The Corona Chronicle
25 June 2020 (Volume 12)
A Special Edition of the Parish News
with stories and whimsy to help us through...

This week’s photo comes from a painting of the church
by Shirley Copper (or Caunter as she was at the time of
painting). Gorgeous!

Does anyone remember the Kevin Costner movie, ‘Field of
Dreams’? It contains the promise “If you build it, they will
come”. Well, that has certainly been the case for the Corona
Chronicle! Welcome to another edition which is stuffed full
of diverting, interesting, witty articles from a fantasticallywide range of contributors! Enjoy...and keep on sending stuff
in to tomkennar@gmail.com!
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Service & Events
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 28 for prayer
by our Prayer Ministry
Team
The Recently
Departed
Roger Bryant
Betty Harbert
Mary Clarke
Peggy Abbot
Anniversaries of
Departed
25th Hugh Elliott
28th Ben Duffin
29th Peter Blitz

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 26 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.
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Boris does it again!
FROM CANON TOM: Bless him. I have every sympathy for any prime
minister who has to cope with such a crisis as we are currently living
through. I would not be in his shoes for all the chocolate in a Thortons
shop. Nevertheless, allowing for the stress of his position, he does have
a frustrating habit of announcing major changes to the COVID-status of
churches (and other places of worship) without, apparently, having
consulted with any of the members of the Places of Worship Reference
Group (Bishops and other senior leaders). It seems they therefore lack
the opportunity to prepare the guidance they will need to send out to all
local church leaders at the time of the announcement. The result is that
after one of our esteemed leader’s utterances, a mad scramble takes
place in Diocesan offices up and down the land, and new guidance is
hurriedly drawn up to be dispatched to anxious clergy and PCCs. Such
guidance is inevitably lacking in some respects, so a subsequent cascade
of amendments arrives over the coming days.
This is all by way of saying (in answer to inevitable questions from
anxious parishioners) that at the time of writing, it is very difficult to say
with any certainty whether or not St Faith’s will open for public worship
on July 5th. We still have much to consider, despite the Government’s
permission to open. Such considerations include how to limit the number
of attendees (should we really turn people away at the door? A booking
system perhaps?). Do we really want to meet without singing (or is it
better to continue with live-streamed services which can include
hymns)? In view of the advice of many scientists, including the retired
Chief Scientific Officer to the Government, Sir David King, is it just too
soon in the pandemic to consider opening the church? Would we be
putting our mainly elderly congregation at risk? And then there’s all the
practical questions about PPE (should the minister wear a face-mask?
What about attendees?)
In short, I am personally erring on the side of extreme caution, and
I am grateful to our Standing Committee who share my view. I will,
however, update you all on our thinking next week. In the meantime,
please be assured of my continuing prayers for all the members and
friends of St Faith’s.
Canon Tom
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The Miracle
The following story was submitted by Chris Elmes, who is married to Peter.
She says that miracles might not always happen as a ‘zap’ from God.
Sometimes, just being in the right place at the right time can be miraculous
too...
FROM CHRIS ELMES: “Happy Birthday Dad, and may there be many more”
said David, lifting his wine glass towards his father. The twelve other
people sitting around the table lifted their glasses and a chorus of Happy
Birthday rang out. It was a family tradition for the whole family to gather
together to celebrate Donald’s birthday, and this was often the only time
during the year that everyone was able to get together.
Donald responded by lifting his glass and looking in the direction of
his older sister said “To Sandra, without whom I would not be here.”
“May I ask why, Donald? What did Sandra do?” asked the latest
addition to the family, his most recent daughter-in-law, fascinated by such
an odd toast. Although most of the others already knew what had
happened so many years ago, Donald took a deep breath and began to tell
his story.
“It was all a very long time ago now, but I’ve never forgotten the debt
I owe my sister. When I was a young child there was no National Health
Service and if you needed medical help you had to pay for it or pay into a
medical club that would pay the bill for you. Straight after the war, money
was very short and my father had had no luck in finding a proper job so his
payments to the medical club had lapsed. It was just after my sixth
birthday when I became ill” he went on, staring into space as if he could
see his childhood home in front of him.
After a brief pause he continued with his story. No-one had known
what was wrong with him, and old Doctor Field had visited every day for a
whole week with very little chance of ever getting paid. He had been
unable to stop the constant headache, vomiting, dizziness and loss of
vision. In desperation Donald’s sister Sandra, who was two years older,
went to her secret box hidden under the broken floor board in the scullery
and counted out all the money she had been able to squirrel away. She
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had been collecting and returning empty bottles and used glass jars for
some months, as well as collecting any old rags she could find and selling
them to the rag and bone man. She had also run errands for neighbours
and the local shopkeepers, who would sometimes reward her by giving her
a penny. By dint of her own hard work she had so far been able to save
the grand total of three shillings and four pence.
After carefully counting the money, and recounting it to be
absolutely sure how much she had, Sandra had wrapped it all in her
handkerchief, which she held tightly in her hand. Taking the money, she
