. 



 

17 

 

So, last week, as you may recall, the Rector 

was a worried man.  His lovely wife had 

started digging a bloomin’ great hole in the 

back lawn, while muttering about having been 

in lockdown for too many weeks.  The Rector 

was becoming increasing concerned about the 

purpose of this hole, which, mysteriously, was 

about six feet long… 

 

However, the Rector is delighted to report that the mysterious hole 

has now been turned into a pond. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mind you, the Rector is still fearful that this is simply a cunning ruse 

to create a body of water large enough to drown him in.  So if nothing 

is heard from him after a few days, we’ll know where to look, and 

who to accuse…. 

Trouble at the Rectory? Update 
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FROM THE RECTOR 
So, the Government has announced that churches may be opened for 
private prayer, from Monday 15 June.  (This announcement was made 
without any advance warning to the bishops or clergy of the Church of 
England.  It caught us all by surprise last Saturday evening.  Hence my 
surprised expression on the front cover!). 
 As a result, many of us have been ‘scrabbling-around’ to work out 
whether or not we should open.  There are SO many factors to weigh in 
the balance - and having consulted with Deanery colleagues this 
afternoon, I can tell you that very few, if any, of us feel prepared to open 
on Monday!  The recommended ‘risk assessment’ document alone runs to 
three pages of questions to be answered, including lots of decisions about 
staff levels, queuing systems, use of toilets, one-way systems, areas of the 
church to rope off, whether candle-lighting spreads infection, the safe 
time-periods between opening, how to deal with those who dis-regard 
social distancing regulations, whether notice-sheets can be distributed,  
the risk of legal liability if infection should spread from the church, 
signage, floor markings, staff training, cleaning rotas, PPE and so on (I 
could go on for a while yet!) 
 We are also attempting to factor in the political and scientific 
aspects of the Government’s permission for churches to open.  The Covid 
virus is by no means eradicated from the UK, with still an estimated 4,000 
to 5,000 new infections per week.  We are still not allowed to visit our 
relatives’ homes (though we can, apparently, ‘bump into them’ while 
shopping for clothes!).  Many scientists are urging the Government to 
slow the easing of lockdown measures, fearing a rise in the famous ‘R-
number’ in the next few weeks.  The Government, in turn, is also under 
pressure from the business community, who understandably want to get 
businesses up and running, not least to save jobs.  By the time this goes to 
press, I’m told that social distancing rules may have changed.  A Facebook 
poll of church members and friends I conducted this week showed that 
opinion is fairly equally divided in the community too.  A small majority 
are in favour keeping the church closed for now (although a sizeable and 
vocal minority would very much choose the opposite). 
 This survey threw up some interesting observations for me.  It is 
clear that for many, St Faith’s a hugely-valued place for prayer (or indeed 

Decisions, Decisions 
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‘reflection’, as one respondent pointed-
out).  Others point out that God does not 
live in the church, and that prayer can 
(and indeed should) take place anywhere.   
 Still others have pointed out that 
the church, as a community must do all 
that it reasonably can to care for its 
neighbours and members, and that includes not exposing them, 
unnecessarily, to risk. The danger of the church becoming a viral-spreader is 
too great, in their view.  (“How could we live with ourselves if it become 
known that someone died as a result of coming into church, and perhaps 
touching an infected surface?”). 
 Others have been keen to echo the view that I have sometimes 
expressed - which is that the church building is at its most basic essence a 
very beautiful ‘rain-shelter’ in which the community can gather in comfort.  
The Church itself is made up of the people who gather sometimes in the 
building - as well as those who can’t because of various life-circumstances, 
but who still confess Jesus as their Lord.  It’s also a community and civic 
building, at a time when communities are not permitted to gather. 
 The Standing Committee, with me, have had to come to a decision.  
After much thought and prayer, we have concluded that (along with St 
Faith’s Shop)  it is too early in the story of Covid-19 for us to start opening 
our premises this week.  Too many of our members, volunteers and likely 
visitors are in the ‘high-risk’ category of those who should be protected 
from infection.  We are not yet ready to adequately answer all the 
questions that any risk-assessment would require of us.  And we consider 
that the dangers of opening our buildings currently outweigh the potential 
benefits.  We will, instead, keep this situation under review over the coming 
days.  We will watch with interest the progress of the ‘R-number’, and the 
UK infection and mortality rates.   
 We realise, of course, that this caution on our part will be 
disappointing for some, perhaps deeply so.  All I can ask is that this rather 
full explanation of the various issues with which we are wrestling will at 
least help them to understand the care we are taking with this decision.
 Please be assured that the whole parish and community remain very 
much in my daily prayers, and that I too am very anxious to get back to 
something like normal just as soon as we can!           Canon Tom. 
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OPENING THE CHURCH & 
SHOP? 

