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   The Corona Chronicle  
23 July 2020 (Volume 16) 

 

A Special Edition of the Parish News 

with stories and whimsy to help us through... 

This photo is grabbed from the last service to have taken 

place at St Faith’s, before the Lockdown, on the 19th of 

March (which is why the Rector is shown in Lenten 

purple!)  18 weeks (and 16 Corona Chronicles) later, it’s 

our pleasure to announce that public worship will 

recommence THIS SUNDAY!  See inside for more details... 

And...we’re back! 
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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 23 for prayer 
by our Prayer Ministry 

Team 
 

The Recently 
Departed 

Ann Kirkpatrick 
Ian Normand 

(funeral 22 July) 
Roger Bryant 

 
 

Anniversaries of 
Departed  

24th Evelyn Mary 
Strugnell 

 

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 25 ONWARDS FOR THIS WEEK’S 
HYMNS AND READINGS.   

 

CATCH-UP RECORDINGS 

Our two Eucharistic services (and separate 
editions of the sermons) can be viewed at your 
leisure, after about an hour.  Simply click here.   

 

We have presently suspended the ability to 
listen to audio versions of the service, via our 
website of phone line.  This is because we do 
not believe that this has proved to be a popular 
option.  Do let Canon Tom know if this 
assumption is incorrect! 

 

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/
stfaith.com/livestreamed-services/
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As we gradually restore our public worship opportunities, please kindly note 

the following guidelines: 

When and which services? 

 From this Sunday (26th July) the 9.30am service will be open to the public.  

Also the Thursday 10.30am service.  Evensong will remain on Zoom only, 

for now. 

 All services will also be livestreamed via Facebook or Zoom, precisely as 

now.  We hope this will be a continued blessing to those who are 

housebound or in vulnerable health categories. 

Planning to arrive 

 To help us to plan for safe-seating (at the Sunday service) please email 

sandrahaggan54@gmail.com or phone 023 9245 5161 by Saturday 

evening if you intend to come.  (Not necessary for the Thursday service). 

 Those who are considered clinically vulnerable (over-70 or with 

underlying health conditions) are invited to consider the personal risks 

carefully before attending. 

 Seating will be limited.  We estimate around 45 people (depending on 

how many households attend).  We advise arriving early to be safely 

seated.  Please note that if we exceed safe numbers, we may need to 

reluctantly turn folks away (and institute a booking system in the future). 

 On arrival, you will be requested to leave your details for track & trace 

purposes.  This is not mandatory.  You may choose not to do so. 

 Seating will be at 2 metres’ distancing, but members of the same 

household will be able to sit together.  Good views cannot be guaranteed. 

 We strongly recommend (but do not currently require) the wearing of a 

facemask.  Hand sanitisation will be required on entry and departure. 

Service practicalities 

 Communion (bread only) will be distributed by the Celebrant (wearing a 

face-shield and/or mask) to worshippers in their pews.  

 Singing is presently permitted by the celebrant only, as a ‘cantor’.  

Worshippers in church are currently not permitted to sing (but no-one will 

mind if you hum!). 

After the service 

 We encourage worshippers not to linger to chat after the service, except 

safely outside (in fresh air, and at 2m distance). 

 If you can, please consider donating electronically (to prevent virus 

transfer via cash).  Our contactless donation point can receive donations 

of up to £45.  Other ways to donate are available. 

Public Worship Guidelines 
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Armchair Travelling 

with Mike and Ann Edwards 

CAPE to CAPE    Look out Michael Palin! 

Mike and Ann Edwards 
are members of the 
parish of Warblington 
with Emsworth.  Many 
will know Mike as 
Havant’s premier 
photographer for many 
years.  They warmly 
invite us to share in a 
photographic and 
musical journey, via 
Zoom.   

When?   Thursday 6 August at 3pm 

How?  Via Zoom - just click here to join in, or if you prefer, log in to 
Zoom using the meeting code, 874 9376 8902  and password: 631548  

In making this invitation, Mike told us: 

“Prompted by Michael Palin’s television exploits of a few years ago, 
Around the World and others. I realised that we could do a virtual 
journey, Norway’s North Cape to Africa’s Cape of Good Hope. Ann was 
the obvious choice and I could accompany her as her personal camera 
man. The pictures were from my files of several years of various trips 
we have taken. Some cycling, some by train or boat, Flying obviously 
but less obvious by elephant, camel or donkey. We did cheat a little 
because they were often not in a straight line. However they did follow 
Latitude more or less correctly. 

Sit back and enjoy. What a journey! 

Mike & Ann Edwards “ 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/87493768902?pwd=UWRURUp3SVZwaXlad2NDUDV6YkdGZz09
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The First Word 

FROM CANON TOM: 
 
Well, that was exciting!  I’ve just 
returned from our first Mass in St 
Faith’s Church since the 19th of 
March!  I have to say that despite 
the fact that I’ve now been 
livestreaming services for four 
months, I was surprisingly 
nervous about this occasion.  Would I remember to cleanse my hands 
in the right place?  Would my more particular parishioners be 
concerned at some of the liturgical shortcuts I make (to reduce time 
overall)?  Would people at home be able to hear me?  Was I speaking 
clearly enough, and ‘annunciating all my words’ clearly, as my old 
drama teachers taught me? 
 All in all, it went pretty well.  There were a couple of technical 
hitches (not least with the flickering picture).  And it proved remarkably 
difficult to produce sound which doesn’t echo too badly off the stone 
walls of the building.  But I’m reasonably happy that we are ready to 
fling wide the doors on Sunday, to anyone brave enough to join us for a 
COVID-safe, live-streamed worshipping experience. 
  Doing anything for the first time in public can be a nerve-
wracking thing.  Just ask anyone who has read a lesson in church, or led 
the prayers for the first time!  But when it’s all over, there’s joy - at 
completing something with only a small number of (largely un-noticed) 
errors.  I can’t help but wonder how the Apostles felt, the first time 
they felt called to stand up in front of a crowd, or in front of the 
Temple Court, and tell the good news of Jesus.  I bet their palms were 
just as sweaty as the rest of us in similar situations. 
 But thanks be to God that he promises to walk with us through all 
the trials of life.  The Lord is indeed our Shepherd.  His rod and staff do 
indeed comfort us.  And he leads us beside still waters...even when 
we’re terrified out of our minds!      