had slipped out of the house and hurried directly to the Doctor’s house.
She had seen that the front door with its huge brass knocker was open and
she had marched inside without allowing herself to be frightened.
The Doctor had stared at her in absolute astonishment. “What on
earth do you mean by walking in here? Get out.”
“I can’t go yet, I need a miracle.”
“Frankly, I don’t care what you need. I’m very busy indeed and am
talking to a colleague and I want you to leave now. Do you understand
me?”
“I’m sorry Doctor Field, but I just can’t go until you listen to me. I
need a miracle and I don’t know how much they cost. I’ve brought all my
money that I’ve been saving for ages, and I need to know if it’s enough.”
The stranger who had been talking to Doctor Field smiled at Sandra,
bent down and spoke to her. “Why do you need a miracle, my dear?”
“Well, my little brother is very sick with something wrong inside his
head. Doctor came and saw him today and he told my Dad we would need
a miracle to make Donald better. I’ve got my money and I want to get him
a miracle, because my Mum is crying all the time and I want things to be
right again” she explained in a rush.
“How much money have you got?”
“Three shillings and four pence.”
Taking the money from her hand he had replied “How very lucky.
That is exactly how much a miracle costs. I’ll come with you and talk to
your Mummy and we’ll see if we can’t make your brother feel better.”
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Doctor Field’s mouth had dropped open. “You can’t rush off
and interfere in one of my cases, Tim. It’s madness. They just
haven’t got the money to pay for my basic care let alone for surgery,
and I’m not even sure what’s wrong with the lad, although I suspect a
brain tumour.”
“I can interfere and I will Richard. This little girl is prepared to
give me all she has to save her brother. It’s just lucky that I should be
here when she arrived and that, as a surgeon, I can probably help.
She has faith, and so should you.”
True to his word, the strange Doctor had gone home with
Sandra. After explaining his presence to her very flustered mother,
he examined Donald and by pulling a few strings was able to arrange
to get him in to hospital where he operated the following day. In less
than a week, it was obvious to everyone that Donald was getting
better and he was soon ready to go home.
Many weeks later, when Donald was well on the way to being
his old self, his mother was talking to a neighbour about everything
that had happened. “It was really strange, that posh doctor just
turning up out of the blue with our Sandra. I dread to think what it
would have cost us if we’d had to pay for a miracle like that.”
Sandra smiled to herself. She knew exactly what a miracle cost.
It was three shillings and four pence.
____________________________________
Chris Elmes is a voracious reader, and she says that almost anything is
grist to her mill – “fiction, tripe as well as literature; and non fiction;
often historical, poetry, biographies and so on”. Lockdown has
provided another 12 weeks (so far!) of additional reading time and
she recently found herself reflecting with a friend about how their
brains are full of ‘stuff’ that we have accumulated over the past 72
years. The poem, on the next page, also by Chris, grew out of that
conversation.
More of Chris’ writing and thinking can be found on her blogpage, ‘Random Ramblings’ at https://chriselmes2.wordpress.com/
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Book Knowledge
By Chris Elmes
I’d feel at home in an American courtroom
Because I know how the jury is picked,
I know how to design a Cathedral from scratch
With a sand-tray, some rope and a stick.
I know how a wolf pack shares food
And organises, by status, its life,
And I know how to clear dirty water
Using leaves, some sticks and a knife.
I know that horses came to Egypt
Brought by the Hyksos invaders,
And I know of their gods and goddesses
That they later forced on their neighbours.
I’ve felt sorrow and joy in some measure
And known pleasure and pain in their time,
I’ve fallen in love with men of all types
Kings and Paupers, all have been mine.
I’ve waited with Scarlett for Rhett,
And learned the laws of robotics,
I’ve learned the tricks of an underground cop,
As he joins in the hunt for narcotics.
All of this wonderful knowledge
Is still waiting there in my brain
As week follows week I wonder
When shall I ever need it again.
I didn’t set out to learn facts
That was never intended
It all just arrived in my head
As each of my books was ended!
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The Uninvited Visitor
MARION PORTER has kindly submitted this poem to the Chronicle.
It’s a true story, of an event that happened a few years ago. As she told
the Rector, “I know, ‘cos I was there!”

THE UNINVITED VISITOR
Midsummer Day – June 24
A bird flew in our kitchen door.
He sat upon a cupboard top
And seemed as though he’d like to stop.
Now, we’re not good with feathered things,
Don’t like the flapping of their wings;
We love to see them in the garden
But not indoors: we beg your pardon.
So, what to do we did not know.
We wished that little bird would go
Back through the door out in the sun,
Off to find his Dad and Mum.
Man of the house picked up the broom;
He’d gently shoo him from the room,
But every time he neared the pest
He’d find another place to rest.
From curtain pole to top of door,
The boiler next, then round once more
And as he flew around and round
Little feathers fluttered down....
Upon the work tops and the floor
And I’m afraid that was not all!
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Yours truly took a turn to see
If she could set the captive free.
More windows now were opened wide
Enticing him to fly outside;
He was a youngster after all,
I think he heard his mother’s call
For suddenly he saw the way
And out he went into the day.
Then out came Dettox, cloths and mop.
The cupboards, floor and each worktop
Were disinfected with great zest,
Removing traces of our guest.
Our small friend’s visit had a meaning.
A little late, we’ve been spring cleaning.
So thanks for flying through our door;
The kitchen’s cleaner than e’er before.