Please see the Rector’s article 
on the previous pages. 
 
DO YOU NEED PRAYER?  
Don’t forget that our Prayer 
Ministry Team is very willing 
to hold you specifically in their 
prayers.  If you would like the 

assurance of knowing you are being actively prayed-for, on a 
daily basis, then please contact Sandra Haggan on 02392 
455161 or sandrahaggan54@gmail.com. (If asking for prayer for 
someone else, please seek their permission first). 
 
DO YOU NEED PRACTICAL HELP?  We take very seriously our 
Lord’s command to love our neighbour - and that includes you!  
If there is any practical help we can offer, to make this difficult 
time more bearable, just get in touch with Sandra (see above).   
 
DO YOU NEED FINANCIAL HELP?  Thanks to the generosity of 
donors to the Rector’s Discretionary Fund, we have a limited 
fund which can be used to relieve extreme need within the 
parish.  If you are really struggling to meet your obligations, 
don’t suffer in silence!  We may be able to help.  Just get in 
touch with Canon Tom, and he’ll do what he can to help.  
(tomkennar@gmail.com or 07881 025592). 
 
TEA AND CHAT - Sandra will be hosting another ‘Tea and Chat’ 
meeting via ‘Zoom’ on Monday at 3pm.  To take part, just click 
on this link, which will open a web-browser, and download a 
little software to your computer.   

Coronavirus updates 

mailto:sandrahaggan54@gmail.com
https://www.google.com/url?q=https%3A%2F%2Fus02web.zoom.us%2Fj%2F87388723961%3Fpwd%3DK0JjamtYS0xJUGNQbUE1YXFRKzlkQT09&sa=D&usd=2&usg=AOvVaw0piBYrXuIl9SmpM_EbnDHT
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Copies of the Rector’s book are STILL 

AVAILABLE (BUT GOING FAST!). Details of 

how to obtain your own copy are below. 

 Tom has brought together sermons, 

talks, pithy weekly columns, stories and a 

diary of one of his journeys to West 

Africa.  These are illustrated, by kind 

permission, with selected cartoons by 

Dave Walker.  In the e-version of this 

Chronicle, you can read an EXTRACT of the 

book by clicking here.  

 We invite you to  donate to the costs 

of production of this volume.   All 

proceeds (after production costs) will be split between St Faith’s Big 

Build Campaign and the work of the Anglican Church in Ghana (where 

Tom is an Honorary Canon of two Cathedrals). Donations can be paid 

at the following link: 

https://cafdonate.cafonline.org/13251   

Please gift-aid your donation, if you can.  

 For a minimum donation of £9.99, we will reserve a copy for you 

to collect (after 1st June) 

 For a minimum donation of £12.50, we will post a copy to you. 

 For a minimum donation of £24.50, we will post two copies to 

you. 

 Donations of less than £9.99 will be received with thanks, and 

donated entirely to the causes outlined above. 

 

ALTERNATIVELY (if you really don’t like making payments online!) a 

cheque, payable to ‘PCC of St Faith’s’, or cash for one of the amounts 

below can be sent to ‘The Rectory, 5 Meadowlands, Havant, PO9 

2RP’. 