Canon Tom 
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Eulogy by Canon Tom 

I am very sorry indeed that when the great 

day comes that we can re-open St Nicholas 

Chapel Langstone for public worship, the 

front pew will no longer be occupied by Ian 

Normand.  I shall miss his occasional wry 

grumble about the form of words that 

we’ve used – “not quite the King James 

Bible is it?”.  Although, I have to say that 

any such grumble was always made with a 

twinkle in his eye! 

Ian was certainly one of our ‘regulars’ at St 

Nicholas, but as is so often the case for me, 

I’ve only really begun to understand the full 

scope of his life since his passing.  From Christine, I’ve learned quite a 

few facts that I didn’t know before – not least because Ian rarely 

talked about himself, to me or (I suspect) anyone else, very much. 

But here are some of the facts I’ve gathered…  

Ian was born, 93 years ago, in Johannesburg, where his father was the 

Governor of the Fort at the time.  The family returned to England, and 

to their home in Fovant, Wiltshire, when a mandate for spoken 

Afrikaans was imposed on South Africa.  But they went back to Africa a 

few years later, and Ian found himself at a South African prep school 

from the age of 7.  Sadly, his father passed away when Ian was 15, 

which no doubt had a dramatic effect on Ian.  By that time, however, 

the family had once more returned to England, and Ian completed his 

education at Radley College in Oxfordshire.   

After Radley, Ian entered the Navy, working first as an engineer.  But 

apparently, he found engineering rather ‘too hot’, and so he started 

flying.  Thus began a life-long love, which took him to Korea (as a 

fighter pilot) and then as an experimental test pilot of some of the 

In memoriam...Ian Normand 
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newest jet fighters, like the Fairie Delta (a particular favourite).  Later, he 

worked as an instructor to other test pilots in America.  It was during his 

service in the States that Ian was awarded the Air Force Cross, for his 

distinguished service to naval aviation.  

On retiring from the Fleet Air Arm, Ian worked as an inspector of air-

crews for the Civil Aviation Authority, while he and his first wife Mary 

settled into their permanent home in Castle Avenue, Warblington.  I say 

‘permanent’, because the nature of Ian’s job over the years meant that 

they had rarely had the opportunity to put down roots.  I understand that 

such a peripatetic existence meant that three out of Ian and Mary’s four 

children were educated at boarding schools – and that they never quite 

knew where the next school holidays would be held! 

Very sadly, Mary was taken much too soon from her family, by cancer, in 

2001.  At the time, Christine barely knew Ian, although she and Mary had 

been friends through the Meals on Wheels service.  Christine reached out 

to Ian in friendship after Mary’s passing, and she and Ian began walking 

their dogs together.  Love followed, and they were married in 2002.  

After wondering for a while about which of their two houses they would 

live in, they decided to sell both.  They started afresh with a new home in 

Langstone Avenue, where they have lived ever since. 

Life in Langstone has been pleasant, with good friends and neighbours all 

around.  Until only a few years ago, Christine and Ian have enjoyed lots of 

travel opportunities together, including cruises and long drives on 

continental roads.  Ian has kept up his contacts with many of his Fleet Air 

Arm buddies, with regular meetings to swap stories and to talk about 

airplanes!  Of course, as the years have passed, so have many of Ian’s old 

friends.  But he worked hard to keep in touch with them, and also with 

their widows.  One, in particular, from America confided to Christine that 

Ian had been especially kind to her when her own husband passed.  That 

same word, ‘kind’, was used of Ian by his own best man’s widow. 

I’ve heard that word used of Ian in other contexts too.  It has been used 

of him by members of the congregation at St Nicholas, as we’ve watched 
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him wobble-off home from worship on his bicycle!  It is true that Ian 

could present to the world a sometimes gruff exterior.  I’m sure 

we’ve all heard his catch-phrase ‘Oh, that’s a lot of rubbish!’ – 

especially, I’m told when anyone tried to tell his life-story.  But like 

many of his generation, such exterior ‘hardness’ often belies a much 

softer underbelly.  There’s something about the ‘stiff upper lip’ of 

20th century military men which has encouraged them to hide their 

often very kind hearts. 

Ian’s kindness was, I think, rooted in his faith.  From pumping the 

church organ and, probably, singing in the choir as a boy, through to 

his monthly bicycle excursions to Holy Communion at St Nicholas, 

faith was a constant throughout his life.  He also took enormous 

pleasure in spending time with his children.  Christine tells me that in 

these latter years, their visits to chat with him always cheered him up 

immensely.  And he also took great pleasure in sharing music with all 

his children. 

So, in summary, we find in Ian a man with 

enormous gifts.  Much of his professional life 

was devoted to the service of his country.  In 

his personal life, he was a good friend to 

many, and a loving (if sometimes slightly 

distant) father and husband.  He always did his 

best, and, in the words of the reading we just 

heard, he can truly be described as a 

‘righteous’ man, whose anchor was ultimately 

buried in the deep sands of his faith.  It is to 

that faith, I believe, Ian ultimately holds fast.  

And I believe, with all my heart, that it is in 

that faith that Ian now rests eternally, in the 

arms of his Saviour.  

Amen. 

The view from Ian’s 

favourite spot in St 

Nicholas’ Chapel 
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A cheeky gift from Uncle Bill Jones... 

Last Sunday’s Sermon...well, you asked for it... 