An added bonus from
the paint-brush
of Shirley Copper.
Perhaps the bird of
Marion’s poem flew
to this summery place
after having been seen
off by the Porters?
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A Prayer from Father Tony
Father Tony Kemp, a retired priest, lives on Hayling Island, but has
sometimes spent time worshipping at St Faith’s. In response to the
Rector’s sermon on Sunday (which can be read by clicking here ) Tony
has submitted this powerful and thought-provoking prayer….
Prayer for the marginalised
Lord, we pray for those who are marginalised in our society;
For all your children, regardless of age colour, creed,
sexuality and life style;
We repent of our discriminatory attitudes
towards those deemed to be different;
Repenting of our judgemental stance
towards those we perceive as deviant;
Those driven by our hostility to the fringes of society;
Those who struggle with the resultant lack of identity;
Burdened with feelings of unworthiness and low self esteem.

We pray for those who feel unworthy
to come under the roof of the Church;
And repent of our Pharisaic stance towards the stranger.
We pray with sorrow for those who feel abandoned by your church;
Those who feel unwelcome and banished from its doors;
Convict us, O Lord, for our silent complicity
in the harassment of the ostracised;
Complicit by our silence and lack of support for the isolated;
Forgive us as we pass by on the other side;
Where you, Jesus, are to be found ministering
and binding up the wounds of our victims.
Show us, good Lord, how to open our arms wide
to love those whom the world despises;
Lord, whose love for all your people took you all the way to the cross;
Help us to live out our calling to love them all as you love us.
Amen.
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Life after delivery?
Our prayer-ministry team member, Peter Allman, offers this modern
parable…
In a mother’s womb were two babies. One asked the other, “Do you
believe in life after delivery?”. The other replied, “Why, of course.
There has to be something after delivery. Maybe we are here to
prepare ourselves for what we will be later.”
“Nonsense,” said the first. “There is no life after delivery. What
kind of life would that be?”
The second said, “I don’t know, but there will be more light than
here. Maybe we will walk with our legs and eat from our mouths.
Maybe we will have other senses that we can’t understand now.”
The first replied, “That’s absurd. Walking is impossible. And
eating with our mouths? Ridiculous! The umbilical cord supplies
nutrition and everything we need. But the umbilical cord is so short.
Life after delivery is to be logically excluded.”
The second insisted, “Well, I think there is something and maybe
it’s different than it is here. Maybe we won’t need this physical cord
anymore.”
The first replied, “Nonsense. And moreover if there is life, then
why has no one ever come back from there? Delivery is the end of life,
and in the after-delivery there is nothing but darkness and silence and
oblivion. It takes us nowhere.”
“Well, I don’t know,” said the second, “but certainly we will meet
Mother and she will take care of us.”
The first replied, “Mother? You actually believe in Mother?
That’s laughable. If Mother exists then where is She now?”
The second said, “She is all around us. We are surrounded by her.
We are of Her. It is in Her that we live. Without Her this world would
not and could not exist.”
Said the first: “Well I don’t see Her, so it is only logical that She
doesn’t exist.”
To which the second replied, “Sometimes, when you’re in silence
and you focus and listen, you can perceive Her presence, and you can
hear her living voice, calling down from above”
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Never ignore our history!
Further to last week’s stimulating article on ‘Slavery and St Faith’s’
HILARY DEADMAN offers this supplementary thought...
FROM HILARY DEADMAN: The American novelist Robert Heinlein
said ‘A generation which ignores history… has no part in the future’ .
In St Faith’s Church through the ages there have been many faithful
people who have recorded the past for future generations.. Who
has read Charles Longcroft’s ‘Hundred of Bosmere’? Published first
in 1857, it is a fascinating, detailed book on the history of the area. It
includes a large section about St Faith’s Church. Some of his
arguments are not backed up from primary sources, such as
suggesting that St Faith’s was once named St Barnabas’ Church.
Neither does he include any index of his sources of information.
However a great deal can be learned from this comprehensive book.
In recent years our Church has had its own dedicated historians.
Many long standing church members will remember Roger Bryant
(about whose death we heard sadly this week. Ed) who wrote articles
regularly in the parish magazine about many historical topics
including the dignitaries memorialised in the Church. Before him was
Ray Hawkins who was a major contributor to the church guide which
is still available today.
Over the past five years the Church Recorders of the Arts Society
Portsdown have been (and will continue to do so after lockdown)
making a complete record of everything in the church building. This
has been a mammoth task and last week’s article on slavery
contained some of the research which Jenny Stewart and Pamela
Davies, two of the members of the team, have contributed to the
effort.
Thanks must go to everyone of previous times and of the present,
who has given time and expertise to preserve the story of the past of
our historic building for future generations.
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Storms….
The following words, and the accompanying photograph, were
submitted by a member of our lovely Monday Club, who wrote them
when going through a storm in their own life. Do these thoughts
resonate with you…?
Storms.
We all go through storms in our lives and none of us escape them.