Scribblings of Tom Kennar… 

http://stfaith.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/05/SCRIBBLINGS-Extract.pdf
https://cafdonate.cafonline.org/13251
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DONATIONS UPDATE 
 

Thank you! 
Thank you to all the extraordinary people who, by their extra donations, 
have enabled us to meet our obligations and continue paying our staff 
their normal wages.  We are aiming to release some staff from furlough 
this month, as work to re-open our buildings and re-establish building 
projects (for example) gets underway.  We will need YOUR continued 
generosity to make this happen!  Please! 

Cheques  
(payable to St Faith’s PCC) can be posted to (or dropped at) 19 School 
Lane, Havant, PO9 2GE.  (Note change of address - no longer to/at the 
Rectory, please.) 

Online:  
The ‘Donate’ page of our website (http://stfaith.com/

donations/ ) has recently been updated.  It is now 
possible to donate online to our three primary 
fundraising needs:  The Big Build Campaign, General 
Mission or the Rector’s Discretionary Fund.  
Donations can be made by bank card, PayPal or CAF 
Voucher.  GiftAid can also be applied to these 
donations.   

Monthly Stewardship through ‘Parish Giving Scheme’  

If you wish to modify (preferably upwards!) your monthly giving through 
the parish giving scheme, then simply contact them using the following 
details: Parish Giving Scheme, 76 Kingsholm Road, GLOUCESTER, GL1 
3BD.  Email: info@parishgiving.org.uk (Phone: 0333 002 1260).  
Preferably you need to have your unique number to hand, but they can 
usually trace your payment account with your name and the parish 

name.  St Faith’s Parish Giving Code is 290629058.  If you would like 
to set up Regular Giving by phone, you can now call 0333 002 
1271 - with the above code to hand. 
 

Weekly Envelope-users 
We encourage you to continue filling your envelope each week, and then 
(when the ‘all- clear’ is given) bring the bundle of (hopefully) bulging 
envelopes to church with you.  Or drop them anytime through the letter 
box of 19 School Lane (our Treasurer’s home). 

http://stfaith.com/donations/
http://stfaith.com/donations/
http://stfaith.com/donations/
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...a bit of fun from Mike Fairhurst 
 

Paraprosdokian 
The first time I heard about paraprosdokians, I liked them. Paraprosdokians 
are figures of speech in which the latter part of a sentence or phrase is 
surprising or unexpected and is frequently humorous. (Winston Churchill 
loved them.) 
 

1. Where there's a will, I want to be in it.  
 

2. The last thing I want to do is hurt you.... but it's still on my list.  
 

3. Since light travels faster than sound, some people appear bright until you 
hear them speak.  
 

4. If I agreed with you, we'd both be wrong.  
 

5. We never really grow up.... we only learn how to act in public.  
 

6. War does not determine who is right, only who is left.  
 

7. Knowledge is knowing a tomato is a fruit. Wisdom is not putting it in a fruit 
salad.  
 

8. To steal ideas from one person is plagiarism. To steal from many is 
research.  
 

9. I didn't say it was your fault, I said I was blaming you.  
 

10. In filling out an application, where it says, "In case of emergency, 
notify...." I answered, "a doctor."  
 

11. Women will never be equal to men until they can walk down the street 
with a bald head and a beer gut, and still think they are sexy.  
 

12. You do not need a parachute to skydive. You only need a parachute to 
skydive twice.  
 

13. I used to be indecisive, but now I'm not so sure.  
 

14. To be sure of hitting the target, shoot first and call whatever you hit the 
target.  
 

15. Going to church doesn't make you a Christian, any more than standing in 
a garage makes you a car.  
 

16. You're never too old to learn something stupid.  
 

17. I'm supposed to respect my elders, but it's getting harder and harder for 
me to find one now. 
 

Th...th...th...that’s all folks!  Sunday Service materials now follow... 

And finally... 
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1. Angel voices, ever singing,  
round thy throne of light, 

angel harps, for ever ringing,  
rest not day nor night; 

Thousands only live to bless Thee,  
and confess Thee  Lord of might. 