After a number of kind comments about last week’s sermon (and in the 
absence of as many articles as usual to put in this week’s edition of the 
Corona Chronicle...hint, hint!) here is the sermon, reproduced.  Do let 
Canon Tom know whether you would welcome such reproductions in the 
future…. 

 
Weeds and Flowers 

(Matthew 13.24-30, then 36-43) 
 
Unlike our Churchwarden, Colin Hedley, I’m not much of a 

farmer.  Unlike many of the rest of you, I’m not much of a gardener, 
either…which is ironic since the Diocese has decreed that I should live in a 
house which has 200 yards of borders to maintain.  (I kid you not!) 

Fortunately, Clare knows a little bit more about gardening than 
me.  Unfortunately, that means I can very quickly get in trouble for pulling 
up what I thought was a weed, but which she tells me was an expensive 
plant…lovingly nurtured from seed, and planted with infinite care by her 
green fingers. 
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The trouble is that weeds are not really weeds at all.  They are 
actually just wild flowers which are growing in an inconvenient 
place.  At least, that’s how the Royal Horticultural Society labels them, 
I’m told.  So, it turns out, the untrained eye finds it very difficult indeed 
to decide what is weed, and what is not.  After all, they are both made 
of the same stuff.  They are both green.  Most weeds have some kind of 
flower. 

This is something we’ve discovered to our great joy in St Faith’s 
Churchyard in recent years.  For many years, Ralph Hollins catalogued 
the many different plants which appear there.  Then, an in depth 
biodiversity survey was undertaken a few years ago, kindly paid for by 
some members of our congregation.  We discovered that our 
churchyard actually contained over 80 native British plants, some of 
which are quite rare.  So much so that our churchyard is now a 
designated ‘Site of Interest for Nature Conservation’.  As you may 
know, we now routinely leave areas of the churchyard un-mowed, so 
that these plants have a chance to thrive and spread their seeds.  Many 
of these plants would have been considered weeds, by our 
ancestors.  But no longer, by us. 

So, it seems, it’s hard to tell weeds from plants in the real 
world.  What about in the spiritual world, as described by Jesus in 
today’s Gospel?  Well, I have to tell you, after a lifetime of pastoring, it’s 
not always easy to tell the difference among people, either. 

Some people present themselves as magnificent flowers to the 
general population.  They dress well, they say all the right words in all 
the right places.  They donate generously to the church.  They might sit 
on the right committees, or sing in the choir.  But then, some event will 
take place, and all their fine words and actions get blown away in some 
awful action or horrible words.  We find that underneath their beautiful 
plumage, beneath the gorgeous flower they displayed to the world, 
their roots were rotten. 

And the opposite is also true.  One of the great joys of St Faith’s, 
for me, is that we attract people from all walks of life.  And, let’s be 
honest, some of the people who walk through our doors are not 
normally our kind of people.  In any other part of life, we would 
probably not even speak to them.  They don’t play our kind of game.  Or 
they don’t dress in our kind of costume.  Or they don’t eat in our kinds 
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of restaurant.  But, when you get to know these apparent weeds, these 
odd plants which don’t appear to be in the right place, we so often find 
that they are, in fact, beautiful flowers.  

So, if weeds can turn out to be flowers, and flowers can turn out 
to be weeds, how are we to tell the difference?  How shall we react to 
them?  Well, to this question, Scripture offers us an answer.  The Bible’s 
unambiguous message is that Love must be our watch-word.  

To the apparent flower whose roots turn out to be rotten, we 
offer Love.  Perhaps with the balm of love, their roots can be 
strengthened, in the good soil of the church; so that their flower can 
bloom again. 

To the apparent weed, whose manners and untidy appearance 
initially perplexes us, we offer Love; in the hope that in the good soil of 
the church, they will find their own flower, and learn to bloom, 
gloriously. 

That’s all that God requires of us.  Love, love, love.  We feed, we 
water, we prune where necessary.  We love. 

But, wait a minute.  What’s that you say?  What about the weeds 
who will always be weeds?  What about the weeds who cannot stop 
strangling the life out of the flowers around them?  Well, yes, they are a 
problem.  There will always be those stubborn weeds which choke the 
life out of the flowers.  They are the Japanese Knot-weeds, which just 
refuse to go away, and which wreak destruction on all around them. 

Well, Jesus, tells us in today’s Gospel, ‘leave them to the 
Angels’.  It is not for us to judge, for judgement is the preserve of God 
alone.  There are indeed some unfortunate souls who will always be 
weeds.  We cannot know what life has thrown at them.  We cannot 
know what poor soil they grew up in, or the harsh environment which 
made them what they are.  Like any gardener, we are wise if we protect 
the rest of the flowers from their influence.  But what their ultimate 
destination might be – that’s in the hands of the angels.  Whether they 
will one day end up at the flower show, or on the compost heap, is 
something we leave in the hands of God. 

In the end, for us, the command is to Love.  We keep on 
watering.  We keep on feeding.  We keep on loving, trusting that God 
has the future safely and securely in his hands.  Amen. 
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The Artistry of Jackie Brookfield 

Jackie is a Church of England Reader (retired), who lives on Hayling Island, 

but who is currently worshipping with us at St Faith’s…. 

Her first picture this week Is entitled ‘Storm’.  She says ‘this represents the 

powerful waves of the virus which threaten us. But the rising sun behind 

the waves express hope for the future’. 
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Carol Acworth remembers France... 

This painting is called 

‘Incubation’. 

In Jackie’s own words, ‘This has 

feminine theme containing a 

uterus and three eggs waiting to 

be born in a post virus age’. 

Father Richard Acworth and his wife Carol spent a number of years in 

France, where they had a second home.  In this entertaining extract from 

Carol’s diary of the time, we see France through the eyes of an English 

immigrant to that great nation…. 