You’re in a boat.
Rain is pouring down.
The sea is rough, thunder deafening and lightening blinding.
Yet you’re in the boat.
You’re bailing out the sea. You’re soaked through.
You’re cold and the wind is bitter.
You’re longing for calm waters and the warmth of the sun,
yet you’re hanging-in there. You’re still bailing out water.
Yet faith, hope, love still remains
and you’re longing for the joy of calm, still waters.
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Sandra flies the flag!
The Union Flag
FROM SANDRA HAGGAN:
I am often asked what I have
been doing over the last few
weeks. Well, one of things I do
is to put up the Union flag at
church.
June has been a particularly
busy month and I seem to
have been up and down to the
roof of the tower many times.
I am very patriotic and I like us
to be flying the Union flag
whenever we can.
When I was at work at ‘The
Shop’ (U-Need-Us - sorry I
always refer to it as The Shop)
I used to dress a window for many of these occasions. I remember I did a
special window for the Queen’s 90th birthday. We took some photos
and sent them off to Buckingham Palace - and it was very exciting to get
a reply. It must be in the family, because when my grandfather started
the shop, there was always a Union flag flying outside. Then, when we
moved to the new shop in 1960, we had a flag pole to do the same thing.
Of course the most important thing is to put it up the right way……….
Last month I gave our Union flag a treat and took it home to give it a
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wash, it had had a problem with some pigeons! It was lovely to see it
on my washing line (the right way of course!).
Anyway back to this month...
Monday 1st June was the 80th anniversary of the sinking of HMS
Havant.
Tuesday 2nd June was the anniversary of HM the Queen’s
coronation 67 years ago in 1953.
(I had a dilemma here, I feel very strongly that flags should not be left
up overnight but after consultation with a friend, I left it up between
the 1st and 2nd. I hope you won’t tell anyone!)
Wednesday 10th June was the Duke of Edinburgh’s 99th birthday.
Saturday 13th June was the Queen’s official birthday; it was low key
event this year but we still needed to put up the flag.
This coming Saturday 27th June is Armed Forces Day, it is very
important to show our support for our armed forces.
We have to be mindful of our friend Health and Safety these days. So
I send our Tower Captain (Bill Skilleter) a text when I am going up to
the roof and then again when I am down!
There are some lovely views from the tower and I keep meaning to
take my binoculars. But I never think about it until I am up there!
It’s such a sight to see the Union flag flying from the church, definitely
worth the climb up and down the stairs!
Sandra Haggan.
(Sandra is normally employed as our Lay Pastor, though is currently
on furlough. However she is also a licensed non-stipendiary Reader,
and long-time church member. which has enabled her to carry-out
some volunteer duties throughout the lockdown.)
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Politically-Correct Bible
The tale of the negative-attention-getting-son
Our friend Vera, a member of the Havant United Reformed Churhc, has
kindly submitted this wry parable, written by the very productive author
known as ‘Anon’. Whilst it should be read with our tongues stuffed into
our cheeks, it also reminds us that all language is heavily-weighted with
meaning, and with the assumptions we bring. How many of us, for
example, routinely address God as ‘Father’ while forgetting that God
made human beings ‘in his image’ as both male and female? Ed.
There once was a father who had two sons. He also had a significant
other who is not part of this story, but should be mentioned out of
respect for equality among the sexes.
One day, the younger son, who was seeking self- fulfilment through
independence, said to his father, "Father, give me my share of the
inheritance that is due me." In making this demand, the younger son
displayed an entitlement mentality and showed disrespect toward his
father. He was telling the father, in effect, "Since you don't have the
courtesy to die now, I want my money anyway."
Now the father, being co-dependent, wanted very much to please
his son. He gave his son the inheritance justifying this by thinking,
"Perhaps he will save the money, get a good job, and lead a morally
responsible lifestyle." Of course, the father was deceiving himself, for his