 
2. Thou who art beyond the farthest  

mortal eye can see, 
can it be that thou regardest  

our poor hymnody? 
Yes we know that thou art near us  

and wilt hear us constantly 
 

3. Yea, we know that thou rejoicest  
o'er each work of thine; 

thou didst ears and hands and voices  
for thy praise design; 

craftsman's art and music's measure  
for thy pleasure  all combine. 

 
4. Honour, glory, might and merit,  

thine shall ever be, 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit,  

blessed Trinity! 
Of the best that thou hast given  
earth and heaven render thee. 

 
_________________________ 

Words: Francis Pott (1832-1909) 
Tune Angel Voices: Edwin Monk (1819-1900) 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1. How shall I sing that majesty 
which angels do admire? 

Let dust in dust and silence lie; 
sing, sing, ye heav’nly choir. 

Thousands of thousands stand around 
thy throne, O God most high; 

ten thousand times ten thousand sound 
thy praise; but who am I? 

 
2. Thy brightness unto them appears, 

whilst I thy footsteps trace; 
a sound of God comes to my ears, 

but they behold thy face. 
They sing, because thou art their Sun; 

Lord, send a beam on me; 
for where heav’n is but once begun 

there alleluias be. 
 

3.  How great a being, Lord, is thine, 
which doth all beings keep! 

Thy knowledge is the only line 
to sound so vast a deep. 

Thou art a sea without a shore, 
a sun without a sphere; 

thy time is now and evermore, 
thy place is ev’rywhere. 

__________________________ 
Words: John Mason (1645-1694) 

Tune: Coe Fen by Kenneth Naylor (1931—1991)   

Hymns & Readings - Music Sunday (Tr.1) 

Live on our Facebook Page from 9.26am 
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Romans 5.1-8 
Therefore, since we are justified by 
faith, we have peace with God 
through our Lord Jesus 
Christ, through whom we have 
obtained access to this grace in 
which we stand; and we boast in 
our hope of sharing the glory of 
God.  
 And not only that, but we 
also boast in our sufferings, 
knowing that suffering produces 
endurance, and endurance 
produces character, and character 
produces hope, and hope does not 
disappoint us, because God’s love 
has been poured into our hearts 
through the Holy Spirit that has 
been given to us. 
 For while we were still weak, 
at the right time Christ died for the 
ungodly. Indeed, rarely will anyone 
die for a righteous person—though 
perhaps for a good person 
someone might actually dare to 
die. But God proves his love for us 
in that while we still were sinners 
Christ died for us. 
 
Gospel:  Matthew 9. 35 - 10. 8 
Then Jesus went about all the cities 
and villages, teaching in their 
synagogues, and proclaiming the 
good news of the kingdom, and 
curing every disease and every 
sickness.  
 When he saw the crowds, he 

had compassion for them, because 
they were harassed and helpless, 
like sheep without a 
shepherd. Then he said to his 
disciples, ‘The harvest is plentiful, 
but the labourers are 
few; therefore ask the Lord of the 
harvest to send out labourers into 
his harvest.’ 
 Then Jesus summoned his 
twelve disciples and gave them 
authority over unclean spirits, to 
cast them out, and to cure every 
disease and every sickness. These 
are the names of the twelve 
apostles: first, Simon, also known 
as Peter, and his brother Andrew; 
James son of Zebedee, and his 
brother John; 3Philip and 
Bartholomew; Thomas and 
Matthew the tax-collector; James 
son of Alphaeus, and Thaddaeus; 
Simon the Cananaean, and Judas 
Iscariot, the one who betrayed 
him. 
 These twelve Jesus sent out 
with the following instructions: ‘Go 
nowhere among the Gentiles, and 
enter no town of the 
Samaritans, but go rather to the 
lost sheep of the house of Israel. As 
you go, proclaim the good news, 
“The kingdom of heaven has come 
near.” Cure the sick, raise the dead, 
cleanse the lepers, cast out 
demons. You received without 
payment; give without payment. 
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Sunday Evening Prayer (6pm on Zoom) 

To take part online, simply click here 
or type in the following to your browser:  https://us04web.zoom.us/j/73577393658?

pwd=cW90TW9OREVSNVVMK3pqeW5OMitTQT09 
 

Psalm 42 
1. Like as the hart desireth the water-brooks * 
so longeth my soul after thee, O God.   
         