 

Early days in France: 

It sometimes seems to me that being always foreign, and not being able 

to speak the language, (and being very lazy about learning it) is quite a 

high price to pay for living in the sun. 

 But sometimes the mistakes and misunderstanding are so funny 

that it makes it all worth it! Like the day I nearly crashed the car in 

astonishment on seeing a large Labrador dog driving the oncoming car, 

only to remember that actually the driver was sitting on the other side.  

 Like the day I walked into Schmidt Kitchens, thinking this is a likely 

place for a tap, only to be told with a certain politeness that they did not 

stock them. It gradually dawned on me that in Schmidt Kitchens, one 
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bought a whole up-market kitchen, or one 

bought nothing at all! 

 Or the day I went into Mr Bricolage late 

in the morning and was browsing the shelves 

as I often do, and along came an assistant. 

“Can I help you?” he said in English. I was 

astonished. No one talks to me in Mr 

Bricolage, certainly not amongst the plumbing 

shelves, it’s a man’s place. Someone cares 

about me? I thought, highly flattered. “well” I 

said, embarking into an explanation of what I 

wanted, so relieved to speak English. His 

response was unexpected. “Could you come 

back later?” he asked. “You see” looking at his watch, “we are trying to 

close the shop”. The moral of this tale is that if you live in the south of 

France, get used to everything shutting for two hours at lunch time. 

 Or high moments at the art class. As the only foreigner there I felt 

rather that I did not quite belong. The teacher was very kind, spoke very 

slowly to me, corrected me, that what I called a brosse was actually a 

pinceau, and trying to fill me in with patient slow French as to what 

everyone was talking about. I frequently got the wrong end of the stick, 

and got teased for my overlong pronunciation of the word bouilloire, an 

item that interested me greatly, as I was always longing for the tea 

break.  

 One day a member of the class began tossing off all her clothes, 

accompanied by some strong French expletives, her face going an ever 

deeper shade of red, and creating a disturbance that turned every head 

in the room.. The teacher sidled up to me. She felt I needed an 

explanation for this extraordinary display. She nudged me to get my 

attention, It was clearly going to be a new word for my vocabulary: “Tu 

sais Carol,” she whispered, and then by way of explantation, dishing out 

each syllable with slowly emphasis: “c’est la ‘Men . . ooooh . . . Pause!’ 

She nodded sagely and wandered off, tossing over her shoulder as she 

went, “tu comprends Carol?” 
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Or the time I got a speeding fine, which, cursing as I did so, I paid up on 

the dot. Six months later I received a frighteningly official looking letter 

from the Ministry of the Interior. Opening it with trembling hands and 

reading it as best I could, it appeared to me that due to a speeding 

“infraction” six months previously I now had 12 points on my driving 

licence. I saw myself dusting off the bike and putting the car in the 

garage for a year. It turned out that they had put back the one point they 

seized when I drove too fast, and now, wasn’t I lucky, I had all 12 points 

of my entitlement back again. That just seems the wrong way round to 

me! 

 

 

 

 

John Burch is a chorister of St Faith’s, a 

Charity Shop volunteer, and all round 

lovely bloke!  He has been writing his 

memoires (well, it’s kept him out of 

trouble during the ‘lockdown’!)  So, for 

those who would like to know about bit 

more about the man of the mellifluous 

melodies, you will find overleaf a chance 

to read about his early years.  Later 

editions of the Chronicle may include the 

next instalments (you have been warned!  

Ed.). 

 

 

Do you have an interesting life-story to tell?  Do send it to 

tomkennar@gmail.com! 

 

John Burch bares all! 
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My Life-Story - Part One 

By John Burch 

 I was born in a war-torn London in 1938 at St. Giles Hospital, 

Camberwell. I am the third child of four, three boys and one girl. When I 

was 1 year old we moved to Devon where my mother gave birth to her 

fourth child.  She was subsequently found wandering the streets in a 

confused state and so my Father, who was a military man, had her 

sectioned.  I think today she would probably have been diagnosed with 

severe post-natal depression.  She died three months later in hospital. I 

was taken back to London aged one but my brothers and sister went to 

relatives. 

 From London I was sent to Rhyl and placed with the C. of E. 

Children’s Society in a village near Audley End called Ashdon.  I started my 

first infant school. One of the helpers in the home was a dear lady called 

Mrs. Woodley.  The Master and Matron were Mr. and Mrs. Maple, who 

unbeknown to me at the time, would prove to be a big influence in my life.  

We were surrounded by green fields full of vegetable crops and these 

were tended by German POW’s. I used to converse with the ones who 

could speak English.   

 All 25 boys had specific jobs to do in the home.  I must have spent 

five years in Ashdon before I was moved to “Pinehurst” in Camberley, 

Surrey. I was delighted to find that Mr. and Mrs. Maple had also been 

transferred there which made the transition easier. Pinehurst had 

beautiful grounds, once again I was one of 25 boys but, I soon settled in. 

However, it was not to be for too long!  

  I was nearly eight and very happy with my surroundings but I was 

soon to be off again.  This time I was moved to yet another part of the 

country, Bexley in Kent which turned out to be The London Choir School 

famous for pupils such as Michael Crawford, Tony Hatch and Roy Chubby 

Brown, all of who were day pupils. It was a fee-paying School run by a man 

who said he was an ordained Priest but, as you will read a little later, he 

was an imposter.  He was constantly walking around the grounds in his 

clerical shirt and collar.  

 I was a boarder and it was not until a few years later I was told that I 

had been sponsored by an anonymous benefactor. I never discovered who 



 

17 

it was.  Whilst at this school I was chosen to sing at many well-known 

London Churches: Holy Trinity, Brompton, St. Paul’s Cathedral, where we 

performed the Passion of the Messiah, Eaton Square, The King’s Chapel of 

Savoy which was attended by King George VI and Queen Mary and St. 