son did no such thing. Instead, his son packed up his material possessions
and travelled to a distant country, as far from his father's home as
possible. There, he consorted with waged sex workers and other persons
of questionable morals. To make matters worse, he became a negative
saver. In other words, he greatly underachieved. This behaviour, while self
-defeating, was understandable since the son had been raised by a
permissive father and an overprotective mother.
He soon ran out of money and was forced to get a job for the first
time in his life, for his enabler was no longer present. Because there was a
famine in that country, the only job he could find was as a companion of
pigs. He was so hungry that he would have eaten the pods he fed the pigs,
but refrained from doing so because they looked as if they had been
irradiated.
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One day he came to his senses, saying, "My father's waged workers
have plenty to eat, but I am dying of hunger. I will go back and say to my
father, “Father, I have not lived to my fullest potential and am now
economically disadvantaged. Treat me as one of your waged workers and I
won't make any more financial demands on you.”
The son rehearsed this speech over and over on his way home, until
he had it memorized. When he turned down the road leading to his father's
home, his father saw him. He had been watching that road ever since the
son left, a symptom of his co-dependency.
The father ran out to meet the son. The son, expecting verbal and
physical abuse, stopped and waited to be corrected. To his surprise, the
father threw his arms around him in a bear hug and kissed him. The son,
despite worries about the possibility of germ transmission, accepted these
gestures as signs of affection.
The son began quoting the speech he had memorized, but the father
cut him off midsentence. The father said to his enslaved workers, "Quickly,
bring out my best designer robe and
put it on my son. Then bring my college
ring and put it on his finger and my
broken-in sandals and put them on his
feet. He will be treated not as a
barefoot enslaved person, but as my
offspring."
The son, stunned at this turn of
events, wasn't sure what to make of
this. It seemed to him as though he
was
being rewarded for
his
irresponsible behaviour. However, he
quickly repressed these feelings of
ambivalence and gratefully accepted
his father's inability to discipline him.
Then the father said to another
enslaved person, "Get the weightchallenged calf and murder it. Tonight
we are going to enjoy the scorched
carcass of a voiceless victim! What else Rembrandt’s take on the same story….
can we do but celebrate? My son was
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non-living and is now alive, he was dislocated and is now located!" Now
the chronologically-advantaged son was in the field exploiting the land
when the sounds of the party drifted out to him. As he walked toward the
house, he thought it strange to hear sounds of music and dancing at three
in the afternoon. He found an enslaved person standing outside the house
and asked him what was going on.
He replied, "Your father has murdered the weight-challenged calf
and thrown a party for your brother because he has returned safely."
Hearing this, the son became patience-impaired. He refused to go in to
the party.
Instead, he sulked and fumed like a pre-adult. Then his father came
out and pleaded with him to come in to the party. But the son answered,
"Stop this rescuing behaviour! For all these years I have been exploited
like one of your enslaved persons. I have been obedient and morally
responsible. Yet, you have never given me a scorched animal carcass so
that I might party with my friends. But, when this negative-attentiongetting son of yours comes home, after wasting your money on waged sex
workers, you throw him a party! That's the most dysfunctional, codependent act I've ever heard of."
Then the father said to him, "I'm aware of my condition. I was
victimized by a sobriety-deprived parent. I want you to know you will
always be my morally responsible son. All that I have I share coequally
with you. But, please, walk a mile in my sandals. I had to celebrate your
brother's homecoming, for he was non-living and is alive; he was
dislocated and is now located."
The chronologically gifted son immediately made an appointment
for his father with a therapist specializing in co-dependency.