2. My soul is athirst for God, yea, even for the living God * 
when shall I come to appear before the presence of God? 
         
3. My tears have been my meat day and night * 
while they daily say unto me, Where is now thy God? 
         
4. Now when I think thereupon, I pour out my heart by 
myself * 
for I went with the multitude, and brought them forth into 
the house of God; 
         
5. In the voice of praise and thanksgiving * 
among such as keep holy-day. 
         
6. Why art thou so full of heaviness, O my soul * 
and why art thou so disquieted within me? 
         
7. Put thy trust in God * 
for I will yet give him thanks for the help of his countenance. 
         
8. My God, my soul is vexed within me * 
therefore will I remember thee concerning the land of Jordan, 
and the little hill of Hermon. 
         
9. One deep calleth another, because of the noise of the 
water-pipes * 
all thy waves and storms are gone over me. 

https://us04web.zoom.us/j/73577393658?pwd=cW90TW9OREVSNVVMK3pqeW5OMitTQT09
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10. The Lord hath granted his loving-kindness in the day-
time * 
and in the night-season did I sing of him, and made my 
prayer unto the God of my life. 
         
11. I will say unto the God of my strength, Why hast thou 
forgotten me * 
why go I thus heavily, while the enemy oppresseth me? 
         
12. My bones are smitten asunder as with a sword * 
while mine enemies that trouble me cast me in the teeth; 
         
13. Namely, while they say daily unto me * 
Where is now thy God? 
         
14. Why art thou so vexed, O my soul * 
 and why art thou so disquieted within me? 
         
15. O put thy trust in God * 
for I will yet thank him, which is the help of my countenance, 
and my God. 
 
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son,  
and to the Holy Ghost 
As it was in the beginning is now and ever shall be, 
world without end.  Amen 

 
(From the BCP Psalter - 1662) 

 
 First Reading: 1 Samuel 21.1-15 

  
Then came David to Nob to Ahimelech the priest: and Ahimelech was 
afraid at the meeting of David, and said unto him, ‘Why art thou 
alone, and no man with thee?’ And David said unto Ahimelech the 
priest,  
 ‘The king hath commanded me a business, and hath said unto 
me, “Let no man know any thing of the business whereabout I send 
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thee, and what I have commanded thee: and I have appointed my servants 
to such and such a place.”  Now therefore what is under thine hand? give 
me five loaves of bread in mine hand, or what there is present.’ 
 And the priest answered David, and said, ‘There is no common bread 
under mine hand, but there is hallowed bread; if the young men have kept 
themselves at least from women.’ 
 And David answered the priest, and said unto him, ‘Of a truth 
women have been kept from us about these three days, since I came out, 
and the vessels of the young men are holy, and the bread is in a manner 
common, yea, though it were sanctified this day in the vessel’. 
 So the priest gave him hallowed bread: for there was no bread there 
but the shewbread, that was taken from before the Lord, to put hot bread 
in the day when it was taken away. 
 Now a certain man of the servants of Saul was there that day, 
detained before the Lord; and his name was Doeg, an Edomite, the 
chiefest of the herdmen that belonged to Saul. And David said unto 
Ahimelech,  
 ‘And is there not here under thine hand spear or sword? for I have 
neither brought my sword nor my weapons with me, because the king’s 
business required haste.’ 
 And the priest said, ‘The sword of Goliath the Philistine, whom thou 
slewest in the valley of Elah, behold, it is here wrapped in a cloth behind 
the ephod: if thou wilt take that, take it: for there is no other save that 
here.’  
And David said, ‘There is none like that; give it me.’ And David arose and 
fled that day for fear of Saul, and went to Achish the king of Gath. And the 
servants of Achish said unto him,  
 ‘Is not this David the king of the land? did they not sing one to 
another of him in dances, saying, Saul hath slain his thousands, and David 
his ten thousands?’  And David laid up these words in his heart, and was 
sore afraid of Achish the king of Gath. 
 And he changed his behaviour before them, and feigned himself mad 
in their hands, and scrabbled on the doors of the gate, and let his spittle 
fall down upon his beard. Then said Achish unto his servants,  
 ‘Lo, ye see the man is mad: wherefore then have ye brought him to 
me? Have I need of mad men, that ye have brought this fellow to play the 
mad man in my presence? shall this fellow come into my house? ‘ 
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Second Reading: Luke 11.14-28 
 