Martin-in-the Fields.  I also sang in two films made at the Elstree and 

Denham Studios.  The “Guinea Pig” with Richard Attenborough and “No 

Room At the Inn” starring Glenda Jackson.  

 Around 1948 - 49 there was an investigation at the School regarding 

some serious misdemeanours involving the Principal. The News made the 

front page of The Sunday Pictorial and it transpired that he was not an 

ordained Priest at all and he was sentenced to 10 years for his offences. 

 I was taken out of the School by the C. of E. Children’s Society and 

placed in 

another Home in Wellingborough/Northants called Hatton Hall. I attended 

the local school settling in fairly quickly and enjoying my school work 

considering, I had had so many interruptions.  But alas, it was not too long 

before it was deemed necessary to move me yet again, this time to Balham 

in South London which was classified as an Assessment Home looking where 

to place boys next.  

 I was quickly moved to Burgess Hill and this is where I was able to put 

my vocal talent into operation.  Directly opposite the home was St. John’s C. 

of E. Church and I joined their choir.  The Home had spacious grounds with 

many apple trees which encouraged the boys to become quite good at 

scrumping... 

……… at which I excelled! 

 

To be continued ..... 

 

 

 

 

 

(John with other Charity Shop 

Volunteers in the Rectory 

Garden) 
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From our Musical Director 

From this Sunday, with the re-opening of St Faith’s for public worship, we 
shall once again have the pleasure of enjoying the music of Graham Kidd, 
our Musical Director.  Throughout the Lockdown, Graham has been 
keeping our choristers amused with a weekly newsletter most of which 
can be read on our website at https://stfaith.com/566-2/   The following 
article is taken from last week’s Newsletter, and it gives a great sense of 
some of Graham’s past experiences of church music, especially as centred 
on St James’s Church, West End.  Ed. 
 
FROM GRAHAM KIDD: 
 During July, I thought I’d write a bit about the 
churches that I’ve been involved with over the last 
36½ years. This week, we visit St. James’s Church, 
West End which, slightly confusingly, is about four 
miles east of Southampton!  
 Like many churches, the current building isn’t 
the first church to be on the site. The original church 
building on the site was very plain and the parish 
quickly outgrew it! To complicate matters, the church 
was struck by lightning in 1875, which made it necessary to pull down 

most of the spire. Plans for a new church were drawn up 
and accepted in 1889. The chosen architect was Sir Arthur 
Blomfield (pictured left), who in 1882, designed the Royal 
College of Music and in 1887, became architect to the 
Bank of England. His design for the church was to use a 
decorated and perpendicular style, with plain Nave 
arches.  The cost of building the church came to just 

under £7000 and the foundation stone was laid on 22nd October 1890. 
In 2015, the congregation and the parish had a weekend of celebrations 
to mark the 125th anniversary of the building of the current church.  

https://stfaith.com/566-2/
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 The church is slightly unusual in that it has 
two fonts! In addition to the Victorian font at the 
west end, the one by the chancel steps is much 
older and is believed to be from the older church 
building. It was rescued from the mud in the 
nearby river! At the East end of the church is a 

large crucifix made of bog-
wood, which once stood outside in the churchyard 
flanked by figures of Mary and John, which are also now 
in the church.  
 On completion of my time at University in 2005, I 
moved back home. I could have gone back to being part 
of St. Andrew’s Hamble (featured church a fortnight 
ago) but I decided that it would be a backward step and 
the musical life of the church had moved on in three 

years. So I ended up being firstly an occasional worshipper at St. James’, 
before joining the church choir as the 
only tenor in January 2006. Due to work 
commitments, I stepped down from 
singing in the choir at the beginning of 
2011 and moved from the chancel to the 
sanctuary to become an altar server until 
2014. I also recall being on the Sunday 
coffee rota at one point, I ended up 
washing up for Christmas and summer 
fetes (I like washing up) and I did two 
stints on the PCC.  

 In September 2015, I became 
director of music at the church. My 
predecessor was Martin Hall who sadly 
had Parkinson’s disease and had to stand 
down (the newsletter from 22nd May says 
a bit more about Martin). Within this role, 
I was the principal organist for services at 
the church; generally, I played for two 
Sundays a month (three when there were 
five Sundays). The parish was, and still is, 



 

20 

blessed to have other organists who were happy to play occasionally. I 
had responsibility for leading choir practices.  
 During my three years as Director of Music, I put together many 
special services and was able to collaborate successfully with other 
church choirs from the locality. Of particular note were the annual ‘Come 
and Sing’ events which took place in October of every year and the 
Advent Carol Service of 2017 which involved many local church choirs. I 
was also involved in playing for the innovative ‘Church Alive’ service, 
which commenced in January 2016.  
 My time at West End culminated with the choir singing for 
evensong at Portsmouth Anglican Cathedral in July 2018. I stayed for a bit 
longer as I played for the final services for the vicar at the beginning of 
August (I said I was leaving before him) and my final “engagement” was 
to lead the music at the collation service of his new parish at the 
beginning of September 2018. I was very lucky to work with lovely clergy 
during my time at West End, firstly Rev Brian Pickett and Rev Liz Pickett 
(husband and wife team) until May 2012, then Rev Thomas Wharton 
from September 2013, who is now vicar of Romsey Abbey.  
 St. James is another very busy church with lots going on, even 
during lockdown! The church website is here:  
http://www.stjameswestend.org.uk/  
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A Prayer for the Feast  of Mary Magdalene 
(Wednesday 22 July) 

From Father Tony Kemp 

Don’t forget that we are open 
for private prayer on Tuesdays 
and Fridays.  Numbers of 
attendees are growing, day by 
day, as people come to pray 
with renewed confidence.  We 
hope to see you soon! 