A further thought to fill a gap on the page(!): It is often said that this story
should not be called ‘The Prodigal Son’ but rather ‘The Forgiving Father’.
It is not the details of the son’s depravity which really matter, but the
extent to which God forgives his wayward son, and welcomes him back
into the family. Jesus told us this parable to help us all realise that
however we have failed to live up to God’s standards, God always holds
out the arms of welcome for anyone who says ‘I’ve messed up. Please
help me. Let me come home.’
Canon Tom
18

Rex Recalls...
Every good choir needs a Welshman - and ours is Rex Plowman. Partly in
response to some of the other wonderful life-stories that we’ve been
publishing in the Corona Chronicle, Rex has offered this little salutary tale
from his RAF days...
Typhoon Wanda - Hong Kong 1962
I had been serving in the RAF since
late 1959 and was part way through
my Far East tour at RAF Seletar,
Singapore
followed
by
my
detachment to RAF Kai Tak in Hong
Kong. So, it was by August of 1962
that I was enjoying a normal,
carefree and happy life, reflected in
the Forces’ popular recruitment
slogan, “Plenty of opportunity for
sport and travel”
However, because of its
geography, there were very few
places to travel on leave from Hong
Kong. Japan, like Singapore, was some 1500m miles away. It was therefore
decided by the Far East Air Force HQ that it would be a good idea to
establish a small Recreation Site on one of the hundreds of islands
surrounding the Colony. A small Island was chosen within Silvermine Bay,
located to the North East of Kowloon which was an extremely popular
recreational area for many of the people who lived in the Colony.
I was delegated to recruit eight volunteer Airmen for this new
initiative. My C.O. was to organise not only the setup, but the date for the
first week’s visit. By late August we had transported all the necessary
camping equipment to establish the site on the Island by the way of several
trips in the RAF Air Sea Rescue Launch. To encourage the lads, I was first to
put my name forward and indeed seven others signed up to join me.
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It had been decided that the expedition would depart on the morning
of Thursday 30st. August. Way out in the Pacific Ocean on Tuesday
August 28th, a tropical cyclone had been forming some 700 miles to
the north east of the Philippines. It was designated Tropical
Depression No.59. Not too much notice was taken as tropical storms
are normally quite erratic in their directional course. However, No. 59
was already heading in a North Westerly direction and it was the
Typhoon season.
That evening, on Wednesday 29th at RAF Kai Tak, I was
scheduled to play in a Combined Services hockey team against Hong
Kong before their departure for the Asian Games in Djakarta. As luck
may have it, or indeed not, within ten minutes or so of the game
having started I turned an ankle, tearing ligaments which put me in
hospital. I was returned to the Station later that evening with my right
leg in plaster. I was particularly saddened by my injury, because now
I could not accompany my pal Jimmy Campbell to the Island, with
whom I played both rugby and golf.
The following morning, Thursday 30th, was the day of
departure for the boys to their Island resort but, sadly, without me.
By chance I had found an Airman who worked in the Photographic
Section and had just arrived in Hong Kong, having taken no
embarkation leave prior to flying out from UK. He was delighted to
take my place.
So, although the Cyclone, now named Typhoon Wanda, was still
heading in a Northerly direction, the decision was taken by the C.O.
that they could sail to their Island on the original date. They arrived
safely on the powerful RAF Air Sea rescue launch at their newly
tented area late that afternoon to enjoy the beginning of their week’s
R&R (rest and recuperation).
Initially the winds were very weak as the tropical cyclone
continued to follow a Northerly track, slowly growing in intensity but
now heading towards Taiwan. On Friday 31st August whilst
approaching South Eastern China, winds were recorded at 110mph.
However, now veering to a North Westerly direction, Typhoon Wanda
weakened a little before making landfall some 12 hours later on Hong
Kong at 8.00am on Saturday September 1st. As the storm intensified
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some 10.5 inches of rain fell and the highest wind speed recorded at
161mph. The Typhoon moved inshore during the daily high tide resulting
in an exceptional storm surge of 17 feet.
At about 10.00am, the eye of the storm passed directly overhead.
To look up into the clear sky amid such mayhem was quite
extraordinary. There now followed a ten-minute eerie lull of no wind
and a raging sea. Rain hid most of the harbour where ships were
blowing horns as they tried to go about prior to the winds lashing back
in the opposite direction after a 10-minute lull. The rain fell horizontally.
Cars were being blown away like the scattering of confetti. Trees were
uprooted, plucked like weeds from a garden. At the quayside, a lighter*
had broken its moorings and spilled out dozens of empty 50-gallon
drums which with the help of the gale force winds raced down the
runway at about 60mph before crashing into the Airfield’s perimeter
fence. Strong winds destroyed many vessels including a 10,000-ton
freighter which had its bows settled upon a railway embankment nearly
blocking the line.
By late that Saturday afternoon the RAF Mountain Rescue Team
were on board the Air Sea rescue launch powering out in heavy seas
towards the Island. The prospect for the safety of those Airmen on the
Island was bleak. And so it proved to be, because they were eventually
found dead, all huddled together sheltering in a derelict old building
which had collapsed when it was hit by the huge tidal surge. The tented
camp was nowhere to be seen.
Personally, it was an early experience of losing friends tinged with
a guilt which will forever live with me. Especially for the young Airman
who took my place. We were all in our 20’s.
Records show that 434 souls were lost on that unforgettable day
together with 72,000 poor people who became homeless in Hong Kong.
Since that traumatic experience I have often been reminded of the
Chinese proverb, “Keep facing the sun and let the shadows fall behind”.
A poignant reminder of our fate in life over which we have no control.
Rex Plowman. June 2020
* A ‘lighter’ is a flat-bottomed barge. Ed.
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What is it???
Sybil Laird grabbed this picture from a
recent edition of the Guardian
newspaper.
She
says,
“Is
it
a
lectern?
Probably a pulpit, the size of St Paul’s.
Beware of reading a lesson /
intercessions / preaching from it...
for it is a young peregrine falcon perched
on a filial in Cambridge. What a photo”!

And Father Frank, who is clearly
looking forward to a pub-pint as
much as the Rector, has sent this
photo for your appreciation….
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Coronavirus updates

RECTOR’S DISCRETIONARY FUND
NEWS
The Discretionary Fund has built up
a small surplus thanks to the
generosity
of
so
many
parishioners. We are therefore
making a donation of £1,000 to the
Beacon Foodbank in the coming
days. Thank you all for your care
for the less-fortunate in our
community!

OPENING THE CHURCH & SHOP? Our target date is 5th July - subject to
local infection rates & effective safety measures.
DO YOU NEED PRAYER? Don’t forget that our Prayer Ministry Team is
very willing to hold you specifically in their prayers. 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.
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Scribblings of Tom Kennar…
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’.
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DONATIONS UPDATE
Thank you!
We are aiming to release some staff from furlough this
month, while work to re-open our buildings and reestablish 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).
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Hymns & Readings - Sunday 28 June (Tr.3)
Live on our Facebook Page from 9.26am
Praise to the Lord, the Almighty,
the King of creation!
O my soul, praise him,
for he is thy health and salvation.
All ye who hear,
now to his temple draw near;
joining in glad adoration.