And he was casting out a devil, and it was dumb. And it came to pass, 
when the devil was gone out, the dumb spake; and the people 
wondered. But some of them said, ‘He casteth out devils through 
Beelzebub the chief of the devils.’ And others, tempting him, sought 
of him a sign from heaven. 
 But he, knowing their thoughts, said unto them, ‘Every kingdom 
divided against itself is brought to desolation; and a house divided 
against a house falleth. If Satan also be divided against himself, how 
shall his kingdom stand? because ye say that I cast out devils through 
Beelzebub. And if I by Beelzebub cast out devils, by whom do your 
sons cast them out? therefore shall they be your judges. But if I with 
the finger of God cast out devils, no doubt the kingdom of God is 
come upon you.   
 ‘When a strong man armed keepeth his palace, his goods are in 
peace: But when a stronger than he shall come upon him, and 
overcome him, he taketh from him all his armour wherein he trusted, 
and divideth his spoils. 
 ‘He that is not with me is against me: and he that gathereth not 
with me scattereth. When the unclean spirit is gone out of a man, he 
walketh through dry places, seeking rest; and finding none, he saith, I 
will return unto my house whence I came out. And when he cometh, 
he findeth it swept and garnished. Then goeth he, and taketh to him 
seven other spirits more wicked than himself; and they enter in, and 
dwell there: and the last state of that man is worse than the first.’ 
 And it came to pass, as he spake these things, a certain woman 
of the company lifted up her voice, and said unto him, ‘Blessed is the 
womb that bare thee, and the paps which thou hast sucked.’ 
 But he said, ‘Yea rather, blessed are they that hear the word of 
God, and keep it. ‘ 
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Sunday Evening Hymns 

All my hope on God is founded; 
he doth still my trust renew. 

Me through change and chance he 
guideth 

only good, and only true. 
God unknown, he alone 

calls my heart to be his own. 
 

Human pride and earthly glory, 
sword and crown betray his trust; 

what with care and toil he buildeth, 
tow’r and temple fall to dust. 

But God’s pow’r, hour by hour, 
is my temple and my tow’r. 

 
God’s great goodness aye endureth, 
deep his wisdom passing thought; 

splendour, light and life attend him, 
beauty springeth out of naught. 

Evermore, from his store, 
new-born world rise and adore. 

 
Still from earth to God eternal 

sacrifice of praise be done, 
high above all praises praising 
for the gift of Christ his Son. 
Christ doth call one and all: 
ye who follow shall not fall. 

 
_____________________________ 
Words: Robert Bridges (1844-1930) 

Tune: Michael. Herbert Howells 
(1892-1983) 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Lord of all hopefulness, 
Lord of all joy, 

whose trust, ever childlike, 
no cares could destroy, 
be there at our waking,  

and give us, we pray, 
your bliss in our hearts Lord, 

at the end of the day. 
 

Lord of all eagerness, 
Lord of all faith, 

whose strong hands were skilled 
at the plane and the lathe, 

be there at our labours 
and give us, we pray, 

your strength in our hearts, Lord 
at the noon of the day. 

 
Lord of all kindliness, 

Lord of all grace, 
your hands swift to welcome, 

your arms to embrace, 
be there at our homing, 

and give us we pray, 
your love in our hearts, Lord, 

at the eve of the day. 
 

Lord of all gentleness,  
Lord of all calm, 

whose voice is contentment, 
whose presence is balm, 
be there at our sleeping, 

and give us we pray, 
your peace in our hearts, Lord, 

at the end of the day. 
____________________________ 

Words: Jan Struther (1901-1953) 
Music Slane. Trad. Irish Melody. 

  