Praise to you, Lord, for the inspiration of Mary Magdalene,  
your penitent and loyal follower; 

Let us see in her deep devotion and gratitude  
- the wonder of your generous love; 

Seeing her profound penitence - may we, in humility,  
fall at your feet and wash them in our tears; 
As we ponder her act of extravagant love -  

give us grace to be inspired and devoted wholly to you; 
The grace to contemplate the extent of her deep devotion to you,  

her Lord and Saviour; 
We give you praise for her ardent ministry to him in life,  

leading to the cross, and the graveside; 
Mary of Magdala, who went out weeping and returned with shouts of joy; 

The Apostle to the Apostles proclaiming to the world the good news of 
the gospel of our Lord Jesus, through whom, and in whom we pray. 

Amen. 
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DONATIONS UPDATE 
 

Thank you! 
We are now releasing some staff from furlough 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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The Power of Story 

Here’s this morning’s sermon (Thursday 23 July) by Canon Tom.  If you 
want less sermons, and more fascinating articles from parishioners….get 
writing and sending them in! 
 
Matthew 13. 10-17 
 I wonder how many of us remember the late, lamented crooner, 
Max Bygraves.  He had one of those catch-phrases, which impressionists 
would copy, so that everyone knew, straight away, who they were 
impersonating.  For Max Byrgraves, it was ‘I wanna tell you a story’. 
 Then, old Max would start to sing - all sorts of wonderful, imaginary 
stories.  There was the question ‘ What noise annoys an oyster?’.  There 
was that song about the imaginary tiny house, by a tiny sea, in Gilly Gilly 
Ossenfeffer Katzenellen Bogen By The Sea .  And then there was my 
favourite - ‘You’re a pink toothbrush’ - the story of a romance between a 
pink dental hygiene instrument, and a blue one! 
 The genius of Max Byrgraves, like so many before him, was that he 
realised human beings are hard-wired for stories.  We love them.  From 
Homer’s Iliad, and the story of Noah’s Ark, to the latest movies on our 
screen, or the novels on our shelves, there’s nothing we enjoy more than 
losing ourselves in a good story.   
 Stories have power you see.  We see ourselves, and our lives, 
reflected back at us in stories.  We identify ourselves, or at least our 
aspirations of who we would like to be, in the lines of stories.  Romantic 
stories wake up our emotions, and help us to find the romance in our 
own lives.  Heroic tales of ‘daring do’ enable us to imagine ourselves as 
the hero of the story.  They lift our eyes and our hearts to bigger, greater 
horizons. 
 Stories in the Bible are no exception.  The stories of the Hebrew 
Bible are often centred around a ‘great hero’ who, by obeying God’s 
command carries out a great a mighty deed.  Noah, Abraham, Moses, 
Joshua, David, Daniel - they are all heroes, made of heroic stuff, which 
inspire us to also seek God’s will and to become heroes ourselves. 
 Jesus understood the power of story.  Which is why he told so 
many parables. But when his disciples asked him why he used so many 
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parables, he reply - as we just heard - was enigmatic, to say the least. 
 We don’t have the time for a line-by-line examination of the Gospel 
text.  But what I think Jesus was pointing to was this:  he noticed that the 
people had become deaf to the wisdom of God, especially as it was taught 
to them by the religious leaders of the day.  They taught the people rules 
and regulations, dogmas to be believed and followed.  But the result, as 
Jesus says, was that “seeing they do not perceive, and hearing they do not 
listen, nor do they understand.” 
 Jesus attempted to break through the log-jam, by re-imagining  the 
faith in terms of stories.  These were stories about fishermen and bakers, 
farmers and home-makers - ordinary people, in fact.  He invited his 
listeners to see themselves in these stories, just as story-tellers have 
always done.  He sought to awaken their imaginations, and by doing so to 
re-awaken their hearts to receive the message of God’s love. 
 We too are invited to do the same.  When we read the Scriptures, 
we are invited not to get too bogged down in the questions of the 
theologians - the detailed questions  about whether this event or that 
really happened exactly as it was recorded.  Or whether this or that story 
is provable by modern archaeology.  We are invited, instead, to ask what 
this story says to our heart.  How does it lift our imaginations beyond the 
humdrum, every day nature of our existence?  How does it inspire us to go 
further, go deeper, be braver, more loving, more steadfast? 
 So when you read the Creation story, don’t worry about how many 
days it was completed in.  Ask yourself, instead, how you can be involved 
in God’s ongoing act of creation. 
 When you read the story of Moses crossing the Red Sea, don’t get 
caught up in questions of how likely or unlikely the story is.  Rather, focus 
on what barriers are in your life, and how you might begin to cross them. 
 When you read of tiny David defeating gigantic Goliath, don’t get 
caught up in the questions about who the Philistines were and still are 
today.  Instead, take courage that even you, with your small skills, can 
make a difference in the world. 
 Let the power of these stories, and the parables of Jesus seep into 
your heart.  Let them challenge and encourage you, to ever greater works 
for the Kingdom of Heaven.   Amen. 
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Hymn 225 
Words: Harry Fosdick (1878-1969)  

Tune: REGENT SQUARE: Henry Smart (1813-1879) 

 
1. God of grace and God of glory, 
On Thy people pour Thy pow’r. 

now fulfil thy church’s story, 
Bring her bud to glorious flow’r. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 
For the facing of this hour.  

 
2. Lo, the hosts of evil round us 
Scorn thy Christ, assail his ways; 

From the fears that long have bound us 
Free our hearts to faith and praise. 
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 

For the living of these days. 
 

3. Cure thy children’s warring madness, 
Bend our pride to thy control; 

shame our wanton, selfish gladness, 
Rich in goods and poor in soul. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 
Lest we miss thy kingdom’s goal. 

 
4. Set our feet on lofty places. 
Gird our lives that they may be 

Armoured with all Christ-like graces 
As we set your people free. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 
Lest we fail the world or thee. 