1. 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.

2. Praise to the Lord, who o’er all things
so wondrously reigneth,
shieldeth thee gently from harm
or when fainting sustaineth:
Hast thou not seen
how thy heart’s wishes have been
granted in what he ordaineth?

2. 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.
3. 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 worlds rise and adore.

3. Praise to the Lord, who doth prosper
thy work and defend thee;
surely his goodness and mercy
shall daily attend thee.
Ponder anew
what the Almighty can do,
if to the end he befriend thee.

4. 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.
__________________________

4. Praise to the Lord,
O let all that is in us adore him!
All that hath life and breath,
come now with praises before him.
Let the ‘Amen’
sound from his people again,
gladly for ay we adore him.

Hymn (19)
Words: Paraphrased by Robert Bridges (1844-1930)
based on Meine Hoffnung Stehet Feste
by Joachim Neander (1650-1680)
Tune: MICHAEL : Herbert Howells (1892-1985)

________________________
Hymn: (573)
Words: Joachin Neander (1650-1680)
Tune: LOBE DEN HERREN: From Praxis Pietatis Melica (1668)
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The Collect of the Day:
Almighty God, you have broken the tyranny of sin
and have sent the Spirit of your Son into our hearts
whereby we call you Father:
give us grace to dedicate our freedom to your service,
that we and all creation may be brought to the glorious liberty
of the children of God;
through Jesus Christ your Son our Lord,
who is alive and reigns with you,
in the unity of the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever
First Reading: Jeremiah 28. 5-9
Then the prophet Jeremiah spoke to the prophet Hananiah in the
presence of the priests and all the people who were standing in the
house of the Lord; and the prophet Jeremiah said, ‘Amen! May
the Lord do so; may the Lord fulfil the words that you have prophesied,
and bring back to this place from Babylon the vessels of the house of
the Lord, and all the exiles.
But listen now to this word that I speak in your hearing and in the
hearing of all the people. The prophets who preceded you and me from
ancient times prophesied war, famine, and pestilence against many
countries and great kingdoms. As for the prophet who prophesies
peace, when the word of that prophet comes true, then it will be known
that the Lord has truly sent the prophet.’
Gospel: Matthew 10.40-42

‘Whoever welcomes you welcomes me, and whoever welcomes me
welcomes the one who sent me. Whoever welcomes a prophet in the
name of a prophet will receive a prophet’s reward; and whoever
welcomes a righteous person in the name of a righteous person will
receive the reward of the righteous; and whoever gives even a cup of
cold water to one of these little ones in the name of a disciple—truly I
tell you, none of these will lose their reward.’
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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

First Hymn:
Words: John Henry Newman (1801-1890)
Tune: SANDON, Charles Henry Purday (1799-1885)

1. Lead, kindly night,
amid th’encircling gloom.
lead thou me on;
the night is dark,
and I am far from home,
lead thou me on.
Keep thou my feet;
I do not ask to see
the distant scene;
one step enough for me.

lead thou me on.
I loved the garish day,
and, spite of fears,
pride ruled my will;
remember not past years.
3. So long thy pow’r
hath blest me, sure it still
will lead me on,
o’er moor and fen,
o’er crag and torrent, till
the night is gone;
and with the morn
those angel faces smile,
which I have loved long since,
and lost awhile.