 
 ________________________ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hymn 314 
Words: Walter Chalmers Smith (1824-1908) 

(Based on 1 Tim 1.17)  
Tune: ST DENIO Traditional Welsh Melody  

 
Immortal, invisible,  

God only wise, 
In light inaccessible  
hid from our eyes, 

Most blessèd, most glorious,  
the Ancient of Days, 
Almighty, victorious,  

Thy great name we praise. 
 

Unresting, unhasting,  
and silent as light, 

Nor wanting, nor wasting,  
Thou rulest in might; 

Thy justice, like mountains,  
high soaring above 

Thy clouds, which are fountains  
of goodness and love. 

 
To all, life Thou givest,  

to both great and small; 
In all life Thou livest,  

the true life of all; 
We blossom and flourish  

as leaves on the tree, 
And wither and perish 

—but naught changeth Thee. 
 

Great Father of glory,  
pure Father of light, 

Thine angels adore Thee,  
all veiling their sight; 

All laud we would render;  
O help us to see 

’Tis only the splendour  
of light hideth Thee, 

__________________________ 

Hymns & Readings - Sunday 26 July (Tr.7) 
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Collect 
Lord of all power and might, 
the author and giver of all good things: 
graft in our hearts the love of your name, 
increase in us true religion, 
nourish us with all goodness, 
and of your great mercy keep us in the same; 
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 from the First Book of Kings, Chapter 3:  verses .5-12 
 

At Gibeon the Lord appeared to Solomon in a dream by night; and God 
said, ‘Ask what I should give you.’ And Solomon said, ‘You have shown 
great and steadfast love to your servant my father David, because he 
walked before you in faithfulness, in righteousness, and in uprightness 
of heart towards you; and you have kept for him this great and steadfast 
love, and have given him a son to sit on his throne today. And now, 
O Lord my God, you have made your servant king in place of my father 
David, although I am only a little child; I do not know how to go out or 
come in. And your servant is in the midst of the people whom you have 
chosen, a great people, so numerous they cannot be numbered or 
counted. Give your servant therefore an understanding mind to govern 
your people, able to discern between good and evil; for who can govern 
this your great people?’ 
  It pleased the Lord that Solomon had asked this. God said to him, 
‘Because you have asked this, and have not asked for yourself long life 
or riches, or for the life of your enemies, but have asked for yourself 
understanding to discern what is right, I now do according to your word. 
Indeed I give you a wise and discerning mind; no one like you has been 
before you and no one like you shall arise after you. 
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Gospel: Matthew, Chapter 13: Verses: 31-33,44-52 
He put before them another parable: ‘The kingdom of heaven is like a 
mustard seed that someone took and sowed in his field; it is the 
smallest of all the seeds, but when it has grown it is the greatest of 
shrubs and becomes a tree, so that the birds of the air come and make 
nests in its branches.’ 
 He told them another parable: ‘The kingdom of heaven is like 
yeast that a woman took and mixed in with three measures of flour 
until all of it was leavened.’ 
 ‘The kingdom of heaven is like treasure hidden in a field, which 
someone found and hid; then in his joy he goes and sells all that he has 
and buys that field. 
 ‘Again, the kingdom of heaven is like a merchant in search of fine 
pearls; on finding one pearl of great value, he went and sold all that he 
had and bought it. 
 ‘Again, the kingdom of heaven is like a net that was thrown into 
the sea and caught fish of every kind;  when it was full, they drew it 
ashore, sat down, and put the good into baskets but threw out the 
bad. So it will be at the end of the age. The angels will come out and 
separate the evil from the righteous and throw them into the furnace 
of fire, where there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth. 
 ‘Have you understood all this?’ They answered, ‘Yes.’ And he said 
to them, ‘Therefore every scribe who has been trained for the kingdom 
of heaven is like the master of a household who brings out of his 
treasure what is new and what is old. 
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Sunday Evening Prayer (6pm on Zoom) 

To be led by Canon Karina Green 

To take part online, simply click here 
 

First Hymn (297) 

Words: John Newton (1725 - 1807) 
Tune: ST PETER Alexander Robert Reinagle (1799 - 1877) 

 

Psalm 75  
 

1. Unto thee, O God, do we give thanks * 
 yea, unto thee do we give thanks. 
         
2. Thy Name also is so nigh * 
 and that do thy wondrous works declare. 
         
3. When I receive the congregation * 
 I shall judge according unto right. 
         
 

1 How sweet the name of Jesus sounds  
in a believer's ear!  
It soothes our sorrows, heals our 
wounds,  
and drives away our fear.  
 
2 It makes the wounded spirit whole  
and calms the troubled breast;  
'tis manna to the hungry soul,  
and to the weary, rest.  
 
3 Dear name! the rock on which I build, 
my shield and hiding place, 
my never-failing treas’ry filled 
with boundless stores of grace. 
 

3 Jesus! my shepherd, guardian, friend,  
my Prophet, Priest, and King,  
my Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,  
accept the praise I bring.  
 
 
4 How weak the effort of my heart,  
how cold my warmest thought;  
but when I see you as you are,  
I'll praise you as I ought.  
 
5 Till then I would your love proclaim  
with every fleeting breath;  
and may the music of your name  
refresh my soul in death.  

https://us04web.zoom.us/j/73577393658?pwd=cW90TW9OREVSNVVMK3pqeW5OMitTQT09
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4. The earth is weak, and all the inhabiters thereof * 
 I bear up the pillars of it. 
         
5. I said unto the fools, Deal not so madly * 
 and to the ungodly, Set not up your horn. 
         
6. Set not up your horn on high * 
 and speak not with a stiff neck. 
         
7. For promotion cometh neither from the east, nor from the west * 
 nor yet from the south. 
         
8. And why? God is the Judge * 
 he putteth down one, and setteth up another. 
         
9. For in the hand of the Lord there is a cup, and the wine is red * 
 it is full mixed, and he poureth out of the same. 
         
10. As for the dregs thereof * 
 all the ungodly of the earth shall drink them, and suck them out. 
         
11. But I will talk of the God of Jacob * 
 and praise him for ever. 
         
12. All the horns of the ungodly also will I break * 
 and the horns of the righteous shall be exalted. 
 
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 
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First Reading: 1 Kings 6.11-14,23-38 
And the word of the Lord came to Solomon, saying, ‘Concerning this 
house which thou art in building, if thou wilt walk in my statutes, and 
execute my judgments, and keep all my commandments to walk in 
them; then will I perform my word with thee, which I spake unto 
David thy father: And I will dwell among the children of Israel, and will 
not forsake my people Israel.’ 
 So Solomon built the house, and finished it. And within the 
oracle he made two cherubims of olive tree, each ten cubits high. And 
five cubits was the one wing of the cherub, and five cubits the other 
wing of the cherub: from the uttermost part of the one wing unto the 
uttermost part of the other were ten cubits. And the other cherub 
was ten cubits: both the cherubims were of one measure and one 
size. The height of the one cherub was ten cubits, and so was it of the 
other cherub.  
 
 And he set the cherubims within the inner house: and they 
stretched forth the wings of the cherubims, so that the wing of the 
one touched the one wall, and the wing of the other cherub touched 
the other wall; and their wings touched one another in the midst of 
the house. And he overlaid the cherubims with gold. 
And he carved all the walls of the house round about with carved 
figures of cherubims and palm trees and open flowers, within and 
without. 
 And the floors of the house he overlaid with gold, within and 
without. And for the entering of the oracle he made doors of olive 
tree: the lintel and side posts were a fifth part of the wall. 
The two doors also were of olive tree; and he carved upon them 
carvings of cherubims and palm trees and open flowers, and overlaid 
them with gold, and spread gold upon the cherubims, and upon the 
palm trees.  
 So also made he for the door of the temple posts of olive tree, a 
fourth part of the wall. And the two doors were of fir tree: the two 
leaves of the one door were folding, and the two leaves of the other 
door were folding. And he carved thereon cherubims and palm trees 
and open flowers: and covered them with gold fitted upon the carved 
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work. And he built the inner court with three rows of hewed stone, and a 
row of cedar beams.  
 In the fourth year was the foundation of the house of the Lord laid, 
in the month Zif: And in the eleventh year, in the month Bul, which is the 
eighth month, was the house finished throughout all the parts thereof, 
and according to all the fashion of it. So was he seven years in building it. 

 
Second Reading: Acts 12.1-17 

  
Now about that time Herod the king stretched forth his hands to vex 
certain of the church. And he killed James the brother of John with the 
sword. And because he saw it pleased the Jews, he proceeded further to 
take Peter also. (Then were the days of unleavened bread.) And when he 
had apprehended him, he put him in prison, and delivered him to four 
quaternions of soldiers to keep him; intending after Easter to bring him 
forth to the people. Peter therefore was kept in prison: but prayer was 
made without ceasing of the church unto God for him. 
 And when Herod would have brought him forth, the same night 
Peter was sleeping between two soldiers, bound with two chains: and 
the keepers before the door kept the prison. And, behold, the angel of 
the Lord came upon him, and a light shined in the prison: and he smote 
Peter on the side, and raised him up, saying, ‘Arise up quickly’. And his 
chains fell off from his hands.  
 And the angel said unto him, ‘Gird thyself, and bind on thy sandals’. 
And so he did. And he saith unto him, ‘Cast thy garment about thee, and 
follow me’. And he went out, and followed him; and wist not that it was 
true which was done by the angel; but thought he saw a vision. 
When they were past the first and the second ward, they came unto the 
iron gate that leadeth unto the city; which opened to them of his own 
accord: and they went out, and passed on through one street; and 
forthwith the angel departed from him. And when Peter was come to 
himself, he said, ‘Now I know of a surety, that the Lord hath sent his 
angel, and hath delivered me out of the hand of Herod, and from all the 
expectation of the people of the Jews’.  
 And when he had considered the thing, he came to the house of 
Mary the mother of John, whose surname was Mark; where many were 



 

32 

gathered together praying. And as Peter knocked at the door of the gate, 
a damsel came to hearken, named Rhoda. And when she knew Peter’s 
voice, she opened not the gate for gladness, but ran in, and told how 
Peter stood before the gate. And they said unto her, ‘Thou art mad’. But 
she constantly affirmed that it was even so. Then said they, ‘It is his 
angel.’ 
 But Peter continued knocking: and when they had opened the 
door, and saw him, they were astonished. But he, beckoning unto them 
with the hand to hold their peace, declared unto them how the Lord had 
brought him out of the prison. And he said, ‘Go shew these things unto 
James, and to the brethren’. And he departed, and went into another 
place. 

Closing Hymn (474) 
Words: Martin Rinkart (1586-1649) 

Tune: NUN DANKET: Johann Cruger (1598-1662) 
 

 

Readings for Mass on Thursday  30 July  
 

Jeremiah 18.1-6  
Matthew 13.47-53  

1 Now thank we all our God 
with heart and hands and voices, 
who wondrous things has done, 
in whom his world rejoices; 
who from our mothers' arms 
has blessed us on our way 
with countless gifts of love, 
and still is ours today. 
 
2 O may this bounteous God 
through all our life be near us, 
with ever joyful hearts 
and blessed peace to cheer us, 
 

to keep us in his grace, 
and guide us when perplexed, 
and free us from all ills 
in this world in the next. 
 
3 All praise and thanks to God 
the Father now be given, 
the Son and him who reigns, 
with them in highest heaven 
the one eternal God, 
whom heaven and earth adore; 
for thus it was, is now, 
and shall be evermore.  