2. I was not ever thus,
nor prayed that thou
should’st lead me on;
I loved to choose
and see my path; but now

Psalms 66 & 67
1. Be joyful in God, all the earth;
sing the glory of his name;
sing the glory of his praise.
2 Say to God, ‘How awesome are your deeds!
Because of your great strength
your enemies shall bow before you.
3 ‘All the earth shall worship you,
sing to you, sing praise to your name.’
4 Come now and behold the works of God,
how wonderful he is in his dealings with humankind.
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5 He turned the sea into dry land;
the river they passed through on foot;
there we rejoiced in him.
6 In his might he rules for ever;
his eyes keep watch over the nations;
let no rebel rise up against him.
7 Bless our God, O you peoples;
make the voice of his praise to be heard,
8 Who holds our souls in life
and suffers not our feet to slip.
9 For you, O God, have proved us;
you have tried us as silver is tried.
10 You brought us into the snare;
you laid heavy burdens upon our backs.
11 You let enemies ride over our heads;
we went through fire and water;
but you brought us out into a place of liberty.
12 I will come into your house with burnt offerings
and will pay you my vows,
which my lips uttered
and my mouth promised when I was in trouble.
13 I will offer you fat burnt sacrifices
with the smoke of rams;
I will sacrifice oxen and goats.
14 Come and listen, all you who fear God,
and I will tell you what he has done for my soul.
15 I called out to him with my mouth
and his praise was on my tongue.
16 If I had nursed evil in my heart,
the Lord would not have heard me,
17 But in truth God has heard me;
he has heeded the voice of my prayer.
18 Blessed be God, who has not rejected my prayer,
nor withheld his loving mercy from me.
Psalm 67
1 God be gracious to us and bless us
and make his face to shine upon us,
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2 That your way may be known upon earth,
your saving power among all nations.
3 Let the peoples praise you, O God;
let all the peoples praise you.
4 O let the nations rejoice and be glad,
for you will judge the peoples righteously
and govern the nations upon earth.
5 Let the peoples praise you, O God;
let all the peoples praise you.
6 Then shall the earth bring forth her increase,
and God, our own God, will bless us.
7 God will bless us,
and all the ends of the earth shall fear him.
Glory be to the Father and to the Son and the Holy Ghost
As it was in the beginning is now and ever shall be,
world without end. Amen
First Reading: Ezekiel 3.4-11
He said to me: Mortal, go to the house of Israel and speak my very
words to them. For you are not sent to a people of obscure speech and
difficult language, but to the house of Israel— not to many peoples of
obscure speech and difficult language, whose words you cannot
understand. Surely, if I sent you to them, they would listen to you.
But the house of Israel will not listen to you, for they are not willing
to listen to me; because all the house of Israel have a hard forehead and a
stubborn heart. See, I have made your face hard against their faces, and
your forehead hard against their foreheads. Like the hardest stone, harder
than flint, I have made your forehead; do not fear them or be dismayed at
their looks, for they are a rebellious house.
He said to me: Mortal, all my words that I shall speak to you receive
in your heart and hear with your ears; then go to the exiles, to your
people, and speak to them. Say to them, ‘Thus says the Lord God’; whether
they hear or refuse to hear.
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Second Reading: Galatians 1.13 - 2.10
You have heard, no doubt, of my earlier life in Judaism. I was
violently persecuting the church of God and was trying to destroy it. I
advanced in Judaism beyond many among my people of the same
age, for I was far more zealous for the traditions of my ancestors. But
when God, who had set me apart before I was born and called me
through his grace, was pleased 16to reveal his Son to me, so that I
might proclaim him among the Gentiles, I did not confer with any
human being, nor did I go up to Jerusalem to those who were already
apostles before me, but I went away at once into Arabia, and
afterwards I returned to Damascus.
Then after three years I did go up to Jerusalem to visit Cephas
and stayed with him for fifteen days; but I did not see any other
apostle except James the Lord’s brother. In what I am writing to you,
before God, I do not lie!
Then I went into the regions of Syria and Cilicia, and I was still
unknown by sight to the churches of Judea that are in Christ; they
only heard it said, ‘The one who formerly was persecuting us is now
proclaiming the faith he once tried to destroy.’ And they glorified God
because of me.
Then after fourteen years I went up again to Jerusalem with
Barnabas, taking Titus along with me. I went up in response to a
revelation. Then I laid before them (though only in a private meeting
with the acknowledged leaders) the gospel that I proclaim among the
Gentiles, in order to make sure that I was not running, or had not run,
in vain. But even Titus, who was with me, was not compelled to be
circumcised, though he was a Greek.
But because of false believers secretly brought in, who slipped
in to spy on the freedom we have in Christ Jesus, so that they might
enslave us— we did not submit to them even for a moment, so that
the truth of the gospel might always remain with you. And from
those who were supposed to be acknowledged leaders (what they
actually were makes no difference to me; God shows no partiality)—
those leaders contributed nothing to me.
On the contrary, when they saw that I had been entrusted with
the gospel for the uncircumcised, just as Peter had been entrusted
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with the gospel for the circumcised (for he who worked through Peter
making him an apostle to the circumcised also worked through me in
sending me to the Gentiles), and when James and Cephas and John, who
were acknowledged pillars, recognized the grace that had been given to
me, they gave to Barnabas and me the right hand of fellowship, agreeing
that we should go to the Gentiles and they to the circumcised.
They asked only one thing, that we remember the poor, which was
actually what I was eager to do.
Final Hymn:
Words: Edward John Hopkins (1818-1901)
Tune: ELLERS, John Ellerton (1826-1893)

1. Saviour again
to thy dear name we raise,
with one accord
our parting hymns of praise;
we stand to bless thee
ere our worship cease;
then, lowly bending,
wait thy word of peace.

3. Grant us thy peace, Lord,
through the coming night,
turn thou for us
its darkness into light;
from harm and danger
keep thy children free,
for dark and light
are both alike to thee.

2. Grant us thy peace
upon our homeward way;
with thee began,
with thee shall end, the day;
guard thou the lips
from sin, the hearts from shame,
that in this house
have called upon thy name.

4. Grant us thy peace
throughout our earthly life,
our balm in sorrow,
and our stay in strife;
then, when thy voice
shall bid our conflict cease,
call, us, O Lord,
to thine eternal peace.
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